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Some Social pSychologiStS say that the humanity is divided
between multiple rival camps. Optimists and pessimists; do-

gooders and evil doers; cynics and positivists, egotists and altruists, 
criminal minded and law-abiding, saintly and villainous, rebels and 
status-quoists, timids and fearless. So and on and on.  Nobody has 
been able to scientifically establish how and why these dialectically 
opposite traits manifest. There have been many researches, and 
many still going on explorations in personality.

Doctors are generally expected to deal with others’ bodies. 
Even when the doctors develop some physical problem, they 
often consult other doctors. But are these physicians dealing only 
with physical ailments or also psychological ones. Now according 
to one of  the major theories, all problems are psychosomatic. 
There is also a school that says that all physical, psychological 
and social ailments are interrelated. And you cannot treat one in 
exclusion of  the others. There is one semi-spiritual, semi-religious, 
semi-philosophical stream of  thought which says that almost all 
problems begin with “self ”. The root of  all problems, be that 
constipation or corruption, sugar or stress, heartache or headache, 
body pain or mental pain—they have their roots in the “SELF”. 
That is why “Know Thyself ” is also a sort of  cleansing oneself  to 
cure from all ailments. 

Actually, there is no way to “measure” pain. One can measure 
sugar level, blood pressure, LDL or HDL, calories and fats, BMI 
and heart and pulse rate, but one cannot measure pain. The 
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4 Touch of  the Healing Knife

person suffering from pain describes it as “severe” or “acute” or 
“throbbing” or “unbearable”. The doctor or psychiatrist (or even 
a guru) tries to understand that pain by the nature and placement 
as well as description and observation. The medical, psychological 
or spiritual prescription is based on that comprehension of  the 
pain. Quite often, the patients seek pain relief  rather than cure. 
Indeed, some parallel medical systems claim that they look at the 
“root” and prescribe “comprehensive” solution or formula, while 
the allopathy is “superficial” and removes symptom while not 
really curing disease! But this is not a place to debate the validity 
of  those claims. So let it pass and be settled by the experts. 

Though the words like “Mind” and “Soul”, “spirit” and “will” 
are often used with abandon, none of  those have been physically 
or scientifically proved. Yet they are pivotal in doctor-patient 
relationship. Even doctors talk about “will power” or stubborn 
“mind” of  the patient. When these medical professionals encounter 
very serious case of  a patient, they commonly say that “it is only 
in God’s hands”. When the patient succumbs, the doctors too say 
that “let his soul rest in peace”. So even the terms and notions, 
concepts and ideas, which are beyond the pale of  science, are in 
vogue right in the corridors of  hospitals. Nothing is morally wrong 
in that, or at least that is what I believe. While I am an unabashed 
supporter of  science, I also recognize the human vulnerability 
before nature, destiny if  you will, or sheer helplessness.

We are living in an era which tends to highlight human 
fallibility instead of  human ability to rise above it. The media in 
particular and society in general give impression as if  the whole 
world is morally compromised, culturally on decline and spiritually 
condemned. This language of  inevitable ethical doomsday is 
in vogue for over two centuries and yet the world has survived 
and humanity has not surrendered to that civilizational disaster. 
The reason for survival and hope, joy and love, compassion and 
passion is that there are still people like Dr Anil Gandhi. He will 
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not like to be described as a saintly doctor nor will he be flattered 
by being called as Man with Mission or missionary zeal. So I will 
restrain myself  from any eulogization of  the man.

I will restrict myself  therefore, only to the book on hand, 
which first appeared in Marathi, very aptly titled “Mana Surjana” 
and is being presented to the readers in English as “The Touch 
of   a  Healing Knife”. Dr Gandhi deals with all the dilemmas 
that have been mentioned above. Mind and Body, Will Power 
and Medical Knowledge, being Human and Professional, having 
Self  Confidence and Humility, being focused and yet taking into 
account the visible and invisible forces that govern life and death, 
being aware of  morality and professional decline in the field, the 
role that money plays in this field where actually life is supremely 
important. Dr Gandhi is not demoralized by the immorality 
around nor is he terrorized by the social and political evil.

