Chapter 1
Oh yes! God does exist.
Seeing the department's signboard, her mind instantly flashed back to this place. It's where she had always wanted to go and study—something she had only dreamed of and visualized with her eyes open before. She was standing in the corridor of the Department of Dermatology, Venereology, and Leprology at the Indian Institute of Medicine and Research in New Delhi. Tears streamed down her face like a tsunami; her throat tightened with emotion, showing through sweat and tears. She was crying as she stared at that signboard like a baby gazing at her mother; those feelings were priceless. She felt like a lost child searching for her mother everywhere, and now she had just found her.
Can anyone truly reach the sky? She wasn't even flying in it, but she could feel the clouds and play with the stars. That day, she was just on top of the world. As she stood there, she remembered how she got here. Thirty-year-old Dr. Bani hails from the small village of Patiala in the Indian state of Punjab. She is an M.B.B.S. doctor who is a poetess by nature, an artist by passion, and a whistle-blower by ethics. On her first day after graduation, she reflected on her second counseling session, which she had attended in the auditorium with old friends from her graduation class. The hall was crowded with hopeful students and their parents, bustling with activity. The screen in the auditorium quickly changed, displaying colleges and available seats with different specialties and locations across all states in India. The counseling session was in full swing, and the energy and enthusiasm in the entire auditorium were very high. Dr. Bani felt very nervous and experienced tachycardia when she saw the display on the screen. Still, she was confident she would get her desired specialty because she believed in her God and herself, and she was determined to succeed.
Dr. Pooja (an old graduate friend, noticing her sweating): Bani, why did you come so far today when you already secured a perfect branch for post-graduation in the first counseling? Dr. Bani chose MD pediatrics during her first counseling session, just like many other PG aspirants who pick a branch for their postgraduate studies, whether they like it or not. (Although pediatrics is a good option, it wasn't her first choice.) Most of the time, they have to stick with the same branch because there aren't enough seats in the departments they prefer, and they don’t want to spend their lives as “just an MBBS doctor.” Even if they become specialists in a particular branch, they are still happy to have an MD/MS after their name.
Dr. Bani: I need to secure a spot in my preferred specialty, dermatology.
Dr. Pooja gave an aphasic look as she left the auditorium. She said, "Miracles never happen!" (Since there was no available dermatology seat in that counseling session)
She has been praying every single day, every second, since last month. She is trying to make her dream come true in every possible way. She asks, visualizes constantly, and hopes for the best. With every changing frame on the auditorium screen, she misses a beat each time. It is now late evening, and there is some space available to stand comfortably. She sits down with her eyes fixed on the screen. Then, after a few hours of waiting, she suddenly sees a vacant dermatology seat on the screen; Dr. Bani had no idea how this happened. She couldn't believe her eyes. At the same time, she is called by her name in the counseling room. She stands up and quickly runs toward the counseling room, reaching it breathless and with a rapid heartbeat, and chooses dermatology; this seat has just become available because one candidate left and chose a different specialty. Suddenly, that vision vanishes from her mind, and she sees herself standing in front of the signboard at the Department of Dermatology. She was drawn to her dream specialty. In her book **LAW OF ATTRACTION**, Ronde Brown writes that whatever you desire, you will surely receive it, that's the **LAW OF CAUSE AND EFFECT**. That brings this miracle into her life as well. While this might be just another milestone in their careers for other doctors, for Dr. Bani, it felt like a new beginning—another chance to see life from a different, more positive perspective since she was not in the same normal circumstances as others at that moment. Now, she was happy that she would finally be **“Dr. Bani, MBBS, MD Dermatology, Venereology, and Leprology.”**
 






Chapter 2
Sometimes, you have to put your dreams on hold because of other responsibilities. In this situation, India's most ambitious people from middle-class families get trapped. And Dr. Bani was no exception. 
She earned her MBBS from GMC Patiala, Punjab, nine years ago. Like her other friends, she also wanted to pursue postgraduate studies immediately after college. However, she was questioned about her priorities by none other than her closest family members, which nearly made her feel guilty for choosing her dreams over her responsibilities. That caused her to forget her plans temporarily, and she briefly gave in to the “society with double standards.” She decides to go with the flow for a moment and wait for the treasures that destiny is holding for her. Some of her batchmates enrolled in coaching classes for NEET-PG preparation; others went abroad for various pursuits. 
Dr. Bani also took coaching classes for some time, but she couldn’t complete them because of constant family pressure. They questioned why she was spending money instead of earning it, especially since she was capable of doing both. She now held an MBBS degree; they thought she was wasting it. Being the first doctor in her family was a significant achievement, but they didn’t fully understand her future goals. This caused her to give up, and she took a government job in Punjab. Now, she is a PCMS-1 Medical Officer, a Class 1 Gazetted Officer, earning a good salary every month. Money has its advantages and disadvantages. Dr. Bani was a girl from a middle-class family, born to a father who worked as a clerk and had five children to support; she was the youngest of the four girls. She had experienced severe hardship throughout her life. When she started earning a decent income, she began to enjoy it. She could do certain things for herself with that money, and she was also helping her family financially. That made her feel proud. Now, she wanted to have more. She was caught in the cycle of money. The more money she earned, the more she wanted. That’s what happened to her, too.
Now that she had money, a prestigious job, and a reputation, what was she missing? The love of her life that every young man or woman desires. During her graduation, she was a shy, studious girl with middle-class values who had been strictly told to stay away from boys. But now, she felt free and independent. That made her inner desires begin to blossom. She had already missed her chance to find love during her college days, so she turned to the internet and started using social media, dating apps, and other online platforms. She met several men there, one after another, without truly knowing what she wanted. She played the game of love so recklessly that it seemed endless until she met that one person, where the true essence of friendship surpasses the bitter scent of love. She discovered a genuine friend for life who always stood by her side through good times and bad. She felt fortunate to have that one relationship where all the needs of other relationships in the world were fulfilled. She had never felt so safe, not even with her family. God blessed her with a mentor, a guide, and a torchbearer when she needed it most. He consistently encouraged her to believe in herself and her dreams, motivating her to pursue them despite any obstacles that arose. She had already experienced the bitter taste of love. She married because of her parents' decision, and it wasn’t that long ago—just one year and five months. After her marriage, she dedicated herself to her family, almost forgetting her dream of further studies, like many other Indian girls. She just wanted to focus on her married life, settle down, and have a family. But circumstances challenged her once again. She had an abusive, alcoholic husband who displayed controlling behavior. He mistreated her in every possible way—verbally, physically, emotionally, and sexually. Things started small, but they gradually escalated, and she began to feel trapped, longing for an escape. So, she decided to try her luck once more; she began preparing for NEET-PG 2017. She passed with flying colors, and now she was here to chase her dream. 
She was unlike anyone else; she had already gone through other rollercoaster rides in her relationships, with her love life and marriage leaving scars on her heart. Now, she was giving herself another chance to live her life the way she had always wanted, and she was hoping for the best. 









Chapter 3
Dr. Bani was born proud of herself. She knows who she is, where she came from, under what circumstances, and what her future pursuits are. She has always been a winner, whether studying or in the broader school of “life.” Though she never gets things easy, she has always faced plenty of struggles. Even here, she aimed to remain a winner only. Fulfilling a dream and sitting back was never her choice. The sky was not the limit for her. So, she set a new goal: to be a gold medalist at university. She knew it wouldn’t be easy, so she was prepared to move mountains to achieve it. 
She took her first step into the Department of Dermatology, entered the clerk’s office, and handed over her joining letter. There, she met a fair-complexioned girl, nervously twirling her small hair, sitting on a chair and staring at a book in front of her. Somehow, she managed to smile at Dr. Bani. She introduced herself as Dr. Priyanka from Gujarat. Dr. Bani sensed some stress there; she met her first batchmate.Dr. Bani was in a rush to submit her joining letter; the clerk told her to give it to the Associate Professor in the OPD, since the Head of the Department was on summer vacation at that time. She noticed a nameplate outside the room that read "Dr. Mehta, M.D., Ex-SR, AIIMS Delhi." Dr. Bani was amazed to see a teacher from India’s top medical college, AIIMS Delhi. She thought it would be a great learning opportunity. She entered the room, greeted him with a good morning, and proudly handed over her joining letter. Dr. Rajesh looked at her with a strange expression, casually held the letter, signed it, and handed it back. He then told a senior PG student nearby, ”Seventh had joined too,” and laughed loudly.
Dr. Bani didn’t understand that conversation, but she ignored it. She was happy just to have joined the department. Then she moved to the room next to the OPD; a classroom was written on the sign outside, but it didn’t look like one from any angle. There was a large table in the center of the room, surrounded by eight to ten chairs, and an examination table with curtains on one side. She simply sat there and started observing, the only thing she could do on her first day in the department. There was a lot of hustle in that room. Everyone was busy with something. She introduced herself to everyone. There, she met her three seniors, who were busy discussing some cases together, three final-year students working on research on their laptops—possibly related to their thesis work—and four other batchmates of hers. Everyone introduced themselves to her. She learned that there were seven in their batch. Now, she understood what Dr. Rajesh was talking about. She guessed that seven was an odd number among three seniors and three super-seniors. 
A short man sat idly, watching, just like Dr. Bani. She thought he must have recently joined too, so she approached him first. However, she found out he had already joined a month earlier. He introduced himself as Dr. Sanjay Garg from Lucknow, Uttar Pradesh.He introduced Dr. Bani to his other classmates: Dr. Simran from Mumbai, Dr. Tashi from Gangtok, Sikkim, and Dr. Aaradhya from Kerala. Then she saw a turbaned man enter the room, laughing loudly as he arrived and trying to show off his sense of humor. Dr. Bani couldn't understand why she was laughing so loudly. Everyone seemed happy with his entrance because he was able to lighten the mood. He welcomed Dr. Bani to the dermatology department. He introduced himself as Dr. Jasmeet Singh Gill from Haryana, giving off the vibe of a Haryanvi Jatt with three gold rings on each hand and a silver chain around his neck. Bani was so amazed to learn about her batchmates. But amid the chaos, she also sensed something in whispers behind her. 
The word ‘seven’ was on everyone’s mind. She was just surprised why it was such a big deal. What was the significance of it? Still, she stayed happy, smiling, and quietly observing everything. 












CHAPTER 4
Some people have a natural talent for noticing everything around them; their eyes are like X-ray vision, allowing them to see and feel things down to their bones, and nothing can hide from them. Dr. Bani was one of those blessed individuals by God. 
