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Destinies
as hard as stone



We are like stones in a river.  
If alone, the water will wash us away.  
Together, however, we make up a dam.



Stones filled with suffering as well as the hope 
that goodness can change the world

It is said that ‘each person is an original’, or we could also 

say a unique life story. Every one of us knows how difficult 

it is to summarize one’s whole life into just a few sentences, 

but at the same time we all know that several words can 

often say more than a long story. I remember a client from 

a shelter house – an ingrate who disappointed the social 

workers so many times and wasted so many opportunities, 

yet in the eyes of many he himself was to blame for many of 

his problems. Was there any use in helping him? And then I 

happened to hear the sentence: ‘When he was little, his father 

would force him to urinate on his mother whom he had just 

beaten up.’ How would we handle such a contribution to life? 

Who is to blame? Who has the right to judge?

Social, charitable or humanitarian work is a beautiful but 

demanding profession. If one should prepare well for it, one 

needs to study hard and must have a lot of practice. And 

this is what makes our school specific. Our students collect 

experience in hundreds of facilities within the Czech Republic 

and in more than forty countries across four continents. 

Seven years ago, within the optional course of Public 

Relations under the leadership of the journalist, Ivo Mludek, 

the idea arose that each student would write down a story 

about a person he/she meets on his/her placement abroad. 

We realized what a pity it would be if these stories remained 

just in the personal memories of the individual students. This 

initially unobtrusive idea was continued with the symbolic 

collection of a stone from the place of this special encounter. 

The sculptor, Lubomír Dostál, found this idea so appealing 

that he created a unique sculpture called the ‘Monument of 

Stories’, which can be found in the college courtyard. Since 

its inception in 2006, stones – stories are placed into the 

sculpture twice a year, always upon the return of students 

from their long-term placements, thus continually altering 

the dimension of the sculpture. New tragic destinies filled 

with suffering and pain are added, but also the testimony 

of the immense power of man, faith, love and the hope that 

goodness can change the world. 

It all began with the idea of creating a symbolic place where 

the destinies of people from all over the world would meet. 

Then we realised that the same hardships can be seen 

in our close proximity. If you feel like it, come and see our 

Monument, but please do not forget that it also concerns 

you. Each of us may need help, but can also give it to others.

May the following pages also be for you an opportunity to 

come to a standstill amidst the everyday rush and to discern 

what is fundamental.

Martin BEDnÁŘ, College principal 54

‘Whatever you did for one of 

the least of these brothers 

and sisters of mine, you did 

for me.’  These are the words 

the Archbishop of Olomouc 

Jan Graubner endowed 

to CARITAS – College of 

Social Work Olomouc when 

founding it in 1995. They were 

meant to define the mission 

of an institution that teaches 

professional social work and 

produces graduates who 

shall never lose the sight of a 

person in his/her uniqueness.
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The term ‘everydayness’ is used in phenomenological 

sociology. In peaceful and problem-free times, each 

of us is living in one’s own world of everydayness and 

has no reason to ask whether the world around really 

agrees with what s/he sees or rather wants to see. These 

artfully built constructions of ours, however, often falls 

in ruins in a critical situation when our picture of the 

world collapses and the fallen façade painfully uncovers 

new urgent and fundamental questions about its real 

meaning. However, one who manages to cope with 

such a limit situation can come out strengthened, 

especially by the awareness of the real values of his/

her life that s/he did not see, and did not take as 

fundamental or perhaps even took for granted before.

This theory seems too complicated at least only until we 

compare it with the old Czech folk saying, which may 

sound a little unreasonable or at least unjust: Whom 

God loves he frequents with his cross.

Social, charitable and humanitarian work, the future 

profession of the students involved in the production of 

the book ‘Destinies as hard as stone’, is one continuous 

meeting with this cross: a constant confrontation with 

limit situations, with that disturbance of everydayness. It 

is meeting people whose life has been changed forever, 

often in a very tragic way, by disease, injury, disability, a 

natural disaster or just some unfortunate concatenation 

of events. It is meeting people whose life paths are 

symbolized by the stones in the Monument of Stories 

and whom you too now have the opportunity to meet in 

this book. The fact that many of them were able to cope 

with their hard destiny, to find their place within it and 

sometimes even to see the world around themselves 

with more clarity and distinction than the rest of us is, 

despite all the pain and suffering,  fascinating.

Although I have not met any of the people within this 

book personally, I dare say that I know their destinies 

very well. For seven years, I have been editing the texts 

of stories of people who students have met on their 

placements in the homeland as well as across the world; 

working with the students we reason together about 

the final versions and discuss individual wordings and 

formulations. By doing so, the people from the stories 

entered my life. Whenever I pass the Monument of 

Stories when walking through the courtyard of CARITAS 

– College of Social Work Olomouc, I always recall some 

of them: what is the eight-year-old Kasandra from 

Macedonia going through right now, one year after 

being kidnapped by child traffickers? And what about 

Elizabeth in Uganda, who eye-witnessed the murders 

of all her siblings, and after being kidnapped by rebels 

had to kill to stay alive? And how is Avelig doing today, 

the old man from Armenia, who in one cruel moment 

In our part of Europe, we are 

now living in one of the most 

peaceful periods within the 

last hundred or so years. Also, 

maybe thanks to this problem-

free existence, we have quickly 

become used to protecting 

our carefree life, which we now 

take for granted, against any 

disturbance or intrusion. It may, 

however, be a pity, even for us.

76

A glance behind the façade of everyday life
of an earthquake lost both of his sons and saw all the 

houses in the town, that he as a bricklayer had built 

all of his life, turned into heaps of debris? Has Arifa 

from Sri Lanka reconciled herself to her hard fate? All 

four of her children got washed away by a tsunami 

in one stroke.

