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FOREWORD

There Are Such People is a book born of truth, pain, and hope.
Some of its pages are filled with my own poems — written in
moments of grief, love, and quiet reflection during the war.
Other parts are real-life stories I wrote down based on personal
conversations, interviews, and messages from Ukrainians whose
lives were shattered, transformed, or inspired by war.

Several of these stories were originally shared publicly on social
media. I have carefully adapted and edited them into literary
form, with deep respect for the people behind them. Where
needed, names or identifying details have been changed for
privacy.

This book is a tribute — to the resilience of the human spirit, to
the defenders and survivors of Ukraine, and to all those whose
voices deserve to be heard. I hope you find in these words not
only sorrow, but strength, clarity, and a reminder that even in
the darkest hours, there are such people.

Lilia Yermak
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€ TAKI JIFOJU

€ TaKi JII0au — SK CBATO YU COH,
3 HUMMU JKUTTS SICKpPaBille.
3 HMMM yzaya CIIiBa B YHICOH,
3 HMMM KOXaHHA MaJIKille.

€ Taxi 1041, 10 CIIOKIK 1al0Th,
Po3yM scHillae 3 HUMU.
['ope MuHae, 1OPOru CTalTh
PanTom Hanpo4y[ JIETKUMU.

€ Taxi JIroau, o NOoPsH, 3aBXIu,
PagicTp y Tebe, un 1mxo.
BcensaTbcs B ceplie TBOE Ha3aBXIU
1 mo6umn cobi ix TaM THXO...

07.11.23



THERE ARE SUCH PEOPLE

There are such people—like dreams or like light,
With them, life shines even brighter.
With them, luck sings in perfect delight,
With them, love burns ever higher.

There are such people who bring you peace,
With them, your mind feels much clearer.
Sorrow fades, and the roads you must seize
Suddenly seem so much nearer.

There are such people who always remain,
Through joy or the darkest weather.
They find a home in your heart’s domain,
And you love them—silently, forever.

— November 7, 2023



ITPOCTO IIOPA]L

3aBXIU € TOW, XTO IIPOCTO IMOPA,
Xt0 6yTH 3aliBUM HE 60IThCH,

Y Koro 3aBlile Hi>KHU TTOTJIS],
A'y o4ax 106pO iCKpUTHCSL.
XTO nOTYpOy€eThCS PO MOOYT,
[IJopeHHe 1OCh i PO BaXKJIMBE.
300pOB’s, CIIOKil i BOOGPOOYT,

[ HaBiTh Hel0 HEMOXKJIVBE.
[linnpaBuTh KOBIPY CEpe. HOYi,
[TopacTb BOAWYKY, KOJIU TPeoda.

XTO MPUTOTYyE JIaHY OXOYeE,

Kpacoro csie Ha niBHEOA.
XTO JII0OUTB TUXO, 6€3 CKaH Ay,

3 T06010 B pafoli i B ropi.

Ckaxku, HeBxXke TOOi 3amMasio
Toro, XTO NMPOCTO XKMBE NOPSL?

17.08.14



JUST THERE

There’s always one who stays nearby,
Unafraid to be the “extra” one,
With gentle gaze and caring eye,
Whose heart still sparkles like the sun.
Who tends to life—both big and small,
The daily needs, the deeper care.
Your health, your peace, they give their all—
And even reach for dreams out there.
They fix your blanket late at night,
Bring water when you're feeling dry.
They pack your lunch with pure delight,
And shine like stars across the sky.
They love you quietly, no fight,
Through every joy and every storm.
So tell me—could it not feel right—
That someone simply being warm?

— August 17, 2014



MAHI®ECT

A e moguHa.
[ TM — MOOuHA.
Mu n1011 1ii€l y1aHeTu.
SIKOI0 BaXKKOIO HE € TOIHA,
Ha BiitHU, XBOpOOU — BETO.

Hi — pa6cTsy,
KaiimaHiB HaM TeX He Tpeoba.
CBobOonia — Halikpalle 6araTcTso.
Mu — cBiTJ10, T€, 0 NPUXOAUTD 3 Heba.
CBiTJ10 piBHOCTI, MUPY, OpaTCTBA.
Mu — moau,

[Inanera — Ham OiM €OUHUMN,
Jle MOXeMO >KUTHU 1IACJIMBO.

[ TH, i 1 3po3yminu BiHYHI,
Caill gim 36epertu — BaKJIUBO!

05.01.22
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MANIFESTO

[ am human.
And you are too.

We walk this Earth beneath one sky.
No matter what we're going through,
Let war and sickness pass us by.
No to chains,

No more control—
Freedom is our truest gold.

We are the light the heavens send,
Of peace, and brotherhood, and soul.
We are people,

This Earth our place,

Where joy and hope can still survive.
You and I must now embrace—

To keep our only home alive.

— January 5, 2022
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3ABXIH € JIIOIN

3aBXau € JII0LU, IOPALL 3 HUMU TU
3irpieu ceple, a He TIJILKU PYKU.

Henaue SIHrosiy, NOKMHYBIIY CBITH,
[Tpuiiiu Tebe y35TH Ha MOPYKMU.

3aBX1u € oau, 4yepes Hux ['ocrogb
To6i Ha3yCTpi4 y IMXY FOAMHY.

Tebe BOHUM BEIYTh Y SICHY CBITJIOBOIb,

[IpuKpuBIIY Bif yAApiB TBOIO CIIUHY.

3axau e moau. Tu He caM, MOBIp.
[To6auui iX — TU TiIbKY O3UPHUCSL.
Cepep, 6inu, HemacTs i TBOIX 3HEBIP

€ 11011 — TU iM 10 3eMJIi BKJIIOHUCS.

11.11.23
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THERE ARE ALWAYS PEOPLE

There are always people, and near them, you'll find
Not just your hands, but your heart warmed anew.
Like angels who've left other worlds behind,
They come to guard and carry you through.

There are always people—through them, God sends
A guiding light in your hardest hour.
They walk beside you, they shield and defend,
Their presence a fortress, their love a tower.

There are always people—you're never alone.
Just look around, and you will see.
Amid despair, misfortune, and stone,

There are people—bow to them gratefully.

— November 11, 2023
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Y CEPILII

SIKmo XuBe y cepli Jobpora,
Ta, mo 06iliMe y IUXy FrOANHY,
He Bumnaze Ha m0J10 CaMOTa,
He Gynem TM CaMOTHBOIO, JIIOJIUHO!

SIKmo y cepui € 11060B CBSITA,
['71n6oKa HIKHICTb, BipHICTb COKOJIMHA,
He Bunagze Ha JoJI0 caMoTa,

He Gynem TM CaMOTHBOIO, JIIOIUHO!

MuHae 4yac, MiHSIFOThCS CBITH,
Ane Ha3aBXau iCTUHA €OUHA:
SIKIo mIISIXeTHE ceple Maell TH,

He 6yzmem Tv CaMOTHBOIO, JIIOJIUHO!

12.11.23
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IN THE HEART

If kindness lives within your heart,
The kind that holds through darkest days,
Then loneliness will drift apart,

And you will never lose your way.

If love divine within you stays,
With tender depth and falcon’s might,
Then loneliness will fade away,
And you will never lose your light.

Time moves, the world will shift anew,
Yet one great truth remains the same:
If your heart is noble, pure, and true,

Then loneliness will lose its claim.

— November 12, 2023
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BUYUUTEJIb

Haru yuynresb MOXe BCe.
HaBiTb Te, 4oro He MOXKe.
AJie TO Ha HbOT'O CXOXe —

[Tpuksiag HaMm 3aBXOU HeECe.

Pa3oM 3 TUM 3HaHHS A€,
YacoM CTO pasiB IOBTOPUTD.
3 KOKHUM LIYPO [TOTOBOPUTD.
Cepue cBoe Bifnae.

Bkake migx 10 ManobyTTs,
Cuny pacTs iTH Janexo.
ByTu BYMTEIEM HEJIETKO,

Bubip Toi1 Ha BCe KUTTSL.

01.10.23
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TEACHER

Our teacher always finds a way,
Even when the way seems gone.
It’s just like them to carry on—
And lead by quiet strength each day.

They give us knowledge, deep and wide,
And sometimes say it once, or ten.
They speak with heart, again, again—
With open soul, they stand with pride.

They guide us toward what lies ahead,
Give strength to dream and persevere.
To be a teacher, year by year,

Is not just work—it’s life instead.

— October 1, 2023
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KOJIN T COHLIE

Kosu Ty cOHIle B CBOill CUCTEMI,
3racatu — 3ace! Ta nnomnpu Bce
ByBaroTb MuTi, KOs B IPOGIEMI
TBill YnCTUM PO3YyM Y TbMY HECE.

Kosnu T coHue, T CBiTHUIL, Tpiel
Csoto ponuHy. He moxke1 Ty,
Koy gymero cBoero Tiiel,
He matu cBiTJI0 ¥ iX CBiTH.

20.08.21
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WHEN YOU ARE THE SUN

When you're the sun in your own sphere,
You must not fade, you must shine clear.
But still, at times, your light feels gone,
Your reason lost, your spirit drawn.

Yet suns must warm—they give, not take—
You shine for others, though you break.
And even when your soul feels thin,

You light their worlds from deep within.

— August 20, 2021
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SHUKAIOTSB JIIOOU

HapiiHi, BipHi monmu
3HUKAIOTh HEMOB TiHi.
Takux 3aBXIU OCYISTh.
Taki He B MOJIi HUHI.

Teue KuUTTH y pUTMI
To BHU3, TO 3HOBY Bropy.
[ mumie B 6iopuTMi

Tyra 3a HUMU 11 COPOM.

20.08.16
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PEOPLE DISAPPEAR

The loyal, steadfast kind
Fade out like passing shade.
They're judged and left behind—

Such hearts are out of date.
Life flows in shifting beat,
Now rising, now it dips.

And only grief repeats
For those we've lost... and missed.

— August 20, 2016
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BEPEXITb

BepexiTp ymo61€HUX JI0IEN.
Tux, XT0O Bac Koxae, TEX LiHYITE.
Bepyuu KoxaHHS SIK Tpoden,
[llacTa BacHe, Opy3i, HE 3pyHHYNUTE.

Bo 110608 TO € HEbeCcHU fap.
Koz BTpaTuB, He 3aBXAY IOBEPHEIL.
[Tam’siTaiiTe — 30J10TUM IUHAP
Y KOXaHHS WYpe He OOepHeN.

29.06.16
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CHERISH

Cherish those who hold you close and true,
And value hearts that dearly cherish you.
Love is not a prize you win or claim—
Don't crush your joy in selfish, careless game.

For love’s a gift, a blessing from the skies,
Once lost, it may not come again, despite your cries.
And gold, though bright, can never take the place

Of honest love, or one warm, true embrace.

— June 29, 2016
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CIPE J)KUTTA

Cipui1 paHOK, cipa J10a1Ha,
Cipi HaBiTb IyMKU B O4ax.
Cipe XuTT4 y cipy roiuHy —
Haue gapmo Ha meyax.

Cipa mpis ymeHT po3oura,
CipioTb ynaMKu 1i...
CipyM HasIbOTOM Jylia ITOKPUTA,
Cipi cTOCyHKHM B CiM'i.
CipicTio TXHE KOKHA XBUJIMHA,
31aeTbcs HiIKYEMHUM SKUTTSL.
bes bora B cepui HemMa JII0IuHY,

Hi ceHncy, i ManbyTT4.

20.06.23
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GREY LIFE

A grey-skied morning, a shadowed face,
Even thoughts wear a muted trace.
Alife in grey, an hour so dim—

Like a yoke that breaks the limb.

A dream once bright, now cracked, erased,
Its fragments grey and all displaced.
A soul now veiled in ashen dust,
Grey bonds built on fading trust.

Each moment smells of something dead,
And life feels useless, dull, misled.
Without God’s light within the soul,

There is no sense, no future goal.

— June 20, 2023
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JKUTTA AK MUTDH

KUTTS 9K MUTB, )KUTTS K CKPUK,
SIK BOUX i BUIUX, MEXKOBE...
OnuH 3pUBa€ETLCA HA KPUK,

JIpyruii 3 1osiKoo KUBE.
Tu momivaernn 6ir yacis,

Yu cTasnum € TBOE KUTTH?
OpuH y nouykax «ikciB»,
Jpyruii 3a6yB [IPO CBOE «51».
JJHi MUTOTSITh... Y1 paxyBaB
Yuci0 JKUTTEBUX N1IEPEXPECTH?
OnuH KOMYCb XUTTS BiJaB,
Jpyruii po3nponas CBOIO YECTb.
Tu 3ynuHucs, moCcTpuBanm.
Ha mo tv BuTpavaemn yac?
[TpocTte nutaHH4, ane nau
3BiT 4yecHUM, 6€3 OTUX IIPUKPAC.