On her first day, she attempted to familiarize herself with the department's standard protocols. She learned about the routine daily schedule from her batchmates, which included morning ward rounds, seminars, journal clubs, OPD, MINOR OT, and more. She was very excited to begin her journey as a PG student. She went to the ward with her batchmates to see the patients admitted there, where she saw her first patient in the ICU. He suffered from a severe adverse drug reaction called Stevens-Johnson’s Syndrome, the most serious emergency condition a dermatologist can encounter. The patient was lying on a bed covered with a sheet over a wired cage, and all of his skin and mucous membranes were desquamated; he was on his deathbed. Dr. Bani also examined the patient and tried to assess his prognosis. After a few minutes, she told her batchmate that the patient’s condition was critical; he might not survive even a day. Dr. Simran gave her a strange look and asked, “How can you judge that from your first visit? We know this patient better than you, as we have seen him for the last ten days.”
Dr. Bani remained silent and inquired about her treatment charts. She learned that every possible treatment had been tried on him, yet his condition was not improving, and he was now on advanced life support. Dr. Bani wondered whether newer treatments had been tested on the patient to save his life, but she trusted her medical colleagues, believing that no doctor wants their patients to die. The next day, Dr. Simran informed her that she was correct; the patient had passed away last night. Dr. Bani has worked as a Medical Officer (PCMS-1) in various villages and cities across Punjab. She has gained extensive experience from working in an underdeveloped health infrastructure and has often faced corrupt politics within Punjab's health department. She carries all that experience with her and is well-prepared to assess the situation here as well. That day, Dr. Bani was excited for the first morning ritual of the Department-Ward Rounds. Every morning, everyone gathered at 8 am in the skin ward, where the consultants examined and discussed cases with PG students and asked questions about diagnoses and treatments. 
PG students arrived early to review all the patients on the ward. They all seemed a bit nervous about facing the questionnaires. Patients were already upset from the repeated questions about their medical history. To them, the students looked like a group of inexperienced junior doctors trying to learn from unwell patients and making a lot of noise. And then suddenly, there was complete silence. Assistant Professor Dr. Mehta arrived in the ward, stood at the bedside of a patient, and began asking questions. He hurried from one question to the next, not pausing even for a second to listen for an answer. It was like a nonstop train of questions, switching tracks one after another, and if anyone tried to answer, they were thrown off. Dr. Bani wasn't questioned on her first day, so she enjoyed that ride. 
Afterward, they all headed to a seminar in the OPD room, where Dr. Aaradhya was scheduled to give a presentation. A steady flow of questions immediately followed the seminar; instead of slowing down at any point, the pace continued to increase. Dr. Bani found it all exciting; she was eager to learn everything and absorb that knowledge into her entire being, with the intention of being a pioneer. She was just curious about how to ask questions without giving others a chance to answer. She was surprised that if someone didn’t know the answer, they wouldn’t ask their teachers. She wasn’t even ready to participate in that questionnaire, but she still wanted to ask her questions and get answers. She was a bold, fearless, expressive girl with a voice. Every day, the same routine was followed. She also began receiving questions. She asked her seniors if they had any doubts about specific topics, but why didn’t they ask the teachers? They replied: They didn’t answer! Dr. Bani was surprised. Why? One day, she tried it herself. She asked Dr. Mehta one question, hoping to get an answer.
Dr. Mehta: Read the book, find the answer, and tell me.
This took Dr. Bani aback. She believed teachers were there to instruct and guide students, but there, teaching didn't even happen. She asked the seniors for book recommendations, but they told her she had to find them herself. She considered asking her batchmates, but they didn’t know anything. No one was guiding the first-year PG students on anything, for reasons best known to them.
Dr. Bani decided to search the internet. She bought as many books as she could on dermatology without knowing which ones were usually recommended. That cost her a lot, but now she can at least find her answers. She was told that there is no spoon-feeding in postgraduate training. You must see, search, read, and learn everything yourself. No classes. No teaching. Nothing. 
Yet, they expect everyone to know everything, anytime, anywhere, about any dermatology topic. All PG students, whether senior or junior, should be able to answer questions they've never been taught. If they can't, it suggests they're not working hard enough or aren't curious enough to learn. And amid all this chaos, it was just her fifth day in the department; she was assigned a topic to prepare for a seminar. She has to present it in the next two days in front of the entire department. Although it was still early for a beginner, she was very excited about it. Finally, she has some work to do.
However, she did not know how to prepare a PowerPoint presentation. She lacked much knowledge of computers, but she somehow managed to learn from her friends and create one. She had an innate ability to do things perfectly and uniquely. She can build a castle from trash. She needs some guidance, and she will ideally seek it out. Until now, she was enjoying the process and looking forward to her learning journey. But she was unaware that something unknown, terrible, or horrific was waiting to happen, which would shake her faith in herself and make her as miserable as she could ever be. The early days were marked by silence before the storm, which Dr. Bani had to face alone. 














Chapter 5
Practice makes a person perfect. Life isn't easy; everything has a price. People can have many dreams to pursue, but to succeed, they need skills, patience, and effort. No one is born perfect; experiences and practice help develop those qualities. 
Dr. Bani was preparing eagerly for her seminar presentation. However, she didn’t even know the basics of PowerPoint. She learned quickly, thanks to her sharp mind. She researched as many books and journals as possible and created the best possible PowerPoint presentation for her first seminar. The next day, she woke up early, excited, did a last-minute practice, dressed well, and arrived confident. After all, she was living her dream in that department and wanted to enjoy every moment. After a routine ward round, everyone gathered for a seminar in the OPD room. Dr. Bani sat on a revolving stool next to the room’s central table. Other consultants sat on her left side of the table, and all senior and junior PG students sat across from her. The HOD’s chair was still empty, and everyone was waiting for the HOD to arrive so the seminar could start. Dr. Bani was a bit nervous about her first presentation in the department, but very excited to meet her HOD for the first time; fortunately or unfortunately, she was meeting her at her first seminar presentation.
Finally, the back door of the room opened, and she entered. A 60-year-old woman wearing a salwar suit—typical of a Punjabi woman—Dr. Paramjit Kaur Gill, with long black dyed hair and a broad smile, walked in, holding a Michael Kors handbag in her right hand. Dr. Bani was astonished to see a Punjabi woman from her state serving as an HOD in a prestigious medical college in North India. She was already starting to become her fan and admired her silently. Everyone showed her respect and greeted her with "Good morning." She responded and sat down in her large, king-sized revolving chair. 
She looked over Dr. Bani from head to toe and asked, "When did you join?"
Dr. Bani: 1 week ago, Mam. 
Dr. Gill asked a senior PG student, 'Who told her to present the seminar so early?'' Typically, new PG students are excused from giving presentations for a few weeks to get used to the department. However, she was slightly late to join and was the seventh and last PG to arrive, so everyone just ignored all the rules for her. 
Dr. Tanvi (one of the senior PGs): Ma'am, everyone has presented; why is she exempted? 
Dr. Gill: Okay, it’s a mistake by the senior PGs, so only they should be prepared for today’s viva voce, not her. 
Dr. Bani had a smile on her face and was quietly praising her HOD, thinking that the head of the department was a good woman—unlike the other HODs she had heard about from her friends before arriving here. 
Dr. Gill asked Dr. Bani to start the presentation. Dr. Bani delivered her seminar confidently, using bold gestures. Although the topic was basic since she was a beginner, she included enough advanced content and recent research, covering rare diseases and new treatment trials. She finished with a strong sense of achievement. As a beginner, she looked at her HOD, hoping for encouraging comments and expert advice. 
Dr. Gill: Who was your moderator for preparing the presentation?  
Dr. Bani: Ma'am, I was just given the topic and told to prepare a PowerPoint. No one mentioned anything to me about moderators.
HOD: Who was your senior mentor back then?
Dr. Bani: Sorry, ma'am, no one told me about that either. I don’t know anything about those protocols. 
Dr. Gill shot a hostile glare at Dr. Bani and said, "How can you even dare to prepare a seminar on your own without any help from your seniors or guidance from any consultants? Do you think you're that capable? Just a first-year PG student who joined the department a week ago?"
Dr. Bani chose to remain silent. She looked into her eyes, which hardened and narrowed into slits. Expecting some comments from her HOD about her first presentation, she just sensed that she had done something wrong. She felt that Dr. Gill didn’t like anything she did, despite her best efforts. As initially announced, Dr. Bani was excused from the viva voce that day. The same series of questions reappeared with some added comments from the HOD, then vanished again right before Dr. Bani’s eyes—once more, no answers or explanations to the unspoken questions. Everyone returned to their respective duties. 
Dr. Bani was sitting in the classroom, trying to figure out what had just happened that day and where she had gone wrong.
Dr. Bani asked her senior, Dr. Savita, "What did she do wrong in her presentation?" Where does she need to improve? 
Dr. Savita replied gently, "It was just too good for a 1st-year PG student. You presented that in such a bold and fearless way, and it was hard for the HOD mam to digest." 
Looking at her with surprise, Dr. Bani asked: What should I do now? Shouldn’t I let my abilities explore more? What exactly does she want? 
Dr. Savita explained: No, next time you should give average seminars. You just presented it perfectly, and that’s what she doesn’t like—the perfection in her PG students. The dumber you look, the more she will like you. She wants students who are not just good enough and act like slaves in front of her, keeping their heads and eyes down. Never dare to raise your voice against anything in the department, no matter how wrong it might be. She always wants to see you trying to please her, satisfy her ego, and feed her megalomaniac nature. Accept your mistakes even if they aren’t yours. Stay guilty and regretful in front of her for no reason. You should not look good or happy in front of her; never dare to smile and say “Yes to everything.” 
Dr. Bani listened carefully and was surprised to learn all this about a woman she had met from her state, whom she admired at first glance. She asked with wide eyes: What if someone doesn’t want to act like that?
Dr. Savita: You can’t imagine what could happen to you. She will make your life a living hell, and you won't be able to finish your postgraduate degree in three years. Yes, she can extend it indefinitely. 
Dr. Bani realized that when she gave her best on her first task and aimed to impress her HOD, she made her first mistake. And everyone knows that “the first impression is the last impression.” She was just wondering, what was her first impression of her Head of the Department?




CHAPTER 6
Dr. Bani was still processing what had just happened when she received a letter from the clerical staff informing her of her assignment as EMO for the next month. 
She was surprised to see it. She thought she had come here to pursue her postgraduate studies, learn, and gain expertise in her field. Right? But she was still wondering when it would start. Looking at the graph of her postgraduate journey so far, the arc of toxicity and dirty politics was rising each day, while her learning curve remained below the baseline. She was still trying to learn by observing and analyzing everything herself, like examining patients, making diagnoses, and performing minor OT procedures. Once, she thought about asking one of her seniors for help with a minor operation in the OT, Dr. Tanvi, whom her state government also sponsored, like her. She believed she might get help there because she thought she could understand her situation better than other newcomers.
