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PART - ONE 
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The tired night dragged on in a drunken haze, everything 
shrouded in darkness and silence. A creepy hush had spread 
to every corner of  the colossal courtyard of  J M Hospital 
Bombay. A lone, dirt flecked tube light hung from two rusty 
iron chains on the left corner, moths swirling around it, as it 
grudgingly spat out its light. A watchman was slouching on 
the wooden chair by the wrought-iron gate, a bamboo stick 
propped against his shoulder beside him. His black springy 
hair protruded from his stiff  collars. His head was hidden 
behind the duty cap. A little perforation over it showed the 
guard’s poverty. A bitch was sleeping under his chair with her 
head wedged between his legs.

The patients were asleep inside the hospital. A nurse was 
dozing off  on the outdoor-patient’s counter. Her hair was 
tied like a bun which rested at the nape of  her neck, looking 
like dough. In the sprawling foyer the benches and chairs 
were stark naked like the poor children of  the slum. The 
transparent large glass door was ajar.

It was close to midnight; at intervals the patient’s grunts, 
groaning and moaning wafted through the windows. Suddenly, 
the shrill siren of  a white ambulance disturbed the inmates. 
The vehicle entered the driveway yelling, its horn blaring. The 
patients sleeping in the hospital snapped their heavy eyes 
open. In sheer bewilderment some patients propped on their 
elbows, their eyes glued to the windows. The ambulance was 
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now wailing slowly, and the blue light which flashed on the 
top of  the vehicle was fading. 

The rear door of  the ambulance swung open and four 
attendants jumped down in white half  shirts and khaki pants, 
caps slightly slanted, the mono of  the hospital emblazoned 
over their chests.                                                                                   

A flurry of  movement started all around the campus. 
The ghostly sound of  the vehicle had already dissolved into 
the spooky night. Two attendants pulled the stretcher out 
of  the ambulance by its grubby handle. The other two men 
supported it from the inside. One man was holding the I-V 
stand. The patient was on his back in a semi-conscious state, 
one hand raised a bit in the air. A book was tucked between 
his fingers. The title on the cover page read Kama Sutra. 
Beneath it Vatsayan was written in bold letters. 

The sick man winced and released a suppressed 
screech. 

The floor was wet, so the shoes of  the attendants squished 
whenever they moved their legs. Soon, the stretcher was on 
the ground. Another man came running with a gurney. An 
instant later, they shifted the patient on it. 

The entire hospital was awake by now. Curiosity was 
grabbing every face bit by bit. 

‘Hey, open the gate! Open, open, pronto!’ an attendant 
hollered insanely.

The door of  the lift swished open and the stretcher 
made its way through the gap. The wheels squeaked on the 
glossy floor. The patient’s eyelids were droopy and he looked 
fatigued. The book still stuck to his hand and wagged slowly. 

‘Third floor!’ a ward boy chirped. 
The lift began to fly upward.
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It stopped with a light jerk and the door slid open. 
The gurney was pulled out from outside. The liquid in the 
transparent plastic bottle was emptying into the patient’s 
veins. 

‘Which room?’  The ward boy asked holding the handle 
of  the stretcher. 

A peon with a thick moustache gestured with his crooked 
finger and pushed the door of  room number 320 open. 
Whispers wafted from the surrounding wards; the doors 
were open.

The doctor came marching towards room number 320; 
looking at the scurrying activity, a nurse trotted behind with 
the essential equipments. The door to the room was wide 
open and the doctor stepped in with silent steps. All the 
attendants retreated to the corners locking their hands over 
their navels. The patient was wheezing, one hand thrown 
across his chest. His shirt was unbuttoned. His haggard 
and disheveled look was suffused with pain. His legs were 
straight. The transparent glucose bottle had been shifted to 
a rusty stand.

The doctor held the patient’s wrist and felt his pulse. He 
took the stethoscope out of  a small box and pressed it to the 
patient’s chest, who was a little conscious now. 

Kama Sutra was parked beside the puffy pillow. 
‘Hey man? Can you hear me? Hey?!’ the doctor demanded 

with puzzled eyes. 
The patient did not move and he showed no response. 
The doctor bent over the sick man and pried open his 

eyelids with his thumb and index finger. He was stunned to 
see the crimson red eyeballs of  the man. 

