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Introduction

The events in this novelette set in a
fictional town in Florida are based on the historical records of
physical and mental abuse that occurred at Pennhurst Asylum in
Pennsylvania, Letchworth Village in Rockland County, New York and
Willowbrook State School in Staten Island, New York. The names of
individuals are not intended to resemble any people living or dead.
The abuses happened, but the mental hospital in the story is
fictional.

Some of the mental illnesses
described are based on psychological ideas of Sigmund Freud, which
when the DSM III came out in 1980 were called antiquated and based
on unproven and untested theories. Please see the end of the
book for information for one of the actual events that I use in the
book that is based on facts.

Douglas Sandler, author

Panama City, Florida

February 8, 2017

All the characters in this book are
fictions. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, is
purely coincidental
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Dedication

I dedicate this book to the memory of
all the people hurt or killed because of mental health abuse in
those places behind this story and behind my first book Bad
Memories. These abuses are why I became a mental health advocate. I
also dedicate it to my goddesses Hecate, Diana, and goddess ISIS. I
also dedicate it to the teachers and instructors at Gulf Coast
Community College now Gulf Coast State College and Florida State
University for helping me to develop my writing skills.

 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 



Chapter One

 


Doctor Peter Alexander was a small man
who was capable, but small-minded and saw what he wanted to see. He
graduated from Harvard Medical School in July 1937, forty-fifth in
a class of seventy. He worked as a doctor at several psychiatric
hospitals or, as he called them “mental warehouse institutions”.
His supervisors gave him passing marks as a doctor, but noted his
lack of courage and observation but, he felt they didn’t have to be
so damn obvious about it. In August 1956, he got a job at the
Middleton Home for the Criminally Insane in Jonesville, Florida. As
he drove up to the aging grey stone building it did not seem to
encourage visitors. Green moss hung from the trees on the grounds
and as he drove onto the property, the light seemed to get subdued.
The crows screeching overhead about twenty as they were symbols of
death, it did not help.

This job was a step up in pay and
advancement as a full doctor of psychiatric medicine. His days as
an intern were over. He parked his car and approached the Middleton
Asylum Administration Building but he had a premonition or feeling
that he should turn around, but could not let down Doctor Mallard
down who got him the job. The air was muggy and damp with moisture
making him sweat like a man about to be hanged. The stonewalls were
grey, dripping with moisture with thick black metal bars covering
the doors and windows.

As he entered the administration doors
he could hear screams drowning out the sounds of birds. He
approached the armed guard at the desk sat his suitcase down and,
asked: “Which way to Doctor Jennings office?”

“Head down the blue corridor
to the sixth door on the left.” Doctor Alexander noticed the four
hallways had color-coded stripes on the floor. He picked up his
suitcase and said, “thanks a lot.” As he headed down that hall. The
guard said, “can I get a name and why you’re here for the
log?”

“Doctor Peter Alexander, the
new doctor here.” “Welcome to Middleton, Doctor Alexander hope you
like it here.” The guard said with a foreboding tone, but Doctor
Alexander missed the point and tone of the statement.

As Doctor Alexander walked down the
white hall he stopped in front of a door with ‘Dr. Jennings,
Facility Administrator’ on the glass and wooden door. He opened the
door entered and saw Doctor Jennings appearing about sixty-five
with a mane of grey unkempt hair and the look of a man
possessed.

“Doctor Jennings? I am
Doctor Peter Alexander your new doctor.”

Doctor Jennings looked up but did not
get up to shake hands, he just said, “welcome to Middleton, Doctor
Alexander I hope you had a great trip down here. Doctor Mallard
spoke great things about you and we need a doctor who is versed in
new techniques of caring for the mentally retarded. We work on call
24/7 with you having Tuesdays off every other week. You will sleep
in the staff quarters and eat in the employees dining hall. You
will be paid monthly on Fridays and have your laundry done on site.
Do you have any questions?”

“What type of people will I
be caring for? Are they dangerous?”

“You will care for the acute
inmates...oh, pardon me patients with various psychoses, borderline
neuroses, and impulse control disorders, who can get violent
occasionally; we have protocols for such patients. They are located
in building B. I will have the supervising charge nurse give you a
tour, any questions just ask.”

As Doctor Jennings picked up the phone
to call the asylums head nurse Doctor Alexander replied, “Thank
you, Doctor Jennings I’ll do that.”

The door to the office opened and the
head nurse entered. She was about 5’6” thin and pale with a cold
chill about her and a look of a woman frustrated and denied
something, or so she appeared to Doctor Alexander saw
her.

“Nurse Jackie Devois, this
is Doctor Peter Alexander, our new doctor; would you show him to
the staff quarters, and then give him the fifty cent tour.” Doctor
Jennings said with an evil chuckle.

Doctor Alexander picked up his suitcase
and followed the nurse out of the administration building. They
headed to a two-story white building he followed her and heard more
screams and cries and asked Nurse Jackie, “what or who is screaming
and crying?”

With contempt in her voice, “oh, that’s
just the retarded inmates who can’t communicate and have to be
restrained and they don’t like that.”

