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Amrit was twenty-six years old. Like most young men, he had once dreamed of becoming someone he truly wanted to be. His dream was simple—he wanted to become a singer. Music wasn't just his hobby; it was the only thing that made him genuinely happy. Whenever he sang, he forgot every problem waiting for him outside.

Unfortunately, dreams don't always survive reality.

A few years ago, Amrit's father passed away after suffering from a heart attack. His death changed everything overnight. Suddenly, Amrit became the only earning member left in the family. He had a younger brother who was still studying and a mother whose health had been getting worse every month.

Even before his father's death, nobody in his family had supported his dream of becoming a singer. His parents believed music could never provide a stable future. They wanted him to choose a profession that could actually feed the family.

Back then, Amrit used to feel angry whenever they said that.

Now...

He finally understood why.

His mother had worked as a maid for several years just to raise both of her sons. She spent most of her life cleaning other people's homes so her children could continue their education.

But years of hard work slowly destroyed her health. 

Eventually, she became too weak to continue working and was forced to stay at home, depending on medicines almost every day.

Watching his mother struggle from a hospital bed made Amrit realize something.

Sometimes life doesn't ask what you want.

It simply tells you what you have to do.

Years ago, Amrit had completed a basic nursing course. At that time, he never imagined he would actually work as a nurse. It had always been his backup plan.

Now it had become his only plan.

After searching for work for several weeks, he finally received a call from Divyajoti Hospital.

They were hiring a male nurse.

The salary wasn't impressive.

In fact, it was much lower than he had expected.

But with his family's condition, even a small income felt like a blessing.

Without thinking twice, Amrit accepted the job.

The next morning, he reached the hospital nearly twenty minutes before his reporting time. It was not a very large private hospital with three floors. Doctors, nurses, patients, and visitors constantly moved through the busy corridors.

Everything looked normal.

After completing the joining formalities, one of the senior nurses welcomed him.

"Come with me," she said politely. "I'll introduce you to everyone."

She guided him through different departments and introduced him to the doctors, nurses, and other hospital staff.

"This is Amrit. He'll be joining us as a male nurse from today."

Amrit smiled politely.

"Hello, everyone."

Most of the staff greeted him warmly.

Some shook his hand.

Some simply smiled.

Although nursing wasn't the career he had dreamed of, Amrit didn't let his disappointment show on his face. He laughed whenever someone cracked a joke and tried to make a good first impression.

While meeting the staff, someone suddenly caught his attention.

A young nurse standing beside the medicine counter.

Her name badge read...

Shreya.

She looked at Amrit for a second before smiling.

"Hi. Welcome to the hospital."

There was something comforting about her smile.

Amrit smiled back.

"Thank you."

For a brief moment, he completely forgot how nervous he had been just a few minutes ago.

The senior nurse clapped her hands lightly.

"Alright, introductions are over. Everyone has work to do."

Amrit nodded and immediately started following the daily routine.

The day passed surprisingly fast.

He helped doctors during rounds, checked patients' temperatures, delivered medicines, updated reports, and assisted wherever he was needed.

The work was tiring, but he didn't complain.

This job was important.

His family depended on it.

By the time his shift ended, it was already night.

Feeling exhausted, Amrit picked up his bag and walked toward the exit.

Just before he left, the same senior nurse called his name.

"Amrit."

He stopped.

"Yes, ma'am?"

"There is one rule you should remember."

Amrit looked at her curiously.

"You are assigned only to the first and second floors."

She paused before continuing.

"Never go to the third floor unless a senior staff member gives you permission."

Amrit found the rule a little unusual, but he didn't ask any questions.

It was his first day.

The last thing he wanted was to create a bad impression by questioning hospital rules.

He simply nodded.

"Okay, ma'am."

The senior nurse gave a small smile.

"Good. See you tomorrow."

Amrit left the hospital and quietly walked home, thinking about nothing more than getting some rest before his second day at work.
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A few months had passed since Amrit joined the hospital.

By now, his life had fallen into a routine that never seemed to change. Every morning he woke up before sunrise, got ready without much excitement, and left for work. Every evening he returned home exhausted, only to repeat the same cycle the next day.

He often felt like a corporate zombie.

He wasn't working in an office, but the feeling was the same. He had stopped asking himself whether he liked his job or not. He simply did it because he had responsibilities.

His mother's medicines, his younger brother's education, and the household expenses depended on him.

His dream of becoming a singer had quietly faded into the background.

