
        
            [image: cover]
        

    


















































Hauntin’ Taunton

(The State
Asylum)

By Bill Russo






















Published by CCA Media

Cape Cod, U.S.A.

Copyright 2017

All rights reserved. No part of this
publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any
form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other
electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written
permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations
embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses
permitted by copyright law. All pictures are held by commercial
license and may not be duplicated by anyone without express
permission.


Table of Contents






Chapter One - The Dreamer

Chapter Two - Cannabelle

Chapter Three - The Breezeway

Chapter Four - Grader’s Revenge

Chapter Five - The Wall Walker

Chapter Six - Seeking Cannabelle

Chapter Seven - The Sea Captain

Chapter Eight - A Ray of Hope

Chapter Nine - The Hug and Drug
Killer

Chapter Ten - The Scariest Town in the
U.S.A.

Chapter Eleven - Across the Border

Chapter Twelve - Getting Poison Ivy

Chapter Thirteen - The Prison-Box

Chapter Fourteen - Finding de
Calva

Chapter Fifteen - The House by the
River

Chapter Sixteen - The Asylum Today

Chapter Seventeen - The Asylum
Refuses to Die

About the Author


[image: tmp_766278ec9fca79f9651f52e8764fd293_o8aNbK_html_m759a42a1.jpg]


Chapter One: The Dreamer






At first the monster was weak. A figure more
of shadow than substance, it came only in bad dreams separated by
spaces of weeks at a time. It was humanlike, but ugly - like a
faded rock singer with long, greasy, mottled hair touching its bony
shoulders.
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When the dreams increased in intensity and
became full blown nightmares with no spaces between them, the ogre
devolved into a solid, foul-smelling behemoth.

Its face, hidden behind an obscure sepia
mask, was lit only by two bloody, fire-like circles where the eyes
should have been. Its hands were clad in rigid, bumpy, alligator
skin ending in sharp claws where before there had been fingers.
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With each sunset the dreamer was more
panicked, hopelessly awaiting, but equally dreading the nocturnal
visit of the demon. In daily increments the thing edged ever
closer, its drooping claws splaying out like a screaming sea-eagle
ready to pierce the flesh of a defenseless fish.

“Yewk. Yewk. Yawk. Cherawk, Yawk, Yew, It’s
you,” rasped the beast, its foul words saturated with fumes of
putrid breath. The claws of the brute stretched to within a
hair-width of touching the quivering, terrified man who answered
the fiend’s cries with his own – “Arrrrgh. Help me! Ahhhhh! Get
away!!! God help me! Somebody help me! Please. Arrgh.”

The neighbors did not leave their beds to
lend support – nor did they arrange palliative care for him. But
they did help him, in a way. They had him committed!

Angered at being awakened by the terrible
screams in the middle of the night, every night for weeks, several
people from the surrounding homes took action by calling the
superintendent of the Taunton State Asylum for the Insane.

Under a full moon and chained to a gurney,
the dreamer, James Wilkes, was carted off to a padded cell without
a hearing and with no recourse.

A stranger to New England might wonder how
Mr. Wilkes could have been incarcerated in an insane asylum without
being a criminal and without being insane!

Ah but he did commit a crime – disturbing the
peace. In Massachusetts in the 20th century, men and
women were sent away (sometimes for life) for even lesser crimes
than this.

Once behind the sturdy brick walls of the
‘hospital’ and its hundreds of secluded acres, all inmates were
treated equally – equally bad!

A person whose offense was perhaps no more
than being considered ‘a little slow’ might be confined at close
quarters with the most infamous murderers of the day.

Perhaps the worst punishment an inmate could
suffer in the asylum was to have “Cannabelle” for a room-mate.
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Chapter Two: Cannabelle






One of the most feared dwellers of the
asylum, Annabelle Parsons, was convicted of killing and eating more
than two dozen people. Certified as a “Lunatic”, she escaped the
hangman’s rope and was confined to the state hospital. A reporter
for the Taunton Daily Chronicle dubbed her “Cannabelle’ and the
nickname stuck with her for the rest of her life.

