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The storm had come down out of the north like a living beast.

Snow tore across the Ontario wilderness in blinding sheets, driven by a wind so fierce it bent the black spruces and skeletal birches until their frozen branches groaned like old bones. The sky had vanished entirely, swallowed by a white void that blurred earth and heaven together.

The rough road had disappeared hours ago.

Pietro leaned forward against the gale, one gloved hand gripping the bridle of the lead horse. Ice clung to his beard and his lashes. Every breath burned his lungs like cold knives. “Just a little farther,” he called back hoarsely, his voice almost lost in the wind. It howls like wolves, he thought.

For hours the wilderness had shown them nothing but trees and snow. The trail had vanished hours ago, lost beneath deep drifts, leaving only instinct and stubborn hope to guide the travellers onward.

Behind Pietro, the wagon creaked and lurched through the drifts. Natasha sat wrapped in thick furs, her arms tight around the boys.

Natasha sat hunched inside beneath furs, the two boys pressed tight against her sides.

Nicholas, the elder, stared out into the white storm with wide anxious eyes.

Dimitri had buried his face against his mother’s chest, trembling in the cold.

Grigori trudged beside the wagon, broad shoulders hunched, his boots sinking deep with every step. Snow had piled across the back of his coat.

At the rear walked Sylvester, a stranger they had met earlier that morning half-frozen on the road. A tall, gaunt man with hollow eyes and a heavy wool coat pulled tight around him. He laboured through the snow with an occasional curse.

The wind howled.

Pietro kept walking.

Grigori moved up to walk beside him. “We must find shelter,” he said. “The storm is growing worse.”

“I know...but all I see is forest.”

“Sylvester, what do you know of this region?”

“Lake Simco lays to the north, I think. The road should lead us there eventually.”

“If we are still on the road,” Grigori muttered. “Who can find it in this God-cursed storm?”

Pietro shook his head. “Keep your voice low. Do not frighten the children.”

Grigori frowned.

The wind gusted, stabbing with icy fingers through their coats.

Snow swirled around them.

Then something darker took shape ahead through the blizzard.

A farmhouse.

“Look there!” Grigori called out.

The structure leaned slightly as though tired of holding itself upright against the years. Snow buried half the porch. One of the railing posts had snapped and hung crooked. The roof sagged beneath a heavy white load.

No smoke rose from the chimney.

No lights glowed in any of the windows.

But it was walls. And a roof.

Shelter.

“Why have we stopped?” Natasha called out.

“A cabin!” Pietro told her. “Shelter!”

They rushed the horses toward it, plowing through the snow.

Grigori shoved at the front door. The wood had swollen with age and cold. It resisted stubbornly until he threw his shoulder into it.

The door groaned, before finally bursting open with a crack that echoed through the empty house.

The air inside was bitter and stale.

It smelled of dust, old timber, and something faintly sour—like grain left for too long in damp storage.

Snow had crept in through the warped window frames and gathered along the floorboards in pale drifts. The boards themselves were warped and scarred, some splitting at the seams.

Natasha stepped inside slowly, cautiously, her boots creaking on the frozen wood. “Hello?” she called out. The word seemed to fade before it reached the far walls.

“No one here,” Grigori said. “Abandoned.”

The room within was bare and neglected.

A heavy wooden table stood in the centre, its surface scarred with knife marks. Two broken chairs leaned against it. A third lay shattered in a corner.

In the far corner squatted an iron stove, rust creeping across its sides like old blood.

Shelves along the wall held little more than a cracked bowl and a few scattered grains of dried corn.

Nicholas tugged at Pietro’s sleeve. “Papa...where are the farmers?”

Peitro looked around the room slowly. “Gone,” he said. His voice sounded strange in the hollow silence.

Grigori snorted. “Left quick too, by the look of it.”

A back door near the hallway hung slightly open, banging softly against its frame whenever the wind shifted.

Natasha noticed something then.

Marks in the dust.

Dragging marks. As if something heavy had once been pulled across the floor.

She said nothing. Still better than being out in the storm. Instead she turned to unpack their supplies. “We need to kindle a fire.”

“I will get wood.” Grigori headed back outside.

“Sylvester, help me get our supplies from the wagon. We will camp here for the night.”

“All right.” The gaunt man nodded.

“We'll stable the horses in that barn.”

“It looks in worse state than the cabin.”

“It will help them survive the night.”

Natasha gestured. “Nicholas, help me get some water. Find a bucket.”  She walked to the back door and fastened it with a latch. “We do not need the draft blowing through here.”
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Soon Grigori returned with broken fence posts and splintered boards from the collapsed porch. “Hope these will do.”

Pietro coaxed life into the stove, feeding the small flame until it finally caught.

The fire crackled weakly.

But the warmth came slowly, reluctant to fill the room.

