Peacefully, the crisp, white snowflakes tumbled tow.ards the earth, as
o blustery wind whistled through the dark streets. Alma tried her best
to dart .and dodge in hetween each flake, causing her to hounce .all
ownver the cobbled path. Her pale pink coat was the .colowr of her rosy
cheeks, which had heen exposed to the .chilly weather for too long. A
grey hobble hat sat .on her head, keeping her w.arm .and snug. This
soung girl had not o care in the world as her arms woved .ahout

playfully as she moved through the cascading snow.

AUl of a sudden, she skidded to a halt as her eyes stared .at .a wall.
The wall was illustrated with the names .of hoys and girls written in
white chalk. Almas face curved into a smile and she picked up the
little stump of chalk that rested .on the stone floor helow the wall.
“‘How did this get here?” she muttered under her hreath, with delight.
And bhefore she knew it, she had written her name, ‘Alma’, on the grey
carwas. At that moment, .an eerie creak pierced the silence of the
winter'’s day. Alma no longer felt alone...

Turning round and looking at the shop in front of her, she sow a
doll. Not just arny doll, no. It was .an identical image of herself: the
pale pink coat, the rosy cheeks, the small button nose, and the grey
bobble hat that sat upon its head. Alma took in every inch .of the
identical dolls bhody and foce. She looked down at her own clothes,
taking her eyes off the doll for just a second, but when she looked
back up towards the window once again, the doll w.os gone...

Frantically, Alma pressed her face up .ogainst the grubby window,
desperately searching for another glance .of the doll. After just seconds
of searching, Alma spotted the doll, stood on the table. But how did

At .mowve?

Alma tugged at the bronze door handle, desperate to unlock it so that
she could irwestigate this strange doll .more closely. After many failed
attempts, the door remained locked and with a large exhale, she let



go. Just at that moment, the .door creaked open with ease .as though it
had not heen locked at all! Alma pushed the .door fully open .and
walked coutiously into the shop. Alma raced to try to take the doll,
only to find that it had disappeared...again. Alma .gosped .and hegan
to search the shelves filled with dolls. How is this .doll mowving? Alma
searched the floor. She searched the walls. She spun .and spun and
searched oll around. Suddenly, she saw it - right .at the top .of the
highest shelf.

Alma began to reach up towards the doll, tearing her mitten off mith
her teeth s she did so0 to give herself .more grip. She stretched .and
she stretched, standing tall on her tiptoes, gripping on to the shelf
below with her other hand, causing other dolls to tragically tumble
dowan on to the floor.

Finally, her finger touched the tip of the identical dolls small button

nose, when...
WHOOOOOSH!

Alma felt her entire hody melt .away. Each one of her limhs hent and
curled and snapped .and shrank.

Then, silence. Still.

Alma knew that she was still alive. Howewver, .as she wrestled with
her eyes to drog them .open, she found herself gazing .down from the
top shelf of the dolls shop through o pair of still, shiny eyes. She
could rot monve. She could not speak. She .could not even scream.

She was trapped.



