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A GROUP of six lady doctors headed
by Dr. Vijaya Bhalerao, Professor of
Preventive and Social Medicine, in the
K.E.M. Hospital, undertook a survey of
the living and working conditions of 800
prostitutes and 100 call girls in Bombay
Like most available literature on the
subject of prostitution, the survey views
the prostitutes from a virtuously
antiseptic distance, as objects of pious
concern, a species apart from humanity
– our “fallen sisters”. We present below,
not the conclusions, but some of the
facts discovered by the survey, which
speak for themselves.

1. Most of the prostitutes are single,
separated or widowed, in that order.
Most call girls are separated, single or
widowed, in that order. They entered this
“profession” because of stark poverty,
or because they had nowhere else to go
when separated from, or deserted by their
husbands. It was found that many of
them had come from small towns in search
of employment and had been lured into
prostitution while completely lost in the
big city.

2. The majority of the women are
below 32 years of age. Most are about
25 years old.

3. More than ninety per cent of them
are illiterate.

4. Prostitutes earn less than
independently working call girls. This is
because prostitutes are organized and
managed by brothel keepers. They take
away three-fourths of the women’s
earnings as maintenance charges.

5. Fifty five per cent of prostitutes
earn between Rs. 50 and Rs. 300 per
month. Fifty four per cent of call girls

earn Rs. 200 to Rs. 300 per month. The
rest get over Rs. 300. In both groups, the
younger girls earn more than older
women.

6. Over seventy per cent of the women
work for 25 to 30 days in a month. They
are forced to work even during
menstruation, because they need the
money to survive.

7. There fourths of the women suffer
from sexually transmitted diseases. After
five years of prostitution, seventy five

We Bear The Fruit of Their Sins
“What is the difference between a prostitute and a married women ? The

prostitute changes her men but the married woman doesn’t, that’s all, but both
earn their food and shelter in the same manner.”

- R.K. Narayan : The Dark Room

per cent of women have syphilis, and
twenty per cent have TB.

8. Forty per cent of prostitutes die
before they reach the age of forty.

9. Their numbers according to
religion are similar to the religious make-
up of the country’s population.

10. Their closest relationships are
with each other. They live as a
community and care for all the children
together. The children are equally fussed
over and adored by all the women.

Kesarbai, age 29
I was married off when I was a child.

My husband never liked me. He said I
was too dark. He was always telling me
to go back to my father’s house. If I said
I wouldn’t go, he would get drunk and
beat me up. I put up with this hell for a
long time. One day he got drunk and tried
to amputate my leg with an axe. (She
showed us the scar with tears in her
eyes). That’s when I left his home and
came to Nanded.

I looked for a job for a long time, and
finally found work as a plumber’s hand. I
was paid Rs. 2 a day. I had to survive on
these two rupees!! And work was not
always available. Some days there was
no money. Whoever I approached to get
work would ask me to have sex with them.
Finally, I decided that if I could not get
work with dignity, this dignity was no
use. But then I found that I had lost my
dignity for the same measly two rupees.
I lost my pride and still remained starved.
That’s how I joined the meat marked and
started selling my flesh. I’ve been at this
for ten years now. In the beginning my

customers were crazy about me. They
did not mind my dark complexion! Now
they have sucked my youth away, and
my price has gone down. Each time, I
sell my body for two rupees. But
customers are still scarce. Just to survive,
I have to go looking for customers till
midnight.

What is your health like?
My health is shot to pieces. Forced

sex and late nights leave me dead tired.
Not  to mention the diseases one catches.
When I feel sick I don’t tell anybody. If I
did, who would want to have sex with
me? Then what would I eat? I have to
take this torture lying down just so that
my stomach doesn’t stay empty.

Do you have a licence?
No.
What about the Law?
Well, the police pay us surprise visit.

They take us to court. We miss our work
and on top of that we have to pay fines
of Rs. 10 to Rs. 25 at a time. Some cops
take money from us and put their dirty
hands on our bodies .They do not pay
us. Instead they take away five or ten

Two Prostitutes Speak :
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SALE !
He was foreign-qualified, wealthy

and good-looking. He was home for a
month to select a bride. His parents had
seven girls lined up for his consideration
the families approved, the horoscopes
matched, the photographs were
exchanged. Only the face-to-face meeting
remained.

The first two meetings “went
wrong”. At the third meeting, both
families sat around beaming as the boy
and girl appeared “to click”. The father
turned to his daughter questioningly.
She blushed (predictably), nodded “ji”,
and ran out of the room. The father
turned to the boy who respectfully stared
at his toes indicating…

Thereupon the father clinched the
deal by presenting his future son-in-law
a cheque of Rs. 15,000 (down payment?)
This was the booking money so that the
boy should not view the remaining four
prospective brides. The couple were
married a week later.

Who was bought? The bride or the
groom?

- Meher Pestonji

rupees. That really hurts. But who can
we complain to?

The Government has been thinking
of a new law. If this law gets passed, all
prostitutes will be examined by certified
doctors, and only those found fit will be
allowed to work. What do you think of
this?

(Other women too joined in here).
This new law is going to kill us. We will
never get licences. The Government that
makes this law should also provide us
jobs and give us homes. We are more
than willing to give up this trade. All we
are saying is that we are willing and able
to work. Give us jobs. That is all we ask.
Rukminibai, age 21.

I was married in early childhood. My
husband left me five years ago. Why he
left me is something I’d rather not go
into. Memories are too painful – one
would rather forget. I have a six-year-old
daughter named Sunita, by my husband.
I couldn’t support myself and her with
the wages I was able to earn. So, about
five years ago, I got into this trade. I now
have a son as well. I call him Raja. He
lives with me. But I have sent Sunita to
my mother in Bombay. I hope she never
remembers my existence.

What do you think of the attitude
that the so-called respectable society
that towards you ?

I know society thinks very badly of
us. But the people who force us into this
trade have respectable jobs and are
considered good citizens. We bear the
fruit of their sins. And society treats us
very cruelly! People never bother to find
out why we got into this trade and who
forced us into it. There is no other way
to feed our empty stomachs, that is why
we wallow in this mud. I have tried to
leave it but could not. The more we try
to get away, the deeper we sink into the
trap. How come there are now laws to
free us from this?

If by some miracle we succeed in
getting out, society throws us back in.
It’s so hard for these people to accept
that we are human beings belonging to
the same society, the same world. Why
should we give a damn what such a

society thinks of us?
What do you feel when you are close

to a customer?
I’ll tell you, having sex with a

customer is not the most enjoyable thing
in the world! Apart from one’s own
feelings, each customers presents a new
set of problems. And if you refuse to do
something they demand, there may be a
fight in which you get badly injured. But,
ironically, you feel frightened if you don’t
get a customer for some days. It is just
the feeling you get when your husband
is gone for two or three months. You go
round and round in search of a customer
because you always worry about where
the next meal is going to come from.

Tell me, when is this going to stop?
We ourselves don’t know. Sometimes I
feel like yelling at the top of my voice,
“Give us back our humanity. Free us from
this slavery.”

(“Janvedna” was a monthly,
published by militant Dalit youth in
Nanded, Maharashtra in 1973 and
again for a short time in 1975-76. In
November 1975 they published a
Women’s Liberation Special Issue from
which these interviews are taken.
Translation : Mohan Drawid).


