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BURNING KARMA






Kafli 1 - Kunming, China, 2011

The Hospital

MY MOUTH TASTED like a dirty pavement, my head
pounded as if demolition was happening inside it and my
body ached all over. What the hell had happened to me?
More to the point, I didn’'t even know where I was. I called
out, managing to mumble something in Chinese. At least I
was able to remember that I was in China. With the tread of
quiet shoes a nurse appeared, looming over me.

Oh, so I am in hospital.

"How do you feel?"

"I'm good," I mumbled haltingly. But my face must have
been telling a different story.

As I scratched my head I felt the rough surface of a bandage
under my fingertips. I also noticed some bruises on my hip.
I saw that my foot was hanging out of the bed, too. What
clothes I was wearing were filthy: thin black socks, underwear
and a ripped stained t-shirt that used to be white.

A thorny, dry throat made it hard to swallow.

"Please," I said to the nurse. "Can I have some water?"

"Give me a minute."

Why the fuck is she laughing? Wasn't that against some
kind of nurse-patient agreement? How dare she laugh at me?

I tried desperately to remember what had happened, why
I was at the hospital, but I couldn’t and my head hurt even
more by trying.



"Where is my wallet?"

"You didn’t have any wallet yesterday,"” the nurse replied.
She was still laughing, her face contorted with it. Or was it
my fucked-up brain making me think that?

I watched the nurse tidying an empty bed while I tried to
recall the previous night.

Absolute blanlk.

Damn, I needed to get out of this place, whatever hospital
I was in.

She must have sensed my restlessness because the nurse
paused in her duties and came over to me again. She asked if
I needed more water. I nodded, watching her closely, hoping
she wouldn’t laugh anymore. As she left I looked around the
room, afraid that people might hear my thoughts, they were
SO noisy.

Three beds in the room. On my left side an empty bed, the
one just made up by the nurse. On my right was an occupied
one. I couldn’t see the other patient’s face because it was
hidden behind the curtain between us. I only saw feet. It
looked like a woman’s feet; they were small. They were also
dirty and yellowish. No movement. I wondered if she was
already dead. The thinking made my head spin, so I tried to
stop but that was impossible.

Where’s my phone? I have to get out of this place. What time
is it? But I didn’t really want to know what time it was. I just
wanted to sleep and wake up somewhere else where my life
was a bit more manageable. I wished I had my cell phone so
I could call someone to pick me up. My flatmate would do.
Anyone.

I tilted my head back, closed my eyes for a rest.