06.11.19
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LIFE LIKE A MOMENT

Life is a moment, a fleeting cry,

A breath drawn in, a whispered sigh.
One breaks in rage and shouts out loud,
Another lives with grace, unbowed.
Do you perceive time rushing past,
Or think your life is built to last?
One seeks out meaning, chasing signs,
Another leaves their truth behind.
Days flicker by... Have you kept count
Of crossroads climbed, of dreams that mount?
One gave his life to someone’s fight,
Another sold his soul for spite.

So pause a while, take off the mask—
What do you give your time, I ask?

A simple question—answer true,
With no disguise to hide from you.

— November 6, 2019
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BIT' YACIB

[ToguBuCH, Mea0CcTKa 3iB’s11a
[ B mopuxy BiTpPy yrasa.
[loserina yHU3 niepegyacHo
[ moracia.

KuByuu i3 cecTprykamu nopsig,
Hamnpasisiia yrieBHEHO IOTJIs]
Ha nasnoyoro gucka gaepkasna

[ ynana.

Ta nemocTtka 6ysia HalicTapilia,
Masa 6yTu 3a BCix macausina.
3axumana coboio poJyuHy,
Tenep 3rune.

[Tpurize mosionpb TO6I Ha 3aMiHYy.
CBoro yacy i1 BOHa CBIT [IOKUHE.
3HOBY 11 3HOBY € BiH 3 IIpavyaciB —
bir yacis!

1993
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THE RUSH OF TIME

Look—one petal has withered, died,
And fell with the wind’s gentle glide.
It drifted down before its time
And lost its shine.

She lived beside her blooming kin,
Her gaze held firm, her face worn thin,
Turned always to the blazing disk—
Then ceased to exist.

She was the eldest, brave and bright,
Meant to have basked in the longest light.
She shielded her own from the heat and flame—
But left the same.

The young will rise and take her place,
Then they too will leave no trace.

So it has been since time began—
The rush of man.

1993
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JKYPBA

JKypaBnuHa nicH4 y gyl OpUHUTS,
Oroprae CMyTKOM MO€ CEpIIE.

He 3a6yTu, MabyTb, pO3CTaBaHHSI MUTb,
Bo cninena sxypba cBoe Ky6eblie.
Hannna nevasi B KeJmxu CIIOBHA,

Hanecsa y gyury OoBHO CyMy.

[ Tenep cuputsb Xypba 6is1s BiKHa,
Ta nepebupae cBoi fymu.
3rajiye — macaMBAMM KOJIUCH OyJiy,
CoHle TOCMIXalOCh KOXKHY JHUHY.
CosoB'i criBasy i caay 1BiiIH,

[ moaHs KoXanuch 6€3 yIuHy.
Cnioragy SIK COH, JKUTTSI HEHa4€ MUTb.
Crykae y gBepi OCiHb 3HOBY.
XypasnuHa nicHd y nymi OpUuHUTb —
To >xypba criBae KOJIUCKOBY...

14.11.23
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SORROW

A crane’s soft song rings gently in my soul,
It wraps my heart in melancholy's veil.
I can't forget the parting took its toll—
For sorrow wove its nest without fail.
It filled the cups with sadness, drop by drop,
And flooded all my soul with silent ache.
Now sorrow lingers by the window top,
And sifts through thoughts it never could forsake.
It whispers of the joy that used to be,
Of sunny days and laughter without end,

Of nightingales, and blooming orchard trees,
Of love that flowed too wild to comprehend.
Those memories now flicker like a dream,

As autumn knocks upon the door once more.

A crane’s soft song flows gently through the seam—
It's sorrow singing lullabies of yore.

— November 14, 2023
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THUIIIA

€ o1y, SKi BUIIPOMIHIOIOTH CITOKIM.
Y xecTax, y Noriasaax — TUIIA SCHA.
Bona nnpoHukae y npipsu riamooxi,
I Tam po3KBiTae BeCcHa.

BoHa npoHuKae Tak TUXO, TaK THUXO,
Kpi3b 3aMKHEHI BiKHa, B IOKUHYTUM LiM.
Lls Tvina sikye, psTye Bif mxa
CBOiM 11l Bi3UTOM OJHIM.

He Gyze HIXTO criepevaTucs 3 HEIO,
HixTo He cXOBae Bi, TUIII JIALISL.
Besvka TH, Bago gy Hag gyuero!

Bo tu Bockpecaem cepiig!

03.11.24

32



SILENCE

There are people who radiate peace—
In gestures, in glances—a silence so bright.
It reaches deep chasms, where darkness won't cease,
And there, it awakens the light.

It enters so softly, so gently, so still,
Through locked, weary windows,
through walls cold and grim.

This silence can heal, can shelter from ill,
By simply embracing within.

No one will argue, nor hide from its grace,
No mask can conceal from silence’s sight.
Oh, mighty you are—soul touching soul’s space!

For you bring dead hearts back to life.

— November 3, 2024
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AKIIO TOBI IIOTAHO

Ko To6i MoraHo, BUIIMI KaBU.
Ha coHSYHOMY r'aHKy ITOCUU.
3J10BU IPOMiHHS BpaHillIHE, SICKPABE,
[Tocnyxaii 3ByKU YUCTOI BOIU,
SIka criBae B pivLi Hemanexo.
BouxHu noBITPS CBiXe i KuBy!
TBo10 nevasnp xaii 3ab6epe Jieneka
I necy 3aryouTts nocepen Tpasw...

30.09.24
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IF YOU FEEL LOW

If you feel low—then have a cup of cheer.

Sit on the porch and let the sun draw near.
Catch morning rays that sparkle as they play,
And listen to the river sing its way.

Let flowing waters soothe your weary mind,
Breathe in the air, so fresh, so pure, so kind.
Let storks take sadness, lift it from your chest—
And lose it somewhere in the grassy rest.

— September 30, 2024
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BIPHUH BOT

Kosu v cTOMIeHO 3iTXaell,
1 HIMIIOTb PYKH, HOTH TEX,
Xayi boxke CBiTJI0 oroprae

Tebe, K KOBOPOIO, 6€3 MEX.

Kosu pymia TBOS X0JIOHE
[ oroprae puKui1 xkasb,
Kosn gyma y ropi ToHe,
Xam bor 31iiuTh TBOK Mevasib.

I Ko/ XTOCh 6€3 3714, MOOIKHO,
Posnopowmuts 06pasu cMmor,
Hexaii ke BTIilIUTh TeOe Hi’KHO

TBii1 n0651514niA i BipHU# bor!

1998
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FAITHFUL GOD

When weary sighs escape your chest,
And hands and feet can find no rest—
May God's pure light surround you tight,
Like endless warmth through darkest night.

When sorrow chills your trembling soul,
And grief begins to take its toll,
When all you feel is pain and loss—
May God bring healing through the cross.

And when, by chance, without intent,
Someone wounds you with what they meant—
May comfort fall, like softest rain,

From your true God who shares your pain.

1998
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HE TPEBA

He 3pywyi T ropu 3apagy OTUX,
XTO iX Ha3MBa€ — pPiBHUHA.
XTO 3a/J151 BECEJIOMIIB, IIJIOTChKUX VYTiX,
BcTpoMiisie Medi B TBOIO CIIVHY.

XTO 6aBUTBCS JIETKO TBOIM ITOYYTTSIM,
XTO «JISIKYIO» HaBiTh HE CKaXKe.
XTO najiTh MOCTH 6€3 >KaJllo, KasTTs,
Jl71s1 Tebe He Oyie BiIBaXKHUM.

BaraTo 10BKOJ1a OCOOWH, ITIyXUX
Jlo 60110 11 MOJIUTBU Ha CTapTi.
He 3pyuiyi1 T¥ ropy HIKOJIM OJ1 HUX,
BoHM TOTrO TOYHO HE BapTi.

15.11.23
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DON'T BOTHER

Don’t move your mountains for the blind,
Who seek their gain, but leave you behind.
They play with love, then walk away,
No thanks, no care for what you say.

They burn your bridges just for fun,
Then vanish when the storms have come.
Don’t break your soul for hearts of stone,

You'll face the fire, but stand alone.

Save strength for those who feel your light,
Who hold you close in darkest night.
Your love runs deep—let cowards flee.

You owe them nothing. Just be free.

— November 15, 2023
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A BAYY CHU

51 6auy cHu.
Taki HE3BMYHI, B KOJIbOPAX.
Yynosi CHU.
Micra pasnexi, KOTpUX 51 HE 3HalO.
TaMm g KuBy.
[llaciuBa 1y MOiX CHax.
Tam BiKOBY
JIr060B 1y1eTy i3 BIYHMX HUTOK PaIo.
51 6avy nHI —
[ HIY — y IpucTpacHin imii.
['opsATh BOTHI.
B cepusix BOHM HIKOJIM HE 3racaroTh.
Munyrocs.
JKusmroca cusnoro 3eMii.
JuByroCs:
HixTo He 3pamxKye i He KuJae.

31.08.16
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I SEE DREAMS

I see my dreams—
So vivid, strange, in colors rare.
They flow in streams—
Through distant towns I've never known or shared.
There, I reside,
So full of joy in sleep’s embrace.
Love at my side,
I weave eternal threads of heaven’s grace.
I see the days—
And nights in velvet passion drawn.
The fires blaze—
In hearts that never fade or dawn.
I stand in awe,
And draw my strength from Earth below.
Without a flaw—
No one betrays, and none let go.

— August 31, 2016
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HEBO TPIMAB

Mawma xorTina,

1106 Ha cKpuILi 5 rpas,
Bo rapHi y MeHe pyKu.
Ta maitke gBa poku
5l He6o TpuMmas.

Ta iH1Ii JIOBUB 5 3BYKMU.
Mama xoTina,

[llo6 g miTsam criBas,
[1I06 micHS IuIach CBiTaMMU.
Ta Maike 1Ba poKu
51 He60 TpuMmas.

Ins Bcix. I TakoX 1711 MaMu.

19.11.23
P.S. A mama xomiaa, w06 £ YUMU PYUAMU 2pas Ha CKPUNUL...
A 5 He60 Humu mpumar. Had mamoro mea...

Bce 6yde Yxpaina!

IOpiu Kyavna
yuri_kulpa | Tiktok
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HE HELD THE SKY

My mother once dreamed
I would play the violin—
She said my hands were made for grace.
But for nearly two years,
I held up the sky,
And chased different sounds through space.
My mother once hoped
I would sing to the young,
And let my songs through the world drift free.
But for nearly two years,
I held up the sky—
For all. And for her. And for me.

— November 19, 2023
P.S. My mother had wished these hands would play the strings...
But now they hold the sky. Above her, too.

Everything will be Ukraine!

Yuri Kulpa
yuri_kulpa | Tiktok
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JIFOIU SIK MOPE

JIronu gk Mmope.
CynuTtuy He BapTo
[Ipo ix rimmbuny 6in4 6epera.
[TisnaBumu rope,
[TisHaBLIYM BTpATYy,
CxoBaBlIM CBOTO IIOMEPJIOTO,
KoxeH nipHae
B cBoi TeMHi Boau.
XTOCh IiJie Ha IHO, a iHIINI1 6G0PEeTHCS.
HixTo He 3Hae
CBOIO IIPUPOLY,
Jloroku 6ina He CKOIiThCA...

21.06.23
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PEOPLE ARE LIKE THE SEA

People are oceans—
Don't judge their depth
By waves that touch the sandy shore.
Through deep emotions,
Through grief and death,
Each hides what none have seen before.
We dive below
When sorrow calls—
Some sink, while others swim through pain.
We never know
Ourselves at all,
Until the storm begins its reign.

— June 21, 2023
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PIK MUHYB

Jlobirae KiHIg
Lleit HeCcTepNnHO OOJIICHUM PiK.
Bin He mae nuig
Ta B>xe BTpaTUB CBii1 CIIPaBKHIi BiK.
Jlech 3aJIMIIMBCS TaM,
Y nepesniky JOBrux IHiB.

Sl BimBigao xpam,
[Tomomtocs 3a BCiX CHHIB.
3a miTei, 110 A9rau
B cupy 3emiIio Ternep HaBik.
3a 6aTbKiB, 1110 3MOTJIN
[TepexuTy KaxJaMBUN PiK.
3a Hamiwo KUTTS,
3a 110608, 3a IPEKPACHE L0Ch,
3a HOBE ManbyTTH,

I 3a Te, mo06 BOHO 30yJI0Ch...

