


          Health insurance… 


My profession as a teacher requires me to have a complete physical examination every six months. The last check up I had told me that I was the perfect picture of health. I still am. I don’t mind the constant visit to the doctor but what really gets on my nerves is the blood examination. They poke you with so many injections to just tell you what you already know, you’re fine. Now I have no objection to other people removing my bodily fluids but why in the name of all that is holy and nice do they have to use such a large needle! This time around I promised myself that I would take the battery of blood tests without cribbing so much, but…


I looked at the needle. The more I looked at it the larger it seemed. Now I’m not one to exaggerate but a two inch long needle has an awfully pointy tip and well, I can’t see myself being the subject of its use. 

The nurse somehow seemed to understand my dilemma, it was about damned time. She offered a mild anesthetic to alleviate the pain and ease my troubles. Now I know an anesthetic seems an extreme measure for a blood test but it was the only way I was going to take that test! So I lay down on the table. She pulled out a tray from a desk sort of projection in the wall. There were an unfathomably large number of injections there. She picked one out. She squirted a bit out and then pricked my arm. I could see the fluid slowly flow into the vein in my arm. It had a warm, nice pleasing effect. I could feel it  washing over my brain, easing all that seemed to be so troublesome. Just before I closed my eyes, they chanced to drift to the empty wrapper. In bold printed on the outside were the word, “adjuvant suxamethonium, because we care.” Ah at least someone cares about me, although the fact that suxamethonium is an anesthetic that causes temporary paralysis of heart muscles suppressing the pulse didn’t seem to bother me one teensie little bit.


I woke up. There was a bright light right in my eyes. I don’t know why but I couldn’t move a single muscle in my body. I couldn’t even blink my eyes. Then I remembered the suxomethonium the nurse injected me with. 

My current predicament grave as it was, had no effect on the fact that I was feeling on top of the world. I mean I felt so good about everything. 

A face came into my view. Male. He snapped on a pair of rubber gloves. “We found him in the corridor with no pulse. No tag so he’s a John Doe for now” 

No pulse! Hold on now dead people have no pulse. Why on earth would they think I was dead! I made up mind then and there that there was no way in hell I was coming to this particular hospital ever again! What was this place anyway? Abruptly, I started moving. I was on wheels! More bright lights, more voices, but these were too indistinct to actually listen to. 

I tried very hard to move in any minute way just to show the idiot wheeling me that I was bloody alive and kicking. But to no avail, the drug they gave me was of a very good quality. I stopped moving. Maybe that was a good sign. I was pushed into this long filing cabinet type thing where they kept …  dead people. This was the hospital morgue!    

This was definitely not a good thing. I’d finally figured it out. Boy I’m clever. It was clear the drug would take longer to wear off.    


The shelf I had been condemned to seemed quite dark. I still couldn’t move. Everything smelled damp. Dead people really had it sucky. But I wasn’t dead. I mean if I was dead would I be able to think. Then again maybe I was dead. Maybe this is what being dead is like. But no this shouldn’t be, I am alive. 

To interrupt my theological predicament the shelf opened and I was wheeled out again. This time it was a different person doing the wheeling. But he still didn’t notice the fact that I was alive. 


I was wheeled to a room full of coffins. I stopped. 

“This one just passed. He’s really thin and about six feet two.” Then another face popped into my view. It was that of an old man, withered with age. His face had hard lines etched into his cheekbones, a clear sign this person was highly experienced. Yet not experienced enough to realize the difference between a dead person and me who was still alive! 

“The brown one should do fine.” They lifted me to a vertical position. Then plopped me right into my new home, a dull brown coffin. Nice piney aroma. At least it was comfortable. More lifting. I could feel more motion. The last time I traveled I got motion sick and yet all this moving had no reproachable effects on me. 

Was I really alive? Maybe I was really dead and I just didn’t know. How possibly could so many people mistake an alive human being for a dead one! But then again there was no gate to heaven, no hell’s archs. It just somehow didn’t seem very after-life like to me.


They put my coffin onto something bigger, a van I guessed. Where would they be taking me? I mean, where do vans with coffins in them go?

Oh my god they were taking me to be buried! 

It was really nice of the hospital to bury an unknown man but that didn’t change the fact that I was alive. There’s bad luck, there’s hurricane luck, and then there’s being buried alive. 

In the van I tried moving again. I strained really hard. I tried so hard to blink that I thought my eye would plain pop out. I used to blink a million times a day and yet it seemed so hard. Simple things seem so easy yet they are so hard when you are being taken to be buried alive. 

This is what you get for trying to have a painless blood test. This definitely wasn’t worth the trouble. I’d rather have a dozen needles poked into me than be buried alive, and not even be sure if I was dead. 


The van stopped. I heard muffles voices. I strained my ears to pick up something, anything to tell me what was going on but when your in a coffin life is difficult. 

BANG BANG. 

