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Three very true stories from 

The Rivers of Hades 

PART III 

by Adrian Şinca 

Translation by Victoria Sara Dazin 

 

We all risk becoming "Them" tomorrow 

 

The novel was born out of necessity and its title was not chosen by chance. As in the 

land of Hades, the river Styx separates the living world from the afterlife, where the 

old shepherd Charon transports the dead across the river Acheron and the dog 

Cerberus allows all souls to enter, the idea of crossing the rivers of Hades represents 

the break between the two worlds, the world in which we live and the separate world 

in which our fellow humans living with mental illness live. 

My intention is that by presenting that world I will eliminate the stigma associated 

with mental illness or at least present the human quality of the mentally ill, based on 

the experience of the countless years I have spent in various psychiatric hospitals and 

clinics, the result of direct, detailed observation of the life and structure of the hospital, 

of the patients as well as of the treatment during hospitalization and post-

hospitalization. In general, I gained a deep respect for both patients and medical staff. 

Reminiscences of the ranger are my humble tribute to those who work in psychiatric 

hospitals, the rangers who guide them on the path between the shadow world and the 

real world. In general, I gained a deep respect for both patients and medical staff. 

Reminiscences of the ranger are my humble tribute to those who work in psychiatric 

hospitals, the rangers who guide them on the path between the shadow world and the 

real world. 

We all risk becoming "Them" tomorrow, cut off from these social "We" and deported 

across the Styx. 
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Goodbye Rhodesia 

 

Initially, when I returned to "student life", I enrolled in a business college for two 

years. A tourism program, management of hotels and restaurants. I learned 

to cook, I learned about the hotel industry, about how to manage various 

phases of the daily operation of the hotel and the restaurant. 

I was even awarded a merit scholarship by the local restaurant organization. After 

finishing college, I did an internship at a hotel that belonged to an international hotel 

chain. 

This was followed by my employment as a clerk at the hotel reception. I was working 

nights and I was not happy. In one of the telexes I received, I learned that a hotel in 

Salisbury was looking for a front desk manager. I said to myself that's it, that's it for 

me! I immediately called using the hotel phone and spoke to the manager in Rhodesia. 

His first question was about the color of my skin. Please... I'm starting to think 

seriously about moving to Rhodesia.                                             

 Arriving home, I look at the television and saw that a social revolution had begun in 

Rhodesia. Among other images, they showed how they caught white people, put a tire 

around their neck, and set the tire on fire. 

Goodbye $50,000 a year, goodbye Rhodesia. 

Tired of working at night for little money, goodbye hotel!!!  
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Rabbi Shlom 

 

Now if I mentioned the reverend doctor or the reverend drug dealer and pimp doctor, 

I'm thinking of mentioning one more. Actually, that's not a Pope, it's Rabbi Shlom. 

Shlom was brought to my living room by the police. No, he had no problems with 

alcohol, drugs, or prostitution. Then why did he "deign to bless us" with his presence? 

Well, let me start from the beginning.... 

It seems that Rabbi Shlom had scheduled a trip to his native plains, for which he had 

to take the plane in the direction of Israel. "Shalom Alehem" as it is said… 

Rabbi Shlom duly sat in a chair waiting to board the aircraft. He had to wait about two 

hours. A nine-year-old girl was hopping in front of him. 

I said that the Rabbi sat properly in the chair...but it didn't take long before he started 

talking to the little girl. After a few minutes, taking her by the hand, they both entered 

a toilet, where he began to rape her. This "entertainment" lasted about half an hour. 

The girl's parents, seeing us, became alarmed and notified airport security. The 

officers started looking for the little girl through all the corners of the airport, even 

stopping the takeoff of the plane. At the same time, the megaphones were broadcasting 

alert announcements. 

  Finally, they entered the men's toilet where they found Rabin with his pants down 

"resting" on top of the little girl. 

The next thing was the airport officers called two policemen who "helped" Rabin to 

continue his way to us in the hospital. To the Rabbi's chagrin, the only available room 

was in a lounge in my building. That's how I had the "happy opportunity" to meet him. 

  Unfortunately, on the next day, the Rabbi confessed to his bed neighbor, who in turn 

spread the information throughout the living room. The "salon colleagues" began to 

beat and rape Rabbi Shlom in the bathroom. 

  Poor Rabin could no longer go anywhere in peace without benefiting from the 

attention of one or more patients. 

Until the hospital staff found out about the "precarious situation" the Rabbi was in, he 

ended up crying at every wall that came his way. 

I learned this situation from Virginia's accounts, the nurse who complained to me that 

she was tired of "repositioning" his rectum every morning before drinking his first 

coffee. 

Rabbi Shlom was finally transferred to a Jewish hospital. I guess our hospital 

administration got tired of ordering her kosher food from a Glatt Kosher supermarket 

seven miles away. 
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