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:M E 1\10 I R S OF A DOLL. 

CHAPTER I. 

THE NEW-YEAR'S GIFT. 

NEW-YEAR'S DAY is an important day-both to little 
girls and to dolls. \Yhat joy on the one part, what 
anxieties on the other ! 

I need not detail the process by '1hich I became the 
most remarkable doll in the Rue Chapon. 

I had alreaclv lain two months at the warehouse, when 
one day I saw· a lady enter, holding by the hand a little 
girl between eight and nine years old. 

It was :Madame d'Aymard and her daughter, Hen­
rietta. 

"Wl1at is it you please to want, ma'am?" asked 
?\Iademoiselle Celestine, adYancing to meet them. 

"A doll," replied, with emphasis, the little Henrietta. 
" Here is a beauty, miss! onl? look at her : what 

pretty blue eyes ! what charming black hair !-feet, 
hands\ -she is perfection!" 
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How much I longed to thank Mademoiselle Celestine 
for these praises! I had seen, during the last month, 
so many slovenly little girls, into whose hands I had 
been afraid of falling; and Henrietta appeared to me 
so amiable and sweet tempered. 

To my great astonishment she would have nothing 
to say to me; but preferred, she said, a doll ready drest, 
"for, you know, dear mamma," said the little thing, 
taking Madame d'Aymard by the arm-" you know ho\\ 
unable I am to make a gown or a bonnet; why, it is all 
I can do to hem a handkerchief after you have turned it 
down for me." 

"That is the very rea ·on, my love, that makes me 
prefer the undrest doll for you. Try and do your best, 
and, with a little patience, you will soon be able to sew 
as well as I can." 

Henrietta hung her head; her infantine joy changed 
to sorrow; large crystal tears ran tlo'wn her cheeks. 

"Dear mamma, pray-pray don't make me any new­
year's gift at all!" 

"My child, Henrietta! <.lo I hear you speak to me so, 
and you nearly nine years old?'' 

l\Iaclame d'Aymard sat clown, ancl took Henrietta on 
her knees. "Henrietta," said she, with a sweet maternal 
smile, "Henrietta, I too haYe been a little girl like 
you, and I well remember the plea ·ure I had in making 
the clothes of my doll, Hosette; yon have no ic.lea how 
amusing it will be, folding them up and putting them 
by in the little wardrobe .f intend gi\·ing you; making 
her bed too, singing her to sleep, and taking her up in 
the morning. How can you hesitate a moment? _\.nd 
1 hat fat S" i.-s doll I sec you looking at so earnest]_\, 
~rhat pleasure would it give you in comparison? She 
Is clrest for years to come, bas only the gown she has on, 
and that will soon be dirty, for ::;he cannot change it. Be icles"--

Henrietta bad listened attentively to hermarnma; her 
tears dried up, and her face shone again \Yith smile~. 
"Yes dear mamma vou are quite ri 0 1Jt · llrav bur it." , ,. t, ' ., • 
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During this conversation, Mlle. Celestine had turned 
me round and round in her hands, shrugging her 
shoulders at every word the little Henrietta uttered; 
but seeing the change operated in my favour, her face 
also brightened, and she began singing my praises 
anew. 

"\Vhat is the price of this doll?" asked Madame 
d'Aymard. 

"Seventy francs, ma'am, precisely;" and Madame 
d'Aymard did not even say I was dear at that sum. 

The child, quite delighted, tried at first to carry me 
herself under her arm, but I was too heavy, and fearing 
lest she should let me fall, she begged her mamma to 
take charge of me. But they had not walked far, when 
"Let me look at her," I heard her say, "let me look at 
her again; how pretty she is! J never saw a doll with 
such an expression; one would say she thinks. Oh! 
you dear doll ! Thank you, dear mamma, thank you, for 
having made me take it." 

Arrived at the house, she undid the brown paper that 
:\Ille. Celestine had wrapt me up in; then she admired 
me afresh, counted my fingers and toes, and (nobody 
being in the room) pressed me to her heart, kissed me, 
and said in a whisper: 

" Poor do11 ! how cold yon must be! but I will learn 
to se,v as quick as I can; you shan't remain cold through 
my fault, l promise you. "re shall be often together, 
for I intend doing all I can to please mamma, and you 
"ill see "·hat a nice good mamma she is." 

Ah' said I to myself, what a happy futurity dawns 
before me! there will be no puni:-hments here. Hen­
rietta is a good girl, and we shall haYe all our studies 
and play together. 

l\Iy little friend passed the rest of the day in tryino­
to think of a name for me, but she could not hit upo;:;_ 
one to her mind. In the evening she made me a little 
bed at the foot of her own; and the whole time she was 
undressing, spoke of nothing but me to her nurse 
Eulalie, ,, ho, 1 \\as glad to obserre, seemed to be a 
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good-tempered girl, of whom I need ha,·e no fear in 
point of temper. No one knows what do11s ba\'e often 
to undergo from nurses and housemaids. 

After making me as comfortable as she could, Hen­
rietta bade me good night, promising to ·wake me on 
the morrow. 

The child slept ill; twenty times she nearly kicked 
me out of bed ; she talked a great deal in her sleep; 
but it was the same kind heart by night as by day­
nothing but caresses and thanks to her kind mamma 
for giving her such a pretty doll. 

So much; happiness really made me uneasy. Alas! 
thought I to myself, the fate of dolls is too ,Ye11 known; 
will not the time come when I shall belong to some 
naughty child, who, herself the victim of her o,...-n bad 
disposition, will be the torment of all around her, from 
her doll upwards? 

Next morning, at eight o'clock, I was interrupted in 
my reflections b_v the sweet mice of Henrietta. ".Good 
morning, my dear," said she, taking me in her arms. 
"Aha, miss! what shall I call vou ?" 

She reflected a moment witl1 a very serious air. All 
on a sudden she jump0.cl up in her bed. "Eulalie ! 
Eulalie! come, quick! I have found a name for my 
doll! we will call her V ERM EJ LLE, after the beautiful 
princess in the fairy tale I am so fond of! Look, her 
cheeks are quite rosy enough for that!" 

Henrietta ah\·ays got up the moment her nurse told 
her to do so; she was a ,·ery obedient little girl,-no 
one ever had occasion to remind her to say her prayers, 
or to do anything else which she had once been told to 
do. \Yhy are not all little girls like Henrietta? 

l\ladame d'Aymard, delighted with her daughter's 
industry, took quite a pleasure in teaching her; Eulalie 
also helped ; so that in a few· months I bacl the prettiest 
trousseau that a doll could n-ish for. 

Henrietta's papa bought me a charming little cot­
hecl, hung \Yith elegant ::-ky-bluc curtains .. ?Iadame 
d'Aymard gave me a dressing·tuble, and a wntmg·case, 
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well furnished with pens, ink, and paper. Never 
surely did a doll's existence glide away more happily 
than mine. 

In the winter, Henrietta never failed to rub my feet 
to wann them, before putting me to bed; bedgown, 
nightcap-I wanted nothing. My dress for the day­
satin robe, boa, muff, velvet tippet, everything was of 
the best material and last fashion, and always kept neat 
and tidy,-! had my visiting cards too; winter and 
summer, I passed for the most elegant doll in the 
Faubourg St. Germain. 

[ well remember what pleasure Henrietta and J had 
at a children's ball at Miledi Stuart's, the English am­
bassadress. \Ve were drest alike ; Henrietta was my 
chaperon,-our entry excited general admiration and 
not a little envy. 

A naughty little girl plotted with her brother to seize 
the moment when Henrietta was dancing to scratch me 
with a pin, which she held ready in her hand. 

I shuddered at overhearing this scheme against my 
beauty; but, I assure you, it ,vas less on my own 
account than Henrietta's, who had kept me as fresh ancl 
bright as the day she recefred me from the hands of 
Mlle. Celestine. 

Fortunatelv, Henrietta loved me too well to let me 
out of her sight for a moment; anci when a little beau 
came to ask her to dance, she only accepted him on 
condition that he would dance with me at the same time 
with herself. 

No one blamed this whim; besides, it was a novel 
sight for the children. Sometimes Henrietta took me 
by the arms, and made me spin round with a grace 
peculiar to myself; but the delight became general 
when Henrietta's cousin Louis obtained her permission 
to "altz with me; he was a good boy whom she could 
trust me with, and an excellent dancer too; he made 
me cut pirouettes in the air, and caught me again with 
the utmost dexterity; the cries of excitement and joy 
were really overpowering; as for me, I was in raptures. 
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The evening closed in perfect harmony, and Hen. 
rietta and her doll ,vent to bed in the highest possible 
good humour with themseh:es and with all the "or lei. 

During the hours of study, I was ever at the side of 
my little friend; more than once she repeated me her 
lessons without missing a "·or<l-no question of it, for 
I had the pen in my hand and the paper before me, to 
mark her faults if she made anv. 

\Yhenever Monsieur Benoit, Henrietta's "riting­
master, was pleased with his pupil, he gave me too a 
lesson, "·hich proYed more to my advantage than the 
good man "as aware of. How precious then became 
my writing-case! Unable as I was to tell Henrietta 
how dearly l loved her, I had at least the satisfaction of 
recording with my pen what I thought of her. 

Wbene,·er she wrote a p::ige of copy to be exhibited 
at any of the farnilv festirnls, M. Benoit made use of 
my l1and to embellish it with exquisite flourishes, all 
which I had the credit of. 

No !-it is impossible to concefre the happiness of the 
doll whieh belongs to a good and amiable child! Alas! 
l ,ms not to remain long with my dear Henrietta, anrl 
it was her own good heart that occasioned our sepa­
ration. 
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THE RAFFLE. 

0"'.'i'E day that Henrietta had played with me more 
than usual (we had been paying full-dress visits of 
ceremony to some of our acquaintance), a poor woman 
called at l\ladame d'Aymard's, with her three children, 
thinly clad and shivering with cold. 

This poor woman had been recommended to her by 
one of her friends, who begged her assistance tmvards 
~ending her home to her native country, Anjou. 

Therese bad lost her husband at Paris, an excellent 
workman, ,yho supported his wife and children by his 
labour; his death had left them utterly destitute. 

Henrietta listened with swimming eyes to this sad 
story,-I was asleep in her arms, which did not, how­
ever, prevent my seeing her cast many anxious !ooh 
on these poor children, whose clothes were all hanging 
in rags; and when I felt her little hand stroke the 
stockings of Cashmere wool that she had knit for me, I 
could not doubt ·what was passing in her mind,-" Ver­
meille has warm stockings and shoes lined with fur, and 
these poor children ha,·e no stockings at all, and only a 
little straw in their wooden shoes!" 

She sighed, went down stairs, and returned with 
some biscuits and old clothes, which Eulalie had given 
her. 

l\Iadame d'Aymard, too, gave poor Therese some 
money, and she went away not a little consoled by such 
a kind reception. 

Left alone with her mamma, Henrietta began to talk 
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of the widow and her children: all the little reasonings 
of the dear child were admirable. 

"But, my dear mamma, how will they manage if they 
do not get money enough to go in the coach? ·what 
,vill they do ? " 

"They must walk, my child." 
" "\Valk, mamma ! on.ly think,-they will die on the 

road, before reaching Anjou. Ob ! that I were but 
grown up ! I should then be able to pay their fare for 
them. I should have a watch like my cousins; but a 
little girl has nothing-nothing-but her doll! " 

"Well! " said Madame d'Aymard. 
" \Yell, my dear mamma ! " replied Henrietta, blush­

ing and hugging me with all her might, " what good 
would that do? And then-part with Vermeille, with 
V ermeille, mamma ! "\Vhat an idea ! " 

"Why, Henrietta, I thought you were really inter­
ested about these poor children, and that we had hit 
on an expedient which would pay their fare, and even 
leave something over for them. But ,ve will not talk 
of it any more; you have deceived yourself, Hemietta, 
as to your sensibility, and this too often happens with 
you. The fact is, you are not interested about them as 
you thought you were." 

"Mamma, mamma, don't say so," replied Henrietta, 
all in tears; " I am sorry for them, indeed I am ; but 
Vermeille ! '• said the poor little thing, throwing her 
arms round her mother's neck, but without quitting 
me; "I am so fond of my doll!" 

"I grant," replied Madame d'Aymard, kissing her, 
" that Vermeille is a rare doll ! I know how ,vell she 
amuses you, and that is precisely the reason why I 
would now urge you to make the sacrifice of her. I 
shall then be able to say, with perfect confidence, my 
Henrietta has a good heart! You do not know, my 
child, what pleasure, , .. hat comfort you will hare in 
thinking to yourself, 'Those poor little girls are warmly 
t!rest; they are travelling in the dili:[(ence ! • You ,vill 
see them in imagination sitting do,rn to the dinner 
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which is prepared for those only who have money to 
pay for it. They will think of you too ; they will bless 
and pray for you! Ah, my love,'' said Madame 
d'Aymard, embracing Henrietta, "if you knew the joy 
this good action will give you, you would not hesitate 
a moment. Have confidence in your mother: come, 
take courage; part with Vermeille. Besides, you are 
now old enough to be useful; we shall have the poor to 
work for, the poor for whom the good Dorcas worked, 
,vhose story you read yesterday in the Bible; and you 
already sew very neatly,-well ?" 

"My dear mamrna, you are right, and your heart is 
better than mine; I wilt give up Vermeille; but, 
mamma," said the poor child, hiding her face in her t,vo 
little hands, " dear mamma, do not be angry with me for 
crying! Vermeille is SQ amiable'. Look at her, mamma, 
one would say she loved me ! Well, well; who shall 
,re sellherto? I won't sell Vermeille cheap, mamma !" 

"I will tell you, Henrietta," returned Madame 
d'Aymard, "wbat my idea is. \Ve will have a raffie,­
doll, trousseau, bed, and wardrobe, all shall be included 
in the ticket, ,vhich we will fix at five francs; this will 
make a total of 450 francs, and that will make a hand­
some sum, sufficient for Therese ( after paying her fare) 
to settle herself in the country and set to ,vork with. 
\Ye will ask all your friends and their friends, and draw 
the tickets here." 

"Ah, mamma ! sho_uld V ermeille fall to some careless 
naughty girl !-Poor Vermeille !" 

The day passed in writing the tickets. At night, 
entering her room, Henrietta came close up to my bed­
~ide, opened the curtains, and looked in at me. "Dear 
Vermeille,'' she whispered, "you won't in future be so 
carefully put to bed, so nicely tucked in!" She kissed 
and pressed me to her heart a thousand times. 

"Thus, then," said I to myself, "thus ends my happi­
ness! Oh, Henrietta! how clear ,vill your good heart 
cost me!" 

Yet I could not help doing justice both to l\ladame 
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d'Aymard's good sense and thP. dear child's sensibility. 
After all, I could not blind myself to it,-of what 
earthly consequence is a doll ? 

All om past happiness pre ented itself to my imagi­
nation in the Ii veliest colours; our walks together, the 
children's ball, our little feasts, and even our hours of 
study. Sweet, but sad reminiscences! 

l\ladame d'Aymard had many acquaintances, Hen,. 
rietta many friends, and all the little girls admired and 
longed for Vermeille; so that by the end of the week 
e,·ery ticket was taken, and the day was fixed for the 
raffle. 

All that morning Henrietta, n~sohed as she was to 
part ,vith me, could not retain her tears. Eulalie, 
affected herself, constantlr reminded her of the surprise 
and happiness that awaited the good Therese. 

