
Scholar Critic                                                ISSN 2348 – 6945 (Online)                                                                          
Vol-02, Issue-01, April 2015.                                                         Page | 199 

 
 

www.scholarcritic.com 

 

The Escape from the Hospital – (Short Story) 

K. V.  RAGHUPATHI 
Central University of Tamil Nadu 

Thiruvarur – 610 101 
Email: raghupathi9_2007@yahoo.co.in  

           web: kvraghupathi.webs.com 

 When I opened my eyes, I saw I was surrounded by people who I recognized as my 

colleagues, officials and students.  Why was I in hospital?  Why was I put down to the stretcher?  

Why was I connected with tubes to saline bottles hanging above me like Damocles swords?  I 

could not understand for a few moments since I was in deep shock.  Nor was I inclined to ask the 

people who had gathered around me.  Even before I could reason out, I saw an elder person with 

glasses and a neck tie hanging down like thoranum from the threshold leaning over my body and 

asking me in a low tone: “Are you all right?”  I said nothing.  Instead I looked at him, I was in 

deep trauma.  I recognized him in spite of it.  He was my Vice Chancellor.  Even before I 

answered, he said: “Don’t worry, you will be all right.”  He paused a while and resumed, “How 

did it happen?  Can you recall?”  I wanted to raise either of my two hands but both were pinned 

down to wheeled cot.  Instead I murmured and tears welled in my eyes.  He and others realized 

that I was becoming emotional.  Withdrawing from probing, “don’t worry, you will be all right.” 

 Slowly I recognized my colleagues and students who had gathered around me flinched.  

Each one was in shock and disbelief.  Each one wanted to hear form my mouth the genesis of the 

accident.  But I could not speak as all my muscles started aching due to concussion.  I smiled 

giving them confidence and courage to make them understand that nothing was there for them to 

worry.  I flicked a nervous glance at them.  They too reciprocated complimenting me by turning 

to each other, “Look, how he smiles in this plight.  He has will power and soon he will recover.”  

Their words fell into my ears.  Very comforting, indeed! 

 I looked for my mobile and indicated them what I wanted.  Soon, the teacher who had 

turned his scooter on suspicion and intimated the ambulance 108 and the university officials 

removed it from his pocket and handed it to me.  I could hardly press the number as I winced.  

One of my students in the group had taken it from my hand and handled it.  As I told the names 
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of my brothers, he pressed and soon they were contacted and informed about the accident and the 

hospital and the ward in which I was admitted. 

 The crowd had slowly started thinning off, everyone had left for the university and I was 

left with one nurse and my student Ramana who had been with me as trusted worthy companion. 

 The clock struck one and my brothers and their wives had arrived in great anxiety.  On 

seeing me on the cot with my eyes opened, they were relieved, I could read their feelings.  On 

my advice they too had left and only two of my brothers had stayed back in my rented house in 

Vijayadurga Colony.  Ramana was faithfully with me, slept in the ward and assisted me in taking 

to the toilet and other chores.  Two days and two nights had passed.  The third day had arrived 

and it was Sunday.  As the day broke, the nurse came, dressed my wounds and left.  I turned to 

Ramana and said, “I want to leave the ward and go to Tirupati.  Here it is very disgusting.  I 

cannot withstand the pain and suffering of the other patients in other wards.  It is like hell for me.  

I want to leave.” 

 “But they may not allow you to leave.”  He said quickly. 

 “Who are they?” 

 “The Hospital authorities.”  

 “I do not care.  I want to leave.  The longer I stay here the greater the agony would be for 

me.”  I said insisting though my voice was low and weak. 

 “We should inform the doctor on duty and the Head nurse, if we want to leave.” 

 “You may inform them.  Go and do it now.”  I said prompting him to act instantly. 

 At this suggestion, he darted towards the room where the nurse in-charge of the ward was 

seated, making remarks and observations in the record sheet.  He transpired a while and returned 

to my cot and said, “She says you cannot leave without the permission of the Superintendent 

Doctor who will come tomorrow for a routine checkup.  Only if he is satisfied you will be 
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discharged.  Till then you are kept under observation and she says she has no powers to 

discharge you.” 

 I paid little attention to all these.  Determined, I said, “I cannot wait till tomorrow.  I want 

to leave now.  Here the ambience is sickening.  I cannot bear the sight of the patient crying and 

shouting in pain.  I must leave.  You follow me.  That is all.”  He had to wait two or three 

minutes before he condescended to my desire to leave the ward.  Silence ensued. 

 At last he said, “Ok you will leave as per your wish.  But how?  The nurse may prevent 

us from leaving on noticing.  She may alert other nurses on leaving this.  So how shall we 

leave?” 

