
  
    [image: Ghost Mountain Asylum]
  


  
    
      GHOST MOUNTAIN ASYLUM

      
        HAGATHA'S PARLOR

        BOOK II

      

    

    
      
        MISTER BAD

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        The Coffin Lid Open

      

      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

      
        Chapter 6

      

      
        Chapter 7

      

      
        Chapter 8

      

      
        Chapter 9

      

      
        Chapter 10

      

      
        Chapter 11

      

      
        Chapter 12

      

      
        Chapter 13

      

      
        Chapter 14

      

      
        Chapter 15

      

      
        Chapter 16

      

      
        Chapter 17

      

      
        Chapter 18

      

      
        Chapter 19

      

      
        Chapter 20

      

      
        Chapter 21

      

      
        Chapter 22

      

      
        Chapter 23

      

      
        Chapter 24

      

      
        Chapter 25

      

      
        Chapter 26

      

      
        Chapter 27

      

      
        Chapter 28

      

      
        Chapter 29

      

      
        Chapter 30

      

      
        Chapter 31

      

      
        Chapter 32

      

      
        Chapter 33

      

      
        Chapter 34

      

      
        Chapter 35

      

      
        Chapter 36

      

      
        Chapter 37

      

      
        Chapter 38

      

      
        The Coffin Lid Closes

      

    

    
      
        About the Author

      

    

    

  


  
    
      Copyright 2026 Mister Bad

      Layout design and Copyright © 2026 by Next Chapter

      Published 2026 by Next Chapter

      Edited by Graham (Fading Street Services)

      Cover art by Lordan June Pinote

      This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events, locales, or persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental.

      All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or by any information storage and retrieval system, without the author’s permission.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            THE COFFIN LID OPEN

          

        

      

    

    
      Hagatha sat in the quiet room. Her heavy coat had a torn, black-laced veil caped onto her shoulders. She made no movements as the subtle popping sounds from the wood inside the pot-bellied stove suddenly flared then whistled inside the cast iron housing. Hagatha let out a laugh as she stared over at you. “Even fire screams,” she whispered in a rough voice.

      Her face was lit up by the pot-bellied stove’s door glass which allowed the reflection of fire to swim about her face. The chase of firelight drew long eerie shadows along the Tudor walls. Her one eye stared hard at you as she seemed to try to make out your features in the dim light. She wore a poison-ivy necklace, its leaves starting to brown, which dangled away from the front of her coat like a swing as her posture was hunched over from the hump on her back.

      “Good evening my horror child. I’m Hagatha. You can look at me as your dubious guide to this story of the disturbing that you are about to vagabond into. I have to admit that not many readers return to another entanglement of one of Mister Bad’s little tales of mayhem of blood and screams after finishing the last. I’m impressed with your stamina. Your disgusting tastes are to be admired.”

      She let out a loud laugh before she rose from her rocking chair and made her way over to her candlelit desk where she sat down on a chair beneath the skinned animal heads on the wall. She sighed as her breathing wheezed in and out of her black-lipped mouth.

      “You’re in for a real treat tonight. Mister Bad went all out to unleash the creepiest tale he could nightmare out of his little brain. If you remember right, I had buried him at the end of the last tale. Well, it appeared I had completely underestimated Mister Bad’s fortitude because he was able to dig himself out of that predicament rather easily. I admire a man that can undig his own grave. He must have very strong digging fingers to have gotten himself out of the hole. I’ll take that into account next time.” She cackled, which turned into a harsh asthmatic cough. However, in time, she was able to regain her composure and continue with her thoughts.

      She glanced over at the firelight flaring from the stove door window. “I do enjoy a warm fire on a cold night. It’s the perfect time to tell the most ghoulish of stories to the little horror child’s, so their nights can be filled with wonderful frightmares.” She gave a gentle laugh like a hyena after a large meal.

