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For Janaki Paula Mary Foster with love






Fain am I to work these nosegays


Gathered from my tranquil days


In gentle rain, mild storm and sunny weather . . .


From Great-Grandmother’s sampler







Foreword


When anyone asked me what I wanted for a birthday or Christmas present when I was young I always begged for a book or a doll. We were quite poor and I borrowed most of my books from the library, but I was desperate to add to my own small shelf of paperbacks and cheaply printed two-and-sixpenny (twelve and a half pence!) children’s classics. You couldn’t borrow dolls so I craved them even more. Way back in the 1950s when I was a child, girls played with dolls right up until secondary school without any embarrassment whatsoever.


We had wonderful dolls too, not just the vacant-looking baby dolls and Barbies you get nowadays. I had soft little girl dolls with intelligent faces and plaits and many sets of outfits: school uniform complete with little ties and badges, lace-trimmed party dresses, duffel coats with miniature toggles, striped pyjamas and tartan dressing gowns, and small slippers trimmed with fur and tiny pom-poms. I had a very showy Italian teenage doll with a real figure and an ultra-fashionable wardrobe. I pretended she led a very outrageous celebrity life when my back was turned. I had a great big toddler doll who was knee-height when I stood her up and helped her walk in her pink plastic shoes. I also had a whole boxful of tiny pink penny dolls no bigger than my thumb, brilliant for when I wanted to play orphanages.


Imagine my delight one Christmas when I was given The Dolls’ House by Rumer Godden. It’s a satisfyingly long story about a family of very different dolls with distinct personalities. I’d read cosy stories about dolls before – it was an Enid Blyton speciality! The Dolls’ House was exhilaratingly different. The beautiful malevolent doll Marchpane brought a whole new dimension to the story. I’d never encountered a truly evil doll before. My heart turned over reading here!


The Dolls’ House is full of suspense and quiet horror, but thank goodness there’s a bittersweet resolution.


The heroine Tottie reassures anxious Mr Plantaganet that good things will happen now, and they will be happy. I loved Tottie, the little wooden Dutch doll with glossy black hair and painted pink cheeks and blue determined eyes. I ached to own a tiny Dutch doll just like Tottie but I couldn’t find one anywhere. I had to wait until I was grown up. Now my own little Tottie sits on a bookshelf near my desk and smiles at me reassuringly whenever I look up.


Rumer Godden also wrote lots of other books about dolls, and there’s a common theme in all these books – lonely children and dolls somehow forming friendships against the odds and learning to be kind to each other. Each story will give a nimble-fingered imaginative child many fantastic ideas for things to make and do for dolls.


Towards the end of her story Little Plum, the children hold a special Doll Festival on the third day of the third month, making painstaking efforts to make everything perfect and authentic. Perhaps we should all hold a special Doll Festival in honour of Rumer Godden herself.


I went to a public lecture she once gave when she was already an elderly lady. I listened, entranced, as she spoke in a voice as precise and poetic as her prose. She looked very elegant, with silver hair and a beautiful big aquamarine ring the same colour as her eyes. She lived until she was ninety, as dignified and delightful an elderly lady as the great-grandmother in her story The Fairy Doll.


All the dolls’ stories are about wishing in one way or another. I wish that thousands of modern girls (and boys) discover these sensitive, superb stories and love them as much as I do.


Jacqueline Wilson
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This is a novel written about dolls in a dolls’ house. The chief person in it is Tottie Plantaganet, a small Dutch doll.


Dutch dolls are scarce now, but Tottie was made a long time ago when they were plentiful and sold in every shop that had toys for sale; and large ones cost a penny, the middle size a halfpenny, and very small ones, like Tottie, were sold for a farthing each.


[image: image]


At present she lived in the nursery of two little girls called Emily and Charlotte Dane. I say ‘at present’ because Tottie had lived a long while; once she had lived with two other little girls who were Emily and Charlotte’s great-grandmother and their Great-Great-Aunt Laura.


How strange that a little farthing doll should last so long. Tottie was made of wood and it was good wood. She liked to think sometimes of the tree of whose wood she was made, of its strength and of the sap that ran through it and made it bud and put out leaves every spring and summer, that kept it standing through the winter storms and wind. ‘A little, a very little of that tree is in me,’ said Tottie. ‘I am a little of that tree.’ She liked to think of it.


