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    My greatest love and constant blessing, J. Thank you for filling my life with faith and joy.

      

    



  	
        
            
             

 

 

And now these three remain: faith, hope and love. But the greatest of these is love.

1 Corinthians 13:13
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Percival Beaumont

“And this here is your new office.” The strict old nurse, hip checked the old overly painted door. It screamed against the forced opening. 

“Lovely.” Percival Beaumont didn't want to show how disappointed his first day at the Winthrop Sanitarium for the Insane was. Not an hour in and he realized his plans of being a change in the field was going to be a lot more work. His ‘office’ was barely larger than a water closet and painted an awful green color that reminded him of a fading leaf. The dark mold spots on the roof making terrifying faces on the ceiling as though ghosts were screaming for him to leave. He might have had a second notion about staying if he believed in ghosts. At that though he used his hand and dusted the white paint chipped metal desk and pulled a thick black worn Bible on the newly dusted spot. The nurse offered a snort. 

“That's a lovely notion.” The lady slammed the door and he jumped. Left alone with his thoughts he exhaled. 

“God I don't know what I'm even doing here.” This place was so much worse than the last one. At least there they wanted to change. From what Percival had seen this place had so much evil. “I'm here, show me what I need to do.” With that he plopped himself on the dusty chair and the whole thing disassembled beneath him. His eyes wide, he sat there for a moment. The door banged open, the hinges screaming once more. The hinges screeched again and the door shut loudly. Being behind the metal desk, which he now saw a rather large spiderweb underneath– he couldn't see the girl that had just entered the room. But it didn't take long before he heard her pulling a small stool in front of the door. footsteps followed until they stopped at his desk. creamy slippers appeared beneath the desk walls. The bible pages were being loosely flipped through, the purr of it being skimmed through was something he could recognize anywhere. The Bible had been with him since his mother's death, where he had inherited that and an envelope of enough money to ‘do some good in the world.’ or so her beautiful penmanship had stated. So he  packed up and went to college to get his psychology degree. His nose began to tickle. The dust had floated all around.

“In the beginnin’ was the word, and the word was with God.” A southern accent read aloud before shutting the book. “Cute.” She said again. He closed his eyes and tried to wiggle away the large sneeze building up. To no avail. He sneezed louder than he had ever imagined. Well, she knew he was there now so he finished the verse she hadn’t quite finished.

“And the word was God.” Percival finished and she gasped and peered over the edge of the desk. Her hand covered her lips and her big eyes were large and shocked. As though she were a child caught red handed in the cookie jar. Her soft curls loosely dangled on her shoulders. In the dust particles still floating around from his crash she sparkled. She was angelic. Her nose scrunched up and one side of her mouth turned up. Both her hands were now on the dusty desk. 

“What in tarnation are you doin’ down there?” She started assessing the situation, and he assumed she figured it out by the stifled giggle that tried to escape her rosy lips. Percival cleared his throat and lifted his hands up.

“It appears I need to upgrade some things here.” She reached her hand down and offered. He smiled and took it and she pulled with all her might, which he had to admit was more than he'd have expected from such a small little southern belle. 

“I'd say so.” She glanced at her hands before dusting them off on each other. “Well, I'll leave you be.” She turned to the door and paused before grabbing the stool and moving it away from the door, as though she had barricaded herself in. She stopped and glanced at him before offering an ‘Oopsie’ and pulling at the door. There was no way she was going anywhere quite yet. She was like sweet ice tea, The first sip you savor every moment and then you quench your thirst. He didn't realize just how thirsty he was. 

“Now hold on Darling.” He took two strides across the barely lit room and put his hand on the door. Which was about to holler another yell from the rusty hardware. She spun herself around and looked up at him. He hadn't meant to end up this close to her. The way she blushed kept him from stepping back. “What exactly were you going to do here?” 

“Well– uh, I was–” She wet her lips and searched the room for reasons. She cleared her throat and slipped under his arms and on the other side. A smile touched his lips. He closed his eyes and he spent a moment enjoying this before he turned and faced her. 

“I'm a reporter.”

“A reporter?” His eyebrows lifted.

“What don't you think a woman can be a reporter? Cause we can and we do it well. Some people might say, our emotions get in the way of reportin’ the facts. But I strongly disagree with that sentiment. In fact, I think the opposite, our emotions sometimes lead us straight to the facts.”

“Women's intuition.”

“Exactly and I believe–”

“I see, and why exactly does a reporter so fine as yourself, be in need of barricading yourself in my office?”

“It's quite small isn't it?” She looked around the room and he watched her take it in. He nodded and followed her gaze to the tiny window. A small tapping sound on the molded-over window caught his attention and she grabbed the stool and placed it among the shambles of his once chair. She stepped up on it and he instinctively walked over to her to help her. A small plain moth bumping against the glass begging for the light just on the other side. The woman lifted one foot up to her hip and one hand down she pulled out a small metal stick. and immediately started picking the rusty lock that bolted the window down. A few seconds later she pulled the lock off and reached it towards him he mindlessly took it from her as he watched her tuck the metal item back in her sock.

