








PRICE POVRATNIKA 1Z NEMACKE
PO SPORAZUMU 0 READMISI

STORIES OF RETURNEES FROM GERMANY
UNDER THE READMISSION AGREEMENT

O NEVIDLIVIMA, MAKING THE

A NA JAVI

zemlji kao Sto je Srbija -
gde polovina stanovnika ne zna, a druga po-
lovina nece da zna 3ta se oko njih desava, ni
kada je re¢ o sopstvenoj sudbini - gotovo da je
razumljivo Sto prode mnogo vode Dunavom
dok one takozvane, Cesto pravno i po svakom
drugom pogledu, “nevidljive” sugradane, neko
ne primeti pored sebe.

Tek kad u koméiluk stignu neki
tamo siromasni, ljudi s kraja sela, s mnogo
dece, s nekim prnjama, koji neretko govore
jezikom koji vecina ne razume, stvarnost po-
prima drugu sliku. Pocinjemo da se pitamo ko
su, odakle su se sad oni stvorili, jesu li “nasi” ili
“njihovi’, hoce li, ne daj BoZe, nasrnuti na nasu
medu i imovinu. ...

Jos kada se ovome doda da javnost
svakodnevno prati i biva bombardovana infor-
macijama o iseljavanju mladih, kao i stru¢nja-
ka raznih profila, iz Srbije u zemlje EU, opet je
skoro pa razumljivo, da mali broj gradana ista
zna o gradanima Srbije, koji se iz zemalja EU -
uglavnom Nemacke, Svedske, Svajcarske - vra-
¢a u Srbiju. lli bolje receno - biva vraceno u ta-
lasima koji su jo$ pre desetak godina poceli da
se razhijaju o obale Srbije, narocito Vojvodine.

Talase je pokrenuo Sporazum o re-
admisiji, koji je Srbija 2007. godine zakljucila
sa Evropskom unijom. Na osnovu tog doku-
menta u maticnu zemlju se vraca na desetine

INVISIBLE
VISIBLE

In a country like Serbia, in whi-
ch half of the population do not know what is
happening around them and the other half do
not want to know — even when their own fate
is at stake — you can almost see why it takes so
much for people to notice their fellow citizens:
the ones who are often legally and in every ot-
her respect, ‘invisible’

It is not until these poverty-stricken
people arrive in their neighbourhood from the
wrong end of the village, with their many chi-
Idren, wearing rags and speaking a language
that the majority do not understand, that the
reality hits home. We start to ask who they are,
where they suddenly appeared from, are they
“one of us” or are they “one of them”and whet-
her, heaven forbid, they might not start to thre-
aten our boundaries and our property.

And then when you add to this the
constant bombardment of the public with facts
and figures on the drain of young people and
professionals of every kind from Serbia to the
EU countries, then it is almost understandable
that few people know anything about those
Serbian citizens returning from European coun-
tries — primarily Germany, Sweden and Switzer-
land — to Serbia. Or to be more precise, being
returned — in waves that began to break upon
the shores of Serbia, especially Vojvodina, some
ten years ago.

GESCHICHTEN VON RUCKKEHRERN AUS DE-
UTSCHLAND AUFGRUND DES RUCKUBER-
NAHMEABKOMMENS

UBER DIE
UNSICHTBAREN,
ABER DOCH
WIRKLICHEN

hiljada ljudi. Vec i ovako osiromasena i deSava-
njima, koja ne donose brze i korenite promene,
izmucena drZava, mora da preuzme tesko bre-
me zbrinjavanja sopstvenih gradana, koji su iz
zemlje svojevremeno otisli najce3ce trazeci po-
sao, dostojnije Zivljenje i izvesniju sudbinu. Oni
su razlicite nacije i vere, najvei procenat ljudi je
romske (oko 80 odsto), albanske, srpske nacio-
nalnosti. Imaju mnogo zajednickog: Pre odlaska

su bili vrlo siromasni, nisu imali krov nad gla-
vom, ili su Ziveli u udzericama bez struje i vode,
ili imaju neku sopstvenu imovinu, najcesce
potleusu, nemaju dokumentaciju o vlasnistvu,
ili legalizaciji, nemaju licna dokumenta, gotovo

80 odsto njih ima zavrsenu osnovnu, ili nema

The waves were precipitated by
the Readmission Agreement, signed between
Serbia and the EU in 2007. Under this agree-
ment, tens of thousands of people have been
returned to their home countries. Already
under the great strain of its own internal
issues, with no fast or fundamental change
on the horizon, the state has to take on the
difficult burden of looking after those of its

own citizens who had left the country in sear-
ch of work (most often), and seeking a more
dignified life and a more certain future. They
are people of different ethnicities and faiths,
most commonly Roma (around 80%), as well

as Albanians and Serbs. They have much in




BROJKE IZA KOJIH STOJE
LJUDI

common: prior to their departure they were
very poor, had no roof over their heads or
lived in huts without electricity or water, or
they had some property of their own, most
often little more than a shack, with no legal
status and no ownership documents, ha-
ving no personal ID papers and almost 80%
of them having only completed primary
school — and many not even that. One si-
gnificant element in the stories of these fa-
milies is the children, who are the ones that
suffer the most. Often born abroad, they do
not even speak Serbian, their school certi-
ficates have not been validated in Serbia,
they cannot or do not know how to enrollin
and continue reqular schooling, and when
they do enrol in school here they fall behind
with the curriculum and are transferred to
special schools, or even drop out.

Such people are supposed to be
taken care of by the state whose citizens
they are, as well as by the state that repa-
triated them to Serbia. The greatest burden
falls, as ever, on local government, or to put
it more accurately, on the town in which
they settle, and most often even the part of
town they settlein. It should be noted, even
though it is not the immediate topic here,
that the state of Serbia has received sums
of money intended to be used for taking
care of returnees, and that various parties
are theoretically in charge of the whole
process. In practice, however, this is either
insufficient, or is poorly coordinated, or the
wrong types of assistance are provided in
the wrong way, or it is not made available
to everyone, but only to those “closest to
the fire”

And it is here in the gaps
between, where things fall through, that
attempts are made to fill in, smooth over,
iron out, warm up, cool down, get things
done, take care of people, comfort, build,

bring light, extend, build up, raise homes,

ni osnovnu Skolu. Poseban deo prica u ovakvim
porodicama su deca, koja tu, zapravo najvise
trpe, jer, rodena, preko” cesto ni ne znaju srpski
jezik, nemaju nostrifikovane diplome, ne mogu,
ili ne umeju da se uklope i nastave redovno $ko-
lovanje, i kad se upiSu ovde u Skolu, zaostaju u
savladavanju gradiva, upisuju ih u specijalne
Skole, ili, pak, ni ne nastavljaju Skolovanje!

0 takvim ljudima brinu se, ili bi bar
trebalo da se brinu, drZava diji su oni gradani i
drZava koja ih je vratila u maticnu zemlju. Naj-
vedi teret pada, kao i uvek, na lokalnu samou-
pravu, ili tacnije i razumljivije receno, na mesto
gde se povratnici naseljavaju, najcesce, cak na

feed, school, teach and give hope ... by non-governmental organisations!

Among the organisations considered most reliable in this area — who enjoy the greatest
trust and who quietly, without a great deal of fanfare or public exposure, let alone medals on their
lapels, work, help and extend hands throughout Serbia to people in these and many other troubles — is
the Ecumenical Humanitarian Organisation (EHO) from Novi Sad. The many members of the EHO“fami-
ly”— professionals in all kinds of areas of social welfare and health care, educators, psychologists, legal
experts, priests, journalists, linguists, coordinators of a multitude of projects, local staff and volunteers,
and not least friends and donors from European countries — are all committed to the great ecumenical
and charitable mission to help their neighbour.

The publication you hold in your hands sheds light on just a small cross-section of the work
of the Ecumenical Humanitarian Organisation, which relates to the project“Support for the reintegrati-
on of vulnerable families returning voluntarily or being deported from Germany to Serbia”. The stories
you will read in the pages that follow are just a small, modest insight into how things really are. These
are stories that make the invisible people visible.




deo grada koji nastanjuju. Valja pomenuti,
iako nije direktno tema ove storije, da je
drZava Srbija dobila izvesnu svotu novca
za zbrinjavanje povratnika, da se o ¢itavom
procesu brinu razne strane i razni Cinioci. U
praksi, medutim, sve to ili nije dovoljno, ili
nije dobro koordinisano, ili su pogresni na-
diniivrste pomodi, ili ona nije dostupna svi-
ma jednako, po principu, ko blize vatri...”

| uravo te ,rupe” izmedu ili nije
ovo, ili nije ono, pokusavaju da popune, da
izglade, da ispeglaju, da ugreju, da ohlade,
da udine, da zbrinu, da utese, da stvore,
da osvetle, da dograde, da sagrade, da
podignu dom, da nahrane, da Skoluju, da
nauce, da daju nadu, da ... nevladine orga-
nizacije!

Medu onima koji su u ovim
poslovima” najpouzdaniji, u koje se naj-
vise veruje, a koji cutke bez mnogo po-
mpe i isticanja u javnosti, a jo3 manje
medaljama na reveru”, i rade i pomazu i
pruzaju obe ruke diljem Srbije, u ovoj i dru-
gim nevoljama, ve¢ dvadeset pet godina,
je Ekumenska humanitarna organizacija
(EHO) iz Novog Sada. Mnogobrojni clanovi
njihove ,porodice” - struénjaci u mnogim
oblastima socijalne i zdravstvene zatite,
pedagozi, psiholozi, pravnici, svestenici,
novinari, jezicki znaldi, koordinatori na ra-
znim projektima, lokalni saradnici i volon-
teri, na Celu sa prijateljima donatorima iz
evropskih zemalja — slede humanu i veliku
ekumensku misiju pomoci bliznjima.

Publikacija, koja je pred vama
prikazuje samo trunku rada Ekumenske
humanitarne organizacije, a po pitanju
i u okviru projekta “Podr3ka reintegraciji
ugrozenih porodica, koje se dobrovoljno
vracaju, ili su deportovane iz SR Nemacke
u Republiku Srbiju” Price koje slede na
narednim stranicama samo su mali, skro-
mni pokazatelj kako to, zapravo, izgleda u
stvarnosti. Ovo su price o nevidljivima, a
na javi.

THE NUMBERS AND THE

PEOPLE BEHIND THEM

ZAHLEN, HINTER DENEN SICH
MENSCHEN
VERBERGEN




ZIVOT PODI\/IECE PREPREKE,
OMERQVICINE POSUSTAJU

LIFE RAISES OBSTACLES,
THE OMEROVIC'S DON'T GIVE UP

DAS LEBEN STELLT UNS HINDERNISSE,
DIE OMEROVIC'S GEBEN NICHT AUF

N a stolu, u kuhinji porodi-

ce Omerovic iz Lebana (selo kod Leskovca,
jug Srbije) - gde su nas otvorena srca do-
Cekali supruznici Marijana i Bojan - zatekli
smo kompjuter i Bibliju. Poznavaodi prilika
u Srbiji, i oni koji su imali volje da udju u
domove Roma znaju da slika sa knjigom i
raunarom, gotovo bez izuzetka, mnogo
govori. Pa, i 0 ovoj porodici. Uzdali su se u
Zivotu, kazu Omerovici, u Boga i obrazova-
nje. 0d sedmoro odraslih clanova porodice,
lo srednju Skolu! Otac Bojan tekstilnu, sin
Sasa je farmaceutski, a sin Jovica zubni
tehnicar. Najmladi sin Sefko upisao je sred-
nju muzicku Skolu. Anica, Sasina supruga je
medicinska sestra.

Prica netipicna i zato, vec s po-
Cetka, ohrabrujuca. U njen srecan zavr-
Setak veruju, sigurni smo, svi koji ce Citati
naredne redove. Medutim, Zivot podmece
prepreke i iskusenja, kao vitke, tanke mo-
stove, koji se lako obruse na kuli od peska
- jutro sine, pa dan krene, pa zapne... pa se,
opet, vee doceka nekad uz smeh, nekad
uz suzu... Pa, tako godinama... Omerovici
ne posustaju, al umori se Covek...

-Nista vam, izgleda, ne vrede te
vase Skole i ta vasa medicina. Ja ¢u zavrsiti
muzicku i lepo Cu Ziveti — redi su Cetrnae-
stogodi$njeg Sefka koji muziku nosi u pr-
stima — svira klavir i krci sebi drugaciji put
od onog kojim su iSla njegova starija braca,
uveren da je bolje izabrao.

-Nasi sinovi su deca za primer.
Poslusni, vredni daci, uvek smo, Marijana i
ja, znali da Ce izrasti u dobre ljude — kazuje
njihov otac Bojan. — Bilo je teskih, jako tes-
kih i crnih dana, ali jedno se nije dovodilo u

n the table in the
kitchen of the Omerovi¢ family from
Lebane (a village close to Leskovac in
the south of Serbia), in which husbhand
and wife Marijana and Bojan host us
open-heartedly, we see a computer
and a Bible. Anyone who knows any-
thing about the situation in Serbia,
and anyone who has been willing to
go into Roma homes, will know that
this sight, of a PCand a book, is a rare
one, and speaks volumes. It says a lot
about this family, too. They have trust-
ed, say the Omerovic family, in God and
in education. Of the seven adult mem-
bers of the family, all have attended
or are attending school. Four of them
completed high school! Father Bojan
finished textiles school, Sasa, their son,
pharmaceutical school, and their son
Jovica graduated from high school as
a dental technologist. Their youngest
son Sefko has enrolled in music high
school. Anica, Sasa’s wife, is a medical
nurse.

An atypical story and so an
encouraging one from the very be-
ginning. And no doubt the reader will
assume it has a happy ending. But life
puts obstacles and challenges in the
way, like flimsy, narrow bridges resting
on castles of sand, ready to collapse at
any moment. Morning comes, the day
dawns, then suddenly things grind to a
halt. When evening comes it is some-
times greeted with smiles, sometimes
with tears. It has been like that for
years. The Omerovic's won't give up,

but everyone gets tired at some point.




ZASVIRALA DUGMETARA

pitanje — ni po koju cenu nismo hteli da
dozvolimo da deca ne zavrSe Skolu. Biti
zdrav, imati skladnu porodicu, voleti se,
Cuvati i paziti, uditi, raditi, postati covek
- to je najvaznije u Zivotu! A, onda, kad
budu svoji ljudi, nek deca sama odluce Sta
Ce i kako ce. Bili smo jako ponosni kad su
kuci doneli diplome. Jovica se ubrzo i za-
poslio u jednoj privatnoj apoteci. Gazda-
rica zadovoljna. Svi ga hvale da je vredan
i pristojan, hoce da udi, ide mu! Velika je
to sreca bila! Nije proslo mnogo, pocelo da
Skripi! Sefica neto pocela da gunda, treba

“Looks like those schools of
yours and that medical education of
yours aren’t worth the paper they are
written on. | am going to finish music
school and then live comfortably,” says
14-year-old Sefko, who has music in his
blood. He plays the piano and is forging
a different path for himself to the one his
elder brothers followed, convinced that
he has made a better choice.

