Coraline walked down the corridor uneasily. There was something
very familiar about it.

The carpet beneath her feet was the same carpet they had in their
flat. The wallpaper was the same wallpaper they had. The picture
hanging in the hall was the same that they had hanging in their
hallway at home.

She knew where she was: she was in her own home. She hadn't left.
She shook her head, confused.

She stared at the picture hanging on the wall: no, it wasn’t exactly
the same. The picture they had in their own hallway showed a boy

in old-fashioned clothes staring at some bubbles. But now the
expression on his face was different — he was looking at the bubbles
as if he was planning to do something very nasty indeed to them.
And there was something peculiar about his eyes.

Coratine stared at his eyes, trying to work out what exactly was
different.

She almost had it when somebody said, “Coraline?"

It sounded like her mother, Coraline went into the kitchen, where the
voice had come from. A woman stood in the kitchen with her back to
Coraline. She looked a little like Coraline’s mother. Only...

Only her skin was white as paper.
Only she was taller and thinner.

Only her fingers were too long, and they never stopped moving, and
her dark-red fingernails were curved and sharp.

“Coraline?” the woman said. "Is that you?”

And then she turned round. Her eyes were big black buttons.
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