Superficially, this is an autobiography. But the content 
transcends beyond his personal story. True, he writes about his 
childhood and family, frugal lifestyle and traditional surrounding, 
the poverty and drought prone Sholapur region and desire to learn 
and become doctor despite interest in music and arts and even 
sports  (Badminton in particular), the exciting days and nights in 
medical college, the initial steps in medicine and surgery and deep 
interest in social life, married life and growing up children—all 
this is part of  the book and yet it gives a dimension of  life, which 
is deeply committed, intensely devoted and totally dedicated to 
patients. 

The translation done by an academic Shri Konnur is so 
profoundly loyal to the original spirit of  the book that one reads 
as originally written in English. In a sense, it was not an easy task 
of  translation. Indeed, he has not translated words and sentences, 
syntax or contexts, the professor of  English that he is, he has 
gone beyond the lexicon. Professor Konnur has transformed the 
text into an embroidered fabric. Surely, he has been helped for the 
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6 Touch of  the Healing Knife

medical jargon by Dr Gandhi, but that is a technicality. I read the 
book in Marathi first and wondered whether the same lucidity will 
reflect in English. When I read the English rendering, I almost 
forgot that I had read it in Marathi. I am nobody to give certificate 
of  recognition, but as a reader (and that too as a journalist reader) 
I found the book so moving in English that I am sure it will not 
only educate, but also enlighten the English reader. 

This personal narrative at once acquires the wider character 
and the family history becomes a social history. The word “history” 
should not deter though. Because it is a journey without being a 
travelogue, a story without being fiction, a guide without being 
audacious, a human discourse without sounding philosophical and 
a moral treatise without being self  righteous.

It would be unfair to give in this preface, the experiences and 
anecdotes, the agonies and ecstasies that the book has aplenty. 
Referring them here would not only be a repetition but will also 
reduce the charm of  reading it straight from the author and 
translator.

Kumar Ketkar
rrr
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In the year 2000, my friend, Dr Anand Yadav and publisher,
Mr Anil Mehta suggested I pen my life experiences. I responded 

in the negative, remarking that people may not be interested in the 
life story of  a common man like me. People are wont to read the 
biographies of  great personalities more often than not, to glean 
the secrets of  their success, or the biographies of  persons of  
literature, for the fragrance of  their language. 

I did not fall into either category. 
It was my opinion that it would not make headlines if  the son 

of  a school teacher became a surgeon against all odds. 
However, in 2009, Dr Chitralekha Purandare, an old patient 

of  mine met me and insisted I go ahead with this venture. I gave 
in finally and decided to oblige her.

On completing the autobiography, I became aware that the 
book was not only about my life, but my reflection of  persons 
and institutes around me, that has been put into words. When a 
piece of  art is created, it is a single person at work - the sculptor. 
But when a human personality is created, it involves many hands, 
minds and hearts and reflects the contemporary history of  society 
as a whole.

I am aware, writing a good book is not everyone’s cup of  tea. 
My autobiography is my maiden venture. Many people may find 
in it some reflections of  their own mind. There are bound to be 
some hiccups, being as it is, my first venture into the literary world 
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12 Touch of  the Healing Knife

as an author and I hope my readers will generously overlook these 
shortcomings. 

All that is expressed in this book are my personal views and 
experiences in my life, as well as my career as a medical professional. 
I have also shared my views on investments, professional ethics, 
earth, the evolution of  life on earth, faith and religion. In penning 
my memoirs with complete transparency, I have absolutely no 
intention of  offending any person’s sensibilities with regard to any 
subject. Likewise, everyone is free to their own opinions of  these 
expressions. Either ways, I respect your judgment.

In this autobiography I have bared the pages of  my life to the 
readers. They can do their own surgery of  its contents. I will be 
open to hearing their diagnosis after their dissection of  the book.

The first reader of  my book was my wife Varsha. She has 
been my steadfast companion and staunch supporter in every 
venture throughout my life, including this one. I am also highly 
indebted to my teacher, Dr HV Sardesai and am honoured to have 
a stalwart like Kumar Ketkar pen a few lines as a foreword for this 
book.

The first edition of  my autobiography in Marathi was sold 
out within a week. Its fourth edition was published fifteen months 
later and translated into Gujarati and Hindi in March of  2013, 
and February of  2014 respectively and now this English version, 
‘Touch of  the Healing Knife’ at the behest of  Anand Limaye of  
Inking Innovation. 

