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A cloud of dust splattered into the house as whirlwind burst out suddenly… the whole house was strewn with dust. Wind rushed around like a raging bull running amuck banging shutters of doors and windows that made such a loud and terrible noise that the whole atmosphere turned terrifying. Sandeep walked up to the barred window looking out at the frightening display of nature’s fury. The wafts of dust began to fiercely rise, as if to touch the skies. Suddenly the daylight waned and darkness descended. It seemed, the whole town was enveloped by a thick blanket of dust whipped up by tornado.

“S…a…n…d…e…e…p…!” Sapna rushed breathlessly in from the inner room of the house. She caught hold of Sandeep and shook him fervidly,
“Call the doctor, be quick…” 

She left the sentence unfinished and clung to Sandeep’s neck and let out a suppressed sob and cried out aloud. Tenderly Sandeep ran his fingers through her hair. Lifting up her chin he soothingly said, “Come on now; don’t you act crazy. The doctor should be here any moment now…” Fighting his tears Sandeep moved his palm across his eyes wiping tears said, “Look, I have already made a telephone call to his office. He has just left his office to come here.”
Wiping her tears Sapna disappeared in the bedroom. Sandeep turned towards the window and looked up at the stormy sky with bewilderment. He was writhing with anguish from within as if his entire being was pierced by innumerable tiny shrapnel shot at him by the mother destiny.
Around fifteen years back when his son, Sameer was born and took his first breathe on this earth, Sandeep felt as if he has attained the pinnacle of his happiness. When Sameer was born, he felt there cannot be any other man as happy as he was. After he was married to Sapna, he had envisioned numerous sweet dreams… Sapna too, was living in a very happy frame of mind.

However, after five years of married life when she could not conceive a child, her heart wept bitterly…
But… mother destiny didn’t seem so cruel as she seemed today. Now, Sapna wished, she could have remained a barren woman. She could have been much happier otherwise!! With each passing day, the child Sameer was blossoming like a lovely flower of rose. He was a handsome healthy child. Within seven months of the birth of Sameer, Sapna was much engrossed in her child that, at times it seemed, she had forgotten about the existence of Sandeep around her. 

The other day, Sandeep’s close friend, Dr, Yogesh arrived at their home. Sapna was playing and fondling young Sameer and Sandeep was busy reading a magazine.
The doctor held chubby hand of the child and laughed, “Hello Sameer!” 
“Yogesh, Sameer has grown-up to be a seven-month old child, yet I wonder, why doesn’t he toddle around on his knees! Why doesn’t he do that?”
“That’s because…” checking the child with his stethoscope, the doctor replied, “It’s because your son is chubby and healthy; that’s why he might be finding it difficult to totter around.”
“I see; but I was worried…” Sapna uttered.
“Actually, why shouldn’t we show him to a paediatrician, Dr. Naik? At least, our worries could be resolved. What do you say, doc?” Sandeep voiced the concern of Sapna in nutshell. 

Dr. Yogesh fell silent contemplating for a long moment. Then he said, “I feel, that may be unnecessary. Nevertheless, should you both wish, I’ll call Dr. Naik and fix an appointment for you.” 
The memories of that fateful day are still fresh in the mind of Sandeep. Dr. Naik carefully examined the child. For a long moment the doctor’s eyes seemed to find an answer from empty space. As if recollecting his thoughts Dr. Naik turned towards Sandeep and said, “Sandeep, I’m sorry to say that your son is suffering of cerebral palsy…” 
Before the doctor said anything further Sapna clutched Sameer to her bosom and let out a sob and then began to weep. Tears streamed down her smooth cheeks and into the silky hair of Sameer. 
“Doctor… do… you…. really feel, he will never be able to walk?” Sapna couldn’t suppress her bewilderment.
“I’m afraid, he shall not be able to walk.”
“Oh doctor! Is there is no way – no treatment – some way?” Sandeep pleadingly asked. 
“I’m terribly sorry, Sandeep, but I am writing down this prescription and clinical notes. Just follow this treatment. Also, get a few x-rays of his skull done and show me the reports soon…”
Sapna felt as if the walls of the doctor’s clinic were revolving around her. She felt as if a mountain of woes had fallen upon her. When they returned home, Sapna felt severe burning sensation in her dry eyes as if they were on fire. Her head began to throb with pain as if shot by sharp arrows from within. Her every part of being was splitting apart, as she felt terribly feverish. Sandeep watched her gloomily with a forlorn look. He tried to console her, “Sapna, have faith in the power of god. Whatever he shall do, that would be for good…”
“Hell with your god..!!” Sapna almost yelled at Sandeep and burst out crying. 
Time flew by. Sapna hardly found any time for herself out of nursing and taking care of Sameer. As time went by she began losing her weight. Sapna had built an edifice of fond dreams when Sameer was born. She had dreamt, ‘Sameer would grow-up soon, go to school, go to college, one day he shall become a successful learned man…’ All of her dreams about her son lay in shambles. Her heart and mind were in continuous turmoil. Her mind was engulfed with a tornado blowing through her mind and soul. 
Both, husband and wife determinedly fought all odds. Even they resorted to superstitious ways and means suggested by their friends and well-wishers. But all their efforts to revive the health of Sameer and get him cured of his illness fell flat and fruitless. The handicapped Sameer wasn’t able to walk. Nevertheless, his condition had slightly improved. As a result of Sapna’s tremendous efforts, unlike his earlier physical state, Sameer was now able to sit. Gradually Sapna accepted Sameer’s illness as fait accompli and stopped complaining about the injustice inflicted upon her by destiny.
Then there were days when Sapna once again begun to remain somewhat happier. That was because she was pregnant again. Sandeep ensured that Sapna was put to least discomfort. When the couple was blessed with a son after three years of birth of Sameer, their life once again blossomed with newly found happiness. But, when Dr. Naik carefully examined and declared that, her second son, Sudhir was a perfectly normal, her joy, elation and happiness was reflected by Sapna’s voice, action and her countenance. 
Dr. Naik said, “Sandeep – Sapna, I must congratulate you both! There is absolutely nothing wrong with your son. There is nothing abnormal about his physical well-being. Now, be happy!”
A few years elapsed and Sudhir grew up to be able to go to school. Disabled Sameer always used to look helplessly and yet, affectionately at Sudhir leaving for school. Although, Sameer was not able to speak, his eyes conveyed thousands of words. Now, Sapna had two children to look after. Nursing and caring Sameer was much tedious work. All through day while doing household chores, Sapna used to get tired terribly; and also, a bit irritated. At times out of frustration she would thrash Sameer, but the next moment her heart would cry out and torment her for punishing speechless and physically disabled Sameer. Sameer would cry out aloud and continue to weep for a long time; and when he got tired, would fall asleep. 
Feeling of guilt and remorse would bite her conscience and with that a wave of compassion would sweep through her as she would hold Sameer’s head tightly to her bosom and cry out a lot. And when Sandeep would return home after the day’s work, she would unburden herself before him, “Sandeep, it would have been far better, only if Sameer wasn’t born…!” 