“Our children are an example
of how children should be. They are obe-
dient, they work hard in school. Marijana
and | always knew they would grow into
good people,” says their father Bojan.
“There have been dark, very dark, dif-
ficult days, but one thing was never in
doubt: under no circumstances would we
allow the children not to finish school.
Being healthy, having a harmonious
family, loving one another, looking after
each other, learning, working, becoming
a man, those are the most important
things in life! Then when the children are
their own men they can decide for them-
selves what they want to do and how
they are going to do it. We were so proud
when they brought their diplomas home.
Jovica quickly got ajob in a private chem-
ist’s shop. The owner, she was happy with
him. They all praised him, said he was
hard-working, polite, willing to learn,
good at what he did! We were so happy!
Not long after, though, things started to
go downhill. The boss started to grum-
ble, said she needed a girl to work there
instead of our Jovica. Bit by bit the truth
came out —she didn't like the fact that he
was Roma! Our hopes had been raised,
and now they were dashed... So unfair.
They say they are doing everything to

joj kaze neka devojka, umesto naseg Jovi-
ce... Malo po malo ispostavilo se da joj se ne
svida $to je Rom! Ponadali smo se, pa pali...
To je nepravda. Kazu, sve Cine da se rom-
ska deca obrazuju, da zavrie Skolu, da se
ukljuce u drustvo kao ravnopravni gradjani.
A, kad dode do toga, onda ih diskriminiSu,
onda ih guraju opet nazad u njihovu bedu
i siromastvo! U budzak! Ne daju im da se
izvuku! | kad dokazu da mogu, nista ne
vredi, omalovaZavaju ih, vredaju...Svima
su puna usta programa za pospesivanje ob-

razovanja Roma, a kad zavre Skolu, nema
posla za romsku decu! Od oko 1250 Roma u
Lebanu, njih 50 zavrsilo srednju Skolu, a bez
posla su. Rome samo vole pred izbore i na
papiru da se pokazu pred onima pred kim
treba. Sta da vam kazem kad ¢ak i vlast u
opstini dozvoljava da se otvoreno pokazu-
ju netrpeljivost i mrznja: Kad neko od nas
ode poslom u opstinu, sluzbenik se uhvati
zaglavui glasno zakuka: ,Ustaj care Lazare,
da vidis ko ti Seta po opstini“! — prica Bojan

THE ACCORDION PLAYS
AGAIN

get Roma children educated, to finish
their schooling and to enter society as
citizens of equal standing. But when
it comes down to it they are discrim-
inated against and sent back to live

in poverty! Back to their hovels! They




ZENIDBE | NOVI ZIDOVI

Omerovi¢ neskrivajuci svoje razoCaranje.
On dodaje da ¢ak predstavnici Centra za
socijalni rad prete i smatraju da su Romi
,Niza klasa” i da ih samo treba iskoristiti
—,i8li su pred izbore po romskom naselju i
pretili da niko nece dobiti socijalnu pomoc¢
ko ne glasa za onog za koga oni kazu"!
Omerovi¢ima, i pored velikog
truda da iskoluju decu, nisu dozvolili da se
ravnopravno bore u Zivotu. Tuzni i ogorce-
ni ipak su dugo odolevali da ne odu trbu-
hom za kruhom, da ne krenu u Nemacku:
-TeSko se Zivelo bez posla. Ne-
moc i nepravda su nas pritiskali, gusili.
Ipak, nismo posli za primerom nasih mno-
gobrojnih koméija, nismo ofisli u Nema¢-
ku. Nisam hteo da Sa3a i Jovica prekinu
Skolu. A, kad su zavrsili i kad sam video da
za njih nema posla, spakovali smo se i mi:
Marijana i ja, tri sina i dve snahe. Nismo
s rado3cu otidli, ali da vam kazem, nisam
se bojao — znao sam da ¢e nam tamo biti
bolje, nece nas nigde kao ovde gurati, po-

won't let them get out! And it’s no good
them showing they can do the job, they
are still demeaned and insulted. They are
all full of talk about programmes pro-
moting Roma education, but when they
finish school there is no work for Roma
kids! Of around 1,250 Roma in Lebane,
50 have finished high school but have
no job. They are only interested in the
Roma during election campaigns, and
on paper, so they can pretend they care
in front of whoever they need to. What
can | say, even the municipal authorities
allow open intolerance and hatred: when
one of us goes to the local council offices
on business, the clerk feigns horror and
cries: “Arise Prince Lazar, and see who
is walking around your municipality!”
Bojan Omerovi¢ recounts, making no
attempt to hide his discouragement. He
adds that even the staff of the Centre
for Social Work threaten them and treat
them as second-class citizens, merely to
be used for their own ends. “They went
around the Roma neighbourhood before
the elections threatening that whoever
didn’t vote for who they said would have
their welfare payments withdrawn”!
Despite the great effort they
put into educating their children, the
Omerovi¢'s have been deprived of an
equal fighting chance in life. Sad and
embittered, nevertheless they long held
out against the temptation of heading
off to Germany in search of a livelihood.
“It's a hard life without work.
The helplessness and injustice were a
great burden, they were choking us.
But still we didn’t follow the example of
many of our neighbours and we didn’t go
to Germany. | didn’t want Sasa and Jovica

DAS KNOPFAKKORDEON
SPIELT

tcenjivati, s gadenjem gledati! Tako je i bilo.
Dobili smo stan, bili smo svi zajedno, to
nam je mnogo znacilo. Opet nam je krenu-
lo! Snasli smo se, najvise zahvaljujudi Sasi
i Jovici. Ve¢ prve nedelje naseg boravka u
Ludwigsburgu mladici su postali prevodio-
dizatoznanjeitrud dobijali honorar! Znali
su dobro engleski, prevodili su i tako poma-
gali doseljenicima, strancima u Info centru
za azilante, kao i onima koji su dolazili na
lecenje u dom zdravlja. Govorili su romski,
srpski i engleski, a za nepuna tri meseca su
solidno savladali i nemacki jezik. Opet nas
je sreca obasjala! Svanulo! Ne zadugo:
-Secam se bila je no¢, nedelja
na ponedeljak. U Cetiri sata ujutro neko
lupa na vrata! Otvaraj, policija! Bunovni,
uplaseni, skocili smo iz kreveta. Snajka koja
se nedavno porodila zgrabila dete... Deca
su sa njima razgovarala, kazu moramo se
pakovati! Kao da smo kriminalci! I3i su za
nama u sobu i vikali Sto smo toliko spori,
zavirivali u svaki cosak, proveravali da ne-
Sto ne skrivamo... Pokupili smo dokumen-
ta, para nismo imali ... Ispostavilo se da su
dosli da teraju Sasu i Bojana... Jovica moze
da ostane, a njegova zena Elvira i novoro-
dena beba moraju da idu ... To nije posteno

MARRIAGE AND NEW
WALLS

to interrupt their schooling. But when
they finished school and | saw that
there was no work for them, we packed
our things too, Marijana and me, our

three sons and two daughters-in-law.




KRSNA SLAVA'S
NEMACKIM PRUATELJIMA

i jako je nehumano da razdvajaju poro-
dicu... Odlucili smo da se ni ovaj put ne
odvajamo i svi smo zajedno krenuli kud,
nasoj kuci - razrogacenih ociju, s rukom
na ustima da prigusuje jecaj, prica mama
Marijana. Ruke joj crne, ide u nadnicu,
bere kupine. Za kilogram kupina u otku-
pnoj stanici placa se 140 dinara (oko 1,2
eura).

Prica porodice Omerovi¢, dobra,
pa loa, topla, pa hladna, slatka, pa gorka
(da je film, i gledaoci bi se ve¢ umorili!)
ubrzo dobija jo$ jedan dodatak od koga je
svima gorko u ustima i mucno u snovima:
Samo nedelju nakon deportacije Jovica i
Sasa dobijaju obavestenje da ¢e im Cen-
tar za socijalni rad u Nemackoj omoguciti
da se tri godine Skoluju besplatno i obuce
za negovatelje u starackom domu! Na-
kon toga cekao bi ih posao! U Nemackoj!
Omerovice je ova ,dobra” vest porazila.
Pa, zar toliko da nemaju srece! Deca su
bila korak do uspeha! Falila je trunka da
se Zivot otvori pred njima, da ga zgrabe
i preokrenu na svoju stranu, da sudbina
malo i njih miluje!

We weren't happy to go, but | can tell you
| was not afraid — | knew things would be
better there. No-one there would push
us around, demean us, look at us in dis-
gust, like here! And that’s how it was. We
got an apartment, we were all together,
that meant a lot to us. Things were look-
ing up for us again! We found our feet,
most of all thanks to Sasa and Jovica.
Within the first week of our time in Lud-
wigsburg they became interpreters and
got paid for their knowledge and effort!
They spoke good English, interpreting
for and helping immigrants, foreigners
in the asylum-seekers’ info centre and
those coming to the local health centre
for treatment. They knew Roma, Serbian
and English, and within three months
they had got a good grasp of German,
too. Fortune had smiled upon us again!
Like a new day had dawned!”
though.

Not for long

“I remember, it was night-
time, Sunday night, Monday morning.
At four in the morning someone bangs
on the door! Open up! Police! Drowsy
and scared, we leaped out of our beds.
Our daughter-in-law, who had given
birth not long before, grabbed her baby.
The boys talked with them, they said we
had to pack! Like criminals! They fol-
lowed us into the room and shouted at
us for being so slow. They peered into
every corner, checking if we were hiding
something. We collected our documents;
we didn’t have any money. It turned out
they had come to expel Sasa and Bojan...
Jovica could stay but his wife Elvira and
their new-born baby had to go. That
was unfair, and inhumane of them to

split up the family. We decided that we

-Nismo mi, kaze mama Marijana,
isli u Nemacku da uZivamo, nego da deca
dobiju posao! Da rade, da budu ljudi! Ja bih
se odmah vratila kudi, da su nas pitali, Sta
Cu ja u tudem svetu! Samo da su deca mo-
gla da ostanu! Zasto mojoj deci nece niko
ni kod kuce, ni u belom svetu da da Sansu!
| ti Nemci! Zasto ne izbace one koji kradu,
koji nece da rade, a ne dobru decu, koja su
naucila njihov jezik, koja bi im vredno i po-
Steno radila poslove za koje se oni bas i ne
otimaju!

Sefko je - valjda bas zato i uprkos
tome i takvom poretku stvari u svetu koje ni
odrastao covek, a kamoli dete, ne moze da
rascivija i razume - odlucio da se okane te
medicine, kako on kaze, te,,ozbiljne” Skole,
koju su njegova dva starija brata izabrala.
Sefko (i ice drugim putem, stazom koji je
mrvicama kao u ,lvici i Marici®, posuo za
njega njegov tata Bojan . Sefko e svirati!
Na jesen Ce sesti u klupu u Srednjoj mu-
zickoj Skoli. Mozda ga na toj stazi u Zivotu
Cekaju slade mrvice i ¢vrs¢i mostovi ka kuli
od peska.

SAINT’S DAY WITH
GERMAN FRIENDS

wouldn't be separated this time, either,
so we all set off for home together —
our home,” mother Marijana recounts,
her eyes wide, hand on mouth to stifle
her sobs. Her hands are black, she is
doing day-labour picking blackberries.
The buyers at the buying station pay
140 dinars (about 1.2 euros) for a kilo-
gramme of blackberries.

That's the story of the
Omerovi¢ family — first it's happy, then
it's sad, then it’s cold, then it’s bitter. If
it were a film, even the audience would
be tired of it by now! But it took an-
other turn after that, that left a bitter
taste in everyone’s mouths and dark-
ened everyone’s dreams: just a week
after being deported, Jovica and Sasa
got notification that the German social
services were going to enable them to
attend school free for three years and
train as carers in nursing homes for the
elderly! After that there would be work
for them! In Germany! This “good news”
was the final straw for the Omerovi¢

HEIRAT UND NEUE
WANDE
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family. Could they be so unlucky?! Their children had been a step away from suc-
cess! Life had been so close to opening up before them. They could have grabbed
hold of the opportunity and turned things around in their own favour. Fate might
have shown them a little mercy for once!

“We didn't go to Germany to enjoy ourselves,” says mother Marijana,
“we went so the children could find jobs! So they could work, and live like hu-
man beings! If they had told me to | would have gone back home straight away,
what was | looking for in that foreign land anyway? If only the children could
have stayed! Why won't anyone give my children a chance, either back home or
abroad? The Germans included! Why don’t they throw out those who steal, who
won't work? Not good kids who have learned their language, who would work
hard and do an honest job in those positions that they are not exactly fighting
over in Germany!”

Sefko — in a world that not even a grown adult can grasp the rules of,
or perhaps just because of that, and in protest against it — has decided to give
medicine a wide berth, “serious school” as he calls it, as chosen by his two elder
brothers. Sefko will go a different route, left for him by his father Bojan like the
trail of crumbs in Hansel and Gretel. Sefko will play! In autumn he will take his
place at music high school. Perhaps on this road sweeter crumbs await him, and
firmer bridges spanning the castles of sand.
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I/ MARALE U NEI\/IVACKU,
PA U SVOJE DVORISTE

OUT OF THE SLUM, TO GERMANY,
THEN TO THEIR OWN YARD

AUS DER MAHALLA* NACH DEUTSCHLAND
UND DANN IN DEN EIGENEN HOF

(*Stadtviertel /aus dem Arabischen)

Retko se srece da siromast-

vo i nemastina ne odvrate ljude od tezeg
i mukotrpnijeg puta pred njima. Danica
Zeljski i Cveto Novakovic iz Zmajeva su up-
ravo jedni od takvih ljudi. Jaki su i odlucni.
Dvadesettri godine Zive zajedno i imaju
isti san. Podrzali su jedno drugo u naumu
od koga ni po koju cenu nisu hteli da odu-
stanu - Zeleli su da se odsele iz romskog
naselja u kojem su Ziveli. Zeleli su da im
deca — Dorde, Mirjana i Andrijana rastu u
drugacijim uslovima, da im daju Sansu... |
uspeli su. Pomerili su se, krenuli su. Zah-
valjujuci veri u svoj san, dobrim ljudima
oko njih i Ekumenskoj humanitarnoj orga-
nizaciji.

- Ziveli smo nas petoro, muz i
ja i troje dece u jednoj sobici, u ciganskoj
mahali, okruZeni bedom... Ni struje, ni
vode. Deca se igraju ili u prasini, ili u blatu.
Musavo i beznadezno... Ujutro ustanes oko
tebe straSno, uvece legnes, opet strasno ...
Kako se izvuci, odakle krenuti? Ovde posla
nema. Ono malo novca koji zaradimo trosi-
li smo na hranu. Odlucili smo da odemo u
Nemacku. Da okusamo srecu, da probamo,
Culi smo da su neki uspeli da ustede...
Mozda ¢emo i mi ostvariti na$ san da kupi-
mo parce zemlje, neku kucicu, samo da
bude nase, da se odselimo iz mahale... sve
bi onda bilo lakSe... Spakovali smo se u dve
kese i krenuli. U Konigsbach - Stein smo
bili tri meseca u,hajmu” (Heim), pa su nas
premestili u kucu. Tamo je bilo i azilanata
i Nemaca. Lepo su nas primili, ljudski. Deci
se jako svidalo. Zamislite kuca! Kreveti!
Kupatilo! Posebno wc! Cisto! Bilo nam je
tako lepo! Dobijali smo novac mesecno.
Odvajali smo od usta. Stedeli smo i cekali

t's rare to see people who
are undeterred by poverty and desti-
tution from following a more difficult
and painstaking road. Danica Zeljski
and C(veto Novakovi¢ from Zmajevo
are just such people. They are strong
and determined. They have been liv-
ing together for twenty-three years
and share the same dream. They have
supported one another in a plan that
they were determined not to give up
on at any cost: to move out of the
Roma settlement in which they lived.
They wanted their children, Dorde,
Mirjana and Andrijana, to grow up in
a different environment, to give them
a chance. And they have succeeded.
They have made progress, they are on
the road. Thanks to their faith in their
dream, the good people around them,
and the Ecumenical Humanitarian Or-
ganisation.

“Us five — my husband, me
and our three children — lived in a
single room in the gypsy quarter, sur-
rounded by poverty. No electricity, no
water. The children played in the dust,
or in the mud. The filth, the hope-
lessness... In the morning you get up,
and everything around you is awful.
You go to bed in the evening and it’s
still awful. How do you escape, where
do you start from? There is no work
here. The little money we earned we
spent on food. We decided to go to
Germany. To try our luck, to give it a
go. We had heard some had managed
to save a bit of money... Perhaps we

could also achieve our dream and buy




papire — prica Danica.

