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 Gillot for The The Blue Beard by Charles Perrault, Épinal, imprimerie Pellerin, 1860. 
  BnF, Estampes et photographie.

Once upon a time there was a man who had fine houses, both in town and country, a deal of silver and gold plate, embroidered furniture, and coaches gilded all over with gold. But this man was so unlucky as to have a blue beard, which made him so frightfully ugly that all the women and girls ran away from him. 
One of his neighbors, a lady of quality, had two daughters who were perfect beauties. He desired of her one of them in marriage, leaving to her choice which of the two she would bestow on him. Neither of them would have him, and they sent him backwards and forwards from one to the other, not being able to bear the thoughts of marrying a man who had a blue beard. Adding to their disgust and aversion was the fact that he already had been married to several wives, and nobody knew what had become of them. 
The Blue Beard, to engage their affection, took them, with their mother and three or four ladies of their acquaintance, with other young people of the neighborhood, to one of his country houses, where they stayed a whole week. 
The time was filled with parties, hunting, fishing, dancing, mirth, and feasting. Nobody went to bed, but all passed the night in rallying and joking with each other. In short, everything succeeded so well that the youngest daughter began to think that the man's beard was not so very blue after all, and that he was a mighty civil gentleman. 
As soon as they returned home, the marriage was concluded. 
About a month afterwards, the Blue Beard told his wife that he was obliged to take a country journey for six weeks at least, about affairs of very great consequence. He desired her to divert herself in his absence, to send for her friends and acquaintances, to take them into the country, if she pleased, and to make good cheer wherever she was. 
“Here, said he, are the keys to the two great wardrobes, wherein I have my best furniture. These are to my silver and gold plate, which is not every day in use. These open my strongboxes, which hold my money, both gold and silver; these caskets of jewels. And this is the master key to all my apartments. But as for this little one here, it is the key to the closet at the end of the great hall on the ground floor. Open them all; go into each and every one of them, except that little closet, which I forbid you, and forbid it in such a manner that, if you happen to open it, you may expect my just anger and resentment.”
She promised to observe, very exactly, whatever he had ordered. Then he, after having embraced her, got into his coach and proceeded on his journey. 
Her neighbors and good friends did not wait to be sent for by the newly married lady. They were impatient to see all the rich furniture of her house, and had not dared to come while her husband was there, because of his the Blue Beard, which frightened them. They ran through all the rooms, closets, and wardrobes, which were all so fine and rich that they seemed to surpass one another. 
After that, they went up into the two great rooms, which contained the best and richest furniture. They could not sufficiently admire the number and beauty of the tapestry, beds, couches, cabinets, stands, tables, and looking glasses, in which you might see yourself from head to foot; some of them were framed with glass, others with silver, plain and gilded, the finest and most magnificent that they had ever seen. 
They ceased not to extol and envy the happiness of their friend, who in the meantime in no way diverted herself in looking upon all these rich things, because of the impatience she had to go and open the closet on the ground floor. She was so much pressed by her curiosity that, without considering that it was very uncivil for her to leave her company, she went down a little back staircase, and with such excessive haste that she nearly fell and broke her neck. 
Having come to the closet door, she made a stop for some time, thinking about her husband's orders, and considering what unhappiness might attend her if she was disobedient; but the temptation was so strong that she could not overcome it. She then took the little key, and opened it, trembling. At first she could not see anything plainly, because the windows were shut. After some moments, she began to perceive that the floor was all covered over with clotted blood, on which lay the bodies of several dead women, ranged against the walls. (These were all the wives whom the Blue Beard had married and murdered, one after another.) She thought she should have died for fear, and the key, which she, pulled out of the lock, fell out of her hand. 
After having somewhat recovered her surprise, she picked up the key, locked the door, and went upstairs into her chamber to recover; but she could not, so much was she frightened. Having observed that the key to the closet was stained with blood, she tried two or three times to wipe it off; but the blood would not come out; in vain did she wash it, and even rub it with soap and sand. The blood still remained, for the key was magical and she could never make it quite clean; when the blood was gone off from one side, it came again on the other. 

