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Chapter One

The Final Rose 
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Ann and her friend were hiking in the Illinois mountains on a winter afternoon. The sky was gray, but it wasn’t snowing. It was getting dark, and they were headed back to their cabin. Samantha walked ahead when they hit flat land and walked quickly to the cabin trail. Night sounds started: animals, insects, and something that they couldn’t quite make out. It was eerie and wailing. Footsteps crunched in the snow. The wind blew, and it began snowing. It dusted a little at first then came down hard. A phantasm covered in snow flew at Ann and knocked her over! Her head hit a snow pile. Small scratches were made all over her.

“Annie!” Samantha called.

The snow-covered phantom came to her. It had a dirty seed of ice, and it jammed it under scraped skin. As Samantha approached, it flew away.

“Are you okay?” she asked.

“Yes, but that thing scratched me, and I think it implanted something inside me,” Anne answered, and Samantha winced. They walked back to the cabin, and when they got in the door, they heard an unearthly wail.

“What was that?” Samantha asked.

“That thing was a snow ghost. If it were the Abominable Snowman, it would be bigger,” Ann answered, and they slammed the door, locked it, and pushed the bookcase in front of it. 

As the night went on, Ann’s condition worsened. She felt something under her skin that didn’t come out when she washed it. The ice seed melted, leaving her infected with ice monster genes. She got under her bed covers, but still shivered from the cold.

When she got up in the morning, she felt sick and weak. Samantha decided to take her to the hospital when she passed out and didn’t get up. She put Ann in the back seat of the car, and as she drove, she noticed icicles forming on her friend's fingers, so she turned on the car’s heat.

When they rolled her into the hospital, before they started doing tests, the nurses opened her eyes, and they looked ice blue. Her hair was dark blonde, and her temperature, because of the weather, was 95. 

As Ann slept, Samantha snuck in and said goodnight as she held her hand. She noticed her nails were long, and yesterday they weren't. Something needed to be done, so she went to get their suitcases and check out of the cabin. When she turned in the key, she said, “This area is haunted.”

Surprisingly, the woman said, “I know. People have reported hearing strange sounds.”

“Well, the cabin is cozy, but I don’t think the heating works very well. My friend was attacked by something and caught some germs. She looks like she has pneumonia. It’s too bad. She liked it here at cabin 9.” She was stopped from talking when the phone rang.

“Where’s Andrea? She hasn’t called me,” her mother asked on the other line. When her mother heard the news, she decided to come out and visit her. She was in a good hospital. She was in good hands.

As Ann lay unconscious in her bed, the nurses tried to wake her, but with no success. She pulled up her thick blanket because it was always cold. They tried to keep her from turning blue. A doctor came in and put a stethoscope to her chest, and she was breathing, but she growled internally. The doctor didn’t understand it, and she was determined to find a cure. She made a note of what she heard and made sure the room was warm. Just as the doctor and nurses were leaving, Ann’s mother entered the room. They didn’t know she was into homeopathic medicine.

When they were gone, she turned off the light and left just a small nightlight on for her daughter. “Hello, Ann. You’ll get better. I brought you something to help.” Ann’s thumb twitched in response, and her mother took out a vial of liquid medicine mixed with a natural ingredient: rose hips and juice from a last rose. It was rare but had healing power. It even felt warm to the touch, and before Ann went on her cabin vacation, she knew her mother was looking for it. They bloom in the winter and are usually purple or red. They grow on a bush, but it is usually in the middle of wild land or a clearing. They were beautiful, and Ann had never actually seen one. Her mother poured it between her daughter’s lips. Her lips twitched, and she opened her eyes a little. “Hi Ann,” her mother said. Her cure saved the day, and in the morning, the doctor would be surprised. It was a miracle.

As they talked and caught up, her mom showed her pictures of the last rose. It was dull black, red and sparkling with a blackish-green stem. In less than a week, she would be going home.

“I can’t believe I’m up,” she said, “but it’s weird. When I was unconscious, I had bad dreams, and I felt like something was inside me.” She looked at the scrapes on her arm and where the seed was. The nurses had cleaned it. “I swear I was growling. There are monsters out there.” She sat up a little. “I want to go home and recover.” It was her only solution. “I need to eat as far away from here as possible.”

Her mom nodded in agreement. “Of course, Andrea.”

Her daughter was very hungry and weak. She could not stand up and slept through the night.