Kaze da su jako Zeleli da u
Nemackoj dobiju dozvolu da rade, da sk-
upe novag, vrate se kuci, ali da pobegnu
iz mahale. Da jedno jutro kad se probude
ne vide ni blato, ni prasinu.

- Sedamnaest meseci smo bili
u Nemackoj, a onda jednog dana — kraj!
Nade su pale u vodu — Mirjana i Dorde su
dobili obavestenje da moraju da napuste
Nemacku!

- Sta smo mogli, necemo valj-
da pustili dvoje dece — Dorda i Mirjanu,
koja je jos bila maloletna — da idu sama
kuci, a mi sa mladom cerkom ostanemo

NAOCARE
NAJVREDNLJI POKLON

u Nemackoj! Kakav je to red da odvajaju
decu od roditelja, nema tog razloga za
takav potez! Spakovali smo se, potpisali
dobrovoljni odlazak i vratili se kuci! A,
kod kuce nas docekala prazna sobica, sve
su nam pokrali i ono malo $to smo imali!
Spavali smo na patosu, imali smo samo
jedan madrac! — Danica sklanja pogled,
ne ponovilo se...

a piece of land, some little house, just
as long as it was ours. To escape the
slum. Everything would be easier then.
We packed ourselves into two bags and
set off. In Konigsbach-Stein we spent
three months in the Heim, and then
they transferred us to a house. There
were both asylum seekers and Germans
there. They gave us a warm welcome,
treated us like human beings. The chil-
dren liked it a lot. Imagine, a house!
Beds! Bathroom! Separate toilet! Clean!
We loved it! We got a monthly allow-
ance. We ate sparingly, saving while we
waited for our papers,” Danica recalls.

She says that what they really
wanted was to get papers in Germany
so they could work, save some money,
come back home and escape the slum.
To wake up one morning and not see
the mud or the dust.

“We were in Germany seven-
teen months, and then one day — the
end came! All our hopes fell through.
Mirjana and Dorde got notification that
they had to leave Germany!”

“What could we do, we were
hardly going to let our two children,
Dorde and Mirjana, who weren't adults
yet, to go back home alone, while we
stayed in Germany with our youngest
daughter! What kind of policy is that?
Separating children from their parents.
There is no call for that! We packed up,
signed that we were leaving voluntari-
ly, and returned home! Back home, an
empty little room awaited us. We had
been robbed of even the little we had
had! We slept on the floor, we only had
one mattress!” Danica averts her gaze at

the memory...

Danica i Cveto su zagrlili decu,
stisnuli uStedevinu iz Nemacke i uz veliku
pomoc i podriku komsija u selu, uspeli u
Zmajevu, van romskog naselja, da kupe
troSnu kucu s okucnicom! Cveto kaze,
znaju nas da smo ljudi posteni. Danica
dodaje — siromasno, ali nade je! Izvukli
smo se, spasli smo se mahale, hvala drag-
om Bogu! — Kod kuce smo, malo po malo,
zapatili pilice i guske, imamo i neku basti-
CU... Ide nekako... Jo3 da nam je ostalo da
se hranimo u narodnoj kuhinji...! Lokalna
samouprava ima novca da plati hranu
samo za 120 korisnika! Od drZave moze
da se dobije pomoc u hrani samo jednom
godisnje. | to je sve! Takav ti je Zivot, vajka
se Danica - negde dobijes, negde izqubis.
Najvaznije je da su nam deca dobra, Cesti-
ta, postena i da nisu lenji:

- Dorde zavrdio samo osnovnu

- DIEBRILLEALS
. WERTVOLLSTES
L GESCHENK

SPECTACLES - THE
MOST VALUABLE GIFT

Danica and (veto hugged
their children, scraped together all
their savings from Germany, and




SANJAM
DRUGARE | NASTAVNICGU
NEMACKOG!

Skolu, leti radi sezonske poslove, bere
treSnje u Kacu. Slabo vidi. Mirjana po-
mogne u kuci. Ona je iSla da izui da bude
prehrambeni tehnicar i zbog odlaska u
Nemacku napustila Skolu, Steta... Andri-
jana je sedmi razred, dobar je dak, ali u
Nemackoj je bila bolji, tako je lako i brzo
naucila jezik.

- Mi na njivu idemo svaki dan,
kad god ima posla. Dodjes kuci ne zna3
kuda ces pre, da kuvas, da Cistis, da rad-
im moju bastu, kolko se moZe, slabo ide,
ne dubrimo, to kodta... A, gde je jelo?
Uvek kuburimo sa strujom, nekako uvek
ostane neplacena. Dali vidite ovaj mo-

with a great deal of help and support
from their neighbours in the village,
managed to buy a dilapidated house
with a yard in Zmajevo, and get out of
the Roma settlement! Cveto says, “They
know us, they know we are honest peo-
ple.” Danica adds, “We are poor, but it's
ours! We got out, we escaped the slum,
thank God! We gradually got together
some chickens and geese, we've even
got a garden of sorts... We get by some-
how. If only we were still able to eat in
the soup kitchen! The local council only
has enough money to pay for food for
120 users! The state can only provide
food aid once a year. And that’s it! That's
life for you,” laments Danica, “you win
some, you lose some. The most import-
ant thing is that our children are good
kids, honest, they're not lazy.”

“Dorde only finished prima-
ry school, in summer he does seasonal
work, picks cherries in Kac. He has bad
eyesight. Mirajana helps around the
house. She went to school to be a food
technician but left school when we
went to Germany, shame... Andrijana
is in the third grade, she does well in
school but she was even better in Ger-
many and learned the language quickly
and easily.”

“We go out to the fields ev-
ery day, whenever there is work. When
you get home you don’t know where to
turn first, whether to cook, clean, work
in the garden. It's not much really. We
don't use fertilizer, that costs money. So
how do you eat? We are always behind
with our electricity bill, it's somehow
always the thing that gets left unpaid.
See this motor cultivator? That could

tokultivator ? E, to bi nam mogao biti izlaz
i spas. Treba ga popraviti, da radi, lepo bi
zaradio na pabircenju kukuruza. Prima-
mo sodijalnu pomo¢ 10.000 dinara (oko
80 eura), ali samo deset meseci u godini,
tri meseca je pauza! Mogli bismo bar jo3
toliko da zaradimo, samo da ta maSina
radi. Prosle jeseni smo svi Cetvoro isli na
njivy, hranio nas je taj kultivator! A, kad se
vrati$ umoran, oznojan i lepljiv samo ti je
kupatilo u glavi — kaze Cveto dok pokazuje
motokultivator smesten u zapocetom, a
nedovrsenom kupatilu.

Danica Zeljski i Cveto Novakovi¢
odabrali su, u dogovoru sa saradnicima
Ekumenske humanitarne organizacije da
pomoc koju im je EHO, zahvaljujuci do-
natorima, ponudila, potrose upravo na
kupatilo. Vecinu zidarskih i unutradnjih
radova u kuci Cveto ume sam — tako je i
nusprostoriju u kojoj je niklo kupatilo ozid-
ao, omalterisao, postavio plocice. Bordo,
kakve je Danica Zelela.

| DREAM OF MY
FRIENDS AND
MY GERMAN
TEACHER!

be a lifesaver for us. It needs fixing
so it will work, we could earn a bit of
money gleaning corn. We get month-
ly welfare payments of 10,000 dinars
(around 80 euros), but only for ten
months per year — for two months
there is a break! We could at least
double our earnings, if only that ma-
chine worked. Last autumn all four




of us worked in the fields, that cultivator
kept us fed! “And when you come back tired,
sweating and sticky, all you can think about
is a bathroom,” says Cveto, showing us the
cultivator, which is kept in their unfinished
bathroom.

In discussion with the staff of the
Ecumenical Humanitarian Organisation, Dan-
ica Zeljski and Cveto Novakovi¢ chose to use
the aid that EHO, thanks to its donors, was
able to offer them, to finish the bathroom.
(veto knew how to do most of the building
and interior work himself, and so he built the
walls of the extension in which the bathroom
was housed, plastered them and tiled every-

thing. Dark red, like Danica wanted.

ICH TRAUME VON MEINEN
FREUNDEN UND MEINER

DEUTSCHLEHRERIN!




MUZIKA GOVORI SVE JEZIKE
MUSIC SPEAKS ALL LANGUAGES
DIE MUSIK SPRICHT ALLE SPRACHEN

ad slavite nesto, zovite
me, za vas, ja dolazim uvek, da vam pevam
i da vam sviram! Vi ste meni pomogli, sad
ja vama! — reci su, iskrene i od srca Adema
Grekua iz Velikog rita, naselja nadomak No-
vog Sada, gde pretezno Zive Romi.

Ovaj tridesetogodisnjak poceo je
da se bavi muzikom jos kao dete. Stric Ka-
plan Greku, koji je pevao i svirao klavijature,
prvi je otkrio da dete ima sluha. Adem nije
imao ni dvanaest godina kada ga je stric
prvi put poveo sa sobom u svatove.

- Stric je radio, pevao i svirao, a ja
uz njega od malih nogu — gledam, slusam,
ucim reci, pevusim, “skidam tremu”. Naucio
sam i kako treba da se ponasam kad radim,
svakakvog sveta ima. Ali, taj uZitak dok pe-
vam je neopisiv, ni na $ta drugo ne mislim,
uzivam i milo mi je kad vidim da ¢inim da
i drugi ljudi uZivaju. Muzika mi je stalno u
glavi. Ja stalno pevam i sviram. | kad spa-
vam, sanjam muziku — kaze Adem. — | na
svojoj svadbi sam pevao, mojoj mladi Eliza-
beti Farkas. |zrodili smo Cetvoro dece: Avdu-
lu, Fejzulu, Amelu i Amela. Nadam se da ce
me neko od njih, kao ja mog strica, nasle-
diti. Uciteljica Vesna za mog Avdulu kaze
da je on dobar, stidljiv i cutljiv decko. Istina,
ne voli bas mnogo matematiku, ali na casu
muzickog je najbolji od sve dece!

Adem leti peva i svira klavijature
po svadbama, a u jesen pocinju kafanske
svirke. Svaka prilika je poseban dogadaj:

-Posebno sam uzivao kada me je
EHO preporucio gostima iz Nemacke da u
Hotelu Vojvodina u Novom Sadu predstavim
svoj muzicki repertoar na srpskom, albans-
kom i romskom jeziku. Bilo je to pre dve
godine, dobra Sansa za solidnu zaradu i neki

fyou're ever celebrat-
ing anything, call me, I'll always come
for you to sing and play for you! You've
helped me, now its my turn to help
you!” says Adem Greku, and he means
it. He is from the Veliki Rit settlement
close to Novi Sad, populated primarily
by Roma.

This thirty-year-old began
his musical career as a child. His uncle
on his father’s side, Kaplan Greku, who
sang and played keyboards, was the
first to realise that the boy had an ear
for music. Adem was less than twelve
years old when his uncle first took him
along to a wedding where he was play-
ing.

“My uncle would work, sing-
ing and playing, and as a youngster |
watched, listened, learned the words,
sang along, learned not to get stage-
fright. | also learned how to behave
when | was working — there are some
awkward customers out there. But
the pleasure | get when | am singing, |
can't describe it. | stop thinking about
anything else, | really get into it, and |
love seeing other people enjoying it too.
There's always music going round in my
head. | am always singing and playing.
Even when | am sleeping | am dreaming
music,” says Adem. “| even sang at my
own wedding, to my bride, Elizabeta
Farkas. We have four children togeth-
er: Avdula, Fejzula, Amela and Amel. |
hope that some of them will follow in
my footsteps as | did with my uncle.
Vesna, my son Avdula’s teacher, says

that he is a good kid — shy and quiet. He




novi pocetak za mene. Mislim da su svi bili
zadovoljni i da su to vece uZivali u notama
obojenim radoS¢u! Nisam imao tremu jer
muzika govori sve jezike!

Adem je, mlad jak, zdrav, uvek
raspoloZen, pre Cetiri i po godine, i mnogih
muzickih turneja po Srbiji, odlucio da
zapeva i u Nemackoj. Elizabeta i on su sa
troje dece, Amela se tamo rodila, krenu-
li da oprobaju srecu u inostranstvu, da
steknu nesto vise za decu i sebe:

-Bili smo u azilu u Badvilbadu
nadomak grada Karlsrue. Mojoj sreci nije
bilo kraja kada sam dobio papire da mogu
da radim. Zaposlio sam se kao konobar u

SKIJ(IILI SE, PASAD IZ
POCETKA

doesn’t like maths much, it’s true, but in
music lessons he is ahead of all the other
children!”

In summer, Adem sings and
plays keyboard at weddings, then in au-
tumn the restaurant bookings begin. Ev-
ery occasion is special:

“I had a really great time when
EHO recommended me to quests from
Germany, to present my musical reper-
toire in Serbian, Albanian and Roma to
them at the Vojvodina Hotel in Novi Sad.
That was two years ago, a good opportu-
nity to earn some decent pay and it was
a kind of new beginning for me. | think
everyone enjoyed it, it was an evening
filled with music, tinged with joy! | wasn't
nervous because music speaks all lan-
guages!”

Young, strong, healthy, always
cheerful, four and a half years ago, after
many musical tours around Serbia, Adem
decided to do some singing in Germany,
too. He and Elizabeta, with their three
children (Amela was born while they were
there), went to seek their fortune abroad,
to try to earn something more substantial
for their children and themselves:

“We were in the asylum-seek-
ers’ shelter in Bad Wildbad, close to the
city of Karlsruhe. | was overjoyed when |
got the papers allowing me to work. | got
a job as a waiter in a restaurant, | worked
in the kitchen, made it to head of kitch-
en. It was much nicer there than back
home, we lived comfortably. Food there
is cheaper than here. For 150 euros you
can fill up your trolley in the supermarket,
and there’s nothing you can't find short
of bird's milk! It’s just not like that here.

It was a walk in the park. There is food

DAS HAUS
EINGERICHTET UND
NUN ALLES VON
VORNE

restoranu, radio sam i u kuhinji, dogurao
do Sefa. Tamo nam je bilo lepe nego kod
kuce, udobno smo Ziveli. Hrana jeftinija
nego ovde, za 150 evra napuni$ kolica u
samousluzi, samo Sto pticijeg mleka nema,
ovde to ne moze. Pesma: Imas Sta da po-
jedes i popijes, deca idu u Skolu, kupis im
cipele, patike, bez problema... u Velikom
ritu. Da nisam morao, nikada se ne bih
ovamo vratio! Samo su jednog dana dosli
iz socijalne sluzbe i rekli, pakujte se, bolje
da se dobrovoljno vratite! | to je bio kraj, u
sekundi nam se promenio Zivot. Srecom, u
Nemackoj smo uspeli da ustedimo, skupili
smo pare i u Velikom riti kupili kucu. Ali,
ovde, ako imas srece da nades posao, mozes
da radi$ od jutra do mraka, a niSta nemas
ni za svaki dan, a kamoli da ustedis. Ali, ja
sam, za razliku od mnogih, ipak roden pod
srecnom zvezdom — muzika je moja zvezda!

to eat and drink to drink, the children
go to school, you can buy them shoes,
trainers, no problem. In Veliki Rit, on the
other hand... | never would have come
back here if I hadn't been forced to! One
day they just came from social services
and said, ‘Pack your things, it's better if
you leave voluntarily!" And that was it
—ina moment our lives were changed.
Fortunately we had managed to save
something in Germany. We scraped the
money together and bought a house in
Veliki Rit. But here, even if you are lucky
enough to find work, you'll be working
from morning till night and you still
won't have enough even to get by, nev-
er mind to save anything. But still, un-
like many | was born under a lucky star

— that star for me is music!”




