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To anyone searching for truth in challenging times.

Be bold and be strong.






Norway, near Oppdal


1750






Madsi’s 1st Truth:

When your family refuses to talk about something sad, that something grows and grows until it’s the biggest thing in the room.

Griddle-cake days are the best ones of the year. My older sister, Lisbet, and I would gobble down those cakes faster than the neighbor’s wolf dogs snapping at table scraps. But if Lisbet were here now, she’d say that these ones I have sizzling—all right, scorching—in the pan look like something those dogs chewed up and spat back out.

I’m trying. But no matter what I do, every cake I pour into the three-legged iron pan burns. With the little shovel, I scrape more hot embers from the fireplace onto the stone hearth, then set the pan back over them. The next batch is runny inside when I cut into them. Then, after one cake finally cooks through properly—betrayal! When I take a bite, it’s as bitter as medicine.

“Goat droppings!” I hiss, then stomp toward the kitchen table, reaching for the sugar and flour sacks to make another batch.

“Madsi, you’ve used enough of my sugar,” Mamma calls from the other side of the log cabin. She’s sitting by one of our two windows, using the last of the daylight to finish a skirt for me. The one I’m wearing has started showing more of my ankles than is proper. And this new skirt has long stripes of blue and yellow—my favorite colors. When I saw that fabric, I gave Mamma the biggest hug.

But right now, I wish she’d kneel here at the hearth and help me make more griddle cakes.

“These cakes need to be perfect,” I say while measuring barley flour along with a little sugar, just enough for flavor, into a wooden bowl.

Mamma pauses sewing. Purses her lips at me. “You’ll eat them however they turn out. We can’t waste food.”

“The griddle cakes aren’t for me,” I say.

Today is my sister Lisbet’s fifteenth birthday. And birthdays mean griddle cakes. I don’t want today to be different… even though everything is.

Mamma puts down my skirt on her lap. Draws a long breath through her nose and lets it out through her mouth. I wait for her to look back at me, but she doesn’t lift her head. Only stares at my skirt, squeezing that blue-yellow wool in her hands.

I peer toward Pappa, slouched in the far corner of the cabin beside our other window, hoping he might say something to convince her.

In our tiny cabin, he has to hear us. Small spaces are easier to keep warm, he always says. But they don’t keep many secrets. He doesn’t look up, though, or even glance toward us. He’s slumped in his chair beside the carving tools dangling from pegs in the log walls. Those tools are getting dusty. Pappa’s looking dusty. He sits with his whittling knife in hand—the only tool he picks up anymore—but he’s not carving. He just hacks off slivers from the wood in his hands until he’s left with nothing.

That’s all I’ll have, too, if I don’t get some decent griddle cakes out of this pan.

Mamma opens her mouth, but no words come. I know what she’d say anyway: Lisbet isn’t here anymore.

It’s all wrong, this day coming without my sister. I kept hoping I’d wake to find her snuggled beside me in our cozy box bed built into the log wall. But if I make these griddle cakes—she’ll know it, right? She’ll see that I haven’t forgotten her.

She’ll see that I’m sorry.

“Please, Mamma.” I step around the kitchen table toward her. Beneath my thick socks, the floorboards groan and moan like I’m the biggest bother. But I keep walking to Mamma’s side.

“Be a good girl, Madsi.” Mamma avoids my eyes again. I’m not sure if that’s because she’s about to cry or yell. She never did much of either until… well, a few months before Lisbet disappeared.

I should listen to Mamma. Should go back to the hearth, scrub out the three-legged iron pan, and warm up mutton and pickled cabbage for supper. If this were any other day, I’d do just that. Be Mamma’s Good Girl, like she wants.

But that isn’t today’s story.

“Mamma.” I reach out a hand, touch her shoulder.

She doesn’t look at me. Only hunches over the almost-finished skirt, brushing a fingertip along the deep blue and yellow crossing stripes—so, so pretty, like spring has come early. And Mamma looks like the queen of spring, with her golden hair in a perfect braid crown, all glowing in the amber sunlight leaking through the window. Pappa used to stick flowers in her braid crown during spring and summer. Fire-colored leaves during autumn. And in winter, sometimes he’d stick icicles in her hair, then spin her around until she laughed.

Will we ever be happy like that again?