On that account, I would like to invite you too for a 

trip into the inside of our Monument of Stories, into 

the scenery of the real life stories you can find in this 

book. I can promise you that just like me, you will 

return from this trip with an altered view of the world 

around you, as well as the view of yourself within 

that world. Unfortunately, the view will be neither 

happier nor funnier. However, anyone who does not 

want to deceptively build his/her world of everyday 

life purely on fun, can find this trip enriching. By 

looking behind its façade, the everydayness of your 

everyday life can namely, as in my case, become 

somewhat disturbed and thereby enriched. And 

it will not be at all amiss, if this shakes our scale of 

values which in the dashing everydayness we do not 

have many reasons to doubt. 

 ivo MLUDEK
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Kasandra spent her childhood in the 

kingdom of a number of tents and 

makeshift shelters made of anything 

found, surrounded by walls of litter. During 

the day she would usually go into town 

with her parents and siblings. On a horse-

drawn cart they would heap the treasures 

they were lucky to find – plastic bottles 

and cardboard boxes. Selling plastics and 

paper to collection centres is, like in the 

case of Kasandra and her family, the means 

of livelihood for many residents of the 

Macedonian city of Skopje, who find no 

other work in the country. In the afternoon I would usually find 

Kasandra together with other children begging by the bridge 

where we had met some time ago. Instead of the five denars 

she had asked me for, I gave her at least a biscuit. And she 

started talking. 

‘My name’s Kasandra and I’m eight and these are all my 

brothers and sisters! We play here all day and also beg, and I 

like it. I don’t go to school, but I don’t mind,’ she said to me 

showing her shining teeth. I wanted to ask many other things, 

but my limited knowledge of Macedonian did not allow me to. 

‘And what do you wish for most of all?’ I asked Kasandra at least. 

‘A hairclip like you have,’ she replied without hesitation. 

I came another day to fulfil Kasandra’s greatest wish. But she 

is no longer there, and I fail to find her even a few weeks later. 

The marriage of eight-year-old Kasandra from Skopje
‘Where’s Kasandra?’ I ask the 

children who are rushing to 

me with the hope that I am 

bringing something for them. 

‘Kasandra is no longer here, 

she has gone to get married 

in Germany,’ they shout, with 

great enthusiasm. They are 

proud of their eight-year-old 

friend. Yesterday she played 

with them on the steps amidst 

the heaps of litter under the 

massive pillars of the railway 

bridge near the central station 

in Skopje, where together with 

dozens of relatives she had 

found a home. And now such 

great luck has befallen her!
8

I start to admit that she has really gone. 

My common sense tells me that at the age 

of eight, marriage cannot have been the 

reason. There are not many organisations in 

Macedonia that would care for people living 

near the railway bridge and other excluded 

localities. The Centre of Social Work that 

should assure the protection of children 

works in the eyes of many only on paper, 

and therefore most of the work is left to non-

profit organisations. Ms Ljatife, who works for 

one such organisation called Ambrela, cares 

in her free time also for Kasandra’s family, 

among other people. She is mainly concerned with providing 

for all necessary documentation, without which people are not 

entitled to any support or assistance from the state. When I tell 

her what I have learned about Kasandra, she is not too surprised. 

I learn that child trafficking is nothing so unusual in these 

settings; the Macedonian police do not do much to solve the 

problem, but sometimes, thanks to international cooperation, 

some cases are revealed. 

And so I am standing under the railway bridge near the Skopje 

central station and I am recalling the ever smiling Kasandra 

with her sly glance who can touch the tip of her nose with her 

tongue and can ride a bike even though it has no tyres. In my 

pocket I am clutching the hairpin which she wanted so much 

and which will probably never reach her.

Markéta nešporová (May 2011)
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She comes from the village of Anoti in the 

Karnataka state. When she was two years 

old, her mum died. Her father remarried 

some time later, and from that moment bad 

times began for Durgi and her three siblings. 

The stepmother would mistreat them, and 

when Durgi’s father died their life became 

unbearable. The stepmother would steadily 

drink at home and the children had to work in 

the field to exhaustion.

When Durgi turned ten, her stepmother 

suddenly started to behave like another 

person. She was kind, nice and gentle. And 

then with the help of Durgi’s own uncle she 

sold her for twelve thousand rupees to a man 

called Ashutosch. He asked Durgi to keep him 

company. He even cooked a special meal for 

her, but it made Durgi very ill. She remembers 

nothing else. When she awoke, she was on a train from Bangalore 

to Mumbai. 

Where she ended up afterwards, she does not know exactly. She 

only guesses that it was some two hours’ drive from the centre of 

Mumbai. For four endless days, she was sexually abused there. The 

first day she screamed, but nobody helped her. The second day 

she smashed a broken bottle in horror against a man who was 

pouncing on her. As punishment, they locked 

her up. The next day, in fear of the future, she 

jumped out of the window from the second 

floor. She still did not manage to escape her 

tormentors. They took her to a brothel where 

from the first moment she was forced to satisfy 

up to sixty customers a day, working from seven 

o’clock in the morning until midnight. When she 

reached the age of thirteen, the daily number of 

customers reduced to thirty. 

And so it went on until a police raid was made 

on the brothel and Durgi, together with seven 

other girls, was saved and taken to Deonar 

House, a facility that provides protection for girls 

with similar destinies. 

Durgi did not want to live any more. She would 

often think about committing suicide, but now 

she is feeling much better. She is determined to 

cooperate to identify her abductors and the owners of the brothel. 

She would like to become a social worker and help other girls in 

overcoming similarly appalling situations, into which fate has sent 

them, like her, against their own will.

Leona ŠnÉVaJSOVÁ (June 2007) 

Durgi – ten-year-old Indian girl forced into prostitution
Durgi is just a seventeen-

year-old young Indian lady. 