Dr. Bani: Dr. Tanvi, could you please teach me about the different dermatologic procedures performed in the minor OT? 
Dr. Tanvi: Yes, sure! Prepare the minor OT for the procedure.
Dr. Bani asked, "Can you please tell me what equipment is required and precisely what you need to prepare for yourself?"
Dr. Tanvi: You don’t even realize that yet? You should know it yourself. I don’t have time to explain it to you.
Dr. Bani received assistance from her classmates, and together they successfully prepared some materials. 
Dr. Tanvi: What the hell are you people doing here? Don’t you know how to prepare a minor OT for the procedure?
Dr. Bani and her classmates stood there silently. 
Dr. Bani: Ma'am, could you please brief us on that so we can be better prepared next time? 
She started yelling at them and left the minor OT without teaching anything. 
They were just stunned by this incident. How could they handle tasks for which no one had trained them? They expected perfection from the newcomers who hadn't even learned the basics. They just returned to the standard room and thought about having a cup of tea afterward. Maybe tea can help calm their nerves for a little while. 
Dr. Gayatri, a final-year PG student, entered the room. She started staring at both of them with her eyes wide open, as if they were guilty of a crime. They were both enjoying their cup of tea. 
Dr. Gayatri: You don’t know how to behave in front of your seniors? How can you sit there while your senior is standing? They both quickly got up and offered her some tea. 
Dr. Gayatri: I don’t need your nasty cup of tea. You need to learn some manners. This is not how things are done here. And she just left the room. It seemed like no one was willing to teach them how to work while they were working. And if they took a break for a while, that was their biggest sin. That evening, Dr. Bani sat in her room, reflecting on the incident. What might be the reason behind their seniors' behavior? Why do they become so rude and emotionless? Perhaps they had also faced similar treatment from their seniors and mentors. They might have been mistreated and saw this as a chance to assert their authority. Alternatively, they could have been overwhelmed with frustration, broken inside, and unable to control their emotions, which showed as anger. The first-year students then became easy targets. They might have vented their feelings on them, gaining some relief or satisfaction in the process. First-year PG students had become accessible outlets for their frustrations. 
How can they teach juniors when no one has taught them anything? Or, they didn’t know enough to lead, which was even more frustrating. So, they choose this method to authorize their juniors—no kindness or friendliness involved. They keep them fearful and scared. As a result, they won't ask questions, and there are no expectations, making it an easy way to avoid responsibilities. And this is what is known as PG culture. A hierarchy where the HOD happily dwells in her power, has deep control over everything, and pulls patients from other consultants. 
Other consultants aspire to become HODs. Senior residents are often too busy flattering consultants and HODs to do anything else. Senior PG students are only seniors in name; they want to pass their exams. And junior PG students are the donkeys of every department; they are expected to carry everyone’s burdens—insecurities, authorities, scoldings from heads and consultants—on top of the department’s workload.
And all of this went on for years.
Over the last 70-80 years, since medical colleges began in India, this has been ingrained in their DNA, passed down from one generation to the next. Everyone followed it so strictly that it became part of the so-called PG culture. The sad part was that everyone considered it normal: “Aisa to hota hi hai, agar ye na Hua to PG hi kaisi hui.” Just enjoy every moment; that was a common saying in every medical college. 
Dr. Bani was surprised at how they could enjoy this silliness. It was considered normal to harass others and be harassed in return. But that was unusual for her. It wasn't a healthy environment for PG students to learn or work in. It was very difficult for them, both physically and mentally. That was just the beginning of a silent volcano that started building and burning inside her, which could erupt at any moment and consume everything around her. With that in mind, she began her emergency shift on September 1st. The emergency ward was busy, with about 15 beds, and many attendants rushing around, worried about their sick loved ones. Dr. Bani sat on a chair in the middle of the ward. Several other PG students from different specialties sat nearby as well. Final-year PG students in internal medicine, orthopedics, and surgery were on emergency duty by rota to urgently attend to severe patients. Dr. Bani, a first-year PG dermatology student, was responsible for the emergency ward because it was her duty to attend to patients first, provide urgent emergency care, check vitals, and then hand over the patient to the final-year PG student specializing in that field.
Dr. Bani was a compassionate person, observing patients carefully and sympathetically; she could sense the patient’s pain, agony, and helplessness as doctors were their only hope in life-and-death situations. PG students from other specialties sat there, hoping no additional patients would enter the emergency ward, as it was already overcrowded with critically ill patients near death. Some PG students had been on duty for over 24-36 hours, with no time to sleep or eat. In that rush, she saw a surgery PG student running to the emergency OT with a juice bottle in her hand; maybe she had just skipped her breakfast to attend an emergency surgery. An internal medicine PG student was performing CPR on a 55-year-old male patient who had suddenly gone into cardiac arrest in another room in front of the emergency ward. An orthopedic PG student was applying bandages to a patient involved in a severe roadside accident. He was bleeding heavily from both legs; his gloved hands, soaked with blood, looked like God’s healing hands.
It was a scene of war. Every doctor was trying their best to save patients' lives. They were the last hope for those patients, but in reality, who needs that hope more than the doctors themselves? They were trying to save their patients’ lives with all they had, sacrificing their thirst, hunger, and sleep for the sake of their patients’ survival. Their patients rely on them, but to whom can they rely? To God only? Patients consider doctors a second God, but forget they are human beings like them. Amid all this chaos, a first-year ortho PG student suddenly encountered an emergency involving a 65-year-old woman who was gasping for her last breath. The patient was initially admitted to the ortho ward, had some medical issues there, and needed urgent medical consultation. They waited in the ward all day, but no medicine specialist came to examine her. When the patient began gasping for air, they sent a first-year PG resident to take her to the emergency ward for immediate care. 
In charge of the duty, Dr. Bani immediately attended to her, provided emergency treatment, and placed her on oxygen support. She called the final-year internal medicine PG student to examine the patient and perform any necessary interventions to save her life. However, the student refused to see the patient. (Yes, you heard right.) Dr. Bani hurried back to Dr. Sarika, the final-year PG resident in internal medicine, and asked, "Can you please see the patient once?" She is very sick and needs urgent emergency intervention.
Dr. Sarika: A first-year PG resident is required to attend medical calls in other departments. Why didn’t he handle that? I shouldn't see this patient brought here from the ortho ward by a first-year PG resident. Why did he get her here? My responsibilities are only for patients admitted to the emergency ward.
Dr. Bani: The patient’s condition is severe. We can deal with that later, but right now, we need to save her. Please, I beg you, examine her once. Just for humanity’s sake—she will die.
Dr. Sarika: I am not responsible for her death when it’s not my duty. And she just moved from there to the doctor’s restroom. 
Dr. Bani called the first-year PG resident to see if he could arrange for another senior doctor to attend to the patient. He said he was coming and on his way to the medical ward. 
First-year Ortho PG: Doctor, the patient is gasping. She experienced a cardiac arrest. 
Dr. Bani hurried to the patient and began administering CPR. She tried multiple times but couldn't figure out what to do next. There were other options, like electric shock treatment, to revive the patient, but she wasn't trained for that; she was only a first-year PG resident in the dermatology department, getting “so-called training” to diagnose and treat skin diseases—which hasn't even started yet—rather than intubation, electric shocks, and emergency procedures. She felt utterly helpless in that moment. Then, the patient’s ECG went flat; she was dead. 
Dr. Bani delivered the patient’s dying declaration with a heavy heart. She felt deeply disheartened by this incident. Somehow, she managed to finish her six hours of duty and returned to her hostel room, overwhelmed with grief. She couldn’t even swallow a bite that night. She lay on her bed, unable to close her eyes to sleep; the frightening scene of the patient’s death replayed in her mind. She thought about this all night. She came here to pursue her postgraduate studies and become a dermatologist. But the system she was observing here is terrible. What should she do about that? Should she focus on her studies and career, or should she protest against all the wrongs in the world? Both options come at a significant cost to her dreams and ambitions.
But she couldn’t stay silent in situations like this either. She was not here to watch and ignore what was wrong happening there, and mock it. She used to raise her voice when necessary and push for change. She was also aware of the consequences. If she stood up against all the wrongs in the hospital, it could impact her PG journey, and she was already getting bad vibes from the head of department and warnings to stay submissive. 
The image of the patient’s death scene kept replaying in her mind, over and over. She had just seen her die right in front of her, and she felt helpless. A life, a precious life, was lost. It was so inhumane. So, she decided she had to take her first step here without worrying about the consequences, whatever they might be. She started typing a letter at 2 am, explained everything in detail, and mentioned that she had all the call records of the incident so that higher authorities would not take her lightly. She was ready to fight her first battle.
In the morning, she sent copies of the letter to the principal, medical superintendent, and vice chancellor of the university. The next day, she was getting ready for her morning emergency duty when she saw a message on her phone indicating that the Vice Chancellor had called a meeting about her letter. All PG residents, senior residents, professors, and department heads were summoned to the meeting. The Vice Chancellor issued strict instructions to everyone on how to manage patients and prevent such incidents in the future. 
Dr. Bani was still on duty, so she ignored that message and did not attend the meeting. She preferred to focus on her task, which was more important to her. The Vice Chancellor kept Dr. Bani's name anonymous during the meeting because it was written in bold letters. She was fearless and willing to face anything for her brave act. Now, she was in everyone’s eyes. Her colleagues disliked her for speaking out against her fraternity. Everyone was talking behind her back. 
One month passed, and she finished her EMO duty. During that time, emergency work went smoothly because everyone knew who was responsible, and no one could afford to make any more medical mistakes. New infrastructure was added to the emergency ward. Everyone was working more responsibly than before. Dr. Bani was pleased that she was able to implement that small change, which proved beneficial for the patients. After one month, she returned to her department. 
She took a month-long break from the department and felt refreshed. She made a small change at the hospital, but it was enough for Dr. Bani to regain her confidence and move forward.










CHAPTER 7
After a month of emergency duty, she went back to her department. 
She was assigned to the ward for a month, where she was responsible for caring for patients admitted to the skin ward. Eventually, she found something she truly enjoyed—looking after the patients. Before starting her duties, Dr. Bani wanted to review the patients admitted to the skin ward. So, she went there in the afternoon, one day before her shift began, after finishing her last emergency night shift. She called the on-duty PG Resident, Dr. Tashi, to get the handover and learn about the patients' histories and treatment charts. She was on leave that day. She decided to do it herself, so she started recording the patients' details one by one and making notes. She was completely focused on her work; she didn’t notice when Dr. Gill entered the ward and stood behind her. She usually comes for ward rounds only in the morning, and even then, only occasionally. That was the first time she changed her schedule.   
