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Elle wasn’t getting too much business at her Bloomstone bed and breakfast and noticed the lilies growing back. Some bulbs were left accidentally, and with Beverly Bloomstone’s ancient spell on them, they would never stop growing. Her old Victorian bedroom was hidden on the third floor and was cleaned only twice a year. The dust was so thick that none of the guests went in, and sometimes, without explanation, the door wouldn’t open. Someone would just tell them that there was a lot of rain in the north west and the door could be swollen shut, but Elle knew better. She remembered the ghost of her great-aunt Joanna and her husband, and there was still spirit activity; she just needed to know what happened.

Occasionally, footsteps were heard in the old bedroom. The old ghost of Beverly Bloomstone was not ready to let beauty or her old house go. She had died there over a century ago when a beauty spell went bad and her heart turned to actual stone. She died gradually but loved to sit in her sunroom and watch the world go by with her husband and French maid. The spell was called Eternally Beautiful, but she didn’t know it was a death spell. At thirty, she was very beautiful and loved to bathe in lily water.

The red roses still came up in the backyard and bloomed in the sunroom, and the lilies were starting to grow inside the house through cracks and through doors. They were white and bright pink, and she would quickly cut those and take them to her room for use. She masked the house's old smell with them, and when Elle opened the main entry door to go in it smelled like dozens of lilies in a graveyard.

When strange flowers began appearing on muddy statues of people, she named them ghosts because they were white and only came out at night. Boom. Hiss. The sounds went through the night, and sometimes it said, “lilies,” very loudly. The ghost flowers would face the bedroom windows and people as if they were listening and were going to report it to the main ghost. Beverly’s dress made a hissing sound as she walked through the dust. It left patterns in the dust. Elle picked up the phone to call a local paranormal investigator.

Static crackled. “Paranormal investigators. This is Melanie.”

“I need your help with an old ghost,” Elle said quickly. “But it has to be a secret.”

“Of course. I’ll hunt down any ghost,” Melanie responded.

“I want you to stay at my bed and breakfast. She is too loud. Her skirts hiss. She has rules, and she put a deadly beauty spell on this place in 1894 and on herself.” Elle listened intently.

“I’ll be there tomorrow,” Melanie responded.

She went quickly, and when she did, there were five others there. Most of them staying on the second floor and none of them on the third.
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THE FIRST THING MELANIE saw was the pink lilies, and when she entered the manor there were smears of pink pollen on different parts of the house. A sign that something was off. Beverly wanted more than eternal life. Elle walked up to her room with her to put her things down. There was a welcoming card on the nightstand.

“Dinner is in the main dining room at six,” Elle announced.

Elle’s room was very good sized and she didn’t have any intentions in leaving until she got rid of the ghost. 

She left the room to check out the house. Nothing was out of the ordinary, and she heard men and women entering that were staying there as well. She found a door that opened into more stairs. It led to the secret third floor. It got darker because there were few windows. It looked old-fashioned and not lived in. When she got to a closed door, she opened it. It was old and covered in dust. Everything was faded and Victorian. When she got to the window, she opened it. The door blew shut.

She sat down and relaxed. It was like her own secret room. There were many personal items: books, a vanity table with a small metal brush. From the window, she could see a lot of bushes and statues. Most of the flowers were in the front. There weren’t any neighbors, and the house creaked.

She ran downstairs and found Elle. “I found the third floor. There’s an old room. Can I sweep and clean it?”

“Yes, but it’s very old. That was Beverly Bloomstone’s room. All of her old belongings are still there.”

“Okay,” Melanie agreed.

Elle took a broom and gave it to her. “They are going to start dinner. We’ll be calling in almost two hours.”

Melanie nodded quickly. This was certainly the ghost’s room, but the third floor was a place for her. It was quieter.

When Mel got up there, it was a lot of work sweeping and cleaning the room. When she was done, she was dirty and hot. When she was done cleaning up, it was dinner time. From the stairs, she could hear it simmer and people gathering at the long wood table. She brushed her hair and went down to dinner.

