
To the ones who vanished without a sound.

Who were wiped from every photograph.

Who screamed behind the glass while no one

listened.

He’s coming back. For us all.
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White.

The color of snow.

Of silence.

Of peace.

Of purity.

It blankets the world like a lie, smoothing over the sharp edges of truth.

To most, it means new beginnings—a fresh start, a life untouched.

But in other corners of the world, white is not a beginning.

It’s an ending.

A color of mourning.

Of spirits.

Of death.

In Eastern cultures, white drapes the dead.

It is the final shade, the one worn when everything else is gone.

And sometimes, that meaning lingers.

Sometimes it follows.

Sometimes it arrives with the snow.

There’s a kind of quiet that doesn’t feel peaceful.

A stillness too heavy to be innocent.

A wind that carries something colder than air.

Not every town welcomes you with open arms.

Not every house is just a house.

And not every color means safety.

They say the devil comes in many forms.

But when he comes in white—

He doesn’t need fire.

He brings the cold.

So ask yourself this before you go any further:

What does white mean?

Because in Rovaniemi,

White is not a beginning.

It’s a warning.

Or maybe the end.

Welcome again to Rovaniemi.

-Ahmad Zaki
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July 12, 2009

The snow didn’t fall that morning.

It stood still.

Like the world had paused for one final breath before collapsing in on itself.

Flake sat at the edge of the cemetery, knees pressed to his chest, breath rising like fog. His eyes, sunken and hollow, stared forward at a single black balloon that floated gently above his mother’s grave.

It didn’t bounce or dance.

It just... hovered.

Still. Watching.

The sky was a mess of white clouds and broken silence.

Not a crow, not a whisper, not even the wind dared to move through this place.

Only him.

Only that balloon.

He wiped his cheek with the back of his hand, but the tears wouldn’t stop.

“I’m sorry,” he whispered. “I tried.”

The balloon drifted slightly. Not up. Not away. But forward.

Toward the woods.

Flake blinked.

It moved again.

A slow tug, like someone invisible was leading it deeper into the trees.

He stood.

He knew he shouldn’t follow it.

He knew what happened when he followed things.

But this time... it felt different.

It felt final.

Snow cracked under his boots. One step. Then another.

The air grew colder with every breath. His heartbeat slowed.

Or maybe the world’s heartbeat did.

The trees grew thicker. Branches crooked like fingers.

He passed old footprints. Children’s footprints.

Some of them were his.

Some were not.

Then he stopped.

The balloon had landed.

It rested against the bark of a dead birch tree.

Flake looked up.

At first, there was nothing.

Just the quiet. The snow. His breath.

Then—

A creak.

A crack.

A hand.

Thin, white, impossibly long fingers wrapped around a tree trunk high above.

Then a head tilted out from behind it. Slowly. Sideways.

It wore a porcelain-white mask. The smile was carved into it. Jagged. Almost amused.

The body followed. Clothed in loose, baggy white clown fabric, stitched with silver thread that shimmered like veins.

Flake’s heart stopped.

It didn’t blink.

Didn’t speak.

Didn’t breathe.

The devil crouched on the branch like a spider. Watching him.

Flake opened his mouth, but nothing came out.

The clown tilted its head again. Further this time. Too far.

A neck shouldn’t bend like that.

Then—movement.

It crawled.

Up the tree.

Not down—up. Like gravity didn’t care.

Its arms twisted unnaturally as it slithered to the top of the tallest branch.

And then...

It jumped.

Straight down.

Flake didn’t even scream.

Just a gasp—sharp and small—before he hit the ground hard, snow exploding around them.

The devil was on him.

Knees digging into his chest. One hand gripping his jaw. The other pressing down on his throat.

Flake’s hands flailed. He tried to push it off. Tried to kick.

The devil didn’t move.

It leaned closer, face inches from his, the mask smiling.

And then—the mask cracked.

Down the middle.

Beneath it:

No eyes.

No skin.

Just teeth. Endless, rotting, yellow teeth. Lined across a mouth too wide, too deep.

The devil opened that mouth and let out a sound that wasn’t a scream—

It was a laugh, deep and hollow and ancient.

Then it attacked.

Teeth sank into Flake’s neck.

Fingers crushed bone.