“Mamma. Please.” I let go of her shoulder and reach for her hands clutching that skirt.

She stands so quickly, I stumble back. “We need water. From the well,” she says. “Before the sun is gone.” Dropping my beautiful new skirt onto the chair, she slips on her sheepskin boots by the door, then snatches the wooden bucket with the rope handle. I barely have time to throw her green wool shawl over her shoulders before she’s gone.

Pappa glances up as the door thumps shut, then turns back to the wood he’s carving—if it can be called that. We used to look for stories hidden in the wood, me and him. Sometimes he’d start with a plan in mind—an item one of our neighbors had asked him to make. Usually, though, he’d let the wood guide him, carving and whittling with long pauses in between.

“There’s a story hidden inside every piece of wood,” he’d tell me. “Our job is to find that story, help the wood become what it was meant to be.”

All I know right now is that our flour and sugar are meant to become griddle cakes. But when I turn back to the table and pick up a wooden spoon, I realize we haven’t got any eggs left. Going without them will only ruin these cakes, too.

After tying on my sheepskin boots and wrapping my shawl around me—it’s getting thin in places, but I love it for the tiny gray rabbits woven on each corner—I hurry outside. Maybe one of our neighbors has eggs to share.






Madsi’s 2nd Truth:

Whenever I leave the cabin and DON’T want to see a certain annoying neighbor, he will find me. The more I don’t want to see him, the faster he’ll come. It’s like his own strange sort of magic.

The ground outside is a patchwork of ice and freshly fallen snow. That ice crunches beneath my boots, and I stomp to hear more of its sharp crackle. Lisbet would love to see this. By the end of March, most people in this village are weary of winter, but never Lisbet. We’d always start her birthdays with a race through the streets, seeing who could stomp through the most ice puddles.

My cheeks are wet, and my eyes sting.

“Why are you staring at the ground, Madsi?” a voice asks from behind me.

I don’t turn around. Don’t need to; I’d recognize that mosquito whine of a voice anywhere. Espen. The only other twelve-year-old in this village. I must be cursed.

“Go away,” I snap, then stomp down the street, past rows of log cabins with turf roofs. In spring and summer, those roofs sprout bright green grass. But now they’re buried beneath snow.

Of course Espen doesn’t leave. No, he chases after and sticks his big old face in mine. From beneath his winter cap edged in fur, his hair pokes out like dirty sheep’s wool, and his pale cheeks are chapped from the wind.

“No, really,” Espen says after sniffing heartily at the air, which is thick with the scents of woodsmoke and roasting meat. Someone is cooking fresh mutton for supper. My mouth waters.

“Did you see something in the ice?” Espen goes on. “Maybe the footprints of an elf or a dwarf?”

I push him away. “Not everything is one of your stories.”

“Should be. Stories are more fun! This place is boring. My brothers never let me go hunting with them, and today my parents made me sweep the ashes. Again.” He slaps at ash staining the knees of his brown pants, then squints at me. “I thought you liked stories!”

I did. Lisbet used to mark our days by them: Stories over breakfast. Stories while churning butter or cleaning fish or washing clothes. Stories while brushing our hair after a bath. Stories to lull us off to sleep at night. And best of all, the scary tales that we weren’t supposed to tell, whispered late, late at night when Mamma and Pappa wouldn’t hear.

Then one of those stories stole Lisbet away.

My throat knots. I don’t want to talk about stories, or my sister, with Espen. I only want to finish the griddle cakes and take them to Lisbet’s favorite tree. And I have to do that before the sun sets—it’s already half-gone, its coppery-red cap slipping behind the trees that hug our village.

Mamma doesn’t let me outside after dark anymore.

“I’m just looking for eggs,” I tell Espen.

His eyes roll so hard, they almost go white. “Now you’re boring.”

I bristle. “For griddle cakes.”

“I’m listening.”

“Not for you.” I shove his arm.

“Greedy.”

“For Lisbet,” I say, then clench my jaw shut. Talking to Espen will only encourage him to stick around!

But the sun is dipping even lower behind the trees. Time is running out. I have no choice but to ask him, “Do you have any eggs?”

“What?”

“For the griddle cakes. Pay attention!”

“Why would I give you eggs if I’m not getting them back as sweet, sweet cakes?”

This boy is impossible. “Just tell me: Are there eggs at your house?”

