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Masie’s Wedding 

 

The day of Masie’s wedding began hot and clear. Elizabeth rolled out 

of bed, stretched, and walked over to the window. She pushed up the bottom 

half and looked out. Heat like a blanket crept up around her and she could 

smell the drooping canna lilies, already arranged out on the lawn. It looked 

more like a funeral than a wedding, with men in black tuxedos setting out 

white lawn chairs in rows, the smooth, plastic backs as neatly laid out as 

memorial tombstones. Elizabeth shut the window and slipped on her dressing 

gown. It was really her sister’s, but Masie had a new trousseau, and didn’t 

need fuzzy robes any longer.  

Downstairs the preparations had really begun. The bride-to-be sat at 

the kitchen table, sipping black coffee from a white mug and waiting for her 

hair to set. In this heat, Elizabeth thought, it would not take long. Her mother 

set a plate covered in cold scrambled eggs and blackened bacon in front of 

her.  

“Eat up Lizzie. I won’t have you gorging yourself on wedding cake and 

getting ill.” Her mother was a large woman with whom the heat disagreed. 

Sweat stood out in layers upon her face and colored the front of her 

housecoat. “You would pick the hottest day of the year to get married, Masie. 

The caterers were so difficult this morning, said all the frosting would melt off 

the cake. They asked if we had an ice box. I ask you, do we look like we 

could afford that kind of luxury, especially with this wedding? You should have 

married a rich man, like that boy from Louisiana, what was his name?” 

Masie didn’t answer. “Hal,” Elizabeth volunteered. 

“Yes, that’s it.” Her mother shook a wooden spoon covered in gravy at 

her eldest daughter. “He was a catch. This boy hasn’t got a cent, has he? Of 

course, Mike is a nice boy.” 

“No he’s not. He’s always mean to me,” Elizabeth interjected. 
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“He should be,” Masie spoke up. “Especially lately, you’ve been such a 

pain.” 

Elizabeth stuck out her tongue at her sister. “Ma? Can I go to the 

beach tomorrow? I don’t wanna be stuck here with her and her loverboy.” 

Her mother shook her head in time to the spoon. “No. Absolutely not. 

Doctor Cramer told me just the other day, when I went in for my stomach, that 

there’s another epidemic this year, just like last summer, and to keep you two 

away from crowds.” 

“But what about this afternoon?” Elizabeth pleaded. “There are going 

to be tons of people here, and so why can’t I go to the beach? It’s the same 

thing.” 

“No it’s not,” Masie said. “This is a wedding. It’s completely different. 

Besides, you have to be here, you’re in it.” 

Elizabeth sighed and leaned back in her chair. “I’m not hungry, Ma. I’m 

going to go out and watch them set up the awning.” 

“Go play with your cousin Jim. No one ever plays with that boy. I 

swear, his parents baby him so much. And he’s caught himself a cold, silly 

boy, so he needs the company. Get him out in the sun, try to get some blood 

stirring in his veins. Masie, help your sister get dressed.” 

“Maaa...” Masie looked petulant. “I’m the bride. People are supposed 

to help me get dressed, not the other way around.” 

“Nonsense,” her mother said “There are no ‘people’ to help you and I’m 

trying to cook a decent meal for our guests. Now out!” 

They could do nothing but obey. 

 

The guests swore they felt something in the air, in the heavy, aching 

heat. They said then that it was just a storm brewing, just the weather, but 

Elizabeth knew better. Something dark hovered just out of sight, beyond the 

hazy light. It hovered in little cousin Jimmy’s eyes, a fear that grew with each 
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sneeze and sniffle. Elizabeth tried to get away from it, but Jimmy’s whining 

voice followed her into the depth of the house.  

“They come at night, Lizzie, when it’s dark and quiet. Then they come.” 

Lizzie poked him with a fork, trying to make him go away. “Who come, 

you silly thing. Who come?” 

“The shiver-people. They grab hold of you and you can’t get away and 

no one can help.” 

“Don’t cry, you big baby. How stupid. No one comes at night. It’s just 

your fever.” 

