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Personal and Sentimental 
Duško Lopandić«

Joining the European Movement during those leaden 
times gave me the impression of finding shelter from 
a great storm, of turning my back on gloomy reality 
and discovering a little island of normality and serenity 
in a noisy, furious ocean…

The writer of these lines belongs to what is probably the majority 
of Earthlings, whose memory is not so powerful that it allows 
them to reconstruct in detail events that took place a long time 
ago. So I sometimes regret not having kept a diary or taken 
notes more often. However, I can do a quite decent job of 
reconstructing those events which occurred from the moment I 
crossed the threshold of the European Movement in the winter 
of 1995, at the invitation of its then secretary general, Jelica 
Minić, who had invited me to take part in the preparations for 
the upcoming Day of Europe. 
I followed the foundation of the first European Movement in 
Belgrade – the Yugoslav one – from afar, working in Brussels. 
At that time I just got an invitation saying: “Will you join us?” 
“Of course,” I thought to myself and, occupied by my work, 
as well as the vortexes of history spinning around our heads, 
immediately forgot both the invitation and the Movement. 

The Wrong Time, the Right Place 

However, after my return to Belgrade a few years later, joining 
EMinS was a totally logical step for me. Of course, I was not 
yet aware of the important consequences that this step would 
have in my subsequent private life, but I very soon felt I was 
in the right place. 
At that time, the European Movement was subleasing one of the 
offices on the first floor of the Institute of Economic Sciences, 
while meetings of its Steering Committee took place on the 
ground floor of the same building. The architecture recalled 
a lady from a well-off middle-class family, now slightly past 
her prime. 
It was that time when history with a capital “H” was still rolling 
and raging through the streets of Belgrade and the territory 
of our former homeland, scattering and crushing our small 
lives as if they were straws in a whirlwind. Let me just remind 
younger people that, for instance, in those days it happened 
to more than one Belgrade man  that the day started with him 
seeking some document from the police, or parking his car in 
the wrong place, and ended with him in an unidentified prison 
camp belonging to the “special units”, or on a  faraway hilltop 
with a weapon in his hands. 
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Although, generally speaking, I am not much 
inclined towards metaphysical thoughts, at that 
time I had definitely concluded that Evil is not 
just an abstract category or notion but that, at 
certain times like those, it really assumes a physical 
form that can almost be touched or smelled and, 

like some jellified mass in horror movies, tries to 
inundate our entire world and every little part of 
our petty lives. 
Joining the European Movement during those 
leaden times gave me the impression of finding 
shelter from a great storm, of turning my back on 
gloomy reality and discovering a little island of 
normality and serenity in a noisy, furious ocean. 
This does not mean the people of the European 
Movement were slumbering. On the contrary, 
various persons well-known or unknown were 
constantly passing through and buzzing around its 
office, projects were being written, plans devised, 
and publications and magazines prepared. 
Offbeat Liveliness 
The offbeat liveliness and cheerful spirit of the 
organization originated from the eternal optimism 
and enthusiasm of its then secretary general and 
her charming assistant, who had the title of Execu-
tive Secretary, and who sternly reminded me that 
the right to carry a membership card implied the 
obligation to pay the membership fee. 
However, the most important thing for me was that 
the European Movement was a place for other 
stories and other people, who seemed to have 
nothing to do with the vortexes of “History” that 
were whirling through the streets of Belgrade. Some 
well-known gray-haired wise men could be seen 
there, as well as distinguished cultural activists, 
students, journalists, experts, people involved in 
the opposition, and certain hard-to-define types 
from the Belgrade cultural-political milieu. 
A diverse but also interesting group of people. We 
talked not about nations and borders, but how to 
improve people’s everyday lives and make it mean-
ingful, how to help ordinary citizens, particularly 
people at risk, women, young people, refugees. 
And at moments when the representatives of the 
European Movement’s administrative section would 

fall into a deep depression due to the chronic short-
age of money, that well-known businessman (still a 
member of the Executive Committee) would appear 
like a genie from a bottle and, like some magician, 
pull money out of his hat instead of a rabbit and 
change the general mood for the better.  

In our committee for commemorating the Day of 
Europe on May the 9th, which had been meet-
ing regularly and enthusiastically since February, 
we were continually announcing very ambitious, 
even magnificent plans and ideas worthy of this 
holiday: planning guest performances by foreign 
opera divas, mass concerts by former Yugoslav 
rock stars, appearances by leading European 
politicians… 
Money and the material obstacles to organizing 
such events took a back seat. As usual, my duty 
was to write, i.e. to prepare a piece for the special 
publication dedicated to the Day of Europe, which 
in fact meant writing or translating some things 
based on my own free choice (a piece on the 
“fathers of Europe”, a passage from the memoirs 
of Jean Monnet, and that sort of thing), and to 
assist in “drafting” the annual resolution or EMinS 
declaration. 

Floral Design 

At this point my story becomes quite personal. 
Some unusual clues, like the appearance of a 
small flower or heart on the margins of the draft 
declaration on the state of affairs in the FRY, which 
I was faxing to Miss Executive Secretary of EMinS, 
first drew my attention to the fact that something 
special was going on. The situation became rather 
alarming when a lyrical poem, dedicated to this 
same person, appeared on the paper that I had 
intended to use to translate part of the memoirs of 
Jean Monnet, one of the “fathers of Europe” – the 
part in which he meditates on how to avoid a new 
war between Germany and France. 
And so, imperceptibly, from the issue of Europe 
yesterday, today and tomorrow, I had switched 
over to the topic of my own future. And so a ro-
mance started… And that is how, unexpectedly, 
EMinS became for me something more important 

The European Movement was a place for other stories and other people, who 
seemed to have nothing to do with the vortexes of ”History” that were whirling 

through the streets of Belgrade
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than an association of citizens or an institution 
struggling for European integration. It became 
the place where I met my wife, and where our 

love was born. Therefore, our two kids may well 
be regarded as “children of Europe”. Praise be 
to European integration! 
And what happened to the celebrations for the 
Day of Europe? Well, no opera diva or YU-rock 
star ever came, of course, nor even any leading 
European politician. However, some fine events 
did take place, like an auction of paintings whose 
proceeds were donated to people at risk, and 
there were also a few modest but very nice 

concerts. We also published the planned brochure 
with the EMinS declaration, Monnet’s text, the 
biographies of the “fathers of Europe”, and so 

on. Only the little flowers were missing… And 
finally, as in previous years, a modest ceremony 
on the premises of the “Cinematheque” crowned 
the celebrations.  
In the years that followed, the European Movement 
kept developing further, growing continuously and 
bringing together more and more people in Ser-
bia, both from Belgrade and beyond it. However, 
the preparations for the 1995 Day of Europe will 
forever hold a special place in my memory. 

«The author is project manager for the 
projects “Preparations by the FRY and 
Serbia for European Integration” and 
“Cooperation and Integration Potential of 
Regional Initiatives in the Balkans”. 

Various persons well-known or unknown were constantly passing through 
and buzzing around its office, projects were being written, plans devised, and 

publications and magazines prepared