Samantha got home to Chicago before Ann got out of the hospital, and immediately she looked up a number to report cabin 9 to ghost hunters. Quickly, she found Rose Cortez from the Circle of Roses. The whole incident was reported: the blizzard, the haunted woods, the snow ghost, and the cure of the final rose. Samantha gave Rose her phone number just in case it was needed, and Rose promised to investigate. The cabin was a few hours away, and it was December, but just after Christmas would be a good time to check it out. Ultimately, the last week of the year, she decided to go up to stay there to look for snow ghosts and stay in cabin 9 for a while. She invited Lana and Victoria, Vicky, to come, and they would stay in a different cabin. Victoria would stay with Rose, and Lana was bringing her daughter Sylvie, so they would stay in cabin 8 nearby. Victoria would stay with her in the 3 bedroom cabin.

Rose watched the beautifully colored Christmas tree in her shop called The Circle of Roses. They made plans and packed their belongings. They would carpool in her minivan all the way down there. They had a Secret Santa giveaway for each other, and the tree had more gifts beneath it because the governor was sent to her shop to give them gifts. He was wearing a Santa hat, and they took a picture with him. Because of the small kitchen in the back, they could make hot chocolate, and it was new because there had been a fire in it almost two years ago that was started after they met two girls who posed as phony roses to rob the shop. They were in a cult. They sipped hot chocolate and shook their wrapped presents.  
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WHEN THEY ARRIVED AT their investigation, they got the keys to their cabins from the rental office. There was no one to be seen anywhere. Lana and Sylvie were staying in the cabin next door, and both were quite similar. They were spacious with lofts and looked like they were built in the 1970’s. 

Sylvie Langly, Lana’s daughter, looked around with wide eyes. Rose put her bags down in her room. They would be staying as long as they needed to. She looked around but didn’t see anything supernatural and pulled down the ladder to the loft. As she looked around, there were items that she did not need, like useless boxes and stools. Some of the boxes were sealed, and she didn’t know what was in them. It sounded like, from the report, the ice ghosts never got in, so it could be that just the area was haunted.

The roses spent the afternoon visiting each other's cabins, and they had dinner together at Rose and Vicky Moore’s cabin. A candle was lit at the dinner table, though the dining room light was on.

“I don’t see any signs of ghosts,” Rose said at the dinner table. “I’ll talk to people around tomorrow, and we can go shopping for food. I hope there isn’t a snowstorm coming.”

They all nodded in agreement. “This dinner is a good idea. We should do this all the time,” Lana said.

“Yes, we will,” Rose responded. “There’s a store about five minutes away. We’ll get all of our food there.”

“I’d like to see this place in the spring. Flowers, green grass, and all,” Sylvie added, then taking a bite of her steak.

“No doubt it’s beautiful,” her mother, Lana, responded.

“It’s beautiful on Lana Lane,” Sylvie said jokingly.

“I like that,” her mom responded.

“I’ve heard final roses can bloom out here,” Vicky mentioned.

The dinner went nicely. “I have some college homework that I brought, and our cabin has books. I want to get back,” Sylvie stated.

“Wait," her mother stated, and followed her off as if she didn’t want her to go alone. It was night, and the animals were out. “Thank you,” Lana said as she stepped outside. It was cold, and the snow crunched beneath her feet. As she stood, she heard two more crunches, and she looked behind her but passed it off as her daughter’s footsteps.

As the night passed and Rose unpacked her things, she kept looking out of the window. She wanted to see something supernatural. She looked every hour she was awake but never saw anything. As she sat in her green chair, she stared out the window; it began to snow softly. She wasn’t sure how the supernatural investigation would turn out, and in the next cabin over, the mother and daughter team sat quietly. As she liked to do, Sylvie took out her diary and began recording her experiences to remember them and in case there were any notes that would help her in the future.
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Chapter Two

Ice Sisters
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“I HAVE TO DRIVE OUT to the office to talk to the rental manager about the supernatural complaints out here.” Rose stuffed her large black purse with paper, a camera, and a recorder. “I want the whole story, but first I want to go to the empty cabins to check them out. They are near each other. One through five are empty, which means there are people in only a few cabins,” she told Vicky.

Vicky nodded, and her bob fell into her dark brown eyes.

As Rose drove slowly down the snow-covered road, she saw that there, in fact, were cars parked. There were people, but what happened to them? Near one cabin, she saw small prints in the snow leading to a door. Rose thought, maybe they just didn’t like the cold. She turned the car and drove toward the manager's office.

The woman inside had a heater going. “Hi,” Rose said. “I’m renting cabin 9. I’m very interested in hearing ghost stories about those cabins.”

“Yes, we’ve had reports about people seeing others outside, but they are covered in snow, and they heard clicking. Strange noises, and there were Ann and Samantha. They stayed in cabin 9. Ann was attacked. She said it wasn’t an animal. I hope it’s not a prowler,” the manager said.