But Jimmy insisted, sneezing through his tears, until Elizabeth could 

stand him no longer and shoved him cruelly into a closet, locking him there for 

the rest of the ceremony. No one missed him. 

 

It took several days for most of the guests to leave, trailing gifts and 

expensive silk flowers in their wake, riding away in rented automobiles and 

big black limousines. The young couple chose to stay on a few more days, to 

rest before their journey. Their family had rented them a car, a new Model "T" 

Ford, but it had not arrived. Elizabeth moped about the house, tired of people 

and of noise. She wanted her own room back, her own life. She was sick of 

the fuss. She sat at the kitchen table and watched her mother stirring soup. 

She was sure that her mother never left the kitchen, a permanent fixture 

above the gas stove.  

“Ma, can I go to the beach?” 

Her mother turned and eyed her through the steam. 

“No, I’ve said no. Not with this epidemic, and not with that sneeze. No 

no no.” 

“It’s just stupid Jimmy’s cold. Please, Ma, please?” 

“No.” 
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“Why not?” Elizabeth was willing to push as long as the soup was 

boiling and her mother couldn’t leave the stove. 

“Because.” 

“Because why?” 

“Because I said so.” 

All arguments ended there. What more was there to say? Elizabeth 

shivered. “It’s going to rain tonight. The wind’s started.” 

“Nothing like a summer rain to clear the air. The sickness always dies 

down after a good storm. This part of the country’s always too hot in the 

summer anyway. No wonder everyone gets sick.” 

Elizabeth had heard this speech every summer, about the sickness, 

about the heat. She shook her head. “If I could just cool off, I know I’d feel 

better. If I could just swim...” 

But it was too late. Her mother had caught the drift of her words and 

was towering above her, a cool, wet hand pressed to Elizabeth’s forehead. 

“You’ve got a fever. I thought you looked flushed. That little Jimmy, I ought to 

wring his scrawny little neck for being such a weakling. The little monster, why 

couldn’t he have gotten properly sick like everyone else and stayed at home? 

Hmmm?” 

“I’m not sick...just tired and...” she searched for the right word, 

“...distraught.” 

“Distraught? For heaven’s sake, why on earth would you be 

distraught? Do you even know what it means?” 

“I do. I hate sleeping in the guest room. It’s creepy.” 

“Nonsense.” Her mother was still hovering. 

“It is. The wallpaper’s black.” 

“No it isn’t,” her mother parried, “It’s dark green.” 

“It’s black. Masie and I used to hate sleeping in there whenever 

anyone came to visit. It's scary, and Masie used to say that trolls and goblins 
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and hobgoblins lived there. I hate it. Maybe it used to be green, but it’s black 

now. Besides, why can’t Masie sleep in the guest room? She’s married now, 

she doesn’t have to be scared.” 

“Masie can’t sleep in there,” her mother sighed. “I can’t put a bride in a 

black room.” 

“See? It is black. I knew it.” Elizabeth was triumphant, but it didn’t last. 

“All right, it’s black, it's black, I admit it. And speaking of black, look at 

those circles under your eyes! I want you up, tucked into bed in your black 

room right now. You look more flushed by the minute.” 

“Ah, Ma...” But it was useless, and she was bundled up to the stifling 

room and presented, sweating, to the hated wallpaper. 

 

The rain began that evening, just before dinner, like little feet across 

the dormer window. Elizabeth lay in bed and shivered. “Stupid Jimmy,” she 

thought. “The shivers start right away, not just at night. What a moron.” 

Downstairs voices drifted up, weaving their way among the clink of dishes 

and the smell of food. Elizabeth was not hungry, the fever consumed her 

appetite. 

“I’m worried about Lizzie.” Her mother’s voice rose to her bedside. “I 

hope it’s just influenza, and nothing more.” 

“Oh really mother,” her sister answered, “what else would it be?” 

“Well, you never know. Little Annie Clarke’s parents swore she just had 

a cold, and you know what she had...” 

No one spoke. Lizzie remembered little Annie Clarke’s illness, though 

no one ever said its name. She remembered Annie’s frozen body, the locked 

jaw, and then the braces. She still came to the swimming pool, a pathetic 

figure next to her robust and healthy schoolmates. Her scrawny legs, half 

atrophied and useless, floating sadly after her moving hips like water snakes 

or eels. Everyone said she was getting better, that she was lucky, that she 
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would live. But her face held nothing lucky, just a fear as tangible as her skin. 