‘Hey, can you see me?’ the doctor repeated.
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The patient didn’t show any movement in his body. His 
pallid lips showed his disease was chronic.

The doctor straightened himself  and surveyed around the 
room. His eyes kept flicking from the patient to the hospital 
staffs. 

‘It seems the ailment is very grave. We shouldn’t take it so 
easy. His gaunt face, wizened fingers, narrow shoulders, white 
flecked hair and lost eyes show that he is suffering from an 
unusual disease. What do you say, sister?’ the doctor asked the 
nurse who was standing just beside him.

 She nodded.
One attendant shrank his eyes and said: ‘You are right sir. 

It is an extraordinary case. On our way back to the hospital 
this man was uttering a name, Pinky Khanna. Repeatedly.’ 

‘Sir, who may be Pinky Khanna?’ the nurse asked.
‘I don’t know at this time. Probably a relative,’ the doctor 

murmured.
The night started its downward journey. Only a few stars 

looked out from the sky but there was still a ghostly silence 
in the hospital.        

The doctor gazed at the patient for several seconds, his 
mind analyzing the sick man’s grim condition. 

Another nurse came over with a white tray and placed it 
on the four legged trolley. 

The doctor took a syringe from the tray and filled it with a 
reddish liquid from a phial. He rubbed the patient’s skin with 
a sterilized cotton ball and poked the needle into his bottom. 

Within a minute the medicine was in the patient’s veins. 
His sick body was still motionless. Every eye in the room 
glued to his face.
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‘Not able to discern the exact nature of  the disease. I don’t 
know what to do the next.’ the doctor said in an undertone 
helplessly, still staring intently at the patient.

‘I’ll need to consult with the other doctors about this 
patient. Maybe they are familiar with the symptoms that he 
is exhibiting.Until then keep an eye on this man, okay?’ the 
doctor instructed the nurse.

Her lips uttered: ‘Yes sir, yes sir!’ 
The doctor turned and walked away gingerly swinging 

both his hands.
The nurse came closer and threw a red blanket over the 

patient.                                                                               
After some time the medicine began to produce results; 

beads of  sweat emerged over the patient’s forehead and 
behind his ears. The attendants had already left the room 
with their stretcher and the nurse was alone in the room. She 
could see his pulse head towards normalcy on the electronic 
device attached to his body; the drug was working fast. 

She kept staring at the man; there was something very 
attractive about him. His eyes were droopy and even in this 
state, his complexion was clear. 

The nurse dragged a round stool beside the bed and sat 
down on it.

2

The ten by ten foot room looked fearsome. At one corner 
there was a plastic receptacle, the other corner was occupied 
by a green curtain. At the third corner was a dirty iron door 
which led to the toilet. A bench was placed on the other side 
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of  the bed for visitors. A fetid stench wafted through the 
window repeatedly. A one hundred watt bulb vomited yellow 
light tirelessly. Down at the ground the main gate of  the 
hospital could be seen clearly through the window. 

The nurse stood up and peered out from the window at 
the gate; the guard was sleeping with his head drooping. 

A gust of  cool breeze entered the room. The nurse felt its 
soothing impact over her soft ruddy skin. Her hair was tied 
into a big bun. A few strands straggled over the corners of  
her forehead. Her hazel eyes looked sleepy. Her white skirt 
billowed around her in the wind. She went back to the stool 
and transfixed her eyes at the silent body. The man was still 
sprawled on the bed like a dead animal. The nurse knelt down 
and swabbed the perspiration from the patient’s face with her 
napkin. She felt the sick man was trying to move his lips. She 
leaned forward resting both hands at the edge of  the bed. 

A tenuous sound came from the morbid lips: ‘Pinky 
Khanna?’

The nurse was puzzled; hardly a few seconds had passed 
than another word escaped from the patient’s gaping lips, ‘My 
book?’

The nurse put her hand over his forehead and stroked it 
like a mother soothing her ailing child, her bracelets jingled 
musically. 

The third word, this time, came slightly more loudly, ‘My 
Kama Sutra?’  

The nurse grabbed the book which was lying by the pillow. 
She fixed her eyes at the bold letters and mumbled, ‘Kama 
Sutra?’ 

The faded colour showed that it was a very old book. 
‘Is this your book?’
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