Despite her young age she 

has already lived through 

hell.

What discouraged her 

from the frequently 

contemplated idea of 

committing suicide, was 

her decision to help other 

girls who are forced to 

experience the same horror 

as she once used to.

10
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For a year and a half she lived with her husband in makeshift conditions in schools and camps – in 

a depressing environment that gives little hope for the future. In the early summer days of 2006, 

there came a big change in Arifa’s life. She and her husband received a house in the new location of 

Naduooth, approximately ten kilometres from their original residence. These new houses had been 

built by the organization People in Need using resources from the SOS Sri Lanka public collection. 

Along with them, nearly two hundred people from Annal Nagar moved into the other houses. 

In Naduooth, Arifa is going to work in the newly built kindergarten and is very much looking forward 

to her work there. ‘I know that my children are lost forever and nobody can bring them back to me, 

but I am grateful for the chance to help others raise their children,’ she says with a smile. 

Because of the tsunami, many people had to seek not only a new home, but also a new occupation. 

People will have to get used to the new community. This should be helped by the community 

development programmes, including the programme supporting the establishment of new trades 

and small business plans, which the organisation People in Need helps to develop. Thanks to this 

programme, Arifa’s husband will be able to open his own carpentry workshop in the district town of 

Trincomalee, and so fulfil his long-held wish. 

The tsunami left many children to their fate with nobody to take care of them. Arifa and her husband 

adopted one such child – a ten-year-old boy who now lives with them in their new house. 

‘All of the nice things that have happened to me recently help me forget, step by step, the earlier 

suffering, and I believe that my life will get as happy as it used to be before the tsunami,’ adds Arifa 

with a light of hope in her eyes.

Petr SCHMiED (September 2006)

Hundreds of thousands of Sri Lankans 

will never forget the 26th December 

2004. Many lost all they had – family, 

home, work. The forty-year-old Arifa is 

one of them. Before the fatal disaster, 

she lived with her family in the north-

east of Sri Lanka, in the Muslim coastal 

village of Annal Nagar. That fateful 

December morning, a ten metre-high 

tsunami wave swept away her two 

children, who were just on their way 

to school. She tried to flee from the 

house with her two other children, but 

the huge mass of water snatched them 

from her arms. None of the children 

survived.

13

Arifa from Sri Lanka robbed of her  
four children by a tsunami 
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Bogdan lives with his large family in one of the small 

prefab flats. Two rooms and a small kitchen must suffice 

for thirteen people. Both parents are unemployed 

and his grandparents are very old and sick. Only one 

of Bogdan’s three older brothers goes to school, three 

other younger siblings are still very small, and the 

youngest, Christina, is just six months old. There are 

also Bogdan’s two aunts, his father sisters, living with 

them in the flat. From his early childhood, Bogdan was 

a very nice and smart boy. Unfortunately, he is small in 

stature and when he started going to school he became 

the victim of bullying. He refused to admit the fact that 

his family is very poor – he did not have the necessary 

school supplies, he constantly wore dirty clothes, and 

was often hungry. Although he was very bright and was 

doing very well, he stopped going to school and spent 

his days wandering through the dirty streets, just like his 

two older brothers.

One late autumn afternoon, he met Mark in the street – 

a boy of the same age who was just going home from 

the Day Centre of St. Francis of Assisi. They started to talk, 

and Mark offered to Bogdan that he could join him the 

next day to go and see what the centre was like. 

The little Bogdan was astonished by all the things he 

saw in the centre the next morning. Then everything 

gained rapid momentum – social workers from the 

centre visited Bogdan’s parents and, when they saw their 

desperate social situation, they suggested admitting 

Bogdan to the centre. Bogdan’s parents agreed and, 

starting the following month, he attended the centre 

daily. It could not be better – he now has clean clothes 

every day and he can eat his fill three times a day. He has 

made many new friends. He also started going to school 

again and, thanks to the help of the centre workers who 

help him with homework, he quickly caught up with 

the missed curriculum. Bogdan is very bright and excels 

at school. He has even got over the fact that he is the 

smallest in the class – the centre workers have helped 

him realize that if someone excels at learning, it does not 

make any difference whether one is small or big. If he 

gets an education, he will have a much greater chance 

in the future to ensure a better life for himself than that 

of his parents, and also better than that of many of his 

peers who still live on the street and struggle day by day 

for a piece of bread. 

This is not just Bogdan’s story. It is the story of many 

other children who have been helped by the Day Centre 

of St. Francis of Assisi, established by Caritas Satu Mare, 

for children of the street and from poor families. There 

are already more than fifty of these children.

natálie Kadulová (May 2005)

The ten-year-old Bogdan comes from 

Kraik, the poorest quarter of the poor 

Romanian city of Baia Mare. Existence 

here means constant balancing on 

the thin edge between life and death. 

The majority of the prefabricated 

houses in the quarter are in such an 

appalling condition that they are 

condemned for demolition. Many of 

the dwellers, however, do not even 

live in these prefabs, but in wretched 

tin shacks that are scattered all 

around. Anywhere you look, you see 

rubbish everywhere, just like on a 

dump. There is no electricity, heating 

or drinking water. 

15

Bogdan – the boy from a Romanian rubbish dump
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Going to various matches she visited many countries – Sweden, Portugal, 

Belgium, Germany and Austria. She played at the World, European as well 

Slovak Championships, winning four gold, two silver and one bronze 

medals. After one of her victories she had the opportunity, together 

with the other winners, to meet with Vladimír Mečiar, who made a great 

impression on her. She proudly recalls how lucky she was to dine with 

such an outstanding politician, who even gave her money and kissed 

her on the cheek.