Henrietta, dear child, admired me as much as on the 
first clay of our acquaintance. For the last time she 
dressed me, and did mv bair-,\ords of sorrow !-for 
the last time. I appeared in the ,aloon in my full 
lustre. 

I had on my finest stockings, my shoes (the prettiest 
ever seen) of white satin, my ,Yhi tc crape gown, studded 
with blue wafers, a mantille of old point, pearls whose 
whiteness i;et off the beauty of mv :,;able hair; I held 
in my hand a perfumed handkercl1ief embroidered by 
Henrietta, and a bouquet of fresh flowers. 

Towards seven o'clock the guests began to arrive. 
Madame d'Aymard had intended that they should play 
first at some little games ~he had thought of, but the 
little crPaturcs could think of nothing but Vermeille; 
so she gave up that idea. 

Henrietta proposed that I should draw the decisi \ e 
number. This was unanimously agreed to. She took 
me bv the waist pluno-ed my hands into the fatal urn, 

• ' 0 
and I brought up the number 

"77." 
Madame d'Aymard proclaimed it in a loud voice. 
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..:\. general confusion pervaded the assemblage. 
" lt is me! it is me!" cried, from the extremity of 

the saloon, Adele de Versac, a claim which was received 
Ly a general silence of disapprobation. 

And no wonder; for Adele was detested: she was 
known to be disobedient, idle, and passionate. Did 
~he take part in any game, a quarrel was sure to 
ensue. More than once had I been the witness of her bad temper. 

,r ords, then, cannot express what passed within me, 
when Henrietta, whose heart I felt beat against mine, 
placed me in the arms of that naughty child! Alas, of 
what use to me were these beautiful eyes that could not weep! 

All the little girls gathered round Adele to admire me. 
"How happy is she to have got Vermeille !" said one. 
"It is a thousand pities," answered another; "hov,; 

much that dear good Henrietta must regret her! I am 
sure I could never have given her up so!" 

Adele, proud of her prize, never parted with me the 
whole evening; she exhibited with pride my magnifi­
cent trou seau, permitting no one to touch the simplest article. 

A dance finished the e, ening; but what attraction 
could a ball, which was the seal of our separation, have for me? 

The door-bell rang-" The servant is come for Mlle. Adele!" 
Henrietta pressed me to her heart once more-once 

more. One of her tears ,ret my cheek: it was the first 
stain on my beauty! · 
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ADVERSITY. 

::\IY sad anticipations were too soon realized. Adele 

had as many faults as Henrietta merits. 
The very evening that she won me at the raffie I \Yas 

thrown on a canopy-bed, no one dreaming of taking 

charge of me. \Vhat a change ! 
Next morning, the serrnnt, in dusting the saloon, 

threw me into an arm-chair. "Not an ugly doll," said 

he, glancing at me; "but what will it look like a fort­

night hence?" 
Everything then warned me of my impending fate, 

and flight was impossible! 
As soon as Adele had got up, she came to look for 

me, and violently scolded the servant for not having 
covered me with a duster before sweeping the room; 
my pretty crape gown was quite ::-poilt; my pearls and 
hair were covered with dust-the brightness of my 
eyes \yas gone. In passing before the glass, I had 
seen all the indignity which an hour of a<h·ersity had 
overwhelmed me with. Alas! on how frail a tenure 

depends the beauty of a doll ! 
Adele roughly undressed me, put on me a morning 

gown all askew, did not even give herself the trouble of 
arranging my hair, and said to me, in the sulkiest tone 
imaginable, "Do you think, then, .:\Iiss V crmeille, that 
you are going to lead the same idle life with me that 
you did with Henrietta ~-be dres etl ten tirn s a 
day ?-no such thing! Ko, no-they torment me to 
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\\'Ork :-well, I will torment you in my turn. To the 
piano, miss! you shall see how amusing it is playing 
the scales! 

She sat down to the instrument and placed my fingers 
on the keys, striking them at random; the saloon rang 
with discords. 

This scene ,ms repeated every time that l\fadame de 
Versac was not present at her daughter's lessons. 

It was not thus that Henrietta amused herself with 
me. \Vhat a difference l \Vhen she had finished her 
lessons, the clear child placed my hands on hers, and 
played all her prettiest airs. If a false note occurred­
" Attention, Vermeille !" she cried-" begin again­
Yery well! Oh, my pretty doll!" At other times, she 
would sing, and I accompanied her. 

In H enrietta's play there always mingled something 
good and intelligent; really, without vanity, 1 consider 
myself an impartial judge in the praises I bestow on 
her. 

On the contrary, wheneyer Adele had done her 
lessons ill, she re,·enge<l herself on me for the reproaches 
her i<llene~s had justly merited. 

E,·ery day l>rought on some new scene. 
One morning, Madame de Versac, entering her 

daughter's room, found me lying in my chemise, beside 
the bellmYs and the little broom, in the corner of the 
room. 

"Could any one heliHe it?" said she, stopping and 
looking at me-" V crmeille already thrown aside, 
stripped cf her clothes, her complexion faded, her feet 
and hands dirty-who would not know that this is the 
doll of a nauglity little idle girl ?-.And you longed so 
for her! She would ham been much better bestowed 
on Suzette, the porter's child. Idle girl! dress her 
immediately, and let her come down to the drawing­
room this evening, tbat, if your little friends come to see 
you! they may ue the witnesses of your negligence." 

i\ othing certainly coul<l surpass Madame de Yer::-ae's 
gcnero~ily in taking my part in this manner, and yet [ 
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could not feel as grateful as I ongbt, foreseeing the 
irritation that observations so just would excite in 
Adele; and, moreover, to confess the truth, I was not 
much flattered at bearing my altered appearance de­
scribed in such plain terms. Appear in the saloon in 
the condition I was in! admiration would be exchange(! 
for contempt. It was a bitter pill to my vanity. ~ 

As soon as l\Iadame de Ven;ac had left the room, 
Adele seized me in a rage, whipped me, and added 
several blows, which nearly broke through my cheeks. 

"Nasty thing!" cried she, "there wanted only you 
in the house to get me scolded more than I was before. 
Dress you, indeed! yes, I wilt dress you; but don't try 
my patience, mind! or you shall suffer for it!" 

It ,ms with some difficulty that she found a gown 
for me; and when my arm had to be passed through a 
rather tight lilac sleeve, which Henrietta had often and 
often put ou for me, she did it so roughly that the arm 
came off in her hand. 

In the utmost consternation Adele became reel and 
calm at the same moment. She tried to fasten nw 
poor arm on again with pins; but her efforts were iii 
min, and all my bran was running out: in a few 
minutes that arm so round and graceful, presented 
nothing but a miserable collapsed sheath of leather! 

Adele, in despair, went in search of her nurse, rle­
scribed her misfortune, and patiently endured all her 
remonstrances, and "I told you so's," which ended, 
however, in her coming to her a<-sistance. Charlotte 
,ms a handy young woman, and soon mended my 
wounded arm. 

1' rom this day Adele showed herself much better 
tempered towards me; she e, en arranged my clothe 
with some care. \Yhence this change ? YVhat were 
her projPcts? I ha rn ne,er been able to imagine them. 
She ne1 er spoke except to scold me. 

Madame de Versac 's portress had a charming little 
girl, whom '..\li:;s Adele, in spite of her pride, now and 
then sent for upstairs to play nitb. 
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Suzette was excessively fond of do1ls; she had for her 
only plaything a wretched boy-doll, muffled up in rags 
which the housemaids had given her; before my arrival, 
she had never imagined anything more charming, bnt 
after seeing me, she became quite indifferent to it­
than which nothing could be more natural. 

"Hm.v happy you are, miss, in having a doll with 
legs and arms that move, and eyes that shine, like 
Vermeille's ! Let us play with her," she said. 

"No, Suzette; we will play at ladies! you shall be 
my maid and dre~s me, and I will scold you and turn 
you off-it will be fine fun !'' 

The pretty little portress did not agree ·with her, and 
truly with rea on; for .,:\..dele seasoned her play with all 
the ill-nature of her character, and the evening often ended with tears. 

One evening Suzette, seeing me lying in a corner, 
ventured to ask Adele's lea,·e to take and play with me for a whole da ,-. 

"Take her; my clear, and keep her till I ask for her 
again-it '"ill be a nuisance the less; that doll tires me 
tu death-one would ~ay it lay there lo spy all I do!" 

Figure to yourself Suzette's joy in carrying do,rn in 
her arms her young lady's doll! 

When she entered the porter's hall, the astonishment 
was general. " Has she gi rnn it you ?" asked her mother. 

"~o,' ans\Yered the child, "but she says I may keep it till she asks for it." 
All the ,rnr!d admired me; a prince.s could not have made a greater ~ensation. 
The good little girl made me ,vclcomc to half her 

bed; she undre~~ed me, made me the be.:-t night-clothes 
~hP could; in ~h,lt't, the poor child thouo-ht of nothino-l . l o o I.Jut me-w 11c; 1 always flatters people, e,·en dolls. 

Pierre and bis wi1c were \\Orthv folks, brinoino- up S . . 0 t:, , uzette, the11· only daughter, with the utmost care, 
ne\er allowing her to run and play about in the streets; 
her mother, who knew how to read and write, kept a 
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school. I was delighted ·with the harmony which 

reigned in the lodge. 
Nine o'clock struck-Pierre, Suzette, and I ,Yent to 

bed-the good \Yoman sat up part of the night. 
I lay by Suzette's side. If a doll ever slept, I should 

indeed liave thought myself dreaming! Yermeille 

sleeping with a portress l ·what had become of that 

elegant bed, with its little sky-blue curtains, in which 

I used to repose like a princess? 
In point of positi\'e happiness, I well know it is better 

to belong to a good little servant girl than a naughty 

young lady. Yet, nevertheless, it must be granted it 

would ha,e been difficult to rest indifferent to such a 

loss of caste. Dolls are no wiser than other folks. 

Till two in the morning I heard nothing but raps at 

the door, Pierre snoring, and the yawns of his wile, or 

her muttered grumblings at the lodgers for staying out 

so late. 
Next morning Suzette, wi1-hing to do my toilet in a 

recherchc manner, wet the corner of her handkerchief 

with her tongue, and began rubbing me to clean me. 

In a second I became as pale as ashes[ Suzette, whose 

roses only bloomed the brighter for the scrubbing her 

mother gave her every morning, had not foreseen this 

result. 
The poor girl fell a crying and sobbing at the sight 

of my pale cheeks; she ran to find Charlotte, who was 

very fond of her, and ahrnys gave her a biscuit or a 

few comfits when she brought her up a letter or a card 

for her mistress. 
"My poor chilcl," said she, "don't fret yourself so 

much about it ; l\liss Adele is tired of ber doll ; I will 
put it by in the ,rnrdrobe, and if :-he asks for it, I ·will 

tell her the dust has spoilt it. Don't cry so." 
Suzette was only half consolecl-i:-he was to see 

Vermeille no more, and then-a lie l 
New miserv for me! to be exiled to the bottom of a 

clothes' pre:-:s; with no other company than Charlotte•~ 

<'hemiscs anrl under petticonts ! 
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.Ah, bitter remembrances !-And yet that exile, that 

seclusion was of no slight benefit to me. How many 

reflections passed through my mind during this tedious 

confinement l 
At last-

(" lt might be months, or years, or days,-

1 kept no count; I took no note"-) 

at last, one cla,·, Juliet de l\Iarsillac-a fair-haired, 

merry-hearted ii ttle girl, ,vith beautiful blue eyes­

came to play with her cousin Adele. She asked after 

me. Adele blushed, rang the bell, and in a sulky tone 

ordered the serrnnt tu bring Vermeille for her little 

friend . 
.T uliet, alarmed at my looks of ill health, said nothing; 

but Acfolc, divining her thoughts, exclaimed against my 

ugline~s, and added, with a sneer, that she no longer 

played at dolls. 
" Give her to me, then, Adc:.-le," said Juliet. 

''Very" illingly, my dear-let ns look for her clothes. 

Look, here is her bed-take it, <loll and all, witb my 

"·hole heart." 
In an instant the ,necks of my trousseazt ,vere brought 

together again. :\Iy bed, rnywar<lrobe, and my writing­

case had been carefully laid by by Charlotte. I re. 

entered into pos::;ession of my propert} with no little 

sati,;faction. 
Juliet was ten years old; the good I had heard of her 

ga,·e me hopes that some little happiness was in store 

for me Jet. I departed in raptures at quilting the 

.;;cene of so much suffering. 

2 



CHAPTER IV. 

THE DOLL AX I.N'VALID . 

RETURKED home, Juliet examined me attentively; 
she ,vas grieved to find in me a hundred defects that had 
escaped her notice in the first joy of acquisition. 

l\ly arm came off again, my cheeks were falling off 
in flakes, my hair was hopelessly entangled.-All this 
did not dishearten Juliet, who was a devoted friend to 
dolls. 

She went, however, to ask her mother what could be 
clone towards putting me in order a little, and it was 
decided that I should pay a \'isit of a few days to my 
original home in the Rne Chapon. 

l\Ieanwhile, Juliet had no mind to lose her enjoyment 
of the present moment-always the most precious; she 
devised a mode of dissembling my ill looks, while she 
played with me. 

"Suppose only," said the amiable child," that we 
ham taken a journey-the carriage has upset- Ver­
rneille has broken her arm and the tip of her nose,­
nothing easier!" 

Immediately she hung a black ribancl round my neck 
as a sling, placed my arm in it very gently, put me on 
a night-cap, the broad trimming of which served me as 
a partial veil-wrapped me up in her shawl,-in a word, 
all was so well arranged, that, with a little stretch of the 
imagination, one might have pronounced me positively 
pretty. 

That day my bed was thoroughly well madP.-:-beets, 
pillow-everything as neat as 1 could "·ish. On a little 
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table, placed beside me, stood a pretty china cup, about 

the size of a thimble, into which Juliet every now ancl 

then poured some excellent lemonade, which she encou­

raged me to take by tasting. 
In the e\·ening, se\·eral of her friends came to play 

with her, for she was a charming child, beloved by all 

the world. 
":Mesdemoiselles," said the little girl," I am enchanted 

to see you, but I can only allow you to stay on con­

,ji tion that yon will make no noise-my doll is ill; ~he 

has had a bad fall, and I am apprehensive of a brain 

fever." 
"i\ly clear Juliet," cried Blanche, the wag of the 

party, " she must be bled immediately-not a mo­

ment to be lost; how lucky that I came this evening ! 

my German doll fell from her <lonkey last year, at 

l\Iontmorency, and but for me --•' 
" Let us go and sec Vermeille ! " cried the children, 

foreseeing how much fun my illness would afford them. 

"Gently, gently!" said Juliet, walking on tiptoe; 

"gently, now-perhaps she is asleep." 
I then saw these sweet children advance cautiously to 

my bed, the curtains of which were half opened. · 

" Can you trust me'" asked Blanche, with :m im­

portant air. 
"Perfectly," replied Jnliet. 
"Then, :\li:;s Venneille, girn me your arm. Ah! 

how it burns-poor doll! a ragino- fever-quick! my 

lancet 1 I will bleed her--" t, 

"Stop!'' cried Juliet, "I won't have Venneille's 

arm spoilt." 
" Pooh, my dear, \\'ho ,vants to spoil Vermeille':-; 

arm;: Let me alone, ,vill yon; I h~n-e seen my nurse 

bled-you will see how well l understand the~e mat­

ter:,;." 
Blanche, with the utmost o-ravity, prepared bandaaes. 

tied up my arm, and with a large pin pierced a \'ei~­

a little bran c,-caped. 
" ... -ow,'' ,:, ntiuned our doctor, '' we mwst apply 
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blisters to the legs; how fi;ntunate that I came in to­mg-ht !" 
-She took two large ,rnfers and stuck them on. 
All thi:s was done \Yith perfect seriousness; the little ones were delighted. 