24.12.23
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A YEAR HAS PASSED

This year draws near its weary end—
A year of wounds too deep to name.
It has no face, no strength to lend,
Just time and silence in its frame.

It lingers now in memory’s line,
Alist of endless, heavy days.

I'll light a candle at the shrine,
And for our fallen sons, I'll pray.
For children gone to earthen rest,
Now held in soil, forever still.

For parents bearing grief’s cruel test—
Who lived through what no heart should feel.
For hope that life may rise anew,
For love, and something kind and true.
For peace ahead, for war to cease—
And may that future come in peace.

— December 24, 2023
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BIH ITPUHIIIOB

Bin npunmos. [ig Mopos.
Y MillIKy [TIOJAPYHKU MaJIaTaM.
Yu y meHe ckiepos?

Yy HEMae CbOrOHi TYT CBATA?
Kax HiMu# y BiKHi,
YopHi od4i 01CpKOI ocei,
HoBopiuHi BOrHi
B>ke He cAI0Th y IHI HEBECEIi.
[Tomin Bciomu, 00ITiK
Cepuie CMyTOK, MaOyTb, HAMCUJIBHIIINNA.
Bin npuimos. HoBuii pik.
TinbKKM XTO 3ycTpiyaTume?
Tuia.

31.12.23
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HE CAME

He came. Santa Claus.
A sack full of gifts for the children.
Or is my mind lost?
Is the holiday missing, forbidden?
Silent horror outside,
Blackened windows of homes left forsaken.
New Year’s lights once shined,
Now the days hold no joy to awaken.
Ash is everywhere.
Sorrow burns deep, a wound never healing.
He came. The New Year.
But who will be here to greet it?
Only silence.

— December 31, 2023
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SIKBU K MOT'JIA

51 3 TOro NOKOJIiHHS, MO 6JIyKae
Y BCecBiTi y nomykax 6e3neKu.
A 3a rieyrma pigHUM IiM I'yKae,
JlyHae 110ro rosioc Tak Aajeko.

SIkOU K MoOrJia CBili 1iM 3 COO0I0 B3SITH,
Moro temso. Ckap6u, mo ceplie rpiloTh —
MavieHbKi 3rajikv [Ipo CeCTpy i TaTa.

Ti crioragy HIKOJIU HE CTapilOTh.

AK6U XK MorJia... Ta TiJIbKY HEMOSKJINBO.
KopiHHsAM BiH y 17116 BiKiB csrae.
[Ipopic y 3emitto, fe Oysa macanBa,

Jle ceplie KO>KHY IHUHY [1am’sITae.

12.02.24
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IF ONLY I COULD

I'm from a generation lost in flight,
Still searching for a place that feels secure.
While far behind, my home fades out of sight—
Its echo distant, fragile, yet so pure.

If only I could take my home along—
Its warmth, its light, the treasures of my youth,
The tiny memories that still feel strong—
Of Dad, my sister, love, and simple truth.

If only... but I know it can’'t be done.
Its roots run deep in ancient, sacred land.
It bloomed where all my brightest days were spun,

Where every heartbeat still can understand.

— February 12, 2024
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TIKAJIU JIFOJU BIJ, BIMHU

3maeThCs CBITOBI, 1110 CTaJIO
3aHaATO YKPaiHCbKUM BCE?
Hac cotHsaMu pokiB j1amany,
[ 3apa3 cmepTh BiliHa Hece.
B 4yKi KpaiHu NoJeTiny,
Paryrouu miteu, cBi Pin,.
Yu xiba came TaK XOTiin
[To6baunTy TOM rapHUM CBIiT?
IITo mesikux i3 Bac gparye?
[1lo He Ja€e CMOKIMHO XKUTh?
SIkach OUTHHA OGElIKeTye?
XTOCh MOBU BalllOi HE BYUTH?
baraTtux 6a4yuiu Hemaso?
Ha goporux aBTO BOHU?
Ta >k He Big 6igHOCTI TiKamu.
Tikanu 0oy Bill, BiMHU.

18.10.23
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PEOPLE FLED FROM WAR

Does the world now feel uneasy,
As if there’s too much Ukraine?
For centuries, they tried to break us,
And now, war brings death again.
To foreign lands, we took to flight,
Saving our children, saving our kin.
But was this how we wished to see
That world so beautiful within?
What is it that disturbs you so?
What keeps your heart from resting still?
A child too loud, a language left
Unlearned, against your will?
You've seen the rich, their costly cars—
Yet wealth was never why they ran.
They did not flee from poverty.
They fled from war, like any man.

— October 18, 2023

53



HE YEKAIO

51 rennep HoBuii pik He Yekarlo.
| n1g cTpaB He MIyKalo ifen.
Xai nuiie 36epexe Te, 110 3Halo,
36epeske MOiX PilHUX JII0Je.
He numry B OBri CiMCKY 6a>KaHH4,
[ He nymaro, o OJAITH.
Mato nuiiie equHe 3aBIAHHS:

B cepui Bipy i1 7110060B 36€perTu.
Y 1110 HiY He YyeKalo CajloTiB,
Bo Big BUOYXiB 11 TaK CTOTHE KPOB.
€ enuHe 6aKaHHS 110 CYTi:
Xouy B IYBO MOBipUTU 3HOB.
Xo4y MUPY 1 3aTULIKY, JIIOAU!
Xouy pifHUX B 6e3neli HaBik!
Mpis 14 3akap60oBaHa B Ipyiu
B me ogun Henpoctuil HoBuii pik.

14.12.24
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I DON'T WAIT

I don’t await the New Year’s cheer,
No recipes or festive spread.
Let it protect what I hold dear—
The ones I love, not plans ahead.

I make no list of wishes now,
Don't plan what dress I'm going to wear.
I have one task, one solemn vow:

To keep love, faith, and kindness there.
No fireworks for me tonight—

The air still echoes with a blast.
Just one true wish I hold so tight:
To feel that miracles still last.

I dream of peace, of quiet days,

Of family safe in every land.

This hope is carved in quiet ways—
Another year I try to stand.

— December 14, 2024
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®OTO 3 PPOHTY

S1 nymero B 6ik TOPU30HTY
JInHy NOAYMKY HaBMaHHSI.
CorHi, Tucs4i PoTo 3 PpOHTY,
beasniv pi3HMX HOBYMH IIOIHS.

Byxe 6010Cs1 rOopTaTu CTPIiuKYy:
Kosxnuii pa3 y gyl meMuTh,
SIk mo6auy npouanbHy CBiuKYy,

IITo Ha $OTO YUIMCh FOPUTb...

17.12.23
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PHOTO FROM THE FRONT

My soul drifts toward the horizon,
Wandering aimlessly, lost in thought.
Hundreds, thousands of photos from battle,
Endless news that the war has brought.

I now fear to scroll through the feed—
Every time, my heart feels the sting.
When I see a farewell candle bleed,

Burning softly in someone's screen...

— December 17, 2023
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ICKPA JKUTTA

[Ilo 3anuiaeTbCs Bif Monen,
Tux, 110 BTPAaTU/IN COH i CHHU,
SIKuM BUpBay MUP 3 IPYyLEN,
Ilo >KUBYTb Y BOTHI BiIHU?
[IJo 3a;MImaeThCs TUM, XTO CTaB
Haue npuBunu — 6e3 Hafii,
be3 koxaHHs, 6€3 3BUYHUX CIIPaB,
bes emouin, 6€3 cHy, 6€3 Mpiii?
[Ilo 3aMIMKUTHCS TaM, 1e HeMa
Byxe Hi oMy, Hi BOPOTTH,

Jle rysse BXe cMepTh cama?
BiacHe, ogHe — ickpa XuUTTs!
Ickpa cnabka, aje 1ie X1Ba,
Taka, o cunu fae Tobi
1 na mexi BiputH y muBa,
[TocMmixaTHCh HOBI1 100i.

07.04.24
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THE SPARK OF LIFE

What remains of those torn apart,
Who've lost their sleep, their dreams, their peace?
Whose calm was ripped straight from the heart,
And now know war that will not cease?
What remains for the ghost-like ones,
With no more love, no daily ways,

No hope, no rest beneath the suns,

No dreams to guide them through their days?
What remains where there is no home,

No path to turn, no way to flee—

Where even death begins to roam?

One thing alone—the spark of life must be.

A spark so faint, yet still it glows,
Enough to give your soul the might
To stand where only darkness grows—

And smile into a newborn light.

— April 7, 2024
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OJHA HAZIIA

Tak cTpaiHo 3apa3 B LIbOMY CBITi KUTU:
XBOpOoOU, BillHU, TOMUPAIOTh TiTH...
biza Ha 4yaTtax MpOTArOM XKUTTSL.

Yu e y Hac wacamse ManodyTTs?

Moo 51 Bora 36epertu poauny,
[Ipouy 651aroCyI0BUTH NOHBKY, CUHA.
Ci0Ba, fKi OAHS B MOIX ByCTax:

OpHa suiie Hazisgs — Ha XpUCTa.

02.12.24
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ONE HOPE

It's hard to live in times so dark, so grim—
With war and plague, and children lost to sin.
Grief waits in silence, shadows every day...
Is there a path to joy, a brighter way?

I pray to God: protect my family near,
Please bless my daughter, son—keep them from fear.
And every night, these words I softly say:
My only hope is Christ—to Him I pray.

— December 2, 2024
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MOJIUTBA

Criouatky Ty HaZilo Mana,
ITo Bopor T1Bi# cnabkuit. Ta Hi!
Voro Ty moci He 3107ana,
BiH cKakeHie B 11ii1 BiliHi.
Hapisnach Ha moMiY Apy3iB,
36upasa KOUWITU JI€Hb i Hiv.

Y CBITOBII IepeHanpysi
['y6uBCS TBili HATXHEHHUH KJINY.
Tenep npuinina nopa MOJIUTBY,
I[Topa pgo bora mig kpuio.
bo Tizibku BiH Ha 110J1i 6UTBU
3m0aT JOIOMOXeE 3J10.
MonuTBa — 1€ 6poHs I HaTisL.
Mix borom i HapoIOM MiCT.
Voro npokactu XTo 3ymie?
XTO Mae 10 MOJIUTBY XUCT.
MosuTBa — 36pos. JJocuTh CuIbHAa.
MonuTBa — 10 CBOOOAY HIJISX.
B MosnuTBax YKpaiHa BijlbHa,
Bona macanBa B MOJIMTBAX.

21.03.24
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PRAYER

At first, you thought the foe was weak,
That he'd be gone within a week.

But still he fights with brutal fire,
And doesn’t break, and won'’t retire.
You hoped that friends would lend their hand,
You raised funds daily, made your stand.
But in a world so tense, so wide,
Your cry for help got lost in tide.
Now is the time to kneel and pray,

To ask God’s wings to light your way.
For only He, on battle’s field,

Can break the hate, make darkness yield.
A prayer’s a shield, a flame, a bridge—
From human heart to heaven’s ridge.
But who can build that bridge so high?
Who's gifted with a prayerful cry?
For prayer’s a weapon, strong and deep,
It guards our dreams, it breaks our sleep.
In prayer, Ukraine stands brave and free—
And finds the joy it's meant to be.

— March 21, 2024
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BOBK I BIBIII

Mix Bamu BOBK! Paryiitecs, 6iXKiTh!
Takuil cTpalHuii, BiH XM>KO WIKipyATH 3yon!
XamnaiTe IiTO4YO0K i 6epexiTh
Cebe 11 cim'io Bif namii gymoryo6a.

Ausie Ti BiBIIi rajiac 3OiiHSIINU:
Cromn XelTHHTYy BOBKiB! ['€Tb BOBKO(OOiB!
Voro mu 110 rpoMajiy IpUAHAIHY,
BiH cBii1 Tenep, Bif HOCA [0 CYry00iB.

Orak, 6yBa, i 1T0AM BipsITh B Te,
Ilo xmxuii 3Bip 3a0yB CBOIO IPUPOLY,
Komu itomy Ha 67110710 30710T€

[Toknanu [oJio Lisioro Hapo#y...

28.05.24
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THE WOLF AND THE SHEEP

A wolf’s among you! Run—don’t wait, don't stall!
His fangs are bared, his eyes are fierce and hollow!
Grab all your children, save them one and all,
Protect your homes from death that seeks to follow!