The other children called her “ghosty” and stayed away when she took to the 

water. Elizabeth felt sorry for her, but she too stayed away. 

“Oh Mrs. Bookman,” Masie’s husband said, “I’m sure she doesn’t have 

that...” 

“Well, Ma, it’s easy to find out,” Masie offered. “Call little Jimmy’s 

parents and ask how he is.” 

Lizzie looked out the window to the rain. Little Jimmy had been sick 

when she locked him in the closet. She wished now that she hadn’t done it. 

 

Masie came up after supper, still wearing her summer dress, long and 

white. “How are you feeling, Lizzie? Do you want some dinner? It’s a lovely 

soup.” 

Lizzie shook her head. “No thanks. How’s cousin Jimmy?” 

Masie looked a bit startled. “Well, he’s alright. His ma says he’s just 

fine now. I mean, as fine as little Jimmy ever could be. Can you imagine 

Lizzie,” she sat down at the edge of the bed, “They’re buying him a horse for 

having recovered so well.” 

“As if he had anything to do with it,” Elizabeth snorted. “Where would 

you ride a horse here?” 

“I know where I’d ride it,” Masie sighed. “I’d ride it on the beach in the 

evening, when it just starts to cool off.” 

“Yes and you’d be arrested.” Elizabeth tried to laugh, but it dissolved 

into a sneeze. 

“Oh Lizzie, you really should sleep. You must be sick as a dog.” 

Lizzie shook her head. “I can’t sleep. I’m not tired.” 

“I’ll tell you a story then, just like we used to when you were little and 

we had to sleep here. Would that help you go to sleep?” 

“I don’t know,” Lizzie pondered it. “Masie, why are you being so nice?” 
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Masie fingered the bedspread. “I don’t know. I guess because you’re 

sick and I just...well, being married changes everything. It’s made me so 

happy and I hate to be happy when you’re not and besides, I always hated 

this bedroom. I wish you could come sleep in ours again and we’d take this 

one. It’s so depressing in here. I just want to cheer you up.” 

“Ok,” Elizabeth agreed. “Tell me the one about the trolls. That’s my 

favorite.” 

“All right. If that’s the one you want. I guess it fits the occasion.” 

 

Elizabeth lay completely still. Her sister sat, looking exhausted, her 

hands folded in her lap. 

“That was good,” Lizzie said. “Better than last time. But I always feel 

sorry for the trolls though. I mean, does he have to expose them to the sun, 

so they turn to stone? They only stole his sister’s soul so that they could go to 

heaven. And it would be so awful to be turned to stone. After all, they’re just 

trying to give their own daughter the best life possible. That’s not such a bad 

thing.” 

Masie sighed. “That’s hardly the point. She should be able to choose 

her husband, and they won't let her. If she’s married the hero she would have 

gotten a soul anyway.” 

“Yeah, I guess so. But then she wouldn’t have ever seen her parents 

again. . .You know what Masie? You’re like the troll maiden, and Mike is like 

the hero. You got a lot nicer after your marriage.” 

“Don’t be stupid,” Masie said. “That would make you a troll maiden, 

and mean that you had no soul. That’s silly, because all humans have souls, 

so we can’t be trolls.” 

Elizabeth lay back and closed her eyes. “I think I can sleep now. 

Thanks Masie.” 
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Masie pressed her sister’s arm and felt her forehead. Then rising 

softly, she drifted out of the room. 

 

The voices began after Masie had shut the door. Twittering voices, so 

many of them Lizzie could not distinguish one from another. At first she 

thought it was just the rain, but they seemed to grow louder.  

“Who’s out there?” she whispered into the dark. 

There was no distinct answer, just the thousand little chirps and pitters, 

like bird song. 

“Go away! It's just the rain," she told herself. 

They had drawn closer, as if they were steps outside her door. 

Whispering her name over and over, as they moved across the floor. 

“Masie? MASIE!” Elizabeth cried. “Help me!” 

