——I Was a Mental Patient

EnLrerlng Hospital Easier Than Exit
" 'For the First Time, | Realized . .. My-Isolation’

' A/ter receivi ;' many compilaints about the Kings County
Hospital peychiatric division, the World-Telegram assigned
Staft Writer Michael Mok to investigate. Without the knowl-
eNge of any authorities, he won admission as a patient after
telling a ‘1 arefully mepared story of emotional difficulties.
Today he tells how he manqged to leave—after some worri
some hours.

By MIGHAEL MOK,
World-Telegram Staff Writer.
(Copyright, 1061, by New York World~Telegram Corp.)

The day I got out of Kings County Hospital had a
' nightmarish quality, as if I were tobogganning out of
control toward a barbed-wire fence,

It began with another spoon hunt.

We were searched and herded.out of the day room.

“No man smokes until the spoon is found,” said
the attepdant. He sounded as if he hoped it would
never be recovered.

After we spent 40 minutes longing for a cigaret,
the scullery maid again discovered she had miscounted
the spoons and the smoking lamp was lit.

Very Pretty Nurse, .

-The day nurse, a very pretty girl who called the

patients “mister," apologized for having falsely ac-

cused us of stealing the silverware. This girl was one_|
of many staff members of Kings County whao went out
of their way fo be kind to the patients,

It was time to make thée beds, and I joined the

. working party, which, as usual, consisted predominant-

ly of men with previous instltutlonal ‘experience. |

Ex-convicts—and men who had spent time in
#zterans’ Administration hospitals—adjusted better to
the routine in Kings County than any others.

These old salts knéw how to' be on the receiving
end when anything was to be had: They knew how to
hide clean sheets in the padding of a wheelchair when
clean sheets were at a premium, or how to get extra
food when supplies were short.

Snatching Clean Sheets.

They were adept at snatching clean sheets off the
beds of others and switching them to their own; and
they knew which attendants were vulnerable to a bribe
of a dollar or two for performing such forbidden fa-
vors as making an outside phone call for them, We
were not permitted to have money or mhtches, but

Continued on Page 9,
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was time for showers and
the issuance - of clean pa-
jpmas—while the supply last-
ed..I noticed that the Institu.
tjonal types had managed to
get complete sets; I got clean
trousers only.
Then I was' summoned to
pe my psychiatrist.
Our session came ahout at
my request, because I wanted
know what the hospital
was planning to do with me.
This interviéw lasted just
few moments, In contrast
the first’ meeting, which
was 20 minutes long. The
doctor sald that three courses
of action were: open: .
|1 might be retained at thé
hospital for further observa-
tion; I might be committed
to a state mental hospital;
or I might be released. He
aflded that hig decisiort would
have to be backed up by the
jydgment of his immediate
superior, whom I might see/
very soon. |

i Is There Apy Appeal?
Just suppose, I asked, that

-

sent to a state hospital —
then what? Will my wife
have any say in the matter?,
I3 there any appeal?

‘The psychlatrist explained
.that after he and his col-
league made such a recom-
mendation, it was presented
to a State Supreme Court
justice, who visits the hospi-
tal three times a week. One’s
wife or nearest of kin is noti-
fied of this proceeding.

The possibility of my being
transferred to a staté hospi-
ta] had also frightened my
wife when she learned of it
on the. previous visiting day.
She immediately requested
permission to see my psychi-
atrist. He was not avallable
so_another doctor talked to
her.

he said ~she had just
heard that patients are often
sent from Kings County to
state mental institutions, and
sajd the idea made her nerv-
ous.

“I'm “not really familiar
with your husband’s case,”
the doctor sald at that time,

‘After the bed making, it .

you both decide I must be

I eﬂ'ing Into Hospital
Fasier Than Leaving

(Continued Ir«;»; l’nge One).

n attendant called me # to
see a . senlor psychlatrist.
Despite -his important post,
he, too, Interviewed me in a
eluttered cubicle.

‘This_doctor questioned me
shrewdly and as the Inter-
view progressed, I began to
relax. He obviously had a
wealth of common sense and

knew he would not make a

asty judgment which might
affect the entive courde of
iny life. B .
iThe Psychiatrist’s Declslon.

As we talked, it occurred
0 me that it Is much’ easier
to pretend insanity than to
persuade someone you're
pormal. .

At the end of the interview,
the doctor gave me his deci-
slon:

“If you give me your word
that you will seek psychi-
atric help as an out-patient,
I will release you to the cus-
tody . of your wife—as soon
as she can come. here' and

ign you out.” .

+ Reaching for the telephone
on his desk, I asked whether
1 might call her, or whether
he might make the call for
me.

‘She’ll Help You.’

“I'm sorry — patients are
not allowed to make outside
calls. Just tell ' the social

orker what the situation is
akd she'll help you.”

I went back to Ward 33
elated. I was so happy that I
even felt compassion for a
repellent, bottle-shaped boy
standing in the corner, whose
greediness usually spoiled
hreakfast, lunch and supper.

I went to the nurses’ sta-
tion and told an attendant
that I had urgent business
with the social worker and
asked. her to tell the woman
I wanted to see her.