But then the sheep began to shout and cry:
"Stop all this hate! No wolf-phobia here!
He’s one of us now—kind and civilized—

From nose to tail, he’s part of our good cheer!"

And so it goes—how people choose to trust
That savage beasts have lost their nature cruel,
Just 'cause they serve them meals with grace and crust—

And place a nation’s fate upon a stool.

— May 28, 2024
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JIMOEMIP

HarmiB BOBK, HamiB BiBILIsI —
Ocb Taka TBapuHa 14!
Binm 06cTaBUHM 3a71€XKUTD,
o i1 6yne mo mus.

Jluuemipom BOHaA 3BEThCH,
PobuTts, 110 i1 3aMaHeThCS.
Mae 1o ycix migxin
Lle ykpan ayKaBum pig,.

13.12.24
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HYPOCRITE

Half a wolf and half a sheep—
Such a beast plays sly and deep.
Shifts its mask from case to case,
Wears whatever suits its face.

Hypocrite's the name it bears,
Doing as it boldly dares.
It charms with ease, both high and low—

A cunning breed we've come to know.

— December 13, 2024
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HEIIPUMHSITHUN KOHTEHT

JKunm co6i mogu: [opocii, AiTu.

Paniny >KUTTIO y KOXKHUI MOMEHT.

[ pariToM cTasno A Lijoro CBiTy
Harme >xutts — HENPUMHATHUN KOHTEHT.

Bo xoxHe Bineo, POTo uu cTOpi3
3isg104a paHa, sIKa KPOBUTb...
BiitHa — 1e XKaxiTT4, Lie anpiopi

3aBllle KOHTEHT HENIPUMHATHUX JKAXITb.

28.05.24
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INAPPROPRIATE CONTENT

There once lived people—children, grown—
Who found joy in each moment known.
But suddenly, the world declared
Our lives were “not to be shared”

Each photo, story, post, or thread
Showed bleeding wounds and fields of dread.
For war, by nature, shocks and chills—

And always breaks content “guidelines” and wills.

— May 28, 2024
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qyoMy

[IpoknHyBCH i KaBy IT€II HA TAHKY?
XMmapku criocrepiraem y 6J1akuTi?
Pagiemr coHeuKy Liei MUTI?
Papiem panky?

[IlaciuBu# TH, 1110 HEOO TBOE YHUCTE,
[ITlo He cMepaUTb TOPLJIKM Bif ITOKAPIB,
IITo He >kaxaBc Bif, HIYHUX yHapiB,
CupeH Hag, MiCTOM.

YoMy Taka HeclpaBevBa JOJIS:
OpHi KUBYTb LIACJIMBO, iHIII B rOpi?
XTOChH Mpie PO AajneKi OuBHI 30pi,

A XTOCBH — IIPO BOJIIO...

25.11.24
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WHY

You sip your coffee on the porch at dawn,
Watch clouds drift softly through a sky so wide,
You smile and stretch beneath the sun just drawn—
Enjoy the morning, peace your gentle guide.

You're blessed with skies untouched by smoke or flame,
No stench of ash, no fear from sirens’ sound,
No nights of terror, bombs that maim and maim—
No rubble shaking sacred ground.

But why does fate so cruelly divide?
Why some in joy, and others must endure?
One dreams of stars in distant realms with pride,

Another—only freedom, simple, pure.

— November 25, 2024
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3PAHKY

[Ipokupaenics 3paHky,
11106 /1106UTH BECH CBIT,
[IuTy KaBy Ha raHKY...
Ta BHOYI O6yB NpUJIiT
[ necy Booma 6e3 gaxy
Banumuaach cim'd,
OHIiMIJIO Bif, )Kaxy
Hesenuke xJ01IT's.
[1lig 3aBajiamu JIIOMIMN. ..
Uu >KuBi, UM BXKe Hi?
[ToHniBeyeHe BcloOy,
SIK B J)KaxJIMBOMY CHIi.

[ Big sicy mo Mops
Kpait B cKOpOOTi 3aTuX.
Ckinbku 6yge e rops?
CKUJIBKY paHKiB TaKUX?

23.09.24
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AT DAWN

You wake at dawn, so calm, so bright,
To love the world, to hold it tight,
To sip your coffee on the stair...
But missiles struck the night somewhere.
A family’s home was torn away,
No roof remains at break of day.
A little boy stands, pale and still,

His silence louder than the kill.
Beneath the rubble—are they alive?
Or did no one this night survive?
Destruction spreads through every street,
Like some dark dream on endless repeat.
From forest edge to ocean shore,
The land falls quiet, grieves once more.
How much more sorrow must we see?
How many dawns like this will be?

— September 23, 2024
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BYIE

Byzne nou, 6yne cHir,
Byne pamicTs i cMix,
HoBuii neHsb, Tuxa Hiy,
Koo pigHux 06/my.
He cymyii i He n1ay,
3HUKHE BOpPOr-rasady.
3HUKHYTb rope i cTpax,
Byne cMix Ha ByCTax.
3HUKHE CyM, IUKUH OiJb,
Byne xmib, 6yne cisb.
BynyTb miTy i 3HOB
Byzne mup i 11060B.

10.11.24
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IT WILL BE

There'll be rain, there’ll be snow,
There'll be laughter that flows.

A new day, peaceful night,
Loved ones' faces, warm and bright.
Don'’t you cry, don’t you grieve—
The cruel enemy will leave.
Fear and sorrow will be gone,
Smiles will rise like morning sun.
Pain will fade, tears will cease,
There'll be bread, there'll be peace.
Children’s voices will resound,
Love and peace will come around.

— November 10, 2024
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IBOBIN

B Hebi yepBOHi€e Mics1lb TOBHUIA,
Ha 3emuti — yz1amKy, IOpOX, KPOB...
l'ope, cTpax i po3na4y HEBUMOBHUI:

Bopor 6'¢ o mMiCTy 3HOB i 3HOB.

B 60poTh0i 3a MaiibyTTs, 32 BOJIIO
Mix To6pom i 3710M ifie 1BOGIT.
MicTo pinHe, cKisnbku B TOOi 60110,

CTinbKH i pily4oCTi B TOOI.

29.09.24
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DUEL

A blood-red moon now stains the sky,
While dust and shards and blood lie deep below.
Grief and terror, silence in the cry—

The city burns beneath a brutal blow.

For freedom’s sake, for future’s right and name,
A duel rages—Good against the vile.
Dear hometown, though you're scorched by flame,

You stand with pain—and with unyielding will.

— September 29, 2024
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3AJIUIIAUTE CBITJIO

3anuiaiTe CBITI0 32 COOOI0.
Xay ropuTh o3any sK Masdk,
Jlyle TpOMiHHS PiYKOIO XXUBOIO,
Bepexe Bif, yCIIAKUX MPSIK.
3asumanTe CBITJIO, KOJU NeTe
Hazap>knmu, MOKJIMBO, ab0 Hi.
Ca1Bo Te 3irpie, Haye CBETP,
Haye HI’KHUI TOTUK YyBi CHI.
[my4uy, 3aBXXAu JIMIIANUTE CBITIIO.
Kpaioro gapyHka He 3HaWTH,
Hix cTexnHa csito4a, po3KBiTia,
IlTo Bene y panicHi CBiTH.
[my4u, 3anuiuTe CBIiTJIO JIIOISM.
Haue jiku pigKicHi Big, 371a.
SIK BecesiKy cepep, cipux OyAHiB.
SK Hapio, Koy nae iMia.
CBIT/I0 Te 3alIOBHUTS 1IiJIe MiCTO,
KoJin HaBiTh TaM BacC BXXe HEMA.
3anuiuanTe CBiTJI0 YPOUHUCTE,
BromiieHi cepus xait 06irima.

18.12.23
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LEAVE YOUR LIGHT

Leave your light behind you as you go,
Let it burn like beacons in a row,
Pouring rays like rivers flowing wide,
Chasing every shadow from our side.
Leave your light when parting, come what may—
Forever gone, or back another day.
That soft glow will warm like wool at night,
Like a dream’s embrace, a touch of light.
Always leave your light for those who stay—
There’s no finer gift to give away
Than a path that blossoms, brightly led,
Toward joyful worlds that lie ahead.
Leave your light behind for hearts in need,
Like a rare and healing kind of seed.
Like a rainbow through the dullest rain,
Like hope that lifts us out of pain.

That light can fill a broken town with grace,
Even long after you've left the place.

So leave your light in silence or in song—
Let tired hearts feel they belong.

— December 18, 2023

79



3HAUIU XBUJIUHY

3HaNY XBUJIIMHY
Jl71s1 pifHOI JIIOIVHU.
Yac BiYHM, a JIIOJIMHA — Hi.
II3BOHM yacrimie,
He B cripaBax CBOiX Jjulie,
[ He Toni, Ko Ha JHi.

[Tokyin4 Ha KaBy,

Y mapky norysusire BOeHb.
HaBuuchk 1iHUTH,
HaBuuch MOMUTI KUTH,
A He B n1epioiy HaTXHEHD.

Taxki XBUIUHU,

Jns Tebe, 0j1s pOAVHU
HaiiBaxxuBilium cKapOooM €.
Amke He 3Haell,

Kosu xoro BTpavaen,
Kosu 3aBMpe KUTTSI TBOE.

25.11.24
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FIND A MOMENT

Find a moment
For someone close and dear—
Time is endless, but people disappear.
Call more often,
Not just when things go wrong,
Not just when days feel dark or long.

Invite for coffee,
Ask how they truly are,
Go for a walk beneath the evening star.
Learn to treasure,
Each simple moment’s measure,
Not just when stirred by mood or spark of pleasure.

These small moments,
For family, for friends,
Are life’s true gold that never ends.
Because you never
Know when you'll say goodbye—
When life will pause, and time will fly.

— November 25, 2024
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OBPA3A

[lepma o3Haka ropuHi — 1€ o6pasa.
PyiiHiBHa, MiACTyNHA, XMKa 14 3apasa.
Jlropy BpasnuBi — HeElACHI TopAi JII0aU.
IIg cTpamHa xBopoba po3’inae rpyny,
[Toigae mymy sK ip>ka 3asis0.
l'opgi Moy MaoTh 10 HE AeHb TO KPU3y.
Hi 711060Bi, Hi CMUPEHHS, Hi [IOKYTHU
B cepui ropioMy HisSIK He MOXe OYTH.
l'opzi 6ayats JmiIe BOPOTiB HABKOJIO.
Ix cepiis, MoOBip, JaBHO BXe OXOJIOJIM.

22.09.24
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OFFENSE

The first clear sign of pride is taking offense—
A toxic plague, deceitful and intense.

The proud are fragile, wounded deep inside,
This silent sickness eats them from their pride.
It gnaws the soul like rust corrodes the steel,
Each day they spiral through another wheel.
No love, no grace, no humble path remains,
Their hardened hearts know only hidden chains.
They see the world as filled with foes and spite,
And fail to see the absence of true light.
Their frozen hearts forgot what warmth was like.

— September 22, 2024
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IITAMIIYHbD BIJI 3J1I0BH

XTO 6 BUHANILIOB IIAMITyHb, IO HE BOJIOCCS MUE,
A 4UCTUTBL PO3YM BiJl BAXKKUX JYMOK!
Bo iHozi Tyra Tak HaKpMBae-KpUe,
[Io XO04eTbCs 3aPUTUCS B ITICOK.

Bakki JyMKHU, CHMIITOMHU JUKOI XBOPOOH,
CHYIOTB y I'OJIOBI IK Mypallli.
YuM 3MUTH HEHABUCTB, Kary 110 IOMCTH, 37100y?
SIK HaBeCTH MOPAJOK Yy AyIi?

XTO BUHAai/e MIaMITyHb Bifl 3JIMX €MOLlil1, CTaHe,
Mab6yTb, 6araTimmM Bif, yCiX JIIOIEN.
Bo cxo4e KOKHUM 3MUTH BCE JINXE, ITIOraHe,
Ta BupBatu 06pasy i3 rpyzen.

JltopicpKa nyina Hacnpasi Xo4e OyTU CBITIIOM,
[IpoTe He 3aBXIM 1€ BIAETHCS IM...
3po6iTh 0Ch, BUHANAIT, abu Aylla PO3KBITJa,

[ casma y Bci Kpaci cBoiii!

07.01.24
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SHAMPOO FOR HATE

If someone made shampoo not just for hair,
But one that clears the mind of heavy care!
For sorrow sometimes wraps around so tight,
You'd rather hide in sand, away from light.

Dark thoughts invade like ants upon the brain,

A wild disease — resentment, wrath, and pain.