The Greku family came back from Germany and managed to secure a roof
over their heads — EHO helped them a great deal. Apart from an amplifier and sound
system for Adem’s instrument, EHO also donated household items: a corner sofa, a
washing machine and oven, tiles and kitchen cabinets.

“We went to visit my sister in Kosovo, and when we got back a terrible sight
awaited us — someone had broken into our house and stolen some of the furniture
and appliances! Awful! | reported it to the police and the Ecumenical Humanitarian
Organisation right away.”

“Now we have to start over, making a home for ourselves. | have to make
sure my family’s house has everything it needs, that it’s clean and looks nice, and | can
do that. EHO and my music will help me in that — | have gigs and weddings already
lined up for the whole of autumn. And not just in Serbia — | am even going to Bremen
to play for our people at a wedding! | am so looking forward to that,” Adem Greku

says, his pleasure clear to see.

chen, musikalischen Noten genossen haben!
Ich hatte kein Lampenfieber, denn die Musik,
die spricht alle Sprachen.

Adem ist jung, stark, gesund, im-
mer guter Laune und vor viereinhalb Jahren
hat er beschlossen, nach vielen Musiktrips
in Serbien, auch in Deutschland zu singen.
Elisabet und er sind mit drei Kindern, Amela
wurde dort geboren, nach Deutschland ge-
reist um ihr Gliick im Ausland auszuprobie-
ren und etwas fiir die Kinder und fir sich zu
schaffen:

,Wir waren in Bad Wilbad, in der
Nahe von Karlsruhe im Asyl. Ich war endlos
gliicklich, als ich die Arbeitserlaubnis bekom-
men habe. Ich fand eine Stelle als Kellner in
einem Restaurant, arbeitete in der Kiiche
und schaffte es Chef zu werden. Dort war es
schoner als zu Hause, wir lebten gemiitlich.
Die Lebensmittel waren billiger als zu Hause,
mit 150 Euro fiillt man den Einkaufswagen
im Supermarkt auf, nichts was es nicht gibt,
hier ist das nicht moglich. Einfach: Du hast
etwas zu essen und zu trinken, die Kinder
gehen zur Schule, du kaufst ihnen Schuhe,
Turnschuhe ohne Probleme. Nach Veliki Rit,
wenn ich es nicht gemusste hatte, ware ich
niemals hierher zuriickgekehrt! Eines Tages
kamen sie aus dem Sozialamt und sagten:
Packt euch, es ist besser, wenn ihr freiwillig
zuriickkehrt! Und das war das Ende, in einer
Sekunde hat sich unser Leben verandert. Zum
Gliick haben wir es geschafft in Deutschland
Geld zu sparen und wir haben uns in Veliki Rit
ein Haus gekauft. Aber, hier, wenn man Gliick
hat, kann man von morgens bis abends arbe-
iten, doch es reicht nicht fiir einen Tag, kaum
davon zu sprechen, dass man etwas sparen
konnte. Ich bin aber im Unterschied zu viel-
en anderen, unter einem gliicklichen Stern
geboren — die Musik ist mein Stern!”




=HO - OSLONAC TSVETLO
NA ZIVOTNOM PUTU

-HO — SUPPORT AND A LIGHT
-OR THE ROAD

FHO — UNTERSTUTZUNG UND DAS LICHT
AUF DEM LEBENSWEG

Mislim da sam ja

jaka Zena. Ali niko ne moZe sam i nista ne
moze$ sam. Mora$ uvek imati nekog da
se oslonis i naslonis, da ti bude tu kad ti
nije bas sve potaman i kad ne vidi$ kuda
bi pre i kad mislis da nema izlaza. Mora$
imati nekog kome verujes, jer te nije izne-
verio. Na mom putu, ja imam tri oslonca,
to su moja porodica — mama, deca i moj
muZ, EHO i moja prijateljica romska koor-
dinatorka Dobrila. Porodica mi daje snagu
i hrabrost, a EHO podrSku i nadu da ¢e moj
put biti uspesan. - Ovako smo se upoznali
sa energicnom, vedrom i otvorenom So-
fijom Trbanos Petrovi¢ iz Backog Gradista,
Cija Zivotna prica je vezana za Ekumensku
humanitarnu organizacija (EHO). Sofija i
njena prijateljica Dobrila su dve tacke oko
kojih se gradi ta pri¢a. Dve zvezde medu
desetinama hiljada drugih ljudi kojima je
EHO pruzio ruku i ponudio svetlo.

Dobrila je odlucila da ce sve
uciniti da se ne muci u Zivotu kao njeni
roditelji. Iskoristila je prvu prilika koju je
EHO ponudio, zavrsila je kurs krojenja i
Sivenja. Ubrzo postaje ¢lan odbora za ra-
zvoj romskog naselja i poboljSanje uslova
Zivota Roma u Beceju. Sledi EHO podrs-
ka za osnivanje Udruzenja Roma ,Dina”.
Novo, najvaznije svetlo u Zivotu — EHO joj
pomaze u obrazovanju njene dece. Zavr-
Sava srednju Skolu. Postaje koordinator za
romska pitanja u Beceju, a 2014. njen rad
i razumevanje nevolja povratnika donose
joj angazman u novom projektu: Postaje
lokalna saradnica za pitanje readmisije.

Sofijina mama Slobodanka sa-
kupljala je i prodavala sekundarne sirovi-
ne. Porodica je jedva preZivljavala. Jos kao

think 1 am a strong
woman. But no-one can do it all alone,
you can't do anything alone. You al-
ways need someone to lean on, to be
there for you when not everything
is perfect and when you don’t know
where to turn first because you think
that there is no way out. You've got to
have someone you trust, who has nev-
er let you down. On my journey | have
three supports like that: my mother,
my children and my husband, EHO and
my friend the Roma coordinator, Do-
brila. My family gives me strength and
courage, EHO gives me support and the
hope that my journey will be success-
ful” This was our introduction to the
energetic, cheerful and friendly Sofija
Trbanos Petrovi¢ from Backo Gradiste,
whose life story is closely tied with the
Ecumenical Humanitarian Organisation
(EHO). Sofija and her friend Dobrila are
the two main characters that this story
has grown around. Two stars amongst
the tens of thousands of other people
that EHO has extended a hand to and
offered light at the end of the tun-
nel.

Dobrila was determined not
to live the same hard life her parents
did. She took the first opportunity
EHO offered her, completing a tailoring
and sewing course. She soon became a
member of the board for the develop-
ment of the Roma settlement and for
improving housing living conditions for
Roma in Becej. EHO then supported the
establishment of the Dina Roma Asso-

ciation. The newest and most import-

, , ch glaube, dass ich
eine starke Frau bin, aber niemand
kann alleine sein und man kann
nichts alleine machen. Du musst
immer jemanden haben auf den du
dich verlassen kannst und der dich
unterstiitzt, der da ist, wenn nicht
alles glatt lduft und wenn du nicht
weiflt, wohin du zuerst gehen sollst
und denkst, es gibt keinen Ausgang
mehr. Du musst jemanden habe, dem
du glauben kannst, der dich nicht im
Stich gelassen hat. Auf meinem Leb-
ensweg habe ich drei groBe Stiitzen
auf die ich mich verlassen kann —
meine Mutter, die Kinder und mein
Mann, EHO und meine Freundin, die
Koordinatorin fir Roma, Dobrila. Die
Familie gibt mir Mut und EHO gibt
mir Unterstiitzung und Hoffnung
darauf, dass mein Lebensweg er-
folgreich sein wird. Auf diese Weise
haben wir die energische, frohliche
und offene Sofia Trbano3 Petrovic aus
Backo Gradiste kennengelernt, deren
Lebensgeschichte an die EHO 6kume-
nisch humanitdre Hilfsorganisation
gebunden ist. Sofia und ihre Freundin
Dobrila sind zwei Punkte, um die sich
alles dreht und iiber die gesprochen
wird. Zwei Sternchen zwischen zehn-
tausenden anderer Leute, denen EHO
die Hand gereicht hat und Hoffnung
gegeben hat.

Dobrila hat entschieden,
alles zu tun, um es nicht so schwer
im Leben zu haben wie ihre Eltern.
Sie hat sofort die erste Chance, die
EHO anbietet, genutzt: sie hat ein-



dete, Sofija je donela prvu veliku, zrelu
odluku u Zivotu:

-Moja dobra mama nas je jedva
prehranjivala tako $to je hranu nalazila u
kantama za smece. Odlucila sam: Ja tako
necu! Udali su me za coveka koga nisam
volela. U Sesnaestoj godini radam Dusa-
na, pa Slobodanku i Ivana. Uspevam da
razbijem surovi nepisani zakon obicaja,
beZim od muza koji je pio, maltretirao me
i tukao. Kada sam nasla drugog Coveka,
ceo se svet obrusio na mene. Marko je do-
bar i Cestit Covek. Ja sam starija od njega,
nisam devojka i imam troje dece, Sto nje-
govi ne podnose i zato ne govore s njim, a
mene mrze. Marko i ja smo dobro, imamo
devojcicu Sofiju. On je vredan, ne pije, ne
tuce me, gleda svu decu podjednako.
Kopa kanale i vozi kombi, radi od jutra do
mraka za sve nas,. Mi se volimo. Da bismo
promenili nad Zivot ostavila sam decu kod
moje mame da ih Cuva i u maju 2015. s
Markom ofisla u Nemacku. Karlsrue —
Sator, 6.000 azilanata Roma, Albanaca,
AlZiraca... Posle Elwagen (proveriti) kod

Ahena, dobili smo stan u ,hajmu’, tamo

ant light in her life is that EHO is helping
her educate her children. Dobrila finished
high school. Then she became Roma Co-
ordinator in Becej, and in 2014 her work
with and understanding of the problems
of returnees earned her a role on a new
project: she became the local associate
for readmission issues.

Sofija’s mother Slobodanka
used to collect and sell recyclables. Her
family barely made ends meet. As a
child, Sofija took the first important and
mature decision in her life:

“My mother was a good per-
son. She barely managed to feed us,
from food she found in rubbish bins. |
decided | wasn't going to live like that!
They married me to a man | didn't love.
Aged sixteen, | gave birth to Dusan, then
to Slobodanka, and to Ivan. | managed to
break free of the cruel, unwritten rules of
tradition: | ran away from this husband,
who drank, mistreated me and beat me.
When | found another man, the whole
world came crashing down on me. Marko
isa good and honourable man. [ am older
than he is, | am not a young girl, | have
three children — his folks can’t stand that,
and won't talk to him, and they hate me.
Marko and | are well, we have a little girl,
Sofija. He is hard-working, he doesn't
drink, he doesn’t beat me, he treats all
the children equally. He digs trenches
and drives a van, working morning till
night for all of us. We love each other.
We wanted to change our lives, so we left
the children in my mother’s care and in
May 2015, Marko and | went to Germany.
Karlsruhe — a tent, 6,000 asylum-seek-
ers, Roma, Albanians, Algerians... After

Ellwangen, we were given an apartment

smo bili est meseci. Nisam izdrZala, svaki
dan sam plakala za decom, ¢ula sam da ih
je otac, moj bivsi muz oteo od moje mame.
Posle est meseci smo Marko i ja dosli kuci
u iznajmljenu, trodnu i praznu udzericu,
bez icega. Onda mi je nebo poslalo Dobrilu
i Ekumensku humanitarnu organizaciju.
Kupili su nam namestaj za kuhinju, orman
i krevet i sto i stolice... Dobili smo pravi
bracni krevet, nismo viSe spavali na podu.
Sedeli smo za stolom kao prava porodica...

On nema nista protiv da i ja ra-
dim, ali nema ko da mi cuva dvogodisnju
Sofiju, pa ne mogu. A, tako jako Zelim da
radim i zavrSim Skolu. Hocu da uspem
u Zivotu i da izvedem moju decu na put!
Videcete, ja Cu se sledece godine zaposliti.
Imam tridesetjednu godinu. Sad znam $ta
hocu i $ta mogu! Upisacu $kolu i jednog
dana Cu postati socijalni radnik. Hocu da

pomazem. Zivot nije nista ako si sebican

in a Heim near Aachen and spent six
months there. | couldn’t take it, | cried
about the children every day. | heard
that their father, my ex-husband, had
snatched them from my mother. After
six months, Marko and | came home
to a rented, dilapidated, empty shack
with nothing in it at all. Then heaven
sent me Dobrila and the Ecumeni-
cal Humanitarian Organisation. They
bought us furniture for the kitchen, a
wardrobe, a bed, a table and chairs...
We got our first double bed, we didn't
have to sleep on the floor any more. We
sat at the table like a real family.”

“He has nothing against me
working but there is no-one to look af-
ter two-year-old Sofija, so | can't. But
| so much want to work and to finish
school. | want to succeed in life and
to put my children on the right road!




i ne pomazes. EHO je pomogao Dobrili,
Dobrila i EHO su pomogli meni, ja ¢u po-
modi nekim drugim ljudima... Zahvalna
sam Ekumenskoj humanitarnoj organi-
zadiji $to mi veruje i $to mi daje priliku da
promenim svoj i Zivot svoje porodice. Sve
Sto sam naucila Siricu i prenositi mojim
sugradanima.

| tako e, kada se ostvari Sofi-
jin san da pomaze i ona postati jedna od
zvezda na putu, koji su EHO i donatori
godinama krcili i gradili i kojim danas
hodi na hiljade korisnika EHO pomoci u
Vojvodini i Srbiji. Zahvaljuéi toj Cvrstoj,
dobro organizovanoj humanitarnoj poro-
dici, ljudi poput ove dve Zene uspeli su da
svoj put vide jasnije i da po njemu hodaju
sigurnije. Do cilja. Do snova.

WHO WE ARE

You'll see, next year | will get a job. | am
thirty-one years old. Now | know what |
want and what | am capable of! | will go
to school, and one day | will be a social
worker. | want to help. Life is nothing if
you are selfish and don't help others. EHO
helped Dobrila, Dobrila and EHO helped
me, now | will help others... | am grateful
to the Ecumenical Humanitarian Organi-
sation for believing in me and for giving
me an opportunity to change my life and
the life of my family. | will spread the
word and pass everything | have learned
on to the people around me.”

And when Sofija’s dream comes
true — to help others — she too will be-
come a star on the trail that EHO and its
donors have been blazing for many years,
walked today by thousands of EHO bene-
ficiaries in Vojvodina and Serbia. Thanks
to this stable, well-organised humanitar-
ian family, people like these two women
have succeeded in seeing their path more
clearly and walking it more securely. To-
wards their goals. Towards their dreams.

WER SIND WIR
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va puta je do sada u Zivo-
tu devetoclana romska porodica Jovanovic/
Nikoli¢ iz Lacarka kod Sremske Mitrovice
pomislila da za njih ima nade. Da nece Zivot
provesti praznog tanjira na stolu pred deci-
jim ustima. Oba puta Cinilo se da ce se nebo
osmehnuti. Ali, nije. Najstarija cerka Jasmi-
na nije nastavila skolovanje, a iz Nemacke
- gde su, kazu, iako u neizvesnosti cekajuci
azil, Ziveli kao ljudi - poslali su ih kuci. Opet

wice in their lives so
far, the nine-member Jovanovi¢/Ni-
koli¢ Roma family from Lacarak near
Sremska Mitrovica have thought that
perhaps there was hope for them.
That they were not destined to spend
their lives putting empty plates on
the table before their children. Both
times it seemed that fate was finally
being kind to them. But it was not to

-a

u bedu i blato oko kuce na kraj sela. be. The eldest daughter Jasmina broke

-t
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Ekumenska humanitarna organi- off her schooling, and their stay in Ger-

. L“h

zacija je jedina koja je ovoj porodici pruZzila many — where, they say, even though

-

ruku - podrzana je programom EHO za po- they lived in uncertainty awaiting an

vratnike na osnovu sporazuma o readmisiji, asylum decision, at least they lived
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koji im je omogucio da ublaZe bedu, da de-
lom opreme kucu namestajem, da sagrade
kupatilo, da obuju i obuku decu. Svakod-
nevnu borbu da nauce kako da sklone bla-
to,ida kod kuce, u Lacarku, opet pocnu od
pocetka, Jovanovicii Nikolici vode uz pomo¢
EHO i lokalne saradnice Tamare. Ona im je
prijateljica, savetnica, rame i podrika. Njoj
veruju, nju slusaju.