Natasha set their small pot on the iron surface and poured in water. From their rations she added dried onions, shrivelled carrots, and a few scraps of salted meat.

The thin soup began to simmer over the fire.

Steam rose in pale twisting curls.

“Hot soup fixes everything,” Natasha said softly. “Let it simmer.”

Outside the storm battered the cabin without mercy. Wind shrieked along the roof-line. Snow rattled against the shutters and roof in sharp bursts. The entire structure shuddered with every powerful gust.

The boys sat close to the stove watching the pot.

Steam curled upward.

“Hot soup fixes everything,” Natasha repeated. “Let it simmer.”

Grigori stood by the window. “The snow is getting heavier.”

“We might be snowed in by morning.” Sylvester grunted. “We might be stuck here.”

“We have plenty of supplies.”

“If we are stuck, at least we have shelter.”

Wind screamed around the corners of the house. S

The boys sat near the stove, watching the pot like starving wolves.
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They ate slowly and quietly.

Each mouthful was precious.

Sylvester did not join them at first. He stood by one of the frost-covered windows staring out into the storm. The glass was coated with ice, distorting the world beyond into shifting white shadows. He came to the group clustered around the stove.

Natasha handed him a bowl.

Sylvester ate, more grateful for the warmth more than the food.

The storm had swallowed the world.

Only white darkness remained.

Natasha sighed. “I told you soup was warming.”

Nicholas suddenly leaned forward. “Papa...”

Pietro looked up.

The boy pointed.“Papa...look!”

Pietro followed the boy’s gaze through the window. “What am I looking at?”

“There.”

For a moment Pietro saw nothing.

Then...then he saw something moved beyond the blowing snow.

Movement.

Far out near the edge of the spruces something darker than the storm stood upright.

Tall.

Thin.

Its shape seemed wrong somehow—too narrow, too crooked.

It stood perfectly still.

Watching the cabin.

Then the wind gusted and the snow thickened and it vanished.

Pietro felt a chill crawl up his spine. “Just shadows,” he said quietly. But he crossed the room and pulled the shutters closed.

One by one they barred the windows with warped wooden panels. The house grew darker and smaller as the outside world vanished.

The firelight flickered across the walls.

Eventually they spread blankets on the floor near the stove.

“We will sleep here...by the fire.”

Natasha nodded her head. “That seems wise.”

Sleep came slowly.

The wind never stopped screaming.

The old farmhouse groaned with every gust as though the storm were trying to tear it apart plank by plank.

Pietro’s stomach tightened. “Only the storm,” he said quietly. The darkness pressed in close around them. The firelight flickered across the warped walls, casting long restless shadows that moved whenever the flames shifted.

Eventually they laid blankets on the floor near the stove.

But sleep came poorly.

The wind never stopped screaming.

It shrieked through cracks in the walls and beneath the door, carrying with it thin threads of freezing air that crept across the floor.

The old house groaned constantly.

Wood shifted.

Nails creaked.

Somewhere deeper in the building a loose board tapped again and again against its frame.

Tap.

Tap.

Tap.
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Pietro lay awake staring at the black rafters overhead. He could feel Natasha pressed against him. The boys were cuddled on her other side, well wrapped within blankets.

Something about the cold bothered him.

The stove burned steadily.

Yet the room felt colder by the minute.

Then he heard something.

A sound drifting through the storm.

A long, thin cry.

Not a wolf.

Not quite human either.

It rose and fell across the frozen land, thin and terrible.

It rose slowly across the wilderness before fading into the wind.

Sylvester sat upright instantly. “You hear that.”

Grigori grunted from his blanket. “Wolf.”

Sylvester shook his head. His face had gone pale in the firelight. “No wolf.”

Nicholas stirred uneasily.

“What was it?”

Sylvester hesitated. “In the north,” he murmured, “the Algonquin tribes speak of such cries.” His eyes never left the shuttered window. “They whisper of a spirit that walks in storms.”

Nicholas stirred uneasily.

“What is it?” Grigori asked.

The fire popped loudly.

“A wendigo.”

The word seemed to darken the room further.

“An evil spirit,” Sylvester whispered softly. “It walks in storms...and it is always hungry.”

Dimitri whimpered.

“What does it do?” Nicholas asked.

Sylvester’s voice dropped lower.

“It hungers.”

Silence followed.

“Enough!” Natasha snapped. “You are scaring the children.”

Grigori snorted. “Stories.” He stood up and pulled on his coat. “I should go and check the horses.”

Natasha frowned. “In this storm?”

“If they panic and break the harness, we’re finished.” He grabbed one of the lanterns and headed for the door. “Five minutes,” he said.

He opened the door.

The wind exploded into the room, sending snow swirling across the floor.

Grigori stepped into the blizzard.

The lantern glow vanished almost immediately into the storm.

The
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