      “The tale Mister Bad has for you is of the most delicious kind. It involves a new nurse at a hospital. But not just any common sort of hospital, mind you, but an asylum of the most disturbing kind. Oh, there is nothing more wonderful than spending a night in an asylum to get your blood pumping to such a degree that you feel more alive than if you jumped from the moon into the far reaches of space. And I’ve done both.”

      She laughed hard as she leaned back in her chair while looking up at the low ceiling of thick black beams and crossmembers covered in spiderwebs and cockroaches. Her cackle began to settle down as the candle on her desk flickered about, making a hissing noise as if a demon was within its flame.

      She caught a glimpse of a photo on her desk corner of a two-headed boy in a silver frame which had the glass cracked, caused the time she threw it at Mister Bad for making fun of her bloomers.

      She picked up the frame and stared lovingly at the photo. “This was my boy here. I named him Koontz and King. King could never find his way to the end of the path as he was always getting lost and forgetting where he was going. On the other hand, Koontz thought everything was a government conspiracy and would always talk about the dog he never had. They were good boys. But you never backtalk your mommy. Lessons must be taught. I’ll visit them under the house later. I do need to get a new frame though.”

      Hagatha’s eye left the picture then settled upon you.

      “Now let’s get back to the story at hand. The adventure that awaits you is of the most disturbing nature. It will make you stop and look around to make sure none of the characters are peeking around the corner or stalking the shadows getting ready to charge with an attack upon you in your place of repose with a ferocity of endless beastly ways,” she whispered softly before it turned to a belly laugh that echoed throughout the parlor.

      “Horror child, there is nothing more exhilarating than being attacked by a being from an insane asylum. It lifts your heartrate to such a pace that you will find it hard to breathe. And you can fully forget relaxing from then on as you walk about the asylum because your memory keeps gagging on what came before, sending shivers all through your soul at the thoughts of their mandibles piercing your skin again.”

      Hagatha closed her eye as if she was dreaming of a wonderful time inside on the many asylums she had visited over time. She opened her eye slowly and looked into your eyes.

      “What you have here in Mister Bad’s tale upon freshly pen-scratched parchments entitled Ghost Mountain Asylum is about an actual event. Mister Bad witnessed it himself and wasted no time stabbing these words on sheepskin to share the horrifying delights for all those that dare to scan his etchings. But, be forewarned, the events that took place in the Ghost Mountain Asylum are not for the faint of heart. The descriptions of these patients, the staff, and the creature within the dark’s vomit of shadows will throb inside your nightmares, forcing you from sleep screaming like one of the very patients in Mister Bad’s tale.”

      At that moment, the wind picked up and fanned the blanket over the window as the outside sounds of the wind blowing the leaves shimmered loudly.

      “It appears the spirits are excited about the tale at hand. Proceed if you wish. Scream if you must. But don’t say that I didn’t warn you. Go on now. Your Hagatha has things to bury.”
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      The Pennsylvania morning bloomed forth in an array of autumn colors, glowing throughout the mountains as twenty-two-year-old Mary White and her father, Gary, traveled to the Hospital in Mercer.

      This October of 1952 would be more exciting than any other for Mary as she began her new career at the hospital. She rested her head against the passenger side window glass as she looked up into the leafy trees overcrowding the curvy road which gave a radiant accent to the deep blue sky.

      Her eyes caught sight of a burned-down building below the roadway in a large field through the trees. It appeared to have been a large building, and there was a tower which gave it the impression of being a church or convent at one time. She wondered what might have caused the fire and if everybody made it out alive.

      At that moment, the car rounded a gentle curve in the road, and the two weary riders coming up on the tail end of their long drive seemed to go into a quiet reflection.

      But inside the silence, Mary was holding a secret from her father. She knew she was going to have to tell him the truth now. She wasn’t going to be able to wait any longer.

      However, before she could confess that secret, Gary asked his daughter, “Are you asleep?”

      “No. Just admiring the fall colors. It looks so beautiful up here. Fall is my favorite season.”

      “It was your mother’s too.”

      They became quiet as the colored leaves fell from the surrounding trees and patchworked the roadway.

