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A  N ew  Hiſ t ory of

B L U E  B E A R D .

ON C E  upon a time there li  
 ved, a great way off, an 

old man who had two daughters, 
the name of the eldeſt was Fati
ma, the youngeſ t Irene. Irene 
was a very pretty girl, but Fati
ma was beauty itſe l f ; and ſo ve
ry good beſides, that every body 
loved her : you may ſee her in 
t roduced to a gentleman, to 
whom ſhe was going to be m ar
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r ied, her father having given his 
conſent, had not the fame o f  her 
beauty reached the ears of a ve
ry great man, I ſhould have ſaid 
tyrant, for he was a very cruel 
over-bearing nobleman, and had 
been married to ſeveral ladies, 
of whom nobody knew what was 
become; but as he was very rich 
and lived in a grand caſtle ,  of
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which I here preſent you with 
the drawing ; he ſome how or

other, was never long withont a 
wife. This  nobleman, whoſe 
name was Abomelique, but gen
erally called Blue Beard, on ac
count of his beard being of that 
colour, being determined to ſee 
her, under a pretence of b u ſi 
n e ſs, paid the father of Fatima a 
v i ſit. Poor Fatima ! ſh e little



thought the great Abomelique 
was come to her father’s cottage 
on her a c c o u n t ; but  ſo it was, 
he came attended like a king, 
(you may ſee him in the p ic ture)
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the father o f F a t i m a  ſtanding a t 
the door to receive him;  as ſ oon 
as he entered the hou ſ e the old 
man entertained him in the be ſt  
manner he could, and ordered
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his two daughters to dreſs them
ſelves in their beſt ,  and wait upo n  h

im ; who being good girls 
ſoon did as they were bid. No 
ſooner did Blue Beard ſee Fati
ma than he fell violently in love 
with her. I ſhould not ſay love, 
for it was that kind of love a wolf 
has for a pretty innocent lamb. 
So, without any more ado, he 
told her father the reaſon of his 
coming, offering to make her 
his w ife ; and that h imſelf and 
his other daughter, ſhould go 
and live with him at th e  Caſt l e .

T he  father was qu i te  delight
ed with the offer, e ſpecially as 
Blue Beard told him he ſhould 
be the maſter of all his ſlaves, 
and next h imſelf in power. Ire
ne too thought ſhe ſhould like it
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vaſt l y  ; “  W h a t  a fine thing, ”  
ſaid ſhe to herſelf, “  it will be to 
have fine rooms to walk in when 
the weather is bad ; and gardens 
to  range in when the weather is
fine ; well, I a lmoſt  wiſh he had 
fallen in love with me , for I don’t 
think the great Abomelique 
would be ſo ugly, if it was not 
for his m onſt ro u s  great Blue 
B e a r d :" Such was the thought 
of Irene. As to poor Fatima ſhe
fainted away, which frightened 
Blue Beard, who would have 
been glad to have found her a
greeable to his wiſhes ; however, 
with much ado they brought her 
to herſelf, when Blue Beard left 
her, promiſi n g  to come the next 
day, and fetch her in ſ tate to the 
Caſt l e  : after he was gone no
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thing ran in the father' s head
but how he ſhould enjoy h im ſelf
at the C a ſt le .  As to Irene, ſhe
could not help pitying her ſiſter,
who was in a ſad taking.

Fatima had a real love for Se
l im, to whom her father had pro
m iſed his conſent, in marriage. 
You ſee promiſes  with ſome, like 
pye-cruſt ,a re  made to be broken. 
Ah ! ſilly  old man, you little 
th ink about the evil that hangs 
over your daughter’s head. As 
Fatima knew ſhe ſhould be for
ced to go with Blue Beard, ſhe 
wrote immediately to Selim . 
N ow only think what a fine thing 
it is to be a ſcholar, for if Fa t i 
ma could not have wrote to her 
lover, nobody elſe would have 
done it for her, and what would
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have been the conſequence you 
will find by and by ; ſo above 
a ll things learn to read your 
book, that your daddy a n d  m a m 
my may learn you to write too ; 
well, as ſoon as ſhe had finiſhed 
her letter, ſhe gave it t o  a  t ruſty  
m e ſſenger, who ſet off full ſpeed