Two loud shots rang out. An alarm sounded loudly. There were police sirens. Something was definitely going on out there. 

Suddenly the door of the van opened and light drifted into my small coffin window, my only connection to the outside world. I could hear people rush in, somebody turned the ignition and the van’s engine sputtered to life. The van picked up speed and soon we were cruising along at a nice comfortable pace. There were more voices. I strained to hear what was going on. But as usual things worked out for me in such a way that I lost out. It was no use I couldn’t hear an intelligible word of the whole conversation. 


“Click” the coffin’s locked clicked open and the lid was removed. You think with people dying they would stop putting locks on things. 

I could now see the back of the van, it was very spacious compared to my coffin which I was beginning to like very much now. 

“You think the coffin’s a good place for the guns?” “Nice thinking john, no one in their right mind would open a coffin to check for guns.” GUNS, gulp, GUNS no one said guns before. First off they stick me in a wooden box now they want to put me in there with guns! This was surely not the health plan I had invested in.


He shoved guns in my side. Cold steel brushed against my skin. COLD. COLD. COLD. I’d never felt so relieved to feel that dark, sweaty cold! I could feel the steel. I could feel the sticky ooze on the gun. 

Oh my god blood!! there was blood on the gun! In a way it was good for me. My feeling was returning and I was alive after all. In a way this was bad for me. From the sound of it none of the cars residents sounded close to a person who had just been shot so it was safe for me to assume these were cold-blooded killers. I was elated. I just found out that I was not dead, that my life could go on for a longer length of time. I had also just realized how bleak my future existence seemed. 

He removed the pillow from under my head and replaced it with a duffel bag. “That back there was smooth my friends.” 

“Yeah we knocked off the city’s most  secure bank” 

“Rich I tell you were all bloody rich … except for that security guard” 

“If he hadn’t pulled that gun out that maybe we would have left him alone” 

“Hell no what’re you soft or something. The man was standing between us and our money. I think that’s reason enough to die.” 

MONEY, so that’s what this who shenanigan was all about. I was sleeping on a bag full of MONEY! I could tell there four voices. 

Bank robbers, four of them. 

“Five million dollars. Were bloody rich I tell you” 

Cough. FIVE MILLION DOLLARS. 

I was so excited that my eyes blinked. Luckily the thief nearest to me didn’t seem quite interested. Now I had to be very still so that they wouldn’t detect my life force or else they would gift me a fate I already had a taste of. 

 It was ironic, after a long journey in finding out whether I was really alive I had to now pretend to be dead. 

“It was a pity about that woman and child.” 

“And the father, poor man was just trying to save his family ended up in a coffin just like our friend back there.” 

Now, I was really on the edge here. These people killed innocent people too! One of them picked up a gun from my side. 

“That was good the way I took out the guard”, he described pointing a gun right between my eyes. 


When you have a long steel barreled shot gun pointed right between your eyes by a cold blooded killer who just told you that he killed four innocent people there’s not much you can do or think about. The drug was beginning to wear off. I could feel sweat in my palms now. Luckily psycho boy jack failed to notice the sweat on a dead man. He really looked like he was going to pull the trigger on me. I braced myself. 

WAWAWAWAW 

Loud sirens went off as I heard tires burn rubber behind the van. 

I almost wet my pants. 

“Hey roger I think the dead guy just blinked.” 

“We‘ve got bigger things to worry about than blinking dead men, John.” 

His accomplice replied implying the fact that the police were hot on their tail. I was in a state of mind beyond happy, beyond relived, beyond jubilation. Saved at last. First left for dead, then stuck with a bunch of stark, raving mad killers. All I wanted was a blood test and I almost ended up having a heart attack. Thankfully, I could only see so much of the chase from where I was. 

The van screeched to a halt after a few hundred meters. The crooks were giving up. The doors burst open. 

“FREEZE” 

That was the booming masculine voice of a totally in control police officer. I heard four clicks, the crooks were handcuffed, all four of them. Hahahah! Crime doesn’t pay, in your face.

“All right boys now where is the money?” 

“In the coffin. Under the dead guys head.” 

I recognized my psycho boy jack’s voice. The lid was lifted again. I was getting really tired of this. The cop lifted my head. He ran his hand on the cushioned floor of my coffin. He gently placed my head back to its original position with a respect only shown to dead people and housewives. He went back to wherever he came from. 

“All right boys playing hard is it, well down to the station.” 

I heard him rattle the crooks’ rights to them on and on. John was saying something 

“What do you mean it ain’t there. I put it there…  ”

They pulled out my coffin. 

“Boy this guy looks fat. Look at the size of the grin on the guys face. Now what on earth happens to be so funny to him” 

One of the officers said to other. Just within earshot John turned to Roger. 

“The dead guy wasn’t fat Roger, I swear he was thin as a stick, you think…”

I’d say five million dollars worth of health insurance is enough for even a dead person to be grinning about wouldn’t you.
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