It was six o'clock-the nurses 
came to take their little girls home-it was time to go. 
They kissed Juliet, and promised to return soon tc, enquire how I was going on. 

These children bad not been so well amu-:ecl for 
many a day; and, as for me, I was not the least dis­
pleased" ith the play they had devised.-After having 
lain neglected so long in the corners of l\Iademoi::-elle 
de Versac's room, a good bed seemed to me by far the 
best remedy for my fatigues. 

As for the lemonade, not a drop of it remained, and 
the consumption of lemons had been immense. 

Am I right-or is it merely self-lo\'e? but I cannot 
help thinking that children so amiable, so attentfre to 
the com forts of a sick doll, will some clay make the best 
of nurses to their mothers or little :sisters, "hen suffer­ing in a similar manner. 



CHA PT ER V. 

THE WALK IN THE TUILERIES GARDENS. 

GREAT v,ras the satisfaction of my little friend and me, 
when one morning I returned from the Rue Chapon, 
glowing with health, my arm healed, and my hair in 
beautiful condition. Juliet was enchanted with my 
good looks; she dressed me with the utmost elegance, 
and took me to walk ·with her in the Tuileries gardens. 

It was the month of May; the lilacs in full blossom 
exhaled the sweetest perfume, and the delicious wea­
ther had tempted out all the little girls and their 
mammas. 

This lovely sight brought back to my recollection 
the walks I had enjoyed some years before with my 
dear Henrietta. Alas, thought I, now that she is 
grown up, I fear that she no longer remembers me l 
She must be a charming person! She will make a 
good mother I am sure; she was so fond of her doll. 
Ah ! were she to pass us in the garden I am sure I 
should know her again. 

Delighted as Juliet was to have me hanging on her 
arm, she was not insensible to the charms of the skip­
ping-rope. Her mamma gave us leave to join a party 
of young girls whose grace and gaiety attracted the 
notice of all the passers by. 

Among those who looked on, I remarked a tall and 
Yery beautiful young lady, holding by the hand a Yery 
pretty little girl; the child wished to play with the older 
ones, which her sister would not allow, the little thing 
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heing scarcely able to walk. Tears and cries suc­
ceeded. 

Juliet, grieved to see any one crying while she \-ms 
so happy, ran up to her, and put me into her arms to 
console her. 

It answered completely. 
"'\\'hat is your doll's name, my dear?" said the young 

ladv to Juliet. 
;, Vermeil1e." 
"Vermei1le !-Tell me, mv dear, was it you that 

named it so?" · 
"No, mademoiselle! this doll is already very old, 

and bas always been called by that name." 
The curiosity of the young person increased more 

and more-so much so, that Juliet, seeing the rope 
going round, and time passing a\vay, assured her that 
her mother would willingly tel1 her the ad.-entures of 
Vermeil1e. 

Madame de Marsillac coming up at that moment, 
the com-ersation turned entirely upon me; and in a few 
moments I learnt beyond a doubt, that the tall young 
lady in question was Henrietta d'Aymard. 

A scene really affecting ensued. Henrietta was 
deeply touched with the tale of my misfortunes-I saw 
a tear in her eye.-" The poor Vermei11e," said she, 
lifting me up; " would you believe it, madame? I 
doated on this do11; without Vermeille everything was 
indifferent to me-what tears that raffle cost me!" 

The two ladies ended with fits of laughter-\Yhile 
I . . . was aG_oni'zing under my inability to express 
my feelings . uh, if I could but have said to her, 
" I recognized you first-in happiness and misery 1 
ham thought of you-Oh! Henrietta."-There are 
moments in which being merely a doll is insupport­
able !-In a \Yord, I saw her again, that good Hen­
rietta. Her beauty was enhanced by a sweetness of 
expression, such as I had seldom seen-and yet, there 
,ms something in her looks that made me uneasy, I 
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1-.new not why ; it did not, bcrn·e,·er, seem to strike the 

passers by, who nerer failed to turn round and admire 

her lovely figure.-" It is ::\Ille. d'Aymard," I orer­

heard a gentleman say,-" E"he is already her mother's 

best friend; she is good, simple-hearted, and generous, 

ancl gi \ cs to the poor what so many others lay out on 

the gratification of their O\\n rnnity." 
\Y ere I writing these memoirs for the public, I 

should, T think, be more resen·ed in my reflections; 

but, surel.,·, a doll, writing simply for ib own satisfac­

tion, may record what passes in its head ?-After a11, 

:-;uppo:-;ing this manuscript were to fall into the hands 

of a little girl, she would see how much happiness a 

mere child that is good and amiable has it in its pmyer 

to bestow.-Ah ! were all known-if we dolls could 

tell papas and mammas all that we are daily witnesses 

of up-stairs, how many little gluttonous and idle girls 

would nerer come down to the drawing-room !-I may 

add, that one can ahrnys more or less judge of a 

child's character bv the manner in ·which it treats its 

<loll. • 
I return to my ·walk in the Tuileries gardens. 

Henrietta thanked my sweet friend for her goodness 

to the little Marie, and replaced me in Juliet's hands. 

Suddenly a quarrel arose among the dancers at the 

,kipping-rope, and Juliet and I ran up to see what was 

the matter. 
A pretty little Norman peasant-girl, neatly dressed 

in the costume of her country, was walking through the 

garden with her mother. The child wi:shed to jump 

at the skipping-rope along with the elegant Parisian 

girb, but they drove her rudely away, and -,;he, far from 

being daunted, resisted their violence, so that erie:s and 

angry words rose and attracted the notice of ererv one 

in that part of the garden. • 

. "She shall not play "·ith us!" exclaimed Honorine, a 

little girl of ten years old, pale, and affectedly dressed, 

and who, I am sure, had accompanied her mother to 

e\ ery ball during the last \Yinter. " -o, a country girl 
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has no right to interrupt our play; don't turn the rope 
for her!" 

"But only see how obstinate she is," cried another. 
"Get away, little girl, will you? you annoy us." 
And other ill-natured girls held the same language. 
I was becoming furious. 

Juliet, passing her fair head under her neighbour's 
arm, was equally indignant at seeing the pretty 
stranger so unkindly treated. 

"She shall jump-she shalt jump!" cried she; and 
twenty kind voices responded to her's. 

The good Juliet took one end of the rope, another 
followed her example, the rope went round, the young 
peasant darted forward, threw back her head joyously, 
and, resting lier hands on her sides, kept it up thirty 
times hefore stopping. The air rang v,rith cries of joy 
and applause. 

The airs of disdain put on by our fine young ladies ill 
dissembled their rage. "\Yhat a figure!" said 
Honorine. "Really it is too bad; every one is allowed 
to pass here; it has become quite a bear-garden. Mamma 
must positirely speak to M. de Hamburg to .. morrow 
about it." 

Silly fool ! why had I no tongue to ask if you were 
a blessing to your parents; if you could say your prayers 
and your catechism ? 

Let us return to our bolcl little Norman girl. 
After having kissed her mother, blushing all over 

with joy, she made a pretty curtsey to the company, 
and ,vent away quite happy, turning round from time 
to time to look back at Juliet, till she reached the iron 
gate leading to the Palais Royal. 

It was five o'clock, and we returned to the house 



CHAPTER YI. 

JULIET'S ILLXESS-HER RECOVERY-VERM:EILLE'S 

MARRIAGE, 

OuR walks in the Tuileries gardens were soon inter­
rupted. Juliet fell ill; her bright blue eyes became 
dull and languid, and the freshness of her cheeks garn 
way for a pale transparency, which cruelly alarmed her 
font! mother and all who lo\·ed her. 

":.\Iiss Juliet is ill,'' said the servants among them­
selves; "how sad the house will Le! Ah, were 
l\Iadame to lose her, she would die of grief! never \ms 
there a child so amiable; she bas always some kind word 
of excuse if a serrnnt gets into a scrape; please God to 
spare her, she will make a kind and good mistress some 
da v or other." 

Are not such home praises "·orth all the flattery one 
hears out of doors? for it is at home onh· that what is 
good or bad in the character is fairly app1:eciated. 

~erer did I hear any one speak so of Adele de 
\" ersac-quite the contrary; she was attended to from 
respect for her mother, ne\'er from good will to herself. 
She was always giving trouble, and about the veriest 
trifles too; one mu t have hat! the wings of a bird to 
attend to her caprices. I have often seen her in a 
passion with Charlotte for not having tied her shoestring 
properly, (to think of a little girl ernr allo\ving a 
serrnnt to do sudia thing for her!) and eren if poor 
old Richard did not bring her up a tartlet the moment 
she called for 1t, he "as snre to be scolded. 

But I mn:;t not forget, in the r~membrance of that 
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naughty Adele, my beloYecl Juliet, whose sweetne,:s 
formed so striking a contrast to her cousin's ill 
nat111"e. 

l\Iadame de l\Iarsi11ac was almost in de:::pair; she 
never quitted her daughter's bedside. How I enried 
her position l 

I too, thrown on my bed, ,ms p1ungerl in the 
deepest affliction; Juliet's moans wrung my heart. 
Tears, alas l were denied me. Poor thing, with what 
resignation she took whaterer her mother or her nurse 
offered her l 

"Come, J u1iet, drink this, dear child-it will do rou 
good-that is a good little girl l" And after a little, a 
very little reluctance, the dear good Juliet did as her 
mother desired her. 

From my position I could see an<l hear all that 
passed, and that was my only comfort. ,,-ith ·what 
anxiety did I watch every symptom of her recovery l 
Sometimes I even fancied I felt her kisses, I heard the 
music of her sweet voice. 

Juliet's patience was put to a se,·ere trial for three 
long ,,·eeks, and, but for her obedience in taking all the 
remedies prescribed for her, she might ham died, like 
many other foolish little girls before her. 

I hasten to her recoYery. 
How shall I ever forget that happy day when she first 

asked for me l 
"Mamma, where is V ermeille? Let me play with her. 

My fever is gone, and there is no danger now." 
I wished for wings to fiy to her bedside ! 
Delighted at a request which indicated the return of 

health, Madame de Marsillac immediately placed me in 
her daughter's arms. Tender cares. es, sweet overflow­
ings of my Juliet's heart, your remembrance e,·en now 
agitates my pen l 

To you, M. Benoit l to yon my thanks are due for 
this blessed power of giYing vent to the secret 
emotions of my heart; and to thee, too, dearest 
Henrietta! 
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From this day forward I no longer quitted Juliet; 
her recO\·ery and mine (for of course I was understood 
to share her illness) were simultaneous; we rose at the 
same hour, and lay on the sofa during the clay, dressed 

both of us as im·alids. 
In short, in a few weeks our little Juliet was almost 

herself again. Joy and gratitude reigned in every 

heart and on every face of the family. 
"Juliet," said hermamma one day," I intend giving 

a little fcte to celebrate your recovery, and I wish to 
thank all vour little friends for the kind interest the\ 
have sho.vn for you during your illness. Let me heai·, 
then, how you would like to amuse yourself? You 
shall find me an indulgent mamma. Tell me, my child~" 
said the good l\Iadame de l\Iarsi11ac, kissing her. 

"Now, dear mamma, JOU must not laugh at me; I 
haYe grown three inches during my illness, and yet 
r fear you will think I am going to ask you something 

\·erv childish." 
''Never mind, my love; let me hear it; you need not 

be afraid of telling me." 
"l\Iamma, several months ago Louise and I deter-

mined to marry Vermeille, and the only reason why I 
,lid not tell you before is, that thi marriage is not so 
easy a matter as we thought. In the first place she 
must have a husband, must she not, mamma ? \Vell­
this is what Louise has thought of,-our little friends 
shall each buy a little boy-doll at the toyship; I will be 
Vermeille's rnamma, I ,Yill hear what each gentleman 
has to say for himself, and will consult Vermeille; and 
when all is decided, [ will make the trousseau: for I 
intend," added Juliet, with animation," that Vermeille 
shall have the prettiest trousseau in Paris ! "-e will 
gi\·e a grand clinner, at which the bridegroom and 
bride shall preside; and then, deare~tmamma, if vou wish 
to make Louise and me the happiest of all litile girl~, 
you will have a little carriage that goes by itself made 
for me,-\Ye "ill place them in it, and see them drive 

about side bv side like livino- persons l . ::, 
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" Do not say no, dear mamma-Louise has often 
spoken to me of this; we constantly think of it, we 
have set our hearts upon it, and it will be so amnsingl" 

"\Yell, Juliet," replied Madame de l\larsillac, "I 
consent, but I must impose my own conditions. I am 
pleased ·with your idea of makino- Vermeille's trousseau; 
it will be an excellent way of le;rning to work. I have 
no doubt your young friends' mammas will allow them to 
meet here and make it up. I ·will be manager in chief; 
I ,vill furnish you with patterns and ad,·ice; the best 
work\vomen shall direct the others; vou shall work 
during the mornings, and, after lunch, pla} for an hour 
or two in the garden, and I think you will all be Yery 
happy. \Vhen the trousseau is finished, we will marry 
the doll, and I will be at the expense of the weddmg­
feast." 

J\'e\·er did I see a happier little face than Juliet's 
while her mother entered into these details. She sprung 
to her mamma's neck. 

I, on the contrary, far from sbarino- her delight, fore­
saw nothing satisfactory or agreeable to me in this 
marriage. Some insipid punchinello or cherry-cheeked 
shepherd, forsooth l who, without the smallest pre­
tensions of his own, was to share my success in society, 
and more than probably supplant me in the affections 
of those I loved ! 1\ o wonder the prospect dis­
tracted me. 

A few words from Juliet reassured me. 
" ·well, dear Vermeille !" said she, takin~ me in her 

arms, "so you are going to be married ! 'lo-morrow I 
go out with mamma to make the necessary purchases for 
your trousseau. Oh, my .sweet! how beautiful you 
will be! Come, smile a little; do not put on so grave 
a face. You need ha\·e no fear, yuu know, of my 
sharing my heart bet"·een your hu-.banrl and you: you 
will alway· be my beloved one. You know, too, that 
little girls have no sort of love for harlequins and pun­
chinellos, it \Youl<l be too absurd. But, understand nw, 
will you? this is only a game that that fooli::;h little 
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Louise and I ha,·e imag-ined for amusing oursekes lrith 
you,-that is all; you shall not be contradjcted,you shall 
make your own choice of a husband." She gave me a 
thousand other reasons, each as good as the other, to 
reconcile me to the idea of this marriage. 

l\leanwhile, l\ladame de l\larsillac called upon the 
mammas of Juliet's friends, and easily obtained the 
requisite permission. Six little girls, the eldest about 
tweh-e years old, accepted ,vith the greatest delight an 
invitation, ·which extended to three \\eeks or a month. 

All the patterns and stuffs were clisplaye<l on a table. 
Each ,....-as to try and do her best. 

"Look, ladies, how well this corset fits!" "My 
dear, what do you think of this capote ?" 

Such was the usual conversation I no,v listened to. 
I witnessed n·ith admiration the zeal and address of 

these amiable children. 
For a whole month they worked with the utmost 

assiduity. At last my trousseau was complete; and 
they laid it out in triumph, with as much skill in dis­
playing it to adrnntage as you see at the best dress .. 
makers' shops. 

The mammas bestowed the praises they deserved on 
their little girls; they were delighted with the beneficial 
results of a game at dolls. 