U vreme pisanja ove price samo
pet dana delilo je Jasminu od Sanse za dru-
gacijim, boljim Zivotom od onog kojim sada

PODRSKA
BOLJEM ZIVOT

with some dignity — ended with them
being sent home. Back to the poverty
and the mud that surrounded their
house at the end of the village.

The Ecumenical Human-
itarian Organisation was the only
outstretched hand that this family
experienced. They were supported
through the EHO support programme
for returnees under the readmission
agreements, which helped them al-
leviate their poverty, partially furnish
their house, build a bathroom and put
clothes and shoes on their children’s
feet. The Jovanovi¢’s and the Nikoli¢'s
fight their day-today battle to shake
off the mud and to make a new be-
ginning in their house in Lacarak with
the help of EHO and local associate
Tamara. She is a friend to them, an ad-
visor, a shoulder and a support. They
trust her and listen to her.

At the time of writing this
story, just five days lay between Jas-




Zivi njena mnogobrojna porodica. Nije
uspela. Udala se, pobegla kod momka i
lakomisleno napustila Skolu, samo nekoli-
ko dana pre male mature. To jutro razbile
su se roditeljske nade o srednjoj frizerskoj
Skoli i njeni snovi o otvaranju salona. .. Za
taj korak, dug samo pet dana, trebalo je
nogu tek malo vide pruziti ka Zivotu.

- Ovo je ve¢ drugi put da se
ponadamo da ¢e nam jednog dana nesto
krenuti, pa padnemo, opet i opet... pa
ispocetka. .. Mislili smo Jasmina ce se bar
izvuci, Skolovace se, postace svoj Covek. . .
Bila je dobar dak, imala je velike planove.
| onda se zaljubila ljubav joj zavrtela pa-
met, muzu nije po volji da ona ide u Skolu!
Sve smo uinili $to smo umelii mogli. Nece
vise. Predomislila se — prica Gordana Jova-
novic.

Soba, iji je zid obojen marinsko
plavom bojom, u kojoj su Jovanovici i Ni-
klici primili saradnike Ekumenske humani-
tarne organizacije odjednom se napunila
ljudima — devet dusa i komsijska deca.
Vazduh stoji, zagusljivo, jedva se dise,
muve se lepe po ko i ulaze pod gazu ko-
jom je prekrivena dvomesecna beba u koli-
cma. .. Usobi dva stara kreveta, televizor,
orman, pokvareni radioaparat, izmedju
dva zida, jedan je obojen u plavo, prostrt
Strik za susenje vesa, polica sa kojih vise
neke krpe i porculanske figurice, ukrasi. . .

Zavirujemo i u sobu preko puta.
Ona je, kaze Gordana, najlepse uredenja.
Krevet je tako namesten da se sa njega na
suprotnom zidu lepo moze gledati u veliki
papirni poster - o¢i da odmara$, stvarnost
da varas, dusu da hranis. Na posteru foto-
grafija Njujorka. Stakleni neboderi. Nigde
blata. Ispred nedbodera jedno dete teget
odiju, s razvucenim osmehom od uha do

mina and her chance at a different,
better life than the one her large fami-
ly was currently living. She didn't make
it. Just a few days before her primary
school graduation she rashly abandoned
school, ran away with her boyfriend
and got married. That morning her par-
ents’ dreams of her going to high school
for hairdressers and opening her own
hairdressing salon were dashed... All it
would have taken was one step more
towards a better life, just another five
days.

FOR A BETTER LIFE

“This is the second time now
that we have hoped something would
change for us one day — and then we
fall, again and again, and then we have
to start all over.. We thought that at
least Jasmina would get out, she would
get educated, become her own person...
She was a good pupil, she had big plans.
And then she fell in love — love put her
head in a spin, and her husband doesn’t
want her going to school! We did every-
thing we could, everything we knew

how. But she doesn’t want it any more.

uha. Cini se kao da je nesto zaustio da kaze,
mase...

S gotovo neprimetnim trzajem na
licu, Gordana zatvara vrata za nama, tiho i
meko. Prica:

-Kad smo ofisli u Nemacku, ta-
man smo malo dosli do vazduha, lako se
navikne$ na dobro i onda odjednom -
nema.. . E, to je najgore. U jednom smo se
momentu ponadali da ¢emo mozda Ziveti
kao ljudi. Onda su nas oterali kuci. U nista.
U nematinu — prica Gordana. - A, dvana-
est godina moj Panta radio u “Komunalcu’,
Stedeli da bismo sakupili novac za put u
Nemacku. Cesto smo bili gladni, nemam
deci $ta da dam da jedu. . . Mislim nocu kad
legnem, neka, bice, samo da se dokopamo
Nemacke, pa cemo naéi posao... Cerka
Zeljka se rodila sa paralizom i epilepsijom,
ne moze$ kod lekara, nema... Tamo, u be-
lom svetu smo mogli da se lecimo, dobijali
smo i lekove. | znas $ta je najvaznije — kad
dodes kod lekara nema razlike jesi li ti Rom
ili Nemac. Nije ko kod nas, tu nisi covek, ti
si za ove nade prljav i smrdis, a u Nemackoj
niko ne otvara prozor kad udes kod lekara...

She changed her mind,” says Gordana
Jankovic.

The room, walls painted
navy blue, which the Jovanovi¢'s and
Nikoli¢’s invited the EHO staff into, is
suddenly full of people — nine souls,
plus the neighbourhood children.
The air is still, stifling, you can hardly
breathe, the flies stick to the skin and
get under the muslin cloth covering
the two-month-old baby in its pram...
In the room there are two old beds, a
television, a wardrobe and a broken
radio. A clothes line hangs between
two walls, one painted blue, shelves
from which pieces of cloth of some
kind hang, and there are porcelain fig-
urines, decorations...

We also take a look into the
room across the way. That one is the
nicest, says Gordana. The bed is posi-
tioned so that you get a nice view of
the large poster on the opposite wall
and rest your eyes, escape from reality,
feed your soul. The poster is a photo-
graph of New York. Glass skyscrapers.

UNTERSTUTZUNG FUR
EIN BESSERES LEBEN




Tamo smo imali tri sobe i kupatilo i novac
smo za hranu dobijali. Deca su isla u Skolu.
Jasmina tri jezika govorila! U Nemackoj ce-
kadinada$ se da ceS i ti Ziveti Zivot. .. Go-
dinu i sedam meseci smo bili tamo. Uste-
deli smo za plac. Slali novac kudi i nazidali
nasu kucu. .. Samo da nas nisu isterali...

Opet smo ovde. A, kod kuce se
radi kad ima posla, a to je uglavnom samo
leti, za 2000 dinara, oko 15 eura, na dan.
Sezonski poslovi — dan radis, Sto zaradis
odmah potrosis, ne mozes da 3paras. Sve
se pojede. A, radis u nadnici deset sati na
dan, nije to lako. Na posao ide ko i kad
moze. Sin Dorde sakuplja sekundarne
sirovine, uglavnom gvozde, tetka mu je
poklonila kolica, pa je sad lakse. Gordana
bolesna, Panta bolestan. Nju, posle ma-
mografa, Ceka biopsija desne dojke, njega
ultrazvuk vena.

| pored bolesti porodica je na
Gordaninim plecima - devet dusa svaki
dan valja nahraniti. Na Zalost, pomo¢ u

No mud to be seen. In front of the sky-
scraper there is a blue-eyed child, smil-
ing from ear to ear. The child is waving,
seems about to say something...

Her face almost imperceptibly
trembling for a moment, Gordana closes
the door behind us, quietly and gently.
She starts to talk:

“When we went to Germa-
ny, it was like finally coming up for air.
You easily get used to a better life, and
then suddenly — it's gone... That’s the
worst thing. For a moment we hoped we
might be able to live with dignity. Then
they sent us home. Back to nothing.
Back to poverty,” Gordana recalls. “My
husband Panta worked for twelve years
in the Komunalac company, saving for
our journey to Germany. We were often
hungry, | had nothing to give the chil-
dren to eat. In bed at night | would think,
0K, that's how it is now, things will get
better, we just need to get to Germany

and we will find work. Our daughter Zeljka was

born with paralysis, suffering from epilepsy too,
but you can't go to the doctor’s, there’s no mon-
ey... Out there, abroad, we could get treatment,
we got medicines too. And you know what the
most important thing was? When you went to
the doctor they didn't treat you differently de-
pending on whether you were Roma or German.
It's not like here, here you are sub-human, to
our people here you are dirty, you smell. But in
Germany nobody opens the window when you
go in to see the doctor. In Germany we had three
rooms and a bathroom, and we got money for
food. The children went to school. Jasmina spoke
three languages! In Germany you wait and hope
that you too will get a chance at life. A year and
seven months we were there. We saved up mon-
ey to buy land. We sent money home and got our
house built. If only they hadn’t thrown us out...”
“Here we are again. Back home we
work if there is work, which is mostly in summer,
2000 dinars a day [about 15 euros]. Seasonal
work — one day you work, and what you earn you
spend straight away, you can't save anything. It
all gets eaten. And day labour is ten hours" work,
it isn't easy. All of us who are able to go to work
— when possible. Our son Dorde collects recycla-
bles, mostly iron. His aunt gave him a cart so it’s
easier now.” Gordana is ill, Panta is ill. She needs
to have a biopsy in her left breast after a mam-
mograph. He has to have a vein ultrasound.
Despite her illness, the family is on
Gordana’s shoulders — nine souls need to be
fed every day. The roof of their house leaks, bad
weather demolished the roof. Now some plastic
sheeting has been put under the tiles, which just
about keeps the rain out. It's summer now, they
don't even want to think about winter. Last win-
ter they heated the house using a wood stove,
which everyone would gather round in a single
room. Now the family has grown: their son Mi-
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hrani u okviru EHO programa, koji im je trenut-
no dostupan, iskljucuje pomoc u gradevinskom
materijalu, dogradnju i popravku kuce. A, njihova
kuca prokisnjava, nevreme srusilo krov, sad ispod
crepa stoji najlon, pa koliko toliko zadrZava pada-
vine. Leto je, o zimi ne smeju ni da misle. Prosle
zime su se grejali na Sporet na drva, oko koga se
okupe svi, u jednoj sobi. Sada kada se porodica
prosirila, sin Mihajlo se oZenio, Ljubica mu rodila
Manuelu i Simu.

Sima je dobio ime po Gordaninom i
Pantinom sinu koga viSe nema. Poginuo je u sa-
obracajnoj nesreci. Stradao je pre nego Sto mu se
ostvario san o kome je zanesen i nasmejan, glasno
govorio: “Jednog ¢u dana Ziveti u Njujorku! Vide-
Cete, ne Salim se. | popecu se na najvisu zgradu od
stakla da me vidite cak iz Lacarka, da znate gde
sam. Tamo Cu vas Cekati da svi dodete!”

| dok u onoj najlepe uredenoj sobi,
preko puta one s marinsko plavim zidom, svaki
dan gledaju u svog Simu i njegove njujorske ne-
bodere sa postera, Simin san Zive svi ¢lanovi po-
rodice Jovanovi¢/Nikoli¢. San o tamo nekom Nju-
jorku gde nema blata oko kuce na kraj sela, samo
staklo, da se u njemu nasmejan ogledas.

hajlo is married, his wife Ljubica has
two children, Manuela and Sima.
Sima was named after Go-
rdana’s and Panta’s son, who is no
longer with them. He was killed in
a road accident. He died before he
realised his dream, the one he used
to talk about loudly, all smiles and
enthusiasm:“One day I'll live in New
York! You'll see, I'm not joking. And
I'll climb up the tallest glass build-
ing so you can even see me from
Lacarak and you'll know where | am.
I'll wait there for all of you to come!”
And as they look at their
Sima and his New York skyscrapers
on the poster in the nicest room,
across the way from the one with
the navy blue wall, all the members
of the Jovanovi¢/Nikoli¢ family live
for Sima’s dream. A dream of far-
away New York, where there is no
mud around the house at the end
of the village, just glass that you can

smile and see yourselfin.
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§KOLAVI VOZACKA DOZVOLA - ONO
MALO STO NEDOSTAJE

?

Nesporno dragocena po-

moc koju, u saradnji sa donatorima, pruza
Ekumenska humanitarna organizacija, upr-
kos tome 3to je vredna i vazna i Sto umno-
gome olakSava mucan i tezak Zivot, nekim
porodicama ipak nije dovoljna da im da
nadu da e se u buducnosti nesto iz korena
promeniti. Cesto je - kao $to je to slucaji sa
porodicom Leonore Plavc i Mede Rizvanija
iz naselja Veliki Rit u Novom Sadu — neop-
hodno da se u Citavu akciju ukljuci i lokalna
zajednica, socijalna sluzba, neka od huma-
nitarnih organizacija. Tek zajednicka akcija
uz puno poverenje i oslanjanje na lokalne
saradnike EHO, koji dobro znaju sta je toj po-
rodici najpotrebnije, zaokruzila bi pricu i vrlo
je izvesno da bi donela srecan epilog.

Mede i dvadesetpetogodisnja
Leonora imaju petoro dece, jedno drugom
do uveta — Leontinu (3), Leonardu (5), Al-
medija (6), Nazifa (7) i Aziza (9). Leonora
se, kako to ve¢, na Zalost jos uvek, biva kod
Roma, mlada udala, imala je tek petnaest
godina. Bilo je to kada su se njeni roditelji,
zbog struje i vode, preselili iz Bangladesa u
Veliki Rit . Zaljubila se u njegove zelene oci.
Mede je tada imao 17 godina. Ona nije iSla u
Skolu, ali zna da piSe i Cita. Njen muz, kaze,
ne zna ni da se potpise.

-Ubrzo smo postali roditelji jed-
nog decaka, pa zatim jos dvoje dece. Mladi,
nezaposleni, sa troje dece tesko smo Zive-
li... Hrane nikad dovoljno. Zato smo 2014.
godine otisli u Nemacku, da zaradimo, nas
dvoje sa troje dece. Najlep3i poklon sam
dobila kada sam na svoj dvadeseti rodendan
rodila Cetvrto dete, ubrzo je doslo i peto...
U Stutgartu smo proveli pola godine. Imali
smo dovoljno hrane, Ziveli smo u Cistom... i

he assistance provided

by the Ecumenical Humanitarian Organ-
isation is without question very valu-
able, and means a great deal in terms of
alleviating major problems in people’s
lives. However, for some families it’s not
enough to give them hope that anything
will fundamentally change in the future.
Often, as in the case of the family of Le-
onora Plavc and Mede Rizvani from the
Veliki Rit settlement in Novi Sad, the
local community also needs to get in-
volved in addressing the issues, together
with social services and humanitarian
organisations. Only a joint effort, with
complete trust on all sides and reliance
on local EHO staff who best know what
the family’s greatest needs are, would
be able to fully tackle the problems and
would be most certain of bringing about
a happy ending.

