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Gant Little girl — Little voice that’s very biag.

Just then, a little girl wal ked up and | ooked into the
gunbal I machi ne. Anna assunmed she was a little girl —even
t hough she was as tall as a tree —because she had pink

ri bbons in her red hair, wore a frilly pink dress, and held
a junp rope in one hand.

“Strange,” she said.

Then she | ooked down at the netal flap where Anna and
Oto were hanging and said: “Stranger.”

“Yes, | ama stranger in this place,” Anna said.

The little girl junped backwards, stunned that Anna
had spoken.

“Strangest,” the girl in pink said.

“No, not strangest,” Anna said. “Stranger.”

“You are the strangest thing |I’ve ever seen,” the girl
told her.

“I"’'mnot strange. |I’mjust hanging on for ny life,”
Anna sai d.

The little girl’s eyes flashed an electric blue —she
now under st ood why Anna had spoken.

“Atalking doll,” the little girl said. “lI’ve al ways
wanted a tal king doll.”

“I"’'mnot a doll. I’"ma person,” Anna said, then jutted
her chin toward Gtto. “And he’s a dog.”

“What a clever doll you are to deny that you are a
doll at all,” the little girl said.



