The Writings of Mental Health Patients
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IN THE ASYLUM 2

Excuse me for a minute. My mind escapes me. It hasn’t accidentally wandered off, or taken flight to a foreign land, it resides here, in the asylum. 

Each patient, patient has a regime of poverty, isolation, despair and torture which sticks through a veneer of charity clothes like the awkward bones of a compound fracture. 

And finally, we are branded, not with a neat badge or logo proclaiming our names, our identity, but with Latin hieroglyphs gleaned from medical textbooks. It helps to recognise what we are, our species. 

Excuse me for a minute. My mind escapes me.

Linda Hart
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DEDICATED TO THE MEDICATED

The pink one keeps me happy
And stops me getting sad

The purple one stops the pink one
From making me quite mad

The blue one helps me sleep

And the red one helps me to think

Though I sometimes think too clearly

If I take it with the pink

The green one keeps me calm

And helps me not to panic

But I mustn’t take the green one

If I feel I’m getting manic

The orange one has side-effects

And makes me feel quite ill

So I told this to the doctor

And he gave me a yellow pill

Now I’ve a rainbow every morning

Which I swallow like I’m told

And the makers of this rainbow?

They get the pot of gold
Susan Arisoy
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ADMISSION

There is a large expanse of dotted carpet stretched between us. If I stare too hard at it, the dots start moving. Like beetles. My chair sags in the seat. Someone’s stubbed a cigarette out on the arm. 
She fills in the boxes on her page. Age, weight, height. Various other pointless bits of information no one will ever read again. Unless I go missing (NSR9).

I have already been through my history, but they make me go through it again. Apparently, although everything is written down, no one can be bothered to read it.

I’m shown to my room. There’s a window covered by a curtain in the door. That night I shiver under my hospital blankets listening to the other patients shout down the corridor. 
Emily Riall
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LETTER TO A CONSULTANT PSYCHIATRIST
You gave me a questionnaire once a week
21 questions to evaluate my mood

I had to rate myself on a scale of 1 – 3

You adjusted my medication according to my score

You talked of biochemical imbalances, synapses and neurotransmitters

You told me my thoughts were distorted and dysfunctional.
You told me that the things that had happened to me did not matter

What mattered was how I perceived these things.

I believed your definition of illness.

I took your psychotic cocktails and allowed you to access my thoughts.

If I could think differently, as you prescribed, then I’d be fine.

You searched for signs of abnormality and found them.

You magnified the worst aspects of me and reflected them back until I saw nothing else.

You isolated me in a world where people were purely medical problems to be solved.
The stories we shared of trauma, abuse and neglect were merely coincidental.

All you were interested in was a manifestation of symptoms.
Was I an interesting collection for you to play with?

You didn’t get a chance to give me ECT.
You left – moved onwards and upwards in your career.

And I was left – incoherent, on hospital pocket money, scrambling through ashtrays for fag ends to smoke. With little left but the clothes I stood up in and a list of diagnoses.

If I talk of having my life stolen, of brainwashing, of being used for chemical experiments
I’ll be labelled paranoid, delusional, psychotic, and medicated accordingly.
So, I’ll keep my thoughts to myself and try to rediscover the person I was before you tried to cure me.

Anonymous
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Electro Convulsive Therapy is a barbaric practise which can destroy the memory, and even kill. Chemical drugs increase the level of, and number of, toxins in the brain and body, and they also destroy the nutrients that are needed for detox and healing. They are only supposed to be used short term, but doctors tell patients ‘You will be on these drugs for the rest of your life’. They are designed to be highly addictive too. Guaranteed income for doctors and big pharma. Safe, effective, natural alternatives are seldom used because they are seen as competition for big pharma profits. 