“How should I know? I’ve been busy.”

“I thought you were sweeping ashes. In your kitchen.”

“No, I was looking for ways to get out of it. I’ve got better things to do. There’s a whole world to explore!” He sweeps his arms wide, gesturing to the woods on one side of our village, the sloping valleys on the other, and the mountains on the horizon.

From here, it all looks gorgeous: a land of adventure that Lisbet yearned to explore. If I’d ever worked up the courage, maybe I could have gone with her.

There’s no chance of that now. The world outside this village is dangerous. It can snatch you up and never let you go. Just like the beautiful, monstrous Northern Lights that stole my sister from me.






Madsi’s 3rd Truth:

Not all monsters have claws and sharp teeth. And sometimes even the bravest big sisters aren’t a match for them.

We don’t see the Northern Lights often this far south in Norway. Usually just a few times a year. That makes it all the more amazing—or scary—when they do appear. No one knows what the Lights are or why they come. So when they do unfurl across the sky, everyone’s hearts beat a little faster.

Adults insist that the Lights are dangerous. They make up so many rules and warnings: Don’t go outside without a hat or the Lights will burn off your hair. Don’t sing at or whistle to the Lights, or tease them, or even look at them, because they’ll attack. Or worse, grab you and drag you right up into the sky.

The night Lisbet disappeared, almost one year ago, the Lights were especially strong. Mamma hung blankets over our windows to keep those Lights from reaching in.

“Do not tempt them,” she said to Lisbet and me. “Don’t give them a chance to reach you, or they’ll snatch you away.”

“Really, Mamma?” Lisbet snapped. “First I can’t be friends with Nikolas anymore—because he’s a boy? Now some lights in the sky are going to kidnap me? What will you come up with next?”

“I’m looking out for you!” Mamma’s ears turned red like they always did when she was upset. “You have to trust me.”

“How can I trust you when the things you say make no sense?”

That fight seemed to drag on for hours. I crawled into Lisbet’s and my box bed, burrowing under the blankets and covering my ears. Stayed there until Lisbet crawled in beside me. It was too dark to see, but I knew Lisbet was crying angry tears because I could hear her short, sharp sniffles. I wanted to make her stop crying, but everything I thought of saying sounded wrong. So I simply scooted closer to Lisbet and whispered, “Tell me a story about the Lights.”

It all started with that story and ended with Lisbet sneaking out to see the Lights. By herself. Because I fought with her, too, and said terrible things.

That was the last time I saw my sister. She never came home.

The next day, our village’s hunters and trackers searched for her. All they found was her shawl in the field behind our house, beyond the trees. There were no footprints; it had snowed during the night, covering everything except the bright red tassels.

In that field, Mamma sank to her knees, burying her face in the shawl. The other grown-ups stood around, muttering that the Lights had stolen Lisbet because she’d spied on them. Mamma didn’t stop wailing until Pappa carried her home and gave her a long drink from a brown glass bottle.

Even now, one year later, I’m too afraid to tell my parents the truth: I let my sister be alone with the Lights because I was afraid.

And now she’s gone.






Madsi’s 4th Truth:

Some witches are actually a little bit nice.

The sun dips lower, flushing the sky with a red warning. I’m running out of time.

Espen, still at my side—he will not go away!—nods to the nearest cabin. “You can always ask Birga for eggs.”

Biting my lower lip, I peer at her cabin, the one in this village I’ve always avoided. All day, every day, she’s hunched over her loom, weaving and singing songs in a language no one understands. She claims it’s our ancestors’ language, the words of the Vikings.

Some people in our village say she’s chanting spells. That she’s a witch.

But she also has lots of chickens. If anyone has eggs to spare, it will be Birga.

Outside her log cabin, I shiver in the cold breeze while her strange singing drifts through the window.

“Go on, knock!” Espen says.

When I hesitate, he pounds on the door with both fists. The goat.

Birga doesn’t hear, not with all her loud chanting while her loom clack-clack-clacks.

Swallowing hard, I press open the door with a shaking hand. Poke my head inside and call hello. Still she doesn’t hear, her head and body bobbing along to her song.

I’m not sure how old Birga is. Her hair, braided up around her head like Mamma’s and shining in the lantern light, is completely silver. But her face isn’t wrinkled at all, not like the grandmothers in the village. Maybe she’s not much older than Mamma?