      “Nervous?” asked Gary.

      “Yeah,” she said with a nod as she moved away from the passenger window glass and straightened up to look ahead.

      “That’s understandable for your first job. I was the same way when I started working for the engineering firm. I was your age too.”

      “I didn’t think you ever got nervous.”

      “I do. I just try to hide it from you. I wasn’t very good at hiding it from your mother though. She always knew when I was nervous.”

      “Moms and wives are like that I reckon.”

      “Do you know something else?”

      “What?”

      “I’m nervous today too.”

      “Why are you nervous?”

      “You have to be parent to understand.”

      The father and daughter smiled at each other as Gary continued driving on up the mountain road as he told her, “Your mother would have been so proud of you today. Following in her footsteps of nursing and helping those in need. Your destiny has begun its flight.”

      “You always say that,” said Mary as she rolled her eyes at his destiny remark.

      “It’s true. By the way, I met your mother at the hospital you know.”

      Mary smiled an embarrassed grin. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

      “Maybe you’ll meet your future husband at the hospital too.”

      That’s when she knew she had to tell him the truth. She couldn’t hide it any longer. “I don’t think I’ll meet him at this kind of hospital.”

      “What do you mean by this kind of hospital?

      Mary was hesitant as she looked down at her hands in her lap then out toward the road where the leaves fell like colored snow when she whispered out, “It’s called the Ghost Mountain Asylum not the Mercer Hospital like I told you. It’s a mental hospital.”

      She could see the shock and concern in Gary’s eyes immediately as he stared straight ahead.

      “Why didn’t you tell me this before now?” asked Gary.

      “Because you would have worried.”

      “Well, yes. Any parent would be worried about their beautiful daughter going to work at a mental hospital. I can’t believe you never told me this until now.”

      “There’s no reason for you to worry.”

      “Obviously, there are if you didn’t tell me this until now. It sounds dangerous. What if they attack you or something.”

      “We’re trained for that unlikely event.”

      “Who trained you?”

      “They’ll train us there. It’s part of the program.”

      Gary shook his head. “People are put in asylums because they’re not stable. They don’t care about any training you might get from the staff. What if they hold you hostage or something?”

      “They’re not going to hold me hostage, Daddy,” said Mary in disgust. “Besides, I’m sure there are procedures to prevent that from ever happening.”

      “You can’t keep crazy people in line. That’s not how they work.”

      She became frustrated with his response. “This is why I didn’t tell you the truth.”

      “You should have told me before now.”

      “This is what I was called to do by God. To help those less unfortunate. It’s very hard for mental hospitals to find staff because they’re all stereotyped as housing crazy people.”

      “They are crazy people.”

      Mary tried to keep her anger under control. “They’re human beings that just got into an unfortunate circumstance through no fault of their own. Many were born the way they are. They don’t need any more stigma from society, and nor do the staff for that matter.”

      The two were quiet as the tension hit its crescendo before Gary seemed to try to relieve the stress for his daughter on her first day on the job.

      “You’re right,” Gary said. “They do need help and I know you’ll give them the help they not only need but deserve.”

      Mary smiled. “Thank you, Daddy.”

      As Gary drove on, they came upon a large sign next to the road which read “Ghost Mountain Asylum” with an arrow pointing toward the right.

      “It’s right up here I gather,” said Gary.

      “Yeah,” she said as she turned to her father. “Everything is going to be fine. This is what I want to do with my life. I would like to have your approval.”

      Gary was quiet for a few seconds before he said, “I approve of what you’re doing. I’m not going to lie that I’m not also scared about what you’re doing. But someone has to do this job. I know you’ll give the patients the dignity they deserve.”

      “Thank you, Daddy. There’s no reason for you to worry. I’ll be okay. I’m sure the staff will be watching out for me.”