and ſoon arrived at Selim’s 
h o u ſe. I m u st now return to
Blue Beard,w ho could not get
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a wink o f  ſleep all night, ſo much 
did he think of his intended 
bride : ſo, n o  ſooner had the ſun 
gilded the mountain’s tops than 
he was up, and the proceſſion 
was ordered to move towards the 
village ; you can’t think what a 
fine ſight it was, firſt  came two 
trumpeters, then tw o kettele
drums, then two French horns, 
then two men with fine ſilken 
 flags, then ſom e of his b lack  ſlaves  
armed with bows and arrows ;
 next came the great Abomelique 
 h im ſelf, riding on an elephant, 
under a fine ſi lk en  canopy; next 
followed another elephant rich
ly dreſſed, with a fine ſeat on 
his back, and a ſi lken  canopy 
over it, for Fatima and her
ſiſt e r  ; a fine Arabian horſe fol
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lowed, led by a black ſla v e ,  for
her fa ther ; a band of m u ſi c  fol
lowing ; then his ſlaves ,  armed 
with bows and arrows, cloſed  
the proceſſi o n .  Blue Beard 
brought ſome fine clothes along 
with him for F a t ima and her ſiſ
ter, which the father inſiſted u p 
on her wearing. I t  was in vain 
for her to tell him ſhe could not 
be happy, as her heart was given 
to Selim ; he knew that Blue 
Beard was very rich, and, like 
many others, he thought happi
n eſs conſiſt e d  in wealth ; ſo ſays 
he have him you m u ſt ,  and have 
h im  you ſhall : Abomelique, at 
the ſame time, took all manner 
of pains to pleaſe her ; for, b e 
ſide the fine clothes, he brought
her jewels and diamonds in p ro 
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fu ſio n ,  and promiſed ſh e  ſhould 
want for nothing when ſhe got 
the Caſt l e .

After being dreſſed in a very 
grand manner, ſhe was put, or 
rather forced, into her ſeat on 
the elephant’s back along with 
her ſi ſt e r  Irene ; the ladies 
round about, who came to the 
ſi g h t ,  could ſcarce keep from 
envying her, forgetting that very 
fine clothes may hide a very hea
vy heart, as it did now. No 
ſooner was the company ſeated 
than the m u ſi c  began to play, 
and off the great A bom elique 
marched in triumph with his 
prize. H e r  lover Selim no ſoon
er received her letter, than, 
knowing no time was to be loſt ,  
went directly to his brother,
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who commanded a troop, who 
promiſed to a ſſiſt  him to the u t 
moſt  ; ſo it was agreed to m u ſ
ter their men, and ſet off im 
mediately for the father, and 
bring Fatima away ; or, if Blue 
Beard had already got her, to 
force her from him, who by now 
had arrived at his Caſt l e .  Sure 
nothing could equal the rejoic
ings made to welcome her.— 
Blue Beard c o n d u c ted her to a 
fine ſeat in a magnificent garden, 
where refreſhments were placed 
a n d  ſo m e  o f  the females were or
dered to dance to entertain her ;  
but for all this ſhe was ſt i l l  mel
ancholy : as to her father he 
was as merry as a grig, pulling 
about the women, driving
about the men ; and Irene
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would have been merry could 
ſhe have ſeen her ſiſter ſo. Blue 
Beard having a mind to leave 
her a litt le to herſelf, pretended 
he had t  b u ſi n e ſs of the u tm o ſt  
importance to tranſact ,  told her

 he m u ſt  leave her till the even
ing, giving her at the ſame 

 time the keys of all the apart
ments of the Caſt l e ,  telling her 
as ſhe was miſt r e ſs of the place 
to go freely into any of them, 
except that room, the door of 
which was in the Blue Chamber 
— and of which this key, ſet with 
diamonds, opens the lock ; u p 
on your life don’t go into that 
chamber, giving Fatima the 
k e y s ; and then with a look that 
frightened her ſadly, left h e r ;  
is ſoon as he was gone, Irene
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cried, now is not that kind of 
him to give you the keys to go 
where you pleaſe : N o ,  my dear 
ſi ſt e r ,  ſaid Fatima, I had much 
rather he had kept them ; you 
find I am forbid going into one 
room, did not you hear him ſay 
my life depended on it.

I don’t th ink  any thing of 
that, ſaid Irene, I long to ſee 
that chamber in particular ; 
come don’t mope ſo, if you had 
not ſeen Selim first  you might be
very happy, for ſetting a ſid e  his
beard I don’t think A bom elique 
ſo very ugly ; now as he won’t 
be a t  h o m e  till evening, pray do 
let us go over the Caſt l e ,  I long 
to have a rummage. I t  was a 
long time before Irene could 
perſuade her ſi ſt e r  to go ; how
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ever ſhe agreed at length and 
a w a y  they went : it would tire 
your patience if I told you all the  

fine things they ſaw ; in o ne of 
the rmoos there was a fine gui
tar hanging up, which Fatima 
took down, and began playing 
upon to divert her melancholy.