The snow turned red.

He struggled.

Choked.

Twitched.

The balloon hovered above, watching him die. Then, it popped—

Without a sound.

And when Flake’s body stopped moving,

The devil looked up at the sky, blood dripping from its jaw—

And smiled.
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ROVANEIMI
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October 15, 2017

The snow wasn’t scary this time.

It sparkled under the soft gray sky like powdered sugar, gently falling on the road ahead. Rovaniemi looked peaceful, quiet, and clean—like a fresh page waiting to be written on. The world outside the navy blue Mercedes E-Class was white and soft, and everything felt right for once.

Inside the car, Scott adjusted the heater slightly and smiled at the road in front of him. He liked driving in silence. Tara sat next to him, her head resting lightly on her hand, calm, eyes half-shut. She wasn’t tired. She just liked listening to the soft hum of the tires rolling across the snowy road.

In the back seat, little Cindy sat in her pink coat with her hood pushed back. She had a coloring book on her lap, crayons everywhere, but she wasn’t drawing. She was watching the snowflakes hit the window.

“Dad,” she said, breaking the quiet. “When will we arrive?”

Scott glanced at her in the rearview mirror and smiled. “Don’t worry, sweetie. Thirty minutes max.”

“Okay, Dad.” She paused, then added with a wide grin, “This holiday will be amazing! In our new house! In Rovaniemi!”

Tara smiled at that.

“I love the north lights,” Cindy continued, her face pressed against the window. “And snow. So much snow!”

Scott laughed softly. “Yes, sweetie. We’ll have a lot of fun.”

“I hope I see a reindeer,” she whispered.

“You might,” Tara said, finally opening her eyes. “We’re really up north now.”

The family drove on.

The road wasn’t spooky or dark. It was open and beautiful. The trees were tall but not too close, their branches brushed gently with snow. There was no fog. No strange shadows. Just peace.

They passed a modern road sign that read “Welcome to Rovaniemi”, and Cindy clapped her hands.

“We’re here!” she said.

Scott nodded. “Almost home.”

⸻

The turn to their new house came up soon after. A small paved road turned off the highway, winding through wide forest paths that looked like something from a postcard. After a few more minutes, the house appeared.

And it was perfect.

It stood on a clean patch of land, surrounded by a simple white fence. The snow had been shoveled already. The wooden house was freshly painted, a soft warm beige with white shutters. It had two stories, a large front porch, and warm orange lights glowing from the windows. A chimney puffed gentle smoke into the sky.

It looked like a dream.

Cindy gasped. “Is that it?!”

“That’s it,” Scott said, pulling into the driveway. “Looks nice, huh?”

“It’s beautiful,” Tara whispered.

Cindy unbuckled her seatbelt before the car even stopped. “I love it!”

They all stepped out into the snow. It wasn’t too cold. The wind was still. The air smelled clean and crisp. Scott opened the trunk while Cindy ran up to the porch, stomping her boots through the snow.

The porch had three clean wooden steps. She climbed them and stood by the door, staring at the way the icicles hung from the roof like frozen teeth. Tara joined her moments later, rubbing her hands together, looking at the white smoke coming out of the chimney.

Scott walked around the car, opening the trunk and grabbing the suitcases. There weren’t many. Just two large bags, one backpack, and a cardboard box sealed with red tape. He carried them toward the house one by one, while Tara unlocked the front door with the shiny silver key the owner had mailed them two weeks earlier.

When the door opened, the warm air greeted them like an old friend.

The living room had a tall ceiling and two large windows, showing the snowy forest behind the house. A soft beige couch stood in the center, with a thick gray blanket folded neatly on the side. A square wooden coffee table sat in front of it, and on top of it, there was a small round candle holder with a flickering LED candle inside. The walls were painted a calming white, and in the corner of the room, an electric fireplace hummed quietly, throwing soft orange light against the walls.

Cindy ran inside first, kicking off her boots on the mat.

“Wowwwww!” she said, twirling in a circle. “It’s warm! And it smells like cinnamon!”

Tara walked behind her slowly, nodding. “It’s beautiful.”