Marcela is an apprenticed tailor. At the age of eighteen she left the 

children’s home and returned to her mother in Lipany. At that time, she 

also received an offer to go to America as a table tennis representative of 

Slovakia. When talking about her decision to stay at home and reject the 

offer, she clearly shows that she has regretted it many times since then. 

Bad times were to come again.

First, her stepfather died, and her mum soon after. At the age of twenty-

one she gave birth to a son called Mirek, whose father was not of Roma 

origin. He might have married Marcela if it had not been for his mother, 

who was fundamentally against and who could not put up with the idea 

that her son should marry a Roma girl. And so Marcela remained a single 

mother. Sometimes, the father of her child comes to see his son, but she 

never sees any money from him. 

Marcela is living with her son in a brick hut in the Lipany settlement. She 

does not like it there, and would like to move away. In the settlement 

people drink and fight a lot, and all are ruined by the ever-present usury. 

Like most single mothers there, Marcela is branded a pest.

Marcela Červeňáková was 

born in 1979 in Stará Ľubovňa 

in the country of Slovakia. 

When she was six years old, 

her father died. Her mother 

soon found a new partner who 

did not like Marcela. It was 

not long before she ended up 

in a children’s home. But she 

has nice memories of her time 

there. ‘They treated me very 

nicely there,’ she recalls. It was 

in the children’s home that she 

got the opportunity to play 

table tennis competitively as a 

member of the junior team. 17

Marcela Červeňáková – unhappy  
gold medallist of Slovakia

But she is determined not to give up. Currently, she is 

trying to get some education by attending a course in 

horticulture. She does not enjoy it. She would like to 

take up sport again, but who knows if it is not too late. 

So she is at least leading a dancing club at the special 

primary school and attending various performances. 

The Roma community centre, operating as part of 

the settlement in Lipany, is in her opinion very useful, 

teaching children to read, write, count, to know the 

colours, and get prepared for school. Marcela’s opinion 

on Gadje is not bad, but it hurts her when someone 

calls her foul names in the street. When asked whether 

she is happy, she replies after a while that she is not. The 

only happiness in her life is her child. God knows what 

fate is awaiting them. Zuzana Helmová (May 2005)
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Father Jan was asking these questions at 

a seminar organized by Caritas Grodno, 

where I met him. This event is one of the few 

opportunities in Belarus to learn more about 

humanitarian aid, the experience of Caritas 

organisations from abroad or perhaps most 

importantly, how to successfully wriggle 

through the Belarusian legislation and navigate 

in the ever-changing government regulations. 

Jan had learnt to circumvent the communist 

state power in the army. Every Sunday, he would excuse his 

absence from breakfast with sickness, pains of various organs, or 

light injuries. For a long time he was succeeding, and while the 

military regime tried to suppress any spiritual needs of people, it 

made them grow stronger in Jan. He himself had, at that time, 

no idea that the KGB interrogations during which he was offered 

college education with the guarantee of a promising job in 

exchange for his collaboration, would lead him in the opposite 

direction - to God. 

His long-term resistance to the KGB earned him repeated 

extensions of his compulsory military service. This young man, 

with a Christian conscience, has remained an indigestible morsel 

for the state secret service operating in Belarus to this day. In the 

end, Jan who did not budge one inch from his convictions, was 

freed from the army life in the barracks by a lucky coincidence.

The vigilance of the Soviet postal officers happened to lessen 

temporarily, and thanks to a common telegram from an 

acquaintance in Belarus, the smart Jan was issued documents 

needed to cross the Belarus-Lithuanian border. The original 

reason for the invitation in the telegram, which 

was restoration studies, was then changed 

to seminary studies in Vilnius. After several 

Lithuanian KGB interrogations, Jan received 

the permission to study and stayed there for 

several years. Like other Belarusians, Jan too has 

the problem of determining his own national 

identity. He is proud of his Polish ancestry and his 

typical Polish surname, but at the same time, as 

an educated man, he realizes that his true roots 

are in Belarus. The current government is trying to displace from 

‘their’ nation the remainders of any patriotic feelings. These are 

incompatible with the Russian model that has been dictated in 

the country for over a hundred years.

Jan solved this struggle his way. At his own request and following 

a prior arrangement with the bishop he returned to Belarus. 

He knew what to expect ... Endless efforts to get along with the 

representatives of the local government, illegal trips for material 

assistance to Poland, constant hunting for permits for everything 

- to place a statue of Christ in front of the church, or to hold the 

ceremonial Corpus Christi Procession through the village; and 

also searching for various financial resources to maintain the 

parish church, to build the rectory or to buy a house that would 

unofficially serve as the home for lonely older people from 

surrounding villages ... while at any moment he could exchange 

this mission in his country, run by a government of which he 

is ashamed, for a calm spiritual life in another country in the 

European Union. However, he feels that his place is here.

anna JUrÁČKOVÁ (May 2008)

It was clear to the lady 

working for the Belarusian 

ministry that the priest, Jan, 

has had his experience with 

shipments of humanitarian 

aid from abroad. From the 

questions like: ‘...and if by 

chance I wanted to get across 

the borders...’ the young 

clerk made out that this 

clergyman is trying in vain to 

find a way of inconspicuously 

getting around some of the 

laws; that he is looking for 

a way that would simplify 

the long process of verifying 

the documents necessary 

for the approval to import 

humanitarian aid. 
19

Where is the place of Father Jan’s from Belarus
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The twenty-six-year-old Abdukadir was, in 

his native Somalia, a teacher, teaching his 

beloved mathematics at a primary school. 

In June 2006, soldiers burst into his house, 

and without a word of explanation took him 

to jail. He was faced with a simple choice: he 

would either become a soldier or they would 

kill him. Abdukadir chose life. In September, 

unrests seized the village and so everyone 

moved to the neighbouring region. They 

returned one long year later. Abdukadir found a job at school 

again, and life was slowly coming back to its old ways.