Irene would not let her ſi ſter 
play upon it long, for ſhe was 
impatient to ſee the rest  of th e 
chambers, when at length they 
arrived at the blue one, this was 
the grandeſt  of all, it was lined
with looking-glaſſes, ornament
ed with fine blue enamelled  
frames ; here you might ſee 
yourſelf from h ea d  ot foot ; the 
mantle piece was ſupport ted  by 
pillars of the fineſt blue china ; 
and though i t  was called the



Blue Chamber, it might as well 
have been called the Golden one 
as the  floor was lined with it , 
two glaſs chandelers hung from 
the ceiling by chains of gold.

In ſhort, nothing was wanting to 
make this the fineſt  room that 
ever was ſeen : in the middle of 
th is chamber ſ tood the door of  
that they were forbid to enter : 
well, ſi ſt e r  Fatima, ſays Irene, I 
am quite delighted with this 
place, I ſ hould like to ſee the 
next chamber veſt l y ,  I dare ſay 
it m u ſt  be finer st i l l ;  c o m e , 
what ſay you to it, ſhall we look 
at it, there is nobody here to ſee
us, and you know we need not 
tell of ourſelves. 

Dear ſi ſte r , ſaid Fatima, pray 
don't aſk me, I  d r e a d  th e
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thought of it, let us be ſatisfied  
with what we have ſeen, and re
turn ; indeed I begin to be tired  
with the ramble we have had ; 
well, but dear ſi ſte r ,  ſaid Irene,
as we may not have ſuch another 
opportunity a great while, if you 
wont  go in, let us j u ſt open the 
door, and only look in, ſ ure  
there can be no great harm in  
that. I could like to pleaſe you, 
ſays Fatima, but I am ſad ly a
fraid : Pho ! cried Irene, don’t 
be afraid before you are h u r t ; 
come, fear nothing. Fatima, 
to p leaſe her, took the key all 
ſp arkling with diamonds, and  
put  it to the lock, when the door  
flew open in an inſta n t ,  and diſ
covered ſuch a  di ſmal ſcene, that  
Fatima inſta n t ly  fainted away, 



      ( 2 2  )  
the walls were lined with ſkele 
tons, and the floor was ſtrewed 
with the limbs of the dead wives 
the cruel Blue Beard had alrea
dy murdered, which were ſwim
ming in their blood, into which
when Fatima fainted, ſhe dropt 
the key. At one end o f  th i s  dis
mal room ſtood the figure of 
Death holding a dart, and over 
him was wrote in characters of
blood, THE P U N I S H M E N T  OF CU
R IO SIT Y . Mercy on me !  ſaid 
Fati m a, as ſoon as ſhe recover
ed, what will become of me, 
A bom elique will ſurely find me 
out and no doubt, ſe rve  me as he 
has done the poor creatures we 
have j u ſt ſeen.

Come, d e a r  ſi ſter, ſaid Irene, 
let us get away, I am very ſorry
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I perſuaded you to open the 
door ; where is the key gone, 
ſays F a t im a , ’tis n o t  in the door 
perhaps it is dropt, ſays Irene : 
and ſo it was ſure enough, and 
what was w orſe, into the blood; 
ſhe took it up, locked the door, 
and wiped the blood from off 
her hands, but in ſpite of all they 
could do they could not wipe it 
from the key. Now you m uſt  
know this key was the gift of a 
Fairy to Blue Beard ; and when 
poor Fatima found ſhe could 
not clean it, ſhe cried bitterly, 
and Irene could not help crying 
too. You know, my dear, ’tis 
a ſaying, ‘ one trouble ſeldom 
comes alone ;’ and that was the 
caſe now ; for while they were 
th inking what they ſhould do,
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a black ſlave entered to tell them
A bom elique had returned, and
expected them in the grand ſa
loon.  This was terrible news
for Fatima, who gave herſelf
up for loſt ; however, go ſhe 
m u ſt .