Mede and 25-year-old Le-
onora have five children, each following
closely to the nextin age — Leontina (3),
Leonarda (5), Almedi (6), Nazif (7) and
Aziz (9). Leonora, as is unfortunately still
the case with Roma, got married young
— she was just 15. It was at the time
when her parents moved from Bangla-
des to Veliki Rit in search of electricity
and water. She fell in love with his green
eyes. Mede was 17 years old then. She
did not go to school but knows how to
read and write. Her hushand, she says,
cannot even sign his name.

“We soon became parents,
first a son, then two more children. We
were young, unemployed, it was tough
living with three children... There was




kupatilo smo imali... Cekali smo da dobi-
jemo papire i posao. Deca su bila zdrava i
veselaibilo nam je bas lepo. Kada se Medin
otac Aziz razboleo, odlucili smo da dodemo
kudi. Jaznam da su mnoge terali iz Nemac-
ke, ali mi smo dosli dobrovoljno. | dobili
smo za,,absid” (Abschied) 600 eura. To nas
je Castio socijalni radnik. On je bio dobar
Covek — prica Leonora dok se svaki cas
osvrce i gleda na decu, koja su vrlo Zivah-
na i nestasna. Neprestano skrecu na sebe
paznju i otvaraju zamrzivac, uprkos maj-
¢inim opomenama. Ona kaZe — nista ne
slusaju. Ceo dan trcim za njima! Muz radi,
na pijaci istovara robu, za ceo dan dobije
1.500 dinara (oko 13 eura). Dobijamo i so-
dijalnu pomoc 13.000 (oko 100 eura), ali to
nije dovoljno ni za hranu. Bilo bi dobro da
sam mogla da se zaposlim, ponudili su mi
posao u prodavnici i da cistim ambulantu.
Nisam mogla da prihvatim. Bila sam zbog
toga jako tuzna, ali nisam znala kako to da
reSim. Moram da cuvam malu decu. Onu
stariju nisu primili u obliznju Skolu, kazu
nema mesta. Sad ja moram da ih vodim u
Skolu u gradu, daleko od naseg naselja! Ne
mogu da idu sama autobusom! Zbog toga

VES MASINA NAJVECI
DAR

never enough food. That was why in 2014
wewent to Germanytoearnaliving, ustwo
and our three children. The best present |
got was on my twentieth birthday — our
fourth child. The fifth wasn't far behind...
We spent half a year in Stuttgart. We had
enough food, we lived in a clean home,
we even had a bathroom. We waited to
get our papers, and work. The children
were healthy and happy, and things were
great for us. When Mede’s father Aziz got
ill we decided to come home. | know many
were thrown out of Germany, but we came
home voluntarily. We also got paid 600 eu-
ros Abschied. The social worker treated us
to that. He was a good man,” Leonora tells
us, all the while looking around at the chil-
dren, who are very lively and mischievous.
They are constantly seeking attention,
opening the freezer despite their mother’s
reprimands. She says, “They never do what
| say. | run around after them all day long!
My husband works, he unloads goods at
the market, he gets 1,500 dinars [about
13 euros] for a whole day’s work. We also
get welfare payments of 13,000 a month
[about 100 euros], but it's not enough for
food. It would be good if | could work — |
was offered a job in a shop, and also to
clean at the health clinic. | couldn't take
the jobs. | was very sad about that, but |
didn’t know how to solve the problem.
| have to look after my small children.
They wouldn't take the older children at
the nearby school, said they had no room.
Now | have to take them to school in town,
a long way from our neighbourhood! They
can't take the bus on their own! That's why
| can't get a job. It would help if at least we
weren't so poor and | didn't have to think

about what | was going to give the kids to

ne mogu da se zaposlim. A, pomoglo bi nam
da ne budemo tako siromasnii da ne moram
da mislim $ta cu dati deci da jedu, da se ne
hrane iz kontejnera! To je jako nepravedno,
ta Skola tako daleko, ali to nikog nije briga!
Kao $to nikog nije briga $to imamo pacove,
izlaze iz rupa na plafonu, bojim se da ce mi
nocu pojesti decu. Zapusila sam te rupe kako
sam znala, stavili smo i otrov...

U dvoristu te spratne,

nedovrene kuce s velikim blatnjavim dvo-
riStem i svuda okolo razbacanim stvarima,
parkiran je mali kamion. Pitamo diji je, zaSto
se ne koristi za prevoz, to donosi novac...

- Bolestan sam i ne mogu da
vozim, a moj sin Mede nema dozvolu za
voznju. Da bi poloZio za to treba mnogo nov-
ca. Mi to nemamo, za to nema 3anse. Kada
bi mu neko pomogao i platio obuku pa da
naudi i poloZi ispit za kamion. Mogao bi da

eat, so they didn't have to eat out of rub-
bish bins! It's very unfair, the school be-
ing so far away, but nobody cares about
that! Just like no-one cares that we have
rats that come out of holes in the ceiling
— | am scared they will eat the children
at night. | blocked up the holes as best |
could, we put poison down, too...”

Inthe large muddy yard of this
two-storey unfinished house, strewn all
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around with detritus, a small truck is
parked. We ask whose it is, why it isn't
used for transport, as a source of income.

“l'amiill, I can't drive, and my
son Mede doesn't have a driving licence.
It costs a lot of money to take the test.
We don't have it, no chance. If someone
was to help him, pay for his training
50 he could learn to drive and take the

truck licence test... He could earn mon-




prevozi robu i da zaraduje, to bi bio spas za
njihovu familiju sa tako mnogo dece. Ova-
ko, moracu da prodam kamion, Sto da stoji,
da propada — Zali se Aziz Rizvani.

Taj vozacki ispit je, u
ovom trenutku, ono malo $to nedostaje
da porodica Plavc Rizvani - pored nemale
materijalne EHO pomoci koja im je pruze-
na — uz pomoc sopstvenog truda i rada,
dode do zarade i stalnih prihoda. Uz to,
razumevanje gradskih vlasti i Skole, koja
bi deci omogucila da idu u najblizu Skolu, a
majci da se zaposli, donelo bi veliku srecu i
svakodnevni hleb na stolu. To malo 3to fali
je uisto vreme tako mnogo, za njih u ovim
uslovima gotovo nepremostiva prepreka.
| upravo tu je prostor gde socijalna sluzba
iz lokalne sredine, EHO i njihovi donatori,
mogu da se udruze i daju jedini pravi re-
zultat: Materijalno sigurniji, u buducnosti
samostalan Zivot mnogoclane porodice
Plavc.

GREATEST GIFT - A
WASHING MACHINE

ey transporting goods — that would be an
absolute lifesaver for his family, with all
those children. As it is [ will have to sell the
truck, better than having it standing there
parked, falling to pieces,” Aziz Rizvani
laments.

Right now, this driving test is a small thing, but it
would mean the world to the Plavc/Rizvani family as they would
be able to earn an ongoing living through their own efforts, in
addition to the significant material aid given to them by EHO.
Some understanding on the part of the city authorities and the
school, allowing the children to go to their closest school and
allowing the mother to work, would also bring them a great
deal of happiness, and put daily bread on their table. But these
small things are also such a lot — almost insurmountable obsta-
cles given their current conditions. And this is an area where the
local social services, EHO and its donors could come together to
bring about the only result that would really count: a more ma-
terially secure, more independent life in the future for the large
Plavc family.
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OSTRIM KAMENJEM
“LP ON A STONY PATH
LFE AUF DEM WEG MIT SPITZEN

-
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ut kojim je - pre susreta
sa Ekumenskom humanitarnom organi-
zacijom i njenim saradnicima — godinama
hodila osmoclana porodica Natalije Vojno-
vi¢i lvana Dana mogao bi se opisati kao u
mraku prostrta duga, strma staza posuta
ostrim kamenjem, po kojoj je nemoguce
hodati. Staza - u njihovom sludaju, Zivot u
okruZenju koje nema naro(ito razumeva-
nja za nevolje ljudi poput njih — na kojoj su
postavljene neprobojne prepreke nema-
Stine, neznanja, neinformisanosti, biro-
kratije, izledala je ovako: Niko od ¢lanova
porodice nije imao licna dokumenta, to je
dovelo do toga da nisu mogli da se prijave,
a ako nisu prijavljeni ne mogu da se nadu
na listi nezaposlenih Biroa za zaposljava-
nje, bez cega ne mogu da imaju besplatnu
zdravstvenu zasstitu, deca nisu redovno
upisana u Skolu, to opet, onemogucava
dobijanje socijalne pomoci... Starija Skol-
ska deca se nisu upisala u $kolu u Srbiji, jer
imaju svedocanstva iz Skole u Nemackoj,
koja ovde moraju da se nostrifikuju, a za to
treba novca... Da bi se novac zaradio onim
Sto ume da radi glava porodice Ivan, a to
su zidarski radovi, on za to mora da ima
alat... Kada bi majka Natalija prihvatila
posao koji su joj ponudili na Birou za za-
posljavanje, ne bi imao ko da Cuva decu, a
ako odbije posao, skinuce je sa liste trazila-
ca posla, a onda nece moci da se prijavi za
socijalnu pomoc... Deciji dodatak se dobija
samo do Cetvrtog deteta, a Natalija i lvan
imaju Sestoro dece: Julkicu (17), Stevicu
(15), Ivanu (12), Slavka (11), Dunju (6) i
Teodoru (jedna i po godina). U trenutku
pisanja ovog teksta ocekivali su jo3 jednu
prinovu.

he road that the eight
members of Natalija Vojnovic's and Ivan
Dan’s family walked for years — before
they met the Ecumenical Humanitarian
Organisation and its staff — could be
described as a long, dark, steep path
strewn with sharp stones, impossible to
walk on. This path for them meant life in
an environment that did not have a great
deal of understanding for the troubles of
people such as themselves. Numerous
obstacles were set before them, those of
poverty, ignorance, lack of information
and bureaucracy. None of the family
members had personal documents. This
meant that they could not register with
the authorities. And if they could not
register, they could not get on the list of
unemployed persons with the National
Employment Service, and so could not
get free health services, the children
were not fully enrolled in school and in
turn they could not get social support...
The older school-age children had not
enrolled in school in Serbia since their
certificates were from schools in Ger-
many and had to be validated here, and
that cost money. To earn money from the
skills he had — as a builder — the head of
the family Ivan needed tools. If mother
Natalija took the work she was offered
by the National Employment Service,
there would be no-one to look after
the children, but if she refused the job
she would be removed from the list of
job-seekers and then would not be able
to apply for welfare... Child support is
only paid out up to the fourth child, but

Natalija and Ivan have six: Julkica (17),




Da bi se doslo do licnih do-
kumenata potrebno je imati izvod iz
maticne knjige rodjenjih i uverenje o
drzavljanstvu. To treba da se plati, mi-
slili su, ne znajuéi da imaju prava na
besplatan izvod i uverenje, u slucaju da
im je to potrebno za dobijanje socijalne
pomodi...

ALATOM SE ZIDA
NOVI DAN

Porodica Vojnovi¢ /Dan - koja
sada, bez struje i vode, Zivi u naselju Liza-
ni u selu Ka¢ kod Novog Sada — nasla se
pred ovom planinom od prepreka kada se
nedavno vratila iz Nemacke:

- Ziveli smo u Novom Sadu u
Ulici Josipa Runjanina, u kui koja je pri-
padala crkvi. Dozvolili su nam tamo da
stanujemo, (¢ak smo i dogradili i popra-
vili deo kuce), pa su se onda predomislili
i otkazali nam — prica Natalija -. Jedno
vreme smo stanovali besplatno kod
Irenke u Dositejevoj, a onda smo i odatle

T

Stevica (15), Ivana (12), Slavko (11), Dun-
ja (6) and Teodora (a year-and-a-half). At
the time of writing this article they were
expecting another.

To get their personal documents
they needed to have birth certificates and
certificates of citizenship. This cost money,
they thought, not realising that there was

an entitlement to free certificates in cases
where they were required for receipt of
welfare support.

This was the mountain of ob-
stacles that the Vojnovi¢/Dan family, living
currently with no electricity or water, in
the Lizani neighbourhood in the village
of Ka¢ near Novi Sad, faced when they re-
cently returned from Germany:

“We lived in Novi Sad, in Josipa
Runjanina street, in a house that belonged
to the church. They let us live there — we
even extended and repaired part of the

morali da idemo i ostali smo na ulici. Ni-
smo znali odakle da krenemo. Pomoci ni-
odkuda. Vrteli smo se u zacaranom krugu,
siromastva, gladi i beznadeznosti. Odluili
smo da idemo u Nemacku. Bilo je to 2014.
Imali smo petoro dece. Dobili smo azil,
smestili su nas u,heim”, Posle dva meseca
u prihvatnom centru dobili smo u pred-

et

gradu Altingenu (grad Ammerbuch) kucu,
koju smo delili sa jos tri porodice. Cekali
smo radnu dozvolu, a dotle smo dobijali
pomoc od 1700 eura mesecno. Najvaznije
je bilo da deca nisu bila gladna, da smo
bili u ¢istom i urednom i da su deca isla u
Skolu. Osamnaest meseci smo bili tamo.
Jednog dana smo u Zutoj koverti dobili
,hegativ’ na kome je pisalo da moramo da
se vratimo odakle smo dosli. Ivan je zbog
predinfarktnog stanja dospeo u bolnicu.
Kad je izaSao vratio se kudi u Novi Sad.
Uzela sam advokata i odlozila odlazak za

house. Then they changed their minds
and withdrew the offer,” Natalija recalls.
“For a while we lived free of charge with
afriendin Dositejeva street, and then we
had to leave there, too, and so we were
left out on the street. We didn't know
where to start. There was no help to be
had. We were in a vicious cycle of pov-
erty, hunger and hopelessness. We de-
cided to go to Germany. It was 2014. We
had five children. We got asylum, they
putusina Heim. After two months in the
reception centre we got a house in Altin-
gen, which were shared with three other
families. We awaited a work permit, and
until then received support of 1,700 eu-
ros a month. The most important thing
was that the children didn’t go hungry,

TOOLS TO BUILD A NEW
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mesec. Ostala sam sama sa petoro dece.

- Jedno vece je upala
policija u nas stan, njih Sestoro! Rekli su
— pakujte se, idete kuci u Srbiju, imate
prava da ponesete 2 kilograma! I3li su za
nama dok smo se presvlacili, valjda da ne
pobegnemo! Bilo je oko deset sati uvece.
Deca su plakala... Nikad necu to zaboravi-
ti, bilo je ponizavajuce — seca se Natalija.
— Strpali su nas u policijski auto, potom
su nas odvezli autobusom na aerodrom.
Celu no¢ smo sedeli i cekali avion.

JULKICA PREDAVALA
NEMACKI!

Ivan je Nataliju i petoro njiho-
ve dece docekao u Novom Sadu u jednoj
troSnoj, napustenoj kudi. Odatle su 2016.
godine dospeli u Kac. Ivanov brat im je
poklonio manju kucu. Uselili su se, ali for-
malno nisu ni postojali, jer nisu mogli da
se prijave, jer naselje nije bilo legalizova-
no. Nisu imali adresu!

Samo nebo je Nataliji i Ivanu
poslalo Ratka Railica, koji ih je prijavio na
svoju adresu da bi mogli boravak u Kacu
da ucine legalnim. Ratko, sada dobrosto-

that we were in clean, tidy housing and
the children went to school. We were there
for eighteen months. One day we got the
denial letter in a yellow envelope which
said that we had to go back to where we
had come from. Ivan ended up in hospital
atrisk of a heart attack. When he came out
he went back to Novi Sad. I hired a lawyer
and delayed our departure for a month. |
was left alone with five children.”

