
Power of Freedom 

  

I know quite a few people. I know who they are, and if they are a friend or possibly a foe. I know 

many people and friends who believe in freedom for themselves and for their children. The 

freedom people are the few brave humans who will not be pushed or shoved around. I also know 

strange, smart, scary, and special people. I actually know a certain girl about my age. She’s 

Indigenous, really tall, wears glasses, is very shy, and has six brothers. She’s strange, but not in a 

bad way. 

  

She loves Ukrainian dance. She practically breathes and lives it! She started Ukrainian dance at 

the late age of 13. She worked hard and seriously at the intense art of entertainment. She 

eventually got into the Ukrainian dance company’s academy for dance. I cannot say that she 

wasn’t thrilled! She was so happy and could not wait to begin her journey of Ukrainian dance. 

  

This girl waited and waited for the day to come when she could dance full out in a real dance 

studio. Finally, the day came when she would go, in her black leotard and red ballet shoes, and 

dance for real! She learned so many new things on her first day in the academy. She learned new 

ballet steps and she also learned how to do her dance steps correctly. Over the span of a month 

and a couple of weeks, something changed. 

  

The girl went to almost every dance practice and when she arrived home, she was always sweaty 

and exhausted. She had just finished her dance practice and went to flop onto the living room 

couch, when her mother had terrible news. Her mom had gotten an email telling her that she 

could not dance unless she did something that could harm her. Due to Covid-19, the dance 

company had decided that everyone had to wear a mask or be vaccinated or else they had no 

other decision, but to leave. Due to her health condition, the girl could not wear a mask and 

suffocate, and she surely could not be vaccinated. Being vaccinated was life or death for the girl, 

so she accepted that she could not dance anymore and was heartbroken. 

  



The next day, after hearing the horrible news, she felt segregated and that her rights and freedom 

to dance without being suffocated settled in. She lost hope, but her caring mother had more hope 

and faith than anyone in the family. Her mom took time to send long, factual emails to the dance 

company about the segregation and the fact that her daughter could not be vaccinated. Email 

after email, message after message, and reply after reply, the girl’s mother had but one email left 

to send. She clicked the mouse, and the email would be sent to the dance company’s president. 

  

The girl went on with life expecting that she would never dance in the Ukrainian dance company 

again. Her mom had gotten her into a ballet group that didn’t force anyone to vaccinate or wear a 

mask to dance. She was thankful for that, but nothing compared to Ukrainian dancing. While she 

waited for two long weeks to hear if the company would let her come back, her mom was losing 

hope, until one certain evening in the dusk of fall when an email was received by her father. 

  

It had been two days since the last email had been sent, so the girl’s mother was getting worried, 

but little did she know that the girl’s dad had gotten the best email ever written. The dance 

company was letting her come back to dance, if she had a Covid rapid test done every time she 

came to the dance studio. The company was willing to supply the rapid tests through the 

government and so the girl went back to dance the next week. She was filled with hope and 

thankfulness like never before. Her freedom was taken, but freedom is a powerful weapon and is 

always able to be won back! 

  

The power of freedom is so great, but God is greater. There is no doubt in my mind that God had 

His hand over the situation the entire time. Because of the girl’s loving mother and a caring 

Father, she has danced in several festivals, helped her dance troop get a scholarship, and is now 

finishing up her first year in the academy. The girl has no regrets about her strange decision of 

dance, and she will continue to dance as long as God wants her to. She will always be thankful 

for her family and especially her mother. I am very glad and proud to know this girl, because that 

girl is me! 

  



 