Upstairs, there were three rooms. Cindy picked hers the second she saw the little white bed under the window. There were books already stacked on a shelf, left by the owners for kids who might visit. Plush toys sat on the corner of the bed: a rabbit, a sleepy bear, and a tiny black-and-white husky.

Cindy jumped onto the bed and rolled over the blanket. “This is my bed. My bed forever!”

Scott chuckled from the hallway. “You like it, huh?”

“I LOVE it.”

Later that afternoon, when all the bags were inside, and the kitchen was stocked with groceries, and the heaters were softly buzzing in every room, Cindy slipped on her snow pants and ran outside again with her mittens on.

She walked slowly at first, gazing at the way the snow sparkled like crushed diamonds. Then, she sat down near the small backyard fence and started packing snow together with both hands.

“What are you doing, honey?” Tara asked from the porch, sipping tea.

“I’m making someone!” Cindy answered. “A snow guy.”

It took her half an hour. First, she rolled the base—big and heavy. Then the middle section. She struggled a little, but Scott came out and helped lift it gently. The head was easier. She used a carrot for the nose from the fridge, two buttons for the eyes, and Tara brought her an old scarf from her bag to tie around its neck. A wool hat finished it off.

When it was done, Cindy stood back and admired her creation.

“He needs a name,” she said.

Scott tilted his head. “What about... Mr. Freezy?”

Cindy giggled. “Mr. Freezy it is!”

They all took a picture with him—Cindy in front, Tara and Scott on either side.

Then came the hot chocolate.

Tara made it on the stove, not the microwave. Real milk, cocoa powder, a touch of sugar, and a handful of mini marshmallows dropped in like tiny snowballs. The mugs were heavy and white, and the steam made little curls in the air.

The three of them sat on the couch under the same blanket, Cindy in the middle with her feet tucked under her, holding her mug with both hands.

The fireplace glowed quietly. The windows showed nothing but soft snow falling outside. The room was lit only by the fireplace and one lamp beside the couch.

They watched a Christmas movie about a lost reindeer. Nothing sad. Nothing scary.

Cindy leaned her head on her mom’s arm and whispered, “I love it here.”

Scott reached over and brushed her hair softly. “We do too, sweetheart.”

Outside, the trees were still.

No wind.

No whispers.

Only snow.

Only quiet.

Only peace.
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The snow outside had thickened.

It fell like a quiet curtain, brushing softly against the windows of the warm, sleeping house in Rovaniemi. Streetlights painted golden pools on the white ground, flickering slightly in the windless cold. The trees didn’t move. The sky was thick with clouds, but peaceful. It was the kind of night where everything seemed paused.

Inside, the house glowed in the soft dimness of bedtime. The heaters purred gently, like tame machines humming under the floor.

Upstairs, Cindy’s room was lit only by her little nightlight—a small, sleepy owl that glowed a warm orange on her bedside table. Her bed was neatly made, a white comforter tucked over her body, a stuffed husky curled in her arms.

Scott stood by the door, the knob in his hand, watching her breathe. One hand on the doorframe, shoulders slouched just a little. Not from tiredness, but peace.

She looked perfect there, a bundle of pink pajama sleeves and warm skin, her hair spread gently on the pillow.

He walked up slowly and kissed her on the forehead. She shifted a little in her sleep, but didn’t wake up.

“Goodnight, Cindy,” he whispered, almost not making a sound.

Then he turned and walked out of the room, closing the door with a soft click behind him.

The hallway was dark, but the kind of dark that wasn’t scary. It was thick, calm, full of warmth from the house itself. The wooden floor didn’t creak. The lights were all off except the one by the stairs, which glowed faintly from below like a small lighthouse.

Scott stepped into the master bedroom. It smelled faintly of lavender and wood smoke. The lamp on the left side of the bed was still on, casting a golden glow across the blankets.

Tara lay under the covers, back resting against a large white pillow, a book open in her hands. Her reading glasses sat low on her nose, and the way the light hit her face made her eyes look softer, deeper. She glanced up when Scott entered, her lips curling into a half-smile.

“You’re still reading horror novels again?” Scott said, pulling off his hoodie and tossing it over the chair near the wall. His voice was low and scratchy, already halfway into sleep.

Tara didn’t answer immediately. She turned a page slowly with one finger, eyes scanning the lines like she wasn’t done yet. Then she closed the book lightly and set it on the nightstand.

