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Introduction
Whitmore Asylum stands silent and forgotten amidst the windswept moors of northern
England, its crumbling stone façade shrouded by the relentless mists that roll in from
the hills. Once a beacon of so-called enlightenment and treatment, its towering
silhouette now holds little more than the memories of those abandoned within its
walls. Where the iron gates sag on rusting hinges, wild brambles strangle the
perimeter, barring entry to all but the most determined—and perhaps, the most
desperate.

It is into this bleak landscape that Dr. Samuel Hawthorne is unexpectedly summoned,
the ink still damp on the letter that has drawn him from the comparative safety of his
London study. The addresser’s hurried script speaks of urgent need, of matters both
scholarly and personal, but offers no hint of the terrors that await him beneath
Whitmore’s sagging eaves. Rumors have long clung to the asylum: tales of unquiet
spirits and restless souls, of flickering candlelight glimpsed behind barred windows
when the moon is full. The few who return from Whitmore refuse to speak of what they
have seen; most, it is said, never return at all.

As the hired coach rattles down the fog-choked lanes, Hawthorne cannot shake the
sense of foreboding that has settled over him, as if the moors themselves conspire to
drive him away. Yet curiosity, that most fateful of human traits, steels his resolve. A
noted expert in the hidden recesses of the mind, he tells himself that he comes in the
service of science and compassion. But deep down, he wonders if he too will fall prey
to the asylum’s legendary madness.

Upon his arrival, Hawthorne is greeted not by staff or resident physicians, but by
Edgar—the caretaker whose gaunt figure and half-whispered words have become as
much a part of Whitmore’s legend as the wailing that sometimes escapes from its
shuttered wings. Edgar’s manner is courteous, if cryptic, and his warning is clear: the
darkness within these walls runs deeper than any patient’s affliction.

As night falls and the wind howls through broken transoms, the asylum seems to come
alive. Hawthorne finds his every step shadowed by invisible eyes, every corridor
echoing with the footsteps of those long since lost. His training urges him to seek
rational explanations, yet in Whitmore’s oppressive hush, reason can seem a tenuous
shield.

In the nights to come, as the full moon casts its spectral glow over Whitmore’s
forsaken halls, Dr. Hawthorne will confront not only the ghosts of the asylum’s past,
but the shadows lurking within his own soul. For in Whitmore, the line between sanity
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and madness, between truth and deception, grows as thin and treacherous as the mist
upon the moors.

Sample from MixCache.com - The Online eBook Marketplace



SHARING STRICTLY PROHIBITED - For personal use of the licensed account only - See MixCache.com Terms of Use.

SA
MPL

E 
CO

PY

CHAPTER ONE: The Summoning Letter
The gaslight in Dr. Samuel Hawthorne’s study cast long, dancing shadows across the
spines of leather-bound tomes, illuminating the dust motes that perpetually swirled in
the heavy London air. Rain lashed against the windowpanes, a familiar nocturne to his
solitary evenings. He sat hunched over his mahogany desk, a half-empty glass of
amber liquid at his elbow, and the offending letter clutched in his hand. Its paper, thick
and cream-coloured, bore the imprint of a wax seal depicting a raven perched atop a
crumbling tower—an unusual and rather macabre crest.

The handwriting, a florid, almost frantic script, suggested an urgency that bordered on
desperation. It was from a solicitor, a Mr. Alistair Finch, from some obscure village
nestled deep within the northern moors. The address of the sender, if it could be
called an address, simply stated: "Whitmore Asylum, near Blackwood Dale." Samuel
had never heard of it, which, for a man who prided himself on his encyclopaedic
knowledge of England’s mental institutions, was a noteworthy omission.

He reread the critical paragraph, his brow furrowed in concentration. "…the peculiar
circumstances surrounding the late Dr. Silas Blackwood’s passing, and the subsequent
abandonment of the Whitmore Asylum, necessitate a most discreet and esteemed
psychological assessment. Your reputation precedes you, Dr. Hawthorne, and we trust
your unique insights into the human mind will prove invaluable in resolving this
delicate matter. The remaining inhabitants, a mere handful, require a professional
evaluation before the inevitable decommissioning of the establishment."

A "peculiar passing" and "abandonment." Such euphemisms always piqued Samuel’s
professional curiosity, often concealing a far more disturbing truth. His work had led
him into many a shadowed corner of the human psyche, from the grandiose delusions
of a disgraced baron to the melancholic despair of a factory girl driven mad by
industrial servitude. But an entire asylum, effectively forgotten and now requiring a
mysterious assessment of its lingering residents, felt different. It hummed with an
unspoken dread.

