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Translation 

Municipal verbal abuse and bullying – for those who are the 
most vulnerable 

Several months ago, a mother of many children contacted a local 
newspaper Kazlų Rūdos laikraštis. The woman called the newspaper because, as 
she put it, ‘she could no longer stand the terrible behaviour of the employees of 
the local municipality.’ The woman stated that other women like her were 
constantly mocked and humiliated by the employees of the municipality. 

The woman told the story of her hard life. She remembered her childhood when 
the only things she had known were her violent father, drunkard mother, and begging 
elder brothers and sisters. She also recounted her first marriage that she had entered 
into searching for love and safety, and the violence that she had experienced from her 
husband and, later, from her cohabitants.  

‘Now, you will probably ask why I needed those men at all. Everybody asks that... 
But it still seems that if I found a good person, it would be easier to live. But I wasn't 
lucky,’ says Aistė (author's note: the real name has been changed).  

 

I Am Not Asking for Charity. Just for Understanding. 

’You know, I don't want to ask for charity from you. I'm just seeking comfort,’ says 
the woman. ‘I don't understand anything about laws; I don't know how to use a 
computer. I don't have friends. I thought that the only way to get some help and support, 
not only financial, was to go to the municipality. But now I would rather eat dry grain and 
give it to my children than go there again.’ Aistė said a lot of bad words about the 
employees of the municipality. The woman said that every time she went to the 'social 
department', instead of getting help she was being mocked: all the men she had lived 
with were enumerated, her children were mentioned as a reproach, and she was asked 
why she had ‘made so many of them without thinking of how to feed them’ and why the 
municipality ‘had to give money to beggars like her.’  

 ‘The women working at the department for protection of children's rights are also 
like a nightmare for me. Maybe not all of them, but my children and I are afraid of some 
of them. They are always angry, sinister, and threatening to take my children away from 
me,’ the woman says. ‘You know, we are called 'tramps' there, and my children are 
called 'little tramps'. I personally don't care. But I am sorry for my children. They are 
innocent, aren't they? It happens sometimes that I have nothing to serve them for dinner. 
But I won't go to the municipality. Because if I say that I have no food for them, they will 
take give them away to some orphanage. This is the only thing to expect from them.’ 

Mocking and Humiliation Instead of Help? 

 The newspaper Kazlų Rūdos laikraštis has conducted an investigation and has 
visited tens of families from the social risk group. And even though we came to the 
houses of these people without any advance notice, not one of these women was drunk. 



Aistė's story about how women from the social-risk families are humiliated at the 
municipality, and how they are mocked and insulted was confirmed by other women 
living in the municipality of Kazlų Rūda, with whom the newspaper talked. They all 
agreed to talk under the condition that their names and surnames as well as other data 
that would provide for their recognition would not be published. Every one of them stated 
that they were afraid of being dealt with in the most painful way, i.e. by having their 
children taken away. 

‘Is it really a secret that they treat us this way? Is it news that they don't consider 
us to be human beings? Because we have given birth to too many children. They are 
angry, because children are supposed to receive allowances. And nothing can be done 
about it. And there is no help. Hundreds of problems. And no light at the end of the 
tunnel,’ said the interviewed women in a sad voice, almost all of whom have many 
children. They stated that they would have liked to work and earn money, but there was 
nobody else to look after their children, and they could not afford to pay for a 
kindergarten. 

Their homes are small, their lives are empty, they are emotionally tired and they 
have lost hope. 

‘You know, they (author's note: the employees of the town hall) consider us to be 
dregs of humanity and shame of the town. They keep asking why we need so many 
children. One should think with one's head, not ass! But these children are already here. 
And they are my greatest wonder and joy. This is all I have sacred in this world. But they 
speak about them as if they are just some objects that nobody needs. They are still little, 
but they are already condemned,’ complained one of the women. 

There was one more thing showing that the women we visited were afraid of the 
municipality: no sooner had we entered each woman's home, they shuddered, said sorry 
about a misplaced thing or two, and suggested going to the kitchen to see that they had 
what to give their children for dinner. One of the women immediately started peeling 
potatoes and carrots, saying that she would immediately cook supper for her children. 
There was even some frozen bread in the freezer. ‘So that they don't find fault with 
anything. What if I have nothing to show them when they come? It's not all the time that I 
have money. Now and then I buy something and freeze it,’ said one of the mothers of 
many children.  

 

The Further from Us, the Better 

When experiencing violence (observed by their children) from their husbands and 
cohabitants, the women no longer complain to anybody. They are afraid. The police are 
reluctant to intervene in family conflicts if there is no official complaint. The only way out 
would be to leave the violent husband. But where to go? 

‘Once I went to the [department for protection of] children's rights to tell them that 
my husband beat me, to ask them to allocate a small place for me so that I could run 
away there with my children. But they just said that if I didn't make peace with my 
husband and if I had no place to live they would take away my children until I found a 



roof over my head. So now I keep silence. I don't say anything to anyone. It is better like 
this than without the children.’ 

Other women also said that they had requested social housing. Some of them 
were lucky (if 'luck' refers to small, shabby, disordered and mouldy corners), but for the 
others, unfortunately, there was no hope to get a roof over their head. At least, for now.  

‘These are hard times,’ she said, ‘where are we supposed to get those 
apartments for you from?’ cites one of the women her conversation with a 'social 
department' employee. ‘Search for it yourself in some village: maybe farmers will give 
you a room for your work.’ 