But then June 2008 came. Men-at-arms stormed into 

Abdukadir’s house again and threatened him with death; 

this time the reason being that he was not a Muslim but a 

secret Christian. One week later, riots broke out there and all 

of the inhabitants were forced to hide in the neighbouring 

village. At night, they suffered from the cold and so Abdukadir 

and his father decided to go back to their house and bring 

blankets. This decision was ultimately fatal for them. Their 

house was guarded by armed men who started firing at 

them with no warning. Miraculously, Abdukadir and his father 

escaped without even a scratch. They hid in the house but 

the gunmen surrounded them. All of a sudden, everything 

around Abdukadir was on fire, he heard the cries of his father 

and saw his own body covered with flames. With the rest of 

their strength they managed to get out of the house ruins and 

extinguish their burning bodies by rolling on the ground. 

The severe burns needed urgent treatment, 

but there was no working hospital around. This 

time luck was with them. They were taken in 

by Ugandan peacekeepers. Although their help 

was also limited – two weeks later they released 

them saying that ‘there is nothing more they 

can do for them.’ Abdukadir was still young and 

strong, but his father died two months later as a 

result of the burns. It happened on 11th August 

2008 – Abdukadir will never forget that date. In 

that moment, he decided to search for a world not ruled by 

violence, a world where he would find peace and freedom …

On 24th November he set out on his long and dangerous 

journey to happiness. He began in Ethiopia – on the border he 

paid 50 dollars to a smuggler, who got him safely to the capital 

city of Addis Ababa. There he met a man from Somalia, with 

whom he went on. Having paid another 250 dollars payoff 

to the smugglers, he spent the next two days hiding under 

the canvas of a car together with other refugees heading for 

Sudan. The destination, however, turned into a nightmare for 

many of them – they were arrested by the police and returned 

back to Somalia. Abdukadir was the only one who managed to 

escape. He then continued alone by bus to the Matama border, 

but then he was faced with another problem – he had spent all 

of his money on the payoffs. Abdukadir had to act very quickly 

because the probability of being detected was growing hour 

by hour. Rescue came from a church where he took refuge and, 

where the priest enabled him to contact the family and also 

I met Abdukadir in one of 

the three Malta’s detention 

centres, a prison-like place 

which is the involuntary 

home to all migrants entering 

the territory of Malta without 

proper documentation. His 

quest for European happiness 

seems like a figment of the 

exaggerated fantasy of an 

action film writer – there 

is blackmail, escape from 

death in flames, clandestine 

border-crossings, hiding from 

the police, forged documents, 

heaps of bribe …

Abdukadir – action hero against his will provided his bank account where Abdukadir’s relatives could send the necessary money 

for the rest of his journey. 

After two days and two nights of walking, and with the help of a kind-hearted farmer, he 

managed to reach the longed-for Sudanese border. However, luck turned away from him 

for some time when, not knowing the terrain, he ran straight into the local police station. 

He hid in the nearby bushes but the soldiers sensed the refugee’s presence and on the 

captain’s order set them all on fire. For the second time Abdukadir was surrounded by 

flames, sparked deliberately with the intention to kill him … ‘The fire is probably to be 

my destiny that I won’t escape,’ raced through his head. … Fortunately, the soldiers were 

satisfied by the act of fire-raising alone and searched for him no further. 

For another 350 dollars, Abdukadir reached the capital city of Sudan Khartoum. 

Nevertheless, his balancing on the line between life and death went on – in the company 

of a smuggler, he embarked on a two-week journey through the desert. In a very old 

Toyota car, some thirty other refugees were crammed in together with him. Three of 

them did not survive the tortuous journey of unbearable hunger and thirst. There was no 

time to stop, and so the dead were left in the desert without a funeral. 

On New Year’s Day 2009 Abdukadir finally entered Libya. With forged documents he got 

to Tripolis and on 7th January he boarded a ship which, for another 800 dollars, was to fulfil 

his European dream. He spent five days on the ship together with another hundred and 

sixty people. On the third day of the voyage, the weather changed abruptly and the cold 

sea began churning. ‘So after all it will not be fire but water,’ Abdukadir thought. He owes 

his rescue to a Philippine merchant ship, which carried all of the migrants to the nearest 

shore – the island of Malta. 

And so on 12th January, a three-month stay at a detention centre for illegal migrants 

is the beginning of Abdukadir’s European adventure. He has gained his long-wished-

for ‘freedom’ and now, filled with hope, is awaiting the verdict of the Commissioner for 

Refugees who will decide on which direction our sad hero is to wend his way further … 

He has met his fate neither in the fire that he managed to escape twice, within a hair’s 

breadth, and the traces of which he shall carry with him all of his life on his body; nor in 

the churning sea in which he could have drowned. Let us wish for him to flee from both 

for good into a better world.  Klára KaDaVÁ (May 2009) 
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He and his wife met at a college. They fell in love and 

nothing could separate their love, not even the fact 

that she was a Shiite Muslim. However, the marriage of 

a Sunni with a Shiite Muslim wife was never accepted by 

the local people. The traditionally intolerant society was 

making it plain all the time that their living together was 

wrong. Constant contempt, intolerance, and oppression, 

eventually forced them out of their own country. 

‘It became really unbearable,’ Milad heaves a sigh, and 

starts narrating how they left for Pakistan, where they 

would live for fourteen long years and where their three 

sons and one daughter would be born. However, the 

longing for home was stronger than their instinct of self-

preservation. They returned to Afghanistan as a big family 

with the belief that society would accept them.

