
MONEY, MONEY, MONEY! 

 
I worked one year in Germany as a medical worker. My husband and 

my children were in Bulgaria and I was working and waiting for the end of 

the month, so I could take my salary and send them money. The time was 
passing slowly and painfully. I couldn‟t stay by the end of my contract. I felt 

as is I was dying slowly. Something in my chest hurt but I wasn‟t sure what 
exactly. I couldn‟t get enough breath and I swallowed the bitterness of every 
day with a lot of effort. Anyway in the end I left. With a shaken psyche and “a 

bag of money”. For me that was a lot of money.   
 
I came back to Bulgaria, bought some stuff for my family I couldn‟t 

afford before and I deposited 6000 Euros in the bank.  
 

I started work on the placed I worked before but soon after that (one 
week) I had to go to a doctor. I had a constant dull pain in the abdominal 
area. It turned out that I have to get an operation because I had gall-stones. 

They said it was better to make the operation with the new method because 
it was less traumatic.  

I entered a state hospital through a clinical path. They told me that I 

had to give 800 Euros for the new method. The other way I wouldn‟t have to 
give money but the recovery would last for 6 months. With the new method 

they promised me that I would be better by the fifth day from the surgery. 
Well, I gave 800 Euros. The operation was successful. Then I gave twice as 
much for medication. And then I remembered the saying: “The work abroad 

doesn‟t give, it takes! 
 

 I went back home. I was really recovering fast but on the second week 
my father complained that he has stomach problems. He was a young and 
healthy man. As a medical worker and a good daughter I went with him to 

the doctors. The diagnose was scary – cancer of the rectum. The world 
crumbled around me. My father is the man who was always there in the 
toughest moments of my life. I couldn‟t believe it. We reacted quickly and he 

was sent to a state hospital through a clinical path. 
They told me that the operation would cost 500 Euros. I gave the 

money. When the operation began, the doctor didn‟t give us any guarantees. 
We were all worried. After 5-6 hours the operation was over and the doctor 
told us it was successful. He also told us that they had to put a special fixing 

on his large intestine which cost 1000 Euros. I gave them money with the 
hope that I‟ve helped the person who created me and whom I loved with all 

my heart and soul. I didn‟t regret it even for a second. But that wasn‟t the 
end of the money spending. 

My mother went to take care of my father in the hospital because I had 

recently been operated and my father seemed to feel uncomfortable with me. 
After 3-4 days in the hospital my mother looked worse than my father. She 
was with him day and night, sitting on a chair. She ate there, she slept 

there. I asked the doctor if they could put a stretcher in the room at least at 
night. He sent me to talk to the head nurse. She said that in exchange for 



200 leva it wouldn‟t be a problem. I gave the money. I couldn‟t stand to look 

at my parents suffering. After that we had to buy various medicaments and 
my father needed ray therapy. 

 
Since we live in the province, we traveled each day by car to the 

oncology in Sofia. It was the same there – money, money, money.  

What if you don‟t have it??? 
 
P.S. Can you imagine it? After I spent almost all the money I made in 

Germany for doctors, I won 50 000 leva from a TV show.  

A Bulgarian in Germany  

I‟ve graduated in the German high school in Pazardjik and most of my 
school-mates went to study in Germany. I focused more on love affairs. After 

school I was quickly accepted in the Medical institute in Sofia where I 
majored in obstetrics. While I was studying I got married and gave birth to 
two children. Soon after that I gave birth to the third one. The children were 

growing, my husband and I were working and everything was great. 
Unexpectedly my husband lost his job. Six months after that I decided to go 

to work in Germany. The Social ministry in Sofia announced a competition 
for a job as a medical worker in Germany. Of course I won without a problem 
due to my fluent German.  

 
I left for Germany, so I could work and provide support to my family. I 

signed a contract for a year and a half there. I worked in a social home for 
people with mental disorders. The work was hard both physically and 
mentally. I can never forget the things that this period of time has left in my 

heart and soul. 
I worked in a village in Bavaria, near Munich. The houses there looked 

like they had just come out of a fairytale. Yards with clay figurines that gave 

sense for comfort. Clean, silence and quietness. 
I met a lot of people. I cried because of insult and because of 

happiness. I experienced a lot of emotions far from my family. What 
impressed me most was my work place, it didn‟t matter how old you were 
and what you did, everyone honors your work. We all ate the same table and 

ate all the same food. Both the boss and the maid. Food was never wasted.  
The other thing that impressed me during the first few months in 

Germany was that when Germans work, they work really hard and they 
don‟t think about anything else. When Germans rest, they really rest and 
never speak about work. In Bulgaria it‟s quite the opposite.  

