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Pedalling down the hill road, light rain hitting my face, with
that ‘must win’ feeling, I stopped with a sudden break. I stood there,
head down, with others racing ahead. That never happened. I was
becoming lazy and complaining of knee pains since my college started.
Why was I avoiding college? There is a big enthusiasm in freshers as
the atmosphere is different from school. You are free to try different
dresses and there are no rules. It’s a different world, from classroom to
campus. But there was no such enthusiasm in me. I was tired most of
the time. Mom and Dad told me that I look pale and heavily
exhausted. Whenever my little sister, Shivani came to play with me all
bubbly and cheered up, I would shout at her. On weekends when my
family would go for a long evening walk, I would stay home and watch
T.V. I was experiencing this fatigue from a long time. Now in just 10
days, I was completely changed. I skipped dinner, bunked college as
well as my animation course and slept for hours in afternoon, watch
movies and eat junk to fill my hollow stomach. Honestly I was unable
to walk far distances. My right knee was hurting badly since many
days. It hurt very badly while running. It kept me aft from rushing
things. I'had to do everything slowly. My friends asked me to see a
doctor. They said it might be a fracture. I began asking for money to go
to college by auto, and Mom would shout at me:

‘What's wrong with you?> Use cycle or walk to college. I won’t give
money’

‘But I'm tired, why don’t you understand?’

‘I don’t want reasons!’

Like that we got into fights. Mom was really angry on my
strange behavior, and it was obvious for her to act like that. She or
nobody ever saw me like that. I was well known for my above average
stamina and activeness.

I 'was very enthusiastic as a kid and I liked fast things; walk
fast, run fast, read fast, everything fast. I was a basketball player and a
sprinter and an artist. My ambition in life is to become a successful

animator one day. After SSC, I enrolled myself for a basic course in
Animation. I didn’t have many female friends as they were too busy in
discussing Harry Potter or make-up stuff. My two best friends were
boys and we got along well. Three of us belonged to the same neigh-
borhood and school and we loved to play cricket, football in hot after-
noons, wild running race and hide and seek, and many outdoor things.
I was a active girl, and a perfectly healthy teen.

I recollected the first knee pain two months back till today ,
and it would hurt the whole day and get worse at night. I still ignored
it, as I thought it must be because of stress. This is completely normal
for a girl like me. Now that I was showing some strange symptoms
along with knee pains for almost a month, Mom started home treat-
ment for the leg like heat pads, painkillers but with no effect. It was
swollen around the knee and would hurt badly while walking so I
would limp.

We went to our family doctor on August 14, 2008. Dr. Milind
Gharpure. He checked my knee. ‘Do not ignore this” saying just that,
he gave me tablets for 4 days. With no result, we went to an Orthope-
dic doctor on August 19. Dr. Koparde sent me for an X-ray. When the
X-ray sheet came, the bone displayed black cavity like spots just below
the knee. He said the bone has a damage and it may be Bone Tubercu-
losis. Human mind runs faster than wind, especially the minds of
young people of my age do run faster. On hearing the words
‘damaged’, ‘tuberculosis’ I imagined myself in hospital bed with saline
bags and scar on the leg. Inside, the ‘damaged’ bone was cut and
replaced with rods. Dr Gharpure told us to take a second opinion and
consult another Orthopedic doctor.

August 20, 2008, we went to Dr. Jayant Gokhale. He checked
on the X-ray and asked a few questions about the pain. He said there
is a little infection in the bone. There are some abnormal things going
around in my body as it’s not just the knee pain. It’s the appetite loss,
tiredness and swelling that was concerning him the most. He told us to



do an MRIand a few blood tests. Reports arrived next morning and Dr
Gokhale scheduled a biopsy. He said there is some sort of serious
Infection n the tibia bone, and he needs a sample of that. The biopsy
was a painful process and was done under local anesthesia on 27th
August. He sent the bone specimens to two labs in Mumbai for
detailed investigation. I began walking at home slowly. After 13 days,
the reports arrived and it sent thunders down our spines. September 9,
2008 was the day that changed our lives forever. I was diagnosed with
Osteosarcoma in the upper end of tibia. I did not believe it in first
place. I kept on thinking, how a 15 year old girl can be diagnosed with
cancer? So impractical... So stupid... So not making any sense!’

'The next day we went to the BRH (Byculla Railway Hospital).
My dad is‘an employee in the Central Railways, CST branch and
BRH has medical reservations for the families of the employee. The
doctors over there initially said it does not indicate any signs of Osteo-
sarcoma. This remark made us happy and we wished the reports were
mistaken. But we still had to confirm it at the Tata Memorial
Hospital, Parel, which is the leading hospital in the world for cancer
treatment. We went to the TMH on 12th September for initial assess-
ment and checkups. I was stunned to see such a big hospital with huge
crowd and queues at every counter. Doctors and nurses rushing, people
sitting, waiting. It was such a sad and tensed atmosphere. We made a
file to keep a record of every report, and then headed to the Bone and
Soft Tissue Unit. Our file went to Dr. Ajay Puri, who was going to be
our orthopedic oncologist. On September 16th we came back to start
the treatment protocol. We also met our medical oncologist, Dr.
Suresh Pai. He scheduled the chemotherapy from the very next day.
Two of our relatives, Mohan Mama and his wife Mangal Mami which
lived in Dadar were with us and we decided to stay at their place in
Hindu Colony for the 1st chemotherapy. Dr Puri examined my knee
again and asked to get a fresh Xray. He put a cast on which covered my
entire right leg. Rain was roaring outside and now it was impossible to

go to Hindu colony. So Mohan mama took us to a small one room flat
just in front of the hospital which belonged to his friend, Mr
Kothurkar. It was very convenient to stay there. I was brought down on
a wheelchair and a nurse wrapped a plastic around the plaster to save it
from the rain. A taxi was called just to cross the road; we were staying
at Mr. Kothurkar’s room. It was embarrassing, going by a taxi across
the street! Mom and I got in, and Dad and kaka ran to the room before
us. All of us were wet, tired, hungry, fed-up and in a terrible shape.
Kaka rushed to the hospital again to get the chemo medicines.