Without even looking up,
the- aide said she'd take care

=Y

Desperation Sets In.
An hour passed; then two.
I went back to the nurses’
station and. repeated my re-
quest” to the attendant, who
had not stirred from the
cage.. Almost angrily, she
said she had promised to take

care of it and she would.
I began to feel desperate.

Sometimes a couple ‘of days

would® pass without the . so

clal; worker coming to the

ward, ‘and’ she had already

l\;1lsdted us earlier that morn.
8.

I button-holed a male at-
tendant who had shown con-
sideration to me in the past,
and asked if he’d make the

_phone call for me, intimating .

that I would make it worth
his while,

“I can’t do it, man,"” he
said sympathetically. “If any-
one found out it would cost
me my job.”

Later .in the Day.

Feeling more and more
helpless, I sought. out a
young gangster type, a pa-
tient who had always im-
pressed me with his resource-
fulness. L

The youth promised he
would try to help: One of
the attendants in another
ward acted as his contact
with the outside world, and
later in the day he might
have a chance to speak to
him.

I thanked him, but I was
not reassured. It seemed to
me that I might well haye to
wait until the next visiting
day for my wife to come
and, if the senfor psychia.
trist were unavailable, we'd
be out of luck.

For the first time, I re-
alized tully the extent of my
isolation from the world ouit:
side. I was completely cut
off.

After another endless hour,
I walked restlessly “to the
corridor door and peered out
ot the vision slot. What I
saw was unbelievable: there,
dressed in her best clothes,
was my wife. :

Chiet Psychiatrist,

She was permitted to enter
the ward, and she quickly
explained: She had declded,
on her own, to see the chief
psychiatrist to discuss my fu-
ture. .

As soon as she introduced
herself, the doctor told her
of his decision to release me
to her and she had signed
me out.

By this time I was in no
mood to dally. I went to the
nurses’ station and got the
cigarets I had left for safe-
keeping and distributed them
to my friends’among the pa-
tients. I had an impulse to
kiss the pretty nurse good-
bye, but didn’t.

The Last Time.

An attendant led up out of
the ward and I heard the
rattl8ty-click of its two doors
for the last time. My wife got

off-at vt‘he main floor, and' thﬁ
attendant and I went to the
basement to get my clothes.

g

ST — FOR PASSOVER!

As. I was dressing «— the
sensation of putting. on - my
own clothes. for the - first
time in eight days was ex-
hilarating — the attendant
sald wistfully that he wished
he were
County. .

I met my wife in the lobby |
and we walked outside. It
was. raining and the fresh
drops felt good on my face,

I turned pack for a last
look, and- someone I couldn't
sce shouted out of the win-
dow! .

“Go home!"

I did,
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thing, will be decided.
‘Yow'd Feel Better

But I do want to say that
the only reason that you balk
at ithe idea of a state hospl-
tal is because you are igno-
rant of them,” the psychia-
trist continued. "If you knew

ter”

“You,k may be right,” my
wife said. “Is there. any
chance of my inspecting the
facilities of the spital to
which he might b&;sent—be-
fore any decislon is.made?”
The families, of patients
are not permitted to inspect
hospitals. You could look at
thém from the. oytside, or
visit him on visiting days,
but that would be the extent
of your inspection.” -
Since heither my wife nor
felt particularly enlight-

=
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ened by our separate inter-
views, I was delighted when

SRR ETE T TR

i

“sp I can’t say what, if any- ||

the excellent care he would [’
receive, you'd feel much bet. |

rﬁuld A
1 constable

- Oil Fiane
Relights
A 6!

Whdt would you do, at
65, 1t your wifé suddenly
wanted to -see an old
beau :from years
back? “I nevér thought
I'd be running into this
! trouble at my
te to
Landers, Read her
wise and witty sdvice to
him, in the women's
ages  bf  the orld-
‘elegram-—-tomorrow,

\

MULTI-MILLION

DOLLAR

SURVEY v
‘Now York dopart. . .
ment stores syalyate
newapapers by the |
duy10. n{ reault

from milllons_ o
dollnrs of advartjsing
every yaat, They

single out e ) j i
tarmareor i |14 elfcive with g
H l»iv-r,lhln.&h.‘ ny i floacipg papel in back |
ok |-

other Now or turquoise. inisizes 1 ta

FIFTH AVENUE AT 40TH, N0 Y. 16

bodic
toeen,
9

sheath slim skif't and a

rnold

constahle

F!FTH AVENUE AT 40TH, N.Y, 16

special delivery for spring. ..
the envelope bag!
10.98

french calf envelope bag, lined in supple leather
- available in black, navy, or blendadle bone.
one from a collection by dofan.

*plus fed. tax

arnold constable handbags, street floor

rem. pink, blie, black.
0 Khe naleo.

rnold

. L constable

FIFTH AVENUE AT 40TH, N. Y. 18

step into the

smart set,

pertly pointed
demi heels and
flats. ..
shoes for gals.
with a taste

for fashion
799

€




	NYWorldTelegramSun_1961March22_pg1
	NYWorldTelegramSun_1961March22_pg9

