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Prologue

It was the beginning of December in Maine. Everyone was out and about getting ready for Christmas. Lights were everywhere. I watched families pass by from a large window. Snow falling slow and heavy, doing nothing but adding to the holiday spirit.



It was exciting to see the mingling of people outside. But here I was, sitting in the corner booth of a diner across the street from a shopping plaza watching everyone else have their fun. Smoking my cigarette and drinking my coffee, spinning in my head for my next best thing. The next novel I needed to write but I couldn’t get a grasp on anything. But on the other hand, I had so many ideas in mind that I could pull from. There was no way I could choose one and when I did, I absolutely hated it. 



I would start with a great idea and it would just pour from my head, like an open faucet, spilling it out onto my typewriter. But then, I would immediately shred every little bit of it. It’s driving me mad. So many things to write but not knowing how to word them correctly.

I couldn’t make the words fit together.



Finishing my cigarette and putting it out in the ashtray, I startle at the sound of the waitress’s voice. “Care for any more coffee, Mr. Phillips?” She says in an old, raspy voice. Holding a pot of black coffee.



Walter Phillips. My name.



I moved here to rural Maine in hopes of finding time to work. But still, I struggle. The writer who can’t for the life of him, simply write.



She was the stereotypical woman you would see working in a place like this. Unblended make up, thin red lips and looked like she’s been here her entire life. Hell, she was probably conceived in the broom closet.



Looking up at her and back down at my empty cup, “Uh.. Oh, no, thank you.” I say quickly, clearing my throat and sitting up straighter, giving her a grin and a wave of my hand. “No, thank you. Just the bill, please.” She nods at me, smiles and turns away to fetch the written receipt.



A moment later I walk out into the dark of the night, throwing my hood up to help block the cold wind on the back of my neck. Pulling out the pack of cigarettes in my pocket, I snag one out and light it up, looking both ways before crossing the street to the shopping plaza.



I stop by the window of each shop to look into it, trying to find anything to catch my eye. But nothing. So I keep walking. Hell, I have no one to buy gifts for anyways. It would be a waste of money I can’t afford to spend.



I listen in on people’s conversations, look that the items they’ve bought for the holidays, desperately trying to find some sort of inspiration for my next book. I know I’m looking to hard when I realize nothing about toys and happiness is going to help me. It’s not what I write anyway.



After a few minutes of no such luck, my hands feel like they are beginning to freeze. I hold them to my mouth giving them a hot breath trying to warm them up before spotting a small, odd looking sign for a shop down the way.



The bell above the door rings as I open it, drawing the few patrons eyes to me. I give a tight smile.



Looking around I start to notice, it’s an oddities shop. Such weird things they have. Human skulls, books for witchcraft. You name it, they have it. This is more of my style.



I make my way through the shop, taking everything in, my hands behind my back as not to knock the cramp items over. I come up on a drawing. A painting, I should say. Looking hard at it, I can tell something is up with it. It was of a man. Like a shadow person. Clawing at his own face. Almost as if he were trying to get something out.



Turning around, there was a little woman dressed in black right behind me. “Jesus!” I said loudly. Startled and holding my hand to my chest.



“Do you like the painting?” She asked, grinning at me.



“Yeah, I do. Why did you have to sneak up on me like that?”



“Oh, your young heart can take a beating every now and then.” She says with a wave of her hand. Dismissing my question. 



I turn back around looking at it with her.

“Where did it come from?” I asked.



“I’m not entirely sure.” She replies. “I heard it was painted by a man who kept seeing people that weren’t there. A schizophrenic or something. Maybe it’s what he felt. Trying to scratch his eyes out so he wouldn’t see them anymore. But enough about that. It’s getting late. Either buy something or get out. I’m old and tired. And we’re closing soon.”



I look at her,  giving a nod before looking back at the painting again. With an idea in my head, I leave the shop and head for home.

Chapter I

Two days later..