You can form no idea of the care these little creatures 
had taken; many grown-up young ladies could not have 
<lone half so much. Dolls! dolls only elicit this taste 
for the needle; and those ( and it is to be feared there are 
many such) who despise us, do us, on that account 
alone, great injustice, in my humble opinion! 

The clay arrirnd, (a Tuesday, as I well remember, ) 
and my little friends "Were all assembled in the drawing­
room, , ..... ith their respective protcges-humble aspirants 
to the honour of my hand for life. 
. Elise presented me a young gentleman \"Yell appointed 
m e\·ery respect, but-with the appendage of a pair of 
leading-strings l Juliet laughed heartily, and passed a 
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thousand jokes on the pretensions of the puppet, who 
was laid aside without further ceremony. 

Poor Elise retired pouting. 
Anna brought forward a young shepherd, whose 

beauty, I grant, fully entitled him to pretend to my 
hand. But Juliet, admirably sustaining her part, rejected 
him, addressing him all the time the prettiest-turned 
compliments imaginable. 

"Dear shepherd," said she, "\Yhat would you do 
with a young lady of Paris, like Vermeille, accustomed 
to society, with a taste for the art , and, I fear, not a 
Ji ttle for the toilet? This doll of the ·world ,-rould 
remain insensible to the charms of vour Io,·ely fields. 
11.Pturn to your cottage, innocent shepherd ! ·-villagi~ 
doll, will appreciate you better than those of Paris." 

Anna bit her lip. 
Sophie, with a grave and confident air, introduced an 

r1]cl field-marshal, glittering with diamonds and stars, 
and e,·idently, from bis laced coat, black Yeh·et waist­
c0at, and gold-headed cane, rich and of good family. 

" :\J. le l\larechal!" said Juliet, ,Yith respectful graYity, 
" your proposal confers infinite honour on Vermeille 
and me; but you ha Ye presented yourself a century too 
late,-my doll does not choose to marry a gl10st !" 

""\Ye 11," said Clara, " here is a young man of 
fashion, to whom that objection, at least, cannot apply." 

.Juliet, pretending to be a little embarrassed, con­
sulted me in a "·hisper, and then replied to tile dandy, 

"Sir! Venneille does juc;tice to the merits of your 
tailor, but she thinks you ham the air of a puppy: ex­
' 'U'-' the frankness of a doll." 

Tb1s refusal prornked Clara as much as if tlie puppy 
liaci been her own self. ) 

_,\ young sailor, presented by Caroline, excited 
g.., neral admiration. Tall and \Yell proportioned, his 
eountenance was frank and open, his eyes the most 
bPautiful that enamel could produce; in short, there was 
but one opinion. For me, though duly sen:-ihle to hi-= 
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attractions, I trembled at the idea of being united for 
life to a seaman. I could not think of the sea without 
fear; a mere rivulet of fresh water made me uneasy. 

\Vhat then was my relief when I heard these words: 
" Gentle sailor, you are indeed fit to captivate all the 
dolls of fashion, and I am sure Vermeille appreciates 
you; but I know my doll's heart, she will wish to cross 
the seas with you, to share your dangers, and what can 
1 say against it? The mere idea of such a separation 
affects me: what, then, would the reality Le? Retire, 
then, young sailor; and give us credit for the sincerest 
regret at your disappointment.'' 

At last my fate is to be decided l There remains 
only the protege of Louise. He advances,-and who 
does he turn out to be but PRINCE FoRTU~IO l Colonel 
of Hussars,-handsome as the day, and bra Ye as a lion! 
tall and majestic, his military cloak was gracefully 
dependant on one shoulder; several crosses glittered 
on his breast; his blue eves were set off bv locks of the 
glo::-siest black; his whiskers, his mustacf1ios, his tuft, 
,vere perfection! and there was altogether an inde­
scribable air of dignity and sweetness about him which 
charmed all the little girls, and the doll into the 
l.Jargain. 

Yes; tl1is Vermeille, so indifferent a moment ago, 
feels herself extremely well disposed for so charming a 
cavalier. A thou-;and little games in~tantly occurred 
to me, in which we might botll be first objects in our 
se\ era! wavs. 

Prince l~'ortnuio was proclaimed my husband, to the 
great joy of Louise, and the chagrin of all the other 
little girls. 

Juliet, perc0iving their disappointment, s:1id to them, 
with her usual kindness: 

"Don't vex yonrseh cs about a doll, my good friend:­
Think a moment, and you will see that Venneille can­
not have six husbands; her choice must fall on one or 
the other, and 1 could not refuse this ple:isure to little 
Louise, my old0st friend; it was she, too, who thought 

, 
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of marrying Vermeille. Learn these gentlemen to 
pout by themselves, and let us attend to the bride's 
toilet.'' A proposal which speedily dispelled the im­
pending cloucl. 

"First," said Louise-(dear sweet child, my heart 
warms when I think of her; she was two or three 
years younger than Juliet, full of fun, but with a pen­
si ,·e little look occasionally that re\'ealed the sweetne~s 
and sensibility of ber heart;)-" first," said Louise, "let 
me discharge a little commission Prince Fortunio bas 
intrustecl me with,-to entreat ~Iiss Vermeille's accept­
ance of the marriage-gift." Juliet and her companions 
no more expected such a surprise than I did. 

Judge of rn_v delight, on opening a beautiful box of 
sandal-,yood, in which ,Ye found a little perfumed bag, 
containing a blue Cashmere scarf, seYeral pair of "hite 
gloYes, a fan, a purse filled with five-sous pieces, ,,ith 
these words, "For the poor," embroiderea on it, two or 
three necklaces of coral and lam, and, at the bottom, 
two superb gowns with trains, one of green veh-ct, the 
other of rose-coloured satin! Juliet was in transports 
of joy. 

"Prince," said she, "I constitute mnelfVermeille s 
interpreter; receive her thanks, she clare not express 
them herself; you, too, are silent, but we have no diffi­
cult_r in divining your sentiments.'' 

Tbe right of dre ·sing me belonged of course to Juliet, 
but all the little girls pressed round with their ad,·ice, 
and I was nearly deafened by my clressing-maick 

Over a cambric chemi~e, trimmed with lace, the,· 
put me on a corset of Gros de 1.Yaples, which they lacecl 
so tight, that I feared for a moment ! ~nould split in 
hrn. An under-petticoat of tatfety, a gown of clear 
muslin, embroidered ,Yith lace, white :-hoes, a Yeil 
elegantly thrown o,er my head, ringlets, and a per­
fumed handkerchief, ornamented "ith my prince's 
coronet, held negligently in the hand, completed nH· 
c·ostume. 

Thry pre~enteu me to the Prince, who could 110t 
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entirely dissemble his satisfaction at seeing me look so 
beautiful. 

'' Charming Fortunio !" said Juliet, "I give thee 
V ermeille for a wife. She has been ,vell brought up, 
has rare talents, is sweet-tempered and good, and it 
will be your own fault if she does not make you the 
happiest of the happy. Never will she say a word to 
clisplease you. You have seen the crowd of her suitors; 
be grateful, then, for the condescension which has 
singled you from the number. \Ve are now going to 
celebrate your union, by a hearty dinner and a ride on 
the railroad to St. Germain's." 

Dinner was announced; they placed the prince and 
me on the little carriage, which shot off as if by 
enchantment, traversed all the saloons, and arrived 
safely in the dining-room, where the servants were 
waiting for us. 

Figure to yourself a table covered with fruit and 
flowers, a brilliant display of plate, damask linen­
everything just as if, in, tead of mine, it had been the 
marriage-day of Mlle. Juliet de l\Iarsillac ! 

Fortunio and I were king and queen of the feast. 
Seated on opposite sides of the table, in two little 
chairs of state mounted on stools, we looked to the best 
possible adrnntage. 

The utmost gaiety animated the party. They drank 
our health with all the usual honours. 

:.\Iucb pleasure was expected from the excursion to 
St. Germain ·s. I should have preferred the Tuileries 
garden~, " ·here dolls of fashion would not have failed 
to admire me; ancl then the noise-the bustle: in short, 
the railroad had no charms whatever for me. 

"\Ye set off, however. 
Fortunio paid me ernry sort of attention during the 

journey! he bad a pretty little box filled ,Yith comfits, 
which smelt so good that I longed to taste them ; now 
and then be put up bis spy-glass, and pretended to look 
at the country as it flew past us, but it was merely a 
pretext for admiring me. 

3 
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"\Ve arri,·ed without accident-and yet I was meian. 
clwly, deeply melancholy l 

How lovely that view is from the terrace of St. 
Germain's-bow impossible, one would think it, to gaze 
with indifference on such a picture! And yet I felt 
like ice! 

Re-embarked on our little carriage, we again excited 
uni,·ersal applause-and Vermeille was indifferent to 
it: whence could arise such a change ? 

Whence, indeed! but from a presentiment of im­
pending e,·il ? 

After a delicious walk in the forest, we returned by 
the railroad.-I was becoming every moment more un­
easy, more agitated. Passing through that low and 
gloomy tunnel, Fortunio, my belo,·ed spouse ... I 
can hardly go on ... held by an imprudent hand .. . 
he was leaning out of the window . . . the train re­
~oubled its speed, the space of passage narro,Ys, and 
the head . . . the head of the dear unhappy prince, is 
cru.,hed to atoms against the wall-his body rolls at 
our feet-,Yhat a speetade of horror for a newly-mar­
ried bride l 

Louise and Juliet gazed at each other, and at For­
tunio, in mute consternation-and then bnrst out into a 
roar of laughter. It made me feel quite !<ick-

"\"rl1at ! was I then a widow so uninteresting? 
"'ith a little reflection, they would have compre­

hended that this union had its charm for me. \V c 
should have shared the caresses and caprices of our 
voung- mistress-fatal railroacl ! all was ended now. 
• Juliet did her best to console me; she promised to 
respect my grief, and provide no other partner for me. 

For a whole \Yeek, nothing else "as talked of but the 
sad encl of the young Prinee; Yisits of condolence suc­
ceeded-the newspapers even made mention of the 
cata:,;trophe, which garn me a new importance. 

Ah! J nliet, clear child! if you ha<l known my g-rief, 
you would have reproached yourself for that jclea of 
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marrying me, which to you indeed was merely a joke, 
but to me --

Before kno\0ring Fortunio, your little games were full 
of charms for me; henceforward, I feel it in my heart, 
sorrow and sadness must be my lot. Simple children, 
little think you of this,-little can yon enter into feelings 
which your innocent hearts have never experienced ! 
You will drag me into society as before, and my grief 
must remain a mystery ! 

One solitary comfort is left me. I like submitting 
myself to be drest ! Fortunio-my lost Fortunio !-did 
you but see me in this green velvet gown, with my 
jewels on! Dear prince, it is but the pleasures of 
memory that I seek in thus adorning myself; my 
vanity is buried with thee ! 

It was my duty, however, to the good Juliet, to dis­
semble my sorrow. 

A journey to the mineral waters was announced; this 
news delighted me. Shaken as my health had been 
by the:se agitating e\·ents, I hoped a change of -;cene 
,,yould be beneficial to me. 



ClL\PT ER ,~II. 

JOUR.:-;"EY TO AIX-LA-CH.\.PELLE. 

Ir was the month of June. Juliet's mother haring 

sutlered from the severity of the ,-..inter, the ph) sicians 

or Jerecl her to drink the ,rnters of Aix-la-Chapelle. 

::\'o•hing delighted Juliet so much as a journey. 
" ::\Iamma,'' said slie, "I cannot take Vermeille with 

me without a travelling-dress; may not my nurse make 

me one, since \Ye have forgotten it in the trousseau?" 

" Impossible, my love ; there are too many things to 

he got ready before we start." 
.Juliet looked so di~appointed, that her mother could 

not resolve to oppose her. 
"\Veil, since I have been so much pleased with you, 

smcP. you ha\ e paid so much attention to your le!-sons 

lately, I" ill send your doll to my Jress-make1·, and she 

shall equip her for the journey." 
Juliet, transported, sprang to her mother's neck, 

skipped round the room, and then ran to tell the goorl 

news to ererybody in the house. 
And who was better pleased than Vermeille? I 

beheld myself in imagination issuing from the hand of 

l\Ille. R--, fresh as a rose, and setting the fashion to 

all the dolls at Aix-la-Cbapelle. 
The follo\, ing morning I was carried to the dress-

maker's. 
At the rery first entrance, I ,ms struck" ith the order 

and neatness of the house. ~Ille. R-- was an angel 

of goodness; her aged mother, widowed and infirm, 

Ji, ed ,Yith her; and four young girls, wbo had been con­

fided to her care by her brother on his death-bed, were 

also dependent on ber;-she suppurte<l them all. 
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,vhat peace, what harmony reigned in that happy 
family! It was perhaps the more striking to me, from 
ha.-ing hitherto lived so entirely in the world. 

The sleeping apartment of the young workwomen 
singularly contrasted with the untidy room of Mlle. 
de Versac. At five every morning, they said their 
prayers together, made good resolutions for the day, 
and, judging by their attention to their ,rnrk, whether 
their aunt was in or out of the room, there could be no 
doubt of their sincerity. And how kind, too, and con­
siderate was she !-no wonder they all loved her as a 
mother. 

My appearance caused a general delight in this happy 
circle; it was a disputed point ,,-ho should work for me ; 
workhours and playtime, for eight days, they thought 
of nothing but Vermeille-and I returned with the 
prettiest trarnlling costume imaginable. 

I must be pardoned for having dwelt so long on this 
episode in my life, but I could not pass over in silence 
a week of such happiness. 

All our preparations being made, we set off in a stout 
travelling carriage, drawn by five post-horses. 

I sat on Juliet's knees, my head re:5ting on a little 
pillow; from time to time she put her salts to my nose. 
This visit to Aix "·as taken, she said, expressly on my 
account; for, in fact, since the death of the prince, in 
spite of my apparent gaiety, I had nourished a deep 
melancholy, which, betraying itself in m} altered looks, 
made Jnliet , eriously uneasy about me. 

Juliet was in a constant fidget during the journey ; 
now she kicked her mother-now she looked out of the 
window-now she ,ms hungry-now thirsty; then, after 
feeling my pulse, she put me to sleep; in hort, the 
poor chikl knew not how to sit still, or what to do " ·ith 
herself. 

I longed for the moment when the bright idea should 
suggest itself of changing my position. Drest as an 
invalid, I ,ms half stifled uncler the thick green veil 
which concealed ererything from me. lt came atlast-
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the desired moment: Juliet placed me at the wmdow. 
l sa"· magnificent and richly-cultivated fields; but 
who needs a description of the delicious banks of the 
l\Ieuse? 

The em-irons of Aix-1a-Chapelle are enchanting; 
handsome country-houses, cloth manufactories, and 
fields of superb thistles, which surprised Juliet till she 
learnt their use in such manufactures. The freshness 
and beauty of this route gare the country the aspect of 
an immense garden. 

\\-e took up our quarters in the principal street, the 
only one \Yith any pretensions to breadth or beauty at 
Aix-la-Chapelle. The baths were exactly opposite our 
hotel, and we attended them regularly every day. 

Juliet could not recover from her astonishment at 
seeing a spring of warm water! '','But, mamma;· said 
:she, '' are you sure, quite sure, there is no fire under­
neath it?" 

Her surprise was still greater when, in one of our 
,rnlks, we came to a pool of ,rnter which boiled of 
itselt: and where the poor people came to ,rn:sh their 
dishes and linen. 

