
Alma 
The day had finally arrived – my birthday!  I gleefully skipped 
across the snow- covered cobbles to reach it. The Blackboard. 
It’s tradition in my village to write your name on the 
blackboard when you turn a certain age - my age! Once I’d 
finished writing my name out – Alma – I twisted around 

ready to go home and at that very moment something caught 
my eye … It was a doll but no ordinary doll; it looked exactly 
like me! Just as I’d started to clear the window with my grubby 
mittens to get a closer look, I noticed that the doll had 
completely vanished. I clambered along to the entrance and 
tried with all my might to open the door. It wouldn’t budge! I 
walked away full of disappointed when out of nowhere, the 
door slowly creaked open. I slowly entered the shop, my eyes 
dancing around in amazement. There she was, stood proudly 
on the centre podium: artificial Alma. I tip toed towards her, 
eager to see her close up. Without hesitation, I reached out 
and gently stroked her cheek. All of a sudden, my body jolted 
backwards and a huge force pulled me upwards. The room 
now seemed bigger and my body smaller, seemingly trapped 
in some sort of plastic paralysis, only my eyes able to move. 
How did this happen? DING DONG. “Oh no the next victim 
has arrived…” 



             ALMA  
 

The snow, dancing in the wind, covered the rooftops in 
a blanket of white. There she was, bounding along the 
dimly-lit alleyway, a dainty little girl called Alma. She 
was going to write her name on a chalkboard- as 
everyone did at seven. After scribbling her name on 
it, she swivelled round only to see… a doll, a 
miniature version of her, stood glaring from the shop 
window. Fascinated by this, she wiped away the dirt 
from the window with her grubby mittens. Alma tried 
to open the door; it wouldn’t shift. She was just about 
to walk away. CCCCCRRRRREEEEEAAAAAKKKKK! 

Alma glanced back and as if by magic, the door was 
half open…  

Alma, the curious little girl she was, unwittingly 
pranced into the shop. SLAM! The door slammed shut 



and locked behind her. Alma didn’t much care though 
as dolls were her favourite thing in the entire world 
and nothing would stop her from having one.  

Once in the shop, her eyes searched eagerly for the 
doll. “A-ha. I’ve got you now!” Exclaimed Alma as 
she skilfully clambered up the shelves to finally get a 
grip of the plastic toy. Little did she know what was 

about to happen; the same fate as all the 
others… 
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                      ALMA 

 

The day has finally arrived. The day I get to go 
down town to the chalkboard. Everyone has written 
their name on it and, keeping with the tradition, I 
want to as well.  

I galloped along the snowy alley-way until I reached 
the board. It looked amazing. Special. It was 
littered with many names, many of which I’d never 
seen before. I crouched down and picked up a small 
piece of chalk and without hesitation, I scrawled my 
name proudly on the board. ALMA. Just then, I 
saw a really strange-looking doll in a shop window so 
I tried to open the door to investigate further.  
The door wouldn’t budge. So I started to head back 
home until I heard a noise. I quickly turned around; 
the door was open. I ran across and to my horror, 
saw that the doll was a miniature version of me. I 
attempted to run over to it but then something hit 
my foot with a thud. I looked down and there was a 
little doll on a filthy white tricycle circling around. It 
sped over to the door and continually rammed up 
against it as if it was desperate to escape. But 
escape what… I pondered. At that moment, I 
noticed I couldn’t see my twin doll anymore; I looked 
everywhere. Then… there it was, high up on a dimly 



lit wooden shelf with a bunch of other dolls. Although 
the other dolls looked quite chilling, I still attempted 
to get a closer look. It was like a magnet was 
drawing me closer, like a part of me just HAD to 
touch artificial Alma. So I did. I touched her tiny. 
delicate button nose. 