The Blue Beard returned from his journey the same evening, saying that he had received letters upon the road, informing him that the affair he went about had concluded to his advantage. His wife did all she could to convince him that she was extremely happy about his speedy return. 
The next morning he asked her for the keys, which she gave him, but with such a trembling hand that he easily guessed what had happened. 
“What! said he, is not the key of my closet among the rest?
-  I must, said she, have left it upstairs upon the table. 
- Fail not, said the Blue Beard, to bring it to me at once.”
After several goings backwards and forwards, she was forced to bring him the key. 
The Blue Beard, having very attentively considered it, said to his wife:

“Why is there blood on the key?
- I do not know, cried the poor woman, paler than death. 
- You do not know! replied the Blue Beard. I very well know. You went into the closet, did you not? Very well, madam; you shall go back, and take your place among the ladies you saw there.”
Upon this she threw herself at her husband's feet, and begged his pardon with all the signs of a true repentance, vowing that she would never more be disobedient. She would have melted a rock, so beautiful and sorrowful was she; but the Blue Beard had a heart harder than any rock! 
“You must die, madam, said he, at once. 
- Since I must die, answered she, looking upon him with her eyes all bathed in tears; give me some little time to say my prayers.
- I give you, replied the Blue Beard, half a quarter of an hour, but not one moment more.”
The young woman went to her room to ask God that somebody came to her there help. She waited one minute, then two, then three, but nothing took place. Terrified, she began searching all her drawers, then her cupboards, in vain until she finds a small box blue, covered with dust, where was a pistol.
But already the Blue Beard entered the room, a large knife in the hand. He slipped over the floor. His wife did not have time to evade the knife which flew and penetrated into its heart. She felt nothing during a short moment but suddenly she had breathlessly by an unbearable pain which came from her breast. She collapsed on the ground. A small red spot appeared then grows until soak all her dress. She closed her eyes. The cold invaded her and she gave way to the death.
The Blue beard approached the body of his late sixth wife. He got back the pistol which she still held between her pale fingers. He got away to her the head to go it to nail in the small closet where he preserved his victims. He closed the door with double lock.
And immediately the key of this cursed closet found all its brightness.

Then he dismembered the corpse into about fifteen violent knocks which made the blood spatter in all the room. He was of use the pieces as it to his dogs by way of meal. Finally, up, the knife in the hand, the full bloods his clothes, a grin of madness on the face, he began laughing, and laughing so much that the stomach hurt him there. He rolled on the ground by laughing to his heart's content…
One half an hour later, he cleaned everywhere so carefully that there was no track of the crime. Then he had a bath, dressed his most beautiful attires, combed his blue beard and left in search of a new heart to be seduced.
The Blue Beard was at the moment quite inclined to submit a seventh wife in his whole power.
Moral
Curiosity, in spite of its appeal, often leads to deep regret. 
To the displeasure of many a maiden, its enjoyment is short lived. 
Once satisfied, it ceases to exist, and always costs dearly.
Analysis
The sixth woman of the Blue Beard had as unlucky as Trophime, the Breton woman of the VIth century beheaded by his husband king Conor who also killed his wives when they fell pregnant, according to the legend. Frequently widower, he would have even asked Guerock, count of Vannes, to give him the hand of his daughter but this one would have refused of course account held by his bad reputation. 

Another source of inspiration of Perrault could be the known good companion of Joan of Arc, Gilles, baron de Rais and murderer condemned for multiple crimes on children and teenagers in his castle of Tiffauges in Brittany in the XVth century. Demonic character, he sacrificed hundreds of children which he made kidnap to quench his perversions. Gilles de Rais was nicknamed, it seems, Blue Beard, maybe in memory of a certain bloodthirsty Blue Beard during the Hundred Years' War. But it is doubtless only a link between a historic figure and a character of a popular tale known and told since well before Gilles de Rais or Perrault. 
Other characters, very real, could remind the Beard Blue as Henri VIII for example who married six women and made it sentence to death two for adultery and treason: Anne Boleyn and Catherine Howard.
Henri Désiré Landru, famous French serial killer was also called repeatedly Blue Beard to have killed a considerable number of women whom he seduced and took then in his country house to murder them.

Also close to the image of the ogre, Blue Beard would be a kind of Cronos or Medea of the Greek mythology.
Bruno Bettelheim’s Psychoanalytical analysis
This tale teaches that nobody's perfect and that you should not surprise the secret of the unconscious of the man because behind the love is the sadism and the thirst of the blood which covers the ground. 
We risk to be contaminated as the key, stained with blood for ever, and to play with it, we defy the death with the serial killer. 
It is the love of the brothers that saves from the sadism and not the homosexuality with her sister Anne. Perrault did not take back the scene of the undressing which indicates that the voyeurism-exhibitionism pulls the sadism. 
But he always speaks about the Blue Beard, by this feminization in French is not it about the woman with beard, the aggressive phallic mother, the wolf devouring the grandmother of the little red riding hood?
