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Beauty and the Beast.
The sun had set behind the rugged castle walls; ravenous wolves howled at glinting full moon. In the castle dancing yellow lights appeared as if by magic! Snow fell from the darkening sky. Over the humongous garden of the palace. As the birds finished their evening chorus, a deathly silence spread over the palace and its grounds. It was as if the silence was a monster looming over every living thing in the world. Not too far away from the palace (on the other side of the wood) lay a perfectly ordinary village where nothing ever happened. Happiness spread over this village like never before, because the hero from the war was returning to them after many years. But what they didn’t know was that this man would soon change their life...   
The old merchant was travelling back to his home after a long day at the fair. He was looking forward to seeing his daughters; because he had been away he had bought them one gift each. A diamond, lace and a rose. However he had not yet acquired the rose for his youngest daughter. (Belle). The gleaming yellow eyes of the wolves followed his every move. Waiting. Waiting. He realized too late that he had no idea where he was! He was petrified for not just his health but his daughters’ too. He needed to get back, he had to get back. The whole village was counting on him to bring back his new invention. In the distance he saw dancing yellow lights in the distance. These were of course the lights coming from the palace. As he arrived, he realized that the garden was full of white roses; glittering as the moonlight hit the snow (which was covering the petals like a warm blanket) he reached out and gently picked the precious rose. Up ahead lay the abandoned stable. He left his horse there so he could rest after the long tiring journey. Feeling rather peckish he stepped inside the palace. Surprised, he saw a steaming hot meal on the table with a place set for one. After a tasty meal he decided to have a look around. Feeling drowsy he found a beautiful four poster bed - that was fit for a king - he lay down without a care in the world. As soon as his tired head hit the marshmallow pillow he fell fast asleep.
Right at that moment, an ear-piercing roar echoed around the hall. The monstrous creature had returned. Petrified, the elderly merchant stood rooted to the spot.
“What are you doing in my palace?”Grunted the beast.
“I g-g-got l-l-lost” trembled the poor merchant.
[bookmark: _GoBack]“Well now that you have trespassed, eaten my meal and slept in MY bed how about you stay here in my prison above?” snarled the beast. Still trembling he was lead to a damp, dark prison sell. There were no bars on the window (which had no glass at all) and a small wooden chair was set up at the side. No blankets. No bed. Nothing at all apart from a mouldy piece of bread and a tiny cup of water.
At the merchant’s home, his three daughters were panicking because it had now been two days since their father’s disappearance. On the third day, the youngest daughter (Belle) decided to go and find her father. The problem was: how was she going to get there? As her father had taken the only horse that they possessed. There was no choice. She had to go walking round the village in search for a horse. How about the baker he had four horses? No all the horses were ill. Oh no. That meant Gaston, he bad returned from the war two days before with his accomplice he was nearly as dumb as Gaston, he was very interested in Bell and her sisters. Oh well, here goes.
“Hello Gaston. Please can I borrow one of your horses?” asked Belle. Looking surprised at her sudden appearance, he looked round. When he saw her, his eyes lit up in pure delight.
“Oh. Um. Hi Belle. Yes of course you can, but what do you want with it. Where is your horse?” sneered Gaston.
“Well my father is at the fair showing off his new invention. I just want to go for a ride to the fair and see how he is getting on.” answered Belle.
“Here you go then.” he said, “but I expect it back by the end of the day.
“Ok. Fine. Thank you.” Replied Belle
She set off almost at once as there was a slight hold up. Gaston had decided to follow her, so she hid behind an oak tree until he had passed her, turned back and went home. After about a mile she found hoof prints. Very carefully she measured them. They were Phillip’s – her father’s horse. Excited, Belle followed the tracks until her jaw dropped in shock because before her was the enchanted palace. Startled, she saw her father’s pale-white, starved face peering out of a window in one of the towers. She started to run as fast as she could desperate to reach her father. Good thing that she had bought some biscuits and some orange juice. Suddenly from behind her came the clanking of metal on metal was following her up the stairs...
When she finally reached the top of the stairs, a muffled croaky voice rang around the dark corridor. It was her father’s voice.                               “Father? Is that you?”Belle whispered. No answer came. Full of fear, Belle walked quickly down the depressing corridor. Then she found him. He was now so slim that he was nearly only skin and bones. All the bread had gone; it had been devoured a long time ago by the look of him.
“Father?” she said desperately his eyes suddenly lit up as he saw Belle.
“Belle! Is that you?” he croaked. 
“Yes it is me. What happened?”
“Listen to me, there is no time for all your questions. You must get out of here while you still can. This castle is alive.” He said.
“No. I will take your place so that you can go home and get some more food. But if I do that could you please take both of the horses because the other one belongs to Gaston.” Begged Belle.
“If you really want to take your father’s place then you will be here for twice the amount of time as him.” Growled a completely different voice. “But would you do that for your father is the question?” 
“Yes I will” answered Belle determinedly “Wait a minute, who are you? Come into the light so I can see who you are.  
 














