
We entered an uncarpeted, vacant hallway that branched out on both ends. Several metal 

doors with bolts lined the walls. The blue paper booties I wore crinkled against the bottoms of 

my feet.  

“What did they give me?” I asked when we stepped into the restroom straight across from the 

room I was in. 

Ann led me to a stall with no door, only an off-white partition that separated it from the other 

johns. “It was a barbiturate used to sedate patients. Sleep therapy is what some doctors 

dubbed it.” She continued to talk while I emptied my bladder, keeping her word to give me as 

much privacy as she could.  

Once I finished, I went to the sink and cringed at my reflection in the mirror. The right side of 

my face had a purple, yellowish bruise across my cheek, and the luster in my hazel eyes was 

gone. My complexion had a grayish cast. Whatever was injected into my body created a carbon 

copy of myself.  

Ann handed me a washrag, and I realized there was no hot water when I went to dampened it. 

After I cleaned off my eyes and face, we headed down the north side of the hall. I listened to 

Ann tell me that most of the residents were in the common room, which explained the eerie 

silence.   

“There you are,” a manly nurse with thick forearms and a broad forehead said when we 

rounded the corner from another corridor. She was heading our way and seemed quite 

annoyed.  

Ann stiffened but held her head high. “Ameerah caught my attention. She needed to use the 

lavatory, and now I’m taking her to the dining room for lunch.” 

“I realize you’re new here, Ann,” the other nurse said, “but we do not call patients by their first 

name in their presence. Each one has a number.” She pointed at me. “This one is number sixty-

four.” 

A laugh of disbelief escaped my lips. I couldn’t help it. What type of place was this, sedating 

people, tying them to a bed, and calling them by numbers instead of their names? I found being 

called Sixty-four another check in the box under the dehumanization category. “Excuse me,” I 

said when they looked at me, “I don’t know what type of facility I’m in, but regardless, I have a 

name. It’s Ameerah. To refer to me by a number is demonizing my identity, so I’d appreciate it 

if you would stick with my name instead.” 

The coarse nurse scowled. “We will do no such thing.” 

I made a face. “Why? What’s the purpose in such a demoralizing act? And what the hell is this 

place?” 

Still scowling the nurse snapped, “Watch your mouth.” 



“You’re in an insane asylum,” Ann said. 

 

 


