
1 
 

Four very true stories from The Rivers of Hades 

by Adrian Şinca 

Original: Rîurile Hadeşului -Amintirile luntraşului (Manuscript, 2020) 

English translations by Victoria Sara Dazin 

 

Prologue 

"The Rivers of Hades were borne out of necessity, the book is the result of the 

countless years that I spent in various psychiatric hospitals and clinics, the result of 

direct observation of the daily life and structure of the hospital, of the patients as well 

as the treatment during hospitalization and post-hospitalization. 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 those who are affected by mental illnesses live. 

Being a book based on reality, it was necessary to make some changes to protect the 

identity of patients and medical staff." Adrian Şinca. 

 

That's how I got into a mental hospital 

 

  Ever since I had acted on an impulse and lost my job and career, I was still looking 

to fill up my time. 

  My best friend, who was a medical assistant, had already been working in a hospital. 

He urged me to take a admittance exam for a position at his hospital. I passed the 

exam, receiving one of the highest scores. In the meantime, what's on my mind? To 

increase the chances of getting an employment, I enrolled in college, (again) to the 

psychology department. In addition, the college recognized many of my hotel 

management courses, using them for the mandatory "cultural enrichment" portion, 

this had earned me time and money. 

After a few months, they called me and hired me at the hospital, assuming at first a 

temporary position. After finishing the studies at the new college, I was given a 

permanent position. 

There's a proverb goes like this: "When you look into a bottomless abyss, the abyss 

also looks into your soul". As far back as I can remember, strangers would pull me 

aside and tell me all their secrets, everything that's bothering them, after which they'd  

leave feeling relieved. How do I know they leave relieved? When they start to talk 

about issues from their lives, they keep their shoulders down, their bodies a little bent 
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over, as if they had a lead sack behind them. When they leave, I walk slowly remaining, 

for a while, in a world of black shadows. 

When you work in a psychiatric hospital, for chronic patients it is completely different. 

Some of the patients have stayed there for decades, many of whom abandoned by their 

families and especially by society. This is the pure truth, despite the image that's been 

presented by those who "lead" the social system. 

I must admit that I am fascinated by the patients who appreciate the simple fact that 

we're there to help them. 

I've always said that the only difference between patients and hospital staff is the fact 

that workers can (sometimes) go home, after hours they change the place where they 

get their salaries to another place where they go to work for free! 

I have noticed a phenomenon, of chronic patients who usually spend years and years 

in the hospital gradually beginnig to identify the staff who care for them as an 

extension of their own family. The fact that the family avoids visiting them is largely 

due to the fact that of  the negative image and stigmatization on the one hand, the 

families are not equipped to deal with them and on the other hand. 

I don't mention this as an excuse, but on the other hand their parents age and die while 

patients continue their lives in the hospital routine. All the more, if they were 

hospitalized at the age of adolescence, being separated from their family, their entire 

development and transition to adulthood  would have suffered severe stagnation, 

leaving them with an emotional handicap. 

 

dance  " "Thorazine's 

 

    Like the spirit of Hamlet's father, I haunt the halls and corridors of the hospital, a 

wanderer across the Styx, a shepherd of lost souls. 

  Surrounded by five-meter walls, the property stands alone with an air of grave 

superiority, being independent, a red-brick complex, awash with dark green moss 

stained with mold. After the rain, you can see spider webs shining under the sun. 

  A small farm provides chickens, pigs, and cows. There is also a vegetable garden and 

greenhouses. The water used by the sanitary installations is filtered and used for 

garden and lawn irrigation. 

In the basement there is a laboratory where various experiments are conducted on 

animals. Several buildings are used for housing employees. 
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We have a cinema, a cemetery, totally unkempt, a crematorium, a police station, a 

court room. We have a little Seventh Adventist Church that is rarely visited, three 

amphitheater rooms, a children's room, a music studio. 

    I wouldn't be surprised if the Minotaur appeared to transport me to the other world. 

