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(…)

One morning on the 8th floor of one of the Rákoskeresztúr apartment blocks, I
woke up to my mother gently touching my feet. It’s dawn, still dark. She whispers:
‘Come, we’re leaving.’ In the corridor are the traces of my father. One destroyed
refrigerator, one broken cupboard, one face in ruins. We’re off. My brother is
sleeping in my mother’s arms. Bus station. We need to wait. I don’t want this, I’m
cold, and I’m sleepy. But I have to. That night we sleep in a phone box. I’m here,
Mum. I’m here with you. I’m strong, I’m not afraid.

I wanted this, I wanted to be strong, and not afraid. And then was Mothers’ Day at
my school, and I recited a poem by Piroska Csorba, called ‘Tell Me a Story,
Mummy’:

Tell me a story, Mummy,

tell me one about me!

Tell me how I was, Mummy,

when I was still a baby.

Did I laugh and giggle and squeak?

Did I cry and snivel and weep?

Did I really have no teeth?

And, Mummy, if I wasn’t me,

do you think that you’d still love me?

Everyone cried, even the lady from next door. The neighbour’s crying, I’m
laughing. Back then I started to realise this was going to be good for me. This is it!
This is why I wanted to be born a Gypsy! To belong to a nation that doesn’t belong
anywhere but feels at home everywhere in the world. It’s awesome. The curiosity
of a child, the creative thinking, the fraternity, the love for children, the respect for
the elderly. The freedom. The freedom of personality. The overwhelming honesty.
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That’s how we are. And you know why? From never being accepted. Had we never
been destitute, or never been persecuted, or if there had never been these
preconceptions that we lie, steal, cheat and stink, we would never have gotten to
where we are.

As it is, everything we do, we do to be loved and accepted. And that made our
hearts grow to a giant size. Did you know that we Gypsies have the biggest hearts
on Earth? And did you also know that you helped?

(…)

That’s why I wanted to be the only Gypsy in my high school. I wanted to be
excluded. I wanted to have my nose broken. I wanted to be discriminated against.
One day I’ll be standing in front of you, Mr. Pitt, and what’ll I say? (What type of
heart-rending story will I perform?) Now I have loads, plenty of stories to tell. I say
thanks to all the Nazis. Big thanks to my racist English teacher too, who gave me
detention though it was Zsófi who had copied my paper: 

“Oh yeah, Franciska, your paper is the spitting image of Zsófi’s, please see me at
the end of class.”

Thanks to all the employers who never employed me as a sales assistant, or a
janitor, or a bartender! Even bigger thanks to those who employed me, but never
failed to humiliate me. Thanks a lot for reminding me over and over again that I
was inferior. This is what drove me to you, Brad! This, and nothing else. Being
made to feel inferior when I wanted to belong.

(...)

So far we’ve had the with the shitty family story, the poverty, the discrimination…
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But on their own these aren’t exciting enough, right? It has to have consequences
to stress just how shit it was for me. That’s why I got into drugs. I wanted to be a
druggie.

This new girl arrived at our school. In the beginning I hated her, I was jealous of
her. Straight away she was one of the cool ones wearing fancy clothes and stuff.
There was a rumour she smoked weed. (...) Coming from the furthest suburbs of
Budapest, me going to Róbert Károly Boulevard felt like a Texas girl going to
Hollywood. I tried ecstasy and speed with her. What mattered most was that I
became a city girl too.

So, I could say I’d partied in the VIP at all the cool parties. Yes, with coked-up club
owners who had a habit of going paedophile. Zsuzsi was in love with one of them.
That’s why we went all the time.

(...)

Spoon, needle, it’s boiling. The air’s all flashes and sparks. Everyone knows we’re
one step away from pleasure. I quickly look over them. They’re happy. I wanted to
fall in love. I wanted to fall in love with the needle that brings me pleasure. I don’t
want to see myself whacked, helpless, disgusting with my tool of happiness
hanging out of one hand, and yes, I’m happy.

Then I’m coming down, and it starts. The whole lot, all over again. It starts again. 

(...)

“And when one of you falls down, he falls for those behind him, a caution against
the stumbling stone. Aye, and he falls for those ahead of him, who though faster
and surer of foot, yet removed not the stumbling stone. “(Kahil Gibran quote) This
was written on my wall in my room. In the mental hospital. Ward 7.
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(...)

I was released after a month. I got back on the dope again. 4 year later I overdosed,
I fainted, and I saw myself from above. I moved back home again. I gave my keys
to my mother and told her I wanted to quit. I gave myself another chance. My
mother was still on pills. She told me she would quit too, so she threw out all the
sedatives and antidepressants. 

(...)

My mother grew up in a Gypsy neighbourhood, and as a kid she’d already read all
the books of the village library.

She successfully passed the entrance exam to the Dobó István Secondary
Grammar School in Eger. 