At such times, Sandeep used to console her… yet an unseen wall had been erected between them and due to that, Sapna and Sandeep, both used to experience tumultuous whirlwind of feelings within themselves. Many times Sapna would lose her composure and call him names, and ultimately the arguments would end by pinning Sameer as the root cause of all the troubles. Sandeep was also weary of such a life of Sapna... He used to reason out things with Sapna, but she hardly ever paid any heed to his words. 

Once again burst of dust-clouds swept through the house. Sandeep rubbed his eyes as dust fell into his eyes. Hastily he shut all the doors and windows and went into the inner room. 

Sameer lay motionless on a cot. Only his eyes exuded a sense of affection on his otherwise expressionless face. As Sandeep faintly smiled, Sameer’s caught the glimpse of happiness. Sandeep hovered down over his son and moving his fingers through his crumpled hair, said, “My son, you’ll get well soon…”

But he couldn’t complete his sentence. His throat was choked as his eyes shed tears. His heart was crumbling within him as if a massive rocky mountain torn apart by dynamite. 
For a long time Sapna stared at Sameer with expressionless look. How much she had wept! And how far they had strived to get Sameer well! But all their efforts were of no avail. And the same evening Sameer was confined to his bed in a hospital. He seemed to be at the fag end of the life. He already hiccoughed twice. Tired and weary from the day’s work and strain, Sandeep was stretched out on a sofa. 
A knock on the door woke-up Sandeep with a start. He plunged ahead to open the door and found his friend, Dr. Yogesh at the door.
“How’s Sameer?”
“His health is worsening after you administered the injection at noon.”
“The doctor followed Sandeep to the room where Sameer lay motionless. 
Sameer opened his eyes. His face looked like a blossoming flower at the fag end of the day. Dr. Yogesh prepared an injection.
“Sapna, this is my last try. Let half an hour pass by. May be Sameer could…”
The doctor left the sentence unfinished. 

Listening to the doctor, Sapna found it hard to control herself from weeping. After some time Sandeep and Yogesh emerged out of the room in the passage. 
“Yogesh, what do you think; should we call for a specialist doctor?”
“Huh… what… yeah…” as if waking up from stupor Dr. Yogesh was saying,
“Sandeep, I’m sorry, but please pardon me! I just did, what I felt was absolutely correct to do…. I could not bear to see you both silently suffering… I didn’t succeed in my previous attempt… Hence, I took courage to administer a high power injection this time. Forget about half hour, he may not survive for another two to three minutes even…”
For a moment Sandeep speechlessly stood dumbfounded. The next moment words escaped from his lips, “Poison…?!” And he rushed at his friendly doctor, tightly clutching his throat in his iron grip, Sandeep menacingly blurted out, “You bastard, killer of my son, you deceitful friend…. how dare you murder my son?”

A sudden cry of Sapna from the room jolted Sandeep to his senses and he let go of the throat of Dr. Yogesh and fell to the floor like a tree uprooted by a tornado. 
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