She’s sitting at her four-post loom—it’s enormous, bigger than a bed. Planks of wood in the loom lift up and down, up and down, as she works the treadles with her feet. All the while, she slides the shuttle, wound with wool yarn, back and forth through all the threaded lines, making her gorgeous fabric. Put together, the movements look like a grand dance to pair with her song. And Birga is nearly glowing.

She must really love to weave.

“Excuse me!” I shout.

Birga jumps, but when she turns to me, she’s smiling. “Hello, Madsi, Espen. What can I do for you?”

My arms pucker into chicken skin. Birga’s eyes are so blue, too blue, like the sky in spring. Like she could be the sky.

When I stand there gaping like a fool, Espen takes over. “Madsi wants some eggs!”

I glare at him, then turn to Birga. “Uh… do you have any eggs to spare? Just a few.”

“Why don’t we go see? I think my chickens have been busy today.” She throws a shawl over her shoulders and gestures me out the door.

I follow her around the log cabin to a coop in the back. Espen trots after us like a puppy hoping for scraps. When we reach the coop, Birga peeks inside. “Plenty of eggs! How many do you need?”

“Three, please.” It seems a good idea to be polite to a witch.

She hands me the eggs. “Making something delicious?” she asks while I tuck them safely into my apron pockets.

“It’s Lisbet’s birthday,” I whisper before I can stop myself. “We always had griddle cakes.”

Now I’m talking too much. Why am I telling a witch about my sister? I should go—I need to finish those cakes—but I keep standing here with my hands wrapped around the still-warm eggs, staring up at Birga.

She’s the only adult in the village who’s looked me in the eyes after I mentioned Lisbet.

A strange softness comes over the witch. She beckons us back into her cabin. Inside, she hands me a shawl—beautifully woven lamb’s wool with tiny snowflakes and reindeer scattered across it. Plus it’s in Lisbet’s favorite colors: green and red.

“That’s amazing!” Espen says in a voice oddly hushed for him.

“For your sister,” Birga tells me.

The gorgeous shawl goes heavy in my hands. “Are… are you sure?”

“It’s the least I can do,” Birga says. Sadness sweeps over her; I swear even her silver hair goes dull. “We had many a good chat, Lisbet and I. She was so curious about the world beyond this village: rivers, woods, sky. Wanted to explore it all.”

Lisbet said she was visiting Birga sometimes. I should have known she’d come for stories. Part of me wishes I’d heard all those stories, too.

A louder, stronger part knows Mamma and Pappa would never approve. They wouldn’t like me talking with Birga now. Mamma may buy all our warmest winter clothes from her, but she doesn’t want us being friendly with a witch.

Anyway, the sun has only sunk lower while I’ve been here. I have to go.

“Th-thanks,” I blurt. With the eggs in my pockets and the shawl in my arms, I hurry away, leaving Espen and the witch.






Madsi’s 5th Truth:

The smell of buttery griddle cakes is like a thread that holds people together. That’s why they’re the best food in the world.

I’m finishing another batch of griddle cakes when the cabin door swings open and Mamma thumps back inside with the bucket. For a moment, we stare at each other. She was gone an awfully long time for a walk to the well… and there isn’t any water in that bucket.

When Mamma sees me crouching by the hearth, her lips go skinny-small. I fumble the ladle in my hands. Will she tell me to stop?

But after taking off her sheepskin boots and leaving the empty bucket by the door, Mamma steps toward me. Clears her throat a few times, like she’s got a feather stuck inside. “Madsi… I’m sorry. You are right to make the cakes today. Would you… like help?”

I’m almost done, after working double-time to finish this batch before the sun sets. Mamma kneels beside me at the hearth, though, tucking her skirt safely away from the flames. She nods at the cakes sizzling in the pan, and suddenly my breath comes easier. I hand her the wide, flat wooden spoon I’ve been using to turn the griddle cakes over. While she flips the last ones in the pan, I snuggle up against her, even though she’s cold from being outside for so long.

“Do you have a plate ready?” Mamma asks. I snatch the blue glazed plate off the table and hold it out while Mamma scoops the finished cakes, perfectly golden brown, out of the iron pan. She arranges those cakes across the plate like the petals of a flower. I add a spoonful of bright red lingonberry preserves to the center of that flower—our last jar until next autumn, when the wild lingonberries will be ripe and ready to pick again.

