MIRO – A PERSONAL ACCOUNT OF
FORGIVENESS (KS3 & 4)
Forgiveness and relief from guilt is at the heart of many
faiths, as shown here by this true story where places and
names have been changed.
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“When war broke out I was a Serb. I was married to a
Croatian, living in Croatia. I couldn’t fight. Not as a
Serb, against my own family.”
Miro’s hands trembled, his fingers wrapped round the
cup of coffee he was cradling, as words that hurt fell from
his lips. I had only met him an hour before. He spoke
good English. He needed to talk about things that had
happened years before.
“One night the phone rang,” he carried on. “I
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life. In the nearby market, stall holders called out,
selling their wares. Miro shifted his body, leaned
forward, placed his cup in its pale blue saucer. I, too,
leaned forward, straining to hear his softly spoken words.
“The phone rang later that evening. It was him again. ‘I
have a bullet and it’s got your name on it.’ That was all he
said. He was coming to kill me.”
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Concept – Forgiveness
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“What did you do?” I asked. The words slipped out
before I could stop them. Miro studied the table. It
was a long pause.
“I did nothing,” he eventually said. “We were at
war.” His face was etched with emotion. Memories
were tumbling in his mind. “There is so much hate,
but we must forgive if we are to move on,” he
eventually said. “It is what God would want us do.
We must show by
example. I
survived. He didn’t
find me ...”
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fifteen minutes earlier, Miro’s footsteps had faltered as a
man, tall with staring eyes and grey hair, had walked
towards us. I had registered Miro’s frozen expression as he
stepped towards his old friend, arm outstretched.
The other, too, had paused before accepting the
offered hand. Greetings had been exchanged. I
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