Dad’s friend Mr. Baokar, resided in Parel in the Railway
quarters, he immediately came with dinner, water, clothes, toothbrush
and toothpaste, umbrellas, towels, and all necessary things. At around
10 pm, Mohan mama and mami left. Kaka also left, he had to go to
Dombivli, and come back again the next day at 6 am. The chemo med-
icines were too many little boxes, needles, saline bags etc. I was begin-
ning to hate my destiny. This was the worst day of my entire life. I just
hoped that this is all a big bunch of bad dreams or nightmares seeming
too much realistic and when I wake up, I will be in my home, my leg
will be fine. I sang - ‘this is all fake, this is not happening, for God’s
sake please let this be just a dream’ and then somehow we slept. The
horror ride has begun, though we did not accept it in the first place, but
together we had to stand again, so we planned how our miracle would
happen.

The reports were all true. I have a rare childhood bone cancer
called as ‘Osteosarcoma’ and it’s in the growing stage. It usually occurs
in children between the age group of 10 to 18. There is a malignant
tumor below the right knee which was the reason of the constant pains.
But it was just May! Just five months back, how can it be cancer, it
sounds so impractical! The doctors said, the tumor had started growing
since January but my activities hid the pain. The fall I had during sports
drew attention towards the tumor. Till now I had no idea that cancer
can happen to teens or kids. I had no idea that it differs. I had no idea



one day I will be standing at this point where nobody will be able to
answer me. Life has brought me to what it seems a dead-end at the age
of 15. I had no idea why this happened and what lay ahead.

All Tknew about chemo was just that it is bad. It eats you com-
pletely. This is all so much to take, I do not deserve this! It’s out of my
control. I saw many people in the waiting area outside the ‘Day Care’
ward. We got our bed, the nurse pushed in an I.V. and the chemo
started at 7.30 am. After several transfusions, it was over at 1.30 pm.
The Cycle 1. went smoothly. Blood was taken every day to check the
CBC (Complete Blood Count). On 24th September, MRI scan and
CT scan was done, which took 45 and 20 minutes respectively. And on
25th Bone scan was done. They inject a radioactive dye through the
veins and say it isn’t harmful, but the syringe is covered by a lead case.
That’s why I thought why did it hurt more today? I had to lie in the
machine very, very still for 50 minutes for the scan to complete.

We left for home on 26th evening, after 11 days in hospital.
We rented a car because the plaster was heavy and I was not allowed to
put weight on it. The driver’s name was Keshav Godkar, (Godkar
kaka). Visits from my friends, relatives, parents of my friends, friends
of my parents offered overwhelming encouragement. My mother’s
father came from Sangli for a 4-week stay with us. Shivani was really
sad that we went away without letting her know. We really can’t help
it, she has to be strong. I sat in bed the whole day watching T.V. or
drawing cartoons.

G-CSF injection is to be injected for 8 days after every chemo.
Granulocyte Colony Stimulating Factor (G-CSF) is a little injection
which helps to boost the WBC counts. Now, the chemo started its
hunt. I would cough the whole night and my throat was very sore.
Mom called the ER at the hospital and they asked us to do a CBC
immediately.

Chemotherapy. is a treatment for cancer with heavy chemicals and

drugs. It acts as an agent by killing cells that divide rapidly, which is

the most prominent feature of cancer cells. The dosage is decided con-
sidering the patient’s age, type of cancer, and how far it has spread. If
it’s low grade cancer, then it’s just One-Day chemo, called as mainte-
nance chemo. But if it’s high, then it changes. My chemo was a combi-
nation of high-dose Methotrexate with Leucovorin rescue,
intra-arterial Cisplatin, Etopossid, Adriamycin, Doxorubicin, KCL,
and Mesna. We literally laughed at the strange medical names of these
drugs at first. All these drugs are diluted in saline bags and pushed in
the veins through an L.V. line. Eight diluted saline bags for one day,
and five such days was my Cycle One of chemo. I thought I have no
need to drink water at all! Nausea, vomiting, loss of appetite, neutrope-
nia, fevers, stomach pains, mouth ulcers, heavy eyes, constipation,
weight loss, hair loss and temper loss stand as side effects.

After two cycles of Chemo, we were called to schedule the
surgery. Dr. Puri was not available that day, so we met a new doctor,
Dr. Ashish Gulia. The date of surgery was fixed on December 1, 2008
and T hated the idea. Why is this necessary? Let the chemo do its work.
I was told that chemo will shrink the tumor and I know it will shrink
and go away on its own. During our third chemo, we met a 10 year old
girl, Akanksha who was admitted in the bed next to me. She came to
Mumbai from Goa with her Mom and Dad leaving her 5 year old
brother with the neighbors. It was their first admission in TMH, and
they were here to confirm whether she has cancer of the Bone Marrow.
I told her Mom that the reports will be wrong. How can this horrible
thing happen to kids? What on earth is their fault> Are Gods really
crazy? I thought about it the whole day.

At home everyone did some or the other thing to keep me
happy and smiling. Dad was strong as a pillar, he never said anything
like why did God do this to us, coz he knew God won’t give us
problems that we can’t solve. He was always positive and he believed in
me.Whenever I asked him, “Can I drive Scooty?” or ‘Can I travel by
trains?’ he said, ‘Of course you can! I'm always with you, right?” and


