“That may be why the cabin area seems empty. People are afraid to come out,” Rose said.

“Yes. One lady said she saw the abominable snowman, but that doesn’t exist.” She sat at her desk. 

“What’s this place like in the spring?” Rose asked.

“Green, quiet, peaceful; a lot of roses grow out here. It’s weird. There’s a patch of them growing near your cabin around the mountains. Some bloom in the spring, and some in the winter. There are many pastel colors and red in the spring, but in the winter, there are purples and blues. You should come back and hike,” she suggested.

“That sounds like a good idea. Are the woods considered haunted year round?” Rose asked.

“No, but the cabins are old and creaky. We clean them up for the summer,” the manager said.

“Thank you. We’ll probably be here for a week and a half. I tried to find others who are staying there, but I only saw cars.” She shrugged her shoulders. “I may be back if I need anything.”

“Okay, and Rose, that garden reminds me of the Garden of the Gods. I’ve heard it sparkles day and night.” The manager shivered.
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WHEN DRIVING BACK, she stopped at the cabins again. She walked to one without a car. When she opened the door, it was freezing. She stepped in. “Hello,” she called, but no one answered. As she walked, she noticed there was snow inside. “Are you okay?” she asked. When she found no one, she stepped out. As she stepped out, she heard clicking inside, and she got into her car to leave.

As both ladies stayed warm in the cabin that night, they heard clicking outside. It sounded about six times an hour. “What is that?” Vicky said.

“Let’s hope it’s a bug,” Rose answered as she peeked out of a window. At first, she didn’t see anything, but in the distance, she saw the dark outline of a person walking very slowly to the mountain as a strange hum sounded. Rose wondered if there was a cult nearby. “Do you hear that?” She asked Vicky.

“Yes.” She came to the window. The person wandered away.

“Why didn’t we bring weapons for protection?” Rose asked. She shut the curtain, and they ran up to the loft. There was a banging on the front door. When they looked at the window, they saw a person very pale with blue around their eyes. They beat on the window and it dragged itself away. It was an ice zombie skin pale and white. They pulled up the ladder and watched outside from the small loft window. Some of them walked in the snow with their arms in front of them. “I’m guessing that’s the other people who were in the cabins. When I went today, I didn’t see anyone. It seemed abandoned, but cars were still there. This is a zombie infestation. We need to get out of here. I want to call Lana.” Rose didn’t say anything more. The loft was fixed up like a small room, and they didn’t mind staying there until morning. They both said goodnight and assumed the zombies would be gone the next day. They were safe there. The night became still and quiet. 

Come morning all they could think about was Lana and Sylvie. They opened the loft and put the ladder down. Quickly Vicky put her shoes on and Rose opened the drapes. Vicky walked through the snow towards Lana’s cabin. As she did it began snowing, and when she turned around, a ghost covered in ice and snow came at her with a sharp tool and cut her. Her eyes widened as the phantom took a black seed covered in ice, so small it looked like black dirt and pushed it into her with its long, hollow, icy hands. Her wound dripped with blood, and she left a trail as she ran to the right. It followed her but Vicky breathlessly stumbled back into her cabin and locked the door. Rose watched her fall to the couch.

As she lay on the couch, tired, they watched zombies pass the window. “I’ll call Lana,” Rose said, and she ran to the phone. Vicky could overhear her talking, and she said, “So your alright,” to the phone. She began shaking and sweating and ran to the bathroom. When she came out, she went to her bedroom.

As she lay there, Rose asked her, “How are you feeling?”

“It implanted something in me. I’m cold.” Vicky pulled a blanket over herself. Veins were showing in her arm that were blue. The dark seed had crawled under her skin like a bug and shot it’s roots through her arm. It throbbed. She rubbed it crying and trying to make the pain stop.

“Lana said she would call for help and try to get over here tonight,” Rose said, but Vicky just drifted away. When Rose went to check on her she still felt cold. Rose built a fire to warm it up. It looked like ice was forming around her friend. Hopefully help would come the following day. Strange sounds were heard that night. There was humming coming from outside. Rose wondered, was Vicky becoming one of those things? This was the ice monsters she was investigating. She sat down on the living room couch and kept an eye out for them.

By morning, she had pieced the whole thing together; this was what happened to Ann. Vicky would be a zombie if they couldn’t stop it. If they did she was to become something in between. In the early morning hours, she checked on Vicky, and she was covered in ice and slush, sleeping. All she knew was that the last victim had to go to the hospital; they needed a last rose and rose hips, and she needed to save her friend from the ice because if it killed her, she would be a dangerous zombie. Dirty sludge dripped from the bed. She needed a
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