Real footsteps sounded now, running down the hall. The door opened 

and Masie stood beyond it, in a long white gown.  

“Oh, Masie, make them go away!” she cried. 

“Make who go away? Lizzie for Goodness sake, it was only a dream. 

Now go back to sleep.” 

“But the minute you left they came. While I was still awake!” 

Masie sighed from across the room. “Lizzie, you’ve been asleep for 

hours. You were only dreaming. You’ll be fine.” 

“Are you sure?” Lizzie asked, confused. “For hours? Oh.” 

Masie shut the door and Lizzie heard steps echo back down the empty 

hall. Darkness closed around her. “I can’t sleep,” she thought. “They’ll come 

back if I sleep. Whatever I do, I have to wait until dawn.” 

 

It was still raining when dawn came. A tiny piece of daylight tumbled 

past the curtains, brushing Elizabeth. The walls had turned a dirty grey 
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overnight, the rain washing away any semblance of color that had remained 

to them.  

Masie stood in the doorway, porridge in hand, steam rising like a veil to 

curl the edges of her hair. Elizabeth turned to her. 

"Oh Lizzie!" Masie cried, setting the bowl of porridge on the sideboard. 

"You look terrible! Haven't you slept?" She hurried over, pressing fingers onto 

Elizabeth's forehead and making tutting noises. 

"I had a nightmare, remember?" Lizzie said. "I didn't want to sleep after 

it." 

"Well, you can sleep now," Masie replied, rising to fetch the porridge. 

"You can have some breakfast and then go to sleep. It's light out now." 

"I'm not hungry. I just want to sleep." 

Masie frowned and hovered for a moment over the bed. "You're sure 

you're all right?" 

Lizzie nodded, her neck allowing her head to bob pathetically. 

"I'm just tired, that's all." 

"Ok. I'll be up later with some soup." Masie disappeared, closing the 

heavy door behind her. Gratefully, Lizzie rolled over toward the light and 

slept. Her dreams were filled with trolls and goblins, laughing and taunting 

her. But she vanquished them by standing in the sun and calling them closer 

and closer, till they reached the light and were turned to stone. "That's the 

difference between humans and trolls," she told them in her dream. "Humans 

have souls, that's the difference!" 

 

Masie came and went like a dream, like a negative shadow, pale and 

filmy. Lizzie woke to find her standing by the door, then drifted back to sleep, 

secure that she was there. No food appealed to her, no occupation. She 

wanted only to sleep, in preparation for the coming darkness. Voices 

penetrated her dreams, then integrated themselves. 
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"She's worse today, much worse." 

"She's just tired. She's had nightmares. It's only natural when you're 

sick." 

"The sleep will do her good." 

"I just want her to eat. Damn that little cousin Jimmy! I should never 

have invited him and his stupid family. If anything happens to her I'm never 

speaking to them again." 

"Don't be silly. It's not Jimmy's fault. It's no one's fault." 

The face of little cousin Jimmy appeared then, taking a demonic form 

and whispering, whining: "They come at night, Lizzie, when it's dark and quiet. 

Then they come! You'll see, Lizzie, you'll see!" 

"I didn't mean to lock you up in the dark, Jimmy," she called after his 

dancing form. "I didn't know!" 

He turned a jig and laughed at her. "You can't dance like I can, Lizzie! 

You can't dance like I can!" 

"Yes I can!" she yelled and danced after him. 

 

She awoke at the first moment of darkness, when the last light had left 

the room. It was as if her body was straining, pulling away from the night. She 

felt every muscle. The walls, foreboding in the daylight, loomed out at her; 

silhouettes of walls, phantoms of solidity.  

"It's time," she thought. "If it was just a nightmare, it won't come now. 

I'm too awake. Not tired at all. I'll just wait and see."  

Rain sounded softly on the dormer and ran in a small stream down the 

glass.  

"It's like the 'babbling brooks' I always read about," she thought. "I can 

hear it moving, like little footsteps." 

The sound grew, a soft swishing, like a long taffeta gown against a 

bare floor. "It's really raining now. That's the rain all right. That's what it is." 
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The swishing had become a whispering, a giggling. A million little 

voices snickering. 