Keitber Madame de l\Iarsillac's illness nor mine ,ms 
sufficiently serious to prevent our taking part in the 
usual amusements of the place. The town is not pretty; 
the want of water renders it gloomy; the streets are 
badly paved; but, in return, all the walks are charming. 
I remember, especially, a delicious gro,·e at one of the 
outlets of the town, where we often rralkecl; there are 
no guards stationed there, yet no one e\'er thinks of 
plucking a rose or breaking a branch of je~samine : in 
this respect, I fear, the little girls of Paris do not 
resemble those of Aix-la-Chapelle. 

They are constantly talking here of a certain M. 
Charlemagne, a great French lord, who lirnd some 
years ago in this town; they showed us his sword and 
his tomb. 

All this sounds rather serious for a cloB; but a journey 
is always a season of mental imprornment. 
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There were many little girls that year drinking the 
waters, but they had all forgotten to bring their dolls; 
80 that you may imagine the effect I produced, fre:-h 
from the hands of 1Ille. R--. 

One clay Juliet and I were asked to a large children's 
party, at the Tower of Charlemagne, who, it seems, 
had formerly a sort of castle here, of which nothing 
now remains but an old tower, overlooking a little 
lake ::::urrouncled by grass and weeds; a few wild flowers 
cling to the ruined walls. 

Ladies are almost always to be seen seated on the 
bank of tbis lake, sketching the landscape into their album . 

Under this tower ,ms spread our luncheon. Among­
the young ladies present was one who paid Juliet and 
me peculiar attention, and I really thought she liked 
us. \Vbat then was my surprise, to hear her say to her 
friend, "I am going to spoil the lilac gown of that con­cei te<l doll ! " 

Stooping, as if to pick up her Landkerchief, she 
rubbed her bread and butter on my beautiful gown; 
and springing hastily up after this pretty trick, struck 
her nose, and began crying ,Yith all her might. 

The sweet Juliet hastened to help her, forgot her 
cake· and me, and surprised e, erybody by her dexterity 
in rendering her uch little sen·ices, as one would only 
have expected from a grown-up person. l "as well re,·engecl. 

·\Yhile Juliet was conducting her to her mother, ,yl10 
was drawing at some distance off, I remained in the 
midst of the d1ildren. 

" Look at that doll," said a Ii ttle German girl to her 
:sister; "did you erer see sue!, a thing 1 ,vhat a ,mist! 
"·by a ring might go round it-any one may see she is 
a Frenchwoman." 

These 1lattering remark " ·ere interrupted by the 
arrirnl of a little EngliJ1 girl, who, suddenly stooping 
down when no one saw her, wrapt me up in her shawl, 
and disappeared. 
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On her return, Juliet asked after me, but in min, 
the German girls had seen nothing of me. Poor 
Juliet wept as if her heart would break, crying "l\Iy 
doll! mv doll !" 

Her ri10ther also enquired after me, but to no pur­
pose. Vermeille was gone! And what had become of 
her? No one could conceive the possibility of a theft 
in the midst of such an assemblage. 

ln short l\Iatil<la had stolen me, and this was her 
motive. 

She was nine years old, and only knew a few words 
of French; all her knowledge consisted in playing and 
eating s,Yeetmeats. She was to start the follov,:ing 
morning for Paris, ,vhere, to her great sorrow, her 
mother was going to put her to school. A pretty doll, 
she thought, \Yould be a consolation, and so she stole me 
\Yithout ceremonv. 

The next moniing, at the moment of departure, ishe 
coYered my face with a handkerchief, and slipped me 
into an umbrella-case; so that I was placed in the net of 
the carriage without being remarked. 

Pretty situation for a doll to be in, that liked so much 
to see and be seen, as Vermeille ! 

Adieu to the pleasant green fields, the sheep, and the 
passers by, and-to Juliet! 

,vhat icould become of mP- at school~ I shuddereu 
in anticipating the miseries which awaited me. 



CHAPTER VJII. 

SCHOOL. 

ARRIVED at Paris, l\Iatilda thought ofnothing but how 
to conceal me from the eyes of every one. From the 
umbrella-case L was transferred to a portfolio of prints 
carefully laid by in a cupboard of the saloon. Once or 
twice she paid me a stolen visit, and then shut me up 
again. l\ly presence ,ms torture to her. No longer 
quick and sprightly, as she used to be, she thougbt of 
nothing but how to get her belornd doll out of the 
house ,vithout any one perceiving it. Such are the 
pleasant emotions of guilt in fear of detection! 

The morning being arrfred on which slie was to go 
to school, l\Iatilda got up "·ith a throbbing heart. 
Breakfast o,·er, l\laclame de Croly took her back to her 
room, where a quantity of s,veetmeats, biscuits, &c .• 
and a large box for corn·eying them, had been laid on 
the table <luring her absence. This present decided 
my fate. 

":\Jy dear mamma," said l\Iatilda, blushing, "may I 
pack these things up myself?" 

"Certainly, my child; here, take the key, and mind 
you don't lose it; make baste; I am gomg out now, 
and in a little time I will return, to take you to l\Iadame 
Gerard'!'-.'' 

Imagine the joy of our little thief! She bolted the 
door first, then, as quick as possible, made a little bed 
of raisins for me at the bottom of the box, ,napped me 
up in a napkin, and laid me on it; piled over me as 
many boxes of sugar-plums and pots of presen-es as the 
box ,voul<l bold; locked it up, slipped the key on a 
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riband, and hung it round her neck; and then-I could 
judge of her ecstacy by her repeated skips on the floor. 

But, what an embarrassment! she suddenly stopped 
short,-she had not been able to get a11 the sweetmeats 
in. ""'hat will my nurse say ?" she cried; "and 
mamma ?-they will open the box, and I shall be found 
out. Oh ! what shall I do ?" 

I heard her walk hurriedly backwards and forwards: 
she stopped-she listened; a little sweep was passing 
in the street-she ran to the window and beckoned him 
to come up; he knocked at the honse·door-it flew 
open, and the portress allo,Yed him to enter, belieYing 
that some one of the lodgers had sent for him. 

:\Iatilda, opening the door softl_r, met him on the 
landing-place, and, with her finger on her lip, intro­
duced him into the room, scarcely daring to breathe. 
:i\Iadame de Croly ,,·as out, and the servants were all 
up stairs. 

The poor l1oy, understanding nothing- of this mys­
ten-, took off his shoes and follo" eel l\Iatilcla in silence 
into her room, the cloor of which she bolted, as before. 

"Little sweep, what is your name?" 
"Anclrc, mi::-s, at your sen'ice." 
"\Yell, my good Andre\ open your bag; here arr 

::;ome preserves and sugar-plum, for you; you cl?n't 
often get any, do you ~-ancl 1-I am very fond of httle 
sweeps!" 

Andre not seeming to comprehend the charm of the 
word preserve, l\Iatilda took a biscuit, covered it ·with 
gooseberry-jam, and forced it into his mouth, the 
puzzled child scarcely daring to open it. 

This speedily restored his speech. " Oh how good 
you are, my pretty young ]adj ! for gi ring me these 
good things; 1 ,,ill send them to the country to my 
mother and m_v little sisters, who have nothing to eat 
but black bread; I ,vill tell them it is you who ha\·e 
gi\·en me them. But you will ha,·e none left for 
yourself?" 
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Matilda knew not what to answer. Lies and dis-· 
simulation put one so terribly out. 

Some one rang the bell,-" mamma ! mamma !" cried 
the little girl, "it is mamma coming up! Hide yourself, 
Andre! hide yourselfl" 

The sweep threw his bag into the closet, and was up 
the chimney in a moment; and it was high time. 
Scarcely had he disappeared, when Victorine, her 
mother's maid, entered, to tell Matilda that her mamma 
was waiting for her. 

Matilda followed her out. "Oh! I have forgot some­
thing," she cried, stopping at the head of the stairs; "I 
will be down in a moment." 

Victorine went down-Matilda ran back,-" Andre, 
come down-quick, quick, and save yourself!" 

Down he tumbled in a moment, caught up his bag, 
thanked l\Iatilda again, begged the favour of being 
employed to sweep the chimneys of the house, ran 
down stairs, and in a second or two she heard him 
singing in the street. 

l\latilda drew a long and deep breath, and then fol­
lowed him down stairs. "Why have you been so long, 
my lo,·e ?-but quick, jump into the carriage, you have 
kept me waiting. But where is your box? Richard, 
go and bring it immediately,-there, put it in, under 
our feet;" and in a few minutes they were driving to 
Madame Gerard's, in the Rue St. Louis. 

Stifled in my box, and deafened with the noise of the 
carriage, mine was not a very comfortable situation. 
For half an hour I heard nothing but the sobs of 
Matilda and the kisses of her mother. 

We arrived at length; they laid me do,rn in the 
laundry, which \Yas situated on the ground-floor, and 
near the school-room, so that I could bear all that 
went on. 

Madame de Croly introduced her daughter to the 
school-mistress, and after a fpw minutes' conversation 
rose and departed. Madame Gerard then led Matilda 
to the garden, and presented her to her companions, who 
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all flocked round her; they were soon the best friends 
in the ·world, and spent a couple of hours in a delightful 
game at prisoners' base. 

Lunch-time being arrived, Matilda bethought herself 
of the box of presenes, and consequent! y of Vermeille. 

She entered the garden with a large pot of marmalade 
in one hand, and me in the other. 

" Oh ! "·hat a pretty doll!" cried all the little girb, 
crowdino- round me. 

l\Iatilda played with me the rest of the day, the first 
at school being always a holiday. 

1 t took l\Iatilda and me a full week to get accustomed 
to this change of life, nor was it after all, I confess, much 
to my taste. To be sure, I had every .-ort of amuse­
ment: the skipping-rope, hide-and-seek-nothing ·was 
enjoyed if I was absent; but then, those long school­
hours, during which I remained alone in the laundry! 
And -ret, even there, 1 found some amu~ement. I beard all 
the pettpcandal oftbehouse: the maids grumbling at the 
little girls who wore such great holes in their stockings, 
who tore their frocks, and lost their pocket handkerchiefs. 
Then I had Yisits. -o't\· Amelia came for a handker­
chief, her mm being drenched with tears; the poor child 
had made thirty fanlts in her exercise 1-then Caroline, 
to get her frock mended. Each of the<:e \·isits procured 
me a kiss or a compliment. 

But rn! \vardrobe (and it was the source of much 
sorrow and anxiety) was in a sad condition. Since 
lea ring Aix-la-Chapelle, J had ne\ er once put off 
my lilac gown, on which the mark of a certain piece 
of bread and butter was still very distinctly -risible. 
One da \·, however, Clemence, the laundress-in-chief, 
haring ·found (in rummaging the old clothes-press) a 
beautiful piece of green silk, made me a gown of it, to 
surprise ~Iatilda. "\Vhile putting- it on me, she \I as 
struck with the delicacy of my ~11ape (whicb nothing 
could spoil or disgui:;e), anc.l from that time took really 
a personal interest in me, and made me up, at her 
lei::.nre, a complete wardrobe. 
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This change in my appearance procured me the 
honour of a surreptitious introduction into the school­
room. 

I was installed in Matilda's desk; my legs, which 
were too long and hung out, were concealed by a 
handkerchief. 

All eyes ,yere turned towards the desk; the under 
mistress was constantly repeating, "Attention, young 
ladies! -how careless you all are this morning. l\Iiss 
Caroline will learn a fable; and if l\Iiss :\Iatilda con­
tinues to open and shut her desk as she has done since 
entering the school-room, I shall set her the same 
imposition." 

Order was re-established, and Mlle. Pauline left the 
room. 

No sooner was her back turned, than out I came 
again; l\Iatilcla put a pen into my hand, and made me 
scribble a tensP of her Yerb. I held m_v pen beautifully; 
and if my little friPncls had been quicker sighted, they 
might ha,·e seen that the doll's hand was apter at the 
task than her·s who clirectecl it. 

I really at last conceived quite an affection for these 
little girls. There ,yere but a dozen of them, the 
eldest only thirteen. 

l\Iatilcla ·was all kindness to me, ancl yet it ,vas not 
her tbat I should ha Ye chosen as my mistress. Giving 
her all due crecli t for her good heart, and the 
amiable qualities which she certainly posse~sed, still 1 
could not esteem one who had ol>tained me bv theft,­
one \Yho Imel betraJ ed her mother's confidence;by intro­
ducing a person into her house, who, for what she 
knew, might not h:we been the honest lad he prorecl to 
be. This want of principle showed ilself in many ways. 
I ha,·e often seen her copy off her neighbour's exercise, 
and recei re "·ith a smile praise "hich she did not 
desen·e, or look at tbc book under the desk while she 
repeated her fable. 

-'Tis truE' she "·as the most obliging child in the 
world: her pens, paper, sweetmeats, and even her doll-
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everything she possessed-were at the service of her 
companions. But, what then ?-still she was a dishonest 
girl; for dishonesty, such as I ham described, differs 
only in degree from that which robs you of your purse 
on the high road. 

But it is never too late to mend; an<l I always looked 
forward to the moment when Matilda, repenting of her 
fault, would confess to her mother that she had stolen 
me, to satisfy her selfish caprice, without a moment's 
remorse for the pain she caused Juliet. 

In this school there was a little girl, who sen·ecl as a 
model to all the others; it was a pleasure to look at 
l\Iartha's desk so tidily kept, her exercises all so neatly 
written; all her lessons were known the e,·ening before; 
her person and clothes were always as neat as if her 
mamma ,vere coming that very day to see her. 

You ne,·er saw her with inky fingers, her frock 
unsewed, a torn apron, hair in disorder, stockings 
creased, or shoes out at the side, or dm...-n at heel ; 
scarce a , .... eek pa"sed ·without her having the cross. 

Perhaps you think that her superiority excited her 
companions' ern·y ?-no such thing: she was loved by all 
the boarders, great and small, and by me too.-She it 
was I should ha,·e liked to belong to. not :.\Iatilcla 
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THE COXFESSIOX. 

~faTILD . .\ caught a bad cold, ,vhich confined her for a 
fortnight to the sick-room. Though in perfect health, T, of course, spared her confinement. 

She woulcl have got well much sooner, but for her 
tricb of jumping up wheneYer Dame Agatha, the old 
nurse, quitted Lhe room,ancl running on lier bare feet over 
the cold floor to the cupboard, where she drank a little 
of this, eat a Ii ttle of that-syrups, cakes, "hateYer came 
in her way-and then darted into bed again, at the 
slightest noise. Thank heaven she never tasted any 
poi-.;ou ! for some poisons, it is well kno,rn, are used as 
medicines, and if taken in any quantity by an ignorant 
little girl, may KILL her.-Think of that, young ladies, 
who play tricks like these behind the housekeeper's back! 

There are few persons !remember with more pleasure 
than Dame Agatha. 'he was an excellent old lady; 
for thirt,· nars and more she had dernted her time and 
thoughts to the care of sick children; no mother could 
ha ,·e had a tenderer heart or a , ounder j uclgmen t. I 
can see her at this moment, as if it ,yere yesterday! in 
her little old-fashioned white bonnet anJ black gown -
the keenest eye coulcl not have detected a speck of clu~t 
on it. Poi ,r old Agatha !-.\..11(1 how plea:-ant too were 
her stories !-she hacl an inexhau ·tible fund of them 
and thev had ahrn,·s som<~ usefnl moral in them. She 
was e, ~n good e1iough to address a few words occa­~ionallr to 111e. 

