
Reminiscences of Harlow Wood Sanitorium 

My name is Michael O'Brien. I was born on the 5th Oct 1936. 

We lived on Gordon Road in West Bridgford. 

Shortly after my third birthday my mother an ex. SRN at the General Hospital, 

noticed that I was having difficulty in swallowing. 

The local G.P. agreed that there was reason for concern and referred me to an 

orthopaedic consultant, Dr Malkin. 

Following the consultation with Dr Malkin the diagnosis was that there was an 
abscess near the top vertebrae, i.e. tuberculosis. 

This was the beginning of my three year stay in Harlow Wood. 

Following surgery, my memories were of being strapped to a leather bed a 

shape, similar to a gingerbread man, held still to avoid any movement of my 

upper torso and head. 

I was wheeled every morning onto the patio that extended along the side of 

the ward, regardless of temperature. 

The view was very open, the only feature being the main road from 

Nottingham to Mansfield in the distance. There was very little traffic, the war 

was just a few months old. 

Visiting was very difficult as we didn't have transport. My poor mother came 

to visit whenever she could but it was no easy journey from West Bridgford to 

Harlow Wood. It meant a bus into city square, a walk across town to the 

Huntingdon Street bus station, and then the very long walk from the bus stop 

to the hospital. 

My stay lasted 3 years, my recollections of slowly improving and short breaks 

from my straight jacket. I learnt to read and write in bed, and the 

windows/doors were always open, fresh air a priority. 

Dr Malkin came to see me often; his hands were always warm. 



 

I was about 7 when discharged. I could hardly walk, skeletal in appearance and 

still had to wear a straight jacket (that terrified my siblings) to hold my head 

still. 

Eventually I started my formal education after a late start, and thanks to the 

warm hearted Dr Malkin and the staff at Harlow Wood I have had a very 

trouble free 80 plus years. 