She began asking Dr. Bani to explain each patient's history and treatment progress, which she wasn't yet aware of. She wanted to clarify things with Dr. Gill, so she said, "Ma'am, I haven't started my duties yet, but will do so tomorrow. Today, I only came to see the patients in advance. Dr. Tashi was supposed to give me the duty-over, but she is on leave, so I was trying to get the details myself." 
Dr. Gill’s eyes turned red with anger, and she started yelling, "When you are standing here in the ward, you are supposed to know everything about every patient. You can’t make excuses like that." Dr. Bani decided to remain calm and not respond. Dr. Gill began inspecting the ward and examined every area. She scanned every corner, including the ceilings, walls, and floor, and her eyes settled on the spiderwebs in the farthest corner of the ward. (it was a government hospital) 
She asked Dr. Bani, "Why are there spiderwebs on the roof corners? Who will clean them?" "Why are those curtain hangers broken?" and "Why are the door handles not working properly?" 
Dr. Bani remained frozen, unable to believe what she had just heard.She was unaware she was supposed to handle those dirty tasks too. Did she come here to study dermatology or to clean spider webs and fix door handles? Where were the cleaners and moppers? Where was the staff responsible for these chores? How was PG Resident supposed to manage all of this? And why weren't those things noticed earlier? Had the Head of the Department never visited the skin ward until now? Who was monitoring all these things before that day? After this incident, Dr. Bani felt reassured that she might not be a dermatologist, but she could end up working as a janitor. 
The following day, Dr. Gill returned for ward rounds again. Until then, Dr. Bani had been well prepared with all the patient histories, treatments, and related details. Dr. Gill started asking ward round questions to all the PG residents but ignored Dr. Bani. She didn’t ask her a single question. Although no one was taking any practical or theoretical classes in the department, one thing they were doing was asking questions. Maybe that was their teaching method, but Dr. Bani was specifically left out of that as well. This was very disheartening for Dr. Bani, who had come to fulfill her dream of becoming a good dermatologist but was not getting any chance to learn. After that day, Dr. Gill began attending ward rounds every day. It surprised everyone because before, she only came occasionally. Usually, only Assistant and Associate Professors attend ward rounds. Maybe she wanted to give special treatment to Dr. Bani.
Dr. Bani was now sure she was not in her Head of the department's good graces. Her brave attitude and bold actions had offended her, causing Dr. Gill to decide to teach her a lesson. She had made mistakes; now she had to face the consequences. And when she raised her voice against her medical colleagues for the good of the patients, that was her biggest mistake.  Now, the Head of the department, Dr. Gill, views her as a threat to the medical community, capable of exposing many other ugly secrets that remain hidden from the world and which no one dares to speak about. As a result, other consultants also joined the Head of the Department to silence her and drown out her voice. She was now at the top of everyone's hate list. PG residents were expected to remain quiet and fearful, but how was Dr. Bani fearless? Everyone was plotting and planning to undermine her for reaching her goals and to create obstacles in her path to complete her postgraduate studies. Somehow, the ward duty was completed. Dr. Bani continued doing her job, taking good care of her patients; even if it meant helping her poor patients financially, she did so happily. She was a firm believer in God. To her, the patients were no less than God, and that hospital was no less than a temple. She considered herself a servant of that place where her patients stayed, and she never flaunted it because she felt it was a private matter between her and God. She chose to stay happy and ignore the poor behavior of the consultants toward her. The next day, the HOD called her into her office and told her to stand outside her OPD room in place of the class-four attendant, manage patients outside, make entries in the registers, and call patients inside one by one. She repeatedly humiliates Dr. Bani in front of patients and other senior PG residents. 
It was difficult for Dr. Bani to understand how she could pursue her dream here. When and how was she going to learn something? She aimed to become a gold medallist in dermatology, but for that, she needed to examine many patients in the OPD, not stand outside doing the job of a class-four attendant. This was tearing her apart inside. Dr. Bani was deep in thought when Dr. Gill called her in and asked her to escort a patient she knew to the minor OT for a free procedure.When she went to the minor OR, she saw many patients standing in line outside, waiting for their turn. Dr. Bani didn’t think it was right to make them wait and ignore them while performing the procedure on that patient. She couldn’t ignore her instincts and told him to wait outside for his turn. And here, she made one more mistake. That patient went back to the HOD’s office and explained everything. He felt insulted by a junior doctor and started yelling at her in front of Dr. Gill. 
Dr. Bani: Ma'am, many patients have been waiting since this morning. They shouldn’t be made to wait just because they are commoners and lack connections in the hospital. Every patient should have equal rights. 
Dr. Gill was surprised to see a first-year PG resident speak that way in front of her. She called in a senior PG, Dr. Gayatri, to her office.  
Dr. Gill advised her to make sure she understands how things operate in her department. 
Dr. Gayatri took her outside and clearly explained: Dr. Bani, you shouldn't question what you're told. You should follow her blindly. Just say yes to everything. 
Dr. Bani: What if I deny it? What if I say yes to everything?
Dr. Gayatri: You will not pass your final exam.  
Dr. Bani was taken aback to hear this. 
Really? What were the criteria for passing the exam? It would be best if you cleaned the spiderwebs in inpatient wards, stood outside instead of class-four attendants, didn’t ask questions, didn’t even dare to examine the patients in OPD, and didn’t expect classes and teachings. “Just say yes to everything.” You will pass the final exam. Dr. Bani wasn't here just to pass the exam but was dreaming of becoming a gold medalist and a skilled dermatologist. How was that going to happen? For a while, she decided to surrender, go with the flow, and hope that only the best would happen, even if it meant taking the job of a class-four attendant in the department. Then, God listened to her. She was promoted to a class-three worker—yes, you heard that right. She was assigned the entire clerical workload for the department because there was no clerk; the last one was transferred to another department. So, what better option than Dr. Bani to keep her deliberately far from learning? Every day, she took care of all the clerical work, including writing letters, managing records, submitting demands, handling Medico-legal cases and national health programs like leprosy, and preparing the department's annual audit. She approached all of this with a positive attitude, understanding that whatever you learn in life never goes to waste. 
She was becoming the master of everything but perfect at nothing just by saying YES TO EVERYTHING!















Chapter 8
Politics! Whether in government or private institutions, it's inherently corrupt. If you're good at it, that makes you the most corrupt. The same corrupt politics are now starting to emerge in the department as well. The players are the most experienced, eager to get as dirty as possible, and take pride in their skills. It’s like a game for seasoned politicians who will play with newcomers, knowing they are already the winners. 
It all begins with the first step in completing the post-graduation process: submitting the thesis synopsis. This is a requirement to qualify for the exam, conduct two and a half years of research, prepare the thesis, and submit it. For this, you need a topic, a plan, a strategy, and a mentor who can guide you throughout. First-year students were asked to select topics they were interested in, but it was mostly a formality. The consultants had already chosen the thesis topics, and it was decided in advance who would get which one. For Dr. Bani, it didn't matter what she received; she knew how to turn dust into gold, so she was willing to accept anything. They chose good topics for their favorites, and Dr. Bani also received one. That wasn't a problem for her; the real issue was something else. Among the seven first-year PG residents were one each of the Head of the Department, an Associate Professor, and an Assistant Professor. Only the HOD and the Associate Professor could serve as guides or co-guides. According to university rules, the HOD could guide three residents, and an Associate Professor could guide two. As a result, two of the seven first-year residents had no guides for their theses, and Dr. Bani was the last. They tried to assign even one PG resident, but no one would choose Dr. Bani because of her rebellious nature. This was an easy excuse for everyone in the department to overlook her. 
Dr. Bani, the last to join, was forced to run around the principal and university offices to find a guide for her thesis. She found herself stuck at the very beginning, unable to take the first step toward completing her thesis, while still unaware of other milestones needed to reach her final goal. As she wandered through the university offices, a kind person noticed her daily visits and asked why. He explained that it wasn't her job to find a guide for her thesis; it was the university’s responsibility to admit her after collecting a hefty fee. When she realized that her HOD's actions were meant to harass her, she decided to stop wandering around.
Without making any effort, she one day received a circular from the university office, announcing that the rules had been changed. It stated that the HOD could serve as a guide to four PG residents, and an Associate Professor could serve as a guide to three. Fortunately or unfortunately, she was assigned the HOD as her guide. Thankfully, Dr. Bani thought that the HOD might have changed her mind for her, but unfortunately, that was not the case. The reason was far worse than she had expected. The HOD wanted control over everything and everyone Dr. Bani was connected to; this was part of the dirty politics she planned to play with her over the next three years. 
It was the first time in the history of the dermatology department that seven first-year PG residents joined. Usually, there were only two or three at most. All seven were admitted, which was nothing short of a miracle for them, but it was almost like a disaster for the HOD and other consultants because they were not used to handling so many PG residents in one batch; they were already very agitated by them. And Dr. Bani was the last to join, the seventh PG resident. After she joined, their frustration with the batch grew because of her unusual actions. But why did she join last? Was it within her control? No. Then what were the reasons? Instead, she was the only one eager to start her course as soon as possible. She felt the most desperate because it was not just another milestone for her career like everyone else thought, but it was her escape from an abusive marriage. She was trapped with a drunk, violent, and sadistic husband. She needed to get out of that hell. It represented hope for a better future and a break from daily torture. Still, like many married women in India, she wanted to give her marriage a second chance. She came here to take a pause from her worsening married life, hoping he might change someday, believing that sometimes distance can bring hearts closer and that time can heal all wounds. 
She wanted to leave as early as possible; who else would like more than her to reach her dream destination? It was delayed due to the extensive official paperwork required to obtain the NOC, etc., as she was sponsored for her post-graduation by the state government. Her HOD used to taunt her daily about it, as if it were her fault for joining the department late. 
Seven students started their thesis work after obtaining ethical approval. From the very beginning, 'Seven' was a prominent name in the department. Each came from a different state, background, culture, and set of values, and everyone thought differently. Dr. Aaradhya was the first to join. She was the gold medalist in her MBBS graduation from Kerala. She was a well-known bookworm who read only syllabus books, nothing else. Besides reading, her favorite activities included sleeping and watching South Indian movies; she missed South Indian food the most. She was among the typical diligent students in any department, living to study or to please their teachers however they could. Dr. Tashi was the second to join, from Gangtok, Shillong. She resembled Dr. Aaradhya but was a Marathi version. They did everything together, whether studying or eating. Secretly, they competed to impress the consultants and aim to top the final exam. Both were big sycophants of the HOD and, in a way, her secret informers. In short, they were well qualified to be the favorites of the Head of the Department, Dr. Gill.