They had been there for less than a week, when the most 

terrible event in their lives happened. Their eldest son 

was shot dead. ‘He was only fourteen,’ recalls Milad, and 

his voice falters, forcing him to stop for a moment. His 

wife was not able to bear the tragic death of their son and 

fell seriously ill. Milad had no other choice but to sell the 

house and put to flight again. 

The money for the house got them to Iran, and from there 

further on to Turkey. In Turkey, they walked through the 

mountains, crossed the river and arrived in Greece. Their 

youngest son had to endure the whole journey with a 

broken arm. On the beach, they pleaded a bus driver to 

take them to a town or city. Instead of helping them, he 

called the immigration police. 

The whole family lived for several months in one room 

with no kitchen and one awful toilet for the rent of 300 

Euros per month. Milad tried to make money as many 

other immigrants do, by selling small items at markets or 

by incidental work. In the local Charity, he helped with 

interpreting from Persian to English for a few tins of milk 

and soap. The family received a residence permit for 

only one-month in Greece, and that expired earlier this 

February. But where were they to go? Therefore, they 

became illegal immigrants without documents, with no 

residence permit, and without any work or money. The 

children could not go to work, and Milad’s beautiful, but 

incredibly careworn and sick wife, was not entitled to 

medical care. 

Then suddenly, Milad ceased to appear in the Charity, 

where I had regularly used to meet and talk to him. For a 

month and a half there was no trace of him. Then I found 

a message in my email box ... Milad wrote that he and his 

family had again set out on a journey towards a better 

future. They had fled from Greece to Germany, which had 

always been their longed-for country...and they made 

this dream come true. 

Markéta StODOLOVÁ (May 2010) 

Milad is a near forty-year-

old man from Afghanistan. 

He was born as a Sunni. He 

is the epitome of humility 

and gratitude. His life is the 

story of a great love which 

was not favoured by people 

around him; it is a story of 

continuously running away. 

And it is also a story about 

the murder of his eldest 

son...

22

Milad’s story of love, escape, death and happiness
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Lucien had lived in his native Surinam for twenty-four 

years when, thanks to a Dutch development fund, he got 

the opportunity to go to Brazil to study civil engineering. 

Lucien was experiencing wonderful times – he was 

studying, the scholarship was quite generous and many 

women were around him. He married straight after his 

graduation and he and his wife were expecting their first 

child. The marriage was a happy one and soon there came 

a second child. However, Lucien could not find a job in his 

field. When he finally decided to resolve the situation by 

returning back to his native Surinam, some big problems 

resulted. His wife did not want to leave her mother country 

at any price. In the end, the worries and quarrels destroyed 

their marriage. Lucien returned to his native land, where 

he soon found a job, but his wife and the two children 

stayed in Brazil. 

Some time later, Lucien met another woman, who was 

Dutch. Together they went to Holland, where Lucien found 

his dream job and his new relationship just blossomed. 

Shortly after, there came the wedding. It seemed that 

his time everything had worked out great, and that 

nothing would stand in the way of their happiness. But 

Lucien was yearning for his two children, and asked them 

to come for a visit. When arranging for all the necessary 

documents he experienced an unexpected shock – the 

Dutch authorities discovered that he was still married to 

his first wife! Puzzled Lucien, who lived in the belief that his 

previous marriage was valid only in the territory of Brazil, 

decided to put everything in order as quickly as possible, 

and immediately divorced his Brazilian wife. However, his 

second marriage had already become invalid, as well as 

his granted Dutch citizenship. That was, however, just the 

beginning of his troubles ... Having been granted Dutch 

citizenship, he automatically ceased to be a citizen of 

Surinam! And so, by a strange coincidence, Lucien does 

not actually exist today, because he has no nationality. 

Lucien took the issue to court, of course, and his 

attorneys were highly optimistic at the beginning of the 

proceedings, because they believed that such an absurd 

situation must be easy and fast to resolve. But as time 

passed, their belief in a happy ending began to fade. After 

four years of legal wrangling over his Dutch citizenship, 

Lucien finally gave up. Today, he just wants to return back 

to Surinam, to found a small engineering company and to 

be able to see his children, without the fear of deportation 

and an uncertain future. But that is not possible. He cannot 

stay in Holland, but at the same time, he is not allowed to 

return to Surinam. Wherever he goes, his stay will be illegal 

and he can be deported at any time. This is the knotty 

story of Lucien, who, by one divorce, lost not only both of 

his wives but also his citizenship. 

Daniela niEBaUErOVÁ (May 2011)

Before the forty-two-year-old Lucien 

from Surinam agreed to tell his tangled 

life story, he insisted on two essential 

conditions. We must talk somewhere 

other than in the ROS organisation, 

which here in Rotterdam helps refugees 

and immigrants without documents 

and citizenship, because even walls 

have ears – that was the first condition. 

And the second was that he would give 

me a photograph to accompany the 

story. I soon realized why. He wanted 

me to recount what was not apparent 

at first glance. Or would you perhaps 

imagine a man who voluntarily sweeps 

the streets of Rotterdam to be a civil 

engineering graduate?24

Lucien – an illegal engineer from Surinam who at  
one moment lost two wives and his citizenship
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What does a year mean for a sailor like him, who has sailed the 

whole world over? Nothing; one sweep of his axe – dyadya 

begins to work. Winter is long, and wood is needed in the 

kitchen all the time. No hurry, the work will wait! Yeah, when he 

was young, that was something totally different: an excellent 

student at school, a dandy in the army, a lion on land, a wolf 

on the sea, a respected man and flight engineer on the largest 

tank ships in the world – from Odessa to Africa, then Chukotka 

and maybe even further. Then back home to his wife and 

children, for three months to relax, and back to the sea again. 

But times are changing. ‘Used to be,’ he says while shuttling 

between the shed and the kitchen, there and back again.

