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My great aunt Gretchen has mailed me a doll every Christmas since I was born. I have eight. The dolls 

have velvet dresses. Three have blonde hair, four have brown hair like me, and one has red hair like my 

older sister, Lacey.  

Lacey is 10. Lacey doesn’t get dolls from great aunt Gretchen. She gets ballerina figurines. I wish I got 

little breakable things that could go high on a shelf. 

Each doll has a stand with a metal band around her belly. They have names and certificates of authentic-

ity. Dolls with certificates of authenticity aren’t toys, mommy says. 

The dolls stare. They have eyelashes. My art teacher says the way they stare is a trick. When I drew the 

dolls in class, we talked about it.  She says the black dots in their eyes are in the middle of the colored 

dots in their eyes, and those dots are in the middle of the white parts. That’s what makes them look like 

they’re watching me.  

My room is messy. I throw my clothes on top of the dolls on their trunk by the window, so they can’t see 

me playing.  It’s almost Thanksgiving. Christmas comes next, and mommy wants me to clean my room. I 

don’t want Santa to think I’m naughty.   

“Leave me alone!” Lacey yells when I try to play in her room.  

“I don’t want to play in my room,” I tell her. My eyes burn. My bottom lip jumps, “I don’t like it in there.” 

“What? Because it’s clean?” she jokes, but I nod. 

“They can see me,” I whisper. 

 

 

Thanksgiving is boring. I like mashed potatoes. Dad watches football, and mommy cooks and cooks and 

then cleans and cleans. Lacey is in her room. I’m supposed to go to bed now, but my room is clean.  

I can see their eyes in the moonlight. Their eyelashes look spikey. 

 

Last night, Wacky came to live with us.  Wacky is small and red, and he looks like a doll. He has hands, 

but no feet.  He smiles like he has a secret.  The dots in his eyes aren’t in the middle - they go off to one 

side.  They go off to one side like he is sneaky.   

Mommy read us the story about Wacky. She told us he goes to Santa’s workshop every night to tell him 

whether we were Naughty or Nice. (I thought he already knew that?)  She said his magic goes away if we 

touch him.  She said he comes back in a different spot each night, so he might not stay on that bookshelf 

in the den.    She said he watches us all day. 
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Wacky watches us. 

Sneaky eyes.  No eyelashes.  

My tummy hurts.  

 

 

“Where is he?” I whisper from the bottom stair.  

“In the kitchen,” Lacey sighs, “On the counter beside the fridge.” 

I won’t have an after school snack. Wacky is scarier than the dolls and their dots and their eyelashes 

with shadows that look like needles. 

 

 

My feet hurt by the time Lacey and I get to Santa. The line is very long. My pretty red dress only goes 

with the shiny shoes that pinch my toes.   

I like how strong he feels when he picks me up. His beard isn’t fake like that Santa’s helper guy last year. 

His eyes are twinkly and his nose is red.  My smile for the camera is extra-big. 

Lacey wants LEGOs and a Hermione Granger wand. She wants books. 

“Ho ho ho,”  Santa says, as he hands her a candy cane and turns to me, “What do you want for Christ-

mas this year?” 

“I want you to make Wacky stay at the North Pole, please,” I ask. I want a bike for Christmas. Nothing is 

as important as getting the elf out of our house.  Santa glances at mom. He clears his throat. 

“Wacky?” he asks. 

“He’s our elf on the shelf,” Lacey rolls her eyes.  She doesn’t believe in Wacky. I’m not sure she believes 

in Santa.  

“Ahhh, Wacky,” Santa says, remembering our elf, “He tells me that you’ve been a good girl.”  

“Santa, sir,” I stammer, “I will be the best girl on the whole Nice List. Please don’t make Wacky stay with 

us. Please.” 

“I’ll see what I can do,” Santa says, but he looks at my mom. She shakes her head. 
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“Mom, you should get rid of the elf. I don’t believe it. It scares Molly.” I pretend to sleep in the car ride 

home from the mall. I hear Lacey talking over the steady slap of the windshield wipers.  

“I won’t get him back out next year,” mom says, “but I said he’d be around until Christmas, so I need to 

keep my word.” 

 

 

On Christmas Eve, we set out cookies for Santa and carrots for the reindeer. I sweep the floor in front of 

the fireplace so I can see Santa’s sooty footprints the next morning.  Then, Lacey and I curl up in the big 

chair, and we wait. 

We promise each other we won’t fall asleep.   

 

This year, I’m trying to sleep in my bed, staring at the dolls staring at me.  

Wacky is perched in our Christmas tree. He’s waiting for Santa. His sneaky eyes are looking at the big 

chair. I can’t wait for Santa there. I can’t. I won’t. 

Will I get a bicycle? Santa didn’t take Wacky away.   

I stare at Hilda. She has yellow braids. If she weren’t looking at me like that, I would think she looks like 

an angel.  The moonlight makes her eyelashes cast shadows on her rosy cheeks.  

 

 

“Molly! What have you done?” my mother shrieks at me on Christmas morning.  

I bang my head on the footboard under the bed when she frightens me awake. The bedroom rug is 

scratchy. 

“Answer me, young lady!” 

I look around the floor surrounding my nest: blonde heads, brown heads, one red head. They roll a little. 

They still stare. 

“Is Wacky gone?”  

 