“I have fun while reading,” she said simply, her voice a little amused.

Scott shook his head with a tired smirk. “I don’t know where the fuck the fun is in horror books.”

She laughed quietly, pulling the blanket up to her chest. “It’s not about being scared,” she said. “It’s about getting pulled into something... strange. And dark. And different.”

He raised his eyebrows, walking over to the other side of the bed. “So you’re telling me this ‘Grin’ book is ‘fun’?”

“It is,” she said, curling slightly toward him. “It’s creepy. But it’s clever. The way it builds. The way it plays with you. It’s like a slow nightmare that doesn’t want to hurt you. It just wants to watch you sleep.”

Scott made a face. “Yeah, no thanks.”

Tara chuckled again and rolled her eyes. “You’re boring.”

He slipped under the covers and turned off the lamp on his side of the bed. The darkness settled immediately, soft and full.

“You know,” he murmured, “Cindy is very happy here.”

Tara nodded in the dark. “She is.”

“I mean... I am too. The atmosphere here, the snow, the house. Everything’s kind of... spectacular.”

“Peaceful,” Tara whispered.

They lay in silence for a moment. A long, warm, comforting silence. The kind where you don’t need to say anything more because the day had said it all for you.

Outside, the snow kept falling.

Inside, the heat wrapped around them like invisible blankets.

The sound of the wind didn’t come. No branches scratched the walls. No footsteps outside. Just the steady pulse of heaters and the heartbeat of a house newly lived in.

Scott turned slightly toward Tara and whispered, “Goodnight.”

“Night,” she replied, and leaned over to kiss his cheek. It was a soft kiss, barely there.

Then she reached over, turned off her lamp, and the room went completely dark.

Only the sound of breath. Only the snow falling beyond the windows.
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The snow didn’t stop through the night, but by morning, it had become light—almost invisible. Like the sky itself was breathing quietly, exhaling just enough to keep the white from melting away.

The sun didn’t fully shine in Rovaniemi this time of year. Not the way it did in other places. But it was there now—gentle, filtered through the thick clouds, a soft silver light that painted the windows and warmed the bedsheets.

Cindy stirred.

Her face scrunched slightly, then relaxed. She stretched both arms above her head and let out a quiet little yawn, her legs curling under the warm blanket before she kicked them out.

Her eyes fluttered open.

Her ceiling was pale white, with a tiny toy mobile hanging from the corner—a remnant from a younger age, still swinging gently with air currents she couldn’t feel.

She smiled.

Something about this house made waking up easy. Something about the way the cold pressed against the windows while the inside stayed warm—it made everything feel like a storybook.

She sat up in bed slowly, pushed the blanket off her legs, and let her feet touch the soft wooden floor. It was cold, but not biting. The kind of cold that made you feel alive.

Her room smelled like wood and laundry.

She stood, rubbing her eyes, and walked across the small rug that lay between her bed and the mirror.

The mirror was tall. Almost as tall as her dad. It stood in the corner, framed in pale oak, the edges slightly carved with old patterns that looked like vines. She liked it. It made her feel grown-up.

She stood in front of it now and fixed her wavy brown hair, her fingers smoothing the curls into place, trying to make the front pieces stay down the way she liked. Her reflection looked happy, sleep-warm, cheeks still flushed.

Then she paused.

For a second—just a second—something felt off.

Her reflection was still there, still copying her movements, still blinking when she blinked. But something behind her caught her eye.

In the mirror.

In the corner of her room, far back, near the shelf that held the books and the sleepy bear, something was there.

A small figure.

A boy.

He wasn’t doing anything. Just... standing there.

He was little. Smaller than her, even. His hair was dark and messy. His face was pale—not scary pale, but colorless, like he hadn’t seen the sun in a long time. He didn’t move. Just stood. In the corner.

Cindy’s heart skipped once—not fast, not scared—just surprised. Her lips parted. Her breath caught slightly in her throat.

She turned around quickly.

Nothing.

The room was empty. Just her bed, her bookshelf, her toys. The sleepy bear still sat exactly where she left it. Nothing had moved. There were no footprints on the floor. No sound.

Silence.

She looked at the corner again. Then back at the
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