“One night the police stormed
into our apartment, six of them! They said,

‘Get packed, you are going home to Serbia,
you have the right to take 2 kilogrammes
with you!" They followed us around while
we got changed — so we didn't run away,
| suppose! It was about ten at night. The
children were crying... I'll never forget
that, it was humiliating,” Natalija remem-
bers. “They stuffed us into a police car and
then took us by bus to the airport. We sat
all night waiting for the plane.”

lvan met Natalija and their five
children in Novi Sad, in a run-down, aban-

jeci domacin iz Kaca, ta ljudina od coveka,
nije zaboravio nekadasnje patnje svoje po-
rodice u bedi i siromastvu:

-Upoznao sam Ivana preko nje-
govog brata. Kad sam video u kakvoj bedi
Zivi sa zenom, petoro dece i novorodenom
bebom, dusa mi se razbolela. Decu na srce
da privijes... PredloZio sam da se pobrati-
mimo. Video sam kako se bore i muce se,
vise gladni, nego siti... Imamo mi, hvala
Bogu i viska, pa smo moja Zena i ja cele
zime delili sa ovim ljudima sve $to smo
imali — brasno, krompir, zejtin, meso...
Ovo nije hvalisanje, ja sam emotivan ¢o-
vek, imam, a ko ima treba da deli sa onim
ko nema! Onaj gore sve vidi! Ja znam kako
je nemati nita, moji su bili siromasni, jeli
smo samo hleb d kukuruza i med, tata je
imao pcele. Roditelji su mi bili bolesni,
teSko sam detinjstvo imao. Kad sam po-
stao svoj Covek stekao sam kucu. A, onda
je do3ao rat, morali smo da izbegnemo iz
Hrvatske. Tri meseca smo Ziveli u automo-
bilu... Ja znam kako je kad nemas. E, zato
pomazem ovim postenim i vrednim lju-
dima — uzrujan, dok privija decu na krilo,
prica Sezdesetdevetogodisnji Ratko.

Kad su gladna usta decija nahra-
njena, porodica Dan /Novakovi¢ pokusala
je da krene onom stazom s pocetka price.
Ni koraka ne bi uspeli da naprave da im u
pomo¢ nije priskocila Ekumenska huma-
nitarna sluzba, koja je prekinula zacarani
krug nemogucnosti pribavljanja licnih do-
kumenata, Skolskih diploma i zdravstvenih
knjiZica. Jos mnogo toga treba da se uradi,
jos je mnogo prepreka pred njima na putu,
ali je na toj strmoj stazi sve manje ostrog
kamenja.

doned house. From there, they moved to
Kac in 2016. Ivan’s brother gave them a
small house. They moved in, but they did
not formally exist since they could not be
registered — the neighbourhood was not
legalised. They had no address!

Heaven itself sent Ratko Rail-
i¢ to Natalija and Ivan, who registered
them at his address so that they could
legally reside in Kac. Ratko, now a well-
to-do homeowner from Kac, a true gen-
tleman, who has never forgotten the

JULKICA TAUGHT
GERMAN!

former suffering of his family in poverty
and want:

“I got to know Ivan through
his brother. When | saw the poverty he
lived in together with his wife, five chil-
dren and their newborn baby, it pained
me. You just wanted to hug those kids...
| suggested we become pobratimi [a
Serbian tradition where two men agree
to become brothers]. | could see their
struggles and their hardship — they
were more often hungry than fed...




Thank God, my family has more than it needs, so my wife and | shared ev-
erything we had all through the winter with these people — flour, potatoes,
oil, meat... | am not saying this to boast, | am an emotional man, [ am a‘have;
and the‘haves’ ought to share with the‘have-nots'! God above sees all! | know
what it’s like to have nothing. My folks were poor, we ate only cornbread and
honey — Dad was a bee-keeper. My parents suffered from ill health, | had a
tough childhood. When | gained my independence | managed to buy a house.
But then war came, we had to flee from Croatia. We lived in a car for three
months. | know what it’s like when you have nothing. And that’s why | help
these hard-working and honest people,” sixty-nine year-old Ratko recounts
emotionally, hugging the children to himself in his lap.

Now that the children’s hungry mouths had been fed, the Dan/No-
vakovic family tried to set off down the road we described at the beginning
of the story. They would not have been able to take even the first step if the
Ecumenical Humanitarian Organisation had not come to their aid, helping to
break the vicious circle of not being able to obtain personal documents, school
certificates and health cards. There is much left to do, there are many obstacles

on the road ahead, but fewer sharp stones now on that steep path.

wir Blutsbriider werden. Ich habe gesehen wie schwer
sie es haben und mehr hungrig als satt waren. Wir ha-
ben, zum Gliick, mehr als wir brauchen und so haben
meine Frau und ich den ganzen Winter alles was wir
hatten mit ihnen geteilt; Mehl, Kartoffeln, 01, Fleisch...
Es ist keine Wichtigtuerei, ich bin ein emotiver Mensch,
ich habe etwas und jeder, der etwas hat, sollte es mit
anderen, die es nicht haben, teilen! Der von oben sieht
alles! Ich weiB3, wie schwer es ist, wenn man nichts hat.
Meine Eltern waren arm, wir haben Maisbrot und Honig
gegessen, mein Vater hatte Bienenstocke. Meine Eltern
waren krank und ich hatte eine schwere Kindheit. Als ich
dann mein eigener Herr wurde, habe ich mir ein Haus
angeschafft. Dann kam der Krieg, wir mussten aus Cro-
atien fliehen. Drei Monate haben wir im Auto gelebt. Ich
wei3 wie es ist, wenn man nichts hat. Deshalb helfe ich
diesen anstandigen und fleiligen Menschen . erzahlt
der neunundsechzigjahrige aufgeregt, wahrend er die
Kinder um sich umarmt.

Als nun die hungrigen Kindermiinder verpflegt
wurden, versuchte die Familie Dan/Novakovi¢ den Weg
vom Anfang der Geschichte zu gehen. Sie hétten keinen
einzigen Schritt tun konnen, wenn ihnen die 6kumenisch
humanitdre Hilfsorganisation nich beiseite gestanden
hdtte. Sie hat den Teufelskreis mit den Problem mit Do-
kumentationsausarbeitung fiir Personalausweise, Schul-
zeugnissen und Krankenversicherungskarten unterbro-
chen. Es ist noch viel zu tun, es gibt noch eine Menge

JULKICA HAT DEUTSCH
UNTERRICHTET!




SAN O KUPATILU
DREAMING OF A BATHROOM
DER TRAUM VON EINEM BAD

dvoriSte troSne kuce u
naselju Sangaj, nadomak Novog Sada, ula-
zi mlad muskarac, gura bickl prepun najlon
kesa iz kojih vire neka 3arena tkanina, jed-
na Zenska cipela, neki metalni predmet. ..
Toplo je, letnja jara. On brie Celo, otire
pradinu sa pantalona. . .

-Bio sam na kanti — kaze nam
ravnodusno. Nismo razumeli, objasnja-
va: Tako se kod nas kaze kad preturate po
smecu, po kantama za dubre. Sakupljam
stare stvari, koje ljudi bacaju, ne trebaju
im, a jo$ su dobre, mogu da se koriste. To
onda sredim, pa preprodajem na Najlon
pijaci... Mora nesto da se radi, bolje nego
da dangubim, da lezim kod kuce. Nesto se
i zaradi, sitno. Da se preZivi. Ja sam zavrsio
samo pet razreda osnovne Skole, onda se
mama razbolela, pa sam ostao kod kuce
da je negujem. Tata je radio, nije mogao.
0d osamnaeste godine sam prijavljen na
biro za zaposljavanje, nikada nisam dobio
posao! — Ovako govori Dorde Famili¢, tri-
desetogodisnjak, koji je s majkom Zoricom
pre dve godine pred Bozi¢ krenuo za Ne-
macku. Spakovali su se i nevoljno krenuli.
Da pobegnu od siromastva. Da traZe posla,
da ustede, poprave kucu, plate lecenje...

- Godinu i trinaest meseci smo
proveli u Nemackoj. Nasa nova kuca bila su
tri grada: Heidelberg, Karlsruhe i Donausc-
hingen. Prvo smo bili u nekom prihvatili-
Stu, Heim se to kaZe kod njih. Onda smo, sa
jos jednom porodicom, dobili stan i hranu i
130 eura mesecno! Ziveli smo kao u hotelu,
svako svoju sobu i kupatilo! Boze, kupati-
lo! Kod kuce sam sanjao o kupatilu! Mogli
smo i da se Setamo po gradu, niko nije bio
neljubazan prema nama. Kad te prode prvi

young man walks into
the yard of a dilapidated house in the
neighbourhood of Sangaj close to Novi
Sad, pushing a bike bedecked with plas-
tic bags. Poking out of the bags is some
colourful cloth, a female shoe, some
kind of metal object... It is hot, a blaz-
ing summer sun. He wipes his forehead,
brushes the dust off his trousers.

“I've been on the bins,” he says
flatly. We look confused so he explains:
“That's what we call it when you go
through the rubbish, the trash cans. |
collect old stuff that people throw out.
They don't need it but it’s still good, it
can still be used. | fix it up and then sell
it on at the flea market... You've got to
do something, better than lying around
at home doing nothing. | earn a little bit
too, small change. Just enough to sur-
vive. | only finished 5th grade of primary
school and then Mum got ill and | stayed
at home to look after her. Dad couldn't,
he was working. | have been registered
with the employment service since | was
eighteen, | have never got a job!” These
are the words of Dorde Famili¢, aged 30,
who set off for Germany two years ago,
just before Christmas, with his mother
Zorica. They packed their things and set
off reluctantly. To escape poverty. To look
for work, save some money, fix their
house, pay for medical treatment...

“We spent a year and thirteen
months in Germany. Our new home was
in three cities: Heidelberg, Karlsruhe
and Donaueschingen. First we were in a
shelter: Heim, they call it. Then, together

with another family, we were given an

n den Hof des verfall-
enen Hauses in der Siedlung Sangaj,
in der Nahe von Novi Sad, tritt ein
junger Mann ein, er schiebt ein Fahr-
rad iberladen mit Plastiktiiten, aus
denen bunte Tiicher herausquillen,
ein Damenschuh, ein Metalteil. Es ist
warm, Sommerhitze. Er wischt sich die
Stirn, putzt sich den Staub von den Ho-
sen ab.

,Ich war am Container” sagte
er uns gleichgiiltig. Wir haben nicht
verstanden, er erklart:,So sagt man bei
uns, wenn man im Abfall rumwiihlt,
in den Milleimern. Ich sammle alte
Sachen, die die Leute wegwerfen, sie
brauchen sie nicht mehr doch sie sind
noch gut, sind noch zu gebrauchen. Ich
mache sie zurecht und verkaufe sie dan
auf dem Najlon-Markt... Man muss et-
was tun, besser als nichts tun, zu Hause
liegen. Etwas verdient man ja schon,
ein bisschen. Um zu iiberleben. Ich
habe nur fiinf Klassen der Grundschule
beendet, dann ist meine Mutter er-
krankt, so dass ich zu Hause geblieben
bin um sie zu pflegen. Vater hat gear-
beitet, er konnte nicht. Seit meinem
17. Lebensjahr bin ich am Arbeitsamt
angemeldet, ich habe nie eine Arbe-
it angeboten bekommen!“so spricht
Djordje Famili¢, ein dreiBigjahriger, der
vor zwei Jahren seine Reise mit seiner
Mutter Zorica kurz vor Weihnachten
nach Deutschland antrat. Sie haben
ihre Sachen gepackt und sind wieder-
willig losgegangen, um vor der Armut
zu fliehen, um Arbeit zu suchen, etwas
einzusparen, ihr Haus zu reparieren, die



Sok od svega dobrog na koje nismo, na za-
lost, naucili, poinje da smeta Sto nista ne
radis, samo cekas i strepis... Cekali smo
da se resi nas zahtev za azil, odobrenje
da ostanemo, pa da mozemo da radimo.
Onda se jedne nodi sve srusilo. U stan su
upali policajci, stavili mi lisice na ruke...
Bio sam u Soku! Ja sam posten covek, ni-

CIM KISE STANU

sam imao posla sa zakonom, nikad nisam
tako nesto doZiveo! Zasto me, gospodine,
pitam, hapsite? Pa nemojte, ljudi gle-
daju, mislice da sam kriminalac! Jedan
je samo, kratko odgovorio: ,Tako mora.
Procedura!” Moj zahtev za azil je odbijen
i deportovali su me, zajedno sa jo$ pede-
setak ljudi iz Srbije i Makedonije. Najgora
je bila pomisao ostaviti majku. Ona je jos
imala $anse, mogla je jos da ostane i Ceka,
ali bolje Sto se vratila sa mnom kuci. Umrli
bismo od brige za njom i ja i tata — prica
Dorde, pomalo nestrpjivo se meskoljeci
oko svog bicikla natovarenog najlon kesa-
ma. Nema on vremena za razgovor.
“Saradnici Ekumenske huma-
nitarne organizacije, dosli smo da pomo-

apartment and food and 130 euros per
month! It was like living in a hotel, every-
body had their own room and a bathroom!
God, a bathroom! At home | dreamed of a
bathroom! We could walk around town,
nobody was unkind to us. When the initial
shock wore off at this good life that was,
unfortunately, so new to us, it started to

bother us that we weren't working, that

we were just waiting and worrying... We
waited for them to review our asylum
case, to get approval to stay so we could
work. Then one night everything came
crashing down. The police stormed into
our apartment, handcuffed me... | couldn’t
believe what was happening! |am an hon-
est man, | have never had any problems
with the law, | had never experienced
anything like that! ‘Why are you arresting
me, sir?’ | asked, ‘Don’t do that, people are
watching, they'll think I'm a criminal!’ One

only briefly replied: ‘That’s how it has to be

gnemo, da prenesemo pomoc ljudi, dona-
toraiz Nemacke ..." - recitujemo, a Dorde
se nasmesio, odmahnuo rukom i nastavio
da otpakuje najlon kese, svoj danasnji“pa-
zar’, jedan svoj Zivotni dan.

-Kupatilo nam je naj-
potrebnije. To je najvaznije — kaze Dordeva
mama Zorica, jo$ na praqu, dok ulazimo u
kucu. Gleda u supruga, ¢eka potvrdu svo-

jih reci. Oci joj Zivnule. Sedimo za stolom u
troSnoj, vlaznoj, besprekorno urednoj ma-
loj kudi niskog stropa. Od dve prostorije, u
obe prokisnjava krov, otuda vlaga. Isprva,
bili smo ubedeni da ce Zelja ove porodice
biti popravka krova.

- Meni smeta i kad se radujem.
Uzbudenije nije dobro za moje Zivce. Ta de-
presiija me je uhvatila posle oceve smrti .
Bili smo jako siromasni. Rano sam se udala.
Vaino je bilo da odem, da se udam u kucu
gde ima hrane. Rajko je radio. Skromno, ali
mirno smo Ziveli sa dvoje dece i njegovim

done. Procedure!’ My asylum application
had been refused and they deported me,
together with another fifty or so people
from Serbia and Macedonia. The worse
thing was the thought of leaving my
mother. She still had a chance, she could
still stay and wait. But it was better that
she came home with me. We would
have died worrying about her, me and
Dad,"Dorde tells his story, fussing a little
impatiently around his plastic bag-laden
bicycle. He has no time to talk.

“We work with the Ecumen-
ical Humanitarian Organisation, we've
come to help, to bring help from some
people, donors from Germany..” we
recite, and Dorde smiles, waves dismis-
sively and carries on unpacking his plas-
tic bags, his “takings” for the day — one
day in his life.

“It's a bathroom we need the

says Dorde’s mother Zorica from the

doorstep, as we walk into the house.

WHEN THE RAINS
STOP

most. That’s the most important thing,”

SOBALD
DIE REGENFALLE
AUFHOREN




roditeljima. Sad je on u penziji, onda smo
se svi razboleli. Siromasni smo. Jedva se
Zivi. Kada radim bolje mi je, tesko je naci
posao, ponekad spremam po kucama,
300 dinara (manje od 3 eura) na sat. Le-
kovi su skupi, a trebaju i meni i muzu i
sinu.