What a curious creature she was. The window screamed just as badly as the door. He reminded himself to pick up something from the hardware store on his day off. 

“No creature should be caged. It just isn't right.” The moth fluttered out into freedom and she took a deep breath before shutting the window. “Pass me the lock please?”

“I'd prefer it unlocked I think.” He stated and she turned to him, “As you said no creature should be caged.” Her smile was too big for her face, and it was contagious as can be. She reached her hands and placed them on his shoulders and his hand immediately grabbed her waist as she jumped off the stool and allowed him to set her on the ground. 

“You got a name?” She asked and it was his turn to blush.

“My manners must be buried in all this mess.” His hands left her waist and gestured to the papers everywhere. It really was a mess in here, he thought. “My name is Doctor Percival Beaumont, I'm the new psychiatrist here at Winthrope.”

“Well, ain’t that a mouthful Doctor B. My name is Immogen Frank. But if I'm gonna shorten your name you might as well shorten mine to Midge. Everybody does.”

“You can call me Percy.” He offered a smile.

“Alright Percy. That suits my tongue just fine.”

“What can I do for you Midge– hmm, I think I prefer Immogen. It's a beautiful name.” He waited for her response but she seemed to be watching him. He tried to relax a bit by pulling his shoulders back and letting them go. Pretty sure that looked like flexing, ugh. “Hey Darling If you’'re going to stare–”

“Land sakes! No, Oh sorry. I wasn't starin’, I was thinkin’.”

“Thinking hey?”

“That's right.” She nodded but her cheeks were rosier than a ripe tomato. “You see, I'm a reporter. and investigative reporter.”

“Well, I'll be. An Investigative reporter.” He parroted. “I pegged you for sweet tea and sunday dresses – not investigating. Remind me never to lie to you... But I will risk asking you to dinner.” Her eyes squinted and he side glanced for a moment. What did he do?

“You do that often?”

“Ask a beautiful girl to dinner? Not often, no.”

“Lies. you said to remind you not to lie. You lie often?” He let out a breath he was holding in and chuckled.

“Oh that, no I don't lie. Not intentionally and I make my words very intentional.” 

“I'd expect you lie to all the women and say you don't lie. I can sniff out the liars like a blood hound on a coon chase. But that isn't really my worry right now. I'm on an assignment. A girl named Virginia died in this very Sanitarium last year right around this time. It was said she killed herself, but from everything I've learned in the research she doesn't seem the type. So I'm doing an inside scoop on the place. I'm here for ten days. Living right on this very wing. Living among all the action, Getting a first hand experience of this here facility. the director Laurance Winthrope has been ever so accommodating. It's my first day on the job so I put my bags away. I forgot my lucky notebook so I'm committing everything to memory to write in it later. But I'm going to get to the bottom of what really happened to Virginia. Have you ever met her? You're a doctor here so maybe you were assigned to her.”

“Sugar, your tongue really can go a mile a minute, shouldn't the investigator let the sources do the talking?"

“You didn't answer my question.” She didn't mind the fact that Percival called her out on her wild mouth. She must get it a lot, he assumed. Her hands instead went to her hips. 

“Neither did you, Immogen Frank.”

“Are you gonna be this difficult every time I talk to you, Percival Beaumont?” She countered with his full name. And he couldn't hide his smile. Like a stupid school boy he was enraptured by her and her banter.

“That depends.”

“On what?”

“On the answer to my question.” He paused, “Dinner.” 

“Well, like I said I'm in this facility for ten days, so unless you're good with prunes and stale bread–”

“If you're there, I think I can stomach that.”

“You'd be the only one.” She smiled largely and stepped past him, she ran her fingers on his worn Bible. “You believe in this stuff?”

“Every word.” He beamed proudly. She looked at it as if contemplating. 

“Interesting.” She carried herself to the door and with a strong arm she yanked the miserable door open. “See you at dinner.” He nodded and she looked down before giving him one more glance. His stomach danced. When the door closed he leaned against the metal desk and watched the door.

“Okay God, I'll bite.”
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Immogen Frank

Immogen had spent several minutes staring blankly out of a barred window. She had picked the lock off when she first entered this room but she later learned the bars were built into the wall and cemented firmly in place. She understood it was for the safety of unstable patients. The thought of patients throwing themselves from windows brought her back to the clipping of an article– more of an obituary. It didn't hold much information, just the young lady's name. The fact that she died three days after her eighteenth birthday, and she had been left unclaimed at the asylum. Which Immogen now understood meant she was laid to rest in the Sanitarium cemetery. 

A knock on the door made her shove the research under her pillow and pretend to be cloud watching. A habit built out of fear. The nurse's face didn't have a pleasant look on her. Immogen had tried to give her the benefit of the doubt. Some people looked mean and worn and grumpy but were simply just over living life. She could give them grace for that. The woman however, was just sour like a rhubarb pie without sugar.

“Hey, Nancy.” Immogen attempted, putting on her best southern hospitality charm. The lady looked at her and huffed. 

“Get yourself downstairs and into the dining hall if you want yourself fed.” She shot her bony finger at Immogen and then replaced it with a thumb shooting over her shoulder, gesturing to the cafeteria.
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