‘But my children go to school. So, how much time are they supposed to spend 
trying to reach their school from that village? Anyway, who will take me with the 
children? But they just want to find a way to send us further from themselves. So that we 
would stop hanging around and asking for something. So, these are our wretched lives. 
You see it yourself...’ 

 

One Hand Gives, the Other Takes Away 

Mothers and their children who, for one reason or another, are left without a roof 
over their head are provided by the municipality with an opportunity to lodge at overnight 
shelters for the homeless. The town council pays for this service to the non-profit 
organisation Kazlų Rūda Centre for Social Help. ‘So, you have not been left in the 
streets. The municipality has helped you,’ I tell the women who use this service. 

‘Yes. They do provide you with the shelter. But then you get under terrible stress. 
Every month you must submit a report saying where you've been and who've you asked 
to provide you with accommodation. Why you haven't received it, where you will go now, 
and how long you are going to leech off the municipality. Do you know, they ask, how 
much it costs to support you? We will extend the service for another month, they say, if 
you don't find a place to live, we will take your children away until you find it, etc.,’ a 
woman shares her memories. ‘They will take away your children, and throw you out in 
the streets. So that you search for a place to live...’ 

‘I even... wanted to commit suicide. I had everything prepared. I could no longer 
stand this kind of stress. It was only the employees of the social centre who managed to 
help me. They calmed me down. Comforted me. Wonderful people work there,’ said 
another woman who had tried the services of the shelter.  

‘And they wonder how those women lose themselves in drinking, how they leave 
their children, kill themselves,’ shrugged her shoulders a beautiful, but a very tired 
woman. ‘But then, how else? You want live better, understand that you must hang on, 
you cling onto this life every way you can, but then you just receive one blow after 
another. Then you become afraid, start hating everything and everybody, stop fighting 
and give up. If you don't happen to have anybody who wishes you well, it may all end 
badly.’  



The women said good words and spoke trustingly about the employees of the 
non-profit organisation Kazlų Rūda Centre for Social Help as well as about the 
employees of the Šypsniukas children's day centre. 

‘You know, people don't humiliate us there. There, they don't look down on us, 
don't enumerate our sins as if they have never sinned themselves,’ said the women. 

All the interviewed women had the idea of committing suicide at some point. 

 

Illegal Day Labour is Often the Only Way Out 

As many as five out of ten interviewed women admitted that they had worked 
illegally. This way, it is more convenient for them and for their employers: the women do 
not loose their social allowances, and the employees may pay as much as they want 
(not much, of course) and avoid taxes. One woman would even take her children to a 
workplace. The elders would help with her job, while the younger ones would sit in a 
corner. Often, for the woman's hard labour the employer would only feed all her family.  

‘I was very happy about that. At least my children were fed. I am not afraid of 
work. I can do everything. It's only that nobody wants to take me when they have learned 
that I have many children. And there would be nobody to look after my children, if I had 
to go to normal work,’ said one of the illegally working women.  

Another woman who had agreed to work illegally was abused for a whole year by 
her employer who forced her to work 13-14 hours a day. ‘Sometimes, we would just 
sleep a couple of hours at our workplace and would start working again,’ says the 
woman. ‘He would say, if you don't like it, get out of here, there is always somebody else 
who would like it. And where would I go? I was happy that I received a pound or two. But 
then he did not pay for the last three months. He would only say, wait, now I don't have 
money, I will pay later. But nothing happened in the end. I even called him a while ago, 
but he just said that he did not owe me anything, that I would not be able to prove 
anything.’ 

 

The Drowning Man Must Save Himself 

One woman, having 'tasted' the social support of the municipality and that of the 
department for protection of children's rights, promised to herself that she would never 
set foot there again. Other women said they would not humiliate and make fools of 
themselves. ‘You know, nobody at that 'social department' will ever offer you a seat and 
see what my family is supposed to have according to the law. Until we somehow don't 
find it out ourselves, they are silent. And then they say that we haven't come to them on 
time, that we are late, that the deadlines have passed,’ said an interviewed woman. ‘But 
do I know the laws? Do you know all of them? It is exactly what the responsible 
municipality's departments are for: once you have come there, you should learn 
everything. But no, they hide information there instead of providing it. They save money 
this way, probably. For their bonuses.’ 



I have listened to many painful stories. I have seen many clever children's eyes. I 
have visited homes with windows that cannot be opened, rooms that are never 
ventilated and smell of mould, and where five people sleep in the same bed. Where 
nobody ever speaks about one’s own or children’s birthdays, so that the heart doesn't 
hurt, because there is no money to bake a cake. Where poverty and hopelessness are 
so overwhelming that one cannot find the right words to describe them. 

 To blame, to condemn, and to mock is the easiest way. The simplest way out. 
Just to say ‘It's your own fault,’ and that's it. And it does not make sense and there is 
neither the need nor use to take care of such people who are socially separated from the 
society. What for? Society's attitude towards such people is often negative: it is hardly 
possible to get a 'good mark' for helping them, and they almost never vote, anyway... 
Who is going to know about a good word said to them, about the information and help 
provided? There are more important things: to lay a street or to build a viaduct.  

This way, when we perform state services, guided by formal laws and having rejected 
humanism and compassion, we give example to a new generation of people who will 
grow up mistrusting the surrounding world, isolated, not willing to communicate, and 
angry with those who undeservedly direct this anger at them today. The vicious circle will 
keep spinning round. 
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