Replying to her statement sort of
irritated, “I believe the correct term is mentally ill, Nurse
Jackie.”

She turned to look at him, “You’re not
one of those new doctors with modern ideas on how to treat retarded
people are you?”

“What do you mean by that?”
Doctor Alexander said angrily. He might lack the courage for
confrontation, but he believed in treating the mentally ill with
respect. She did not respond and as they entered the last room on
the left she said, “this will be your quarters, it’s a one
bath/bedroom. Breakfast is at 6 am, lunch is at 12 noon and dinner
at 6 pm any other meals the diner in town is open 24/7. Put your
bags down and I’ll finish giving you the tour.”

As they walked Doctor Alexander asked
Nurse Jackie more out of hating the silence than anything else,
“how long have you worked at Middleton?”

“28 years and it’s been a
horrible 28 years. I started working here in October 1929 and the
crazy people were crazy and we were understaffed; we had to take
radical steps.”

“What radical
steps?”

“We performed sterilizations
under the eugenics movement to control the population, so crazy and
feeble people could not reproduce.” Doctor Alexander remembered
that the eugenics movement led to the Nazi final solution and was
glad it ended in disgrace. He lost what little respect he thought
he had for Nurse Jackie.

As they entered building B, he noticed
the patients sitting in chairs some mumbling incoherently, some
gesturing widely while shaking heads side to side or giving off
maniacal laughing, for a moment Doctor Alexander wondered should he
stay or run? Doctor Alexander thought back to medical school and
when he first interned at an asylum. The two events did not
compare. Nurse Jackie told him, “this building houses the least
crazy and violent people.”

As they walked down the hall Nurse
Jackie continued, “that door on the right marked ‘ELECTRO’ is where
we do electroshock treatment and we do about 10 a day. Dr. Salvers
is in charge of the Neuro/Electro Department.” As Nurse Jackie
continued the tour, they went up the stairs and she said, “this and
the third and fourth floors are where the patients stay. There are
fifteen rooms each sleeps two patients and building E sleeps,
eighty-eight patients.”

 


It is about noon when they enter the
staff cafeteria and get their food; Doctor Alexander looks around
at the half-empty room and ponders what he has seen. Nurse Jackie
gets up leaving him alone. Just then, a man in a white doctor’s
coat sits down with his tray and says, “I’m Jerry Rodgers,
Physician’s Assistant, nice to meet you.”

“I’m Doctor Alexander, nice
to meet you also. “Where do you work Mr. Rodgers?”

“I work all over the asylum
assisting the doctors in whatever they need. Lately, I’ve been
working in building D and it’s not been fun.”

“What do you mean not
fun?”

“Well that’s where the
violent patients are kept and where the lobotomies are done,” To
Doctor Alexander, Mr. Rodgers seems normal, enthusiastic about his
job and something of a boy scout.

Doctor Alexander asked Mr. Rodgers “do
you have any brothers?”

The look Mr. Rodgers gave said he
wasn’t going to talk about it. At about 1:30 pm on September 11th,
1956 they are leaving the cafeteria, just then an alarm goes off
and a naked man bursts out of building D, followed by two armed
men. In 30 seconds Doctor Alexander saw the man get shot. The two
guards don’t wait to see if he’s dead, they put him on a stretcher
and took him back into the building. Doctor Alexander turns to look
at Mr. Rodgers, but before he can speak the look in Mr. Rodgers
eyes and on his face says forget what you just saw. As the
orderlies carried the bleeding man Doctor Alexander heard one of
them say, “One less mouth to feed.”

Doctor Alexander asks Mr. Rodgers,
“What is up with Nurse Jackie? She seems cold, dominating,
controlling and looks like she was denied something.”

“Well, she was raised by a
single mom after her father left and her mom went crazy. Her mom
had several boyfriends who told Jackie that she was a burden. Her
mom told her she needed to dominate and use men as she saw fit if
she wanted anything in life. Because she needed a job she became a
nurse. She follows the spirit of nursing but not the humanity of
it. Jackie told me that she hates it when men are in control, and
she wants to be running things. Even Doctor Jennings will not mess
with her. I forgot to add she is somewhat attractive, cold, bitchy
and sexually frustrated so watch out for her”

Doctor Alexander reflected back to his
own parents and the dysfunctional nature of their relationship and
his moms own sexual frustration when his dad did not screw her
enough. She found men elsewhere, which led to their divorce. About
two hours later he is in building B taking care of a patient named
Harry. He takes the man’s blood pressure, listens to his heart then
takes the required blood sample for the lab. The patient cries out
in pain as Doctor Alexander inserts the needle into a vein to draw
blood. “Relax Harry I know it hurts, but I have to do this so we
can see how your medication is working.” Doctor Alexander preferred
to explain why he was doing something to the patients, while he
noticed some of the others did not explain and just did it. Doctor
Alexander continued, “how are you feeling? Have the voices
returned? Do you still feel that the staff here is out to get
you?”

“The shots they give me hurt
like
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