The third person was Dr. Priyanka from Gujarat. She was a hard worker, but she also wanted to have some fun in life, balancing her studies with a party at the end of the day. The fourth was Dr. Simran, a Mumbai girl who loved attending late-night parties at popular clubs in New Delhi, and yes, whenever she had free time, she could also study. There were two men in that batch: one was Dr. Jasmeet Singh Dhindsa, a typical Haryanvi Jatt, a married man and father of a 2-year-old daughter. His daughter was his life; his entire world revolved around her. He often says that he wants to enjoy his daughter’s childhood. Studies can wait, but her childhood will never come back. The other was Dr. Sanjay Garg, a gentleman from Lucknow. He was married and had a 3-year-old son. The short man, who wore a hearing aid in his left ear, qualified for the handicapped quota. He was a man of strong values. Honesty and loyalty ran in his blood, but his disability presented a challenge in his studies. The men of the new batch had an advantage in the department because Dr. Gill had a soft spot for the male residents, for reasons only she knows. Their mistakes were overlooked on a broad level, and they were also learning valuable lessons within the department. Dr. Bani was the last to join. She was one of those students who studied hard and partied even harder. Her batchmates called her a perfectionist because, no matter how imperfect it seemed, whatever she did, she could perfect it. 
So, in short, two sycophants and two men were in a safe space in the department. The other three girls, including Dr. Bani, who wanted to enjoy their lives and studies, were the HOD’s least favorite. Dr. Bani wasn’t even on the list of choices because of the scandals she had during her earlier days of postgraduation.
Those seven individuals were in the same boat, each going their own way—whether it was fawning over consultants or simply remaining passive. Dr. Bani’s thoughts, however, were headed in a completely different direction. While everyone else aimed to complete their PG program within three years, Dr. Bani’s goals differed. She wanted to grow here not only academically but also personally. She couldn't ignore her moral values and her concern for her patients just to pass an exam. Her expectations diverged from those of her batchmates. Because of these qualities, she didn't meet the passing criteria set by HOD Dr. Gill. Despite their many differences, one thing they all shared was being the seven defaulters who opposed seven seats that were initially created, which the last time lacked enough consultants to handle. They simply had too many for the staff. So, they were considered defaulters just because of their mere existence. For the consultants, there were simply too many, with no space in the OPD to sit and teach. It was an easy excuse to ignore them and hinder their learning. Even if it meant making them stand in place of a Class-four employee or handle clerical work, Dr. Bani was the first to fall victim to this.
They all knew very well that they had not been fully accepted by the entire department, despite their individual qualities. They all felt something unwanted. So, they decided to believe in themselves and support each other to finish these three years and graduate with flying colors. Even though they were considered seven defectors by the department, they were no less than wonders on earth, so they gave a new name to their batch to boost their morale and sail their boat with full power against the storm: SEVEN WONDERS. It was true that each of them was a wonder in their own way, still different and unique, yet united. They were also in a rat race to impress the Head of the Department and consultants, except Dr. Bani.
She just minded her own business, learning things there simply by observing. And she was keeping her mouth shut. Whatever storms were raging inside her, she decided to stay calm and choose to wait and watch. 








Chapter 9
While sitting in the standard room with some clerical letters in her hand, Dr. Bani reflected on her current department situation. Mixed thoughts about her troubled marriage and future constantly haunted her. She always seemed lost in introspection about the problems she faced every day. Dr. Gayatri, a final-year resident, entered the common room with some papers and approached her. "Dr. Bani, I read your thesis plan and noticed some mistakes." Dr. Bani sat there, lost in thought, unable to focus on what she was saying. 
Dr. Gayatri repeated, "Dr. Bani? Are you listening to me? Why aren’t you paying attention to what I’m asking?" Dr. Bani was still unaware of what was happening around her. Dr. Tashi and Dr. Aaradhya were also sitting there. They shook Dr. Bani and loudly called out, "Dr. Bani, Dr. Bani... Dr. Gayatri i asking you something." Finally, Dr. Bani snapped out of her thoughts and asked, "Yes, what happened?" Dr. Gayatri stood in front of her, her face twisted with anger. She was offended that a first-year resident was not paying attention to her seniors. 
Dr. Bani: Yes, ma'am, please go ahead. Sorry, I was distracted by my thoughts and couldn’t focus on what you were saying. Dr. Gayatri’s ego was already hurt. She replied angrily, "Go and ask someone else." Dr. Bani didn't even know what to ask—about what? She was unaware of what she was supposed to discuss. She wasn't in the mood to satisfy anyone’s ego. She stayed calm and chose not to react at that moment. Dr. Gayatri was offended by her quiet response. She couldn't accept that a first-year PG student wasn't trying to please her or beg for help in front of her. Her anger drove her to the HOD’s room. Dr. Bani realized she was in a difficult situation. That silly conversation had completely turned against her. Until now, she was used to this behavior from her seniors. It had become a daily occurrence—knowingly or unknowingly, something was always happening against her in the department. 
Everyone there was so ego-starved that, no matter how much effort anyone put in to please them, they would always find faults. That was the tragic reality of each day now. 
One uplifting part of the day was tea time around the table in the common room. That was the only opportunity for everyone in the department to vent everything on their mind over a cup of tea. For that, they paid money every month in the name of the “tea club” for complimentary tea and parties for the rest of the department, but still, it was a ‘full paisa wasool’ deal for them.
One day, during a tea break, all the seniors gathered together and ordered everyone to assemble in the hostel hall by 10 pm. They made attendance mandatory for everyone and issued a warning that anyone who failed to show up would face consequences. At 10 pm that same day, all first-year girls arrived promptly at the girls' hostel hall as instructed by the seniors. Junior PG residents from other departments also joined them. It seemed to be a meeting involving all juniors and seniors working together. Dr. Gayatri, being the bossy one among them, was their leader. They wanted some entertainment, so they ordered everyone to perform in front of them. Someone was singing, dancing, or performing humorous acts from various movies, and it was all weird but still entertaining, until it evolved into a form of healthy “ragging.”
Behind the curtains, healthy ragging is well accepted in various colleges of the country, as it is also one of the ways to increase intimacy among juniors and seniors, as long as it doesn’t get dirty. Everyone knows that ragging is illegal in India, but it is still running everywhere. Now, it was Dr. Bani's turn. She decided to recite one of her favorite poems from her diary, thinking the seniors would take it lightly. But just as a snake can only spit venom and a saint can only preach peace, Dr. Bani can only be true to herself. She is a naturally expressive person, and so are her poems. The fire of protest had been burning inside her since the day she arrived. The poem she recites only seems to offend her seniors more. 
Poem:
In retaliation against Dr. Bani, they punish her entire group. They broke into their rooms and stole their valuables, including Dr. Aaradhya and Dr. Tashi's books, Dr. Priyanka and Dr. Simran's laptops, and Dr. Bani's personnel diaries. They knew these were all they had, but that was not enough. They wanted to send a specific message to Dr. Bani, so they ordered her to come to the department the next day looking terrible. It was well known in the department that the HOD preferred her PG students to maintain a formal appearance—wearing professional attire, a white coat, and having neatly tied hair. They advised her to do the opposite. Dr. Bani needed to stay in the HOD's good graces. Challenging this would be like fueling the fire. However, if she refused, she was warned they would keep their valuables. She could endure her punishment, but her classmates also suffered because of her, and she couldn't allow that to continue. 
Dr. Bani was ready to face the challenge. Her seniors handed her a cheap-looking, short dress and bathroom slippers to wear in the department. When her senior opened her hair, she looked like a street girl on the roadside. She couldn’t believe that the beautiful, shoulder-length, smooth hair she used to love so much made her look even worse that day. She felt so embarrassed when she entered the OPD. Everyone was teasing her. She looked like some museum exhibit. Her seniors intentionally sent her to the HOD’s room. The HOD looked her over from top to bottom. She was shocked to see her in that look.
Dr. Gill: You are a doctor, not some amusement piece wandering in the park, and this is a hospital, not a red-light district where you entered the department like this.
She got offended and was warned that if she repeated this behavior in the future, she would face suspension. Dr. Bani anticipated her reaction and was ready for it. She walked out calmly, knowing she was helping her friends recover their valuables, so the mission was successful.  
After that day, they were called every night and made to do strange, funny things in the name of ragging. They rarely had time to sleep. They were kept awake every night, which negatively affected their academic performance. Due to this unavoidable daily routine, they started to feel tired and restless in the department.  The seniors were pushing all boundaries. Everyone knows that ragging is illegal in India, but still, they exceeded it. So, Dr. Bani decided to take action. The next day, she convinced her classmates to bring up the issue with their HOD. They all went together to her office and decided to explain everything. Like always, her classmates agreed to support her, but they were too afraid of the HOD to speak up in front of her. Dr. Bani had to take the lead and clarify everything, hoping that the HOD would take decisive action against their seniors. 
Dr. Gill gathered all the seniors in her room and issued a verbal warning not to repeat that incident, effectively ending the matter. However, that one unavoidable daring act by Dr. Bani and her batchmates would have significant consequences. Their seniors boycotted their batch entirely, refusing to guide them in any way, which juniors typically relied on from their seniors. As a result, they were left completely on their own throughout their post-graduation.
Those seven wonders were now in ruins. They felt like orphans in the department, and they all blamed Dr. Bani because she chose to complain about their seniors. Anyway, it's human nature that whenever someone takes a risky action, if it’s successful, then everyone wants to take credit for it, but if they fail, they find someone to blame. In this case, the scapegoat was Dr. Bani. 
Despite these differences, one positive aspect was that they were always ready to stand up for each other because, somewhere, they all knew that their batch had not been well received in the department. If they couldn’t support each other, then no one would. No one understands the mental agony of a neglected batch better than they do. This was one of many departments where junior PG students faced problems. Every department at the medical college has its own stories. 
Dr. Bani visited the surgery department one day for a skin call. She met Dr. Akanksha, a first-year PG resident. A 25-year-old young and beautiful doctor with tired eyes, dark circles, and an exasperated face—anyone could tell she hadn't slept for many nights. She was managing to attend to her patients somehow. This made Dr. Bani curious about her fellow first-year surgery PG resident and what she was going through. She began accompanying her in the surgery ward to communicate with her. She learned that she had worked night shifts continuously for a month without any breaks. She only has a few hours a day to take a bath and sometimes eat lunch. She hasn't gone home for six months and feels homesick. She has been here for the last 48 hours straight without any breaks. No sleep, no rest in the past 48 hours. That’s tough. 
