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The Phone Call
Her mobile phone was in her hand. It was as if she was expecting a phone call that would bring
her some relief in her moment of distress. But she knew that no one would give her a ring.
Everyone was taken aback with what was happening in the island. If people were anxious about
the pandemic, then Reshmi had to face two hardships in her life. She had ground to be more
anxious than the others. She kept still. She was taken aback. She could not digest whatever was
happening to her. She tried to figure out what to do, but it seemed to her that there was no way
out.
On that evening, people were busy commuting back from work. Some people even halted at the
supermarket to get whatever groceries they could while driving back home, although a huge
crowd was gathered there. Groceries ran short, but not the queue of people. The shelves of the
supermarket stood almost empty, but not the parking slots. It was officially announced on the
radio that there were three registered cases of Covid-19 in Mauritius. Panic buying was the
immediate reaction of the inhabitants. Who was at fault?
Three days ago, Reshmi had received a phone
call from the Cardiac Trust Fund of Victoria
Hospital. Reshmi had accompanied her husband,
Ganess there so many times for his treatment that
she grew familiar with the nurse. With a friendly
air, the nurse, Jacqueline, announced Reshmi that
her husband should be admitted to the hospital as
he had to undergo a coronary bypass surgery. It
all started six months ago when Ganess had a
strong cough which eventually made him have difficulties to breathe. Ganess, as a last resort,
dialled the number of his son, who was on duty. “Will you … take … long to re … return
home?” Ganess struggled to utter these words, fighting his breaths.
“Has something happened to you?” Ganess’ son, Karan answered back on the other end of the
line. He knew that his father had a severe cough which his mother was trying to cure with her
traditional concoction, made with citronella, ginger and honey. Deep down, he uttered a quick

prayer and wished that nothing bad had happened at home because he could sense something
uncanny in his father’s voice.
“I … want to … go to the … hos … (coughing sound) hospital … quickly. This cough is …
giving me … a hard time. I can’t even … breathe properly,” Ganess told his son.
Karan was terror struck. He suddenly felt like a caged bird. His office suffocated him. He left as
quickly as possible. On his way back, he convinced himself that his father had a severe cough
only and nothing serious. It was winter, the season of cough and flu after all!
He was proved wrong after multiple tests were conducted at the hospital. Karan and Reshmi
found out that Ganess’ main arteries were blocked, higher than sixty percent. It was critical.
Ganess started his treatment immediately and was given proper care by the doctor in the Cardiac
Trust Fund of Victoria Hospital. A lot of medical follow ups were done during the past six
months until Reshmi received the phone call from Jacqueline. Ganess was admitted the
following day and everything was going on smoothly. The island was still free from the Covid19 pandemic. Two days after, Ganess underwent the coronary bypass surgery and Reshmi sat
outside the operation theatre patiently, although the surgery took exactly five long hours. She
was in tears but she mustered her patience and courage. Her son called her from time to time for
updates but there were no updates at all. The surgery was ongoing. Some of the nurses said that
Reshmi had the patience of a cat that could dedicate any amount of time just to find a mouse. She
was determined to wait and see the surgery successful, although seconds were like minutes,
minutes were like hours and hours were like days.
Post the operation, Reshmi was allowed to have a glimpse of Ganess, who was then going to be
admitted in the Intensive Care Unit of the Cardiac Trust Fund section. She was told that her
husband would regain consciousness after a few hours and until then, he was given respiratory
care. Following the advice of the nurse, Reshmi made her way back home, heavyhearted. Her
downheartedness knew no bound. On the same evening, she learnt that visitors’ access was
prohibited at the hospital due to the Covid-19.
Reshmi was desperate. Her son tried to comfort her but to no avail. They had the support of each
other only. Karan was being extremely supportive to his mother. He also had an emotional
collapse but he never showed it in front of his mother. He wanted his mother to know that he was

big enough to take care of her, only if that would bring her any consolation and solace. Although
Karan was caring and concerned, the bitter truth was that they were both perturbed by the fact
that Ganess was in a critical condition, a pandemic had hit them and to make it worse, they had
no access to see one member of their family. It was such a nightmare. The country was already in
lockdown. The roads were deserted. The neighbours were all in their houses to protect
themselves from Covid-19. A gloomy atmosphere prevailed. This added more tension to Reshmi
and Karan’s lives. These questions invaded Reshmi from nowhere and everywhere: How is
Ganess? Is he being taken care of? Is he safe?
It was eight o’clock at night. They switched on the television to watch the news. They instantly
switched it off. It was too depressing for them to learn that there were a bunch of people who
were already infected by Covid-19. It was too sorrowful and they did not want to add more
dolour to their night terror. Karan used to burn the midnight oil and complete his office work at
home, but on that night, he gave up everything and remained in his bed, with his eyes wide open.
Reshmi’s night routine consisted of having her favourite cardamom tea while watching the
television soaps on television, namely “Ye Hai Mohabbatein” and “Mere Angne Mein” but on
that night, she was not in the mood to drink any tea nor to watch any episode of the soaps she
used to watch so dedicatedly previously. She remained on the sofa in the living room and kept
staring at the roof. Both Karan and Reshmi surrendered to their situation. It was as if the
pandemic and Ganess’ admittance in the hospital changed their lives in a jiffy. Things were no
longer the same and they no longer dwelled in the simple things that would make them happy.
After a long night, Karan finally stepped out of his room. He talked to his mother and they
decided to make a call in the ward in which Ganess was admitted. Karan gave a sigh of relief
when the person in charge told him that Ganess had regained consciousness and he was no
longer on respiratory care. He was still admitted in the Intensive Care Unit and he was fully
taken care of by a nurse. This did not alleviate their restlessness but they were at least comforted.
Reshmi dreaded that moment a lot and she loathed the idea of not being able to be near her
husband and cater for his needs.
Reshmi and Karan remained indoor. They, like other responsible citizens, respected the total
lockdown and did not step out of their house although they longed a lot to be at the hospital near
Ganess. Ten more days passed by. They maintained communication with the ward through

phone calls. Karan would call the Cardiac Trust Fund twice a day, in the early morning and eight
o’clock at night. On the eleventh day, Reshmi cooked for her son and remained on the sofa. She
did not feel like having lunch. Her mind was fully occupied thinking what would happen to
Ganess in the midst of this pandemic when her
deep thoughts were disturbed by the sudden
ringing of the phone. She had absolutely no clue
who it could be but she attended the call,
reluctantly. To her relief, there was a good news.
Jacqueline told her that Ganess was responding
well to his treatment and he was ready to be
discharged according to the doctor’s report.
Normally, Reshmi and Karan would have had to
fetch Ganess from the hospital but due to the
pandemic and total lockdown, Reshmi was told
that the Cardiac Trust Fund would make the
necessary arrangement to drop Ganess home in
an ambulance. She was overwhelmed with mixed emotions.
Reshmi quickly went to give the good news to her son, Karan. They were both over the moon
and that one phone call made them forget about their struggles during the past few days instantly.
They were confident that they would be able to take care of Ganess. To top it all, they were
ready to fight the pandemic together and they had hopes that Mauritius would be free from
Covid-19.