"I hear you! I hear you coming!" she whispered, to let them know that 

she was not afraid. "I know who you are, trolls! I know!" 

They laughed then. Outright laughed. They swept in through the door 

and jumped up on the bed. 

"Go away!" Lizzie cried. "Get off me! Get off!" The trolls were sitting on 

her stomach, lying on her neck, pinning down her hands with their own. They 

felt prickly and cold, dirty and tickly, like being stuck by a thousand pins. They 

would not stop laughing.  

"Let me go!" Lizzie shouted. The trolls had grabbed her fingers and 

toes, scaly fingernails grasping at her flesh. They began to pull on her joints, 

grinning. Pain shot up her arms to her spine and she began to scream.  

"Masie! Masie! Masie!" 

The trolls stopped laughing then, their voices rising in a thousand little 

"No's."  

Masie's footsteps rang down the hall, her bare feet slapping away the 

trolls. They faded, moaning, with each quickening step. As the door burst 

open, the last and smallest troll, who had been gnawing on Lizzie's elbow, 

disappeared with a squeak. 

The pain, which had seared her fingers a moment before, vanished like 

the trolls. Lizzie struggled to move her hands and feet, to shake away the last 

vestiges of troll saliva, but her limbs would not budge. She could just lift her 

arms at the shoulder. No feeling remained in her extremities.  

"Oh Masie," she whispered. "They've done it now. They've started." 

"Who has? Lizzie, what's wrong? Another nightmare?" 

Masie sat on the edge of the bed, warm and glowing, her hair hanging 

soft and golden down her back. Her nightgown, part of her trousseau, was 
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long and loose and white. At that moment, Lizzie decided she liked her sister 

best in the whole world. 

"It's the trolls," she said softly. 

"Trolls?" Masie looked puzzled. "Oh, from that stupid story I told you. 

You've been having nightmares about them." 

"No Masie. These trolls came while I was awake. They came and 

pulled on my hands and feet and now I can't feel them anymore." 

What she'd said had startled Masie. Her face had grown very pale, 

ghostly above the gown. "You can't feel your hands and feet?" 

"No Masie. The trolls did it." 

Masie rose and walked slowly to the door. Her voice, screeching, 

echoed up and down the hall. 

"Ma! For God's sake Ma! Come up here now! Something's gone wrong 

with Lizzie!" 

 

The doctor came and examined her, picking up her hands and feet and 

rubbing them vigorously. 

"Feel that?" he would ask each time. 

"No," she always replied. "I can't feel anything." 

"And that?" 

"No." 

She tried to explain to him about the trolls, but he wasn't listening.  

"It's just what I thought," he told her mother. "The disease always starts 

with the extremities." 

"So she definitely has it?" her mother whispered. 

"Yes. I'm afraid so." 

"Oh God," her mother moaned. "Not Lizzie, not my baby." 

Lizzie looked from one to the other, confused. "Has what? What do I 

have? It's not a disease. It's the trolls." 
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"Oh..." Her mother sighed, "she’s delirious, poor thing. She's been 

babbling about trolls all day. Ever since she first got sick." 

"I'm not delirious," Elizabeth said. 

"It's my fault," said Masie. "I told her the story." 

"It's not your fault," said her mother. "It's that rotten little cousin Jimmy. 

What do we do now, doctor? There must be something we can do." 

"No, I'm afraid not. This disease has to run its course. She may 

recover completely, she may be fine. Or it may worsen. As long as she comes 

out on top of it, there's always therapy. She can go swimming. That 

sometimes allows the victims to regain mobility." 

Lizzie suddenly remembered little Annie Clarke's useless legs rippling 

in the water, and the haunted, fearful look in her eyes. Annie knew then, she 

knew about the trolls. It was a relief somehow, to think that someone else 

knew and would understand. 

"Ask Annie Clarke about the trolls, Ma, ask her." 

But her mother burst into tears and had to be escorted from the room. 

 

They drew the shades in Lizzie’s room, pulling them until only a crack 

of light remained. She lay still through the rest of the daylight, trying to sleep 

while she could. Masie sat outside on the porch with her mother and 

husband, staring at the rain. No one spoke.  

