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Once upon a time, there was a beautiful and joyful 
little Goop girl named Verivaine. Verivaine was a 
sheer delight to be around, because she laughed 
easily and was ever so charming. The world 
turned into a fairytale when you spent time with 
Verivaine. She was very popular amongst the 
Goops and was always invited to parties, balls and 
celebcelebrations. She did have one habit that was 
troublesome.

It was a well known fact that Verivaine loved to 
admire herself in the mirror quite often. She was 
very pretty. Sometimes she just couldn’t get 
enough of herself so she carried a mirror
everywhere she went. She would stop in the 
middle of games just to pick up her mirror and 
gaze at herself.

CHAPTER 1
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As you can imagine, many of the other Goops 
found this very annoying. No one wanted to stop 
in the middle of a game of Go Fish so Verivaine 
could stare at herself. Sometimes the Goops 
would hide every mirror in their house before they 
invited Verivaine over, as they didn’t want any
didistractions. Verivaine loved princesses and fairy 
tales. She always dreamt about living inside one
of the magical books that she loved to read.
Verivaine knew that she would be the queen of 
the castle in her fairy tale.

One dOne day on a beautiful fall afternoon, Verivaine set 
off to visit her Goop friend, Xaspery. Xaspery 
always made Verivaine feel like a queen. He would 
say, “Verivaine, you light up the room with your
radiant beauty which shines brighter than the
diamonds in diamonds in your hair.” To Verivaine, Xaspery was 
a dashing young gentleman. She couldn’t wait to 
be flattered by him as she blushed and flung her 
diamond-strewn hair about.
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It was such a gloriously green day, that Verivaine 
decided to take the scenic route through the 
magic forest. Whenever she walked this route she 
would stop and listen for the white peacock, who 
belonged to the Forest King. Verivaine knew the 
white peacock, but she had never seen the Forest 
King. She thought he must be very beautiful and 
magical. As she skipped along the magical. As she skipped along the forest path she 
heard the white peacock call out. It sounded as if 
the peacock was calling to her and saying, “Come 
here, come here, beautiful Verivaine.” 

Verivaine could never resist a compliment so she 
started wandering in the direction of the peacock.  
She soon came to a forest opening. There was the 
white peacock sitting on an empty white and pink 
forest throne that looked fit for a king. Verivaine’s 
eyes grew wide as she approached the throne.

““Where is the king?  I want to meet him. I want to 
show him how beautiful I am.”
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The peacock threw his head back in surprise as he 
said, “You are very beautiful, but I don’t think you 
are ready to meet the king.”

“Why not?” asked Verivaine with just a touch of 
surprise in her tone, “Just look how beautiful I am.”

“You are beautiful to the eye, but the heart sees 
more than the eye,” said the peacock.

‘‘What do you mean?” asked Verivaine, who was 
truly perplexed.  “Just look at me. I am a beauty,” 
she said again as she pulled out her mirror.

VVerivaine held up her mirror to gaze at herself. She 
became so transfixed on her own image that 
everything else disappeared. She forgot all about 
the white peacock, the magical forest and her visit 
to Xaspery.  All she could see was her own
rreflection staring back at her a hundred times over.  
Everywhere she looked, there she was.  She felt 
herself falling right into her mirror. 
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Down, down, and around, and around she went, 
seeing only her own reflection. Finally she landed 
in a hall of mirrors and heard the words, “Off with 
her head.”
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Verivaine grabbed her head to make sure that she 
still had it. She looked around and saw her own
rreflection staring back at her from every angle.  
She was in the most beautiful room that she had 
ever seen. It had mirrored walls, gold statues and 
crystal chandeliers everywhere. Verivaine was 
mesmerized by the hall of mirrors, but she was 
abruptly jarred out of her dreamy trance when 
she heard the words again, “Off with her head.”  

She glanShe glance around, but the hall was empty except 
for herself and the golden statues each holding a 
crystal lamp that lined the mirrored walls.

“No one would ever want to take off my beautiful 
head,” thought Verivaine, as she looked around, 
just a little bit frightened. 

CHAPTER 2
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“What makes you so sure about that? You are a 
vain little one, aren’t you?” said a voice that 
seemed to come from a statue.

Verivaine’s eyes carefully scanned the room. She 
was very confused. She hadn’t even spoken any 
words, and a statue seemed to be reading her 
mind. 

““Who is speaking, please?” Verivaine inquired in a 
sweet little tone.

“It is I, Lise, the statue to your left, and I can hear 
everything that you are thinking.”

“Oh my,” said Verivaine.

“Oh “Oh my, yes. You had better watch your thoughts, 
although I believe most of yours are quite lovely 
when you aren’t focused on yourself.”

“They are,” said Verivaine, “but who said, ‘Off with 



9

VERIVAINE AND THE HALL OF MIRRORS - Maria Calanchini

her head’ and why?”

“Oh, that was Apollo, from the garden fountain. He 
must have felt you coming. He doesn’t like it when 
there is someone beautiful around because he
fancies himself the most beautiful in all of
VVersailles, or probably all of France for that matter,” 
sighed Lise.

