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*Note: 

Domestic abuse has multiple health consequences, several
chronic and long-term ones. It also has intergenerational
effects, ie, it affects the next generation. A woman who
undergoes violence when pregnant, has a higher chance of
miscarriage, stillbirth and other foetal health consequences.
Children who grow up in households where domestic
violence is a norm, have much higher likelihood of dropping
out of school, mental and emotional development
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challenges. In National Family Health Survey (NFHS) of India
(2015-16), data showed that for all women who said they
were themselves suffering abuse at the hands of their
husbands, 58 percent said they had grown up seeing their
mothers getting beaten by their fathers. Violence commonly
becomes normalised in such scenarios and even women start
justifying it. In NFHS (2015-16), 52 percent women, compared
to 42 percent men, justified wife-beating. The spiral of
violence implicates generations.  
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Introduction

Alcoholism  is  a  social  issue  that  cannot  be  undermined  in

today’s setting. This work aims to plunge readers into the plight

of the direct and indirect victims of alcohol abuse.

In the second year of medical college, I began my clinical
postings. The posting that has had the biggest impact for me
thus far was my psychiatry posting. In the course of just one
week, I had lent my ears to myriad stories, each one more
soul-stirring than its predecessor. 

One Tuesday morning, the second day of our posting, I
peeped into ward after ward, looking for a patient to speak
to. The sole inhabitant of one of the wards was a plump little
boy. Wrought with curiosity, I thought about taking his
history, but dismissed the thought at once. He was only a
little boy and I wasn’t entirely sure how I would go about
talking to him. Just as I made my way to the next ward, a
cheery voice called out, “Doctor!” I peeped into the ward
again, and the boy beckoned to me. His grandmother was
sitting with him on the bed and chided, “Don’t trouble akka
she must be busy!” The little boy smiled. “He was just bored
Sorry for disturbing you,” she said to me. “No that’s alright,” I
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

said. I almost told her that as medical students, we had
nothing to be busy with in the wards, and that I was glad to
finally have something to do; instead, I just smiled at the two
of them.

“What’s your name?” I asked him. “My name is Mahesh,” he
said brightly. He chattered on happily for some time about
nothing in particular. As soon as his mother entered the room,
in a fraction of a second, his demeanour was transformed. The
smile was now replaced by a frown and he stopped talking.
His mother sat down. I introduced myself to his mother and
asked her why he had been brought to the hospital. “He’s a
nuisance,” she said expressionlessly. “He disturbs the class,
doesn’t study and doesn’t let anybody else study. His marks
are pathetic and he’s quite useless. The doctors have
diagnosed him with Attention Deficit Hyperactivity Disorder.”
Mahesh was quiet, obviously listening to his mother’s words.
“It’s such a pain for me. I have to come here before going to
work to bring his food and it’s so far away.” She sounded
exhausted. She went on to scold him for something, in
response to which he called her a ‘dummi’, or a ‘fat person’. His
mother left in the next few minutes. The moment she left, he
was lively and cheerful again. 

“He doesn’t get along with his mother,” his grandmother
explained. “Mahesh, you shouldn’t call your mother a dummi,
that’s not a good habit,” I said to him. “I don’t like her,” he said
curtly. “Can I talk to him outside for a while?” I asked his
grandmother and she obliged without a second thought. As
we walked out of the ward, I asked him why he didn’t like his
mother. “She is always saying bad things about me. After my
father comes home and beats her, she becomes sad and she
cries and if I ask her anything, she beats me. She makes me eat
dinner very early – at 6 pm, and she makes me eat really fast,
before my father gets home. If I ask for more, or if I tell her I’m
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hungry later, she yells at me.” He spoke with a maturity that
was sadly beyond his years. 

“Why does your father beat your mother?” I asked softly.
“After he drinks, he loses his mind. He takes all the money at
home and buys alcohol with it – that’s why we are so poor.
And when he comes back home, he beats my mother. He has
been doing it for many years. One time, my mother could not
take it anymore and she left home. When she left, she took
only my younger brother with her and just left me. She came
back after a month. I could never look at her the same way
after she abandoned me.” I felt a tear coming to my eye, but
forced it to disappear.

“How old are you?” “I’m nine years old,” he said. He continued
without any further prompting, “My brother is very smart. He
studies very well and always comes first in his class. But he is
too small to understand what is happening at home. I get
very angry with my father when he beats my mother, but if I
try to stop him, he beats me also. I can’t study in my house
[331]
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because there is always so much noise. That’s why I don’t get
good marks in school like my brother. My father got in an
accident once, after he drank and then rode his bike. He had a
head injury and he barely survived; we all thought he would
stop drinking after that. But he didn’t. He continued even
after that…” At that moment, Mahesh did not seem like a
nine- year-old. This little boy’s childhood had been robbed by
alcohol and its sequelae— an addicted father, an abused
mother who took out her frustrations on him, and an
unhappy, crumbling home. 

Mahesh’s story was just one of many. At the end of my brief
interview with him, I could not figure out who or what was to
be blamed. Who was really the victim here?
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