After finishing my cigarette, I return to the "staff room" with the intention of sipping 

my cold coffee I'd forgotten on the desk. It occurs to me that I too am dragging my feet 

like the patients. We call this dance the "Thorazine trot". 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Musical therapy 

 

Among other things, I had two gramophone vinyl discs with classical music at home, 

one was "First Romanian  Rhapsody" by George Enescu and "Romanian Rhapsody " 

by Ciprian Porumbescu. 

I began an experiment, I brought them with me to the hospital, I had started doing 

music therapy, no one forced me to do it but I tried to get out of the routine, especially 

since the hospital management was not particularly concerned with the form that the  

treatment would take. 

Cristina, who had introduced herself as a recreation therapist, came twice a month. 

She organized bingo and horse races for patients which were recorded on video tapes 

and the image was shown on the TV screen. The idea was for the patients to become 

interested in horse racing, a hippodrome would appear on the TV screen, and at the 

starting line the patients would choose one of the numbered horses. By watching the 

horse races for twenty minutes, it aimed to retain attention, improve the ability to 

concentrate and at the same time offer them the opportunity to temporarily escape the 

rigidity of life in the hospital. 
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The patient whose horse won would get a chocolate or a toothbrush..."exactly what 

they were interested in", he would rather give them coffee and cigarettes...but that's 

how I am...unsatisfied. When I proposed to give them coffee and cigarettes, I was 

categorically rejected on the grounds that cigarettes are unhealthy... like the Latin 

proverb "unhealthy cigarettes... for patients with sick minds"... to hell! 

Anyway, I would put on the discs and watch their reaction to a song they had not heard 

before... although often it was more of a lack of reaction, in the end all the patients 

were calm and usually there were no incidents... they didn't seem.  

The only one who reacted was Vasile, he stopped at the black squares and stared 

blankly out the window. 

Once he told me to stop playing this music, I asked him if he missed Romania, the 

answer came promptly: 

  ! - No...I don't miss it; it really makes me think I'm locked in here 

From time to time, I projected on the wall for the patients slides of art and buildings 

from Rome, I admit that sometimes I don't think...once they were in the dark, a fight 

would break out. In fact, the patients were fighting regularly even when the lights came 

on, so I can't take full responsibility… 

A pigeon had perched on a window sill, we all fed it, even the patients gave it 

breadcrumbs from the dining room through the bars... it had grown as fat as a turkey, 

I think once this bird he said to himself: "What the hell am I looking for in a hospice. 

I'm healthy ... not like these and took flight in a normal world", although that normal 

world exists the pigeon still flies.  
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The sweets seller 

An integral part of the therapy is the drug regime, for this reason, a multitude of 

representatives from the big drug factories pass through the hospital, who plead in 

favor of the use of the drugs manufactured by their company. 

These individuals, without exaggeration, look as if they were shot at xerox, they give 

out free samples of their medicines, and to "grease the machine", they often offer 

doctors free vacations in the most picturesque places on the planet. 

The case of such a "seller of sweets", I confess, I thought it was extremely funny. The 

individual was hopping from building to building carrying with him a bag like the ones 

that stewardesses and lawyers carry with them. Hopping among the buildings, this 

individual was "lucky" to arouse the interest of two patients walking through the 

hospital yard. The patients, attracted by his suitcase and not wanting to start a 

negotiation, hit him on the head with a large metal trash can, naturally following that 

the suitcase changed owners. 

  The next thing that happened was that the representative of the drug company 

collapsed on the cobblestones, mumbling in Chinese or some other unknown 

language. He was found by a stretcher bearer on his lunch break. Not being able to 

communicate in the "language" spoken by the victim of the attack, the stretcher bearer 

saw fit to call the rescue and take him to the guard room in search of a "translator". 

The individual was diagnosed as suffering from a general amnesia that lasted for about 

three years, during which time he became a guest of the hospital. To his "happiness" 

he had the opportunity to administer massive amounts of the preparations that had 

calmed him down in the past. This "vacation" lasted about three years, after which the 

pharmaceutical company he worked for stopped paying his medical insurance, which 

led to his transfer to a charity-funded hospital. 

  I suppose he will live to a very old age consuming the much cheaper drugs of the 

competitors. The suitcase was later found abandoned, locked, hadn't been opened. .: 

Postscript 
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