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Laid low on holiday with a dodgy tummy, John Gibb checks into a Greek hospital – and has a truly stomach-turning time

According to insurance industry statistics, more than 20m UK residents took out travel policies last year and 450,000 of us made claims against them. The bulk of claims – totalling £68m – were for medical cover. I had always resented the extra 30-odd quid on the holiday bill, which never seemed to mean very much, until I finished up in a hospital in Corfu. It was late last summer when I arrived, in need of a quiet time on the way back from an assignment in the Balkans. By the morning of 18 September, I was on the way to the Corfu General Clinic with acute abdominal pains. I was about to become one of 2,400 British medical emergencies which, according to official Greek hospital statistics, (– 1 –) Corfu every year.

The general clinic is the only private hospital on the island and is where regular visitor Camilla Parker Bowles would be 'whisked' if she fell off her moped. Its location is central and convenient for the airport. The end of the runway is 500m or so away and the clinic is directly under the flight path. When the aircraft take off during the summer nights, they clear the roof by little more than 200ft, so low that the alarms of the cars parked in the square respond together, adding their whooping chorus to the tearing scream of the massive turbines.

After several hours waiting in the villa for a doctor, followed by a long, dangerous drive through a rainstorm, I was carried, white and sweating, into the clinic at 9am. Here I was confronted by a scene of almost martial carnage. The small space was (– 2 –) youths of both sexes, mostly English, as far as I could tell; all freshly mutilated and all smoking. Their faces and limbs were Ordnance Survey maps of swelling, haematoma and suture; blood was splattered on the marble floor and the walls. I saw one bony youth with heavy dressings taped over a tracery of stitching across the Celtic tattoo on his left pectoral muscle. Women were sobbing, children screaming. The staff behind the reception desk appeared overwhelmed by what was going on around them. A man in an open-necked shirt directed me with an impatient wave over to a bench, where I collapsed.

(– 3 –) what I was seeing, and starting to feel nervous, I asked a passing nurse what was going on. Who were all these people? 'Is raining,' she said (– 4 –), 'the British fall off their scooters.' Later a doctor explained to me that the night's rainfall had been the first since Easter and that the roads, slick with a summer of crushed olives and months of diesel deposits, had become lethal. 'Most of these casualties come from Cavos on the south of the island. Cavos is the Magaluf of Corfu. 'They're kids on cheap (– 5 –), they drink all day and crash their scooters. They think it's (– 6 –) not to wear helmets, so we get a lot of head injuries. The law says you must wear a crash helmet, but even the police don't bother. 

What can you do? They're idiots, and we have to ignore sick people while we deal with them.'

An hour later, I had been (– 7 –) a saline drip and taken upstairs to my own room where, under the directions of Dr Chrissipopoulos, they removed large quantities of my blood and started the tests to find out what was wrong with me. The comparative serenity of the top floor was interrupted throughout the night and day by the airbuses and 757s howling low overhead, but on my first night in the Corfu clinic there were other problems conspiring to keep me awake. An Englishman had crashed his Suzuki four-wheel drive on the notorious road to Kassiopi on the north-east of the island and had fractured his upper legs. He had not been wearing a seat belt. I (– 8 –) his problems when I heard screaming from his room in the early hours. It was a bloodcurdling sound and when I asked one of the nurses what had happened, she shrugged and said, 'We have to move him and it is painful.' 'Don't you use painkillers?' I asked. She smiled, shrugged again and started to take my temperature. Perhaps she didn't (– 9 –) what I was saying?

After I had been in the clinic for three sleepless days and nights, I still had no idea what was wrong with me. It is not yet part of Greek medical practice to inform the patient about his treatment or condition. Dr Chrissipopoulos would arrive, look at my chart, say 'You like a drink, hah sonny,' pat me on the head and depart. I had to confront him in order to find out that he believed I had been suffering from acute pancreatitis. He (– 10 –) this information grudgingly as he was edging out of the room. Although the approach of the general clinic staff was more aloof and perhaps a touch more cold-blooded than it would have been in the UK, the standard of medical care was good and the diagnosis and treatment were faultless.

Invul meerkeuzeopdracht

Kies bij iedere open plek het juiste antwoord uit de gegeven mogelijkheden 

	1
	
	

	
	A
	are treated in

	
	B
	avoid

	
	C
	leave

	
	D
	visit


	2
	
	

	
	A
	a popular meeting place for

	
	B
	crowded with

	
	C
	forbidden territory for

	
	D
	resented by


	3
	
	

	
	A
	Angered by

	
	B
	Impressed by

	
	C
	Relieved at

	
	D
	Startled at


	4
	
	

	
	A
	briefly

	
	B
	emotionally

	
	C
	nervously

	
	D
	sympathetically


	5
	
	

	
	A
	breaks

	
	B
	drinks

	
	C
	scooters


	6
	
	

	
	A
	cool

	
	B
	dangerous

	
	C
	stupid

	
	D
	unusual


	7
	
	

	
	A
	attached to

	
	B
	charged for

	
	C
	shown

	
	D
	told about


	8
	
	

	
	A
	became aware of

	
	B
	failed to realize

	
	C
	had forgotten all about

	
	D
	was just thinking of


	9
	
	

	
	A
	believe

	
	B
	like

	
	C
	remember

	
	D
	understand


	10
	
	

	
	A
	asked for

	
	B
	confirmed

	
	C
	questioned

	
	D
	released


The answers

	1
	A
	are treated in

	2
	B
	crowded with

	3
	D
	Startled at

	4
	A
	briefly

	5
	A
	breaks

	6
	A
	cool

	7
	A
	attached to

	8
	A
	became aware of

	9
	D
	understand

	10
	D
	released