      Gary took the right turn and headed up the steep pass to the Ghost Mountain Asylum.
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      As Gary’s car crested the hill, the grounds of the Ghost Mountain Asylum slowly revealed themselves through the car windshield. A sprawling large building made of red bricks with rows of white multi-paned windows stood in the landscape. It was four stories high with several buildings littered about the grounds. The lawn was well-manicured with a line of colorful maple trees lining the perimeter on all sides. An intricate patterned wrought iron gate stood open at the entrance. A six-foot tall black ornamental iron fence with hearts and cable twisted bars surrounded the grounds just in front of the autumn-colored maples.

      “It’s not as big as I thought it would be,” Gary said, sounding almost disappointed.

      “It did look bigger in the pictures I saw of it.”

      Gary drove the car around the circular drive, and parked at the front entrance where he lined the passenger side door perfectly with the extra wide front door before he turned off the engine. They both sat silently looking at the building.

      “It looks more like an old high school than an insane asylum,” he said as he stared at the structure.

      “Hospital.”

      “What?”

      “It’s a hospital. Not an asylum,” corrected Mary.

      “It says asylum across the door there,” he countered as he pointed at the concrete engraved sign above the entrance which read Ghost Mountain Asylum.

      She stared at the entrance, the tall white windows with twelve square paneled windowpanes, the roofline with several chimneys lanced against the skyline, and the large red bricks, drinking it all in.

      “Look how wide that front door is,” noted Mary.

      “It has to be five-feet wide,” observed Gary. “It also has a center doorknob too.”

      “I didn’t even notice that. I wonder why it’s so wide?”

      “I’m guessing to wheel patients in and out.”

      The suggestion from her father disturbed her slightly, so she decided to ignore the obvious reason for the moment.

      “Are you sure you still want to do this?” asked her father hesitantly.

      “Yes. Stop worrying. It’ll be okay, Daddy.”

      “I just want to make sure. Things are different when you have a dream to do something then show up at that something’s front door to do it, you know?”

      “I’m not backing out now.”

      “How did you get this job?”

      “They came by the university during one of our career days and gave a talk about what they do and their need for personnel. I was intrigued and applied.”

      “Intrigued? I’d be scared out of my mind if they showed me a picture of Dracula’s high school and asked me if I wanted to work there.”

      Mary laughed. “It’s not Dracula’s high school. Now show some respect for what they and now I do here. Help me get my luggage.”

      Mary got out of the car and walked around the back as her father joined her. He opened the trunk and pulled out her two suitcases. He sat them on the ground and slammed the trunk lid shut.

      “Is this all you brought?”

      “I don’t need that much.”

      “You get that from me. Your mother would have had ten suitcases in the trunk and another ten tied to the roof,” he told her which caused them both to laugh.

      Gary looked at the building then whispered to his daughter, “Listen, I’ll take you back home right now if you want.”

      “No, Daddy.”

      “They’ll never know we were here.”

      “No. This is my job. It’s one of the great mental hospitals not only in the United States but the entire world.”

      “I’m just saying if you ever want to come back home, you just call me, and I’ll be here faster than you can say Get me out of here.”

      Mary laughed. “The only one that wants me to go back home is you.”

      “My opinion matters too.”

      “Not today. Now, this is part of the growing-up process. Not only for the kid but for the dad as well. You’ve got to let me go to be independent. All parents have to go through this process.”

      “I don’t want you to be independent.”

      “That’s the way it works, Dad. You left grandma and grandpa when you got married. I’m sure they wanted you to stay too.”

      “Mom did. But Dad didn’t. He wanted to use my bedroom for a library.”

      “Grandpa didn’t have a library.”

      “Mom used it as a sewing room.”

      “Good for grandma. What are you going to do with my bedroom?”

      “I’m going to make it a shrine dedicated to you.”

      Mary laughed then hugged him. “I’m going to miss you,” she said.

      “I’ll miss you too.”

      They looked into each other’s eyes. “I’m proud of you,” said Gary.

      “Thank you.”

      “I’ll take these on to your room.”

