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OUT OF THE WINDOW 

She stands at the opening that won’t open, offering an escape that once again raises 

false hopes.  Looking out, through the dirty glass of the window, one can play a game of 

fantasy, lost in the euphoria of imagining what it would be like to be free.  Free to be 

with, and to commune with, those you love.  A pointless game though, as it will always 

end in a feeling of frustration and hopelessness even more profound than before. 

 

The blue aura that, today, envelopes the courtyard below, wafts up and seeps through 

the window, shrouding the room within in a blue mist of melancholy.  One that makes 

her fear that no matter how often she calls and how hard she tries to be free of this 

place she will never be with her daughter again.  She will never know the joy of spirits 

entwined as one. 

 

Her spirit is one of several who manifest that space, repeatedly making a plea to break 

free of the force that binds them to that position in that one dormer window.  One of the 

spots where the clink of the shackles and voices of the past can be heard at night, 

calling, and the ‘cold wind’ continually visits.   

 

All grim reminders of the deaths that occurred and the despair that prevailed in the early 

years within the walls of the building when it was fulfilling its first role. 

 

She stares down.  The courtyard below, beckoning, as usual, always beckoning.  At 

times in the early years seemingly offering a sweet escape but, in reality, itself, 

confined, constraining.  She marvels at the dramatic changes that have taken place as it 

has adapted over the years to changing times and demands.  Now, no longer looking 

confined or constrained.  Now, welcoming, but still unattainable.  

 

At first it wasn’t attractive or inviting.  It was bare.  No foliage softened the limestone 

walls or furniture provided comfort to the weak and weary.  It was bleak and depressing 
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and always moist and dank. Covered in moss and often smelling vile as the ‘caring’ 

tormentors locked the ‘mentally insane’ women in there for hours on end to ‘exercise’.   

 

That she ended up in this place at all because she had an attack of hysteria, when she 

realized her baby girl was still born, is one story of the harsh attitudes of the times to 

any sign of mental ambiguity.  There are stories of others who were incarcerated here 

for simply displaying extremes of emotion or defying the commands of a domineering or 

even brutal husband. 

 

Today she looks down at the busy, happy scene below and wonders what her life might 

have been like if her baby had lived and she was not thrust into this, then, asylum where 

she soon ended her own life by jumping out of that window.  She did this not only to 

escape the unbearable torture of the loss of her daughter but the fear of being forced to 

continue to provide sexual ‘favours’ to some of those meant to be caring for patients 

such as her. 

 

Today the courtyard is bright and light.  A social meeting place with brightly coloured  

umbrellas shading the tables and chairs.  Potted flowering plants on the tables and 

clustered around the edges and flowering bouganvillia clinging to the walls create an 

ambiance of the joy of life and happiness.  Women sit at the tables in the dappled 

sunlight drinking their coffee and sipping their wine.  Children run riotously around the 

tables and in and out of the courtyard to the garden beyond, seemingly unrestrained, 

and unnoticed, by their mothers.  All is well - but is it? The almost unnoticeable blue 

filtered light is the only indication of discord and a subtle hint of the drama soon to 

unfold. 

 

A cold wind swirls around a group of women.  Involuntarily they shiver and look up at 

the window, their glasses of wine and pointless gossip forgotten momentarily. 

 

As she peruses this ‘happy’ scene she notices a little girl sitting forlornly, alone in a 

corner.  She sighs, remembering her loss, convinced she would never have let her child 
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be so alone – so lonely as that.  She reflects on the fact that the other children, even 

though they are playing together, are also being ignored.  Their pleas of ‘Mummy I’m 

hungry’, and, ‘Mummy I’m tired and want to go home’, being brushed aside with them 

being pushed away lest they interfere in the important task of demolishing the current 

‘target’s’ reputation.  As she looks at the women a plan begins to form. 

 

The resident cat stirs, woken from its deep sleep by a sudden cold wind invading its 

favourite spot.  It stretches then wanders off in search of food.  If it’s awake it may as 

well eat. 

 

He saunters through the inner courtyard door and into the one spot where a meal is 

always guaranteed and guzzles the scraps under the courtyard café tables.  He then 

spots an enticing bit of chicken lying away in a corner near a sad looking little girl sitting 

all alone.  He quickly heads for it while rubbing himself on the women’s legs 

conveniently placed under the tables. 

 

After demolishing the chicken he sidles up to the little girl and is soon sitting on her lap 

being tickled under his chin. The little girl smiles – she has a friend.  One who seems to 

enjoy her company as much as she does his.  Soon the food, sun and cuddles make 

the cat sleepy so he gets up from the little girl’s lap and makes his way back to his 

favourite afternoon nap spot.  Not wanting to be alone again the girl follows. 

 

‘Did you see that?’ One asks.  ‘There was something or someone at that window,’ 

another replies. ‘They say this place is haunted,’ says another.  The women become 

silent.  They shiver again, unnerved by the thought of some of the stories they’ve heard 

about the building.  They suddenly remember their children and start calling them.  All 

eventually run to their mothers except for one. 

 

There is no sign of Amy, the little girl who was sitting alone in the courtyard.  No one 

has seen her.  No one knows where she is.  An hour passes, the police arrive, the 

mother is inconsolable – still no sign of Amy. 
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She watches from the window taking in the chaotic scene below and smiles to see the 

other mothers at last hugging their children realizing what gifts they are.  The time is 

right. Just then there’s excited shouting as a sleepy looking Amy is spotted crawling out 

from under the stage in the inner courtyard holding an equally sleepy looking cat.  

Amy’s mother rushes to her and hugs them in relief.  Amy is overjoyed by the attention 

not yet aware of the commotion she has caused. 

 

Her real joy though is yet to come when the change in the women’s attitude is manifest 

in the future.  Coffee and wine are still sipped, gossip is still indulged but the children 

are not ignored at such gatherings.  The colourful café courtyard becomes a truly happy 

spot for all. 

 

At the window, surprisingly, the spirit is suddenly free of the force that has kept it 

captive, in that one spot, within the old building for so long.  In disbelief and excitement 

she hastens away, out of the window, calling, calling to her daughter, hoping for a 

similar, happy resolution. 

 

It seems as if her role in this setting has at last been fulfilled. 

 

 

 

 

 