What rinses hatred, vengeance, sharp despair?
What brings the soul back into light and air?

Whoever crafts such cure for rage and spite
Would soon be richest soul in human sight.
For all would long to cleanse what makes them fall,
And rip the grudges from their chests once and for all.

The human soul does yearn to bloom and glow,
But light gets lost when storms begin to blow...
Invent a way, create some inner balm—

To help our hearts grow peaceful, kind, and calm.

— January 7, 2024
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HE BYb ITPUYHNHOIO

He 6y1b IPpUYMHOIO TOTO,
[IIo XTOCH CITiBaTU IIEPECTAHE.
XTOCh TOPU30OHTY HE [IiCTaHE,

A XTOCH — IIpU3HAYEHHS CBOTO.
He 6ynb NpryYMHOIO, IO TOH,

XTO 0J4raBCs YHIiKaJbHO,

Tenep sk cupoTa 6yKBasbHO,
Sk cipa mu1na, 4 i3rou.
Bynb 06€pe>KHUM — HE CIIUHU
Toro, XT0 MpiimMu OinuBCH,
PosnoBizaroyu, cBiTUBC...

He BapTo 6paTy Ha KIuHU!

He 6ynb NPUYMHOIO HE KUTD:
Hexai1 criiBae TO#, XTO JIIOOUTb,
XTO Mae CMaK — HOro He 3ryOuTb,
[ Toi1, XTO Mpi€, HE MOBYUTb.

16.06.24
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DON'T BE THE REASON

Don'’t be the reason someone’s song
Falls silent when it once was strong.
Don't dim the fire within their eyes
Or clip their wings before they rise.
Don't be the cause that makes them hide—
The one who dressed with pride and spark
Now shrinks away into the dark,
A ghost of color pushed aside.
Be careful not to crush the flame
Of one who shared their dreams with light,
Who glowed with hope, so warm and bright—
Don't turn their passion into shame.
Don't be the reason one won't live.
Let voices sing, let dreamers shine,
Let those with taste still draw their line,
And those who hope—have hope to give.

— June 16, 2024
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ITOTPIBHI JIIOOHU

[Inaneti HawWii He NOTPiOHUI
Jropen «ycnimHux» 6yNHUMA pii,
IlTo Ha TaiidyH OyBa MoJiOHUH,
Kosu ine 1o cBOix Mpii.
bpakye 1i1 B yacu MiHIUBI
LlinnTesiB HEACHUX Y.
Xay Ha 3eMJli )KUBYTD 1IACTIMBI!
Hexant Hakpue mwacTts aym!
[Inanera myxe norpedye
3BUYaMHUX Ka3KapiB Ta THUX,
XTO XBOPU CBIT BiIpeCTaBpye,
Jlropen Xopomux i IPOCTUX.
Jlrozei )KUBKX, 110 MalOTh CUJTY
[1naHeTy O>KUBUTHU TEXK.

XTO MOXe [IATU CEPLI0 KPUJIA,
XTO JIIOOUTDb BCECBIT 1111 6€3 MEXK.
XTO MOK€ KOXKHOTI'O HaBUYUTHU
Koxaru, BipuTu B guBa.

3 SKMMU NTOPYY JOOPE >KUTH,

3 AKUMMU CEPLIE OKUBA.

05.07.24
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THE PEOPLE WE NEED

The world does not require the race
Of “successful” souls who chase and chase,
Who storm ahead with ruthless pace,
And crush all kindness in the race.

In changing times, what we most lack
Are those who heal the hearts gone black.
Let joy return, let peace increase—

Let every soul be filled with peace.
The Earth is aching for the kind—

The storytellers who remind,

The humble hands that help restore
This hurting world we can’t ignore.
The ones whose strength is calm and true,
Who breathe new life in all they do.
Who lift a heart and help it fly,

Who love this universe, this sky.

The ones who teach the soul to feel,
To dream again, to hope, to heal.
With them, life’s warmer, full of grace—
With them, the heart finds its true place.

— July 5, 2024
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MYZIPELD ITPO JPYKBY

«Yn icHye cripaBXHS gpyxKoa?
Yu TO TiNbKYM NIE€BHA CJIy>KOa?»
Mynpens cnuranu Oitu.
TaeMHULIEI0 OOBUTUI,
JJoTOpKHYBCS 10 60pinKu
[ npomoBuB crapuii: «JiTKuy,
€ yoTupu BUOY IPY3iB,

SIk TpaBM YOTHPU B J1y3i.
[lepmi — HaYe CKUOKU XJIiOHi,
KoskeH neHb TO6i TOTPiOHI.
Jpyri — Haye JIiKu B rOpi.
Ix mykaiite, Kosm XBOPi.

A € npy3i — 5K “XBOpo6a”.
Xop4aTtsb 3a To6010. Cripoba
Bizi TakuX CXOBaTUCh MapHa.
Ane e HOBMHA rapHa.»
3aMOBYaB [Ii[l HA XBUJIVHY.
PosiM’siB B py1i cTe6nHy...
«SIK IOBITPS — CIIPaBXKHI Ipy3i.
Sk oug pocnuHa B J1y3i.
Haue nopsm, a He BULHO.
Jpyr £K Ta J0guHa pigHa,
Bo BoHa 6e3 cJ1iB i ;pamu
3aBxau, OiTH, Nopsj, 3 BAMU.»

16.02.24
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THE SAGE ON FRIENDSHIP

“Does true friendship even last,
Or is it just a servant’s task?”
The children asked a sage one day,
Wrapped in silence, wise and grey.

He stroked his beard and softly said:
“Now listen close, my little friends.
There are four kinds of friends you'll meet—
Like meadow herbs beneath your feet.
The first are like your daily bread—
You need them every day,” he said.
“The second come when sorrow calls—
Like medicine when illness falls.

But then there are the ‘sickness’ kind—
They cling and follow close behind.
You can’t escape them, though you try...
But wait, there’s more,” he said with a sigh.
He paused a moment, bent a stem,
And held it gently, showing them:
“True friends are like the air around—
You hardly see them, make no sound.
They're like a root beneath your feet—
So rare, so quiet, yet complete.
They're always near, through storm or sun—
Like family. A precious one”

— February 16, 2024
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CEHC J)KUTTA

Y 4OMy CEHC JIIOJICBKOTO JKUTTS?
BunuTty KaBu 3paHKy?
3po6UTH BUCHOBKHU, BITKPUTTS?
HoBuil genosur y 6aHky?
SHANTU HAPELITI HAaKpaluii MJIAX,
Mpito cBOIO 31iiICHUTU?
360pOoTH THiB i HEHABUCTD, CTPAX,
HaBuuTucs rimHo >KUTu?

Y yomy ceHc B6avaell Tu cam?
[ITo rosoBHe A Tebe?
BararcTBo fomy, J11060B, Kpaca?
Jopora npsima 1o He6a?
CkJlafiHi IUTaHHS, XUTTS OJHE
11 MuHae BOHO 6€3CTiIHO.
Kosu nonuHa XuTTS 36arse,
To >xuTuMe BiTIOBiOHO.

03.01.24
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THE MEANING OF LIFE

What is the meaning of human life?
A morning coffee, a break from strife?
A great discovery, a brand-new start?
A bank account, a shopping cart?
To find the path that feels most true,
To chase a dream and see it through?
To conquer anger, hatred, fear—
And live with dignity year by year?
What does life’'s meaning mean to you?
What guides your heart in all you do?
Is it wealth, or love, or beauty's flame?
A road to heaven without shame?
The questions rise, though life is brief,
And passes like a falling leaf.
But once you grasp life’s deeper light—
You'll learn to live it truly right.

— January 3, 2024
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BAJKAHHA CIIIJIBHE

Y KOKHOTO i3 HaC € BJIACHUM pai,

[ B1acHe 1EKJIO €, i cboMe HeOO.
Yyka MexKa 1 MUK PiOHUI KpaH,
[ITo kmye cepiie KOXKHY Hi4 10 cebe.
Y KOKHOTO € KyIa CIIpaB L0 HH,
CBoi NUTaHHS € i BJIaCHI € TypOOTH.
B yacu 6inu € 3axucHa O6poHS
Big 60110 i HAAMipHOI CKOPOOTHU.
['opuTh ICKpaBO XTOCh CEpEJ, 3UMU,
XTOCb B TEMPSIBi KUBE B 'OAVIHU SICHI.
[lo-pisHOoMYy Garati i1 6iHI MH,
[To-pizHOMY 1IaC/IMBI i HEACHI.
Ane ofHe € CIIijIbHe Y JII0JEN:
1106 He xBopinu, bosxe, Hami 1iTH,
KoxaHe cepue o6 — 6is1s rpyzen,
[ MupHe Heb6o0, if, IKUM pagiTy.

03.10.24
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A SHARED DESIRE

We each have visions of our own true skies—
A private heaven, hell, and peaks so high.

Our borders differ, yet one homeland cries,
And calls our hearts beneath the midnight sky.
We all have tasks that fill our every day,

Our own concerns, our worries, deep and wide.
In times of pain, we find a shielded way
To guard the soul and hold our grief inside.
Some shine like stars in winter’s darkest hour,
While others fade when skies are clear and bright.
We're rich and poor with different kinds of power,
Both joy and sorrow vary in their light.

But one desire unites both great and small:
That children never suffer, Lord above.

That we may feel our dearest near, that all
May live beneath a sky of peace and love.

— October 3, 2024
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ITABYTUHHA

31aM B OpEeHAY LyMKHU.
Ha opHiCIHBKY HIY.
Xouy BMCIIATUCH B TUIII XOY pPas.
Ti IyMKu-11aByKu
JIi3yTh 3HOB 3yCibiy.
M 6asxaHHS MO€ He yKa3.

[TaByTUMHHS CTpaxy —
3a manbyTHe, 3a AiMm,
3a ziTel i 6aThKiB, 3a 1I€H CBiT.
[ITo € TaM, HA MIJIAXY?
[Io € Tam, mo3a HUM?
[Tlo yekae MmeHe i Mii1 Pin?

01.10.24
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WEB

I'd rent out my thoughts—
Just for one single night.

I just want to sleep in the quiet, at last.
But those spider-thoughts
Creep in left and right,
Ignoring the wish I silently cast.

A web made of fear—
For tomorrow, for home,
For children, for parents, for this spinning sphere.
What waits up ahead?
What lies past the known?
What draws near for my kin, for me here?

— October 1, 2024
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KYIU HE I'VIAHb

Kynu He ry1siHb, HOBMHU BCIOOY:
JKutresi cTopi3 i mocTu.
3HalioMi 11 He3HaNOMi IO
BaxkaloTp 1110Ch PO3MOBICTHU.

Kynu He ryisiHb, CKpi3b 6ifb i Bimyai,
To yacom cxOBaHi B CJI0BaXx,
To iHozi Kpi3b GOTO CBimUaATH
[1po i3omawito i cTpax.

[Ilo pobutbcst HA MOPI, CyIi?
Y mepexi nob6a4yuul 3HOB.
Kynu He riigHb, CKpi3b OyIli, AyIIi...

['osopHi, ciparii Ha JI000B.

09.01.25
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EVERYWHERE YOU LOOK

Everywhere you look—just news and noise,
Life stories, posts, and selfie poise.
Both strangers and familiar faces
Are shouting thoughts from countless places.

Everywhere you look—despair and pain,
Sometimes disguised in words so plain,
And sometimes in a photo’s gaze—
Assilent cry in filtered haze.

What'’s happening on sea and land?
Just scroll, and you will understand.
Everywhere you look—pure souls in view,

So starved for love, so longing too.

— January 9, 2025
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CITPABKHSA ITPUYNHA

Jlrogy He CTapiloTh 3 pOKaMH,
Jlropy cTapitoTh i3 BTpaTaMu.
Kpacy 3a6upatoTh He LIpaMy,
He yac Mk IKMMUCH TaTamu.

He npaus Bakka i He BToMa.
| HaBiTH He [1Hi 32 rpaTaMu.
CripaB>XHS IpUYMHA BiloMa:

Jlrogy cTapiloTh i3 BTpaTaMu...

02.10.24
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THE TRUE REASON

People don't age just with the years—
They age through loss and silent tears.
It's not the scars that steal their grace,

Nor time that carves upon the face.

It’'s not hard work or wear and strain,
Not even days behind a chain.
The truth is clear, without disguise:

We age through loss—before the eyes.

