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Good evening everyone!

Last year, during the Mein Chapel, as seniors were sharing their advice with the underclassmen, I 

understood that one day I would love to talk in the chapel too. I would dismiss that dream of mine 

in a second if I knew that this would be the reason why I am speaking. Yet, since I am here right 

now, I feel that it is my responsibility to take the opportunity and share my reflections.

In my life, I avoid using two words. In fact, in some languages that I speak, I simply forget them 

because I don’t use them enough. Those two words are “hate” and “helpless.” These are words that 

can easily ruin your life or the life of someone next to you. That’s why I restrain myself from using 

them.

There are days that all of us remember what we were doing minute by minute. For many Americans, 

9/11 is a such day. For Ukrainians, it’s February 24th. For me, like for most of us, it was the first day 

of spring break. In the evening I was watching funny Eurovision compilation videos with Belin and 

Pearl at Mrs. Berl’s house. And then, as I opened my phone, I saw the news. Russia started a full-

scale invasion of Ukraine. I was following every single update, hoping that the next bomb would not 

land on my family’s house. In the following weeks, I would find it harder and harder. I would see the 

streets of my hometown being destroyed. Places where I have been meeting with my friends; where 

I would wait for my dance classes; where I would learn Ukrainian history; where I would win 

competitions. A subway station where I was when I got my St. Andrew’s acceptance was bombed a 

week ago. Those moments get to me. Those are the moments when I feel helpless. When I hate that 

this is happening to my country or that something like that would happen in any country. I feel guilty 

for not being there. I feel angry, frustrated, and sad.

Every day I fight the urge to use the two words. Every day it gets harder and harder. It takes an 

enormous amount of my energy. But I found a way of making my life easier. Instead of thinking 

about the words I shouldn’t be thinking about, I came up with two words that I should think about 

every time I feel hate or feel hopeless. The two words that save me are “brave” and “united.”



If you ever had a conversation with me for longer than 10 minutes, I have definitely thrown at you a 

couple of historical dates and facts about Ukraine. For those of you who didn’t have this experience 

in conversation with me,  well, congratulations - you are about to witness me doing that.

Ukrainian language has been prohibited more than 60 times in the last 300 years: poets repressed, 

threatened, killed; theatres and schools closed; books burned. How did Ukrainians save the 

language and culture? It’s pretty simple - Ukrainians were brave and united. They were resourceful, 

they found a way because they knew the value of it.

Ukrainians proclaimed independence in 1917, were occupied by Soviet Russia, and were forced to 

join a union that would repress our culture. Ukraine was a republic that fought against the Soviet 

occupation constantly: 1922-25, uprisings of the partisan groups; 1928-32, Executed Renesains and 

resistance of collectivization; 1941-51, Ukrainian Insurgent Army trying to regain independence; 

1960, 70, 80 artists-dissidents. In fact, the number of resources that the Soviet Union needed to use 

to suppress those movements contributed to the instability of the USSR, and consecutively, to its 

collapse. How did Ukrainians find the strength to rise up again and again? Ukrainians were brave 

and united.

For a month, Ukrainians resist the Russian invasion. Ukrainian cities besieged by occupants refuse 

to surrender. People volunteer to be in the army. Doctors provide medical care for free 24/7. 

Teachers teach their classes in bunkers to distract kids from the horrors. Volunteers deliver medicine 

and supplies, however dangerous it is. Ukrainians abroad help by writing petitions, spreading 

information, organizing rallies, and fundraising. And we will continue doing all of that. Why? 

Because we are brave and we are united.

Ukrainian coat of arms has a word encrypted in it. The word is “volia”. Interestingly, it can be 

translated in two ways - “freedom” and “will.” Ukrainians as a nation know that there is no freedom 

without the will and no will without freedom. We know that we need to fight for our freedom. And 

if history wants us to show how brave and united we are once again, we will do it.



You see why I chose those two words. They make me proud. They make me want to fight - be it 

by talking to middle schoolers, sharing information posts, getting the most out of my education, 

or giving a chapel talk. I know that the impact on the big scale is unnoticeable, but I will continue 

fighting for my country in every way possible until the last breath I take - that, I can promise you. 

And the worst thing you can do when someone is trying to find the strength to fight is look at them 

with pity. I don’t want you to feel sorry for me. I want you to be with me. Let’s not fall into hatred 

and helplessness. Let’s be brave. Let’s be united. For me. For you. For community. For Ukraine. 

And for all those who resist oppression and fight for justice.

Слава Україні! Thank you!