He ran a hand through his neatly combed dark hair, a habit he often resorted to when
confronted with an intellectual puzzle. The letter made no mention of the specific
nature of Silas Blackwood’s demise, merely hinting at an abrupt and regrettable
incident. It also provided no clarity on why the institution had been allowed to fall into
such disrepair, nor why these "remaining inhabitants" had been left behind. It was as if
Whitmore had simply ceased to exist for the world, only to be resurrected by this terse
missive.
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The rain intensified, hammering a rhythm against the glass that seemed to mirror the
unsettling beat in Samuel’s own chest. He was known for his calm demeanour, his
unwavering logic, but this invitation—or rather, summons—stirred a nascent unease
within him. It was the kind of invitation one received when stepping into a forgotten
corner of history, where the air itself might be thick with secrets.

A log in the fireplace shifted, sending a shower of sparks up the chimney, briefly
illuminating a framed daguerreotype on the mantelpiece: a stern-looking woman with
kind eyes, his late mother. She had always encouraged his academic pursuits, even
when they led him to the darkest recesses of human suffering. He imagined her
counsel now, a quiet voice urging caution, yet also acknowledging his inherent drive
for truth.

He considered the implications. Accepting would mean a journey into the wild,
untamed north, far from the polished society and intellectual discourse of London. It
would mean confronting whatever grim reality had befallen Whitmore Asylum, an
institution so effectively erased from the public consciousness. But the challenge, the
sheer mystery of it, was a potent lure.

Samuel prided himself on his objectivity, his ability to dissect mental pathologies with
a surgeon’s precision. He had always believed that understanding was the first step
towards healing, even if healing was not always possible. This assignment promised
an unprecedented diagnostic exercise, a chance to observe the effects of prolonged
isolation and neglect on the human mind within a contained, almost laboratory-like,
environment.

Yet, there was also a pervasive sense of the supernatural hinted at in the local
whispers that sometimes reached London’s social circles. Tales of Whitmore were
often accompanied by hushed tones and knowing glances, speaking of strange
occurrences, of the moans of spectral inmates, and the eerie glow from its highest
windows on moonless nights. Samuel, a man of science, naturally dismissed such
fanciful notions as the product of overactive imaginations and rural superstitions. Still,
the pervasive nature of these rumours was unsettling.

He rose from his desk and walked to the window, peering out at the murky street
below. The gas lamps cast feeble pools of light through the downpour, illuminating the
slick cobblestones. London, for all its grime and ceaseless energy, felt safe,
predictable. Whitmore, by contrast, sounded like a place where the rules of the
mundane world might not apply.

The solicitor’s letter had arrived by special messenger, a gaunt, silent man who had
refused to answer any questions beyond confirming the package was for Dr.
Hawthorne. The messenger’s cloak had been heavy with the scent of damp earth and
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something else, something metallic and cold, like an iron gate left out in the rain for
too long. This small detail, insignificant on its own, now took on a peculiar resonance
in Samuel’s mind.

He picked up a small, silver-framed photograph from his desk. It was of him, a
younger, more eager version, standing beside his mentor, the esteemed Dr. Arthur
Blackwood—no relation, he presumed, to the deceased Silas. Arthur had instilled in
him the relentless pursuit of truth, regardless of how uncomfortable it might be. "The
human mind, Samuel," Arthur had often said, "is a labyrinth. And sometimes, the only
way out is through the very heart of it."

This mission, if he accepted it, felt like an expedition into such a labyrinth. The letter
mentioned the immediate need for his assessment, implying that a coach would be
dispatched to collect him within the week. There was an urgency to it that suggested
dire consequences if he refused. Or perhaps, simply a deep-seated desire to resolve a
lingering, unpleasant problem.

Samuel sighed, running a hand over the worn leather of his favourite armchair. He
imagined the desolate journey, the biting wind of the northern moors, the isolation. He
was a creature of comfort, of intellectual pursuits, not rugged adventure. Yet, a
stronger force pulled him towards this unknown. The opportunity to unravel such a
complex enigma, to delve into a forgotten institution and its abandoned souls, was a
siren song to his scholarly mind.

He folded the letter carefully and placed it inside a leather-bound folder labelled
"Pending Cases." He would send his reply tomorrow, a brief acceptance. He would
pack his medical instruments, his notebooks, and his most robust collection of
psychological texts. He would prepare for a journey that promised more than just a
professional challenge; it promised a confrontation with the very fringes of human
understanding and perhaps, something far more sinister. The rain outside seemed to
whisper a name: Whitmore. And in that whisper, a shiver, not entirely of cold, traced
its way down Samuel Hawthorne’s spine.
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