
JUNE 10, 2019

A day at Chinchpada Christian Hospital

A young man who said he was 19 years of age but looking much younger -and at once much older-staggered
into the hospital few weeks ago. He was emaciated, wearing ragged, dirty clothes that were too big for him. His
face was pale and gaunt, and he was so frail that he could barely stand. Strangely, there was no one with him
and he had no bag of belongings that he had brought along. Just a piece of paper. As we helped him to a bed
looking over his shoulder for whoever might have come with him, he clarified that he was alone. He had
travelled five hours on a bus from his far away village with not a rupee on him, pleading with the bus conductors
of the two buses he took, not to throw him out even though he didn’t have money for a ticket because he
desperately needed to get to Chinchpada Hospital. Someone in his village who had seen his plight had written
down the name of the hospital and said, “Go to this hospital. They helped me get well for very little
money. Poor people are treated well there. They will take care of you.”

He had been quite ill for a few months. He lived with his father, who had taken a second wife after his own mother left
them for another man years ago. She had never again made contact with him. He has two younger sisters, one of
whom was recently married and had left home. The other was working as a labourer in the fields, earning her keep and
studying in class 9, living with her maternal grandmother in another village. He had mostly had to fend for himself
over the years as a child. His father, quite a poor man himself, would reluctantly pay the school fees and buy his
books, but lately had stopped doing even that. Living with his step mother became increasingly difficult. He tried to
seek help from his uncle who agreed to let him stay, but not provide any other support. But he longed to study and
learn. So he began to work in a hotel in the village centre, washing dishes and cleaning, so that he could earn enough
to buy his books and continue to study. He struggled to cope with work with his progressively failing health although
he came very close to taking his class 10 exam but didn’t manage as he could no longer work from exhaustion, and
he had no money for the fee. He was bitterly disappointed. His uncle, seeing that he was ill, took him back to his
father’s house, saying he could not support him any longer. His father refused to take him to a doctor, so he went on
his own. He was found to have insulin requiring Diabetes, and was started on insulin. He had to beg his father for
money to buy the insulin each time, as the government hospital did not have it in stock. His father would intermittently
give him money, but never accompanied him to the doctor. Eventually, his father stopped supporting his treatment
altogether. He went back to his uncle and his grandmother asking for help, but they refused. This is when he met
the kind man in his village who gave him the address of Chinchpada Christian hospital. Without a word to anyone,
he clutched that piece of paper and got on the long bus journey.

He was severely dehydrated on first assessment,
with a thready pulse and a barely recordable
blood pressure. His blood sugar levels were
over 600mg/dl as he had been off insulin for
many days. His limbs were pitifully thin; weak
from Diabetic neuropathy; and swollen from
malnutrition, and possibly from renal involvement
from the poorly controlled Diabetes. You could
count every rib, and it took all of his energy to

give us a brief initial history. He had a borderline oxygen saturation, and needed some oxygen. We marvelled at
how he had managed that bus journey on his own in such a state. He was shifted to the ICU and started on an
insulin infusion, rehydration, and supportive management.
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As he related the rest of his story in a relatively flat,
emotion-less tone once he began to improve, we
listened in growing horror at the extent of apathy that
we human beings are capable of. The only time there
seemed to be a hint of emotion was when he said
repeatedly after every few sentences with  pleading
eyes: “when you get me well, I will stay here with you.
I will work very hard…please don’t send me away.” When we asked for a way to contact any of his family, he said
again in that flat voice, “It won’t make any difference. No one cares whether I live or die.”

We all stood speechless by his bedside, trying to look busy with examining him and studying his chart as we
exchanged glances, each one fighting back tears as we tried to make sense of this unbelievably broken world
that Ajay (name changed) inhabited…that we all co-inhabit with Ajay. Is it really the same world? How come the
rest of us are so unfairly blessed?

We had sung at devotion that morning: “jaisey maataa sambhaalti hai, waisey Yeshu sambhalegaa… kabhi bhi na
chodeygaa, kabhi bhi na tyageygaa…” (As a mother cares for her child, so Jesus will care for you. He will never
leave you nor forsake you..)

I thought wryly to myself, what an insult actually, for Jesus to compare his perfect, unconditional, self giving
love with the fallen love of Ajay’s mother and father who had completely forsaken him! Yet he allows that
comparison for us to be able to understand his heart just a little...what a gracious God!

Over the ensuing day Ajay regained some strength and we marvelled at his voracious appetite for the simple but
nutritious Diabetic food that was cooked in our canteen for him. He began to smile just a little. He even picked
up the courage to ask if he could have some tender coconut water (which was rapidly procured from the
market.) He was given a scrub bath with warm water, soap and shampoo, after which he looked quite a different
colour from when he had arrived. His long nails were cut and his even longer hair oiled after the shampoo, despite
which they refused to settle down on his scalp. He was dressed in the first set of new clothes he ever had from since
he could remember…

We told him of Jesus, the Son of God who loves him…this God who came down from the splendour of heaven to
earth, and suffered every bit of the pain, rejection and loneliness that Ajay himself had been through.He suffered all
this on the cross so that Ajay might have Life…and he rose from death, conquering it so that death itself was
swallowed up by Life!

Unbelievably for us again, he said, “I believe…” He had had Christian teachers in his school who had told him
of Jesus! His family, he said, worshipped “shaitaan” (we didn’t ask for further clarifications!), but he knew that
followers of this Jesus would care for him, and this was the confidence with which he had come all the way to
Chinchpada. We marvelled yet again…
how was it possible for this child after the utter depravity and rejection that he had experienced most
of his life, to comprehend and grasp so easily the love of the Heavenly Father? Why is it so much
harder for those of us who live in comfort?

We are unsure of what the future holds for Ajay…all the odds for a long and care-free life here on earth are
against him..but we have more than a sneaking feeling that Resurrection Power is at work in him..and his
heavenly Father has all of eternity to make it up to him. Hallelujah!

“The thief comes only to steal and kill and destroy.  I came that they may have life and have it abundantly”
(John 10:10).

Ashita Singh, Chinchpada Christian Hospital.


