
A week after she had been admitted to the hospital, they moved my best friend to Flower Valley Mental Institution. They admitted her to a secure psychiatric ward and promptly started her on medication. We could visit her three times a week, for an hour, and we saw her deteriorate every week. They cancelled the last visit because she was in the isolation cell. When we asked why she was there, she reluctantly said that she was there for her own safety. 
Sylvia wouldn’t hurt a fly, so what was this bullshit about her own safety? Sandor and I went to Flower Valley the next day. Several buildings are in a big flowery park. Signs pointed the way to the buildings “Garden Pleasure”, “Sunny Corner” and “Water View”. My bestie was at the “Petal wood Pavilion”. All these buildings were old. Some of them are ancient. 1920s old. Built according to the wants and needs of medical care at that time. Our medical standards might have been upgraded over the last hundred years. Not the buildings. 
“How can I help you?” A nurse asked, which opened the door.
“We came to visit Sylvia van Geelen,” I said. 
“I am sorry; visiting hours are only on Mondays, Wednesdays and Saturdays.” 
“We know that, but we are very concerned about her. We have heard that she tried to commit suicide yesterday.” 
“Ah, the lady in B03.” The nurse finally connected the name with the cell number. “In that case, I really have to disappoint you. People are in isolation for a reason, and that is because it’s for their own protection and the protection of our other clients.”
“In that case, please inform your superiors that we will not leave until we have spoken to my mother.” Sandor said in his “Dom-voice.”
The door closed and locked again. We waited for 20 minutes on the doorstep. We made room for maintenance people, cleaners and nurses. With routine gestures, people unlocked and locked the door behind us. I gave Sandor one of the sandwiches I had made. People say I am frugal for a reason. 
A different nurse came to the door. More experienced. She looked my age, but was probably 20 years younger than I was. Working in a stressful environment does that to you. 
“I think my colleague already told you it is not possible to see Mrs Van Geelen today. It’s in her interest and yours that she can take the time in isolation to think about what has happened.”
 “I’m afraid we have to disagree with that, and we would still like to see her today. Do you have the authority to let us in and see her?” I asked.
“No, the only one who can make that decision is our psychiatrist.”
“Please ask him or her to give us permission. We said we were going to be here all day. We are alone now, but not for long. If we are not allowed to enter, there will be a group of reporters here in the afternoon waiting with us.”
“Making threats doesn’t help to solve this situation, Sir.”
“Not letting us in doesn’t help either. So, I suggest you go to the psychiatrist and ask him to see us.”
“He is not here at the moment, but he is on call, of course.”
“I suggest you call him, and if you don’t want reporters covering your doorstep, perhaps you should tell him to hurry,” I said. 
The nurse disappeared. For two long hours, nothing happened. With every passing minute, I became more worried about Sylvia. Our friend, Nurse #2 reappeared. 
“Doctor Beck will see you now. Follow me, please.” We did. Followed her through endless corridors. She unlocked and locked behind us countless doors before ushering us into an examination room where a man sat at an old 1940s metal desk. After introductions, we both sat down.
“I understood you insisted on seeing one of my patients who is in an isolation room right now. She is in no condition to see you right now, I’m afraid. We had to increase her medication for her own safety and ours. It’s not that I am refusing to see her, but it’s simply not in her best interest to see people right now. You will have to trust my professional opinion about this. I have been a psychiatrist for over 30 years now, and the best way to treat a patient like Mrs Van Geelen is to rest. The medication will give her rest in her head.”
“I have no doubt about your professional judgement, doctor, but we still insist on seeing her.” Sandor said firmly. I was proud of him. 
“Even if it’s not in your mother’s best interest?”
Neither of us reacted to that low blow. The overweight doctor Beck sighed and pushed a button under his desk. Within seconds, a big male nurse opened the door.
“Can you take these people to ISO B3, please? I would appreciate if you would stay with them in the ISO, confirm instructions.”
“Yes, doctor. Follow me, please.”
More locked doors. He suddenly stopped and opened a heavy metal door. The first thing I saw was Sylvia on a big plastic mattress. No bed, just a mattress and a steel toilet in the corner. That was it. Walls that were white once, and cameras in each of the corners. We both sat down on the bed. Sylvia looked awful. Her hair had grown a bit, her wrists were in bandages, and she was wearing one of those paper dresses, loosely tied at the back so that a part of her bare back was visible. She reacted hardly to us. Her eyes looked drugged and out of focus. Drugs had degraded this powerhouse of a woman to a pitiful shell of a human being. I kissed her cheek and stood up. Not very elegant, I might add. 
“Perhaps you would be so kind as to take us back to Doctor Beck now?” I asked the nurse, who had not left the doorway. 
“Back so soon? I already told you it’s not an uplifting sight to see someone in the ISO, and our policy is always to keep them there only if it’s really necessary. I will stop by her isolation room today to see how she is doing. If the medication works well, we might transfer her back to her own ward soon.”
“We will take her with us today. If you can sign the paperwork, we will take care of her from now on.” I said. 
“That’s impossible, though I understand it’s upsetting. Mrs van Geelen is in the middle of treatment right now.”

