EXCLUSIVE SUBURB

By the time he managed to start ironing, it would be New Years'.

– Why don't you wake up?

– God damn it! Why should I? Just because you're up so early?

– What a night-watchman are you?

- I hope you're putting your tie on.

– Why is it necessary?

– Just ask him.

– For the memory of the Professor's death.

– He gave me the tie.

– The old schmuck left us here. Sure thing, he was afraid of work.

– It was a redemption for him. 

– Aunt Ica, where is the sewing kit?

– Are you going to sell those?

– Yes. They are great slippers.

Don't you want to have a look at them? They are real cheap, if you are interested.

– Pisti, your tie is on the telly.

– Now I see it.

– Do I have to know where your tie is?

– Sure thing, you are the landlady.

– How long have you been this cuckoo, Pisti?

– All right, we are leaving, you come later.

– Wait until I pack the things.

Mate! Just like a packhorse.

– I would like the dry wood to be there by the time we come back.

– There's plenty!

– You know that I have to clean the stew-pot as well.

– Don't be fuzzy!

And you be good Bodri! Take care of Barta!

– All right, follow me!

Now we'll see how witty we were.

– And a kilogram of that one.

– You have red nails honey!

– I am so skint that I have nothing.

– So what, don't you squeeze me?

– How much is this camera?

– That's not for sale sir.

– I'm not for sale either.

– The business is not going.

– Gentleman, what's the price for all this junk?

– I'm not selling them to you.

- Mate! There's everything here, just like on the flee market.

We do work, but on weekends we have to do this as well

because there is still a lot to go until pay-day.

– Sir you wouldn't believe it. We walk 4-5 kilometres on the hills a day.

This is a tiring business, but one has to live of something.

– Go ahead, sir! There is no problem.

Small little books, quick novels. I have read all that interested me.

That one is based on a true story.

Do you remember when a policeman was strangled to death?

– He deserved it.

– Sorry?

– He deserved it!

I've got everything. Because I have also been to China.

– Really? And what were you doing there?

– I was performing songs.

– Really? In English?

– In a quire.

I am looking for special things.

– These are special ones! Sure they are!

You only want that single piece? Oi, oi, oi. Take them all!

I'll give you a fair deal. Four pieces and give me one twenty Forints more.

Unfortunately children don't know these fables.

– That's their problem. Give me back the change.

We are old friends.

Since we have not been working and have been out here on the market

this little girl has meant everything for us. So, it is really like a small family.

We have got used to each other with the company.

It's good that this kid is among us. She gives us fun.

It is in vain to have two daughters when I cannot keep in contact with them.

Their mother forbid me to go home although I gave them the house.

Two rooms with all modern conveniences, fully furnished.

– We also have a room and a kitchen!

– Come, follow us!

– Look how beautiful bread I have brought!

– It's pretty, just too little.

– Is it too little, son? Than buy for yourselves!

Be glad that you can scoff anything, that you don't die of hunger!

– If you don't talk to me nice, you are dead.

– Leave it! It's just words.

– I'll punch you!

– Than I am taking the cucumbers, the onions and the potatoes.

Now here comes the real heat. Now that I start cooking.

Potato paprika, cabbage stew, ratatouille with eggs, mushrooms,

bean stew, green pea soup, spaghetti with meat or with potatoes.

Sometimes one eats cold food. Than we buy garlic flavoured lard

or canned food and we eat that with cucumbers, peppers or tomatoes.

- Taste it!

– It is very tasty.

– Zoli, would you like some?

I never taste it, only the boys. Laci and Pisti.

Of course you become covered with ash and have to wash your hands every second.

No matter what you hold the pan with, your hand gets dirty.

That's why the water is here, so that I can wash my hands immediately.

I hate working with dirty hands. I would get a heart attack.

Man, this has run out of gas.

Oh no, I just cannot see it.

The kid gives us the electric stove sometimes,

but it takes five times as much to cook coffee on it, than this way.

– Do you also cook in stew-pot?

– Of course. The fish soup was cooked in this on Christmas eve.

The snow was this high, the table was set.

– Did you cook?

– No, Pisti prepared it and the Professor. God rest him in peace. It was really nice.

Mate, I'm covered with ash.

I bought fish, three kilograms. The pot was full, it lasted for two days.

On the first day of Christmas, Pisti made some stuffed cabbage.

We sat here with the big fire and here was the general can of wine.

How could have the boys bared it without some?

Last year the snow was this high.

On the fist day of Christmas I was going to get some wine

but no shop was open around here.

At the supermarket ,where we got off from the bus today,

I brought some from the grocers' over there.

Than we had a big feast.

We had Christmas tree as well. This big.