Lizzie’s dreams had the brilliant colors and distorted shapes of fever 

delirium. Little Jimmy slipped in and out, riding across a beach on a great 

black horse. The doctor’s voice rolled like the sea, whispering, repeating: “as 

long as she comes out of it. . .” 

Little Jimmy ran to her, without his steed, and cried “I can dance Lizzie, 

I can dance. Can you? Can you dance Lizzie?” And then he moved away, his 

feet pounding out the rhythm of the rain. She tried to follow him, picking up 

her useless feet and feeling them collapse under her weight, twisting at the 
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ankles. Writhing in frustration, she called after him to stop and wait, but he 

disappeared like the Cheshire cat, his laugh remaining longest. She tried to 

raise herself, but her hands gave way. She slid along the sand pathetically.  

 

The darkness came before she was ready. It slipped in while she slept, 

surrounding her. The trolls came right behind it; she awoke to feel them all 

around. Faces like cats or dogs or squealing pigs pressed to hers, while 

fingers like the talons of birds of prey grasped her useless hands and 

caressed her frozen feet. They laughed at her terror, giggled at her 

helplessness. They licked her cheeks with sandpaper tongues and pinched 

the skin on her arms and calves. She shook with fear. Bile rose in her throat, 

suffocating her. Still they danced, tugged, laughed. She felt them lift her arms 

and legs and begin to pull, wrenching her bones from the sockets with a pain 

that made her scream reverberate against the walls. 

Footsteps skidded down the hall. Voices called out across the house. 

Masie threw open the door and the trolls vanished into the darkness. Lizzie 

knew that it was too late. Her limbs lay useless at her sides and all of Masie’s 

frantic rubbing elicited no response. This time no one called the doctor, and 

no one tried to reassure her. No one listened either. She lay, completely still, 

thinking only of the daylight that would soon come, and the night that would 

follow it. 

 

When she had slept some time, and the rainy day was halfway 

through, she awoke to the sound of footsteps on the stairs, heavy and slow. 

They moved down the hall and paused while someone fumbled with the door 

knob. The door swung open and an enormous figure appeared. She was 

frightened for a moment until she saw that it was only her brother-in-law, 

carrying a large bundle. He came forward and sat the bundle on the edge of 
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the bed and Lizzie saw that beneath wrappings of blankets and furs, little 

Annie Clarke peered out at her. 

“Hello Lizzie,” she whispered, her voice barely audible above the rain. 

“Hello Annie,” Lizzie whispered back, unsure why they were 

whispering. 

“Are you two going to be alright?” Mike asked. “I’ll just leave you alone 

for a little. Call if you want anything, anything at all.” 

Annie nodded and Mike closed the door behind him. They were silent 

for a moment, watching each other. At last Annie spoke, still quietly, as if she 

were afraid of being overheard. 

“How much have they gotten?” 

Lizzie shivered. “My arms, and my legs. My extremities, the doctor 

says.” 

Annie nodded. “I know. They took my legs.” 

“Is that all? That’s all they wanted, so they stopped?” 

“No,” Annie sighed. “They tried to take more, but my brother stopped 

them.” 

“How?” Lizzie cried. “For pete’s sake, Annie, how?” 

Annie looked out the window for a moment, then shuddered visibly. 

“You see Lizzie, they don’t like married people. I don't know why. I guess 

because they're not kids anymore. They get a few adults, here and there, I 

suppose, but mostly it's kids. We're not strong enough and we're . . . all alone. 

Married people have someone else there, by their side. They’ve got a bond 

that’s just too strong, like they’re tied to another person. So I had my brother 

sleep near me, night after night. And every night he stayed awake with me. 

They gave up, after awhile. I guess they just got tired of waiting.” 

Lizzie eyed her skeptically. “So Masie could save me? If she slept 

here?” 
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“Maybe,” Annie whispered again. “Maybe. I don’t know. Lizzie, I. . .” 

She paused and looked as if she were going to cry. “I want to go home. I want 

to go home. Let me go home. I hate it here. I can’t stand it!” She began to 

wail. Mike appeared at the door. 

