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Prague: Sunday February 27, 2022
Crowd size was estimated at 80,000

(HtTwCaGW)

Her sign reads “Weapons to Ukraine now!”  
Her shopping bag is from Lise Charmel,
a French lingerie brand whose slogan is 
“In our underwear you can seduce and 

strengthen a lasting relationship.”

I arrived 
at the peace protest at Wenceslaus 
Square in Prague and burst into tears. 
Well, it wasnʼt exactly a peace protest. 
Thatʼs part of the reason I burst into 
tears.

The crowd was estimated at 80,000, 
which is large for Prague. There were 
a lot of expressions of sympathy for 
Ukrainians, many of whom are 
suffering terribly. There were 
Ukrainians speaking from the stage, 
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describing how people are living in subway (metro) stations and 
other desperate conditions and situations.

There were a lot of flags and national symbols. President Zelensky 
fills me with positive feelings. National symbols do not fill me with 
positive feelings.

There were politicians saying vulgar things about Putin, and 
various protest signs and images portraying Putin as similar to 
Hilter, references to “Put-ler,” and so on. I have some doubts about 
Hitler-izing Putin. It might cause one to imagine the current 
situation is very similar to Hitlerʼs invasion of Europe in the past, 
when really there are probably more differences than similarities.

Nobody seemed to be demonizing the Russian people, just Putin. It 
felt different when Trump called Covid “the China virus” and people 
started randomly beating up Asian people on Americaʼs streets.

There is a wish to deprive Russia of petro-ruble income from fossil 
fuels, so there were politicians saying “Weʼre happy to pay more for 
natural gas in order to avoid buying cheap natural gas from Russia. 
We donʼt mind.” I heard people cheering the idea of voluntarily 
giving more money to the fossil fuel industry. That seems to make 
sense in the short term. But when people want to give more money 
to an incredibly corrupt, rich, powerful, blindly-profit-driven, 
misinformation-generating, ecologically-destructive industry, I 
have… some doubts.

There were a expressions of appreciation that the brave Ukrainian 
fighters are making things hard for the Russians and thus 
insulating the rest of Europe from Russian aggression. Considering 
their history with the Russians and invasion, itʼs understandable 
that the Czechs feel fear and hatred of the Russian state and wish 
to support a Ukrainian resistance.

What about the Ukrainian immigrants who have been living in the 
Czech Republic for years? How do Czechs view them? A few years 
back I was talking about Ukrainian immigrants with a woman who 
was having a house built. She described how the first time it rained 
hard, water poured in through the window casements because the 
“stupid Ukrainian workers” had installed the windows backwards so 
the ledges angled inward. A few years prior to that, I had been in a 
Czech language class with some Ukrainian immigrants. One 
woman described the challenges of leaving the life of an educated, 
middle-class person in Ukraine to become a manual laborer in the 
Czech Republic. I wondered if the reason the “stupid Ukrainians” 
installed the windows backwards was because they were more 
educated than the person whose house they were building, but 
were inexperienced as construction workers. The contractor, who 
was Czech, probably hired them instead of experienced Czech 
housebuilders in order to save money, thus exploiting both the 
workers and the customer in one fell swoop.

p. 2

“Daily life in 
Ukraine is so corrupt 

that basically 
everyone has to be a 
small-time criminal 

just to get by”

(continues) 

A  UKRAINIAN  VOICE
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What if, instead of calling Ukrainians “brothers and sisters,” a Czech person were to tell the truth 
from the stage at the rally? “We mostly look down on you Ukrainians and treat you like crap. For 
years, weʼve been happy to have you as immigrants in our country, doing the work we donʼt want 
to do, and mostly refusing to recognize your professional qualifications as teachers, lawyers, 
doctors, or other white-collar professions. Go work in a factory and donʼt complain, and 
everything will be fine. Weʼre so happy that you are bearing the brunt of Russian aggression 
rather than us.” True though it might be, that type of speech would of course be unacceptable.

There were people with signs reading “Send weapons to Ukraine now!” I have some misgivings 
about sending weapons to Ukraine. It has nothing to do with allegiances or sides. I cry when I 
imagine the feelings of people seeing their homes, their land, being brutally invaded. I also 
wonder, when did pouring tons of weapons into a region really help the condition of the average 
person? Has that ever happened in history (Iʼm not a historian. If you know of examples from 
history where dumping huge supplies of weapons into a region improved the daily lives of 
common folk, email me at dance@dfranklin.org)

p. 3

The weapons will definitely help the bank accounts of arms dealers, but I doubt any of 
them, or their children, will get killed in the fighting that will be done with the weapons 
they sell.

