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It is not precisely nice for me to remember what I am going to write about. But I feel it is necessary, 

urgently necessary. It is high time we talked about  these ugly, disgusting and horrendus experiences, which 

are still sadly real nowadays.

It was January, 2023. I was struggling against somnolence, being hardly capable of opening my eyes, 

when a doctor´s voice asked me if I would do it again. “As soon as I can”, I answered. As a consequence of my 

reply, that doctor, to whom I never saw again during my brief stay at that General Public Hospital in Madrid, 

decided to order my admission in the Psyquiatry Pavillion. I was 61 years old.

I shared my bedroom with a forty-year-old  woman who was there for “severe depression”, according 

to what doctors have told her. We didn´t talk much. Neither of both wanted to talk. I could notice she was a 

very neat and clean person because she frowned when putting on the scruffy and battered pijamas we were 

given, which were mandatory, decolored and full of holes in the material. No doubt, very old garments, more 

appropriate to make cloths from them than to be worn.  

Also the bedsheets were very old, torn off and holed. I could see them in detail because it was our 

duty to make our beds the fastest we could before breakfast. Every morning an auxiliary nurse came in our 

rooms without knocking at the door  to check if we had made the bed properly. If not, we had to make it again 

in front of her. After making our beds, we ought to have a shower in a rush. As there was just one bathroom 

in each bedroom, the dynamics imposed by the auxiliary nurse was to send to the shower first to the one 

who had made the bed properly,  and then the other could have the hurried shower after having made the 

bed twice. I am a very slow person, so I was always the second. “Haven´t you learnt to make beds? Come on, 

Hurry up”, the auxiliary nurse shouted at  me every early morning before breakfast.

I didn´t like that but I didn´t say anything. I just made my bed twice and had a quick shower. I felt 

myself like a clumsy soldier in the army, like a guilty prisoner in jail. Better to be quiet. Besides, we couldn´t 

use our own toiletries. I don´t know why,  they were forbidden. Therefore we had to wash  our bodies with 

a pink liquid soap in a transparent bottle for every two patients, which the auxiliary nurse gave us in turns. 
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After all, I preferred to shower myself quickly because the smell of that pink liquid did not please me at all.

There were twenty more people enclosed there. I say enclosed because that is the way we actually were. 

We could not go out,  there was not any outdoor place to sunbathe or feel the air. To see the light, only big 

locked windows just in our bedrooms. The narrow corridor with a T shape had no windows. It led straight on 

to the dining room,  and to the bedrooms on the sides. On the way to the dining room, on the right, it was the 

TV room without windows.  That was all: the bedrooms, the corridor, the dining room and the tv room. No 

yard, no garden. We were enclosed.

In between meals, we spent our time walking along the corridor;  going forward to the door of the 

dining room and round  back to the sides of the dark T. Forward and round back, once and again. For hours. 

We could not be in our bedrooms during the day nor out of them from nine o´clock in the evening.  The 

alternative to the corridor was the TV room, in which there was an old big sofa, a round big wooden  table  and 

five or six chairs, together with an enourmous television set that was on all day long. It was difficult to get a 

seat in the TV room,  and the old sofa was very dusty. Sometimes I managed to find a free chair and read any 

of the two books my family had brought for me. I remember one of the books had an elastic rubber along the 

edge to keep it closed. It wasn´t a big book, the size of the palm of my hand. I liked the moments I could spend 

reading, but they were not many  because there were very few chairs.

One night the auxiliary nurse who was in charge of getting us up, the same one who shouted at me 

every early morning before breakfast, entered my bedroom, with a pair of big scissors hanging from her belt,   

and asked me to show her my books. I did, and to my amazement, she took the one with the rubber and cut it 

into pieces. This time I complaint. “Why do you break it?” It is my book. You cannot do that”, I said. “Of course 

I can”, she answered, “This rubber is dangerous. I will tell your family not to bring you any more books with 

such a  rubber”. And she left the room.

That moment impressed me very much. It had been kind of aggressive and scary. I could not help 

crying. My book. The big scissors. The elastic rubber. Why dangerous? She didn´t explain. While crying and 

snobbing lowly, trying not to be noticed by my room-mate, I felt myself very bad, as if I were my book, as if I 

had been mutilated, as if my elasticity had gone forever. I know now that it was after that scene that I decided 

in my inner side that I would not be at that ill place for very long.

Next day it was at last visits day. One of my sisters came to see me. She found me devastated, much sadder 

than the previous week. I explained to her how awful it was being there, how denigrating, how uncomfortable, 

how deppressing. She asked me If I had seen a doctor. I answered I hadn´t. After two weeks being there I had 

just seen the other patients and the auxiliary nurses who watched out the patients.
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She had brought me some long-sleeved T-shirts for me to wear underneath the hospital pijamas  because 

sometimes I was cold. As with any other  belonging for the patients, an auxiliary nurse had to check my sister´s 

bag. It was again the auxiliary nurse of the scissors. When she saw that one of the T-shirts had long neck, she 

said I couldn´t have that one. I remember I got scared because my sister complaint and I thought the auxiliary 

nurse was going to break the T-shirt, to cut the long neck from it. But my sister did not stop complaining, 

asking why I could not have that warm T-shirt. As it happened with the rubber in the book, the long neck of 

the T-shirt was dangerous, the auxiliary nurse answered to my sister. “Don´t be ridiculous”, said  my sister, and 

she added “Mi sister has been telling me that she feels very bad here, and that she has not had any appointment 

with the doctor. And I can see now that this place is not good for her. Instead of recovering, she is getting 

worse. I am going to take her home right now and I refuse to talk to you any longer”. I felt relieved. My sister 

had understood me.

We had to wait for what I felt like an eternity for the doctor to come and sign against my voluntary 

discharge. It was a woman, not  the voice I heard the very first night I arrived there, another voice. She took me 

and my sister into her office, and tried to persuade us of my not leaving yet. Then my sister talked, “After two 

weeks here, this is the first time my sister sees you. That is unacceptable. This place is not well organised. I want 

to take my sister home”. Then the doctor addressed me a question: “Apart from what your sister is saying, are 

you sure you want to leave, Mar?”. “Yes, I´m totally sure”, I answered. “ This place is horrible”.

 I had to sign some papers, and we left.
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