His old guitar rested in the corner of his room, collecting dust. Sometimes he looked at it before going to sleep, wondering what life could have been if things had been different.

The hospital staff didn't make life any easier.

Most of the senior nurses treated him like just another junior employee. They rarely appreciated his work and often gave him extra duties whenever someone was absent. There were days when he wanted to quit, but quitting wasn't an option anymore.

Life had already made that decision for him.

Still, there was one reason that made him look forward to going to the hospital every morning.

Shreya.

What had started with a simple smile on his first day slowly turned into conversations during breaks. Then came shared lunches in the cafeteria, casual jokes during shifts, and late-night talks while finishing paperwork.

Weeks turned into months.

Without either of them realizing it, they had become close.

Shreya was cheerful, kind, and surprisingly easy to talk to. She never judged Amrit for his simple background. Whenever she noticed him looking tired, she would tease him with a smile.

"You look like you've been awake for three days."

"And you look like you've had five cups of coffee," Amrit would reply.

She would laugh every single time.

Those little conversations became the best part of Amrit's day.

For the first time in years, he felt that someone actually cared about him.

One afternoon, while they were having lunch together, Shreya noticed him staring outside the window.

"What are you thinking about?" she asked.

"My old dream," Amrit admitted.

"Singing?"

He nodded.

"You should never stop completely," she said softly. 

"Dreams don't disappear. We just forget to make time for them."

Her words stayed with him for the rest of the day.

Maybe life wasn't perfect after all.

Maybe there was still something worth smiling about.

Three days later, Amrit was assigned to take care of an elderly patient suffering from a serious illness.

The man was weak and barely spoke, but Amrit made sure he received his medicines on time, helped him eat, and checked on him several times during every shift.

After spending three days caring for him, Amrit felt responsible for the patient.

On the fourth morning, he walked into the ward carrying the patient's medicine tray.

The bed was empty.

He looked around in confusion.

The blankets had already been folded, and there wasn't a single sign that anyone had been there.

Amrit walked out and stopped another nurse passing through the hallway.

"Excuse me," he asked. "Where's the patient from Bed 8?"

The nurse barely looked at him.

"He recovered. His family came this morning and took him home."

Amrit frowned.

"So suddenly?"

"Yes."

"But... nobody informed me."

The nurse simply shrugged.

"It happens."

Something about the answer felt strange.

The man's condition had been critical only yesterday. Recovering overnight didn't seem possible.

For a moment, Amrit thought about asking more questions.

Then he stopped himself.

He had already learned that arguing with the staff 

usually led nowhere.

With a quiet sigh, he picked up the empty medicine tray and walked away.

Sometimes it was easier to avoid unnecessary conflicts.

A few hours later, his shift was almost over.

He was walking toward the staircase that led to the first floor when something unusual caught his attention.

A strange sound.

It was faint.

Almost like someone dragging something heavy across the floor.

Amrit stopped.

The sound seemed to be coming from upstairs.

From the third floor.

He immediately remembered the warning the senior nurse had given him on his very first day.

"Never go to the third floor without permission."

He stood there for several seconds.

Common sense told him to ignore it.

Curiosity told him otherwise.

Slowly, he placed one foot on the staircase.

Then another.

The sounds grew louder as he climbed.

When he finally reached the third floor, he looked around carefully.

Everything looked completely normal.

The corridor was clean.

The lights were on.

The walls looked exactly like those on the first and 

second floor.

There was nothing unusual.

Amrit let out a small breath and started walking 

quietly down the hallway.

His footsteps echoed through the silent corridor.

Then he froze.

A metal sign hung above a door.
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His heartbeat quickened.

That couldn't be right.

During orientation, he had studied the hospital's blueprint.

He clearly remembered that the building only had 

twelve wards.

So where did Ward 13 come from?

Before he could think any further, he heard footsteps approaching.

Someone was coming.

His eyes searched the hallway until he spotted a nearby storage room with its door slightly open.

Without making a sound, he slipped inside and hid behind a stack of old boxes.

Seconds later, two hospital staff members walked past, pushing a stretcher.

Amrit carefully peeked through the narrow gap in the door.

His blood ran cold.

The person lying on the stretcher was the same patient he had been taking care of for the last three days.

The patient who was supposedly discharged that morning.

He was being taken inside Ward 13.

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
WARD
NO.| -

WARD 13
§

PRATEEK SRIVASTAVA





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