“Versailles? France? Where am I? What is
Versailles?” asked Verivaine.

““Yes, my dear. You are in France, and you are at 
Versailles, which was a palace built by the King of 
France hundreds of years ago. The King is long 
gone, but we are all still here greeting visitors, 
everyday.”

“We?” inquired Verivaine, in a questioning tone.

““Yes, the statues. We are everywhere and we have 
seen everything. Most of us have also heard it all.



10

VERIVAINE AND THE HALL OF MIRRORS - Maria Calanchini

I could tell you a story or two.”

“And you can also read thoughts?” asked
Verivaine.

““Well, not all of us, but I do have that gift. Apollo 
also has that gift, and that is probably why he said 
‘Off with her head.’ You must have been having 
some thoughts about how beautiful you are?” 
asked Lise.

“Why yes, I think those thoughts everyday. Don’t 
you think I am beautiful?” replied Verivaine.

Lise Lise was a bit taken aback, because she did think 
that Verivaine was beautiful. On the other hand, 
Lise also thought  that Verivaines’ beauty was a bit 
diminished by the fact that she was so vain.

““Verivaine, you are beautiful, but you would be 
even more beautiful if you stopped worrying 
about it so much.  If you just went out into the 
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world, and let that little heart of yours shine 
without thinking about how you look all the time. 
You would be amazed how others would respond 
to the beauty in your heart.”

VVerivaine pondered this thought for a minute. It 
sounded rather nice to not have to worry about 
how she looked every moment of the day. Think of 
all the time that she would save. Just then she
realized that she had no idea how she looked right 
now. So she walked to face one of the beautiful 
mirrors in the hall to gaze at herself.

Lise juLise just sighed, “Hmmmm.”

“There she is in the hall of mirrors, I can feel her.  
Now I will say it again. Off with her head.” 
Verivaine heard the booming voice of Apollo echo 
through the halls of Versailles. 

“My dear, it seems that Apollo isn’t going to let this 
go. He knows when you’re looking in mirrors. He
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can feel it, and he is jealous since he can’t come 
into the hall of mirrors or look into any mirror for 
that matter,” said Lise.

“Well I suppose there is nothing he can do about it.  
He can’t move. He is a statue. How would he ever 
be able to catch me, let alone have my head?” 
asked Verivaine.

“Oh dear “Oh dear Verivaine, don’t underestimate the power 
of a statue, especially Apollo. There is almost
nothing he can’t accomplish with the help of his 
minions,” explained Lise.

“Minions?” said Verivaine.

““Why yes, his minions! They are everywhere, and 
they will do his bidding if they find you,” answered 
Lise.

“Well, who are his minions?” inquired Verivaine.
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“They live all over Versailles. They are cherubs, 
angels, dogs, birds and even statues that come to 
life. If they are outside, they are usually under the 
rule of Apollo, so you must be careful whom you 
trust. The best way to avoid them is to not look in 
any mirrors,” stated Lise.

““What? I must admire myself in the mirror often,” 
pleaded Verivaine.

“Do as you will, but every time you look in a mirror 
- any mirror- Apollo will feel you. He will be jealous 
because he can’t look.  He will send a minion after 
you,” warned Lise.

““Well, I suppose I could go explore Versailles for a 
bit without looking at myself,” said Verivaine.

“I think that is a very wise idea,” replied Lise.

So Verivaine tucked her little mirror away, and 
walked out of the hall of mirrors without gazing at 
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herself once. She walked right into a royal
bedbedroom dripping in gold. It was the most glorious 
bedroom she had ever seen. There was a huge 
canopy bed covered in flowers and gold that 
shone brighter than the sun. Gleaming golden 
cherubs were in every corner, and chandeliers 
hung from the ceiling suspended by ropes of
crystal and gold.

Pink and blue flPink and blue flowers were streaming down every 
wall, held together by golden vines. Verivaine was 
beside herself with excitement. She had forgotten 
all about mirrors. She wanted to climb the flowery 
walls, talk to the cherubs and swing from the
chandeliers; but bechandeliers; but before she could do anything, a 
tiny white door in the corner of the bedroom 
swung open and seemed to call to her.  As
Verivaine walked through the door, she heard one 
of the cherubs warn,  “Remember, don’t look in the 
mirror.”
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Verivaine stepped into a magnificent sitting room 
with two pianos and old paintings of royalty hung 
everywhere. She examined the paintings with
admiration. The women were so lovely and wore 
such elaborate costumes, with feathers spewing 
from their heads.  

“You’re all so dazzling,” Verivaine thought to
herselherself.  

Seeing the paintings made Verivaine want to look 
at herself to see how she measured up. She
notinoticed a stunning gold-framed mirror hanging 
above a fireplace, so she pushed a piano chair over 
to the fireplace  to see her reflection. As she 
pushed, she heard one of the paintings call out, 
“Please don’t look sweet Verivaine. We want to 
keep you safe.”

“Oh, but I am safe. I am inside with all of you,”
rreplied Verivaine as she hopped up onto the chair 
to gaze at herself in the mirror.
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