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| am a teenager—just sixteen years old—a student still navigating the corridors of school. | was
born, raised, and now live in independent Georgia, in the heart of the 21st century. | consider myself
fortunate, for the freedom | enjoy today was not handed to me lightly. It was hard-won—paid for with
the blood and sacrifice of my ancestors who fought until their last breath to secure a future free from
tyranny and oppression. They endured unimaginable hardships to ensure that my generation would not

have to walk the same path of pain and struggle.

Yet, Georgia’s road to freedom was never lined with roses. This small country, nestled among
mountains and rivers, has long stood as a battleground for empires. Time and again, it was torn apart by

powerful states seeking to dominate its spirit. And still, Georgia endured.

Despite its size, Georgia has been a fierce defender of its identity and history—often at the cost
of immense suffering. The nation has battled against the Turks, the Persians, endured the brutality of
Mongol invasions, and withstood the heavy hand of the Russian Empire. At times, | wonder: what allowed
this seemingly fragile land to outlast even the mightiest empires? Over time, I've come to understand that
for Georgians, freedom has never merely been a political status—it has been a sacred, inviolable truth.
Independence is not just an aspiration but a birthright, and Georgians have always been prepared to

pursue it at any cost.

In the 19th century, Georgia fell under the iron grip of the Russian Empire, plunging into an era of
silence and repression. Fear muzzled every voice. In those dark days, the national consciousness found a
flicker of hope in figures like Zviad Gamsakhurdia, whose unwavering ideals inspired resistance. Then, in

1918, came a moment of sunrise: on May 26th, Georgia was declared an independent republic. Joy swept



the nation, and that date became etched into our collective memory. But the freedom was short-lived. In
1921, the Red Army invaded, and Georgia was pulled into the shadow of the Soviet regime, where its

independence was buried once again.

For 70 years, Georgia existed behind iron curtains, shackled by censorship and fear. Yet, the
Georgian spirit remained unbroken. Beneath the surface, the longing for freedom never faded—it merely
grew quieter, more patient. In whispers and in dreams, people prayed for the day their nation would rise
again. The fire was reignited—first among writers, students, and ordinary citizens. Injustice had robbed

them of peace, but not of resolve.

Then came April 9th, 1989—a turning point that would forever change the course of Georgian
history. On that day, thousands gathered to defy the silence and resist the regime. After decades of
repression, the people stood together on Rustaveli Avenue, united in defiance and driven by an unyielding
thirst for liberty. They faced down tanks, gas canisters, and batons with nothing but courage. The cost was
unspeakable: many lost their lives. But in that moment of tragedy, something sacred was reclaimed—

Georgia found its voice again, its people rediscovered their power, and history was revived with dignity.

The path forward remained difficult. Internal strife, political fragmentation, and disillusionment
followed. But something fundamental had changed: freedom was no longer a distant dream or a
bureaucratic term. It had become a sacred title—earned, not granted. And Georgians, having paid the

ultimate price for it, were prepared to defend it with everything they had.

Today, we live in an independent, free Georgia. Yet an insidious enemy, one we’ve grown
accustomed to like a parasite, continues to haunt us. Russia, though indirectly, still seeks to strip us of
what is most sacred—our freedom—hard-won through great struggle and sacrifice. Even now, the
Georgian people must defend their country, and tragically, that defense is not only against Russia but also

against those who govern our own land.

Sadly, not everyone learns from the past or fully understands the price of freedom. Perhaps it is
true that until a person experiences firsthand what our ancestors endured, we will remain as we are—

divided, torn in two.

Georgia’s independence is not merely a political achievement; it is the culmination of centuries of
struggle, tears, and sacrifice. Yes, there was suffering. Yes, there was blood. But to wage a fight for

freedom is to understand that these are the inevitable companions of victory.



That is why | feel a deep sense of responsibility—to never remain silent, to always raise my voice
for what is just, and to stand firm in defense of liberty. My ancestors gave their lives so that | could live

freely; now it is my duty to honor that gift by protecting it with unwavering resolve.

| hope | have managed to convey—clearly yet meaningfully—a glimpse into what freedom means
to me and to my country. | trust that every young person in Europe who hears this will understand.

Because ultimately, we are all children of the same Earth, and of the same Europe.



