
The speech of the Honorary Consul of Ukraine in Montenegro on 

the occasion of the 23rd Ukraine Independence day celebration 

 

 

Ladies and Gentleman. 

Dear friends. 

Friends of Ukraine. 

Friends of Europe. 

Friends of Liberty, Unity and Good Will. 

Thank you all for being here with us tonight… 

Ukraine is a country of peaceful, hard-working and good people. For the past 23 years 

Ukraine has been the most spacious country on the continent. It is the potential granary of 

Europe, but now, it is known as a country of pain and suffering. Does it have to be that way? 

Whose decision is it? Who makes a decision on these things? God? People? Is it necessary to 

happen over and over again in order to make people appreciate their life, freedom and peace 

even more? Ukrainian April hasn’t stopped yet. It is blurring the horizon and emotions as 

well. Every drop is like a new wound, like another tear of a baby, mother, grandmother, 

soldier. And I do not know to whom I am referring when I say You. To You, to Myself, to 

God, to Life… 

…there is a thunderstorm in the distance. The war machine hums and heats. There is a 

thunderstorm again, in the distance, but also very close. It is close to everyone no matter how 

much far away we think we are. Extremely close. Small, tiny, helpless people from both sides 

of the barrel keep feeding the beast of war by their already lost lives. Seemingly, there was 

some happiness just yesterday. Or it is always only at arm’s length. And all of this does not 

really have to do much with one’s wealth or success, but with living life the way we want, not 

just settling with one which is given to us. And now, it is exactly the same with you, our 

Ukraine. The whole Europe is watching you. All eyes are on you. Eyes full of fear and hope. 

Hope for common sense, peace, unity and love. Hope for every Ukrainian and Russian, hope 



for every European. The continent has never been united like this before, never so close to 

accomplishing the dream of a Big European Home. Home with rooms with wide opened 

doors, where European candle is burning in each one of them, burning and illuminating the 

beauty of our nations as an indispensible quality of its size and power brought by all those 

diversities. 

At the very end, because actually there is no other option, even the biggest hotheads of the 

war will realize that we do not have another home and that whole Europe is our shared 

garden. The garden of the house made of ideas, desires and with its natural basis – the dream. 

Just like the one that you turned into reality 23 years ago. Maybe this fire was everything you 

needed to light the heart of every European from both sides of some border, from both sides 

of a barrel pointed at the same, one and only, European heart. Over a century ago, and three 

quarters of the century ago, one mother saw how her loving sons dressed up in different 

uniforms, kept killing each other and destroying their own homes with no mercy, leaving 

deep scars and wounds, as painful as only brother can make to his own brother. Our small 

Balkan nation knows that feeling very well because those deep brotherhood wounds have not 

been healed yet. Do not pluck out already wounded heart of our suffering European mother. 

Give her the best you have from spacious souls of Russia, Ukraine, Germany, France, and 

Scandinavia.  

Does she have to watch all over again the image of millions of ruined homes, millions of 

children’s faces frowning instead of smiling, to have the borders unchanged after all? Olive is 

the symbol of Peace. There is one big olive growing in my backyard. My Ukraine is just like 

my olive. While sudden gale wind bends it to the ground trying to break it, she hugs and 

follows it the way dancer follows her rough partner. The more aggressive her partner is, the 

bigger are her chances to show everything she can do. His strength is now in service of her 

beauty, elegancy and perfection. My olive is like a woman, that is why she knows everything. 

She is a mother, a wife, a daughter, a sister. I love my olive. And, even though I know all of 

this, by watching the attacks of this strong wind, I kept running and stepping up to protect 

her, not realizing that in the meantime, she has grown up and she is tiny and fragile only in 

my eyes but throughout her dance of a mature woman she demonstrates me that she is not 

afraid. I am jealous of her. I am jealous because I am not needful for her anymore.  

My olive is now tough and strong, unbreakable, just like my brotherhood love, being 

Montenegrin, Highlander’s and pertained. 



Distant from you just by kilometers, but with you in heart and soul, Montenegro wishes you 

Happy 23rd birthday! 

Glory to Ukraine! 

May eternal be our Montenegro! 

Nikšić, September 2, 2014.   

 

 

 

 