The story started somewhere in the icy waters around the New 

Country, that held him up for longer than was good. The life 

aboard a ship is hard. Do not kill a rat and it will eat the food 

supplies and you die ... He managed to overcome all of the 

traps and was finally heading for home. 

‘At home, oh, home of mine,
What you, my love, have done!
You’ve put me out of mind!
With another man you lie
And never shall you find
What feelings killed my heart.’

‘Murderer, murderer, murderer ... 

murderer, murderer, murderer,’ 

the ravens sitting on the fence are 

calling, while dyadya Jura is slowly 

approaching his woodshed. He slept 

badly last night, and his breakfast 

porridge was tasteless again. So 

what? It won’t be much longer. He 

is seventy-two now. Next year he is 

going to move into the new home 

for the elderly, which is now being 

reconstructed through the hands 

of most of his colleagues – clients 

from the community for ex-prisoners 

in Brody in the Ukraine. 

27

Dyadya Jura (Uncle Jura)  
– murderer from the Ukraine

Insane and desperate, he instantly killed her.  

A trial ensued, followed by eight years of 

heavy prison. There, one has a lot time to 

wonder about where his fate got twisted. 

And dyadya knows now; daydya repents as a 

broken man... 

Today he is old and popular in the community. 

When in the evening he leaves to lie down on 

his hard bed, people greet him and he kindly 

beckons to them. But nothing is black or white 

– the stain will stay with him until the end of 

his days. And dyadya knows, the people in the 

community know and the ravens know, too ... 

Martin VYLÍČiL (May 2006)
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Ms. Božena comes from Brno. Her mother showed little 

interest in her, and so until the age of twelve, she was raised 

by her grandmother. Then she had to stand on her own feet, 

and find a place to live and work. However, the war and 

occupation came. The Germans dragged Ms. Božena into 

the remand prison in Brno. For four days, the investigators 

brutally beat her with a scourge, breaking her pelvic bones 

and damaging her spine. She managed to survive, but at the 

cost of permanent health damage. Furthermore, she had to 

endure forced labour in Germany. The traumas of torture 

during the interrogations grew even worse through the 

terrible fear of bombings she was experiencing during the 

liberation of Berlin. 

The war came to an end, but Ms. Božena’s life never returned 

back to normal. At the age of twenty-seven, she had to file 

for disability retirement. Her lifelong painful problems with 

the trigeminal nerve were added to by the consequences 

of the Gestapo torture, and unfortunately also by the ever 

haunting trauma of the injustices which she endured. Ms. 

Božena had to undergo twenty-two operations. From the 

early seventies, she stayed in various homes and institutions 

and, whenever she could, she occasionally earned money 

by doing various makeshift jobs. However, the harrowing 

memories of her hard times in Berlin kept coming back in 

severe traumas. While Czechoslovakia was enjoying the brief 

Ms. Božena from Myslibořice who 
sings as good as she can
At first glance, you would never 

be able to imagine the destiny 

of this near ninety-year-old lady, 

who you can meet, walking 

with the help of a walker or a 

stick, through the corridors of 

the Home for Seniors, located 

in the castle in the picturesque 

village of Myslibořice, in the 

Třebíč region. Ms. Božena was 

born several years after the 

constitution of the Czechoslovak 

Republic. Before settling here 

in the home nine years ago, she 

had lived through the whole 

history of our state and all that 

came with it.
28

moments of its regained freedom in 1968, Ms. Božena was in 

her flat suffering an unimaginable fear that released prisoners 

would attack and rob her … 

Due to the trigeminal nerve problems, Ms. Božena suffers from 

continuous headaches and she has recently suffered a stroke. 

Yet she tries to be as self-reliant as she can – she walks along 

the castle corridors every day, she chooses an interesting book 

to read, which is recommended by the librarian, and instead of 

her afternoon rest, she observes life around her and reflects …

And I, in turn, reflect upon the strength that helped Ms. 

Boženka to endure her hard fate. We then meet in one of the 

evangelical worship services that are held daily in the home. 

Ms. Boženka has believed in God since she was seventeen, and 

it was her faith that brought great support and assistance in all 

of the life difficulties and hardships. Ms. Boženka always used 

to love to sing in the worship meetings, but she can no longer 

do so because her vocal chords are damaged. So she does 

what she was left with in her life: she listens to the beautiful 

singing of others and she herself sings at least the way she can.

Eliška rYŠaVÁ (November 2010)
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On Christmas Eve he turned to me 

and asked: ‘Isn’t today some important 

festival for the Czech Christians?’ ‘Yes, it 

is,’ I replied, ‘one of the most important. 

We call it Christmas Eve.’ ‘And what do 

you, Christians, usually eat on this day?’ 

my friend asked. 

‘Fish,’ I said.

About an hour later, my host 

disappeared and did not return until 

evening. He placed a package wrapped 

in newspaper in front of me on the 

kitchen table. I took it out and there 

lay before me on a piece of paper – a 

rollmop (pickled herring fillets).

The story has two points: my friend went to the next village of Dubajurt to buy my 

Christmas Eve herring. This village was separated from our village by the Russian 

frontline. My host had to sneak across twice – once on the way there, and then on the 

way back carrying the rollmop. The second point: my friend’s name is Isa. Isa is the name 

of Jesus in the Quran. On that night, I got my Christmas Eve dinner from Jesus himself. 

Jaromír ŠtĚtina, Patron of the Monument of Stories (December 1999)
Czech senator and journalist

The Christmas fish of Jaromír Štětina  
in occupied Chechnya 
In 1999, my Chechen friend 

was hiding me from the 

Russian Federal Army in his 

prefab flat in a village south 

of Grozny. It was the time 

around Christmas.