She was made of that wood, neatly jointed at the hips and shoulders and sockets (she had sockets for elbows and knees), with a sturdy inch-wide yoke for shoulders and a round little head with glossy painted hair. She had glossy pink cheeks and her eyes were painted with bright firm paint, blue and very determined.


Emily and Charlotte had chosen two other dolls to be Tottie’s father and mother; their names were Mr Plantaganet and Mrs Plantaganet, but Mrs Plantaganet had another name and that was Birdie. Of course Tottie knew, just as you and I know, that Mr and Mrs Plantaganet were not her real father and mother, that she had no real father and mother, unless it were that felled tree of whose wood she was made. She knew that, just as she knew that her little brother Apple, the doll they had given her for a little brother, was made from plush (which is a kind of velvet), and Darner, the dolls’ house dog, had a backbone made from a darning needle; if you have ever played at Fathers and Mothers, and of course you have played at Fathers and Mothers, you will remember what a very good feeling it is; that was exactly the feeling between Tottie and Mr and Mrs Plantaganet – Birdie – and little brother Apple and Darner the dog.


It is an anxious, sometimes a dangerous thing to be a doll. Dolls cannot choose; they can only be chosen; they cannot ‘do’; they can only be done by; children who do not understand this often do wrong things, and then the dolls are hurt and abused and lost; and when this happens dolls cannot speak, nor do anything except be hurt and abused and lost. If you have any dolls, you should remember that.


Listen to the story of Mr Plantaganet (before he was Mr Plantaganet); for a long while he was hurt and abused and lost. He was a delicate little doll, rather larger than Tottie, with a china face and brown glass eyes and real brown hair. He was a boy doll and he always said he remembered once being dressed in a kilt as a Highlander, with toy bagpipes stuck to his hand with hard painful glue, painful when you tried to get it off. He was bought for some children – not, I am glad to say, Emily and Charlotte, quite other children – who took no care of him at all. It was they who dragged the bagpipes off and took some of the painted skin off the palm of his hand as well, and tore his clothes off too, and let their puppy bite his foot until it looked half nibbled. One of the boys drew a moustache on his little top lip with indelible pencil (‘indelible’ means it can never come off); then they threw him into the cold dark toy cupboard, where he lay for weeks and months and might have lain for years if they had not been ordered to tidy the toy cupboard because children were coming to tea. As it was, they left him lying on the floor under the table and Emily, who was one of the visitors, nearly trod on him.


‘Oh! I am sorry,’ cried Emily, but nobody seemed to think it mattered. ‘What a dear little doll,’ said Emily, picking him up. ‘Who is he? Whom does he belong to?’ He did not seem to belong to anyone. She noticed that his eyes were filled with dust. The children said Emily could have him, and she wrapped him up in her handkerchief and took him home.
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She and Charlotte saw at once that he was made to be a little man doll. They sponged the dust and glue off him with hot water and dried him carefully, and, though the moustache would not come off, they knitted him a sock for his spoilt foot and put plaster on the palm of his hurt hand; and their mother made him a check flannel suit and a blue shirt and a tie of red silk ribbon. Emily cut him tiny newspapers out of the real ones to read.


‘I like him with a moustache,’ said Emily.


‘It makes him look more like Mr Plantaganet,’ said Charlotte.


He could still not quite believe he was Mr Plantaganet. He was still easily made afraid, afraid of being hurt or abused again. Really you might have thought that Tottie was the father and he was the child; but there are real fathers like that.


Mrs Plantaganet was not quite right in the head. There was something in her head that rattled; Charlotte thought it might be beads, and it was true that the something made a gay sound like bright beads touching together. She was altogether gay and light, being made of cheap celluloid, but, all the same, nicely moulded and jointed and painted.


She came to Charlotte on a cracker at a party. Yes, Mrs Plantaganet started life as part of a cracker, to which she was fastened by silver tinsel. She had been dressed in blue and green feathers. At first they had not thought she was anything more than part of the cracker. First Charlotte kept her on the cracker; then off the cracker; then one day she decided to dress her and pulled the feathers off.


The feathers were glued on Mrs Plantaganet and here was her difference from Mr Plantaganet: the glue coming off did not hurt her at all; it came off easily with hot water, leaving not a trace, and her body only gave out a warm celluloid smell and turned even more pink.


‘There is something brave about this little doll,’ said Emily. ‘I don’t usually like celluloid dolls.’