I thank them all.
Dr Anil Gandhi

November, 2014
rrr
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the Strident ring of  the telephone penetrated my sleep.
Almost on autopilot, I glanced at the clock as I reached for the 

receiver - 3.30 a.m. This was the norm in my career. No hour was 
too unearthly to receive a call, asking me to report to the hospital. 
But this time it was my friend, Dr Uttamchand Lodha, at the other 
end.

“There is a problem,” he said. “Can you join me near Swargate? 
We can proceed to our destination from there.”

I could sense the urgency in his voice and was dressed and out 
of  the door in minutes, making my way towards Swargate.

Dr Lodha was a very senior practitioner and a reputed doctor. 
I knew he would not bother me at such an odd hour, unless the 
situation so warranted. Anyone in the medical profession will 
concur that they do not have the luxury of  a regular schedule. 
Always on the alert and ready for any emergency, the only priority 
being the patient and his well-being. Everything else plays second 
fiddle.

It was not long before I found myself  at Swargate. As I 
approached the bus stand, I found myself  wondering if  this could 
be one of  the reasons why Mathematics, a science of  numbers, is 
not so essential for a medical career. Dr Lodha was waiting for me 
and we proceeded in the direction of  Mukundnagar.

“What’s the matter?” I asked Dr Lodha, while we were on our 
way. 

THE MANJUSHREE SARDA 
MURDER CASE 01
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16 Touch of  the Healing Knife

“A newlywed girl has met with her death,” he replied. “Her 
name is Manjushree Sarda and she may be in her early twenties. 
I have been treating the family for a long time. However, I have 
had no occasion so far to treat this girl. Today they called me to 
examine her. But before I had even reached their place, everything 
was over. I need you to join me for confirmation.”

We reached the Sardas apartment, and were taken to 
Manjushree’s room. She was lying prone on the bed in her room, 
looking as if  she was sound asleep.

As soon as her father-in-law saw us, he entreated, “Doctor 
please do something; She neither speaks, nor moves. Please, please 
do something for her!”

I was shocked at his words! The fact of  the matter was that 
the girl was already dead and here was this fellow asking me to treat 
her! There was something obviously amiss with the whole scenario. 
I smelt something foul.

As per Dr Lodha’s briefing and on the basis of  my observation, 
I was sure she had been dead long before we appeared on the scene. 
The reality of  the situation was not at all what the family would 
have us believe. I knew I was going to have to expose the truth of  
the matter in no uncertain terms.

As I studied Manjushree’s face, now so pale against the covers, 
I realized that the poor girl must have struggled for breath right 
until the last moment of  her life. Her mouth looked as if  it had 
been covered with froth, which someone had, rather unsuccessfully 
tried to wipe away. There were also noticeable yellow stains on her 
bedsheet and pillow cover.

I couldn’t help wondering how a young girl, in the prime of  
life, so full of  life and vigour, could die so suddenly. Was it a suicide, 
or was it something more sinister? It was certainly not a death by 
natural causes.

“We have to call the police immediately,” I announced. “And 
do a post mortem.” At this suggestion, Manjushree’s father-in-law 
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The Manjushree Sarda murder casese 17

visibly recoiled. “Doctor,” he replied hastily “you can take her to 
your hospital. Why bring the police into this?” 

“Only the sick are admitted to hospital and not the dead,” I 
responded bluntly, watching him closely.

I noticed he was a completely different man now. A few 
minutes ago he was urging me to treat the girl. Now there was a 
sudden change in his demeanour and language. The tension in the 
room was palpable and could have been cut with a knife.

The police were called and they made their report based on 
our findings. Later, this episode was to take an altogether different 
turn. In the course of  time, my suspicions proved to be well 
founded and the matter was taken to court after being dealt with 
by the police.

A few months later, I was summoned as a witness when the 
case was brought before the court. About this time, every newspaper 
carried the story under the heading “The Manjushree Sarda Murder 
Case.” It was a hot topic then and was on everybody’s mind.

My deposition proved to be crucial in this case. The late  
Shri B.N. (alias Baba) Bhide, the well-known advocate in Pune, had 
accepted the brief  of  the accused, Shared Sarda - Manjushree’s 
husband. During my deposition, he was relentless in his approach 
towards me, cross questioning me on a number of  issues ranging 
from the commencement of  the operation of  my hospital, to my 
opinion on whether the reputation of  a hospital depends upon the 
number of  beds it accommodates. Questions such as these and 
many others were thrown at me while I took the witness stand.