      “No, you’ve got a long drive ahead of you. I’ll take those so you can get back on the road,” Mary said as she attempted to take the suitcases from him which he reluctantly let go.

      “At least let me go in with you until you get settled.”

      “She’ll be fine,” a voice called out.

      Both Gary and Mary were surprised by the voice as they turned and saw on the front steps a woman half in shadow wearing a white nurse’s outfit with a large nurse cap on. She walked out of the shadow of the front entrance and into the light of the sun-filled sky.

      “I’m Chief Nurse Darcus Kane,” she said as she offered her hand to Gary which he shook. “I hope I didn’t startle you.”

      “I’m sorry,” said an embarrassed Gary. “I didn’t know you were anywhere around. I’m Gary White and this is my daughter Mary.”

      Chief Nurse Kane turned to Mary and smiled. “We finally get to meet. I enjoyed talking with you over the phone.”

      Mary shook Chief Nurse Kane’s hand and was taken by her tall stature and stout build. She appeared to Mary to be in her forties and looked like a Russian peasant woman but gave off the demeanor of a drill sergeant.

      “I’m eager to get to work.”

      “That’s what I want to hear,” said Chief Nurse Kane with a large smile before she looked down at Mary’s suitcases. “Is that all you brought?”

      “Yes,” said Mary as her father nodded in agreement which forced a smile from her lips.

      “I’ve seen nurses bring eight suitcases before,” said Chief Nurse Kane. “You’re like me and travel light. I guess we’ll get you situated now.” Chief Nurse Kane then turned to Gary. “It was nice meeting you, Mr. White. You can go on now.”

      Gary was struck by her matter-of-fact comment. “I thought I would stay for a few minutes to help her settle in.”

      “I’ll be okay, Daddy.”

      “Of course she will,” said Chief Nurse Kane.

      “Looks like I’m outvoted here,” Gary sighed.

      Father and daughter hugged. Mary looked over her father’s shoulder at Chief Nurse Kane where she saw a scowl on her face. Gary pulled away and seemed to notice the demeanor of Chief Nurse Kane as well, which appeared to create a worry about not only leaving his daughter at this hospital for the mentally ill but with this chief nurse as well.

      He pulled back from Mary and stared into her eyes. “If you need anything just call me and I’ll come right back and get you.”

      “I’ll be okay.”

      “She’ll not need anything, Mr. White,” assured Chief Nurse Kane. “I’ll make sure of that. Now you can go on home, and I’ll show Mary around so she can get started with her rounds.”

      Gary hugged his daughter again. He tried to keep from crying but couldn’t. “I’m going to miss you.”

      “I’ll be okay,” whispered Mary as she pulled back and looked him in the eyes. “I’ll make you proud.”

      “You already have.”

      He kissed her on the cheek then headed to his car, got in, and drove away.

      Mary stood watching him until he disappeared out of the front gate and began the long trip back home.

      “Don’t be sentimental,” said Chief Nurse Kane.

      “Kind of hard not to be. This is my first time away from home. I went to college in town, so I stayed at home. It was just like high school. I guess I’ve always been a daddy’s girl.”

      “You’re mine now.”

      Mary was somewhat put off by her comment as Chief Nurse Kane stood staring at her with a disapproving glare. She then reached into her pocket and pulled out a cellophane wrapped chocolate chip cookie. “I almost forgot to give you your Greetings Cookie.”

      Mary took it and smiled. “Thank you.” She unwrapped it and took a bite. “It’s good.”

      “I’ve learned that a cookie is a great way to begin the day here. Make sure to eat it all.”

      Mary said, “No problem there.”

      “I’ll take the wrapper,” said Chief Nurse Kane. Mary gave it to her and made quick work of the cookie as Chief Nurse Kane neatly folded the wrapper and placed it into her pocket.

      “I was your age when I came here,” informed Chief Nurse Kane. “Of course I didn’t have a caring father to bring me. I came by myself.”

      “Do you not have family?”