“Lovely.” Mamma leans her head against mine. We huddle together, breathing in the buttery goodness.

If we stay this way, pressed close, our eyes only on the plate, I can pretend Lisbet is still here, stirring in our box bed, the aroma teasing her awake.

I smile up at Mamma. “Thanks.”

She smiles back slowly, one side of her mouth rising before the other. Then she clears her throat once more. “Well… I suppose it’s time for Lisbet’s story.”

“S-story?” I pull away from Mamma, going tense like I’ve seen a wolf.

She gives me a strange look. “My girls’ birthdays can’t pass without their stories. You said yourself that they’re the best toppings for griddle cakes.”

I did say that. Once, it was true. Mamma and Pappa made a special story for Lisbet, another for me, and told them on our birthdays while Lisbet and I gobbled down griddle cakes.

Now just the thought of stories makes my stomach feel like it has rocks inside.

But when I shake my head, dimness comes back into Mamma’s eyes. She shifts like she’ll get to her feet. Walk away from celebrating Lisbet. From me.

Before she can go, I catch her hand. My throat stings… but maybe this is a chance to become brave.

“Y-you’re right,” I croak. “It isn’t Lisbet’s birthday without her story.”

Mamma settles back beside me, then calls out across the cabin to Pappa. “The story,” she says when he finally turns toward us.

For a moment, I think he won’t come. He stares at Mamma like she’s asked him to walk barefoot across all of Norway in January. But he puts his carving knife back into its leather sheath and plods toward us. When he’s close enough to touch, I take his hand. He smells of wood shavings and the oil he puts on his carving knives to keep their blades clean and sharp. I breathe in those scents, cling to Pappa’s strong hand, and another ache deep inside me fades away.

Mamma clears her throat, then begins. “There once was a girl with no lack of questions and curiosity, and her name was Lisbet the Bold.”

A wonderful shiver darts down my back.






Madsi’s 6th Truth:

A good story really can soothe an aching heart…. I sort of forgot that.

Mamma tucks a bit of hair behind her ear that’s slipped from her braid crown. “One day, Lisbet had earned a coin, round and bright, and wanted to spend it on a pepper cookie from her favorite bakery in the next village over. Though the day was cloudy and the wind was cold, she could not wait for that cookie. So she set out along the forest path to the village, whistling a merry tune.”

“That’s right!” Lisbet interrupted last year. “For a pepper cookie, I’d walk to Bergen. Right now!” She stood, and I yanked her back down, shushing her so Mamma could continue.

“Not long after setting out,” Mamma says now, “Lisbet found a snail shell. But this wasn’t any ordinary shell. No, it shimmered a magnificent blue and green like the king’s own jewels. She picked it up and put it in her apron pocket, then resumed her walking and whistling.”

“A bit farther on, she discovered a leaf on the ground,” Pappa whispers. His voice is raspy, because he hardly speaks at all anymore. He coughs, and I clutch his hand until he squeezes mine back.

“But this wasn’t any ordinary leaf,” he goes on. “No, it was copper and shone brighter than the coin she had earned. Lisbet picked this up and tucked it, too, into her apron pocket, then continued whistling and walking.”

“Farther on still,” Mamma says, “she found a string of beads, all blown from the shiniest, smoothest colored glass. Lisbet thought it might make a fine gift for her little sister, Madsi—or perhaps she’d keep such beautiful beads for herself.” Mamma winks, and I roll my eyes. Lisbet always did hide some of the best treasures from me… until she grew bored with them.

“Whichever it would be,” Mamma continues, “Lisbet wasn’t leaving without them. So she stooped down to pick up the beads. But that string was attached to another string, buried beneath crunchy leaves and dirt. When Lisbet tugged again—by hook or by crook, she would have those beads!—the ground opened and Lisbet tumbled into a pit.”

Mamma chokes. For a long time, she says nothing more. The only sounds in the cabin are the flames in the fireplace crackling. When I look at Mamma, her chin trembles.