— October 2, 2024
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IMPUYNHA SKUTHU

[HOAi yacu iuxi — MOB HOIIIA,
MoB Tdrap Ha cepii HEXOpOUIUiA
3 KaMeHI0 XOJIOTHOTO YU CTaJli,
[ loro HecTy He XO4y JaJli...
[Toripu Bce, s1 MAIO JKUTH, MYyLIY:
Hi>KHMM CJI0BOM JIIKyBaTu Iy1y,
BayyHum — ninb6aaboputu 1o i,
1106 30y1cs 3anOBiTHI Mpii.
Jo6prM CJIOBOM BiTHOBUTU CHUJIY,
1106 3neTinu B HE6O HOBI Kpua.
s SKATTS IpUYnHU €. bararto:
[[To6 paninu pigHi Mama i1 TaTo,
[11o6 6y mwacausi Moi AiTy,

B 6y[ib-sIKy TOAMHY MYIIY JKUATU.

24.10.24
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A REASON TO LIVE

At times, the weight of days is hard to bear—
Like stone or steel pressed heavy on the air.
It grips the heart, a silent, bitter strain,
And [ don’'t want to carry it again.

But still—I must go on, I must endure,
With gentle words that help the soul feel pure,
With honest ones that spark a will to strive,
To help a dream be born, to feel alive.
With kindness, I can help restore what'’s gone,
And let new wings take flight into the dawn.
There are so many reasons life is true:

To see my parents smile in skies so blue,
To see my children laugh and feel the light—
For them, I choose to live with all my might.

— October 24, 2024
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OYIIEBHHUY BOTOHb

JlylieBHOTO BOTHIO HE BUIHO,
Aze BiJl HbOTO TEIJIO AYXKE.
Koy >xuBeln 1maHoOBHO, TiTHO,
To 3irpiBaem BCiX TH, IpPyXKe.

Hy1a j1i01CbKa HEMOB ITaJIOMHUK
[Iykae Te, 110 Ja€ >KUTHU.
Koz nasnae B cepiji BOTHUK

Jlobpa, 1oro He 3aracuTu.

25.11.24
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SOUL'S FIRE

The fire within, you cannot see,
Yet still it warms both you and me.
When you live true, with honor bright,
You spread to all a gentle light.

The soul’s a pilgrim on its way,
It seeks what helps it truly stay.
And when the flame of good burns high,

No storm on Earth can make it die.

— November 25, 2024
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XBAJIA BE3YMIAM

XBasa 6e3yMI1isiM, 6€3M1EPEYHO,
Boponawm 6inum, 6yHTapsMm.
XTO HEBINOIAL, i HEJOPEYHO.
XTO HE BKJIOHSIETHCS LIAPSIM.

XTO 624YUTh CBIT 30BCiM iHaKIIIE,

TuM, XTO Ha MpaBuJa IJIIOBAB.

XTO cepep Oypi BiaBLIM, 3aBLIE

3HaxonuB CUJIM i BCTaBaB.
BoHU CMilOThCS i 3 MigBaINH.
JliTatoTh B HEOI, SIK OPJIN.
XBaJIniy ix 4y MPOKJINHAIU —
IrHopyBaTH HE MOIJIN.
BoHUM MITOBXAIOTH JIIOLICTBO BrOPY
JlecaTKu, COTHi TUCSY JIiT.

Jlnie TakuM 6€3yMILISIM BIIOPY

3pobuTu Kpauym Liani CBiT!

25.06.24
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PRAISE TO THE MAD ONES

All praise to mad ones, brave and bright—
The rebel souls, the birds in flight.
Who speak offbeat, out of the norm,
Who never bow to any form.

Who see the world through different eyes,
Who laugh at rules the crowd applies.
Who fall in storms, yet rise once more,

And fight like never fought before.
They laugh from dungeons, fly through flame,
Like eagles none can ever tame.
Whether praised or cursed in song,
They can't be ignored for long.

They push us upward, through the years—
Beyond our doubts, beyond our fears.
Only such “fools” can truly start
The change that moves the world—and heart!

— June 25, 2024

107



HAMKPAIIII JIIOIU

Hankpamui tvn jonen — ue Ti,
IlTo 3aBXXaM y BacC BipsTh,
SIKi HE KUHYTb B CaMOTI
[ cepneHbKO NOBIPATD.

SIKi mpyuMyCATD Bac 3HAUTU
TaM, e € XMapHO, CBITJIO0.
[ 1OMOMOXYTh BaM IIATU

Jlo mpii, 10 pO3KBiTJIA.

Harikpaui jiroau o6J1Th Bac,
Tax npocTo 11 6€3yMOBHO.
Be3 3aiiBux ciB Ta 6€3 mpuKpac,

[ BinmaHo, 1 HEBTOMHO.

07.07.24
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THE BEST KIND OF PEOPLE

The best kind of people are those who believe,
Who stay by your side and never leave.
They'll trust you with their gentle heart,
And stand with you when worlds fall apart.

They'll help you find the light through gray,
And guide you on your dream’s own way.
They lift you up when hope feels small,
And walk beside you through it all.

The best kind love without a price,
So purely, freely, warm and nice.
No need for words, no need to try—

Their love is endless, strong, and high.

— July 7, 2024
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3A OBPIEM

€ manexi oau i € 6JIM3bKi.
A OGyBalOTh Taki — O HECTSAMMU JIUKi.
SIK m1sIX1 HEeBiZOMI i HAITO BY3bKIi,
Ta B KiHIIi pO3yMi€lll — BOHU BEJIVKI.

€ noraHi BYMHKY i JOOPi €.
A 6yBaIOTb Taki — 3pO3yMiTH BaKKO.
IlTo yekae TaMm, 3a JaJIEKUM OOpieM?

[ Kyny 3HOB JjieTnil, MOsI J1I06a MTAMKO?

17.06.24
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BEYOND THE HORIZON

Some people feel near, and some are far,
And some burn wild like a falling star.
Like narrow roads through lands unknown—
But in the end, their worth is shown.

There’s good and bad in what we do,
And some things blur the right and true.
What lies beyond that distant line?

And where, dear bird, does your soul fly this time?

— June 17, 2024
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METEJIMKHA

ByBae 1oBigOMJI€HHS BiIKPUELL,
A 3BigTH, IK METEJUKH, CJI0BA
BpizHO6iu posnitaloTbes. Pagien,
Cupuin sK 3a4apOBaHUM, HE CMi€ll
CruHUTY HEHAPOKOM Lii IMBa.

TopkaroTbcs 061144 i BOsIOCCH,

[ TM cuguin — TaKUM BECH Yy MUJIKY.
[ caemn. bo 4y>KuUM CJjI0BaM BIanocs
3irpitu, Ha4e COHEUKY — KOJIOCCH,
Illo 3i6paHe yekae Ha TOKY.

29.06.24
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BUTTERFLIES

At times, you open up a message thread,
And words fly out like butterflies instead—
They scatter wide, like magic in the air,
You sit there glowing, caught within their care,
Afraid to break the moment they have spread.

They brush your face, they tangle in your hair,
And you just sit there, dusted, light as air.
You shine—because those simple words could be
A sunbeam warming gently, like the sea
Of wheat that waits in golden reverie.

— June 29, 2024

113



AKAAE€

Slka 4 €? fIkoto xouy 6yTu?
Yoro 6a’kae BHyTPILIHE AUTS?
Illo came s x0Tisa 6u 3a6yTH,

[Ilo mam’aTaT¥ BCE MOE SKUTTS?
SIkumy MpisIMH, CKaXXu BiBEPTO,
Brimaemics, Mos ayiia, >XUBe?
Kyny npsimyelin BIIEBHEHO, YIIEPTO?
Yomy BcTaell, Koy, 6yBa, Bagem?
SIka MeTa 1ae HaCHaru >KUTu?

TBOE€I cuiu 1ie € IKepeno?

Y nou, y XypTOBUHY Teb€e BKPUTH,
[lopapyBaTy 3aTUIIOK, TEILIO,
HaTxHeHH$, pafiiCTh, IParHeHHsI TBOPUTU —
XTO BCe 1€ pOOUTh, XTO Ja€ TOOi?
Mos pyma, YoMy Tak IparHen >XUTU
Ha noBHy cuity B 6yb-4Kilt 106i?

11.01.24
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WHO I AM

Who am I now? And who do I still yearn
To be, as silent questions start to burn?
What does the child within me seek to keep?
What would I trade away, or bury deep?
What dreams, dear soul, still light your hidden way,
What secret hopes still guide you day by day?
Where are you headed, strong and full of fire?
What lifts you up again from ash and mire?
What goal still feeds the will to rise and strive?
What is the source that keeps your flame alive?
Through rain and storm, who shields you from the cold,
And wraps you gently when the night takes hold?
Who gives you joy, and hunger to create—
To shape your world, to fight, to challenge fate?
My soul, what drives you still to rise and be—
So fiercely whole, so wildly, deeply me?

— January 11, 2024
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IIOOSIKYH

[ITo Tv wacanuBuM, KpUYaTU HE BapToO,
[TpocTo noasAKy# TOMY, XTO ITOP,
ToMy, XTO BTIIINTb B XBUJIMHY TOP4,

XTO 3pO3yMi€ IyMKH i )KapTH.

3BUYaliHi 11044, 10 IOPsL, 3 TOO010,
HeHaue aHrenu MoXyTb OyTU.
Tenso ceppeydHe 3yMilt BiguyTu:
B ocesi pinHi# 1 Ha noJti 6010.

Y ropax, B MiCTi 41 6is1s1 MOp4,
B roguHy cyMy, y MUTb a3apTy
[MaciuBui Tu? Kpryaty He BapTo.

[IpocTo NOJsKy TOMY, XTO IOPS.

21.03.24
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JUST SAY THANK YOU

No need to shout how happy you feel—
Just thank the one whose care is real.
The one who stays when times are grim,
Who gets your jokes and hears your whim.

The simple souls who walk beside,
Like angels sent to be your guide.
Learn to feel their quiet light—
At home, at war, in darkest night.

On mountain peaks, or by the shore,
In quiet grief or joyful roar—
You're happy now? Don't make it grand—

Just thank the one who took your hand.

— March 21, 2024
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JIIOBOB

XTOCh TaM, yropi, 6epexxe MeHe, JIIOOUTb.
XTOCb TYyT, YHU3Y, i 1]iHy€E, i1 TOTyOUTb.
Taka BoHa € — i 3eMHa, i HebeCcHa
JIt060B, Taka 3BUYHA i BiYHA, YyJl€CHA.

[, MOXKe, He BCE TaK yKe i I10raHo,
SIkimo Tebe M009Th 3aBXKIU, 0€3 OMaHU,
BinkpuTo yu, MOKe, TPUMAIOTh B CEKPETI,

Jece Tam, yropi, abo TyT, Ha IIJIAHETI.

SIK10 TO6i panToM CaMOTHbBO, JIIOJMHO,
SIKImo TO6i CyMHO, Ta 1ie 1 6€3NPUYNHHO,
3rapaii, 1o € XToCh, yropi abo nopsf,

XTO 711061Th Te6e i y WACTi, i B ropi.

15.12.24
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LOVE

Someone above is watching with care,
Loving me deeply, always right there.
And someone below, with kindness and grace,
Holds me close in a warm embrace.

For love is both heavenly and earthbound,
So simple, eternal, quietly profound.
And maybe life isn't so broken, so bad,
If love surrounds—both joyful and sad.

If ever you're lonely, without a clear reason,
If sorrow creeps in with the changing season—
Remember, there's someone—on Earth or above—

Who holds you in sorrow, who loves you with love.

— December 15, 2024
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OYIIA-TIABYTHUHKA

Mos pyma HeHave 1MaByTHMHKA.
Ta, mo Ha gepesi Bifl X0JI04Y TPEMTHUTb.
Ha Hil1 — mouy KpariHa siK CJIbO3MHKa,
['oTOBa 3HMKHYTH HA COHLII B KOJKHY MUTD.

HaBKO0JI0 KpyroBepTh JOCATHEHD, 3BEPILIEHD,
HaneBHO, i1 BTpAaTU € y KOXKHOT'O CBOI.
Ta B gymy-naByTHHKY CyMy LI€PIIEHb
[ToTpanuB 3HOBY i Bezie CBOi 60i.
XTo nnepeMmoxke? XTo BpATye? XTO 11e?
He nepenbaynTu. PATyHKY HE 3HAWTH.
A61 y nyiry IOBEPHYJIOCh COHIIE,

Ocssga 6 BOHA yCi CBOi CBITH...

06.10.24
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SOUL-WEB

My soul’s a web, so fragile, thin, and light—
It trembles on the tree in morning’s chill.

