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1.

Jennifer: Mom didn’t even put down the smokes when I was a fetus. I was born
with a heart condition.

Ágota: Dad’s legs hurt, too. He won’t go to the doctor. We often tell him to go, but
he doesn’t want to hear about it.

Jeniffer: Mom loves to buy medicinal products that don’t qualify as medicine…

Ágota: Péfree! Péfree is a transportable, battery-operated product, which, when
turned on, reduces the pain caused by chronic dread even without medicine.
The product, when in use, emits electromagnetic waves. The positive biological
effect of these waves has been clinically proven. It’s the perfect pain reliever.
Péfree is transportable and can be worn around one’s neck. It can be used
without notice even during an interstellar invasion. Only 9999 forints! Buy it
today! Péfree!

Jeniffer: After Mom shops at the pharmacy, she proudly rides her bike through
town with a lit cigarette in her mouth and stops at the busiest spots to show
and explain to the locals what expensive wonder-drug she’s just bought. Of
course, she doesn’t buy them for herself, but for Dad, who she watches out for
like a good wife.

Ágota: We’ve said several times, Go for a check-up, Dad. Don’t you want to live to
see us become successful? Don’t you want to see your grandchildren grow up?
It’s like talking to a wall. He silently takes a huge bite of one of Mom’s
extra-sugary leavened scones and chews it.

Mom and Dad think they’re invincible. Mom smokes but won’t get a cancer
screening.

She knows Dad’s blood sugar is high, yet she makes such sugary tea and
pastries that even I have trouble eating them. She knows Dad has a hearing
impairment, yet she won’t tell him to take the screeching radio away from his
ear.

That’s not even to mention that if he were to use a hearing aid, our relationship
would be much better... he might, for example, understand what we’re saying. I
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don’t know what they have in their heads, that if something goes wrong with
them they can be fixed like some vacuum?

Jennifer: Mom doesn’t like Gypsies.

Ágota: But Mom, we’re Gypsies too, and you’re not exactly the whitest rose out
there.

Jennifer: What? You group me in with those dirty bums? You don’t notice how
bad they smell? They stink of cheap food! They live out there next to the forest.
They aren’t even capable of stealing firewood for themselves; they just laze
around all day. Grown men, they don’t do anything, just make kids. Don’t talk to
me about those bastards! And don’t let me see you again with that dirty bum
Zoli, or I’ll stomp your gut out! Your father and I went without so that you can go
to school, not so that you can get together with a vagrant. If you would’ve been
bakers, what would we want for now? We’d have everything! What will become
of you two? My God.

Ágota: Meanwhile, not hearing a word, Dad calmly chews a sugary scone with a
Milka chocolate on the side.

In the town where I grew up, no one liked the primary care physician. Kids went
to him mainly for doctor’s notes to use at school; adults only went to him if they
had intense pain, or if they also needed a doctor’s note to get out of work.
They’d usually get lectures instead of treatment:

“…Don’t be surprised. This is what happens when…”

“…You should have thought about this sooner…”

“…You’re rather late on this…”

“…It doesn’t make a difference to you…”

“…You all just live and die like animals!”

Who wants to go to a doctor who, instead of treating your body, demeans you in
his office? He could’ve looked at medical practice as a mission, but he would’ve
needed more emotional intelligence for that.
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Jennifer: When my mom took me to the hospital for a check-up, my sister came
with us.

Ágota: The whiteness mesmerized me.

Jennifer: I remember when you tried on the smiling doctor’s stethoscope.

Ágota: She stood me before a mirror, and it was like the stethoscope were a part
of my body.

Jennifer: From that day on, she always pretended to operate on me and heal me.
A doll in her hand was like a dog with a ball: she would gut it in under a minute.

Ágota: I wanted to be a doctor, but even in the nursing program, I was the only
Gypsy. That’s how I became a healthcare worker.

Jennifer: And I developed a heart condition.

(…)
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2.

Jennifer: I’m so bored! Is anyone else coming, or is this my VIP room?

Ágota: It wasn’t easy to arrange this for you. You could be a better sport about it.

Jennifer: I’m grateful, but you run around all day, and I have no one to talk to.

Ágota: You will. There’s a girl coming, but...but you have to watch out for her.

Jennifer: Why? Is she a Gypsy?

Ágota: Worse. An addict.

Jennifer: No!

Ágota: Yeah! She’ll be here for a few days, because there’s no room for her on the
addiction treatment wing.

Jennifer: You’re telling me this now? You were willing to assign an addict to my
room? Who knows what she could do to me when she’s high? She might steal
my wallet and go buy drugs, and if I catch her, she could choke me! Or, let’s bet
her addict friends show up and steal my medicine…

Ágota: This isn’t a shooting gallery. If they show up, I’ll kick them out!

Jennifer: Listen! How ethical is it of you anyway to talk about my future
roommate? Are you allowed to do that? I don’t think so. Why did you tell me?

(…)

Sunshine: Over next to the Indian girl!

Zsóti: What?