One day that l\Iatilcla had taken her m•'dicine "ith 



I' 

'.\fE'.\fOIRS OF A DOLL 

unusual readiness, Dame Agatha rewarded her by 
telling her 

THE STORY OF THE LITTLE PUPPET-SHOW BOY. 

""\Yhen I was a little girl, I had a very kind and good 
godmother, whom I loYecl clearly. l\ly mother allowed 
me to spend a couple of months \Yith her e\·ery year. 
She li\·ecl at Montherrnc, a rery pretty village on the 
banks of the l\Ieuse. 

"During these holidays, (rrhich I remember as well as 
J do your tricks of yesterday, l\liss l\Iatilcla !) I pa~secl 
the greater part of the day in playing with other chil­
dren on the high ro:id which runs by the river side; 
now "·e stood still and watched the fishermen-then we 
ran along the water's edge, after the great barge:-,, as 
they glided by, loaded with charcoal; at other times 
we bargained for gingerbread and sngar-plums, with 
the little hawker-boys who passed through the village. 

"One day, it was my birth-day, my godmother bought 
me a beautii'ul doll covered with rose-coloured riband, 
and \\ ith blue feathers in her bonnet; I wa:; as happy 
as a queen, and from that day forward I and Nanon 
were inseparable. 

"But my happiness did not last long. You shall 
hear, l\liss l\Iatilcla, what befel my poor doll. 

•• One Sunday, though my godmother had forbidden 
it, Nanon and I ,-rent to gather nuts in a wood near 
the hou<:e; we were conrersing together, \Vhen one of 
those little good-for-nothing boys who travel from 
village to village, pa~sed by "·ith his puppet-show, all 
the little figures dancing like fairies to the music of his 
flageolet. 

"The boy began singing, and askecl me in a coaxing 
tone, ,d1etber I would not like him to teach my cloll to 
dance? 

" 'Very much,' saicl I, much pleased. 
"He then fastened poor innocent 'anon to one of the 

\\·ires of his pnppet!:-, anrl she began immecliatelyt\-rirling 
round and roun<l-now iu front, now behind-while I 
stood and laughed with delight till the tears ran down 
my cheeks. 
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"' \Yell,' he continued, 'I never saw a young lacl_v 
with such a decided turn for dancing; it ,vould be a 
thousand pities to leave her here-good-bye, my pretLy 
miss !'-and off he ran as fast as his legs would carry 
him. 

"Yon, l\fo,s Matilda, who are so fond of Vermeille, 
may judge of my despair. 

"1 ran home, crying so loud, that, when I reached my 
godmother's door, all the nPig-bbours' heads were seen 
peeping out of the doors an1.l ,yintlows, wondering ,rhat 
could hare happened to me. 

"As soon as my misfortune was known, my god­
mother's husband and one of his friends ran after the 
boy, who had climbed up a tree to hide himself; but the_v 
soon made him come down again, and took him to th.., 
mayor, who shut him up in the black-hole, and gave him 
nothing but bread and water; he ·was tried, the little 
thief! and sent to prison for a year." 

"A year!" cried l\Iatilda, quite moved-'' and a1l for 
a doll!'' 

"\Yby yes, miss1 (replied Agatha,) a boy that :-teal:,; 
a <lo11, is c:1pahle of anything. 'l'he mayor said he 
must make a public example of him. as a warning· to 
other little children who do not fear God; and he was 
quite right. And yet, I confe~s, 'when 1 saw the poor 
d1ild led through the village in the midst of the hoob 
and hisses of the children, crying 'thief! thief!' ancl 
throwing stones and dirt at him, [ could not help 
crying Gitterly.- He was an orphan, poor follow; no 
kind father or mother liad e,·er taken the trouble of 
teaching him the difference between right anti \\Tong-. 
i woulcl ,Yillingly ha\'e begged him oi;-but il could 
not be. 

"In short, they g:-1.Ye me back my doll, ancl the puppets 
were nailed up on a tree, by order of the mayor, that 
any little boys who are not ashamed 'of picking and 
stealing' might be reminded, on seeing them, of 
Tlte story of the little puppet-show boy!" 

'' But, my child l mv child! what is the matter "ith 
you '-what are you c1~ying about ?-why, what a heart 

-! 
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:-he has, poor thing !-Don't you see it was quite right 
to punish the little raggamuffin, ancl a kindness too; 
only think, now, there is nothing more wicked than 
theft; and a little thief will become a great thief, if not 

corrected." 
The goorl dame ,ms in despair at what she thought 

a nen uus sciznre. "Dear child, do not take on so; she 
\\ ill nuke herself gnite ill; surely, children nO\Y-a-days 
are becoming like gro,,·n-up persons in their ailments, 
it was not so in my younger days-come, my dear, dry 

your tears; here, play ,Yith Vermei1le."-
It ,ms enough; :\latilda could refrain no longer. She 

jumped out of bed, threw herself on her knees, begged 
Dame Agatha's pardon, and, ,~ ith a mice broken by 
sobs, confessed to her that she Lael stolen me at Aix-la­
C'hapelle, begging and praying her not to send her to 

prison. 
Agatha, in astonishment, threw herself back in her 

arm-chair, and then, satisfied as to the nen es of her 
little patient, read her a se, ere but friendly lecture on 
her selfish and" ickecl conduct, and then advisee! her to 
tell the whole truth to her mamma, whid1 l\Iatilcla con-

sented to do, 
It \\'Us really quite a pathetic scene wlien J arrived 

at :Madame de Croly's hou-,.e, undPr Dame Agatha's arm. 
:\Iatilcla told the whole story without subterfuge, ancl 

lier mamma, in consideration of her penitence, forgave 
her. Bnt her conduct cost poor Matilda many, man_1· 
hitter tears, ancl I trust the lesson has made a lasting­

impression upon her. -
'1\rn or three clan; afterwards, Dame Agatha receivecl 

a new blat:k g°'' n and a white bonnet, as ~l present from 

the grateful .\la dame de Croly. 
Juliet's mother being "ell kno,rn, her direction wa,; 

easily obtained. :\latilcla begged to be a.llowed to ,nite 
a few line:; to Juliet (to go with Venneille), begging her 

pardun,-this was her letter: 
".'.\i1s:; .TuLI.E.T, 

'' Lt ,, ill be a year to-morrow since vou were at _\ix-

la-Clwpelle with·) our doll Ver:ucille. · 
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"At the moment when you were taking that naughty 
little girl to her mamma, I, far more naughty, stole 
your doll. 
· " I am now sensible of my fault; I am all over reel, 
now that I am writing to you: pray, pray forgive me! 
If Vermeille could speak, she would tell you I have not 
ill-treated her; but no doubt she loves you better than 
me. 

" Good-bye, Miss Juliet; pray do forgive me-I will 
never be a thief again. 

"MATILDA DE CROLY. 

"P.S. I have written this letter all myself, except 
the spelling, which has been corrected, or you could 
not have read it." 
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CHAPTER X. 

DEATH OF HEXRIETTA, &c. 

GREAT ·was Juliet's delight at receiving l\Iatilda's 
letter. 

"Is it possible?" she cried, kissing and pressing me 
to her heart, "after being lost for a year !-"' ho could 
have thought it?" 

During this year of separation, no other doll hacl 
usurped my place in Juliet's affections; a happiness to 
which I was very sensible; for, to say truth, I had not 
been without my apprehensions of a rirnl younger and 
fresher than myself . 

.T uliet had grown mucli during my absence. Her 
fair tre<.ses no longer floated on her shoulders, but were 
disposed in plaits, carried round in wreaths under each 
ear, and meeting in a knot behind ;-she still liked 
play, but already employed much of her time usefully. 

I generally sat beside her in my little aim-chair, with 
a book in my hand, or at a work-frame, on \\hic:h rny 
needle often rested inactive for many quaners of an 
hour together, Juliet forgetting to make t be occasional 
stitches on which the progress of my ,rork depended. 

Yet I had no repinings after my school life; ha,·ing 
passed my early years with a child brought up by its 
mother, my prepo:::sessions were naturally in fa,·our of 
home education. 

Juliet was, I beliere, as fond of me as e,·er-when 
she thonght of me; but feelings of a deeper character 
had for some time been dm:lling on her mind, and 
moulding it to more serions impressions. 

I had nhrnys rem:.irkeJ in her charaeter a singular 
union of playfulue~:; and reAection; seriuus thoughts 
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"·ould chase each other m·er her sunny face like the 
shadows orer the fields on an April 'day. But her 
merrr laugh had been subdued for many weeks at the 
period ,rhich I now speak of-and, indeed, when 1 dis­
covered the reason, my heart was fully disposed to 
sympathize with her sorrow. 

Erer since the interview in the Tuileries Gardens, 
Henrietta d' Aymard and Juliet had taken a great fancy 
to each other, and their mothers had become equally. 
attached. You may recollect that something in Hen­
rietta's looks had given me a painful impression during 
that short interview; she had never been strong, and it 
ga,·e me little surprise now to learn that she had been un­
accountably drooping for the last two years. Juliet and 
her mother were constantly with her, and often took up 
thefr residence for several days together under l\Iadame 
d'Avmard's roof. 1 had alwavs loved Henrietta, but 
ne,·er so much as now-now that, alas l we were about 
to lose her l 

It was interesting to obserrn the effect that pain and 
suffering had bad on her character; she had always said 
her prayers attentively, and loYerl her Bible; but every 
dav now she seemed to think more of ber Saviour and of 
heaven; her dark hazel eyes would fill with tears ,vhen 
she spoke to Juliet, as she often did, of the sufferings of 
Him who had become man for her sake, and whose blood 
had been shed for her :--ins. She had now become so thin 
and weak that her maicl carried her in and out of the 
dra,ving-room in her arms. But she was ahrnys the 
same Henrietta- cheerful and patient, always ready to 
be amused, and anxious to amid giving trouble-no 
wonder erery body loved her; she ,ms ~o humble­
mincled, too, that she thought erery one better than 
herself. Often, when left alone on the sofa, when the 
re!'>t of the family had gone dmvn to prayers, <lid l bear 
her praying in a low voice for herself or for tho ·e she 
loved, particularly her darling little Juliet. 

In short, she grew weaker and ,yeaker, till the doctor 
declared she could not live a ,veek longer. Her mother 
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and :Madame d'Avmard relieved each other in attend­
ance at her bed~side, but she recei \·ed almost all her 
medicines from Juliet. The evening before she died, 
[ well remember watching her as she lay on her bed, 
her eyes fixed, and a sweet calm smile playing on her 
lips. "j\famma," she said at last, in a whisper," mamma, 
here are ang-els in the room!" and her face shone ac:; 
beautiful at ~that moment as if she was herself one of 
the guardian host that encircled her.-And so she died. 
Dear, dear Henrietta ! 

Juliet's intercourse with this beloved friend ,ms of 
much use to her, and had a marked effect upon her 
future character. For a few weeks she felt her loss 
acutely, but then the elastic spirit of childhood reas­
sumed its sway, and she was again the happy child she 
had e,er been; her step as light, and her laugh as 
merry; and Vermeille became more of her companion 
than had been the case since her return from Matilda. 

l ,ms now to learn another feature in Juliet's charac-
1 er, which I confess I was not prepared for-her strength 
of mind. 

About three months after Henrietta's death, payir:g 
our usual morning visit to i\Jaclame de i\larsillac, "e 
fonncl her bathed in tears, her head supported on one 
hancl, a letter hanging from the other, which seemed to 
contain some sad intelligence . 

. Juliet burst into tears, and, throwing herself into her 
mamnia's arms, enquired what had happened to grie\·e 
her? 

"l\'othing, my child," she replied, wiping her daugh­
ter's tears, while her own still fion eel; "I have only 
received a letter from your papa-something has hap­
pened to vex him, but he \, ill soon come home ugam. 
Go and play, my love; I have letters to write." . 

"~o, mamma, I cannot play while yon are sufferrng 
-.o. Dear, clear mamma, tell me what makes you :;o sad' 
You won't ?-then I mn<;t try and guess at it myself." 

She sat down on a little stool at her mother's foet, 
aw1 0 sted her chin on her hands. I saw an extreme 
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agitation working in her large blue eyes. All on a 
sudden, she hid her face in her mother's lap, crying out 
-" I ,know it, I know it! Papa is <lead, and I shall 
ne,·er see him more ! " 

The poor child criell and sobbed; she neither felt 
her mother's caressing hand, nor heard her voice. 

"No, dear love, calm yourself; your father is quite 
,vell, thank God! Here, read this letter-it is from 
him. Listen to me, Juliet, and I ,vill tell vou a secret 
( had wished to conceal from you." · 

Juliet raised up her head, and looked at her mother 
"·itb surprise. 

"Mv love, ,ve are ruined ;-we have no more money 
left!" . 

",Yell?'' said Juliet. 
",vhat more•woulcl you have, my child? ,v e must 

quit this house, dismiss the servants, sell our carriage 
and horses, and go and live in Switzerland-and you, 
my poor Juliet--1 bad such pleasure in the thoughts 
of bringing yon out in the world, and now-" She could 
sav no more, for sobs choked her utterance. 

'This extreme depression of l\Iadame de l\larsillac 
much surprised nw, for it was not exactly what I should 
ha,·e expected from her. It pro, ed, in effect, merely 
momentan-. 

But mv astonishment was far greater when Juliet, 
looking doubtfully at her mother, repeated, "But this is 
not all, mamma; you still conceal something from me!'' 

"No, clear child, I do not-I have told you the wbole 
truth." 

"\Yell, then, mv on·n clear mamma," returned Juliet, 
'' do not cry so, fo

0

r I see no rea~on why we should not 
be ,·cry happy still. In the first phice, yon know the 
doctor has orclerecl yon to the country, and ,vhy not go 
to \ritzerhnd? \ \f e ~hall not \Yant the carriage there, 
for you \\ ill have no Yi~its to pay; and these serrnnts 
will he all n~eles", ~ince you have no more money for 
gi,·ing great dinners. Yon need only keep Etiennette, 
who makes those good ereams papa is so fond of." 
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~l great moral lesson was unconsciously conveyed in 
these simple words. Madame de l\larsillac felt it so, 
and smiled. 

"As for my masters," added Juliet, "I assure you, 
dear mamma, I shall be delighted to say' good-bye' to 
them; not that I am ungrateful, I hope, but I lore you 
a thousand times better, and if yon will hear me my 
les~ons, I mil work twice as hard as before, that I may 
not gi \'e you trouble. Shan't it be so, my dear mamma ?" 
kissi11g her. 

"You know, dear mamma," she continued, "that all 
these visits tired you to death; how often you used to 
1.iss me as if you were going a long, long journey, wben 
you went out to pay them." 

l\Iadame de l\Iarsillac's spirits revi,·ed all at once. 
She blushed with joy; perhaps she was a little ashamed 
too of having betrayed such weakness-who knows~ 

"But, Juliet," she continued, wishing to try her 
further, "what will you do without yonr maid~" 

"You shall dress me, dear mamma, till I am ol<l enough 
to dress myself. Yon shall do my hair for me; you 
will not hurt me with your soft white hands, as Fish 
docs \\ hen she pulls my hair, and then scolds me if 1 
cry. And I shall be yow· maid too, in return, may l 
not? But I shall be obliged to stand on the cushion 
till I am a little taller! You shall see how "·ell l shall 
do for you. Look at V ermeille here-could Rosselet 
have <li-essecl her better? Look at this bow ;"-and 
Juliet turned me round and round. 

