
The Culprit 

1 

Beep beep. Whooshhh. Beep beep. 

These voices kept intruding in her minds image of a life of love, joy, and bliss. 

Bliss, his arms round her frail being, which people said would shake even in the slightest breeze. 
Only his embrace was soft and firm at the same time, like the caress of a being ethereal and 
sublime. 

“Shehnaaazzzz,” the harsh, shrill demanding voice intruded. 

“See, she will take her time in coming, we are of no consequence for her! If only Haris keeps her 
in check rather than give her so much care and attention, all at our expense!” 

Beep beep. Whooshhh. Beep beep. 

She was afraid of these sounds now; were these sounds in her mind? Why did these sounds 
keep her from doing anything, if only Ama could understand that she was doing her best to do 
their bidding! 

She tried to open her eyes. 

Looking for the reassuring smile of Haris that would make her pain go away; but a pain like she 
had never felt before washed over her entire being! 

She surrendered, like so many times before – how many even she had lost count of – and tried 
to close her eyes, to stop the pain in her head which hit her every time Ama yelled to call her, 
and Ama and her daughter talking of her being disobedient. 

Why could Ama not call her softly, theirs was a two room house, no one was ever far to not 
hear even a whisper, yet Ama yelled so much at her! Why? 

She had pain in her body even in parts she did not know existed! 

She felt numb with pain. Then wondered how could she be numb and feel the pain both 
together? 

“No change, sadly, I wonder how long before we can give her family any news?” said the soft 
voice that she heard so often, or was it not often? She had even lost track of time, or so it 
seemed! 

“Did anyone else other than her husband come to see her?” the same voice. 

Husband? Anyone else? See me? 

Why is the voice asking that she wondered? 

The Beep beep, whooshhh, Beep beep intruded and she felt a warmth flow through her vein, 
the soft magic of relaxation followed! 
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“Ama, I told you to not be so harsh with her; she was so fragile, see what you have done?” 

“How was I to know she was so delicate? I thought she was faking all the time!” came the reply! 

“Even Haris has not spoken to us ever since she has been in hospital,” said the girl. 

“You must have filled his ears against me and how I was harsh to his wife!” 

“Ama, his wife has a name” 

“No, not for me, she was a bad influence from the day she set foot in this house, and now look, 
I have to do everything myself again. Some good it did me to get a daughter in law!” 
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“Oh Haris sahib, the doctor would like a word with you.” 

Haris slowly got up from the bedside of his wife and with leaden feet walked to the doctor’s 
cabin. 

Beep beep. Whooshhh. Beep beep. 

“Please sit down,” said the doctor, “I have both good and bad news for you, about your wife!” 

Haris just nodded his head, prepared more for the bad news than the good! 

Thirty five days in the Intensive Care Unit had taken its toll on him, and now he just took each 
day as it came. 

Was it God’s whisper in his ear that he had put in for leave from the office just this morning to 
spend more time with Shehnaz; his wife of six months, the mother to be of their child of three 
months, since aborted in an attempt to save her life! 

Beep beep. Whooshhh. Beep beep. 

“Oh sorry, doctor sahib, could you please say it again?” 

“I was saying the good news is there is no change for the worse, and neither are the effects of 
being in bed for such a long period of time and in a coma, getting bad. We are lucky, you see, 
that she is so thin and weighs so little that it is easy for the attendants to take care of her.” 

The doctor paused and looked at him, he so badly needed a cigarette but could not in the ICU, 
he just wanted to get over with this doctor – patient’s relative talk and get back to reading for 
his exam coming soon! 

“Doctor sahib, the bad part?” 

“Oh yes, the bad part. Well that there is no change for the better is the bad part! Inside the 
body is deteriorating and we need to adjust the dose of the medicine and change the medicine 
more often! That is something we cannot keep on doing for much longer as it may damage 
more than repair her.”  



The doctor looked down at the floor. Even after many such discussions he could still not look 
Haris in the eye and tell him it was time for dua and not for dawa! 

A tear teetered on Haris’s lower eye lid; he looked at the doctor, and let it fall! Another 
followed, and another; the doctor reached out for his hand and held it while he cried thinking 
of the inevitability of it all, and how he had no plans in life without Shehnaz. 

The doctor patted his shoulder; Haris stood up and with besieging eyes looked at the doctor as 
if wanting to hear one good word, which he knew was not to come! 
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Beep beep. Whooshhh. Beep beep. 

Haris was here, she could feel it, smell him, and the footsteps were unmistakably his. But why 
was he going away? She so badly wanted him to hold her one last time. 

Last time? She shrugged or thought she did. 

Beep beep. Beep beep. Beep beep. Beep beep. 

“Doctor!” yelled the nurse. 

Haris was midway between the doctor’s station and Shehnaz’s bed! 

He stopped midstride as the doctor rushed past him, almost knocking him down! 

The screech of the iron curtain rings and a rustle of cloth as the nurse pulled the curtains close 
to shut out Shehnaz’s space from the rest of the ICU. 

For an eternity he stood there; the inevitable had happened. 

Another rustle; the doctor walked to Haris. 

“Sorry Haris, Gods will be done!” 
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“Ama, its Shehnaz’s death anniversary in a week” 

“Wow girl, you are still so obsessed with that worthless girl? Even after the way she made my 
son leave the house after her death? The bloody culprit.” 

“Ama, did you have to push her out of the window? You knew she was pregnant but still 
working like a slave to keep you happy.” 

“She was nothing, she was a witch, never in this one year has your brother called to tell where 
he is, or if he is alive even, and you still take her side?” 

“Ama you know what I am saying” 

“Yes, call me a murderer will you? I don’t want to hear that name ever again in my life” 
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Beep beep. Whooshhh. Beep beep. 

“Is there a male relative who will take care of things?” asked the doctor. 

The girl remained silent, Haris had left them after the funeral and there was no way to know 
where he was. 

“Please inform your folks, there is not much we can do now.” 

His voice was lost in the sound of beep beep, whooshhh, beep beep of the machines all round 
them, as if mocking them from the pages of the book of death! 
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