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“F

ive days have gone already. Now only ten days remain in my vacation. If I need to see that movie, better I should go today itself”, I thought as I was going through the newspaper advertisement of Hollywood pictures. I rang up James in his hospital. He was working as the chief surgeon in the Span Hospital, city’s best and affordable private hospital, famous for its treatment of cancer. As his father started the hospital he didn’t have difficulty  to get a break in the profession. James was my classmate during intermediate and he is also my best friend.

“Jimmy, either you say yes or  no today. No excuses like you did during my previous vacation” I raised my voice through the phone.

“No my dear, today I will join you for sure. You come to the hospital in the evening and we will make a move from here”.

James was trying to cool me down, because last year he made similar promise and at last he couldn’t  manage to squeeze out some time for me.

I reached Span hospital at about 4.00 pm. I could see the log queue of patients in the front side of the hospital itself, someone crying in pain, someone suffering silently, and a few carrying their kids . They were all there in search of the magic touches from  the angels of  Span Hospital.

Dressed  in white, nurses were running here and there, making sure that none of the patients are un attended.  From the corridor on the right side of the entrance, I saw the tall figure coming out, talking to someone loudly on a cell phone. James didn’t have much changes from last year.

There was no need for any formal greetings as we friends who knew each other deeply. 

“Oh my dear, excuse me for ten minutes. You go and sit in my cabin. I will be back soon”

Hiding my disappointment, I went into his cabin and  sat on the cushioned chair. The room was neatly kept, with  walls full of posters, obviously not of celebrities, but of medicines and  first aid procedures.  I put all my interests into a magazine that was lying on the table nearby. I thought, James would  not come back  in ten minutes. But to my surprise, he turned up exactly after the time he said. 

“Jose, today I am not going to disappoint you. We can go to any movie you like. So cheer up”

He threw himself into the pushback chair, after removing the white coat and the stethoscope. Though he was smiling, I could make out the remnants of the strains a professional like he is having. It was clear on his face. Suddenly I remembered that I have to clear the wax from my ears. This problem has been disturbing me since last year. 

“Jimmy, Since that I have come here, and we have still time left, is that possible for me to get my ears cleared of wax?

On hearing my request, he picked up the phone and talked to his colleague in the E & T section. In less than five minutes time, we were there. Since I disliked the hospital environments and its stinking smell of medicines, I had a strange feeling when I entered into Dr. Suzan’s room. After James talked to her, she made her preparations to attend me. While I was lying on the bed, she poured some sticky medicine into my ears, saying it would soften the wax, if it is hard. What I remember after that is,  I made a loud cry when she tried to pull out the solid wax out of my ears. I felt that she is going to pull my brain through my ears like someone pulling the noodles using fork. The pain was so acute that I just couldn’t help myself from crying.  Both DR Suzan and James laughed at me and  said

“You are a big man, but still can’t bear a pin prick”

When we came out of the room, I told to James in a furious mood

“was there anything to laugh there inside the doctor’s room? I was crying with pain and you senseless creatures were laughing at me?. You should have been in my position to experience that “ I was bit irritated when they laughed at me. On hearing me saying this, James smiled at me and said,

“Jose, don’t preach about pain. I see different types of pain everyday, both physical pain as well as mental pain. Often I see scenes which are unforgettable. The pain you said, you had, was  nothing. .believe me it was nothing”

Suddenly, he stopped for a while and said to me

“Jose, I have a  patient here. She is from Roorkee. It would be nice if you can meet her. She is a special kind of a girl. Moreover you will never ever talk about pain.”

Roorkee  is my home away from home. I did my post graduation from there. The patient James was talking about, was from Roorkee.  Her father was working as a central government employee in Trivandrum.  After fifteen years of service, the destination he reached was the small city of Trivandrum, in the Gods own country.  James thought of introducing me to her as I had spent three years in Roorkee.

We walked through the clean and tidy corridors. Hardly after three four minutes, we were in front of Room Number 507. We opened the door gently and got inside the room. I saw a girl, may be fifteen or sixteen years old, sleeping  on the bed.  An elderly woman, probably her mother, was sitting on a nearby chair and chanting something with her eyes closed.  Probably she was meditating. 

“Thamanna, How are you doing? You have a visitor from Roorkee” James told in a soft voice.  That woke her up from sleep and also the elderly lady from meditation. Slowly she turned her face towards me.  James introduced me to her, telling her about my connection with Roorkee.  With a faint smile and pale face, Thamanna greeted me

“ Hi, How are you?”