Dr. Bani noticed a cup of noodles on the table that hadn't been eaten yet. It was the only food she had access to there. As a surgical PG resident working nonstop, with little sleep and poor nutrition, how could she be expected to perform at her best? Any major mistake could happen at any moment. And it wasn't just a task on a desk in some office. Here, a doctor is responsible for patients’ lives; it’s a life-and-death situation. This so-called “PG culture” allowed this extended situation to continue unchecked, with no control over the residents. The sad part is that no one talks about it. PG students were so fearful that they felt they had to do whatever they were told. Otherwise, they would fail.  Dr. Akanksha told Dr. Bani that she was not the only one experiencing such a traumatic condition; her classmates were also facing other kinds of problems. 
So, they are the future specialist doctors of our country. There are no rules or regulations for the duty hours of PG students, nor any respect for their human rights regarding work conditions. Nothing. Even if policies exist on paper, they are not enforced in reality. Principles and HODs of medical colleges are ‘ruling’ their respective colleges and acting like dictators. They force PG students to follow their ‘unsaid rules’ and keep quiet out of fear.
After further research, Dr. Bani found that it wasn't just junior PG students suffering in this way. Their seniors had also faced similar situations earlier and continue to face various challenges as they near their final exams. In the ophthalmology department, her friend revealed that final-year PG students were pressured to give expensive gifts to HODs and their guides to avoid obstacles in passing their final exams. These costly gifts included gold and other luxury items. The HODs accepted these gifts without any remorse or dignity. Gifts were also exchanged during festivals such as Diwali and Lohri, among others.
It had become like a business deal between HODs and PG residents. In return, PG residents received their degrees. There seemed to be no role for hard work, their abilities, or how they performed in theory exams and practicals. It was just about how ignorant you remained in your postgraduate years, how many egos you pleased, and how many gold items you showered on your HODs and thesis guides; that was the only deciding factor—whether they would pass their postgraduate studies or not. Besides this, PG residents also handled personal tasks for their consultants, such as picking up and dropping off their kids from school, buying groceries, expensive alcohol, paying their phone and electricity bills, and even renting their homes. What if they deny it? They received warnings of suspension, had their registrations canceled, and faced failure in exams over time. 
This made Dr. Bani reconsider. She was an aspiring gold medalist in the dermatology department, but could she even pass her exam here if she didn't immerse herself in these dirty “rituals”? 
A PG resident, who are they?
They were top students from schools and colleges who dreamed of becoming doctors. After passing premedical exams, they attended long, intense coaching classes and cleared NEET-UG. Among millions of aspiring students, only a few thousand secured seats in MBBS. That was just one victory — a war still awaited, lasting five and a half years for the MBBS degree, which is recorded as “the most difficult graduation course” in the Guinness Book of Records. They finished it with blood, sweat, and tears. Yet, society offers no recognition to MBBS doctors, and few patients want to see them. Still, they aim higher — to pursue postgraduate specialization at a reputable college in the country. And that’s like another world war waiting to begin.
They again spent years and lakhs on coaching classes. After enduring long hardships and struggles, they secured the seats of their choice, or sometimes not even their preferred option, due to fierce competition. So, they choose whatever they get, not just to be an MBBS doctor or to put MD/MS after their name. And when they finally reach this point, they must confront the toxic environment of post-graduation. What was the worst outcome of World War II? A nuclear explosion over Hiroshima. The same is true for PG students; they face a blast of pressure designed to break them down. And that is not enough. They are made to believe that they haven't secured the seat in their chosen specialty or earned their degree in their dream field; their rankings mean nothing to them. Only the HODs and consultants can authorize them to become specialists in their departments, award them degrees, and allow them to join the market alongside others. It’s a debt they must pay off during their postgraduate studies and even afterward. 
This was a toxic PG culture. No one saw any fault in it. No one discussed it. No one thought it was abnormal for a PG resident to learn and become a capable specialist doctor. Everything was considered normal and accepted as a necessary part of postgraduate training. 













CHAPTER 10
Predators are everywhere, ready to set traps and catch their prey. Those in power, whether in government or within a department, will seize every opportunity to exploit the most vulnerable and powerless individuals. They show no mercy in slaughtering them, draining their last drop of blood, and leaving them to die in their misery. 
So far, one positive thing that happened to Dr. Bani was finding a good topic for her thesis. She was working on a common skin condition that affects patients' quality of life: psoriasis. She planned to propose new treatment options for it in her thesis. She loved her work. How was she able to work on such a meaningful thesis topic despite being the most unwelcome PG resident in the department? The reason was Dr. Singh, an Assistant Professor. A middle-aged man, around 45, tried to appear younger through hair transplants, cosmetic surgeries, and eccentric fashion choices. In short, he was the unfulfilled victim of a mid-life crisis.
His game was to offer favors exclusively to female PG residents to trap them. He creates situations where his targets fall easily and see no way out. Even if just one person gets caught, it helps him reach his hidden goals. Unaware of his true motives, Dr. Bani was pleased that at least one person in the department recognized her abilities rather than her flaws. And who better to be the easiest target than Dr. Bani herself? She was also busy with other exciting projects, working day and night to get the best results. One of these projects was to get selected for a world conference to present a paper. Dr. Bani was excited about this, as she always wanted to do something big in her life, and this could be her chance. She imagined herself going abroad to present, taking her first step toward success. 
He asked her to visit his house one day for that project. Dr. Bani greatly respected him as her thesis co-guide and mentor, and she saw him as her ‘one hope’ in the department when everything seemed to be against her. So, she went. When she arrived, he was alone at home. He had her sit in his living room and offered her tea with snacks. Dr. Bani opened her laptop and began showing the progress report on the project, but he interrupted and said they could discuss it later. Then he talked about his personal life and how he was unhappy in his marriage. It was clear why a teacher might discuss personal issues with students. Dr. Bani sensed something suspicious. Suddenly, he began touching her with malicious intent. Dr. Bani felt very uncomfortable and tried to stop him. He held her tightly and revealed his true nature. Using all her strength, Dr. Bani bit his arm and escaped.
They had a heated argument over this episode, and Dr. Bani questioned his misconduct and breach of her trust. He clearly told her that if she didn't give him sexual favors, he wouldn't let her pass her final exams. She refused without hesitation. He tried to grab her again, but this time, an exasperated Dr. Bani slapped him and ran away. The next day, in response to his failure to fulfill his malicious motives, he took back all her projects and stopped guiding her in the future. The final date for the paper presentation was approaching; he also withdrew her name from it. Dr. Bani was shocked by his unpredictable behavior, like that of a chameleon. Dr. Bani was not allowed to submit an abstract to international, national, or even regional conferences. Her classmates were winning awards everywhere because of Dr. Mehta’s influential connections across the country. It was hard to believe that some of her classmates didn’t even need tricks to succeed; they were content to be that fish in the tank and enjoy its benefits. 
Dr. Bani decides to give up her last hope in the department to preserve her dignity. But now, she feels like an orphan there. Her guide (HOD) has already neglected her. She is on her own for the coming years. She is aware of recent headlines, where an Associate Professor in the Anesthesia department of another reputable medical college in North India was accused of sexually harassing PG residents, and a police complaint was filed against him. However, she did not realize she might become another victim of the same story. The project, on which Dr. Bani had worked so hard previously, was published in an international journal; however, she also withdrew her name from it. Now, she had no publications to her name, the HOD was not signing her thesis, and she was not appearing at any conferences for poster or paper presentations, which were all essential criteria for sitting in the final examination. She still needed to fulfill even one of those requirements. That was the worst scenario any PG resident could face during their residency, which terrified her. How will she now be eligible to sit for her final examinations?
It was the start of the third and final year of her postgraduate studies. She had to finish her thesis while preparing for final exams. Under that intense pressure, she was losing focus on her studies. The preparation for the final exams was at its busiest, with guides and co-guides helping her classmates with their work, and she was overlooked. The HOD and Dr. Rajesh were teaching their PG residents case presentations and other topics, but despite Dr. Gill being her guide, she never reached out to her for help because of her dislike. Among those seven wonders, she felt completely alone during her final years. 
Dr. Singh, known for setting traps for PG residents, began creating more ambushes for juniors, and they started receiving favors. Dr. Bani sensed danger for them. She decided to discuss this with her HOD. Although she didn't have a good relationship with him, she couldn’t stay silent while witnessing everything happening before her until it was too late. Despite being an HOD, she was also a woman. She thought she might be listened to and her concerns understood. Hoping for this, she went to her room and brought up the issue. She explained the incident to him, including how Dr. Singh called her at his home and how she managed to escape from him. The HOD was dumbfounded after listening to her; instead of believing her, he doubted her and asked, "Do you have any proof of that?"
What proof can Dr. Bani have of that incident? She was her only witness. Dr. Bani was stunned by what HOD told her; “Are you trying to play a woman’s card to get sympathy because you have done nothing in these three years, and you already know that you are not going to pass your postgraduation.” She can’t believe she was blamed for using cheap tactics to pass her final examinations. Dr. Bani was not expecting this from a woman in a position of power. She proved the famous saying that a woman is often her own worst enemy. Some people are so ego-starved that it doesn’t matter how much power or authority they have to take decisive actions to change society; if their ego is not fed, everything is in vain.










Chapter 11
Sitting in her room, Dr. Bani reflected on everything happening around her. One question kept echoing in her mind as she repeatedly cried out to God: Why me? She was falling into traps she had never faced before. Unlike other students who came here just for fun, to please their advisors, be sycophantic, earn a degree, and leave, she was different. 
She was a woman driven by purpose. She wanted to fulfill every dream in her life, but not at the expense of her moral values. She aimed to do everything in the best way she could because she believed in her abilities. She could grow jungles in the desert even in harsh conditions. She had done this multiple times. She was born into a family where reaching the heights she had achieved was nearly impossible. She came from an orthodox family, the fourth girl child of her parents, and her birth was not even welcomed because everyone preferred a boy. It was her grandmother who hid her under the bed, just so she wouldn’t see her, to hide her from her eyes. She was a tiny baby girl, but her battle with society started right from her birth. It was her mother who always believed in her, who constantly encouraged her to reach for the sky and pursue her dreams in life. 
She was here today, fighting all the evil, and it was entirely because of her mother. Her mother instilled in her the belief that she could achieve anything she wanted in life. She inherited her mother's fighting spirit. Her mother also had dreams she couldn't fulfill because, at that time, it was common for girls to marry young. She married at 16, dropped out of school after 7th grade, and had her first child at 17. Dr. Bani was her fifth child and her fourth daughter. She has felt like an unwanted child since her early years, so she started acting out, hoping to get noticed and acknowledged by her family and society. She was always a top student and was the only student in her pre-med courses to secure an MBBS seat at a prestigious college in Punjab. She made her parents proud. 