I rest a hand on her knee. “L-Lisbet’s head was still spinning,” I say, “when droplets tumbled down on her, wetting her cheeks and hair. Thinking the rain had finally come, Lisbet squinted up toward the gray sky. But it wasn’t the clouds breaking open; no, a hideous, drooling troll with gray skin and mold-green eyes stared down at her. ‘Spin, span, spun,’ he rumbled while more drool splattered onto Lisbet. ‘What has come?’ ”

Mamma’s chin still quivers, so Pappa speaks up. “Lisbet’s whole body felt wobbly, but she didn’t dare show her fear. No, she put her hands on her hips and tipped her nose to the frosty air. ‘I am Lisbet the Bold!’ ”

“ ‘Bold, but not much brains, hmm, to be caught in a troll’s trap,’ ” I say. I forgot how much fun it is to speak as the troll, a tricky monster who eats rocks and bones for breakfast. “The creature smirked at Lisbet. ‘I hoped to land a hare, fox, or even foolish bear for my supper. But little girls are twice as tender and ten times as sweet.’ And he grinned a grin that showed two rows of jagged, stained teeth.”

Maybe it’s my perfect troll voice, or my hand still on Mamma’s knee and Pappa close at her side, but Mamma finds her voice again. “Lisbet tsked. ‘Surely a mighty troll such as you would never be satisfied by a lazy meal. Set me free and I’ll give you good chase, until you work up a proper appetite.’ ”

“My turn!” I bounce where I sit. The troll’s lines are always mine. “The troll laughed so hard, his bulbous nose and the floppy tips of his ears jiggled. ‘You, with those short, stubby legs? Ten of your steps could not equal one of mine. I could nap half the afternoon and still catch you.’ ”

Mamma tosses her head, exactly as Lisbet would. “ ‘You dishonor me, my good troll. I am hardly so slow. You must be thinking of this.’ And Lisbet held up the snail shell. Even in the dark pit, it gleamed so bright, both girl and troll had to blink spots from their eyes.”

“The troll gaped at that shining shell in such a daze,” I cut in, “that a fresh stream of drool dribbled down his chin. But then he shook his head and frowned so hard, all the warts along his jaw popped forward. ‘I’ll not fall for your tricks, fool girl!’ he bellowed.”

“ ‘You need not fall at all,’ ” Mamma says, and sniffs like Lisbet at her most haughty. “ ‘This leaf has fallen far enough for us both.’ And Lisbet the Bold held up the copper leaf, its delicate metalwork so breathtaking, it was as though it had been crafted by the dwarves of old.”

“The troll’s mouth gaped so wide,” I say, “Lisbet could see down his throat straight to his heart, half-rotted by meanness. But he shook his head and frowned so hard, every wrinkle on his face carved deep as canyons. ‘Enough! You’ll not trap me with shiny tricks and pretty lies.’ ”

“ ‘I don’t need to trap you.’ ” Mamma speaks again Lisbet’s part. “ ‘This string should do that.’ She pulled the string of beads from her pocket and swung it over her head.”

Pappa’s not smiling, but he sits up straighter and a warm glow comes into his eyes. “Though Lisbet could be more bold than wise,” he says, “the goodness from her heart poured into that string. With every swing, it grew until it was a rope that curled around the troll, binding his arms and legs and knocking him to the ground.”

“Though he screamed and yelled,” I say, “the troll couldn’t escape a rope made strong by dozens of glass beads. Lisbet, still holding on to the end of that rope, climbed it out of the pit. Arms folded and chin tipped high, she faced the once-mighty monster now helpless at her feet.”

“ ‘Let that be a lesson,’ ” Mamma declares, “ ‘never to challenge Lisbet the Bold!’ And at that moment, the sun peeked through the clouds, its light landing on the troll and transforming him to stone.”

“Bruised and achy,” I say, “but free at last, Lisbet continued once more on her way, whistling with every step. At the bakery, she traded her coin and the snail shell and the copper leaf for a sack full of pepper cookies—which she did share with her little sister, Madsi. But the string of glass beads?” I take Mamma’s hand, then Pappa’s again. “Lisbet the Bold kept that for another adventure another day.”

Pappa snuffles and rubs his sleeve against his face. But when he lowers his arm, the tiniest smile lifts his lips. Mamma leans forward, touching her forehead to mine.

“Thank you,” she whispers.

Warmth bursts from my heart. This is why I’d loved stories so much.