“I am fine, thanks, But that question,  I should have asked you first Thamanna” I said, looking at her half opened eyes.

The bare five minutes conversation we had there, was enough for me  to  get a picture of the personality of Thamanna.  She said her house is in  the Civil Lines , near the University Campus in Roorkee.  She had come to Trivandrum to spent the  vacation with her father. She had just appeared for the Metriculation examinations. Her father also thought, it is better to treat her for her disease in Kerala.  The deadly leukemia, waiting to take her with it, was diagnosed in the later stages only.  As a last resort, she was admitted in the Span Hospital. What wondered me was  when I came to know from James, that she  was well aware of her  disease. She knew that her bond with the world is going to end soon. I thought for a moment, what If I had been in her position. I would have then invited my death much earlier, not because of the disease, but because of my  crazy ways of thinking and a  habit to accumulate the worries without letting it to flow out. 

“Get well soon Thamanna. I will see you again” Having said this, I came out of the room with James.   James gave some directions to the old lady regarding the medication for Thamanna. 

The film hall was crowded as usual. Women in all sorts of fashionable dresses were there in the theater front. It appeared as a fashion parade ground.  But I was not in a mood to see the  fashion show. I was lost in my thoughts. I was disturbed by the thoughts about that little girl who is realizing the skipping of each and every second her life with the tick tick sound of the clock. It would be a horrible experience if someone has to wait patiently for death to embrace. 

“What happened to you my dear. Are you not enjoying the evening like this? Look at that lady. She is walking like Marylyn Monroe. “James was in his usual mood. A Malbro cigarette was burning on his lips. He was glaring at a lady  who  walked towards to queue to take the tickets.  When the bell rang indicating the time to start the movie, we got inside. I saw the movie with a totally disturbed mind. Frankly speaking, I couldn’t enjoy the evening. But I didn’t want to tell this to James, as he had  given his precious evening time, after a hectic day, just to make me happy. 

But, while he was driving the car, on our way back from the theater, I asked him many questions about Thamanna. 

“Jose, as I said earlier, her disease was diagnosed at a later stage only. The chances of recovery are very less. Now some miracle only can help her. What we are trying to do is to prolong her days in earth, that too with less miseries as possible.   But remember, the premature end of that life is inevitable…unless…..” He didn’t want to complete the sentence, neither I prompted him.

Since I have an emotional attachment to Roorkee, my home away from home, and Thamanna was also from Roorkee, I developed  some sort of closeness towards her. Of course, the sympathetic feelings must have added fuel on the fire.  I thought I will visit her gain. 

Next Tuesday,  I called up James in the hospital. As usual he was busy. I told him about my intention to meet Thamanna. 

My dear, I am sorry, I will be too busy in the evening. You go and meet her in the evening. I will join you there around 7.30 PM. Then may be we can go for dinner from there?” James told  me over the phone.

There was a bus plying straight from my place to the Span Hospital.  I caught that bus  and reached the hospital in the evening. The feeling that I am going to see someone who is awaiting the last minutes of her life, disturbed me a lot. But still I wanted to meet her.  She was awake when I entered into the room. She was reading some novel and the old lady was sitting beside her coat.  On recognizing me, her eyes glowed brightly as I was one of the few visitors she had that day. 

“Hello Josh Ji,  good to see you again” She seemed to be much more happier than she looked before.  The old lady removed the news paper kept on the chair and requested me to take the chair.

“Its Okay, I will manage” I thanked the old lady for her hospitality   and continued my talk with Thamanna. I asked Thamanna about her medication and  dieting.  Few minutes later, Thamanna  asked me a question

“Your name is Josh, but I cannot see any “josh” on your face. Is there anything wrong Josh Ji?” She asked with a silly smile. In hindi, the word Josh means extreme happiness. She thought my name is ‘Josh’.

“Thamanna, There is nothing in a name, I think. And my name is Jose, not Josh”

She laughed on hearing me and said

“Oh Jose Ji, I was just kidding”  

For a moment I forgot the fact that I am talking to a leukemia patient. I thought I am a participant of a hot debate. Then I asked her

“Does your name mean anything?”

That was an unexpected question for Thamanna. It took some time for her to reply to that. But I observed  the waves of emotions  coming in and going on her face.  I had no idea what she was thinking. The light reflected from her eyes became more intense.  Were they wet? I didn’t know. Then she began to speak.

