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Alicia and the Whispering Shadows

Abigail Jordan




Abigail Jordan

Alicia, a young girl with a heart full of love
for creatures big and small, gently cradles a tiny,
fluffy poodle puppy. Soft light filters through a
window, illuminating the delicate pastel colors
of her room, where a half-finished watercolor
painting of a dog sits on an easel. The puppy, a

cloud of white fur, nuzzles into her embrace, its

small tail a blur of happy motion.
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Alicia is playing in a sun-dappled meadow,
the tiny poodle trotting beside her. Suddenly,
the puppy stands on its hind legs, its tiny body

swaying unnaturally, a low growl rumbling from

its chest. Alicia looks on, a flicker of surprise in

her eyes, but as she glances down again, the

poodle is back on all fours, wagging its tail as if

nothing happened.
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As Alicia sleeps soundly in her bed, bathed

in the soft glow of a moonbeam, the little

poodle sits by her pillow. Its eyes, usually a
warm brown, are now pools of inky black,
reflecting the faint moonlight with an unsettling
glint. A peculiar, gentle smile spreads across its
tiny muzzle, a secret held just for the quiet of
the night.
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Troubled by the strange occurrences, Alicia
tearfully says goodbye to the poodle as it's
taken away. Soon, a new companion arrives: a
sleek, elegant cat with soft, cream-colored fur
and intelligent green eyes. Alicia, still a little sad,
finds comfort in the cat's quiet presence, hoping

for a more peaceful friendship.
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One afternoon, the new cat sits rigidly,
transfixed by a plain, empty wall in Alicia's living
room. Its emerald eyes are wide and unblinking,
following an unseen movement, its tail twitching
ever so slightly. Suddenly, a loud, jarring bang
echoes through the house, and in an instant, the
tiny poodle is standing in the doorway, its fur

impossibly white.
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Panic rising, Alicia tries to flee, but every

door and window has vanished, replaced by

smooth, seamless walls. She blinks in confusion,
and suddenly, a shimmering, translucent figure
floats before her, its form made of swirling,

ethereal mist. "Get out before it's too late!"

whispers the ghost, its voice a gentle, chilling

breeze.
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Alicia runs through a swirling, dreamlike
landscape, the colors bleeding and shifting
around her. From the shifting mist emerges a
majestic white panther, its sleek form outlined in
soft light, its eyes strikingly black and a knowing
smile playing on its lips. Just as it draws near, an
ancient, gnarled tree erupts from the ground, its

branches reaching like welcoming arms.
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The magical tree stands tall, its glowing
leaves casting soft light as the white panther
gracefully retreats into the shifting shadows.
Alicia's cat reappears, but its form begins to
ripple and change; two more eyes open on its
forehead, and its delicate ears slowly vanish into
its head. Overwhelmed by the strangeness,

Alicia decides she must leave this peculiar place.
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Alicia finds herself in a new home, a cozy
cottage surrounded by a sun-drenched yard,
where a flock of plump, colorful chickens cluck
contentedly. The scene is peaceful until she
discovers half her beloved chickens are gone,
their feathers scattered. Then, the tiny poodle
appears again, its black eyes fixed on her, and

Alicia turns to run, her heart pounding.
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Alicia wakes with a gasp, her bedroom

bathed in the familiar morning light, the strange
dream slowly fading. Her own beloved golden
retriever, a gentle giant, nudges her hand and
licks her face, its tail thumping softly. Across the
room, her real tabby cat peeks through the half-
open door, its green eyes wide and unblinking,
leaving Alicia to wonder, "Was it truly just a

dream?"
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