I’m laying on the couch still passed out after a inadequate night of writing as I hear my phone start ringing. Reaching around blindly for the loud noise, I finally find it. I peel my eyes open and rub the sleep from my them. I look at the name on the screen.



“Fuck..”



Mathew Doherty is flashing across the little screen. My agent.



I already know what he wants. Asking if I’ve started writing yet.



“But Walt, we have to get started or this book deal isn’t going to happen.” He’ll say in that exaggerated New York accent.



Reluctantly, I flip my phone open and hit the green call button to answer it. 



“Hello..” I say, still with grogginess in my voice.



“Walter, hey buddy.” He replies, dragging out the words in a sing song way. “Did I wake you up? It’s damn near 1 in the afternoon. I hope it’s safe to say you were up writing, am I correct?”



“Uh, no, I was not. I still haven’t figured out what to write about to even start. I was up thinking about writing though.”



“But Walt, we have to get started or this book deal isn’t going to happen.”



There it is. I mock his words quietly as he says them on the other line and roll my eyes. I sit up and lean forward, my elbows on my knees and rub my face. 



“Yeah, trust me, I know.” I say. “It’s a struggle.”



“Well it’s true. I can only tell the publisher the same thing over and over again before they drop us. What do you want me to tell them?”



“I don’t know, tell them I’m still in the research process. Almost done and then I can get started in the next week or so.” I say with agitation in my voice. I don’t even believe myself.



“Are you? Are you going to start in the next week? Because it’s been 4 months.” He fires back at me. “These wolves are knocking at my door, man. They need their money. They need something to sell.”



I sigh, leaning back into the couch pinching the bridge of my nose, squeezing my eyes shut. “Yeah. I will. I just need some more time. It needs to be good. Something.. new for a change.”



After a few minutes of going back and forth over the phone, we finally hang up and I toss it to the side on the sofa, giving it a middle finger. You know, to relieve some stress.



I glance over at my typewriter, and I let out another groan before I snag it up and under my arm then head to my office. Slumping the whole way down the hall. I get to the two sliding doors that lead into the small area. Bookshelves line the wall to the right. Filled with books, including a couple copies of my own novels. I heft the heavy machine onto my desk and walk over to the mantel on the left side of the room snagging the ashtray I stashed there last night and sit back down. It clunks on the desk.



Loading my typewriter with paper, I lean back in my chair and light up a smoke. I stare at the empty white paper in front of me and take a drag. Nothing. Soon I’m pacing back and forth in front of it, crossing my arms over my chest and rubbing the stubble on my face that grew out in the past two days. This shit itches, I think. I’ve been in here for what feels like hours but it’s only midday.



Running my hands through my hair tugging at it I look up and sigh loudly. Feeling exhausted just from thinking so hard. “Nothing. Come on, Walter. Think of something.” Then it comes back to me. The painting I saw in the shop the other night. An idea pops into my head. I can write a story from the point of view of a person who struggles with extreme mental issues. Something I haven’t touched on before.



I sit down at my desk again in front of the fat desktop computer and search up stories of the most intense mental hospitals around the country. A whole list comes up but nothing really catches my eye. Nothing sounding decent enough. I need messy. Expanding my search I finally come across one. This place located in London, England. Thomas Fletcher Hospital, a hospital for for the mentally handicapped and ill. It’s in the depths of my search. I went through multiple pages just to find it. So I click.



My eyes scan the screen and page of the website, reading..



Located in Rollingshire, England, Thomas Fletcher Hospital was founded in 1952 by Dr. Thomas Fletcher to help the mentally disabled. Following his death in 1978, it became under new management. Disregarding Mr. Fletchers practices, it became aware that there might have been other ways people have been abused and not properly taken care of.



I continue reading. All the things people have done there. How people have been mistreated and pushed to the side. Becoming just a dark place for people who they thought weren’t worth the trouble. Housing the worst of the worst.



I sit back in my chair tapping my finger on the desk, contemplating. I light up another cigarette, take my glasses off and run my hand down my face before putting them back on.



“Fuck it.” I say before sitting up straight, booking my flight to London.