“Yes it has a meaning. I am obliged to my mom and dad for giving me that name. They couldn’t have given a better name to me. And a person in my position only can understand the meaning of my name completely. My name means “desire”. I have not completely enjoyed my life. The desire to live more is still thriving in me. But I know that it is not possible. The inevitable end is nearing me. I have almost crossed the bridge that connects life to death. Few footsteps are remaining for me to step into the other world.  That thought fires my desire to live more……So I cannot agree to you that there is nothing in a name. “

She was in a philosophical mood. I thought I shouldn’t have asked her about that.  I pretended that no such conversation had happened. I tried to change the topics  by telling  her about  my life in Rookee, and the life in the Capital city now.  But still the after effects of my question and the thoughts provoked by that,  were visible in her eyes.  I felt that those two tiny eyes wanted to tell more about the  desires she would be leaving behind. 

“ Thamanna, I am leaving day after tomorrow. My vacation is almost over. I am sure you will get well soon. I will be keeping in touch with  James. I will definitely see you next time when I come home.”  Though I knew the seriousness of her disease, I told so because, my inner consciousness  directed me to do so.  The way she accepted my wishes, and the way she smiled back,  were like the gestures of a person who has lost the ability to speak and  whose feelings are locked up deep inside the mind. She must have realized that, she won’t see me again.

 Later that day, James joined me for dinner. We chose our usual destination, the ‘Rangoli’ restaurant on the main road. After the dinner, when I was dropped at my home, James told me

“Jose, the maximum, medical science can give her, is a months  time more. Its good that you have a sympathetic feeling. But no more sentimentalism as you are always like that.  If you keep worrying about someone else’s problems, you are doomed.  So leave this incident once you reach Delhi. OK?”

“C’mon Jimmy, I am not a fool. I went to see her, because, you only introduced her to me. Roorkee link was the only connecting factor.  But dear… that is a too early age to die, when so many things are still there to do … But… believe me, I won’t be affected anyway….who  is she to me, by the way?” I tried to defend myself.

“See you then. Take care of your health. Do call me when you feel like…and have a nice journey”. James went home after saying good bye. 

Two months passed away. I was back to the normal mechanical ways of official works. Walls of my home and Office were the things around me most of the time in a day.  Obviously, at home I had the company of my Philips music system.  Ghazals of  Pankaj Udhas,  Jagjit Singh, English oldies of the seventies and eighties, used   to share the privacy with me. 

On  a Monday, when I reached office,  I had a mail from James. The subject of the mail was “Thamanna left it for you”. Even without reading the  mail I could understand that the friend whom I met for two days, had crossed the bridge. Since I knew that it had to happen soon, I didn’t have a shocking feeling. But surely, somewhere deep inside me, I was hurt by that news. As I read the mail,  I understood that she had given a poem to James, to be given to me. James had scanned that and sent it as an attachment with the mail.  I clicked on the attachment  and opened it in Microsoft Photoshop. Few lines were written in a neat handwriting, under a heading “desire”.   I felt sorry for asking Thamanna, about the meaning of her name on that evening. The poem was inspired by the conversation we had that day. 

“Desire, my name means

But, the time left is so less

Just cannot wait for

My wishes to come true

On every morning

I wake up to think of

Living a little more

But the time left is so less

Desire to fly like a

Bird in my garden

Thrives in me everyday

But the time left is so less

Haven’t finished, I

Counting the stars on

The moonlit black sky

But, the time left is so less.

I Want to play more with

My two little brothers

No more I can do it

As the time left is so less

The messenger from heaven 

May step in at any time

I gotta go then, 

The time left is so less

I will leave behind me

My all such desires

My life is now like an

Incomplete   Poetry

Oh! My dear stranger

You came from nowhere

Woke up the poet in me

To pen down my thoughts

Time left is so much

For you to live on

Know what your name means

Live like what it means”

Thamanna

She had signed on the right margin of the paper. Through the scanned image, it was  clear that how her fingers must have struggled while writing the poem on that paper.  I felt very bad for asking her the meaning of her name. I vowed that I will never ask anybody such silly things. 

When I went to the pantry, for a cup of coffee,  Indrajit, my colleague asked me while he walked past me

“Hey, what happened, where is the ‘Josh’ on your face?”

I simply smiled  as I tried to implement my little friend’s advice in her last poem.

Jose Varghese