30
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Yes, it is seven years since the students of CARITAS – 

College of Social Work Olomouc and I started to think 

over and then also brought into life the idea, at the end 

of which there is the monument filled with real stories, 

some of which you have just read. We were led by the 

effort and desire to make people around us familiar with 

the mission of our college, and also to encourage them 

to participate more in helping those who need it. We 

wanted to introduce them as persons with real faces, 

unique stories and unrepeatable destinies; destinies 

often as hard as the stones that represent them in the 

Monuments of Stories.

It soon became apparent that the message of the 

Monument of Stories, emerging gradually through the 

power of the destinies collected, has a lot of overlaps; 

about which we had not had the faintest idea seven 

years ago. The sculptor, Lubomír Dostál, found a 

mention in some old Indian legends about how Native 

Americans would keep stones in the memory of special 

events in their lives. Jaromír Štětina, who became the 

patron of the Monument of Stories in 2006, pointed out 

that the idea of transferring stories and laying stones 

has origins in the Christian-Jewish tradition. And finally, 

three years ago, during the regular ceremony of placing 

new stones into the Monument of Stories, the Auxiliary 

Bishop of Olomouc, Mons. Josef Hrdlička, recalled the 

words of the biblical Apocalypse: ‘I will give those who 

emerge victorious … a white stone …‘ (Revelation 

2:17). And he added that the stones in the Monument 

of Stories convey not just our touch, but also the touch 

of God. Some time ago, a teacher I know well decided 

to read some of the stories to her elementary school 

pupils. She said afterwards that already during the 

reading, the otherwise noisy class was dead silent, and 

the next day the pupils came all by themselves to say 

that they wanted to participate collectively in the Child 

Sponsorship Programme for the Ukraine. Obviously, the 

same thing happened to them as to many of us: we too 

started to weigh up our life against the stories in the 

Monument. And so we found, that although we had 

originally intended through the Monument of Stories to 

make the people around learn more about us, we finally 

learned far more about ourselves. So today, I can readily 

answer the original seven-year-old question: none of us 

was the inventor, we all just joined in the idea that is 

more than two-thousand-years-old. It had been present 

in the building of CARITAS – College of Social Work 

Olomouc since its foundation. It was there for the reason 

of the college foundation, whose mission is based on 

the biblical statement ‘Deus caritas est’; that is, God is 

love. One just needed to absorb the atmosphere, listen 

carefully and be inspired, and through that then learn 

that we ourselves are to become an instrument and a 

part of that two-thousand-year old story; if we want 

to emerge victorious and, at the close of our journey, 

deserve our little white stone.  ivo MLUDEK

Seven years ago, when launching 

the project of the Monument of 

Stories, I was asked a question at 

the press conference – who was 

the actual inventor of the whole 

idea? I do not remember what my 

improvised answer at that time 

was, but I am certain that it was 

different from what I would answer 

today. After all, there is an old bon 

mot saying that repartee is what 

you think of exactly five minutes 

after the end of the interview with 

the media ... There are contexts, 

however, usually significant ones, 

which can be understood only 

from a certain distance. Seven 

years seems a long enough time to 

gain such a distance.

33

The last stone is our own
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The Monument of Stories...  ... will never be complete,
 just like our responsibility 
 for others will never cease.
 More stories can be found at www.caritas-vos.cz/socha/
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CaritaS – College of Social Work Olomouc
The totalitarian regime, which was imposed in Central Europe after WWII, tried to suppress for the long period of forty years 

anything free, independent or of a distinct thinking. The Catholic Church was in the particularly difficult position of being 

unable to engage in anything other than sacral activities and was systematically decimated. Education was possible only in 

state schools that were under the direct control of the Communist party. 

November 1989 finally brought the overthrow of the Communist regime in Czechoslovakia, and marked the beginning of 

a free, civic society. Churches began once again to undertake those activities that had been forbidden for such a long time. 

Among the most significant in this wide spectrum was charitable and social work, and humanitarian work. New facilities 

rapidly emerged and the non-governmental sector began to set a progressive pace in the sphere of social services just 

as in other areas. Soon afterwards, however, it became obvious that a higher level of competence, expertise and special 

preparation was necessary. This was consequently the stimulus for the Archbishop of Olomouc Mons. Jan Graubner to 

found CaritaS – College of Social Work Olomouc in 1995. Over a relatively short time, it has become a renowned 

institution offering unique educational programmes. 

CARITAS – College of Social Work Olomouc offers education in two educational programmes – Charitable and Social Work 

(in the form of a full-time as well as a part-time study course) and Social and Humanitarian Work (in the form of a full-

time course only). The study is characterized by connecting a high-quality theoretical education with practical experience, 

that the students acquire at workplaces within the Czech Republic, as well as abroad. At present, students can choose 

placements in more than 20 countries across 4 continents. During their internships, they are asked to record the story of one 

of their clients, which is then placed into the Monument of Stories in the college courtyard in the form of symbolic stones.

More than 400 students can study the parallel Bachelor study course that is realized in cooperation with Sts Cyril and 

Methodius Faculty of Theology at Palacký University Olomouc. 

The activity of CARITAS – College of Social Work Olomouc and its cooperation with Sts Cyril and Methodius Faculty of 

Theology is a continuation of the exceptionally rich and high-quality educational tradition. The Archbishop of Olomouc 

Mons. Jan Graubner says: ‘I know of no other school in the Czech Republic that would offer better education in the field, and 
in addition also assist in the process of human and spiritual maturation. A school for young people who keep their eyes open 
and can see the needs of those unable to help themselves, who have good hearts and are not indifferent to the needy, who 
are willing to engage their intelligence and their hands to make somebody’s life easier. After supplementing these skills with 
professional education, their help will become truly effective.’
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