We put some candy, nuts, oranges on it.

Pisti and Laci brought the small tree from the pine woods.

It was very sweet. And I dressed it up. I was crying very much.

– It was a big surprise, wasn't it?

– It was.

– What is this Japanese cock doing?

– Hello!

– Hello Uncle Iván!

– Are you feeling better?

– No. My heart still aches.

– Well, you can tell that a guest will eat from this.

- Don't let the mike hear when I munch!

– I told you Pisti that the cucumber is there.

– You eat too, Zoli! You are starving.

– Look!

– Good day!

– Good afternoon!

– Good day!

– Are you coming from the beach, or what?

– Yes. Give me some food, you girl. I am starting hungry.

– Help yourself.

– You give me some.

– How many potatoes?

– Don't you want me to adopt you?

– You as much as you like.

– I just have a few bites and then take it up to the caravan anyway.

If this film will ever be going in the telly and the Professor's daughter sees it...

– He was a little old man from Kecskemét.

– Wait! I would really like her, or his son Gábor, to see this film.

– That would be good because we couldn't inform them.

– The little old man never said anything.

He was very introverted, especially in the last times.

– And also the pain...

– He didn't even tell who to inform.

He knew the exact addresses, but didn't say anything.

I asked him: Old man, I just called him that way...

– I called him old geezer. He only let me say that.

– So I asked him, who should I inform if you die. You are prepared for this.

You understand Latin better than I do. I also understand some, but not as you do.

You don't have to inform anyone, he said, neither my wife, nor my daughter.

Nobody knew about me when I was born, nor when I die.

– Don't you know where he's buried?

– No. That is the problem.

We cannot even take a bunch of flowers or burn a candle on his grave.

All we can do is wear the mourning ribbon for his memory. Nothing else.

Any quarrels we had between us, he always solved them.

– What kind of a teacher was he?

– Polish, Hungarian studies and History.

– Wait! Let me go there!

– Don't go! Aren't you ashamed?

– Bea, did you know this old man?

– Yes, I have heard he died, the poor man.

– He is gone. He was a living thesaurus. He lived here, among us.

– But at the time we didn't live here, but down in the shag.

When I saw the black ribbon on Pisti, I knew immediately that the old man was dead.

He gave me one as well. And this one was only crying, he could not even say a word.

– How long were you living together?

– For about five years.

– Now don't start crying again!

– I was really sorry.

– Do you think that I wasn't? I couldn't sleep for nights.

– Now come on kids!

– What do you mean by kids? You are an old witch!

We were playing cards here.

– This is where we were reading, singing, partying.

– There were good parts and bad parts as well in it.

– The candle is burning inside!

We are not bums, we are simply homeless. Bums steal.

This Easter, if I do not fasten my wristwatch, they even take that away.

He took four boiled eggs. I don't mind them, they were Laci's and the old man's.

But it was a intuition to fasten my watch.

When the cold of minus fifteen thousand degrees came, I brought this felt then.

Because the plastic sheet doesn't really seal.

If we hadn't had the felt, our feet would have frozen off.

And you cannot sleep in shoes!

You have to take them off in the evening, or your feet freeze by morning.

They get soaked and freeze.

Plastic bag, newspaper, shoes under the head, and go for it!

The detergent is in this one,

books are in this one.

This was our kitchen once.

Now we cannot store anything here, because the bums discovered it.

– We took it off from the van. They brought five trucks of them.

– It was very heavy.

– There is the lumber, the machines. They were really heavy.

– There was woods here, right?

– There was woods here all along.

– You couldn't have passed here.

– Only people walking dogs came here.

So it was like a jungle.

I either hit it with an axe, or pull it apart or just leave it here.

– Who are the neighbours?

– Some embassy shit.

– The American Embassy.

– Do you know them?

– No.

– Of course we do!

– Oh yes! He gave us the sheep!

– Four legs. The chef asked if we could cook. Of course, we said.

The marinated meat was in a big box.

He said it just needed a little roasting and then would be excellent.

That was all he could say in hungarian.

Maybe I will never see my family in my life.

I have a sixteen and a twelve years old daughter and I might never see them.

– Why do you think?

– I am ashamed to go home.

Not because of my wife, but my daughters.

Because what if they ask me where I was before, why I didn't come to see them.

I would be ashamed myself.

Even if this film will be put on the telly, I won't watch it.

I would simply turn my back to it. I cannot imagine to see this.

And if my daughters, Monica and Anita see it,

it's true that I told their names the wrong way around

because the small one is closer to me...

but I rather not give an interview anymore. Talk rather to Laci.

– Than the caravan was stationed here.

– Yes.

– And when did it turn out that they are taking it away?