The life in Germany is not so much different from the life in Bulgaria. 
Everything depends on how much you earn there too. There are people who 
can‟t afford to go to a restaurant or to the movies even once a month. 

 Germany as a country has its own problems. One of them is the 
national minorities that have no interest in being integrated. There was a lot 

of work for gastarbeiters in Germany until the 90s. They came even though 
some of them didn‟t know the language but now there is no work. The 



market is oversaturated and the employers are looking mainly for qualified 

staff. 
There‟s corruption in Germany too but for the regular person this is a 

word to be heard only on television. The corruption is only on the higher 
levels of authority. Of course it affects the ordinary people indirectly but it‟s 
not a part of their life like it is in Bulgaria. And that‟s one of the things that 

have to change around here. 
 

I have no hope that a well-educated person can develop in Bulgaria. 

I‟ve noticed that when someone starts working on a given position, they often 
remain on the same level of development for their whole life.  

Seeing what kind of things happen back home I feel sad and I‟m ashamed to 
share them with my friends in Germany. People in Bulgaria say: “If it‟s like 
this, they are powerful, they have a lot of money, we can‟t change anything”. 

While this way of thinking still exists, there is no hope that our society and 
our country will get better. Having more work places and more money 

doesn‟t mean that our society has changed to a better state. Those are just 
results from the economical development and the globalization. But how one 
society develops depends on its culture and what this society does not only 

in economical plan. 
 

We, Bulgarians are very different from the Germans in our way of 

thinking. For example we‟re a bit nationalists, we spit on other countries and 
peoples like Romanians and Turks but we don‟t intercede for each other 

whenever there are problems. Everyone takes care only of their own good. 
The Germans have a very strong developed social thinking. If a German 
hears that there is a fight at his neighbor‟s home, he immediately either calls 

the police or interferes. While if the situation were in Bulgaria, people would 
just say, let them fight as long as it‟s not in my house.  

The Bulgarians who live in Germany live according to the principle: 
“It‟s not important that I feel good, it‟s important that the other feels bad.” 
You can rarely count on a Bulgarian there especially if you don‟t know them.  

Unlike German men, the Bulgarian men have a great sense of self-
confidence and security with the ladies even though their self-confidence is 
often unjustified and they reply on the money they made who knows how. 

Their behavior doesn‟t show any respects towards women in general. The 
German women are emancipated. In Germany the laws support women a lot. 

If the spouses have problems and separate, the protection of the woman is a 
greater than the protection of the man. Sometimes women misuse that, they 
get married, have babies and then get divorced, dumping their husbands like 

useless things, they work, they have money and their husbands pay them 
alimonies during their whole lives. 
 

In Germany no one ever insulted me but I often cried from insult, 
especially when I got my salary at the end of the month. I got a pretty high 

salary but it didn‟t make me happy, my family was far away from me, my 
children were growing up without a mother and I was making money. 
Bulgaria never helped me that I gave birth to 3 children, Germany did. To be 



a mother is considered in Germany the greatest achievement a woman can 

have and people have a great respect towards mothers.  
I felt most insulted as I watched the old people and the pensioners. 

What a life they‟re living. With their white clothes and big pensions they 
travel around the world. They sing, dance and have fun. It‟s like they have a 
second chance at youth. What are they so different from our pensioners? I 

imagined our shabby pensioners who are forgotten from the country and 
happy to get a jar of yoghurt and a slice of bread. Our grandmothers and 
grandfathers who have raised 2-3 or even more children and who have 

worked in the fields from morning „til night and who throughout their whole 
lives  haven‟t seen anything else but work, work and work and they still live 

in misery.  
 

I‟ll stop writing on this theme because the insult is choking me. 

 
When I left Germany, I left a lot of friends there with whom I still keep 

in contact. The Germans are nice people and if you respect them, they like 
you and accept you as an equal. 
 

And to end with something more cheerful, I will quote Todor Kolev‟s 
words from an old TV show: “How are we going to reach those Americans?” 
 

But are Americans, Italians, Spaniards and Germans better than us? 
Or…??? 
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