 “It is an escape.”  I blurted. “Do as I say.  You talk to a travel agency and hire a vehicle 

for Tirupati.  I will meet the fare.”  No sooner had I uttered these words than he took the mobile, 

pressed the numbers. 

 “Agreed” he said jubilantly. “It is arranged.  The vehicle will come here exactly at 

twelve.” 

 “What is the name of the vehicle?”  I asked in curiosity. 

 “TATA Sumo.” 

 “Yes, that will do.  My younger brother and his wife and their two pretty children, my 

elder brother, you and I can be seated.  Meanwhile inform them not to come here and they can 

get ready to leave.” 

 “Yes, it is done.”  Saying these words he darted out to reach the agency and make 

necessary arrangements.  It was half past ten.  I was tired and my eyelids fell and slowly I drifted 

into half sleep. 

 After an hour or so, he came rushing to me and said, “Yes, the vehicle has reached.” 

  “I was ecstatic.  “Collect all my belongings.”  I directed him. 
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 “I removed the tubes from my hands, collected the prescription list and walked out 

briskly.  I wore only trousers and vest and nothing else to cover the upper part.  My shoes were 

removed at the accident spot.  

 No sooner had I come out from the ward and walked towards the door leading to outer 

wing door than the nurse seated in her room facing the door saw me and shouted at me drawing 

the attention of others in the ward.  “Sir, where are you going?”  Paying deaf to her words, I 

walked briskly as if something had seriously happened.  Meanwhile sensing that I was leaving 

the ward, she alerted other nurses in other wards by raising her voice. 

 Soon two nurses had ran out from the opposite wards and followed me.  Overpowering 

me, they blocked my way by holding my two hands.  Meanwhile the nurse from my ward had 

joined.  The argument ensued as it awoke the patients who had sat up on their cots in curiosity. 

 “Sir, you cannot leave the ward like this.  I will be held responsible and suspended for 

dereliction of duty.  Today being Sunday, holiday, the doctors will not come.  The doctor on 

special duty visited you in the early hours, prescribed new medicine for you and left.  At that 

time you were asleep.  Tomorrow is Monday, a working day.  The Superintendent Doctor will 

come and go round the wards.  If you want to leave, you can talk to him tomorrow.  If he is 

satisfied with your condition, you will be discharged as per the rules.  Now you cannot leave like 

this.  We will be taken to task.” 

 Her words neither impressed me nor pleased me.  Further stay in the ward even for a 

single minute was unbearable, painful and unacceptable to me.  So I insisted that I should leave. 

 The other two nurses, holding my hands dragged me to my ward as if I had done some 

offence.  But I wriggled and released my hands from their hold. 

 “I must leave madam, I cannot stay here till tomorrow.  I want to go to my native town, 

Tirupati.  Here, for me, it looks as though I was confined.  I want to see the world outside.  Two 

days and nights have passed.   I can no longer withstand this confinement.  Further stay here is 

only painful to me.  I want my freedom.”  I raised my voice and as I reached the last sentence, I 

shouted. 
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 “Yes, I want my freedom.  I cannot live without it for a second. 

 Turning to other patients who had already gathered in curiosity and pointing at them, she 

said, “Look at these patients.  They have been here for more than a week.  They have never 

complained against confinement.  They are happy taking the treatment as per the instructions of 

the doctors.  In your case it is only two days and you have lost patience.  You treat this as a great 

loss of your freedom.  Can’t you wait till tomorrow?” 

 “No,” I said and I repeated it three times.  “I must leave at once.”  I stuck to my words 

like a witness in a court.  “I value freedom more than anything else in the world.  If this is lost, 

everything is lost for man.  Nothing can replace it.  Neither money nor human relations nor love.  

You know it is for this precious freedom all human civilizations had fought and collapsed.  I 

cannot be deprived of that.  Here I will go mad if I stay further.”  I sermonized and begged her.  

“So please madam, leave me.  Let me leave the ward for my home town where I will feel happy 

and at peace.” 

 The argument went on for about ten minutes.  All through I was persistent and adamant.  

I did not yield.  The nurse felt she was defeated.  She realized that she was helpless and failed in 

her persuasions. 

 At last, condescending to my insistence, she said, “All right, if you are so adamant in 

leaving the ward, you give us a voluntary declaration stating that you have left the hospital on 

your own accord and sign so that I will not be blamed and held responsible.” 

 “Yes, I will do it.  Give me a paper.”  She tore a paper from the notebook and placed it 

before me along with her pen.  I wrote and signed.  Leaving the pen on the table, I lifted my chin 

and said, “Thank you very much.”  I walked barefoot accompanied by Ramana to the vehicle that 

was stranded outside at the main entrance. 

 No sooner had we reached the vehicle, than the driver who was around noticed and 

opened the door to his left.  Seated securely in the front and Ramana in the back, we drove fast. 

*** 