– Uncle Dezsõ told me as I was crying that he also learnt it in the morning.

– So they hadn't even warned you?

– No. Yesterday afternoon we were sitting here on the bench

and we didn't know anything.

–And how long can you stay in this caravan?

– Until the 9th.

– And then?

– This is a very hard question Zoli.

– Who will give you a sugar cube?

Give me a paw!

After all we did three months here from May until the 31st of August.

The boys worked here in the forty degrees, they were making the base, and then good-by.

It's not the same, after all.

– Did you like living here?

– Of course!

– How was it?

– It was better than down there.

– It was more civilised.

– You know, there was a stove, we could boil water, there were two sofas,

we could cook, do the washing. It isn't all the same.

I didn't cry for nothing when they took that damned caravan away.

– What is going to happen to your stuff?

– You know, we have summer and winter gear. Only God knows what will happen to them.

We'll most probably stay in the open air. 

– So what is going to happen now?

– I cannot imagine it either. Something has to come.

– So are you going out on the streets again?

– It seems so.

– Are you taking the TV and the clothes?

– No, only one set of clothes.

– And where are you putting the rest?

– Half of the stuff is still out here. The TV, the aerial, everything.

– If there is a can of wine, than it's OK. You drink it...

– And forget everything.

– You give the can back, and that's it. But where will we put all these?

– Bodri, come here!

– And tomorrow?

– Tomorrow I should go to work.

– Than when are you going to find a new place?

– I don't have the slightest idea.

To live in this convent... even one or two days.

No matter how many doctors will be in charge in the hospital today,

they won't be able to stitch me together.

I told Laci, I don't care.

I cut myself all over, so the ambulance will have to take me with its siren screaming.

You'll hear it too, Zoli!

– Don't break down aunt Ica. 

– All right Zoli. It isn't all the same.

– I'll see it in my grey coat.

– But aunt Ica, it has happened before that you had to leave from somewhere.

For example the homeless shelter.

– That was different. Than we had this empty estate. Now we cannot even go there.

Now we cannot even go there because the bulldozer is coming any day.

Where are we going to go now?

Tell me! Where are we going to go now?

– I have a look at it as well. Not just you.

– If there is no other solution, than this is wicked.

– Yes, and than how can you go down there?

– It's easy. You only have to take this out..

– Yes, and than? Especially when you are drunk.

– We'll solve it. There's nothing that cannot be solved if you want it.

I have been to Kuwait, but never in a place this miserable.

I have found it!

Mate, I have found it!

Wait! Let's find my slippers first!

- All right, come out if you dare!

– Come Pisti!

– It's not necessary, I'm coming too.

– How did you find this place aunt Ica?

– The boys looked around, they thought this place was all right,

we took the wood up here and we decided to build a camp house here.

– And where does the wood come from?

– We took the old shelter apart

and the chief engineer said that we can take these short planks.

– How long can you stay here?

– Until they send us away.

But we have to empty the caravan until Friday.

We haven't eaten any hot food for four days, because we have no place to cook.

– Because you spent the money on drinks.

– I smack you on the face, so that you spit your teeth out!

– Is it OK.?

– Wait a second!

It's OK. Pisti, you can pick some!

They are nice, big ones.

– What?

– Don't hit the almonds in there!

Don't hit the almonds in there because we cannot take them out!

We cannot climb into that bush.

I'm fed up with it now!

– How much is a kilogram of almonds?

– 500 Forints.

– Who is gonna buy it?

– We sell it to the greengrocer.

– Are you doing it together?
– Laci is lazy recently, but Ica works well.

– I'm always in!
– Would you show it to me?

– What?

– The house.

– Have a look at it!

– Would you show me around?

– Come on!

I'm not switching the lights on!

Pans, the kitchen, the table, this is our bed, and this is the bed of Dezsõ.

Up there is Pisti's, this is the clothes drier, and those are our clothes.

– It's really dark. I can't see a thing.

– Pityu! Are you this witty? I have emptied the big bowl twice!

That's enough. My hands and buttocks hurt bad..

– Thank God!

Let it, I'll hold him.

There's more snow in around my neck than on the ground.

The other day he was so high up, that I couldn't see him in the fog.

Than we were picking white mistletoe, not yellow.

– I've never seen how mistletoe is picked.

The treetop is so full, that he cannot through the rope.

– How beautiful!

– That men went up there to cut them off.

– This is the enemy of the tree!

– I pay you a glass of wine.

– I doesn't worth. He'll drink that too.

– Well, he's very skilful.

– Come here you scum!

– You are very skilful, really.

Look! The piece you dropped got stuck up there!

– I'm not going back up there.

– No, no, I believe that.

Wow, it was a great experience to see you!
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