      “None that I would claim. I’m all that I need. I started out as an orderly here. Now I’ve worked my way up to Chief Nurse. When you know what you want to do in life from an early age, then it’s a huge advantage. Everything you do is to help you secure that goal. It gives your life meaning and eliminates all the distractions that clutter one’s youth. “

      “You’ve always wanted to be a nurse?”

      “A Chief Nurse at the Ghost Mountain Asylum. That has been my dream since I was seven years old, and saw the picture of the hospital in a book. I was taken with it immediately. Now, grab your bags, and I’ll show you to the Workers’ Quarters in the building around the corner here.”

      Mary grabbed her bags and tried to keep up with Chief Nurse Kane’s march around the corner of the Ghost Mountain Asylum.
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      Mary rounded the corner of the hospital where she saw a long single-story building that had to be nearly one hundred-feet in length by thirty-feet deep. She picked up her pace along the concrete walkway in a desperate attempt to catch up with Chief Nurse Kane’s stride.

      Chief Nurse Kane already made it to the front porch of the building with her heels click-clacking atop the floorboards, sounding like a drumbeat to war when she suddenly stopped in front of the door in the middle of the building and turned toward Mary where she waited impatiently.

      Mary stepped up onto the covered wooden porch that spanned the whole front of the building and made her way to where Chief Nurse Kane stood where she sat her suitcases down onto the peeling porch plank paint a bit out of breath.

      “You’re hard to keep up with,” said Mary with a gentle smile in hopes it would lighten the mood of her boss, but the smile wasn’t returned.

      “This will be your apartment while you work here,” Chief Nurse Kane said in a tone that almost sounded like an order.

      Mary stared at the door with a metal three nailed to its center. It had a small window on each side of the door. The building was made of large red bricks, the same as the hospital itself. It looked ominous to her. It didn’t seem well taken care of at all. But now, it would be her home for she assumed forever.

      “Do all the workers stay in this building?”

      “No. Some stay in town. They have homes or apartments there. I have an apartment in the hospital on the first floor in the back to which you are to never enter. The founders of the hospital wanted to provide housing for the workers so that would be one less thing they have to worry about when they come to work here. You’ll also be provided with morning and evening meals. That too is part of your employment benefits. The founders thought it was important to provide housing and food for those that sacrifice their time for others. You’ll be in apartment three here. The new ones always get this apartment.”

      “Why’s that?”

      “Tradition. I started off in this apartment.”

      “I’m sure you have some fond memories of your time here.”

      “I’m not sentimental,” Chief Nurse Kane said sternly. “I never look back. Always forward. Nothing can be gained by looking back. Everything can be gained by going forward.”

      Mary was rendered silent by her maxim for a few seconds. Surely, she has a softer side inside her army clad shell she thought to herself. Perhaps it would reveal itself over time.

      Mary asked, “Are the apartments beside mine occupied?”

      “Apartment one belongs to Sarah. She stays in town though. Apartment two is being renovated.”

      She abruptly stopped before mentioning the other apartments occupation status, so Mary asked, “Is apartment four occupied?”

      “Yes.”

      Mary waited for a name but one didn’t come so she asked, “Who is it?”

      “You’ll meet him soon enough.”

      Mary nodded, not knowing how to address her statement. If she wouldn’t tell who her neighbor was then she decided to ask, “Who was the last nurse that had my apartment? Does she still work here?”

      Chief Nurse Kane had a pained expression cross her face. “This job isn’t for everybody. Let me show you inside.”

      Mary was made uneasy by her response and demeanor. A feeling she was beginning to get used to when dealing with her new boss.

      Chief Nurse Kane pulled a key from her pocket and placed it into the door lock and gave her wrist a twist. The door opened, and she walked inside.

      At that moment, a dark roll of clouds slid across the sky making the vibrancy of the sunlit day turn to a gloomy grey and it felt to Mary as if the temperature dropped immediately.

      Mary picked up her suitcases, walked forward until she stood in the doorway and peered inside. She watched Chief Nurse Kane walk to the back of the small apartment where she opened the blinds. The dull light from the cloud-cloaked sky washed in.