That’s only one part of the birthday, though. I still must bring the griddle cakes to Lisbet’s favorite tree. But when I take up the plate again and march toward the cabin door, Mamma’s words cut through the air. “Where do you think you’re going?”






Madsi’s 7th Truth:

Choosing between Mamma and Lisbet hurts worse than a toothache.

My heart tightens beneath my ribs. “Only to Lisbet’s favorite tree. I’ll be so fast.”

“It’s dark out.”

“I’ll be so fast!”

Mamma darts quicker than I’ve ever seen, blocking me from the door. “You know the rules,” she says.

Of course I do. They’ve been the same since Lisbet disappeared: No leaving the village, ever. Not even on the wide, wide path all the other children walk. And no leaving our cabin after dark.

Which means in winter, I hardly go outside at all.

But tonight, Lisbet’s birthday, must be different. “Mamma, please. Just to the tree!”

She shakes her head. “It’s dangerous after dark.”

“Lisbet’s tree is barely outside the village. Nothing bad can happen to me there.” I make my voice strong so that maybe I’ll believe it, too.

“I said no.” Mamma’s voice is so sharp, I flinch. “Those are the rules!”

A hand gently takes my shoulder. Behind me, the scent of wood shavings drifts through the air. Pappa’s face, beneath all its shadows, is soft enough that I think he’s come to help. But he only says, “Be our Good Girl and listen to your mamma. There are reasons for every rule.”

“I know!” My voice goes squeaky, and my eyes burn because I’m about to cry. I really am a big chicken baby, just like Lisbet always said. “But today—”

“Lisbet didn’t follow the rules,” Mamma hisses. Her eyes are shiny with tears. “And now she’s gone. I will not lose you, too. Go to bed.”

I hate this, choosing between Mamma and my sister. I feel wicked, making Mamma sad. Sadder. I’d feel even wickeder ignoring Lisbet when I’m the reason she’s gone. “Let me go to the tree! Please.”

“Go. To. Bed.” Mamma takes the plate of griddle cakes from me. “Do not disobey. Or I won’t let you leave the house again.”

She means it.

I run across the cabin to my box bed, set into the wall. Burrowing beneath the blankets, I press my face into the pillow so my parents can’t hear me cry.






Madsi’s 8th Truth:

The more a story is forbidden, the more it demands to be told.

“Why do you always have to argue with Mamma and Pappa?” I asked Lisbet late one night, a couple months before she disappeared. We sat side by side in our box bed, knees curled to our chests, blankets pulled up over our legs, our backs against the bed frame. It was too dark to see each other, but Lisbet’s warmth bled into me where her shoulder touched mine.

“Why can’t you just… accept what they say?” I whispered so quietly that Lisbet had to lean in to hear. I didn’t want to wake Mamma and Pappa. They’d finally fallen asleep in their own box bed on the other side of the cabin, but the tension in the air from their fight with Lisbet was still thick enough to prickle the back of my neck.


