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The Doll 

By David Rowlandson 

 

She stared right back at me. Those wide-open green eyes grabbed 

my whole attention. I couldn’t get it out of my mind that she was 

looking into my very inner soul. She was reading all the dark secrets I 

kept hidden within me, even from me. I knew if I looked away those 

irrational thoughts in my head would go away. But I couldn’t. Her 

eyes hypnotised me. Her eyes interrogated me. Her eyes heightened 

a fear I had never felt before. I tried, God I tried to look away, but I 

was held fast, statuesque. I was losing myself. I felt waves of fear 

rising through my body, filling my head. It was too much, it was 

making me light headed, I was going to faint. 

Abruptly I was brought back to the moment as my five-year-old 

daughter poked me in the small of my back. 

“Daddy! Why are you staring at my new dolly?” 

I turned to look at my sweet toddler, caught unawares, but quick 

with a poor excuse. “I was just thinking how beautiful she is,” while 

in the back of my mind I wondered where my wife had got hold of 

her. In my simple mind I viewed her as antique. You know the sort of 

doll. All shiny porcelain, with curly blonde hair, with heart shaped red 

lips and fully decked out in Victorian costume, befitting a young girl. 
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She looked as new as the day she had been made. I wondered if in 

fact she was a modern copy. I left my little girl putting the Victorian 

doll to bed and went to seek out my wife and find out more about its 

background. 

April was in the kitchen. Before I could say a word, she came 

towards me and gave me a big hug. “Darling,” she said, “Where on 

earth did you find that doll. She is so lovely. I wish I’d have had one 

when I was Becca’s age.” 

It must have seemed strange because I didn’t react in my normal 

way to spontaneous affection from my wife. I stood there rigid. April, 

my new wife of twelve months, knows me well and she noticed my 

lack of response. “What’s up with you? Don’t you like my cuddles 

anymore?” she asked, a mischievous glint in her eyes. 

Something was wrong. Very wrong. “I didn’t bring the doll into 

the house. I thought you did. Where did you find her?” I said, staring 

wide eyed at my wife. 

My behaviour was beginning to upset April and she stood back a 

little. “I came downstairs this morning and she was sitting in your 

armchair. I presumed you had left her there.” 

We didn’t get any further finding out how the doll came into our 

house as we heard a scream come from upstairs. 

My mind went into overdrive. This horrible doll that could see 

every bad thought I had ever had was terrorising my daughter. I 

literally took to the stairs two steps at a time and burst into Becca’s 

bedroom. She was standing there crying. I couldn’t see the doll. My 

mind asked what it had done and how had this creature disappeared. 

I was brought back to reality when Becca sobbed. “My new 

dolly. She’s fallen off the bed. She might be hurt.”  
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I gave Becca a cuddle, sat her on the bed and peered over the far 

side of the divan. There lying on the floor was Victoria, strange, I had 

already named her in my head. I reached down and picked her up, 

handing her back to Becca. “It’s alright darling. She’s unhurt.”  

My wife was standing in the doorway, as though this sort of 

thing was a daily occurrence. She walked towards Becca and asked, 

“Have you thought of a name for your new dolly yet?” 

“Victoria,” she replied. 

My head began to spin, especially as Victoria was once again 

staring at me. 

I left Becca alone playing with her doll. I had to get out of there, 

nasty thoughts running through my tortured mind. I told April I was 

going out to work in the shed for half an hour. I needed to clear my 

head and stop this paranoia. I began wondering whether something 

bad had happened when I was a child and I had blocked it out. Yes, 

that was it, I told myself. You read about this sort of thing all the 

time. 

I began making something in the shed, to take my mid of the 

doll, for the life of me I can’t remember what. I couldn’t shake that 

Doll’s face out of my mind.  

Where did the doll come from? That was concerning me. It was 

then I remembered that April’s sister had called around last night 

while I was out at a function. I got home late and went straight to 

bed. That’s it. She must have left it there for Becca. 

Having settled that thought in my mind, I tidied up what I had 

been doing and headed back to the hose, feeling much more settled 

and ready to make April and me a cup of tea. 

I came into the lounge via the patio doors, whistling away. 
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My whistling dried up at the sight that met me.  

“What have you done?” I cried out, barely able to utter the 

bitter sound that stuck to the back of my throat. 

The scene was beyond words or imagination. Becca stood 

transfixed, still clutching the long grey knife by her side, blood 

spattered on her cheeks, pooled on the floor, mingling with the 

carpet pattern.  

April lay crumpled in a heap, looking limp; lifeless like a doll. 

“Victoria told me to do it,” the girl mouthed, in an unfamiliar 

strangled sing-song tone. 

“Now we can be at peace, Daddy! Just you and me. Just us, as it 

used to be.” 

She stepped away, from the body, her bare feet creaking on the 

exposed wood, her cheeks were rosy with effort in contrast with her 

extraordinary pallor. The blood was smeared across her arms and 

hands like a red petal on snow.  

“Just you and me….” she mumbled as she rocked back and forth 

reaching a tentative hand towards her beloved doll.  Victoria sat rigid 

on her lap in the rocking chair, her glass eyes staring at me 

wrenching out my soul, the trace of a sculpted smile danced across 

her porcelain lips and curled in to its permanent pout.  

“..as it used to be!” trailed off Becca, repeatedly. 
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