A drop of rain clings to it, tear-like bright,
Ready to vanish when the sun stands still.

Around me—storms of triumph, loss, and gain,
Each heart, no doubt, has burdens it must bear.
Yet in my web-soul creeps the hornet—pain—
And battles quietly within its lair.

Who wins? Who saves? Who breaks the threadless chain?
No answers come, no cure, no place to flee...
If only sunlight touched my soul again—
It just might light the worlds inside of me.

— October 6, 2024
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IECh OTAM

[HOAI 51 mymMaro IIpo CMePTbh.
Yu 6010Ccs1 BMEpTU? MabyTh, Hi.
Ane cHUTbCS iHOMI MeHi,

[ITo 3aHOCUTD Iylly B KDYTOBEPTD.
[ BOHA J1iTa€ MiX CBITiB,

B napasiesnbHUX BUMipax >KUBeE.
bauuTh moOCh 3HalIOME Y1 HOBE,
Yye neBUMOBHUM boXuil cmis.
3ycTpivyae piHUX, 110 BXE TaM.
Haue kpi3b TymMaHy, 6a4UTh LJISIX,
[[To Mangpye Mo 4y>KUX CBITaX -
[ HEMae Kpalo JOBIUM JHSIM.

Y Taki MOMEHTH Bil4yTTH,
Haue g He Booma Ha 3emJi.
JiM Mill geco oTaM, y Tii iMIi,
Hech oTaM MO€ HOBE XKUTTHL...

20.09.24
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SOMEWHERE OUT THERE

At times, I find myself in thought of death.
Do I fear it? No—perhaps I don't.

But dreams will come, and in them, I am sent
Into a whirl where souls forget their breath.
And there my spirit drifts through realms unknown,
In parallel dimensions, far and deep.

It sees familiar things and those it’s never known,
And hears God’s voice—too vast for words to keep.
It meets the ones I've loved who've gone ahead,
And through a misty veil, it sees a way—

A winding path where silent shadows tread,
Where time dissolves in one eternal day.

In such a moment, I can feel it true:

This world, this Earth, is not my final key.

My home is far beyond what eyes can view—
Somewhere out there, my soul is truly free.

— September 20, 2024
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PITHI 3 HAMH

VY KOXXHOTO € XTOCh, KOTO HEMAE.
Taki yacu. Taka peasbHICTb — 6iJb.
Ilo 6yzne nasi, TEX HiXTO HE 3HAE.
[Torposxye 6ifa HaM 3BifyCiJb.

Hece y ceplii KOKE€H ITIOPOKHEYY,
Bo pigHi myui, Ham 6e3uiHHK Pif,
3ibpanucs y ogopox jeunedy
[ mozneriny y nanexkuii CBiT.

3anumuiy y Nam'sTi Ml BOTHUK,
[lTo 3irpiBae B TEMHi-TEMHI [JHi.

Ta iHKo/IM IyIIa HOYaMU CTOTHE,
Koy nnpuxonaTe pifHi yBi CHi.

3anumuin B cepusix 601104i IpaMU.
Azie Ha MUTDb IOCTIyXalTEe CIOOM:
Hema ix mopyd, azne pigHi 3 Hamu

B myMKax, cepusx, y Crioragiax 3aBxiu.

14.11.24
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OUR LOVED ONES ARE WITH US

We all have someone who is gone from here—
Such are the times, this pain is sharp and real.
What lies ahead remains unknown, unclear,
While threats and shadows round us still reveal.

Each heart now carries silent, aching space,

For dearest souls—our kin, our sacred line—

Have taken flight to some far distant place,
Like storks that soar beyond the edge of time.

They left behind a spark, a gentle gleam,
That warms us through the coldest, darkest night.
Yet still, our souls may cry out in a dream
When loved ones visit, glowing soft with light.

They left us scars that time cannot erase.
But listen now—come close and understand:
Though gone from sight, they still remain in place—

In thoughts, in hearts, in memory’s gentle hand.

— November 14, 2024
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ITOJIIT

JKutTsa — TO HEHAye MOJIIT y XMapax.
Jns neskux — MpoCTO MajiHHS 3 Heba.
Jl7151 Korock — 6e3kpaiini nicku Caxapu.
CKaxkul, YMM € BJIaCHE XXUTTS 1Jis1 Tebe?

Ha KO>XHOTrO, XTO yMi€ JIiTaTH,

SIK MiHIMyM, 3HalZ€ThCS IT'SITh OCOOMH,
XTO cTaHe mupo TOOI CIiBYyBaTH,
JKamitoun HaYeOTO TU «HE B COOI».

JlecSTOK 3aneBHSTh TeOE, [0 MAPHO

Caii1 yac BUTpa4yaTy Ha MiATOTOBKY.

[ToiiT € i7103i4, JOCUTB rapHa,

Ane TO MapeBO, HEMAE TOJIKY.
[To6ayuIn 3MMBOBAaHUX COTHIO, MOXeE,
[TiBCOTHI Takux, 110 3/1amany 6 Kpuia,

Ta napy [isKiB, 0 YMilOTb, CXOXKE,

[IpopaTty HaBITL YyXKi BiTpUa.

HagBkoJio 6e31iv mofei 6e3 Bipu.

Hexaii cioBa 11i Te6e Ta 11 He CIIMHATb.
Bo € Ha cBiTi Ayma, 110 NOBIPUTb...

Jlitaii, He 6ilics, jiTa e, Mill CHHY.

21.04.24

126



FLIGHT

Life is a flight through clouds above—
For some, it’s just a fall from height.
For others, it’s a desert rough,

So tell me—what is life in your own sight?
For every soul that dares to fly,

At least five more will cast their doubt,
They'll pity you with wary eye,

As if you've lost your mind throughout.
A dozen more will preach and say
That all your training is in vain.
“Flight’s just illusion, anyway—

A pretty dream, with little gain”
You'll see a hundred stares of shock,
And fifty more who'd clip your wings,
A few who'd sell, like trading stock,
Another's sails—and other things.
The world is full of hearts that fear.
Don't let their words restrain your climb.
There is a soul who sees you clear—
So fly, my son. Now is your time.

— April 21, 2024
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HEHAUYE CSHBO

€ TaKi 1101 — HeHave CSUBO.
[x >kecTu, MOTISAIM, TOTUK pPyK
3UiNSI0Th OyIly, CTUHAKOTH 3aiBe,
[leyasb Tikae HEMOB I1aBYK.

[x mymmi cs10Th sickpaBUM COHIIEM
[ BUIIPOMIHIOIOTh CEHC SKUTTS,
SIK Tensmi NoAMX BECHU B BIiKOHIIE,
Kpi3b CTiHM 3aTXJIOTO 3a0yTTSI.

Bo maroTh cuiy 30yguTu i MEPTBUX,
SIKi B CcTpaXXKIaHHSX i CaMOTi,
Cepel, yMOB, 4aCOM HECTEPIIHUX,
3rybyuTy BCTUTJIN CEPLIS CBSITI.

€ Taxi Jiloiy — BeJIMKa cujia
IM nana borom — >KUBUTHU CBIT.
JIiKyI0Tb Ay1ly, ApylOTh KpUIa,

AbY IpOJIOBKUB TU CBill MOJIIT.

17.12.23
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LIKE A LIGHT

There are such people—like beams of light,
Their touch, their glance, their voice so kind,
Can heal your soul and clear your sight,
Make sorrow flee and peace unwind.

Their souls shine bright like morning sun,
They radiate life’s truest grace—

Like springtime’s breath when cold is done,

They warm the heart, they clear the space.

They wake the dead in spirit’s pain,
Who've lost their way in silent grief,
In bitter times, through harshest strain,
They bring to hearts a sweet relief.

These people shine with sacred power—
A gift from God, their light won't cease.
They lift us up in darkest hour,

And give us wings to soar in peace.

— December 17, 2023
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Cnozadu Ceimaanu Kpecinot,
acumenvku micma JHinpo

€ TAKI JIIOJU

BoHa € B 6araTbox Tese(pOHHUX 3alIMCHUKAX MEUIKAHIIIB HALOTO
MicTa. JlfonuHa 3 BEJIMKOi OYKBM, XOYa Ha BUIJISL — 3BHUYAMHA
c00i XiHOYKa, 110 BCE CBOE >KUTTS [IOIIOMAarae HapogUTUCS Ha
CBIiT HOBUM J11I0AsIM Yy MicTi [IHinpo. Kynb6ad Ipuna IBaHiBHA.

B TOil peHb, KOJM MiCJs 4EpProBOro PakeTHOro OOCTPiny MU
3a/lUI1 HAa TEPUTOPil0 MOJIOroBOoro OyAMHKY, HAac 3yCTpina
HE3BUYHA [JIS1 UbOTrO Micug Tuila, Havye 3 inbMy Xaxis. | aume
XPYCKIT OUTOro CKja MiJi HOTaMU KpasiB 1[0 MOTOPOUIHY THIILY,
[IOBEPTAIOYU HAC Y PEAJIbHICTb.

Mu iieMo y HalpsIMKYy, Ae paHiule 0yB KabiHeT IpuHu IBaHiBHU.
[Tinxogmo [0 raHKy i 4yeMO 1103a1y 3HaOMUI rOJI0C:

- O, nenexka npuneris!

fi ronoc, ii xuBuit rosoc mocepes MepTBoi T, BoHa CTOITH
cepeq yJIaMKiB JIiKapHI, fIKa CTasia Ajig Hel APYrom IOMIBKOIO,
CTOITh TaM, i€ 3apa3 BCE IOHiBEYEHE i PO3TPOLIEHE, i BCE OHO
pagie nuBy — jiesieka npuneTiB! ToXK XUTTS IPOLOBXKY€ETHCS!

- Bu ak?

- Bce pobpe. l'osoBHe, mwo yci uim, a iHme... IHme Bce —
BUIIPABUMO, BimHOBUMO.  SKIIO  MOXKeTe,  HOIIOMOXKITb
IIOBUHOCUTH YJIAMKU 1 CMITTS Ta MOMiAMITaTH CKIIO.

[linxoputh crapmwa akymepka Tamapa. BoHa 3aBxnu Taka,
3Ha€Te, Karydya OpIOHETKa, ajie 3apa3 OOMIBi >KiHKU NPUTPYLIEH]
TIOTIEJIOM Ta ITWJIOM, JIUIIE OYi OJIMIIATD.

- Baioro 3asy TeX Terep HEMaAe...

- Lle 3apa3 He mae HiSIKOro 3HauyeHH. ['0J10BHE, 1110 BCi XKUBI, yCixX
BCTUIJIV BUBE3TU.

Mu nHapemTi nmoynHaeMo Auxatu... JKaxyiyBa IOTBOpPA CTPaxXy i
Big4yalo nouMHae Bigctynmatu. Mwum  00XOZMMO  OYZiBIIIO.
OrsnsijaeMO BUPBY Bifl pakeTu — $IKpa3 HABIIPOTU I1apKaHy 3
HamucaMy “ISIKyI0 3a JOHBKY, “OSIKyl0 3a cMHA' — BCE€ SIK y
¢dinbmax mpo amokamuincuc... Asne ue He ¢inbm. Mu Tenep y
HbOMY JKUBEMO.

[lisnimme akymepka posnosimana, sk O6z;arana Ipuny I[BaniBHY
3alTU B YKPUTTS, CXOBATUCS IIif, YaC 0OCTpisy, ajie BOHA He
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MorJa — 6iryia pSaTyBaTu JIIO/I€N 3HOB i 3HOB.

Bnaza B My, WO YyTBOpWJjacsl Bi 3pylHOBaHOI 06aJky,
[IpOBaINJIACs Y MOBHUM 3picT. [IpOCTO IKMMOCH AVMBOM HIiYOroO HE
371amasia cobi — pyKM-HOTM 3aJMMUINCS 1iji, ngKyBaTu bory. fi
BUTSIJIY, i BOHA 3HOBY I106iryia psATyBaTy Nnortepminux. bo ue xx —
aoau!

[locTiiHO 31 cCyyXaBKOW0. [I3BOHUTb BCiM, XTO BXX€ BCTUT
nobpatucs OO CBOrO JIOMY, 3acCloOKowe. | mnpomosxkye
KOHCYJIbTYBaTM IIALi€eHTIB. A Ha TOMY KiHLI CJIyXaBKUA HIiXTO
HaBITb HE YCBiLOMIIIOE, 10 BOHA LIOMHO BUMIIA 3-IIiJ 3aBaliB.
Hixto He posymie, mo IpuHa [BaHiIBHA HE€ CIMHSETHCS Hi HA
XBUJIMHY U TPOLOBXY€E BKPUBATH, OTOPTaTH CBOEK TypOOTOIO
JKIHOK Ta MaJIIOKIB.