Now as they were going, F a 
tima ſays to Irene, my dear ſi ſter, 
yeſte rd ay  I wrote to Selim, and
as I make no doubt but he 
received the letter, this day I ho
ped to ſee him ; pray do you go 
to the top of the tower, and if 
he ſhould be coming, beckon 
him with your handkerchief to 
make haſte. Away went Irene 
with a heavy heart ; while F a 
tima, with a heavier one, went 
to meet Blue Beard ; who, as 
ſoon as he ſaw her, cried out,
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'  Well, Madam, how have you
entertained yourſelf ? don’t you
think there are ſights in the Caſ
t le worth looking at ?’ ‘Yes,'
replied Fatima, ſigh ing ,  ‘ there
are i n d e e d ‘ But why ſig h ,
my love !’ ſays Blue Beard, ‘I
hope you have not broke the
order I gave you ; come, give
me the keys.’ Poor Fatima with
an aching heart, put her hand
into her pocket, and pulling out 
the keys, gave them to him with 
a trembling hand.

Blue Beard was afraid ſom e
thing had happened by her 
trembling ; he no ſooner ſaw 
the blood on the  key of the 
chamber he forbid her to enter, 
than his countenance changed, 
and he roared out in a voice like
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thunder, ‘ Ah ! wretch, I ſee 
what you have been at ; you 
have ſeen my former wives, 
who have forfeited their lives by 
their curioſi ty ,  and you ſhall 
now go and lay among them.’ 

So ſaying he ſeized her by the 
heair of her head : when, falling-

on her knees, ſhe beſought him 
to ſpare her life ; but he was a
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m o nſt e r  not to be moved. W hen
ſhe found he was determined to
kill her, ſhe begged him to
grant her a little time to ſay her
prayers. H e  bid her go, but
not be long, or he would fetch 
her. 

Getting up into her chamber 
ſhe called for her ſi ſt e r ,  and aſk 
ed her if ſhe ſaw any thing. No, 
dear ſiſt e r ,  ſaid Irene, nothing 
but the dreary common and the 
ſky. Are you moſt  done ? ſaid 
Blue Beard; yes, cried Fatima : 
when calling again to Irene, ſhe 
ſaid, ſi ſt e r ,  what do you ſee ? N o
thing, dear ſi ſt e r ,  but a flock of 
ſ heep. Are you not a coming ? 
ſaid Blue Beard, in a ſurlier 
voice than before ;yes dirctly, 
ſaid Fatima ; when calling to
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her ſi ſt e r , ſhe aſked her if ſhe 
ſaw nothing ; yes, cried Irene, 
I ſee a great cloud o f  d u ſt ,  but it 
is a great way off. I f  you don’t 
come down, Blue Beard roared
out, I will fetch y o u ;  coming, 
cried Fatima ; then calling a
gain to her ſi ſt e r ,  ſhe aſked her 
what ſhe ſaw ? I ſee, cried Ire
ne, a number of horſemen riding 
full ſpeed towards the Caſt l e  : 
wave your handkerchief, dear 
ſi ſt e r ,  that they may make more 
haſt e ,  or I fear it will be all
over with me.

At this inſt a n t  entered Blue 
Beard, and ſeizing her hair, be
gan dragging her towards the
Blue Chamber, while her ſhrieks
were enough to pierce the heart 
of ſtone. H e  had not dragged 
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her far, before he heard the 
ſound of feet on the ſtairs ; and 
as tyrants are always cowards, 
he ſto p t  to liſte n .

He had not ſto p t  long before 
Selim, (who had forced into the 
Caſtl e  ) following the cries of 
Fatima,  ru ſhed into the room, 
with his ſword in his hand. Vil

lian, ſaid Blue Beard, drawing
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his ſcymater, what do ſt  thou  
here ? Tyrant,  cried Selim, to 
pun i ſh  ſuch a m o n ſter as thou 
a r t .— They ſaid no more, but at 
it they went. D e ſpair lent cour
age to Blue Beard ; love, to Se
lim ; while poor Fatima ſat trem
bling on the floor... . .At length 
Selim prevailed ; for running 
Blue Beard through the b o d y, 
he laid him breathleſs on the 
floor.

H e  now went to Fatima, who 
was fainting, and taking her in 
his arms, carried her to the win
dow, to give her air.

In the mean time his brother 
had overcome the ſlaves, who 
were not ſorry to hear of Blue 
Beard’s death.
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Selim took poſſeſſi o n  of the 

Caſtle, gave the ſlaves their li
berty, and married Fatima. Se
lim’s brother fell in love with 
and married Irene, and they all 
four lived together happily.

C RUEL Blue Beard being dead, 
And those lovers in his stead,
Time goes merrily along,
N ow a dance, and then a song: 
For wherever true love's found,  
Joy and pleasure will abound.
By the p oor around they're blest, 
By the rich around carest;
Guilt may leave behind its stings, 
Nought but comfort virtue brings.