As they sat, gravy and meat were placed on a table. Elle began to speak. “This house has been in my family since 1894. I still hold the rules to Beverly’s house.”

“They are such good rules, thank you,” a female voice said. “These must be followed. You don’t want to be a bad addition to the terrace.”

People looked around and gasped. It was Beverly Bloomstone. She enforced her rules with threats but never expected to actually follow through with them. Deep in her heart, she knew she didn’t want to be alone forever. Someone needed to stay with her. More than one person.

“Rule one, honor the stillness. Rule two, refresh the bloom. Three, the third floor is for sleeping. Mine and Beverly Bloomstone’s quarters are on the third floor. You wouldn’t want to disturb her rest. Rule four, mind the garden gates. The ghost flowers are sensitive. If you hear them whispering at night, don’t answer them and don’t touch them. They really want a new story to tell and like their freedom.  Five, dinner is mandatory. I find it rude to skip a meal. It will be at eight every night, and try to wear color. It’s so important when the world feels gray. And six, please do not bring salt. We have it already in the kitchen.” Elle sat down and a lady brought more food. 

They dug in quickly.

The guests nodded and one man said, “If they don’t like gray then why don’t they wallpaper the house?”

Elle responded, “The foyer is gray but I wish we had old-fashioned wallpaper. It may get some later.”

The man nodded and excused himself to go and wash his hands. He stopped in the hallway. It was only lit up by a small chandelier. He could see some of the dust. Freddy frowned at the sight. The lady who worked there probably had a hard time getting rid of the dust. It was a large and old house. He shivered. How come the Tiffany lamps weren’t on? He reached out to touch the plastic pink lily in a vase when suddenly dust on the floor’s carpet began to swirl as if there was a breeze, but there wasn’t. Not a single window was open, and it was evening. He grabbed the fake flower hard and felt the dust. It felt coarse and covered his palm. The dust was swirling as if introducing a ghost’s presence. 

He ran quickly to the bathroom. He turned on the water and looked at his hand. It was actually thick with dirt. It was a grounded stone and he locked the door when the swirl began to follow him. Whispering seemed to be coming from the small window. “Hello,” he said.

“We’re here. In the garden.” Sweet giggling was heard. It was the flowers. He thought of the rule, mind the garden gates. He wasn’t supposed to talk to the flowers. The sound of the swirling was right outside his door and he asked, “What do I do?”

“Rub your hands along the door and squirt the lily water there,” a small voice said.

He nodded and did as instructed. The lilies and ancient stone was sacred and scared the swirl away. He secretly shut the window and closed it knowing he could get good information from the flowers if he wanted to. He washed his hands and went back to dinner. They stared at him but he didn’t want to believe that they knew what had happened.
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DINNER WAS GREAT AND when Freddy went back into his room he found his list of rules like the others and put it in his wallet for safe keeping. He turned on his little yellow and blue Tiffany lamp and looked out the window to see what view that he was getting. There was land, bushes, and a few white flowers opened wide though the moon shone high in the sky. He opened the window.

“Hello. Flowers. Can you tell me how you are? Am I safe?” he asked.

Nothing. Maybe they weren’t the living ghost flowers. He closed the window.

The night was still and people had gone to bed. With the house quiet and dark Melanie took a small light and quietly went up the stairs to the third floor. She shut the door behind her. In Beverly’s room it was stuffy. She shut off her flashlight when she saw light coming from the bathroom. She knocked and opened the door. Nobody was there but there was a water in the bathtub and lilies floating on top. Empty bottles were on the counter and she filled one with the water. There was also a paper with a recipe on it. Was Elle making lily water?

The recipe seemed strange and the paper did look old. It read:

To Preserve


●  Three gallons of rainwater.

●  Seven petals from a pink lily crushed.

●  A handful of stone dust scraped from the house.

●  A single drop of blood from one who wishes to
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