"How happy we shall be, manuna ! I must also learn 
to make my frocks, and then, when my work is done, I 
will play with Vermeille; I am so gl.id to hare got her 
safe bat:k again. Do not let us forget, dear mamma, to 
take with us the 'Contes des Fee~,' and I will read von 
one of them every evening to amuse you." · 

Madame de l\1arsillac was comforted in her sorrow; 
her eyes filled with tears as she looked at Jnliet-her 
lips moved; she ,rns thanking God for ha\'ing blessed 
her with such a child. 
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Visits of condolence succeeded. 
In short, l\Iadame de Marsillac was ruined; a little 

cottage and farm near Lausanne was the solitary ·wreck 
of her fortune. 

I cannot pretend to say what degree of support a 
little girl twelve years old is capable of giving her 
mamma; but this I know, that Madame de l\larsillac was 
no longer the woman she had been an hour ago. \Vere 
I a little girl, it is thus that I should wish to console my 
mamma in time of sorrow. 

Juliet was enchanted at the prospect of revisiting 
Switzerland, where she had passed some happy months 
with her mamma three or four years before. Her joyful 
air much surprised her little friends who came to bid 
her good-bye. 

"Poor Juliet!" they said, "how sad 1 ·what ·1,dlt 
you do with yourself in Switzerland?'' 

"Nerer fear," said she, "I shall run about; I shall 
·walk, or ride on a donkey witb marnma; I shall gather 
flowers and dry them, read my fairy tales, play \Vith 
Vermeille,-I shall amuse myself quite as well as 
you.'' 

Decidedly, thought I, it is my destiny to travel ! 
Courage, then! let us visit this vaunted Switzerland, 
and see how they dress their dolls there ! 
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LAUSA~NE. 

THE journey to Lausanne was performed in a much 
less brilliant stvle than the memorable one to Aix-la­
Chapelle. A ha'ckney coach conveyed us to the coach­
office, where we started in the coupe,- 1\laclame de 
l\Iarsillac, Juliet, and mrself,-one female servant onh· 
accompanied us. · · 

"YVhat fun to travel in the dz"ligence, and look out 
at the horses!" cried Juliet. "Come, Vermeille, take 
your farewell of Paris, for in a few days we shall both 
of us be little peasant girls." 

·we had few ad,·en tures on the road. "\Ve almost 
always walked up tbe hills, Jnliet pretending that mJ' 
legs ached l'i'ith the confinement. 

.1:\..t Dijon, where we staid two <lays to rest ourselves, 
,miking out after dinner we saw several poor children 
sitting on the bridge in rags, and Juliet employed me 
to distribute a few sous among them. "Look at 
Vermeille, mamma !" she said, '' the good doll! hon· 
prettil) she reproaches me-she is taking the money 
out of my pocket to girn to the poor!" 

Madame de Marsillac smiled good-humouredly at all 
her daughter's little sallies. One time that she kissed 
Juliet, the latter pretended that I was jealous, :md said 
she nrnst kiss me too. "Pooh, pooh!" said mamma; 
but Juliet insisted, and thrust my head under l\Ia<lame 
de l\larsillac's bonnet; she pnshed me mvay, but Juliet 
,rnulcl take no denial, an<l she kissed me at last,-but 
,Yhat a cold icy kiss! it makes me shiver to think of it. 
Commend me to the kisses of little girls. 
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At Dijun we were fortunate in finding GioYanni, a 
return voiturier, who carried us on to Lausanne. 

The scenery on this road is not interesting till you 
reach the Jura ; then, indeed, the prospect becomes 
sublime. Vermeille, you remember, had always a 
taste for the picturesque. 

Juliet was in raptures at the first sight of the Lake 
of Gene\ a, and certainly I never saw anything so 
lovely. It was a sweet evening as \Ve descended the 
last ridges above Lausanne, and the rays of the setting 
sun shone reflected so brilliantly on the glassy mirror, 
that any other doll might ha\·e fancied it a lake of 
molten gold,-lJUt V ermeille was no such fool. 

"-e reached the Hotel Gibbon at Lausanne, about 
ffre in the afternoon; we were too late for the table 
d'!tute, bnt they garn us an excellent dinner in the 
salle-a- manger. But think of J u1iet's delight and 
surprise, when, jnst as we liad finished desert, the 
door opened, and in walked . . . . her old friend 
Louise and her brothers, who had arrived a few days 
before with their papa and mamma from Rome, where 
tlwy had been spending the winter. The meeting 
was equally unexpected on both sides-what with the 
rush, the kisses, the congratulations, the noise, all 
talking together, my poor nerves were quite over­
powered. 

1Iadame de i\Iarsillac, recognizing her old acquaint­
ance, the amiabh~ i\Iademoiselle St. Jean, in the com­
panion of Louise, committed her little Juliet, notl1ing 
loath, to her kind protection; and the four children, as 
happy as children could be, went out together under 
her auspices, to play in the little court tehind the hotel. 
:,fadarne lle l\farsillac, meanwhile, went up stairs, and 
sat with lll~r fnend ~Iadame de Couey till eight o'clock, 
when the young people came in again, and they all 
drm,k tea together. 

Madame <le Coucr, it turned out, had engaged the 
\ en· next ,·i!la to ::\laclame cle 1lursillac's cottao-e, and • 0 

was to rt'muve to it the follo\\ ing day; the pro~pect of 
such dose neighbourhood was delightful to all partie!-. 
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After a very happy e.-ening the children ,,ent to bed, 
to dream of the morrow. As for me, Julif't liad quite 
forgotten me in the delight of meeting her friends; I 
was left on the table in the salle-a-man[!.er; and but for 
the attention of a dark-feat11red young 'inan in a brown 
coat and spPctacles, ( whom I at first took for a tutor, 
bnt afterwards learnt was a cousin of Louise's,) I should 
have remained there all night. As it ,ms, I never 
passed a more uncomfortaule one; he took me up 
~tairs, but laid me do,vn so a,-.;-hrnrcllv on the sofa, 
with one leg bent under me, that I had the cramp for a 
week aftenyards. 

The following afternoon both parties "alked clown 
together to take possession of their respecti,·e abodes. 
The two properties joined Pach other; and, as is the 
custom in that primitirn country, there ,wre no hedges 
or walls of separation between the grounds. 

L'E ---, the larger of the two houses, stood on 
an elerntion a few hundred yards abo,·e the kke, about 
half a mile below Lausanne, and scarceh· half so much 
from the sweet little village of Ouch~t. From the 
steps of the dra,.-ing-room fa~ade (which fronted the 
lake), a grassy lawn descended to a gra\·el walk or 
terrace ornamented \Yith urns, at one P.x.tremitr of which 
rose the pretty little cottage of Madame de ~Iarsillac, 
at the other a pavilion or s11mmer-hou-;e, titted up with 
cliairs and a sofa; while in the centre, rather to ue .sure 
intercepting the view from the windows, ~tood a most 
magnificent cl1estnut-tree. From this terrace a flight 
of steps led to a lower one, planted with flom~rs; and 
sloping meaclo,Ys and vineyards de~cended from thence 
to the lake, on the further side of ·which the "bole 
range of the Samy Alps \\ere sef'n towering in all 
their mingling beauty of light and ~bade, rnrying in 
tint to e,·ery colour of the rainbow, and sPen through 
so pure an atmosphere that erery village, e,·ery hou:-;e 
at their base "'as distinctly visible across the bright blue 
\Yaters; while above them all, but far, far di,-.tant, ,vith 
his diadem of snow, and seated on his throne of cloud~, 
tlie Ice King, ::\Iont Blanc, seemed at once to be 
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revealing himself to the spirits of the glaciers that 
attend his le\·ee, and looking clown ·with the tenderness 
of a parent on the little boats sporting on the sunny 
waters at his feet in filial security. 

Such were the attractions of scenery that for the 
moment fully reconciled me to my banishment from the 
Tuileries gardens. 

Nor were the interior accommodations of L'E ---­
unworthy of its charming situation. The house was 
beautifully fitteJ up, and comfortable in the extreme. 
Louise, however, and her brothers, had visi tecl it 
already, and to Juliet it was no noYelty, having often 
been there before; the home of the latter, consequently, 
was the great object of curiosity to the children. Juliet 
had forgotten none of be:r old acquaintance; there were 
visits tu be paid to the gardener, the labourer, the 
dairy-maid at the pretty Swiss farm, the poultry-yard, 
the peacock; Doria, the old dog, had immediately 
recognized her, and accompanied her everywbere,­
now racing along like a mad thing, now sidling up and 
whining for a caress. Juliet had been more attentive 
to me this morning; yet I began to feel not a little 
jealous of his attentions to her, and the evident pleasure 
with which, though half afraid, she received them. The 
children ne,er ,rere happier. 

Madame de Couey had much to superintend in her 
domestic arrangemP.nts, but Madame de Marsillac, 
having written beforehand, had found e,·erytliing 
ready for her reception. She sat under the chestnut­
tree, but seemed more engaged in watcbing the gam­
bols of the children than with the book she held in her 
hand. She had regained her usual cheerfulness, and 
if for a moment a shadow crossed her mind, it was 
instantly chased away by a smile at some little sally of 
Juliet':-. 

That night Juliet and her mamma \Yent up stairs to 
bed at the same moment; this was a great triumph for 
Juliet; it had ne,·er happened at Paris. In a mor1u~nt 
L was undressed and laid beside her, my own lJetl not 
h~ing yet unpacked. 
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Next morning Juliet a,rnke at daybreak, jumped 
out of bed, opened the window, and looked out; she 
stood in rapture at that lovely prospect, nclmiring it, 
without, perhaps, being able to explain why she did 
so. 

Juliet and her little friend Louise now became con. 
stant companions. I ha,·e already described Loui-:e's 
character in a parenthesis-she shall now Ju1n~ a 
sentence, nay, a paragraph to herself'. The lin~liest, 
merriest little being, but full of sensibility and feeling, 
with (as l\Iiss l\Iitford says of her farnurite Lizzy,) 
"an exceeding pol\·er of lo,·ing," and a fear of offend­
ing, and desire of pleasing those she loved-no ,Yonder 
that Louise was the pet of her family, and in some 
danger of being spoilt by the caresses lad:-hed on her 
by e,·ery one. But she had the most jnclicious of all 
papas and mammas, and, in her friend l\lademoiselle St. 
Jean, one who was well competent, in conjnnclion with 
them, to train the young and flexile tendrils of her 
heart aright. The little jealousy, nay, I ,,..ill be candid, 
the slight dislike that, I blush to confess, f felt to her at 
first on account of Juliet's fondness for her, soon 
vielded to her attentions. She wa.s Yerv fond of 
;inging; and, "hen passing through the tyro!, had 
completely caught the "·ikl Jodeln or guttural in­
tonation of the country; her :-pectarled cousin, too, 
(whom I often wondered at her being so fond of) had 
taught her many old ballads; these, and her Tyrolese 
songs, she often sung me to sleep with, "hen Juliet 
was engaged with her mamma, and no little babies of 
superior intere,-t were in the way-for then I had small 
chance of attracting her notice. 

To her brothers, Edward and Robert, I paid little 
attention; in their masculine superiority they thought 
me beneath their notice, but I retaliated by tile most 
pointed contempt, to which certain indications bare 
since led me to suppose they were not insensil1l 1•. 

Edward ( a year or two older than .J ulict) "·as devotedly 
fond of the water, and ,yent out in his LwaL \\beuerer 
Iii" papa and m::unma wonld allow it; and he had other 
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,mys of amusing himself; iye did not therefore see 
much of him. Little Robert, on the other hand, be­
trayed so determined a taste for entomology, that his 
sister and Juliet could hardly get him to stir from home; 
he spent hour after hour kneeling on the drawing-room 
steps, ·watching the humours of a community of ants! 
I must do him the justice to add, that (though I often, 
in the course of that summer, lay for hours togetber, 
neglected and tired to deatb, on the seat before the 
drawing-room ·window, watching his proceedings for lack 
of better amusement), I ne,·er saw him tease or hurt 
the little ants, or any other of God's creatures. 1 \Yish 
I could say as much for all other little boys; for some 
I know (and some may chance tc read these pages "·hen 
Venneille is dead and gone)," ho forget that God seeth 
in secret, and will severely punish those who inflict pain 
on the poor dumb creatures in whose enjoyment He 
himself, their Creator, n~joices ~ 

Juliet and Louise, then, had full leisure to amuse 
themseh·es in their 01n1 waL Both Madame de 
~Iarsillac and Madame de Coi.1cy thought it but rea­
sonable that the_\· should hare a few days of holiday 
before settling to their lessons. 

The ,rnlks all along the shore of the lake are lm·ely. 
There are plenty of flat stones, and duck and drake was 
a farnurite amusement, particularly with the dark­
spectacled gentleman and his friend Edward, when they 
deigned to accompany us thus far on their road to the 
boal-honse. l\Iethought, indeed, that those who could 
derive amu~ement from so frivolous a pastime, had little 
right to look with contempt on dolls. They seemed, 
in fact, to be sensible of some discrepancy behwen 
their theory and their practice; at least: they often 
reminded each other of the example of nm great Roman 
philosophers (I forget their names), who, according to 
their story, used regularly to play at dnck and drake 
e,·ery fine e\'ening at l\Jola Ji Gaeta in Italy. Jnliet 
e, en tried her hand at the game, and Mlle. St. Jean 
became quite a proficient. 

13ut those walks ,vere happiest which I took with 
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Juliet and mamma alone; for then, and then only, ha<l I 

my Juliet all to my,-elf. One day, after a long and 

rather fatiguing stroll in the woocls, we emerged 

unexpectedly on a little open :mnny glade, through 

,vhich ran a tinv rirulet-now this wav, now that­

v;;ith a gentle murmur, as if complaining that it 

had lost its ,my; a mossy hank, O\'e1·,-haJowed 

by a spreading laburnum, in full flo,Yer, sloped to 

the brink. 
"Sit down here, dear mamma," said Juliet," sit down 

and n·st yourself, and I \Yill gather you some straw­

berriec;, Cume, Vermeille !" and then she lookeJ at 

me, as if to a~k \\hat I should like to play at. 

" How flushed your cheek is, my pet! let me ft>el 

your pulse; your band is like tire! no wonder, under 

:--uch a sun: I ::-hall neYer forgfre myself for having­

brought you out to-clay. SeYenty in the ,-hade at least: 

r al wan tremble at the remembrance of, our old illness. 

You n;ust take a foot-hath immediately: Look at this 

little stream; how clear it is! your feet will not be 

hurt by the,-e pretty pebbles." She took off my shoe;; 

and stockings, seated me on her knees, and plunged 

my feet into the tepid ::-tream. 
I trembled not a little, but fortunatt>ly it clicl them no 

harm; Juliet ,Yiped them carefully with lwr handker­

t'hief, put my things on again, and then, after looking 

,1bout and gathering a "·hole dock-leaf full of straw­

berrie~, rejoined her mamma. 
Another of .Juliet's pranks I could not "0 readily 

pardon. 0111~ morning, Antoine, the old gardent>r, lent 

her his fishing-rod. .A little trout-stream ran nncler her 

windov,·; she ,-eared me on the window-frame, put the 

line into m) hand, and drew back behind the curtain. 

