On Feb 28, 2008, at 2:07 AM, Ligaya Beebe wrote:  
Dear Family,  I realized that I hadn't updated anybody on my latest adventure: hospitalization! I came back from my Hongkong/Guangzhou/Chengdu trip with a mysterious rash on my knees. 

My friend Cathy helped me go to the doctor, where the dermatologist on duty looked at my knees for two minutes and decided I needed to be hospitalized. Being stubborn, and slightly afraid of overseas hospitals, I waited for a second opinion. The second day a doctor friend named Dr. Wong went with me to the same hospital. We spoke to the same dermatologist and then Dr. Wong affirmed that I did indeed need to be admitted.  It turns out I had acute tonsillitis that was manifesting "nodal erothema" in my joints.
 Yikes!  I spent one night at Xining's "Er Yiyuan (number two hospital)" with the six other patients in my room. The walls were dirty but the needles were new. When Dr. Wong gave me a thermometer I popped it in my mouth and then promptly spit it out when he told me it was for under my armpit. At least it wasn't for the butt.  The hospital doesn't really have food service and there was no toilet paper in the ladies' room.  I went back to Er Yiyuan every morning for the next twelve days for an IV drip of antibiotics and Chinese herbal medicine. I was known as "number 9." All of my ward-mates were really sweet, insisting that I eat their rice & veggies, making sure the nurse took my IV out when it was done, etc. The cool thing about the 6 person ward was all the visitors who came in and out. Sometimes there were upwards of 20 people hanging out, including worried mothers, daughters doing cartwheels in the space between the beds, little girls rollerblading in the lobby, nieces and nephews with gifts. My neighbor, "number 10," even helped explain/mime the hospital's mysterious stool sample methodology. What are you supposed to do with a 3 cm * 12 cm * 12 cm cardboard box and a q-tip? It was also an interesting language learning opportunity e.g., I can ask my ward-mates whether their sickness is better, I can tell the doctors that my knees hurt/don't hurt. I now know that the word for "infection" [chuanran] shares the same character as the words for "to preach" [chuandao] or "to do missionary work" [chuanjiao].  
My insurance with VIA will pay for everything tomorrow when I am officially discharged.  Anyway, I'm all better now. 