- Ne moZe se 16.000 dinara
(nesto vise od 130 eura), koliko je moja
penzija, podeliti na sto delova, jedva do-
dje za hranu i struju. Radio sam u nekad
solidnoj firmi, u “Standardu’, razboleo se
i penzionisao. Bio sam na listi, ali su me
prevarili, nisam dobio stan. Ceo moj radni
vek kao da je odneo vetar, posteno sam
radio, a sad krpimo kraj s krajem. lonako
napukla kuca je jos vie ostecena za vre-
me NATO bombardovanja. Prodali smo
krmacu i kupili nova stakla. Zbog pro-
kiSnjavanja krova, vlaga u kuci nagriza i
zidove i dusu. Posle svake kise strepimo
da se krov na nas se obrusi. Inamo samo
toalet, nemamo kupatilo. Ponizavajuce
je. Upaljen mi je pankreas, nosim stomu,
kupanje je neophodno, najvaznije, ne
mogu da se saginjem u koritu da se pe-
rem. Kad se ja kupam, ukucani moraju da
izadju iz sobe... Dvadesetprvi vek! Da nije
Dorde od prijatelja cuo da dajete neku po-
moc. .. sad barza neStoima malo nade...
— pria Rajko i dodaje, tiSe, kao za sebe
,mozda samo ozidani tus, sa plocicama...”

Dok napustamo Familice, izla-
ze€i iz kuce vidimo Dorda kako ulazi u
sa tri strane rogozom (trskom) ogradeni
prostor, improvizovanu tus kabinu u dvo-
ristu. Dovikuje nam, “sad je leto, lako je,
Cak je i lepo, kupati se u dvoristu i polivati
se iz plasticnih flasa, a na zimu. .. Valjda
Ce biti i tog kupatila...”

She looks at her hushand, waits for him
to back her up. Her eyes have regained
some life. We are sitting at the table in a
dilapidated, damp but perfectly tidy little
house with its low ceiling. The house has
two rooms and the roof leaks in both,
hence the damp. Our initial assumption
had been that this family would want to
repair the roof.

“It bothers me even when |
am happy. Excitement isn't good for my
nerves. It's a depression that took hold
of me after my father died. We were very
poor. | got married young. The main thing
was to leave, to marry into a household
where there was food. Rajko worked.
We lived modestly but peacefully with
our two children and his parents. Now
he is retired, and then we all got ill. We
are poor. We barely keep ourselves alive.
When | work | feel better. It's hard to find
work. Sometimes | clean houses, 300
dinars an hour [less than 3 euros]. Med-
icines are expensive, and me, my husband
and my son need them.

“You can only divide 16,000
dinars [a little over 130 euros] — which
is how much my pension is — into so
many pieces. There is barely enough to
pay for food and electricity. | worked in
a once-solid company, Standard — then
| got ill and retired. | was on the list but
they conned me, | didn't get given an
apartment. It's as if my whole work-
ing life got blown away in the wind — |
worked hard but now we barely make
ends meet. The house was already in bad
shape, but it got damaged even more in
the NATO bombing. We sold our pig and
bought new glass. The leaky roof makes
the house damp — it gnaws at the walls

and at our souls. After every rain we worry about whether the roof will fall on
us. We only have a toilet, no bathroom. It's humiliating. | have pancreatitis,
| wear a stoma, | have to bath, it’s very important, | can’t bend down in the
bathtub to wash. When | am bathing everyone has to leave the room... This
is the twenty-first century! If Dorde hadn't heard from friends that you might
have some help for us... at least now there is a little bit of hope,” says Rajko,
and adds, more quietly, almost to himself, “At least a proper bricks-and-mor-
tar bath stall, with tiles..”

As we leave the Famili¢ house we see Dorde stepping into an area

that is screened off on three sides with reed fencing — an improvised shower

stall in the garden. He shouts to us, “It's summer, it’s easier to bath in the yard
and pour water over yourself from plastic bottles — actually, it's quite nice.
But in winter... Maybe we'll get that bathroom one day.”




DOTKOVICE CUVAJU SRECU
PRIZIVAJU POSAQO

HORSESHOES GUARD LUCK
AND BRING WORK

HUFEISEN BRINGEN GLUCK
UND RUFEN ARBEIT HERBE]

Porodica (vetkoviciz Lebana

broji sedam ¢lanova: mama Suzana, tata
Dusan, cetvoro dece - Ena (11), Petra (9),
Slavica (7) i Jovan (4) i Dusanov otac Milivo-
je, odnedavno udovac.

Odmah na pocetku Romskog
naselja, s leve strane ulice, u nevelikoj belo
okrecenoj kuci s tremom pod kojim se susi
ves, na pragu doma Suzane i Dusana (vet-
kovica stoje dve potkovice - za sreu.

(vetkovici veruju da ih je sreca po-
setila kad su ih upoznali, pa se na nevideno
vendali, pa rodili decu:

-Mi se lepo slaZemo, a nismo se
ni poznavali pre braka. Moja tetka je bila
navodadZika, nista bez navodadzike (osoba
koja posreduje pri upoznavanju)! Eto, ispalo
je dobro — uz sme3ak kaze Suzana, rodom
iz Grdelice. — Moji su iz Grdelice, znate ono
bombardovanje Sto je bilo! Tetka se udala
u Lebane, pa je, valjda, htela da ja budem
pored nje, oSacovala momka i udala me! Vi-
deli smo se mi jednom, onako izdaleka, ali
nismo se pre braka poznavali. Sad smo ve¢
12 godina u braku i dobro se slazemo.

Suzana gleda u muZa, ustupa mu
stolicu da on sedne — Pa, kazi, milo joj dok
ga podseca: “Kazi da si bio mister”! Dusan
se osmehne, snebiva se malo: “Bio je Rom-
ski bal, birali se najlepsi Rom i Romkinja,
pobedio sam, imao sam 18 godina! Misica
je bila iz BoSnjaci”! Smeju se oboje, Suzana
otvorenog pogleda, iskreno i prostodusno:

-Lepo mi jedno s drugim i s na-
Som decom Zivimo. Imamo kucu, nije nova,
krov je propao, ne znam kako ¢emo na zimu,
hoce li izdrZzai! Ali, srecni smo Sto je nasa i
legalizovana je. Samo, nema se. Da ima-
mo posao ne bismo bili siromasni, a ovako,

he Cvetkovi¢ family
from Lebane has seven members: the
mother Suzana, the father Dusan and
four children — Ena (11), Petra (9),
Slavica (7) and Jovan (4), as well as
Dusan’s father Milivoje, a widower as
of recently.

At the very beginning of the
Roma settlement, on the left side of
the street, in a small, whitewashed ho-
use with a porch under which laundry
hangs drying, at the entrance to the
home of Suzana and Dusan Cvetkovic,
hang two horsehoes — for luck.

The Cvetkovic's are convinced
that fortune visited them when they
were matched up and then married
as strangers, and then after that when
they had their children:

“We get on nicely, though
we didn’t even know each other before
we were married. My aunt was the na-
vodadZika [a person who traditionally
mediates marriage matchups] — you
can't get by without one of those! And
there you go, it turned out well,” smi-
les Suzana, who was born in Grdelica
in the south of Serbia. “My folks are
from Grdelica — you remember, where
that bombing happened! My aunt got
married to a guy in Lebane and | suppo-
se she wanted me there with her, so
she picked out a boy for me and got me
married! We saw each other once, from
a distance, but we didn’t know each
other before we were married. Now we
have been married 12 years and we are
agood couple.”

Suzana looks at her husband,




muka je. Struju redovno placamo. Za hranu
nema ba$ uvek dovoljno, danas ima, sutra
se ne zna! Moramo Cesto da zajmimo. | kad
je svekrva umrla, nismo imali za sahranu,
200 eura pozajmili. Sramota je i da deca
idu u Skolu, a da nemaju lepo. Hvala Bogu,
sad mi je lak3e da budu disti i uredni, ne
perem vise na ruke! Hvala Sasi (Pesic, lokan

CVETKUVIﬁI
NAJUGROZENUI

saradnik EHO) i Ekumenskoj humanitarnoj
organizaciji, tako sam se obradovala kad
smo dobili mainu za pranje vesa!

Lebane su najsiromasnija op-
Stina u Srbiji. Cvetkovidi izdrZavaju sebe i
decu jedino od sezonskih poslova na njivi
i socijalne pomoci od 12 hiljada dinara
(100 eura). Ne mogu da precute, kazu, los
odnos zaposlenih u Centru za socijalni rad
prema Romima.

-lako nam je najmlada devojci-
ca bolesna, sve pise u lekarskoj dijagnozi,
odbili nas! Nisu hteli da mi daju puni iznos
pomoci, novac za tudu negu koja mi pripa-
da, samo 1.500 dinara smo dobili! - Zali se
Dusan.

Suzana dodaje da je isteraju iz

giving up her chair for him. “Well, go on,
tell them,” she relishes reminding him.

III/

“Tell them you were a ‘Mister'!” Dusan
smiles, a little self-conscious. “It was
a Roma ball, they were choosing the
best-looking Roma guy and girl, | won, |
was 18! The Miss winner was from Bos-
njaci”! They both laugh, Suzana’s look is
open-hearted and sincere:

“We are happy living with each
other and with our children. We have a
house — it's not new, the roof is in terri-
ble condition, we don’t know how we'll
manage in winter, whether it will hold
out! But we are happy it's ours, and it’s all
legal. But... there’s no money. If | had a
job we wouldn’t be poor, but as it is, it's
tough. We pay our electricity regularly.
We don't exactly always have enough for
food — one day there might be enough,
next day you don't know! We often have
to borrow. Even when my mother-in-law
died, we didn't have any money for the
funeral and had to borrow 200 euros.
Another embarrassing thing is the kids
going to school and having nothing nice

kancelarije kad moli za jednokratnu pomog,
kazu nije po zakonu.

Sasa potvrduje:

-lzraZena je diskriminacija prema
Romima. Socijalni radnici imaju diskreciono
pravo da smanje socijanu pomoc na osnovu
sopstvene procene 0 navodno “propustenoj
sansi za zaradu”. To pravo najobilatije koriste
prema Romima i Cine veliku nepravdu! Pa,
ko ne bi radio da ima posla! A, sezonskih
poslova nema cele godine, samo preko leta
i jeseni. Zimi mozeS samo na Jablanicu da
sakupljas drva. Od oko 22.000 stanovnika
u Lebanu,oko 1250 je Roma. Samo je njih

s

12 zaposleno, od toga osmoro u “Cistoci"
Ostalih Cetvoro radi po ugovoru (pedagoski
asistenti, medijatori). Ja nisam viSe zapo-
slen. Ukinuto je 2015. godine i radno mesto
opstinskog koordinatora za romska pitanja.
Sad niko ne pomaze Romima, nema ko ni da
im popuni formular, preda zahtev, posave-
tuje o pravima!

Siromastvo i diskriminacija bili su
osnovni razlozi zasto su se Cvetkovici odlucili
da oprobaju srecu u Nemackoj.

-Drugi je Zivot tamo, ima i dobro

to wear. Thank God at least it’s easier for
me to keep them neat and tidy, | don't
have to wash by hand any more! We're
so grateful to Sasa [Pesic, local EHO
associate] and the Ecumenical Huma-
nitarian Organisation — | was delighted
when we got the washing machine!”

Lebane is the poorest muni-
cipality in Serbia. The Cvetkovi¢ family
only have seasonal work in the fields
and welfare payments of 12,000 dinars
(100 euros) to support themselves and
their children. They can't but complain,
they say, of the negative attitude of
employees of the Centre for Social Work
towards Roma.

“Even though our youngest
girlisill —it'sall there in the doctor’s re-
port — they turned us down! They wo-
uldn’t give us the full amount of carer’s
allowance we are entitled to, we only
got 1,500 dinars!” Dusan complains.

Suzana adds that they throw

her out of the office when she asks

CVETKOVIC FAMILY
MOST VULNERABLE

DIE CVETKOVIC 'S
SIND AM MEISTEN
BEDROHT




i loSe. A, kad bi imali u Srbiji posao, bilo bi
isto tako dobro i ovde. Ja bih isla da Cistim
ulicu, da se zaposlim, ali i tu treba veza —
uverena je Suzana.

— Nismo ba$ imali dobre uslo-
ve tamo. U Karlsrue smo, sa cetvoro dece,
otisli 2015. godine, Ziveli u hajmu. Dobili
skoro prazan stan, imali smo samo kuhi-
nju i krevete. Nagore je Sto nije bilo vode,
jer su bas tada renovirali. Kupali smo se u
drugoj zgradi, a voda za pice iz flase! U Me-
inheimu smo bili pet meseci, dobijali svaki
mesec po 600 eura, to je bilo dobro. Alii tu

TITO I MOTIKA
U VOJVODINI

bez vode! Tu je nekad vojska Zivela, i dok su
oni uveli vodu, mi smo morali da odemo.
Samo su jedog dana okacili na tablu neki
papir. Nismo razumeli 3ta pise, posle dosla
jedna familija koja nam je pomogla. Rekli
sunam da traZe od nas da se potpiSemo da
¢emo dobrovoljno ici kuci, da nas ne izba-
ce. | otisli smo. Bolje tako, da nemam da se
mislim i brinem. Bice nekako, samo da se
zaposlim — kaZe Dusan pogledajuci u one
dve potkovice na pragu. Donele nam sre-
¢u u nas brak, da se ne svadamo, da smo
dobro nas dvoje, kaze, kad tad pomoci ¢e
nam i da dode neki posao u nasu kucu!

for one-off assistance, they say it's not
allowed under law.

Sasa backs this up,

“There is considerable discri-
mination against Roma. Social workers
have discretionary powers to reduce
welfare payments based on their own as-
sessment of supposed ‘failure to capita-
lise on employment opportunities. They
make use of this power liberally where
Roma are concerned, and great injusti-
ce is done! Which of us wouldn't work if
there was work! But seasonal work isn't
available all year, only in summer and
autumn. In winter all you can do is go
down to the Jablanica river and collect
wood. Of the 22,000 people living in Le-
bane, around 1,250 are Roma. Only 12 of
them are employed, of those eight work
in the municipal waste department. The
other four work under contract as teac-
hing assistants and mediators. | am not
employed any more. The post of muni-
cipal coordinator for Roma issues was
also closed in 2015. Now nobody helps
the Roma, there is no-one even to fill in
forms for them, file applications, advise
them of their rights!”

Poverty and discrimination
were the main reasons why the Cvetkovi¢
family decided to try their luck in Ger-
many.

“It’s a different life there, the-
re are good things and bad things. And
if we had work in Serbia it would be just
as good here. | would go and clean the
streets, get a job. But you need to know
the right people for that,” Suzana tells us.

“Conditions weren't that gre-
at for us there. We went to Karlsruhe in
2015 with four children, and lived in a

Heim. We got an almost empty apartment, with only a kitchen and beds. The worst thing
was that there was no water as they were renovating right around that time. We bathed in
a different building and drank water from bottles! We were in Meinheim for five months,
and got 600 euros each per month, that was good. But there was no water there, either! The
army had used it previously, and by the time they had plumbed the water in, we had to go.
One day they put a notice up on the board. We didn’t understand what it said, afterwards
a family came and helped us. They told us that they were asking us to go home voluntarily
rather than be expelled. And we went. It was better that way, less thinking, less worrying.
Things will work out somehow, if only | can get work,” says Dusan, looking at those two hor-
seshoes on the doorstep. “They have brought luck in our marriage, we don't argue, we have
a good relationship,”he says, “sooner or later they will bring employment to our house, too!”

TITO AND THE HOE IN VOJVODINA

TITO UND DIE HACKE
IN DER VOJVODINA
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