There were many expressions of support and solidarity with Ukrainians, and 
information about sending medical supplies, blankets, sleeping bags, and other 
necessary things for a people under siege. I heard a report on the BBC, an interview 
with a Ukrainian man at a refugee camp. The reporter asked about their conditions and 
their mood. The man responded that itʼs difficult, but they had adequate food and 
water, they are receiving donations of sleeping bags and tents, and the atmosphere is 
convivial. “People are cheerful, you know, even telling jokes about how the gypsies will 
steal the tents and so on.” Clearly the man had no intention of saying anything racist 
about Romany people. He just used this as an example of normative behavior, 
boasting that life, and typical expressions of humor, go on as usual even under these 
difficult conditions. The BBC reporter, clearly taken aback by the manʼs naïvely 
balatant casual racism, embarrassedly stuttered something about Um, well, we 
wouldnʼt want anyone to think thatʼs an acceptable type of humor, but we understand 
that you are living under difficult conditions and thank you for speaking with us today, 
(interview over before you turn my story from what I intended — “sympathy for the 
brave long-suffering Ukrainians” — into “naïve sympathetic people are sending 
sleeping bags and tents to neo-Nazi Ukrainians,” which would be an unexpected 
blemish on the dominant narrative).

A friend of mine here in the Czech Republic is Ukrainian. She came here to study when 
she was 17, partly not only for the pull factor of education, but the push factor of getting 
out of Ukraine. She speaks Ukrainian, Russian, Czech, and English fluently, has 

“People in the 
[Ukrainian 

refugee] camp 
are cheerful, 

even telling 
jokes about 

how the 
gypsies will 

steal the tents 
and so on.”

(continues) 
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racked up two bachelorʼs degrees, and is working on her masterʼs. 
Her mom was a language teacher (French, German, Russian) in 
Ukraine, and after immigrating to the Czech Republic became a 
dishwasher and then, after learning Czech, a trucking company 
dispatcher. Her father is in Ukraine and is a tombstone carver. What 
with Covid and the war, youʼd expect anyone in the funerary 
industries would be doing consistently well, but sandblasting 
technology has apparently made his traditional skills under-valued 
on the market, and he got in trouble for some kind of petty criminal 
activity. Her description of normal middle-class life in small-town 
(neither large city nor rural village) Ukraine before the war is that itʼs 
so corrupt that basically everyone has to be a small-time criminal 
just to get by. Young women are expected to put on heels and 
make-up and do their hair just for a five-minute run to the grocery 
store to pick up a carton of milk. Thereʼs a lot of pressure to get 
married and have children as soon as possible. Heavy alcohol use 
and some degree of domestic violence by men against women are 
pretty much the norm. These days she is keeping in touch with 
relatives. Her older brother has been mobilized.

Another friend, who is Czech, works in a warehouse where a large 
percent of the workers are Ukrainian. She speaks Czech, English, 
Russian, Chinese, and Serbo-Croatian fluently and has no college 
degrees. She is a bit of an empath and comes home from work 
emotionally exhausted from being amidst stressed-out Ukrainians, 
as well as just exhausted from working.

p. 4

“There was 
beautiful 

soulful music, 
punky angry 
music full of 

rage at 
hypocrisy, and 
jazzy music full 

of joy and 
humor”

This event at a pub in Prague
was people-driven, grass-roots, unsponsored, and 
self-organized. There are people in trouble not far 
away. Letʼs try to help them with our guitars, our 
wishes, and a little bit of money.

(continues) 
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D. Franklin Studios is 
creating non-apocalyptic 
sci-fi dance, performance, 
writing, drawing, and 
music on Patreon, a 
crowdfunding platform for 
artists.

Become part of our team! 
Support our art, get primo 
content first, and engage 
in the conversation at
www.patreon.com/
HTTWCAGW

C R E D I T S
A huge thanks to Jiří Dvorský, 
Michaela Vojteková, Tereza 
Soldátová, Lenka Jíšová, 
Magda L. and others.

P A T R E O N
This artwork is funded by my 
Patreon members, THANK 
YOU! Your support makes this 
art possible.

I went to a benefit for Ukraine concert at a tiny underground pub. 
It was people-driven, grass-roots, unsponsored, and self-
organized. There are people in trouble not too far away. Letʼs try 
to help them. There was beautiful, touching music, and punky 
angry music full of vulgar rage at hypocrisy, and jazzy music full 
of joy and humor. Nobody wanted to send weapons anywhere.

Many people are just running away, as animals would from a 
forest fire, without worrying about what is “just” or “good” or “evil” 
or “patriotic.” At Pragueʼs main train station I walked past a group 
of orange-vested social workers with “refugee dignity assistants” 
printed on their backs in English.

p. 5

A friend is talking about getting a hunting rifle to shoot 
Russians if they come close the the Czech Republic. 
There is already a shortage of steel on the international 
market. Maybe someone will make a bundle of money 
inventing a gun made from other materials.

I donʼt know what the best thing to do is. Everybody 
seems to think theyʼre such experts. Maybe just 
surrendering immediately would save the most lives, but 
that is not something I hear anyone discussing. I know 
next to nothing about geopolitics. Or weapons. War. 
Refugees. Violence. I hope there are better ways. 

“You may say that Iʼm a dreamer, but Iʼm not the only 
one.” If you believe those words of Lennonʼs, itʼs time to 
start imagining as many creative solutions as possible.
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