To the latter question I responded, “The greatness of  a 
hospital does not merely rest upon the number of  beds it has, 
but upon the reputation of  it’s main doctor.” I answered most of  
Advocate Bhide’s questions adequately and satisfactorily to the 
best of  my knowledge; so much so, that at one stage he questioned 
me, “How do you remember all these things in such minute detail? 
The human memory is not so efficient.”
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18 Touch of  the Healing Knife

I answered, “In every man’s life, some incidents are so striking, 
they leave a permanent imprint on his mind. He remembers them  

vividly. The case under trial is so unusual that it cannot be 
easily forgotten.” Baba Bhide is then reported to have commented 
disparagingly about me, saying, “Does he take himself  for 
Vivekanand?”

During the cross examination, Advocate Bhide asked me, 
“When you examined the deceased, had the process of  rigor 
mortis already begun? Normally how much time does it take for 
rigor mortis to set in........ four hours? six hours?” He demanded, 
insisting on a monosyllabic response. 

Unable to comply with this method of  responding without 
misleading the court, I appealed for the liberty of  a detailed 
discourse to the question in case. The Court consented. But, no 
sooner did I begin my answer, than the learned advocate interrupted 
me, demanding a yes-no answer, which, as I mentioned, could be 
misleading. I reminded him firmly that the Honourable Court had 
allowed me to answer his question in detail and I was going to do 
so. My stance probably infuriated him, but he had to acquiesce and 
allow me to expand on the subject. I thereby explained the entire 
process of  rigor mortis to the Court, explaining its complex nature, 
quoting relevant references from well-known books on forensic 
science in support of  my argument and convinced the Court that 
the yes-no attitude towards this question would not have sufficed.

In the meanwhile, Mr Sarda contacted me through a common 
acquaintance and tried to gauge my stance in testifying for, or 
against them. My response to that was that I was going to stick 
to the facts and relate them just as I perceived them, for in my 
opinion, there was no other way to testify. The trial went on for 
several months. As it proceeded and details were slowly but surely 
unveiled, my doubts were realised. The unfortunate girl had not 
committed suicide, but had been forcibly poisoned with cyanide.
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The Manjushree Sarda murder casese 19

Finally Sharad Sarda was found guilty by the Sessions Court 
and sentenced to death. This judgement was upheld by the High 
Court, but subsequently revoked by the Supreme Court. 

Manjushree had entered her husband’s house as a newlywed 
in February of  1982 to start a new life and only four months later, 
in June that year, her life was mercilessly and unnecessarily snuffed 
out. There was no small commotion when the public learned that 
the death sentence had been revoked by the Supreme Court and 
people were up in arms with the recent turn of  events.

I have heard people say, ‘Law has its own limits,’ or that ‘justice 
is blind.’ But this incident gave me a personal revelation of  the 
blatant truth behind this. I remember being very restless in those 
days.

When the Sessions Court pronounced the death sentence 
on Sharad Sarda, the newspapers had been full of  praise for my 
upright and honest role in the case and my unflinching loyalty to 
the medical profession. The media unequivocally opined that it was 
only because of  Dr Gandhi and Dr Banerjee (who conducted the 
post mortem), that the culprit was brought to justice

Even though I was profusely complimented by the people 
for my role in the case, internally I was more than distraught. For 
having long been in a profession that saves lives, I was pained to 
note that man could debase himself  to the level of  a beast, wherein 
humanity had to hang its head in shame.

So far, as a doctor, I had not tasted failure. Of  course, medical 
science has its own limitations and doctors cannot cure every 
patient that comes their way. But in this case, the most agonizing 
part was that injustice and untruth had prevailed over everything 
and I had to accept it without question. It was not that I had failed 
in my efforts, but that this senseless and heinous act had unnerved 
me. My only solace was that I had fulfilled my task conscientiously.

As I mulled over the senseless loss of  a young life and the 
injustice of  it all, I began to wonder about my decision to join the 
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20 Touch of  the Healing Knife

medical profession that had brought me in direct confrontation  
with such a situation. When and what was it that had led me down 
this path?

My mind went back to Sholapur and my past began unfolding 
before me like the pages of  a book fluttering in a gentle breeze.

rrr
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