      Mary looked about and saw a small kitchen area on the left side in the back of the room. In the front of the room was a couch that was up against the wall. Across from the kitchen was an open door to another room, which she could see inside was the bathroom.

      Chief Nurse Kane marched toward Mary and handed her the key.

      “Here’s your key. Don’t lose it. That will earn you a demerit.”

      “Demerit?’

      “I have rules. Breaking the rules earns demerits.”

      Mary took note of her statement and placed the key into her pocket. “Where’s the bedroom?”

      Chief Nurse Kane pointed at the couch. “The couch lets out into a bed. There’s a small closet in the bathroom behind the door. A dresser isn’t provided. If you want one, you’ll have to purchase it yourself, but I have to approve it.”

      “Approve it?”

      “Yes.”

      “Why?”

      “It’s the rules.”

      “Do you have a list of the rules that I could maybe look at?”

      “No,” Chief Nurse Kane said sternly. “Learn me, then you will know the rules.”

      “Okay,” Mary said meekly.

      “I’ll open up the windows to get some air flowing in here,” said Chief Nurse Kane as she walked forcefully toward the window on the right side of the door and unlatched it before she pushed the casement open.

      “When was the last time this apartment was occupied?” asked Mary.

      “It’s no concern of yours.”

      Mary stared blankly at Chief Nurse Kane as she became overwhelmed by her disposition. Mary sat her suitcases down by the couch then looked about before she whispered, “It’s small, isn’t it?”

      “It’s free. You should be more appreciative.”

      “Oh, I am. I didn’t mean any offense,” Mary said completely embarrassed that her comment was interpreted as an insult.

      “The Cairo family had this all done when they started the hospital back in 1905.”

      “I remember reading that in the brochure. Does the Cairo family still own the hospital?”

      “Yes, but they don’t come by much anymore. I oversee everything now. They’re an elderly couple, and they moved to Wisconsin to be with their children. The hospital is run through a grant they set up. They had a nephew with mental issues and that was their inspiration for the hospital.”

      “They seem like wonderful people to do all this to help others.”

      Chief Nurse Kane said nothing as she stared at her expressionless.

      Mary looked away from Chief Nurse Kane to escape her gaze. She walked around the small apartment, looking at the walls and seeing some cobwebs. She walked over to the kitchen, stared into the sink, and could tell it needed cleaning. She walked to the bathroom doorway and glanced inside where she examined the layout. A clawfoot bathtub was against the far wall with the painting of a clown hanging above it. To the right of the tub was a small commode and beside it was a white pedestal sink. There was a small, glazed window on the back wall which let in a small amount of light, and she saw the closet behind the door as Chief Nurse Kane had described earlier. It, like the rest of the apartment was small but functional.

      She walked back into the living room where she saw through the open door that Chief Nurse Kane was standing on the porch smoking a cigarette. Mary walked over and got her suitcases and put them on the couch then, opened them up to start figuring out a plan to place everything. When she turned, she saw a picture frame laying down on the floor behind the door. She walked over, picked it up, and stared at it.

      It was a black and white 8”x10” photo of a young woman in a nurse’s uniform inside a simple black plastic frame. She walked out onto the porch to Chief Nurse Kane and asked, “Who is this?”

      Chief Nurse Kane looked at the picture and a disturbed look cascaded along her face. She immediately took the frame and said, “That’s nobody.”

      Chief Nurse Kane opened the back of the frame, took the photo out, wadded it up, put it into her pocket, and handed the frame back to Mary.

      Mary was shocked by her reaction and asked the obvious. “Did she work here?”

      “For a short period. Sometimes things just don’t work out.”

      “I understand. I’ve been meaning to ask, do I call you Miss Kane or Darcus.”

      “You call me Chief Nurse Kane. I will not answer to any other name.”

      For the first time, Mary wasn’t surprised by her strong reaction. “Okay, Chief
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This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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