She won a short story writing competition; her piece was aired live on the radio.

She used to win poetry competitions, she wanted to be an actor.

Then she met my father.

She spent 20 years of her life in a completely abusive relationship.

At first, for love, then for me and my brother.

She wasn’t allowed to read in front of my father.

A perfect housewife. An excellent cook.

(...)

It was extremely hard for her to leave him. No one can be blamed for not being
able to leave. Psychological terror handcuffs you, that’s the whole point. It took a
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hell of a lot of strength and courage. Once she got off the pills, she started
studying again and got a degree with honours in social work, then in journalism.
She became a journalist at the big daily newspaper, Népszabadság, but she’s not
a journalist anymore. She left for the UK, to work as a caregiver. Two of her patients
passed away holding her hand. She was excellent at her job, living under one roof
with an elderly man who suffered badly from dementia. Cleaning excrement,
listening, chatting, not like they usually do. All so my younger brother could study.

Now that my brother got his degree, Mum came home. Now we can plan our life
together again.

I told her the best is still to come!

(...)

And then we met, Brad. Do you remember? I heard your wife, Angelina Jolie, had
been shooting a movie here, in Budapest. I thought a picture with her would look
great in my portfolio. I went there, sure I would manage to meet her. I was an extra
in the film In the Land of Blood and Honey. I couldn’t get anywhere close to her.
And then when I almost gave up, at the end of the shoot when they said, ‘thank
you, you can all leave now’, it happened!

In the scene we were shooting, we were getting evicted. So, with luggage in my
hands, I started walking off the set towards the crowd. I looked back, and I saw you
and your wife talking, like 100 meters away from me, and there was no one around
you. You were mostly surrounded by your assistants, so I thought to myself, now or
never, and I headed towards you, with the luggage in my hand. I thought I would
get hit by a sniper or a security guard would jump on me from the roof, but I
couldn’t care less, I was unstoppable. I knew what I would say, since ‘can I get a
picture with you’ sounded so dull. I knew your wife adored children, Brad, so I put
on my most innocent face and said to her:

‘Hi, can I ask you something?’

‘Yes,’ she said.
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‘My dad is a big fan, he hasn’t spoken to me for 3 years, and if I took a photo and
sent it to him, maybe he’d call me.’

‘Ohhh…’ she replied, and took my phone, and handed it to you.

‘Take a picture of us for her dad,’ she said.

And then you took a picture of us. So, the pic in which I’m standing with Angelina,
was taken by you, by Brad Pitt. This is a huge honour for me.

After that, all the extras went crazy, that they wanted photos too, so Jolie went
over to the crowd, while I stayed with Brad Pitt, and said:

‘My father is an Angelina fan but me… I’m a Brad fan... and I want to be a movie
star in Hollywood… How can I do it?’

He said: ‘Come to Hollywood.’

‘Okay, I’ll come,’ I said, but I don’t have a chance, don’t you want to adopt me?’

He laughs.

‘Okay, if you can’t come, then make a movie and send it to me.’

‘Okay. But let’s take a photo and I will send it to you when I have a movie.’

‘Okay.’

A year later I played my first role in a Swiss movie that got invited to Hollywood,
and I won the best actress award at a Hungarian movie festival there. At the time, I
was working in a shopping mall as a shop assistant. I was wiping the counter
when they told me to come get the phone. Where? I asked, ‘To Hollywood!’ I didn’t
say a word, I just quietly hung up the phone, then went to check my schedule.
Um… I’d like to take a holiday, if I can. Why? Um, it’s not important, I have to go
somewhere. Yeah, but where? To Los Angeles. Yeah right, come on, where? I told
them again.

They wouldn’t let me go, so I said, if you fire me, I can still go. When I came back, I
was back behind the counter and I decided I would only ever work as an actress.
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(...)

Why am I any better than other actresses? Because it’s more difficult for me! I’m
excluded! I only get to play Gypsy roles. You would think it’s a disadvantage. It’s
not.

It means bigger opportunities. I might be labelled, but I’m still cool. I can tell I’m
being persecuted. Getting hurt. Getting excluded, discriminated against. This is
my edge.

And this is exactly what will get me to you, Brad. And you will adopt me. And then
I really will have all the opportunities. And this is also what I want.

And as you saw, I get whatever I want, sooner or later.

Or I might as well just get on a plane to New York, look up the Actor Studio, take a
seat on its staircase and that’s it. Should anyone ask me why I’m sitting there, I’ll
tell them it’s the only place on this planet I want to be. And I’ll stay until someone
invites me in, and I’ll be the janitor, like Good Will. And when the students
rehearse, and I’m sweeping the floor, I’ll suddenly come up with a great idea that
I’ll share. They won’t understand, and I’ll put the broom down, and I’ll show them.
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