She sat in her room, reflecting on both the good and bad moments of her past. She had already faced many struggles, and it seemed like the fight would never end. She remembered the day she left her marital home. She was told to choose between her dreams and her husband's. That was not a difficult decision for her. She was an ambitious woman who always lived for her dreams and dreamed of touching the sky and flying. The sky was not a limit for her. She knew more dreams were waiting for her beyond the sky, too. 
But still, she thought about it. Is her husband worth sacrificing her dreams? When she thought this, she got her answer: NO! On her very first day of marriage, she was told she was not his priority. He loved someone else before marrying her. He was forced to marry her. He was the one who constantly assaulted her—physically, mentally, emotionally, and sexually. Even then, what she truly sought was hope itself. She decided to leave her marriage to take a break, find a better place to think things over, and give her husband some time to consider how he wanted to move their marriage forward. She was hoping that distance could resolve her issues with her husband. She came here to give her marriage and her husband a second chance. 
It seemed that was also happening; they started talking on the phone, giving each other space, and she was hoping for the best. Her husband, though still maintaining his ego, never visited her at her place. But that was okay for Dr. Bani. She had plenty of time to study and take care of her patients competently, not just to perform her duties with utmost responsibility. Although no one noticed, she was deeply dedicated to her patients, spending days and nights in the skin ward even when she wasn't required to be there. Mentoring her juniors and having meaningful conversations with her patients and their families were her favorite activities. She used to visit her matrimonial home occasionally, whenever she got leave, although that was very infrequent because the HOD was not granting her many leaves. 
And that was what threatened to cost her her marriage. Her husband wasn't visiting her; she was the only one trying to do her part. She also wasn't getting any time to see her husband, which only widened the gap between them. He even stopped talking to her on the phone and wasn't answering her calls either. Amid all the chaos of debt, and with her marriage at stake, she was resigned to knowing how to deal with this disastrous phase of her life. And the next morning, she finally got a message from her husband after weeks, saying that he wanted a divorce. She was shocked after reading this. She was standing there during the ward round with consultants and other PGs. She was asked questions, but couldn't come up with answers because she was still in shock from her husband’s message. 
Dr. Mehta: Observe the condition of a final-year resident. She can't even answer a first-year-level question. 
Dr. Bani stood there, mocking, without showing any reaction. After so many insults and scoldings over the years, she was almost used to it, so it hardly mattered what their consultants thought of her. Somehow, that day had passed. She then returned to her room. She finished her lunch and stayed in bed all day, staring at the ceiling. Her friends knocked on her door, but she refused to open it. She lay in the dark, lost in deep thoughts about herself. It was just her and her small, silent, dark room. At night, her friend in the next room called her for dinner, but she declined, saying she wasn't hungry. 
All of this chaos—her department, her professional life, and her personal life—was affecting her mental health. At night, around 12:30 am, she suddenly woke up with severe breathlessness and tachycardia. She felt an urgent need to urinate and moved to the washroom outside her room. Somehow, she opened her door and was heading toward the ER washroom when she fell with a loud noise and lost consciousness. Her friend in the nearby room heard the noise, came out, and saw Dr. Bani lying unconscious on the floor. 
She gathered more people from nearby rooms and took them to the emergency department at the medical college. The doctor examined her there and ordered an ECG. She was diagnosed with PSVT. After receiving emergency treatment, she was transferred to the ward, where she stayed for two days. The doctors told them that her PSVT was stress-related only. So, she needed to rest for a few days, and she was given leave. After a few days, she returned to that department, but she was no longer a regular doctor—she was now Bani. She began experiencing frequent anxiety attacks, suffering panic episodes over the simplest, most trivial things almost daily. This gave her cunning HOD an excuse to belittle her even more. She even took this as a reason for the department to ignore her further, and she now spent her days sitting idle, overthinking everything and doing nothing. She started psychological therapy and anti-anxiety medications, but neither seemed to help her at all. 
This was the state of that young, aspiring, brilliant medical student who came here to become a specialist in her dream field. She was on cloud nine on her first day and eager to soar high. She did not know that she would fall like this, from the top to the bottom, from the sky to the ground. Every day, she felt very down, depressed, and in a bad mood. She was taking anti-anxiety medications and antidepressants, which caused side effects. The student, who was brilliant, talented, and had never faced failure, was a perfectionist in everything she did. However, because of the side effects of the medicines, she was starting to forget things. She was experiencing memory loss. Despite preparing thoroughly for ward rounds and case presentations, she found it very hard to recall the information when questions were asked. With exams approaching, it felt as if she had never studied at all. She kept forgetting everything every day, every second. 
She was losing all hope now. She had already given up on life, her relationships, and her marriage. Now, even her career seemed impossible to save. She didn't know how to manage this situation. Everything felt out of control. Her thesis was still unfinished, unknown to her, and she wasn't sure if her advisor had signed it. She hadn't published anything, her name had been removed from all her projects, and she hadn't presented any papers or posters at conferences. Because of these problems, she wasn't even eligible to take her final exam. She had completely lost hope. She was exhausted from the toxic environment in the department. Every day, she would wake up in the morning with little motivation to leave her bed, somehow get through the day, then return to her room and sleep. She couldn’t even sleep properly due to her anxiety issues and had to rely on medication. Those sleepless nights only made her more frustrated. 
She was having suicidal thoughts. When she can't sleep at night and relies on drugs to fall asleep, she sometimes wonders how someone can survive such nights. Each morning, she questions herself, surprised that she is still alive. During those days, she felt like she was crawling through life. Eventually, she decided to end her life and even made preparations for it. She started searching online for easy methods to commit suicide. She found a straightforward way: collecting her anti-anxiety medication. She truly believed she would dissolve hundreds of pills in water and take them at night, never to wake up. She set a date for her final decision. Now, since she wasn't even trying to achieve her dreams, she wasn't considering recovery, seeking help, or talking about her situation with anyone.
She moved through the department like a walking corpse, returning with little hope that things would get better. She had surrendered herself to her circumstances. No one around her knew what was going on inside her mind. She wasn't even talking to anyone. She also became addicted to alcohol. She was waiting for D-Day; she had made up her mind, and that day was approaching. Until then, she was gathering the courage to go through with it. She decided to send all her diaries to her only best friend. She had written about her mental state and everything happening in the department in her diary. She just wanted to keep it safe with someone. In her heart, she forgave everyone who had wronged her; she accepted their apologies without expecting anything in return. 
In the coming days, headlines will report that a PG student took her own life due to the toxic environment at the medical college. The underlying cause was the PG culture. She was someone considering speaking out against it, but she ultimately became a victim of that culture to the point where she was on the verge of ending her life there. 
One thing she worried about was how her parents would react. They would lose their precious child. But her mental state at that time was not healthy enough for her to understand what she was about to do. She honestly did not know what she would do then. She needed help, but she wasn’t aware of that either. That was the most terrible situation for a person to be in. That’s why people commit suicide—they don’t know what they are doing. One fine morning, when she opened her eyes, she felt the same as usual—frustrated, agitated, and angry about something or someone, as if she didn't know who. She was lying in her bed at 6 am, already feeling tired at the start of the day and overthinking everything that had happened the day before or even earlier in the department, even the silliest things anyone could imagine. And yes, she was once again overthinking why she was overthinking. (The vicious cycle, you know!)
She finally gathered some courage, got out of bed, and pushed aside the curtains; the sun was shining outside. She saw the rising sun, and something clicked in her mind. She remembered that she was once like a shining sun, the brightest star in the universe. But now, this star has lost its light since it arrived here. Soon, it will become a shooting star in the sky. Do you know what the tragedy is? People will applaud when they see it in the sky. Oh wow! Look there, a star is dying! Alas! With that despair, at that moment, two stars faced each other: one was rising at dawn, while the other was setting, never to rise again.









Chapter 12
The next morning, on the D-day she had chosen, she received news on her mobile that Dr. Akanksha, a PG resident of the Surgery department, was found hanging from the ceiling fan in her room. She was from the same batch as Dr. Bani, whom she had met once during a dermatology call in the surgery ward. Dr. Bani remembered her condition on that day, but she never thought that she would commit suicide. And now, she was also on the verge of ending her life. This was a grave shock for her. She immediately ran to the hostel, where a large gathering of PG students and teachers had gathered, and Dr. Akanksha’s body was lying there in the middle of the hostel lawn.
The 24-year-old young, beautiful girl, a brilliant student and the only child of her parents, had lived her life with all her dreams buried inside her. The grieving parents lost their precious child, but what is the loss of the institution? Nothing!! When the media asked the head of the surgery department about her suicide and the reasons behind it, she replied that she was suffering from depression. How can they accept that someone ended her life because of the toxic environment of the departments? And what was the cause of their ill behavior? She was not raising her voice against them like Dr. Bani. She was not revealing that they had found an excuse to harass her. She was harassed because she belonged to the lower caste. That was a clear case of caste discrimination. According to some intellectuals, caste discrimination doesn’t exist, but they forget that caste discrimination will always be there as long as castes exist in society. Caste-based discrimination has been an integral part of India for centuries, and until the castes are removed, discrimination can never be abolished. They do it more secretly. They torture you to such an extent that they first silently kill you from inside until you decide to end your life. Dr. Akanksha was living a dead life for three years until she committed suicide. 
Agreed that not all five fingers are the same, and while some people who think beyond the caste system still exist in society, the vultures are not extinct yet. People like the head of the surgery department also exist in this society, who cannot tolerate seeing people from lower castes shine and rise in front of them. How can a student from an underprivileged family of a lower caste compete with privileged students from higher castes and reach great heights? These predators will keep hunting innocent students to satisfy their ego, lust, and greed in every vile way possible. And the brilliance will continue to fade as Dr. Akanksha did. The parents lost their precious child, whom they raised with utmost love and care. Their pain is unimaginable. The parents do not raise their children to see them in ashes one day.
Now, the question is... Was it a suicide?
NO!! It was a clean, well-organized murder. Her head of the department and consultants harassed her so much that they made her forget her dreams, her parents, and everything. They made her so helpless that ending her life was her only option. They were the murderers. They were not creating specialist doctors; instead, they were building zombies, who were given no other option other than to obey orders and say ‘yes to everything’ even if it was detrimental to them.
Because of this unforeseen incident, Dr. Bani realized that it could happen to her too, or it could affect her parents instead of Dr. Akanksha. She understood that she was about to make the biggest mistake of her life. This event shook her to the core and prompted her to think clearly about her next steps. It was a wake-up call for her. Finally, she decided to talk to the therapist who helped her cope—this situation sparked a wave of courage inside her and helped her see the brighter side of life. She now knows she must do something about it. She simply can’t remain silent, be a bystander, and watch innocent students die. She saved herself and now wants to save others too. Somewhere, she regrets not saving Dr. Akanksha earlier; perhaps she could have been saved too, if only it wasn't too late. She doesn’t want to be helpless for others in need. Even a small ray of hope can dispel darkness, and one enlightened person can illuminate the entire world. She aspires to be that ray of hope in the medical community. She started her awareness campaign at her college and boldly and fearlessly continued it wherever possible.