‘Nor do I,’ said Charlotte. ‘But I like her.’


Emily made Mrs Plantaganet a red skirt with blue rickrack braid on the hem, a blue blouse with red spots; the spots were pin spots, but they looked large as buttons to Mrs Plantaganet. ‘I think she likes them large and bright,’ said Emily. They sewed her hair, which was fluffy yellow cotton, into a bun; but Emily thought again and let the hair out of the bun, loosed and flyaway. ‘I think she was wishing we could let it fly away like that,’ said Charlotte. ‘I think she likes her hair.’
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They put her next to Mr Plantaganet and they seemed to suit one another at once. They seemed to suit Tottie too. Tottie had on a little apron that was embroidered with red daisies; both Mr and Mrs Plantaganet thought she looked the very pattern of a nice small wooden girl; they were to think even more of her later.


‘We must get Mr Plantaganet a walking stick,’ said Emily. ‘And Mrs Plantaganet must have a hat with a tiny feather.’


There was still something of the cracker and feather look about Mrs Plantaganet as there was still something of the dark toy cupboard about Mr Plantaganet.


‘But Tottie has been ours always,’ said Emily.


‘Even before always,’ said Charlotte.


As for Apple, there were no fears for him. Come fog, come fine, no one could be unkind to Apple. He was as big as Emily’s thumb, plump and made of warm plush, coloured pink-brown. He felt nice and he was nice, with chunky little arms and legs and sewn-in dimples and a wig of brown darning-wool hair. Perhaps it was the darning wool that made Darner so fond of him. Apple wore a buster suit, scarlet felt trousers and a white cambric blouse, white socks, and red felt shoes that were fastened with the smallest of small pearl buttons you can imagine. No one ever saw Apple without exclaiming, ‘What a little love of a doll!’ Tottie and Mr Plantaganet felt that too, though they knew how naughty he was; Birdie, Mrs Plantaganet, felt it, but she did not know that he was ever naughty; she only loved him.


You had to be very careful how you touched Darner because he had a prick at his head end; it was his darning-needle backbone and it made him difficult to handle. The rest of him was clipped wool, gone a little grey with London grime, over pipe-cleaner legs. Emily and Charlotte used to take him, in his turn, as they took the rest of the family, to the Park, where he liked to be stood in the shelter of a fallen leaf (if it were autumn and there were fallen leaves), so that he could bristle at other real-size dogs. He also liked staying at home.


That was the trouble. There was no home.
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The shortage of dolls’ houses was acute.


There were a few in the toyshops but they were very expensive and made of cheap papier-mâché or plywood. ‘Not worth the money,’ said the children’s father. ‘They wouldn’t last any time.’


‘I want one to last,’ said Mr Plantaganet with a catch in his breath. ‘I want one to last for always.’ More than anything in the world Mr Plantaganet wanted a home. ‘One that will shut. One that will last. Do you think they will ever buy a house for us?’ he asked. Being a doll, he could not say, ‘Do you think we shall ever buy a house?’ He had to wait until Emily or Charlotte, or Emily and Charlotte’s father, had the idea of buying one for him. Even if they had the idea, these days it was too expensive and he knew that the money Emily and Charlotte put into his pockets was only gold and silver paper. ‘I don’t think we shall ever have a house,’ said Mr Plantaganet.


‘One will come. One will come,’ sang Birdie.


‘How do you know?’ asked Mr Plantaganet.


Birdie could not say how she knew. The thought of it rattled in her head with the thought of that tiny raffia hat that Emily had now found for her; it was no bigger than a half-crown and Emily had fixed in it a feather from her aunt’s canary. Remembering that, Birdie suddenly remembered what she had thought about the house. ‘Emily fixed the hat,’ she said. ‘Someone will fix the house.’

OEBPS/xhtml/docimages/titlepage.jpg
With a foreword
by Jacqueline Wilson

The

POLLS
HOUSE

Rumer Godden

Hlustrated by Jane Ray

MACMILLAN CHILDREN'S BOOKS





OEBPS/xhtml/docimages/pg23.jpg
Y
Lt
%
R
IR
VPN






OEBPS/xhtml/docimages/cover.jpg





OEBPS/xhtml/docimages/pg19.jpg





OEBPS/xhtml/docimages/pg26.jpg
‘;,,’w"'
“"‘t’lHIl I