A trout stoppt>cl-looked at the bait; it was tempting­

nibblecl-thought a moment, and looked up; :-aw I ,vas 

Ollly a doll-nibuled ag-ain-took courage at last, and 

ended by s,rnllowing the bait, and Juliet pulled up the 

line in triumph with our captive at the end of it !-but 

\\ith such haste, that. she nearlv threw me o,·er into 

the watt'r: I bung for a moment with my head do\\ n, 



but my gown had fortunately caught by a nai1-,Ylrnt 
an escape! You can "·ell imagine \Yhat endearments 
~he laYisbed on me, and how many excuses sbe made 
for the indecorous and dangerous position her care­
lessness bad exposed me to. But i\Iadame de i\far­
sillac was much vexed at ,Yhat had happened; for she 
had the aversion which all mammas h,ne to the slightest 
familiarization of their daughters with the details of 
field-sports; as for boys-that is the papas' affair. 

The last day of these preliminary holidays haring 
arriYecl, Juliet and Louise determined on gi\·ing an 
entertainment in the pa,·ilion to some other littlP 
girls of their acquaintance. I was to be queen of 
the feast. Juliet had a tiny senice of china, orna­
mented "·ith my crest ancl cipher, quite complete; I 
had my co, ers, my plates, my glass, &c. The guests 
arri,·ed in tJ1t-,fr best frocks, ancl all sat down to table. 
Juliet presided, and I sat on her right hand; Louise 
can-ed at the bottom. 

"Ladie~," said Juliet, "I ha.-e the honour to present 
you to tlie Princess Y ermeille Psxkzski, just arrived 
from Poland; she is deligbted to make your acquaint­
ance and to see so many happy faces. She understands 
French perfectly, though she cannot speak a word of it; 
you must not therefore ttlke her silence amiss; she 
desires me to tell you she is , ery foncl of little chil • 
dren, and woulcl be clelightecl to kiss! on." 

",niat a storv !" !Jere burst out little Robert, who, 
on promise of go·ocl beha dour, had been allowed to he 
of the party. He \ras immediately put out of the room 
for ha.-ing insulted her Pofo;J1 excellency, arnl the door 
bolted; but hearing his sobs, poor bo_v, [ whispereu-[ 
mean, Juliet bent her ear to me, pretending I whis-
l)ered-a fe\\· intercessory words in his farnur · the door . ' was opened, and lhe penitent was let in; he behaved 
,ery \\ell the rest of the eYening. 

Order being re-established, the little guests, pur­
suant to J nliet's intimation, rose up, made me, one after 
the other, their best cnrbeys; and saluted me ,Yith the 

5 
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most marked respect, ·which indeed my di:stingut air at 
all times merited. 

The dinner passed off with a gaiety that enc.:hanteu 
me. E.-erything was offered me. Juliet erery now 
and then stole something off my plate, exclaiming, 
"but you are eating nothing, princess !-absolutely 
nothing!-you do not feel ill ?-the heat of the ·weather 
perhaps ?-open the window, Louise !-or, possibly, you 
do not find this cream sweet enough; \Yhat shall I 
offer you ?" 

Then she le::.i.nt towards my ear, whispered some 
words in a nonsense language of her own, and pre­
tended to listen to my reply, adding, "\Yell, I won't 
press you, since you really dislike it." 

The little girls were in ecstacies. They now drank 
my health, and the toast, " Princess Vermeille !" \\·a~ 
cborussed so loudly, that l\Iadame de Marsillac put 
down her book on the seat below the chesnut tree, ancl 
ran in to call them to order. " Hip! hip! hip! hurrah' 
the Princess V ermeille for ever ! with one cheer more!'' 

\Ye then quitted the parilion for a play on the lawn. 
Not a minute's enjoyment ,ms lost that day, I am sure. 
I was completely knocked up. 



CHAPTER XII. 

THE LITTLE GLEA:N'ER. 

l\I.rnx:.\1E DE 1\1.rnsrLLAC had not forgotten her 
<laughter's promise of industry. Taking daily more 
and more delight in watching her heart and mind, she 
resolved to become her sole instrnctress. 

The morning after the feast in the paYilion, she ,ms 
sitting as usual under the chesnut-tree, and Juliet ,ms 
giving me my morning's airing on the terrace. 

"Juliet, my loYe," said l\Iadame de l\Iarsillac, "come 
and sit down here by me; I want to speak to you. You 
promised me, you remember, to be very industrious­
are your resolutions still as good as they were?" 

"Yes, mamma," she replied, laying me doY\-'n on the 
seat, as if to pay more attention to what her mamma ,ms 
saying to her. 

" ·well, dear child, I intend doing my best to teach 
you all that I myself know. Let us make our arrange­
ments ;-,Ye \\ ill get up at six in the morning-" 

"At six! you, clear mamma-you get up at six, ,Yho 
ha Ye ahrnys lain in Led till eleven! no, no-it would 
make you ·quite ill. Only set me my lessons oYernight, 
and I \Yill have them ready by the time you are up; 
indeed I "·ill, rnamma; I will never go out of doors to 
play "·ith Louise till you allow me, and V ermeille shall 
always sleep in your room." 

":N'o, my lo\'e, it shall be as I said; I intend that ,ve 
~hall get up and go to bed-li,·e, in short, togrther 
hencefonrnrcl. I shall do my best to replace your 
~asters, ancl while you are doing your lessons, I ,Yill 
s1t and "·ork be,-ide vou " 

"Ob I ho,v nice !_:and then you will tell me the ,rnrcls 
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no"· and then \Yhen I am doing my translation? It is 
so tiresome ahYays looking them out in the dictionary!" 

F1om this clay forward, indeed, Juliet \YUS less of a 
child, and became more and more her mother's friend 
and companion,-not that she did not play as before 
\Yith her little friends, (I wish I could sav she did so a~ 
much with me !1-but there m:is a perceptible change. 
The De Coucys (to her great grief) quitted L'E-­
to\Yarcls the end of summer, and then she \Yas thrown 
still more on her mother's society; she had recourse to 
her doll occasionally, but she now required ideas, ancI 
I \Yas not sufficient to her. Ah! had }Jlle. Cele:--tine 
but furni;;hecl me with a torwue, "lrnt an ag-reeable com­
panion she ,Yould haYe fo~md in me! But so it was 
I foresan-, I say, the ine\'itable consequence .... 

She made rapid progress in her stmlie"-too rapid, 
alas! for my happiness. Hanging on her mother·~ 
arm, she seldom spoke to me. She ,Yas unceasing!,\ 
asking questions about e,,erytbing she saw, read, or 
heard of. Vermeille was onh· there from old habit 
One rlay she forgot me altogether; another she hesi­
tated a moment, and then took up a book instead of me 

·winter and spring had passed away; it was !Jan-est 
time once more, and the field,._ glittered in the sun like 
cloth of gold. One e\·ening Juliet had taken me with 
her (nmY an unusual attention) as far as the gate. A 
poor infirm old woman was resting lll'rst>lf on the tone 
seat. She looked at Juliet and her doll-

" \Yhat have you got in yonr apron, my good woman?" 
said Juliet. 

" Only a few ears of corn, miss! that I hm·e picked 
up to-clay follo\Ying the reapers. Dut, m'!ll-a-day ! t 
am getting too old now for gleaning; younger fingers 
always get before me!" 

" }lay I glean for you~" said Juliet; "I shall be 
much quicker about it. ·, 

"Dear heart!" replied the old woman, "it would 
nor be half so amu:-;ing to you as playing \Tith that 
pretty doll-ancl the sun too ,rnulc1 burn yolll' face." 
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"Pooh, pooh! to-morrow I will get up early and 
glean for you, and do you come back here in the e\·en­
ing, and I will give you all I have picked up ; my doll 
will do her best too." 

The old woman smiled, promised to come back, and 
went away. 

Juliet said nothing of her plan to her mamma; she 
went to bed, her head full of the morrow. 

She woke at four o'clock; she put on her frock, 
forgot to say her prayers! (how I longed to remind her 
of them!) took me under her arm-we crept clown stairs 
like a couple of mice, jumped out of the window into 
the garden, and presently were in the midst of the 
reapers, who ,vere not a little surprised ( as well they 
might be!) at seeing a little girl and her doll out so 
early in the morning. 

Juliet worked a"·ay with all her might-sometimes 
with her o,Yn hand, sometimes with mine-till the sun 
began to be warm; she then thought of returning home. 

The good-natured reapers helped her to tie up the 
two beautiful little sheaves she had collected, and she 
carried them off on her shoulder. 

It was only on coming to the iron gate that she 
remembered her mamma. What anxiety her long ab­
sence must haYe occasioned her! 

Sorrowful and ashamed of herself, Juliet sat down 
on the stone seat and began crying. 

Some one came up with a slow step; it was the old 
woman going to the field to glean. Juliet ran to meet 
her, gaye her the corn, and ended by telling her she 
·was afraid of going in, as she ,vas sure her mother 
woulrl be ,·ery angry with her. 

"Oh, miss ! how could you do so! '' said the old 
woman; "no doubt they are looking for you every­
where. And you are quite hot; and all this is owing 
to me ! But come, and l will beg your mamma to for­
gi\'e you." 

Juliet, her eyes cast down, her cheeks bathed in 
tears, walked slowly beside the old woman. 

On reaclling the hou:,e, they found Madame de 
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l\1arsillac sending out the servants in every direction to 
look for Miss Juliet. In an instant she ran up to her. 
"Dear mamma ! forgive me! forgive me! I did very 
wrong not to tell you what I ,ms going to clo, but I will 
never conceal anything from you again; I have been 
so unhappy since I saw my fault." 

The old woman, quite sorrowful for what had hap­
pened, told Madame de l\Iarsillac 1.he whole story, 
laying all the blame on herself. Juliet was forgiven, 
but her mamma spoke Yery seriously to her on the 
subject of her thoughtlessness; and she was quite right 
in doing so. But from this day Juliet hacl a re­
gular allowance for the poor, and the good old ,rnman 
was the first person put on her list. 

Juliet now entirely gave up playing with me; we 
have passed a whole year in complete indifference. 

The change afflicted me. But, after all, thought I, 
I have no reason to complain. "\Yhere is the doll that 
can boast of having been happier than I have been? It 
is time to repose,-to bid adieu to our youthful frfroli­
ties. Juliet is fourteen; what more natural than that 
she should prefer her mother's society to mine? Her 
books ha\'e become her favorite occupation; she already 
assists her mammn in managing the house: selfishness 
only could wish it otherwise " ·ith a child one really 
loves. No, my dear Juliet, I renounce all claim on you; 
you are growing into ..... a woman, and I ..... 
remain a doll: it is all in the nature of things. 

All I desire now is to be considered as a family doll, 
awaiting, in some corner of the cottage where I shall 
not be in the way, the arrirnl of Juliet's eldest little 
girl. Soon may that happy hour arrive! I shall pro­
bably have several years still to wait;, but when the 
little stranger does make her appearance, what delight 
I shall have in yielding myself to her soft dominion! I 
will lie by her side, like the faithful old dog that "ags 
his tail, and submits, with the patient forbearance of 
wisdom, to ernry little caprice of his master's child. 
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How little one knows what a day may bring forth! 
Madame de l\Iarsillac has just received a letter from 
her husband, desiring her to start immediately for 
l\Iarseilles, ·where he is waiting for her to embark for 
Naples. In hrn days the preparations will all be made. 
No longer pillo\vs or smelling-bottles for Vermeille ! 
I am to be crammed, without ceremony, into a trunk; 
for Juliet, dear girl, has still a regard for me, and can­
not think of leaving poor old V ermeille behind. 

Though I have no fears of sea-sickness, I do not at 
all like the idea of this journey; a presentiment sits 
hea-ry on my heart. 

" • 

JULIET DE l\lARSlLLAC TO LOUISE DE CoucY. 

"MY OWN DEAREST LOUISE, 

" I wrote to you immediately on our reaching the 
land after our shipwreck; did you get it ?-I would 
ha,·e ,vritten again, but mamma has been so ill ever 
since, and she is still confined to her room. I often 
dream of that terrible night, and fancy myself in the 
little boat again with papa and mamma, and the great 
,vaves opening their mouths as if to swa1low us up, and 
the wind roaring-and I awake in such a fright-and 
then I thank God tbat he prevented the little boat from 
sinking, and saved clear, dear, dear papa and mamma, 
and all of us. Indeed, dear Louie, I ought to be a 
very good little girl in future, and I will try to be so; 
ancl I hope God will hear mamma's prayers for me, and 
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make me one of his ozcn children, like dear Henrietta, ·whom I ha\·e so often talked to ,·ou about. 
"But now, Louie dear, I harn a most wonderful piece of news to tell you; you "·ill think me out of my senses, but nerer mind-only hear n hat I ha\·e got to !-'ay. 

'' I am sure you cannot hm·e forgotten Y ermeille­\Yho could? But you always thought her just like any other <loll, didn't mu ;i ·wen, so did I; but, onlv think -1 opened her lii.tle writing-case-it was packed up in mamma's box which "·as !-'ared, ancl f opened it about a mc,nth ago, and what clo you think ? f founcl all the little sheets of paper that had been put into it covered with m iting, and so small, that I hare been obliged to use a magni{ying-glass to make it out. ~\nd the title 1s, ' Memoirs of the Life and Ach-entures of a Doll!'­And one of the humming-bird feathers is still black "ith ink! 
"These memoirs ha,·e made, as the nen·spapers say, ' an unpan· lleled sensation' here; all the world is talk­ing of t/Jem; some, indeed mo:-t people, say it cannot be Venneille who has written them (ancl yet I am sure it is)-otlwr..;, that it is mamma; some e\'en think it is a ghost, (but then how could a ghost hold the pen ;i )­in short, uothing else is talked of. If poor Vermeille had not been packed up in one of the trunks that are lost, she might have explained it all. 

"I have copied it all out for you into a little blank book whid1 papa has given me. Could you but .-;ee the tiny, tiny writing, how you would :-.tare! It has taken me a long time to write it ou(, and I hare often been very tired; but then, dear Louie, I n:m1embered it was for !/OU, and went on again. 
"Captain G-- has promised to take charge of it for you ; he says you must gfre him a kiss for it, and sing him 'Lord Ronald my sCln,' and I ham promised him you slwll. Most people here think \-ermeille has giren me far too good a charaeter, and I think so my­self. She mentions you too, ns you will :-;ee. 
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"Good-bye, my own sweet Louise. I think these 
memoirs may be Yery useful to any little friends of 
yours; you may show them to any one you like. 

"I have left this space blank; I ha,·e 
ki:;;sed it, and so must you. I wish I could 
kiss your o.vnself. 

"Good-bye, once more, 
" Your very affectionate, 

"JULIET DE MAHSlLLAC. 

"P.S. It was really quite frightful reading this 
strange story; my heart went pat, pat, pat,-I some­
times shook all over as I turned the page, when I re­
membered something I had done wrong, and feared to 
find it put down b_v Vermeille. I told mamma so; and 
this is \Yhat she said:-' Ahl mv love, if vou are afraid 
of finding these things writte~ down by Vermeille, 
nerer forget, that every ,vord you say, every thing you 
do, which you ought not to do or say, is written clown 
in the book of God's remembrance. But if vou believe 
in Christ, lorn him, and try to clo his ·will, they will be 
found crossed out with the red lines of his atoning blood 
at the day of judgment l'-The e were her " ·ords; I 
haYe been thinking of them eYer since, and of much 
too that dear Henrietta said to me before she died­
I thought of her often during the storrn.-Let us try 
and be good, Louie dear! not half-good only, but 
700d, good, good.' God only can make us so; let 
us pray to him, then, for ourselves, and for each other, 
and for our papas ancl mammas, and for every one we 
lo,·e. Once more, good-bye, my own darling Louie, 
and may Goel bless us both l Ho,v I wish-but you 
are my real sister, dearest' 

"Good bve 1 

"j_ Dt: ~l." 
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