In her early 20s, sickly and ravaged by
tuberculosis, she developed an appetite for eating human meat after
reading a series of ‘scientific’ articles claiming the ingestion of
homo sapien flesh produces wondrous health benefits and prolongs
life.

Whether it was her cannibalism or the
exercise regimen she began when she started her murdering ways, her
‘Consumption’ lessened and her constitution was markedly
strengthened. She became a robust, healthy woman – more so with the
‘consumption’ of each new victim.

Taunton police began to suspect Cannabelle’s
involvement in the disappearance of a number of local residents and
visitors to the city. She was using her home as a rooming house and
some of the victims were her boarders.

One evening just as she was about to make a
fresh kill, the authorities broke into her quarters. She had
slipped a ‘mickey’ into a glass of beer and served it to one of her
guests. When the man fell unconscious she plugged his nose with
corks and his mouth with an apple and patiently waited for him to
suffocate. She was eager to begin her favorite job - gutting and
butchering her prey. Luckily for the victim, the police arrived
before he succumbed.

Cannabelle was shackled to a stretcher and
transported to the asylum. According to the Chronicle reporter,
John Grady, the authorities were astonished when they pried opened
her locked pantry and found four dozen mason jars full of pickled
human fingers and toes, neatly stacked in rows, plus large
quantities of jerked human flesh in cloth sacks.

It took less than four hours for the vicious
woman to make her mark of horror at the asylum. When Nurse Maggie
Chappell and orderly Curt Martin entered the padded cell with her
supper meal, they thought they were safe because Cannabelle was
tightly bound in a straightjacket.

As Nurse Chappell held out a forkful of food,
Cannabelle turned her head and slowly opened her mouth, revealing a
dazzling set of white teeth filed down to razor sharp daggers.

Instinctively recoiling, the nurse drew her
hand back – but not fast enough. Cannabelle’s head flew like the
lash of a whip, tearing into bone and flesh, biting off three
fingers at the second joint.

While she was greedily chewing the fingers,
the orderly walked towards the ferocious inmate and backhanded her
across the face – only to have his fingers similarly munched off in
a split second of agony.

Four more victims lost pieces of themselves
to the cannibal woman before the superintendent contacted the
Raynham Iron Works and placed an order for a special metal mask
that was fabricated and delivered in just two days.

After Cannabelle lost consciousness from a
sedative secreted in her evening meal, two orderlies clamped the
mask on her face. Covering her securely from nose to chin, it was
padlocked in back.

Painted glossy black, the iron mask had a
small white image stenciled in front where the mouth would be – a
picture of a skull and bones across, the universal signal for
poison or danger. One of the black spots in the in the skull was
actually a small hole, big enough for a straw – but just
barely.
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The superintendent of the asylum decreed that
never again would Cannabelle have flesh of any kind, or any solid
food. Her sole sustenance from that day forward was to be liquid,
which she would suck up through a straw pushed through the tiny
opening in her iron mask.

Cannabelle thought that the ‘straw diet’ was
the ultimate torture. Later she would find that there were far
worse things in the Taunton Asylum than liquid starvation.


Chapter Three: The Breezeway






James Wilkes awoke when the first blades of
the dawning sun stabbed through the immense floor to ceiling
windows of a Breezeway connecting two residential wings of the
asylum.

As the effects of the sedatives given to him
began to wear off, he noticed that his bed was one of about two
dozen lined up in a drafty, unheated circular hallway.

All the beds were occupied by haggard looking
patients still sleeping deeply from whatever potions had been given
them. Wilkes later found out he was in a temporary area for new
arrivals. As space in the overcrowded hospital became available,
the patients were switched to dormitories or in some cases, private
or semi-private rooms.
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