Without warning, my body began to move and a 
powerful force dragged me upwards and into the doll. 
Visions in my mind showed Alma being created. Now, 
all I could see was the shop surrounding me. My body 
frozen in a plastic world with only my eyes enjoying 
freedom.  
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                    TRAPPED 
 

It has been a whole year since my life turned upside 
down… 

It was a frosty morning and the birds were gleefully 
chirping their songs from the roof tops. I joyfully pranced 
down the narrow alleyway humming my favourite song. I 
was observing my surroundings when something caught 
my eye… a chalkboard. It was littered with many 
different names, and of course, I wanted mine on there 
too. I grasped the chalk tightly in my mitten and wrote                

                . I was about to turn around when my eyes picked 
up on something. A shop. However, not just an ordinary 
shop. A peculiar shop, full of dolls and strange-looking 
toys. There it was. Right in front of my eyes.  Me… as a 
doll. 

I slowly walked up to the window, full of admiration for 
my plastic twin. I couldn’t quite see so I cleaned the glass 
with my ruby-red mittens. With curiosity consuming me, I 
tried the door – it wouldn’t budge. Full of 
disappointment, I turned to continue my journey, when, 
all of a sudden, there was a loud creak behind me. The 
door had opened. In I went to meet, what I hoped would 
be, the new addition to my ever-growing toy collection.  



CRRRREEEEAAAAK!  

The floorboards creaked as I slowly approached my 
replica doll. I was just about to reach out and grab her 
when, suddenly, I was distracted by something. A 
different toy: a little boy on a tricycle. He wasn’t so smart 
though, he was riding towards the door and, even though 
it kept pushing him back, he carried on pedalling, almost 
determined to get out.  I glanced back at the dusty, oak 
table that my duplicate doll had been standing on. She 
was gone. I gazed around the room, searching hopefully 
for mini me. She had, somehow, made it on to the top 
shelf. I tried but I just couldn’t quite reach so I grabbed 
the stool behind me and swiftly clambered up. Full of 
excitement, I gently stroked her nose and… WHOOSH!!  

My breathing became short and laboured. Why won’t my 
arms move? My legs? Where was I? It took me a moment 
or two to finally realise that I now WAS the doll, and all 
the other dolls turned to look at me… 



The Truth 

The snow was falling onto the derelict 
houses with a soft landing like a baby being 
put to bed. I was zig-zagging along the 
street as happy as a child could be, buzzing 
with excitement because I was finally able 
to write my name on the blackboard now 
that I was 8. I grabbed the chalk and 
wrote my name… Jackson. There it was, 
for everybody to gaze at and admire. 

 

I circled around until my eyes picked up on 
something. Me. I was in the window but not 
as a human, as a doll! Staring in amusement, 
I stumbled towards the window. I spotted 
a door so I decided to try. Locked. 
Disheartened, I began to walk away when 
just then, the door opened of its own accord. 
There it was, inside the shop, the doll 
version of me, on a shelf high above the 
ground. As I was just about to reach up… 



CRASH!  
Scurrying around my feet was a little doll on 
a bike. It bared a clear resemblance to my 
brother who went missing almost 10 years 
ago - before I was even born. Maybe it was 
him trying to tell me something, trying to 
tell me there was danger ahead. I chose to 
ignore it.  

I started to climb up the shelves, past all 
the other dolls in an effort to reach the 
top. I was just about to grab the doll 
when, out of nowhere, my parents came 
dashing through the door. 

“Don’t touch that Jackson!” father yelled. 

“I knew this day would come but I didn’t 
realise it would be so soon.” Mother said 
with a sombre look on her face. “Your 
brother came to this shop just over 10 
years ago. He never came home.” 



“We were worried the same thing would 
happen to you so we followed you here,” 
interrupted dad “and it’s a good job we did!” 

I felt huge sense of relief as mum and dad 
took me by the hand and led me out of the 
shop.  

As we headed back along the snow-covered 
cobbles, I glanced back one last time only to 
see the miniature version of me wink! 
 

 

 