OEBPS/e9781665938846/fonts/EBGaramond-BoldItalic.ttf


OEBPS/e9781665938846/fonts/EBGaramond-Regular.ttf


OEBPS/e9781665938846/fonts/DancingScript-Regular.ttf


OEBPS/e9781665938846/fonts/PatrickHand-Regular.ttf


OEBPS/e9781665938846/fonts/EBGaramond-Bold.ttf


OEBPS/e9781665938846/xhtml/nav.xhtml


Contents



		Cover


		Title Page


		Dedication


		Norway, Near Oppdal

		Madsi’s 1st Truth


		Madsi’s 2nd Truth


		Madsi’s 3rd Truth


		Madsi’s 4th Truth


		Madsi’s 5th Truth


		Madsi’s 6th Truth


		Madsi’s 7th Truth


		Madsi’s 8th Truth


		Madsi’s 9th Truth


		Madsi’s 10th Truth


		Madsi’s 11th Truth


		Madsi’s 12th Truth


		Madsi’s 13th Truth


		Madsi’s 14th Truth


		Madsi’s 15th Truth


		Madsi’s 16th Truth


		Madsi’s 17th Truth


		Madsi’s 18th Truth


		Madsi’s 19th Truth


		Madsi’s 20th Truth


		Madsi’s 21st Truth


		Madsi’s 22nd Truth


		Madsi’s 23rd Truth


		Madsi’s 24th Truth


		Madsi’s 25th Truth


		Madsi’s 26th Truth


		Madsi’s 27th Truth


		Madsi’s 28th Truth


		Madsi’s 29th Truth


		Madsi’s 30th Truth


		Madsi’s 31st Truth


		Madsi’s 32nd Truth


		Madsi’s 33rd Truth


		Madsi’s 34th Truth


		Madsi’s 35th Truth


		Madsi’s 36th Truth


		Madsi’s 37th Truth


		Madsi’s 38th Truth


		Madsi’s 39th Truth


		Madsi’s 40th Truth


		Madsi’s 41st Truth


		Madsi’s 42nd Truth


		Madsi’s 43rd Truth


		Madsi’s 44th Truth


		Madsi’s 45th Truth


		Madsi’s 46th Truth


		Madsi’s 47th Truth


		Madsi’s 48th Truth


		Madsi’s 49th Truth


		Madsi’s 50th Truth


		Madsi’s 51st Truth


		Madsi’s 52nd Truth


		Madsi’s 53rd Truth


		Madsi’s 54th Truth


		Madsi’s 55th Truth


		Madsi’s 56th Truth


		Madsi’s 57th Truth


		Madsi’s 58th Truth


		The Truth After All the Others






		Glossary of Forest Monsters and Other Wild Spooks


		Acknowledgments


		About the Author


		Copyright







Guide



		Cover


		Start of Content


		Title Page


		Dedication


		Glossary of Forest Monsters and Other Wild Spooks


		Acknowledgments


		About the Author


		Copyright








		I


		II


		III


		V


		VI


		1


		2


		3


		4


		5


		6


		7


		8


		9


		10


		11


		12


		13


		14


		15


		16


		17


		18


		19


		20


		21


		22


		23


		24


		25


		26


		27


		28


		29


		30


		31


		32


		33


		34


		35


		36


		37


		38


		39


		40


		41


		42


		43


		44


		45


		46


		47


		48


		49


		50


		51


		52


		53


		54


		55


		56


		57


		58


		59


		60


		61


		62


		63


		64


		65


		66


		67


		68


		69


		70


		71


		72


		73


		74


		75


		76


		77


		78


		79


		80


		81


		82


		83


		84


		85


		86


		87


		88


		89


		90


		91


		92


		93


		94


		95


		96


		97


		98


		99


		100


		101


		102


		103


		104


		105


		106


		107


		108


		109


		110


		111


		112


		113


		114


		115


		116


		117


		118


		119


		120


		121


		122


		123


		124


		125


		126


		127


		128


		129


		130


		131


		132


		133


		134


		135


		136


		137


		138


		139


		140


		141


		142


		143


		144


		145


		146


		147


		148


		149


		150


		151


		152


		153


		154


		155


		156


		157


		158


		159


		160


		161


		162


		163


		164


		165


		166


		167


		168


		169


		170


		171


		172


		173


		174


		175


		176


		177


		178


		179


		180


		181


		182


		183


		184


		185


		186


		187


		188


		189


		190


		191


		192


		193


		194


		195


		196


		197


		198


		199


		200


		201


		202


		203


		204


		205


		206


		207


		208


		209


		210


		211


		212


		213


		214


		215


		216


		217


		218


		219


		220


		221


		222


		223


		224


		225


		226


		227


		228


		229


		230


		231


		232


		233


		234


		235


		236


		237


		238


		239


		240


		241


		242


		243


		244


		245


		246


		247


		248


		249


		250


		251


		252


		253


		254


		255


		256


		257


		258


		259


		260


		261


		262


		263


		264


		265


		266


		267


		268


		269


		270


		271


		272


		273


		274


		275


		276


		277


		278


		279


		280


		281


		282


		283


		284


		285


		286


		287


		288


		289


		290


		291


		292








OEBPS/e9781665938846/images/f000v-01.jpg





OEBPS/e9781665938846/images/9781665938846.jpg





OEBPS/e9781665938846/images/title.jpg
Mads

J‘ke, True

S.dJ. TAYLOR

(74 Atheneum Books for Young Readers

atheneum New York London "Toronto Sydney New Delhi





OEBPS/e9781665938846/fonts/Vibur-Regular.ttf


OEBPS/e9781665938846/fonts/EBGaramond-Italic.ttf