“Oh dear, I thought this might be a mistake. It’s all right Annie, we’ll 

take you home. Lizzie needs her rest anyway.” He turned to Lizzie. “Sorry 

kiddo, thought she might cheer you up, having been through everything and 

all. Total mistake, I’m afraid. Oh well, come on then, let’s get you home, 

Annie.” 

Then the bundle was lifted up again and removed, moaning. Lizzie 

understood. She wouldn’t want to be reminded, when all this was over. 

Besides, Annie had given her hope. 

 

When evening came, Lizzie called Masie to her and tried to explain. 

“Sleep here? Oh for goodness’ sake, Lizzie, why? What difference will 

that make?” 

Lizzie felt she’d be able to persuade her. “I’d be comforted, I swear. I’d 

feel less. . .distressed. Please Masie, please?” 

 “I don’t know. . .” Masie hesitated. 

“Oh Masie, I’ll die if you don’t. I swear!” 

“Don’t say that, Lizzie,” Masie said, her eyes wide. “All right, all right. I’ll 

sleep here. Give me a few minutes to wash up and get undressed, then I’ll be 

in, ok?” 

Lizzie nodded and lay back in satisfaction. “There trolls!” she thought. 

“See? I’ve outsmarted you! I’ve got you! There’s nothing you can do now!” 

 

That night Masie lay next to Lizzie, curled up on one side, facing the 

door. Lizzie couldn’t feel her there, only that the bed sank lower on one side. 

The room was as black as a tomb, the grey walls rising like granite from the 
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darkened floor. Masie, who had not been told, drifted off to sleep. Lizzie 

dozed heavily, comfortable in her sister’s presence. The rain fell quietly, more 

like a drizzle than a downpour. Though the house was silent, she didn’t hear 

the soft padding of tiny feet, the whispered shush-ing. She didn’t feel tentative 

hands tugging at her arms and legs, or see small, hairy forms avoid her 

sister’s sleeping shape, walking on cat’s paws.  She didn’t sense them as 

they gathered round, pushing hairy fingers up each of her nostrils. She merely 

coughed and began breathing through an open mouth, as if it were simply a 

cold or allergy that disturbed her rest. 

They pounced then. Lizzie felt a sudden jerk and her whole head 

raised from the pillow. Troll’s claws sank deep into her tongue, ripping the 

flesh, tearing the taste buds. She tried to scream, but couldn’t, her voice 

frozen in her useless throat. She tried to throw them off, to thrash, but 

remained motionless. Nails only dug in deeper. They ripped and tore, gouged 

and shredded, until in a daze of pain she collapsed completely. Her tensed 

muscles gave way and she lay like a doll, limp and motionless. 

They moved in then, surrounding her. Hands like spades reached 

down her throat and ripped at something deep within. There was no more 

pain, only emptiness. She watched them as they pulled it out, glowing and 

golden. 

“The soul!” they cried at last, passing it from paw to paw, grasping at it. 

“The soul.” Lizzie knew then, knew what they had done. They laughed, 

dancing like children, and rolled her useless body over to face the window. 

“Gotcha!” they cried in her ears, “gotcher soul!” 

She gave up trying to cry. They disappeared then, into the darkness. 

She lay still, unable to move a single thing, unable to turn her aching eyes 

from the window. Outside the rain had stopped at last, and the air was filled 

with a pitter of birds. Morning was coming.  
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Masie awoke shortly after dawn. Lizzie lay stretched out on one side, 

her lips parted, her eyes staring at the window. Masie moved to shake her 

sister, her hand reaching toward Lizzie’s cheek. The sun fell there, in a little 

puddle from the crack in the curtains, warm and bright. Masie was glad the 

sun had come at last, glad the rain had ended. She touched her little sister’s 

skin, softly at first, then with a force.  

Outside the birds sang brightly, and light filled the sky. Masie sat in her 

new white nightgown, a bride’s gown, trimmed with lace and ribbon. It lay in 

folds around her, pillowing the head that rested in her lap. Her hand, a bride’s 

hand, manicured and white, caressed her little sister’s pale cheek. The skin 

was cold as stone. 

 

 

 


