
The Troll in the Hospital 

 a Sister Rose Mary story 

 

A hospital stands 

In the midst of a town 

Where sick people come 

From miles around. 

 

If they break their arms 

Or hurt their poor heads 

They come and get better 

In the hospital beds. 

 

But on a spring a day 

In April last year 

Instead of feeling better 

They got sick with fear. 

 

No one knows how 

But a troll had sneaked in 

And while he was there 

He caused a great din. 

 

He must have come out 

Of his hole in the ground 

Then climbed in a window 

With no one around. 

 

He looked very ugly 

And smelled very bad 

He was twice as big  

As his smelly old dad. 

 

He usually ate spiders 

And crickets so sweet 

But that night he decided 

To look for some meat. 

 

He saw a nurse taking 

A steak to a room 

To a boy who hadn’t eaten 

Since long before noon. 

 

The boy was about 

To take his first bite 

When into the room 

Came that terrible sight. 

 

 

 

The nurse screamed out loud 

The boy screamed loud too 

The troll laughed and said, 

“I’m not here to eat you.” 

 

“Just give me that steak 

I won’t ask for more.” 

He grabbed it and then 

Threw the plate on the floor. 

 

Just about to go home 

Were seventeen nurses 

But when they saw the troll 

They all dropped their purses. 

 

“Call the cops!” they all cried 

“Take that troll to jail! 

If our patients see him 

Their poor hearts will fail!” 

 

A doctor had heard 

The yelling and noise 

“Quiet down there!” he said 

“We have sick girls and boys!” 

 

Then he saw the troll 

Eating steak at a desk 

With his slobbering and spitting 

A big greasy mess. 

 

“Get out of here now!” 

The scared doctor said 

“There are sick children here 

Trying to sleep in their beds!” 

 

The troll said, “Just wait 

‘Till I finish this steak 

The children can sleep 

I won’t keep them awake.” 

 

The troll wasn’t afraid 

Of going to jail 

Only one thing could scare him 

A black habit and veil. 

 

 

 



The nun who wore those 

Was Sister Rose Mary 

And though she was small 

The troll thought her quite scary. 

 

For one hundred years 

He had been alive 

But Sister Rose Mary 

Was a hundred and five. 

 

She needed a cane 

To walk down the hall 

And when she grew tired 

She leaned on the wall. 

 

A long time ago 

The troll had been here 

And Sister Rose Mary 

Had filled him with fear. 

 

She had said, “Mister Troll, 

We have children in bed 

And if you don’t go home 

You’ll get bopped on the head.” 

 

At first the troll laughed 

As she raised up her cane 

But when it bopped his head 

He cried out in pain. 

 

The troll never forgot 

The frightening sight 

Of Sister Rose Mary 

And her cane on that night. 

 

Now back to our story 

With the troll eating steak 

His loud yelling and laughing 

Keeping children awake. 

 

And who should appear 

Like that time long ago 

But Sister Rose Mary 

Her cane ready to go. 

 

 

She had been in the chapel 

Saying prayers for the sick 

But when she heard the troll 

She came out very quick. 

 

The troll took one look 

At the cane and the nun 

He knew right away 

‘Twas the end of his fun. 

 

Half the steak in his mouth 

And no time to eat more 

He pushed nurses aside 

Then ran for the door. 

 

He got out in a hurry 

In the night black as coal 

And no one could see him 

Sneak home to his hole. 

 

The police then arrived 

They said, “Sister Rose Mary 

Let us take to jail 

The troll that’s so scary.” 

 

But the kind little nun 

Shook her head and said, “No. 

Mister Troll has gone home 

We shall just let him go.” 

 

The troll sometimes returns 

But he always runs 

When he sees Sister Rose Mary 

The bravest of nuns. 