Jennifer: Didn’t I tell you not to get any closer to me?

Zsóti: Is this good? on-call
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Sunshine: What are you staring at? I need a sedative. My neck is horribly stiff. I
want to talk to the doctor!

Ágota: I can assure you that all of my colleagues are working toward your health.

Sunshine: I want to talk to a doctor, not a cleaning lady!

Ágota: Miss, health-care workers who have studied and practiced medicine for
many, many years work here. I am one of them. Trained nurse.

Sunshine: Nurses aren’t doctors. Six years of medical training, three years of
vocational training, then another two years of training, consistent professional
development. Eleven years of study, twice as much material as for a degree in
economics. Who do I think I am? I know that Gods and saints work here! Would
you please tell one of the Gods to descend from Heaven and get over here?!

Ágota: Excuse me! If you don’t like how things are run here, you are free to leave!

All Together: This is a hospital, not a hotel!

Sunshine: I’m sure you have some more arrogance up your sleeve, like: “If you
would’ve gone to another hospital, I’m sure you would’ve received better care
there!” But in this non-hotel hospital, no one listens to the patient. Or
something like, “I’m sorry, but I can’t help you with that. Please talk to one of my
other colleagues.” Or you could pretend to be busy and say, “I’m sorry, but as
you can see, I have a lot of work, and I’m the only one working this wing”—that’s
honest! I could have accepted that. What would an apathetic nurse say in this
situation, man? Yeah, well that’s how it is. I’ll see what I can do for you, if I can do
anything at all. And how does a nurse with a heart of butter calm down a
patient?

Jennifer: Watch what you say! Can’t you see she’s just trying to do her job? Just
because you showed up doesn’t mean you should take your problems out on
others…

Sunshine: You’re right, and I’m sorry I called you a cleaning lady.

Ágota: Let’s start over. You’ll be getting a sedative, probably Rivotril or Frontin, but
only if the addiction specialist gives orders for it. Your medical chart hasn’t
arrived yet. Once it does, we’ll get the ball rolling, okay?
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I can’t give you an exact time, and I don’t want to lie. I’m the only one in the
wing today. I’ve been here 14 hours. The doctor who is supposed to be here, a
knee specialist, hasn’t arrived yet. The other doctor is at trial testifying in a
lawsuit. I ask you all to be patient and to help yourselves by keeping calm. I’ll
check in regularly. Now, rest. (Exit)

(…)

Ágota: There’s no doctor coming. They’re looking after the emergency cases on
the ground floor, but no one is coming to the other departments. Two have
gone on vacation, one had a heart attack, one is sitting in court, another one is
at his son’s wedding. Should I go on?

Jennifer: They’re going to postpone my operation again, aren’t they?

Ágota: I think so…

Jennifer: I knew it! I could tell you were lying.

Zsóti: But Herendi is here, right?

Ágota: He’s the one who had a heart attack.

Sunshine: And no one can write up a damn sedative?

Ágota: There’s no addiction specialist in today.

Jennifer: This is the wonderful health care system you’ve been toiling away in for
years? This is what we pay our stupid taxes for? Who will take responsibility for
this? Who will do something for us to get treated? Who will do something,
anything for the patients?

Ágota: Why, have you ever done anything for someone else? What are you doing
to improve the health care system? To improve the treatment of patients?

Jennifer: And what the hell can I do? What can we do?
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(…)

Zsóti: There was a painter who painted a hospital room for free.

Jennifer: I’m not a painter.

Zsóti: And a Hollywood actress who bought a ton of stuff for a hospital.

Sunshine: I’m flat broke.

Jennifer: The most irritating part is that we can’t even help. We’re in no position
to…

Ágota: No one feels they are, but everyone complains anyway. The day before
yesterday, a patient died because we didn’t have enough AB negative blood for
him. He had the same blood type as the three of you. It’s the rarest type.

Sunshine: We have the same blood type?

Ágota: Yes. Have any of you ever given blood?

Together: Not yet.

Jennifer: Should we give blood? I’ll need to get some from someone anyway, if
they ever actually operate on me…

Zsóti: I’m 64 kilos, so I can give you some…

(…)

Jennifer: You’d give me blood?

Zsóti: Why, wouldn’t you?

Sunshine: I can’t stand needles...never mind, okay, I’m in... fuck, my little blood
brothers!
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Zsóti: Between the three of us, we could probably donate about one and a half
liters of blood...that’s not a lot. That is, I wouldn’t pat myself on the back for that…

Jennifer: Let’s form a campaign. No matter who we’re around, let’s ask everyone
to donate blood…

Zsóti: Okay, that makes a lot more sense...let’s make a video and put it up on
YouTube…

Sunshine: Dear patients! Thank you for coming. If you feel that the health care
system is a pile of crap or that it’s full of overburdened professionals, then we
need your help.

Ágota: It’s hard to do more than just complain about the health care system. But
there’s a solution.

Zsóti: If we can give and receive from each other by donating our blood regardless
of our skin color, age, bank account, or worldview, that will be an important first
step.

(…)
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