Chapter 13
In Indian society, ancient people used to worship doctors as healers. They were considered “second God,” but in today’s scenario, doctors are forced to pay a high price to serve their profession. Despite their relentless efforts to provide the best health services, even in the harshest conditions of the Indian setup, they are often detested, which affects their mental health. Occupational hazards cannot be avoided, but that’s not the only challenge medical professionals face. Their dedication to patients often leads to their suffering. As a dermatology PG resident, Dr. Bani is also at risk of becoming a victim. She developed a high-grade fever followed by a varicella rash all over her body. Being contagious, she was prescribed home isolation for 10 days. Thus, she got leave from the department—a much-needed break that surprisingly helped her recover mentally as well. She went to her maternal home, which was a huge relief. Nothing matches a mother’s care and love for her sick child. She gained some time for herself to rejuvenate her mind. She decided to discuss her situation with her well-wishers. She remembered her science teacher from school, who had always been her mentor. She was like her guiding angel since childhood. Knowing she needed help, she called her and asked for support. Mrs. Subharti, a mother of a child with cerebral palsy, had faced many struggles both personally and professionally, and knew how to handle life's harsh realities. She was a meditation teacher at THE ART OF LIVING ORGANIZATION. She wanted Dr. Bani to take a relaxed break and calm her mind, so she suggested she try a basic meditation course.
Dr. Bani took an online basic meditation course, which she enjoyed so much that she then joined an advanced meditation course—a three-day silent retreat program. Those deeper meditations helped her almost forget her misery for three days. She became much more relaxed and calm than she had ever been before. She rediscovered herself and found all her answers. 
A woman living in ashes, burning from within, transformed into a phoenix ready to soar high and reach the sky again. She knew she could set the whole world on fire. During those holidays, she barely recovered from varicella but also overcame her mental block. After 10 days, she rejoined her department. And she was no longer the same doctor. Bani felt miserable, frustrated, and unfocused. She had become a new person. It was like a rebirth for her. She gathered all her courage and decided to work in her way. 
Saam-dhaam-dhand-bhed. 
She knew that it was now a war, and she had to use every weapon at her disposal. It was already her final year; she still had a full year to demonstrate her capabilities. She was fearless now. Everything that could go wrong had already happened, and anything that happens from now on will be for her benefit, so she decided to move forward with that faith. She remembered the first patient she encountered on her first day in the department, who died the next day. She considered working on new treatments for that severe disease. 
She collaborated with the pharmacy department of the medical college and began working on the drug molecule she had envisioned. However, it was not something that had been done before in any dermatology department in the country, where no postgraduate student had ever worked on a new drug molecule. She decided to keep it a secret. She developed that drug molecule in a few weeks and arranged all the necessary steps for its preparation herself. The pharmacy team tested the molecule on rats and found it successful. Now, they need volunteers for human trials. The pharmacy department organized those trials. Now, she needs to conduct trials on volunteers and requires ethical clearance for this purpose. However, this was not possible because she wanted to keep it confidential. She decided to first try her medicine on a milder version of the disease in a patient. 
She was able to convince one of the patients to try, and she achieved fantastic results. That helped her gain more confidence in what she was experimenting with and encouraged her to keep testing that newly discovered medicine on other patients while maintaining her records. She was so happy because she felt she was doing something for the welfare of patients. She had always wanted to achieve something significant in her life, and this was that big achievement she had been striving for. One day, a patient with a severe drug reaction was admitted through the emergency department to the skin ward. He had a very poor prognosis. The department head and other consultants were trying to save his life with all the conventional therapies available for that rare disease. Dr. Bani was very confident about her newly discovered drug molecule so far. She thought about trying it on that patient, but how?
She gathered her confidence and finally discussed it with her head and consultants. At first, they were surprised by how she managed it. She showed them all her records and results of that molecule in already-treated patients. They initially disagreed, but since the patient was already dying, they decided to try it. Dr. Bani introduced her drug to the patient and cared for him day and night. The patient started recovering the next day. Within a few days, he was fully recovered. It was a miracle. The head and other consultants were amazed by the results, but due to their cunning nature, they attempted to take credit for the discovery again. However, Dr. Bani anticipated this and had all the records of the medicine, along with an abstract that was sent to an international conference in India, which was accepted for an award paper presentation. She presented it there and won first prize, making her discovery known internationally. No one could take that credit from her now. She also sent the paper for publication in an American international journal, where it was accepted. She completed all her presentations and publications under her own name, without relying on anyone. After what they did to her over those three years, they did not deserve even to have a sixth or seventh name on her publication. She accomplished this with the help of her friends in the pharmacy department, who were pursuing their postgraduate studies in pharmacology—they were her only companions during her dark phase. They published the work together and became the primary authors of the article. 
She received media coverage for her new invention worldwide. Her success went viral on the internet and social media. She had become a national icon. A young dermatologist, who invented a new drug for a rare disease and saved a life, proved there was nothing her department or people could do against her. She was invited for an interview by a leading national news channel in India. This was her chance to raise her voice, and she took it. She was now a fearless woman with extensive life experience. She was ready to teach the vultures a lesson and show them their place. There was no going back for her now. She explained all the incidents and the suffering the PG students were enduring in the name of PG culture. This was her chance to speak out and seek justice for Dr. Akanksha. 
Interviewer: Don’t you fear now speaking against your consultants, since your final examination is still upcoming? Don’t be afraid of failing now. 
Dr. Bani: It's better to fail in an exam than to fail in life. That is the true test—life's exam. What's the point of being successful if your success can't benefit others? We are human first, then anything else. The ultimate purpose of a human should be to help others, to speak up for the voiceless, and to fight for the weak. If Dr. Akanksha gets justice for losing her life at the hands of vultures, it will be her greatest success. She wants nothing else now. She made it clear she won't look back. It was a do-or-die situation for her, and she wasn’t even afraid to risk her life for justice—what's a silly exam compared to that? When you stand for the right cause, the universe tends to conspire in your favor. Her interview video went viral on social media, reaching every corner of the country. She started receiving hundreds of emails from people everywhere. PG students from various colleges responded, sharing their stories online. Dr. Bani's voice gave voice to thousands of other PG students facing similar situations across the country. They all supported her wholeheartedly. Every state organized protests and candlelight marches daily for justice for Dr. Akanksha. That fire was already burning inside them—Dr. Bani ignited it, and now it’s burning across the country. They demanded changes in rules and regulations for PG students, including setting working hours and reducing workload. They called for strict action against the killers of Dr. Akanksha and collectively filed a petition in the Supreme Court regarding these issues. 
Dr. Bani felt proud not for fame or recognition, but for becoming a voice for her fellow PG students across the country. It was as if everyone was willing to discuss the issues, but no one was willing to take the lead. When Dr. Bani decided to step up and fight for justice, they gained their leader, and everyone broke their silence. Social media was flooded with stories and news about the harassment of PG students. For Dr. Bani, this was simply an effort to seek justice for Dr. Akanksha, and she did it because she couldn't bear to see even a single parent in the country lose their child due to the cruelty of the authorities. That was just not acceptable. 
Dr. Bani became a torchbearer for all PG students in the country, guiding them toward their future dreams and leading them from darkness to a new dawn. She has revived their lives, bringing them back from the brink of death. 










Chapter 14
After turning her current situation around, her condition was completely reversed. They tried to throw her from the top to the bottom, but she rose like a phoenix and refused to fall again. She is now at the top of the world. They are no longer someone to challenge her. They may try to belittle her, but she has proven herself to be the best, not with words, but through her actions. 
She was already among the country's top dermatologists without even taking her exam. She followed her passion blindly, and now the whole world was within her reach. She can secure placement in any of the world-class hospitals, both locally and abroad. However, she remains the same doctor—Bani—who can never deceive her patients; she continues to work in government hospitals in Punjab, serving the poor. That was her ultimate goal; she had always wanted to serve her patients and help the needy as much as possible. She has also shown her fellow aspiring dermatologists that with strong will and dedication, they can achieve anything wherever they are. It is our country, and we only must make it better and elevate it above the rest of the world. We must transform it from a developing nation to a developed one through our hard work. We have everything—more even than other countries—our brains. They reward us for our intellect. But with that same brain, we can elevate our country to heights beyond anyone's imagination.
She is now a well-known international icon and a highly respected researcher among top dermatologists worldwide. She has become a role model for all postgraduate students in the country. No one dares to challenge her, not even her head of the department, who must sign her thesis. She told her she was proud of her; perhaps she was, or maybe it was just her helplessness forcing her to praise Dr. Bani, whom she had constantly insulted and never appreciated for her dedication and hard work. Now, all criteria were automatically met, making her eligible to sit for the examination. She was very happy about that. During the practicals, leading dermatologists of the country felt proud while conducting her viva voce. They told her it was their pleasure, and today they were here to perform the viva voce of Dr. Bani, who had achieved a miraculous feat in her post-graduation. She had gifted a miracle molecule to the dermatologists, and all dermatologists in the country would always be grateful to her for it. She was very thankful for their kind words and the appreciation they expressed. 
She passed her examination with flying colors. However, she was not a gold medalist because of the ongoing departmental politics, where those sycophants got whatever they wanted or still believed they were in some kind of race—something they had never even imagined existed. The race of values, in which they saw Dr. Bani emerge as a winner. But that was no longer her goal. Her aims have now changed. 
She had already done whatever she wanted and was going to keep doing that for the rest of her life, until her last breath. 
To show the way to those who have lost theirs.
To assist those who need it most.
To raise my voice wherever it was required.
To serve as the voice for the voiceless,
To hear the people. Who was never heard?
To observe the things that no one else saw.
I feel the emotions but can’t express them.
To understand what is misunderstood.
To heal the hearts that choose to stay broken.
To appreciate the intellect wherever she saw it.
To promote equality among the unequal.
To foster harmony among the most discordant.
To fight for peace within the Mahabharata.
She supported Arjun and befriended Krishna.
She was Maa Durga, in her all the nine Swarups as.
[bookmark: _GoBack]And she had slain the mahisasura, which manifested as ego and hatred within the people around her…
She was both a peacemaker and a change-maker. 
Last but not least… she has given her fellows PGs—the one thing any human on earth can ever desire: hope for a better tomorrow. 