B iHmmx Koprycax JlikapHi BMOUTI yci BikHa. IIpoTe jikapi Ta
MEJICECTPU CUJSTh Yy CBOiX KabiHeTax i pobssiTh CBOIO PoboTy. Y
BEPXHBOMY Ofs3i, 60 XOJIOgHO. 3 TPUMILIEHb [OUTSIYOTO
BiJiJIEHHS] BUMITAlOTh pPO30UTE CKJIO, BUBAJIIOIOTh MOTO IIPOCTO 3
BIKOH Ha BYJIMLIO — [3BiH OUTOTO CKjla PO3HOCUTbCS IIO
nopBip’io.

PosymMieTe, 1UBye He Te, 1110 HAC HAaMaralTbCsl BOUTU POCINCHKi
pakeTu — Hamipu “6paTHbOr0” HApOJy MU BXE JAaBHO 3PO3yMiJiy,
— HacC 34yYBYyBajla HEMMOBIPHA BOJIS 1O KUTTS TAKUX JIIOAEN SK
Ipuna IBaHiBHA, akymepka Tamapa Ta IHIIUKA MeOUYHUN
nepcoHan YHiBepcurercpkoi Jlikapui Micra [ninpo. IIpocrto
ySBiTh C€OOi: JIIOOYM BUMIIIM 3-TIi7 3aBajliB, FOJIMMMU PyKamu
PO34YMCTUINA POOOYi MiCLIsl i TPOLOBKUINA POOUTU CBOIO CIIPABY —
JIIKYBaTH JIOJEN.
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Told by Svitlana Kresina, resident of Dnipro.
Written and adapted by Lilia Yermak.

THERE ARE SUCH PEOPLE

Her name appears in the contact lists of countless people across
our city. A woman with a capital “W”—though she may look like
an ordinary lady, she has spent her entire life helping new lives
enter the world right here in Dnipro. Her name is Iryna Ivanivna
Kulbach.

The day we arrived at the maternity hospital after yet another
missile strike, the silence was almost unbearable—unnatural for
this place, like a scene from a horror film. Only the crunch of
shattered glass underfoot reminded us that this was real. Too
real.

We moved toward what used to be Iryna Ivanivna’s office. As we
approached the entrance, a familiar voice rang out from behind
us:

“Ah, the stork has returned!”

Her voice—so alive, so real—cut through the dead silence. There
she stood, among the broken remains of the hospital that had
become her second home. Everything around her was torn
apart, ruined, and yet she smiled at the miracle: the stork had
returned. Life goes on.

“How are you?” we asked.

“All right” she replied. “The most important thing is that
everyone’s alive. The rest? We'll fix it. We'll rebuild. If you can,
please help clear the rubble and sweep the glass”

Tamara, the senior midwife, joined us. Usually vibrant and sharp,
a real firebrand of a brunette—but now both women were
covered in dust and ash. Only their eyes still shone.
“Your delivery room is gone,” someone said quietly.

“That doesn’t matter now. What matters is that we got everyone
out. We can breathe again... The terrible beast of fear and
despair is retreating.”

We walked around the building and saw the crater left by the
missile—right in front of the fence still painted with messages
like “Thank you for our daughter” and “Thank you for our son.” It
looked like a scene from an apocalypse film... but this isn't a film.

This is where we live now.
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Later, the midwife told us how she had begged Iryna Ivanivna to
take shelter during the strike. But she couldn’t. She was too busy
saving others—again and again. At one point, she fell into a pit
left by a collapsed beam. She dropped in full height, yet
somehow, miraculously, she didn't break a bone. Her arms, her
legs—intact. Thank God. They pulled her out—and she went
right back to rescue the injured. Because they are people.

She never lets go of her phone. Constantly calling, checking on
those who made it home, calming fears, giving advice. Her
patients have no idea that she just emerged from the rubble.
They don't know that Iryna Ivanivna hasn’'t stopped for even a
moment—that she continues to wrap women and newborns in
care and strength.

Other hospital buildings had every window shattered. Still,
doctors and nurses sat at their desks, doing their work. Wearing
their coats—it's cold. They swept broken glass from the
children’s wing, tossed it through the windows, the sound
echoing across the courtyard.

You know, what surprised us wasn't that Russian missiles tried
to kill us—we've long since stopped being shocked by the
“brotherly” nation’s intent. What amazed us was the unshakable
will to live shown by people like Iryna Ivanivna, Tamara the
midwife, and the entire staff of the University Hospital in
Dnipro.

Just imagine: people crawling out from under rubble, clearing
their workplaces with bare hands—and returning to their
mission. To heal. To help. To bring life.
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Cnoeidv Ani CemeHiox,
Jcumenvku micma Yaczopoo

IMMOYyYTTA ITIPOBHU

- 41 Big4yBalo NPOBUHY, KOJIM BHOYI BMUKAIO MiAirpiB CUOIHHS B
MaluHi. B TOM 4ac, SK XJI0ILi MEP3HYTh B OKOIIAX...

— A 4, Koy J14rar CraTu y CBo€ JIKKO. bo BOHO B MEHE 1II€ €...
31aeThCsl, HACTaB MOMEHT, KOJIM IIOpajia «IPOCTO podU CBOIO
po6oTy» — BXe He ponomarae. bo 3apa3 miB KpaiHu — 1e
CYLiJIbHUI 3ryCTOK HepeasbHOro 0010. IHIIA MOJ0BMHA —
MalKe IOBHICTIO 3aJIMTA IAKUM BiT4yTTSIM IIPOBUHMU.

Bo noku Ty 3paHKy I'e€lll KaBy i OLKUII HA POOOTY, y KOTOCh Liei
paHOK He Hacrae B3araygi. [lokun TU cCTOim IMifg TENJIUMU
CTPYMEHSIMU PAHKOBOIO [ylly, XTOCbh IIOMUpAa€ Bifj HecTaui
NUTHOI BojU. B TOW yac, KOy Bifnpasisell Ti HEUACHI M'SITCOT
TPUBEHb HA apMil0, IECh Bif, POCINCBHKOI KyJIi BCE€ OLHO IOMUPAE
XTOCH i3 Hamux. [Toku Hamaraeuics MpoCTO XKUTU T€ CBOE XKUTTH,
IeCb Ha HEOO BimjliTae Ayma lie OJHi€l AUTHMHKY, SIKa TOYHO He
Masia 6auuTu uiei BiliHU. BoHa He MOBMHHA Oyja Tak CKOPO
IMOKUJATH 1LIEeH CBiT.

Jlecb KOMyCb [OIIOMOXEIL, AEChb ITOBOJIOHTEPUII, IOECh ILIOCh
MOTpPiOHE 3HalAenl, Mpamen Maibke 6e3 BuxinHux. [Ipore, o 6
TW He POOUB, 3HAETbCS, BCbOro Oynae 3amano. I X04 BOHO
HACIIpaBi HE 30BCIM TaK, 3My4€HOMY CEPLIO L€ HaBpsn 4u
IOBEJ 1.

4 3Haro, mo 3 MOYyTTAM IMPOBMHU 3a Te, L0 3apa3 TaM, BLOMA,
KOMYyCb Tripme, HDK TOO6I TyT, y Oe3smneni, He MOXJIMBO Hi
IOMOBUTUCS, Hi CIIpaBUTUCS. | TOUHO HIYUM HE 3arJylIUTU. Aje
KOJKHOTO [HS JKaJIKYIO, 110 $1 HE SIKUICh Cyllep-MEIUK, Cylep-
KibOpr, Cymnep-psTyBaJbHUK YU Cyllep-CIeliasicT-i3-He-3Haw-
4yoro. A6y 3mMorTu 3pobutu Oisbuie. JJymaro Mpo Le i Tak camo
nmogyMKu IsKkyo 3CY 3a Te, 110 BOHU €.

Ta ocwk, 30uparocs NUTH OyXMSHUM 4Yall y TeIUl# KiMHaTi, a
[IOYYTTSI [IPOBMHM 3HOBY HAaKpMBAa€E SK IIyHaMi Bill JyMKH IIPO Te,
II0 CaM€ B LIEM MOMEHT KOMYCb B OKOIIax TOTO 4al XOYEThCS
3HAYHO CUJIBbHiIle, @ y KOroCchb WLIOMHO HE CTaJO0 [axy Haj,
rOJIOBOIO.
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A confession by Anna Semeniuk, resident of Uzhhorod.
Written and adapted by Lilia Yermak.

A CONFESSION OF GUILT

“I feel guilty turning on the heated seat in my car at night.

While guys out there freeze in the trenches..”

“And I feel it when I crawl into my bed.

Because I still have one..”

It feels like the old advice—“Just focus on your work’—doesn’t
cut it anymore. Right now, half of Ukraine is a pulsing knot of
impossible pain. The other half is drowning in corrosive guilt.
Because while youre sipping your morning coffee and heading
to work, someone else doesn't get to see that morning at all.
While youre standing under warm water in the shower,
someone is dying of thirst. You transfer 500 hryvnias to the
army, and yet—somewhere—a bullet still finds one of ours. You're
just trying to live your life... And in that same moment, a child’s
soul drifts upward— a child who should never have seen this
war, who shouldn’t have left this world so soon.

You help where you can. You volunteer.

You find what'’s needed. You work without weekends.

And still—it feels like it’s never enough. Even though, deep down,
you know that’s not quite true... your tired heart doesn't listen.

I know you can't reason with this guilt— the guilt that comes
from knowing that back home, someone always has it worse
while you're here, safe. You can't talk it away. You can’'t numb it.
Every day, I wish [ were someone more:

A super-doctor. A super-soldier.

A super-rescuer. A super-anything.

Someone who could do more. I think about that all the time. And
I silently thank the Armed Forces of Ukraine for simply being.
But then I sit down with a warm cup of tea in a quiet room, and
that guilt washes over me like a tsunami.

Because someone in a trench would want this tea so much more.
Because someone just lost their roof. Because someone’s whole
world just collapsed while I sip mine in peace.
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Cown Jlinii €Epumax,
YpoOodceHKU 3anopisvkozo Kpaio

CHOBHUIHHA

Un TO 3MMOBE COHLECTOSIHHSI TIIOJisisIo, YW Bill BHCOKOI
TEMIIEPATYPHU i JINXOMAHKY, Ta HACHUJIOCS MEHI CbOTOJIHI BHOUI,
Ha4yeOTo S IOLOPOXKYIO Y Yaci.

3akuHysno meHe y 1985 pik. I'pynma sonmeil 3MMBOBAaHO MeEHeE
posrisijae, BUTPIIIAeTbCS Ha CMapTOOH 1  CMapTBOTY,
NEePErasafanThCs 3 IOCMILIKOI0, HaYe KaXXyTh OAVH ofgHOMY: «Ilo
e 32 O0KEBIJIbHY JJO HAC 3aHECJIO, 1€ 1 BEpP3€ Ka3Ha I[0»...

A g posmnosijaio iM, xBuJOOYUChH: «Ta BuU po3ymiere, Oyne
pesoutoniist, Pagsgucekuii Cowo3 po3rnazerscs, a MOTiM CTpallHa
BillHa, pOCifiCbKa apMisl IpuUiifie Ha Hally 3€MJII0 BOMBATU HAC».

[ HIXTO M€HI He BipUTb.

A 4 yBi CHi y NIOBHOMY po3Madi, 60 3[a€TbCs, 0 MEHE 3aHECIIO Y
MUHYJIE HE BUIIQIKOBO, IIO L€ Taka Micig — IonepenuTH, o6
KpaiHa BCTUIJIA MiArOTyBaTUCS, 030pOITHCS, HABYMTHU apMilo.

A MeHi HIXTO He BipUTb.

MabyTh, i 91 6 He noBipuia, IKOU He JOXKWJA A0 LUX MOfiil i Ha
BJIACHi O4i He mo6aynsIa peasbHiCTh.

Kosuce mos1 6abycst rosopusna: «He Tpeba sike miarTts, Taki U
Ty(ui, niByaTa. ['0J10BHEe — 106 He OyJI0 roJIoAy i BilHU».

Tenep ocp i f craHy Koinuch 6abycer0 i rOBOPUTHMMY CBOIM
oHyKaM: «Tisibku 6 He OyJI0 BiiHUY...

Bepexxu 'ocnioap HaC yCix.
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A dream by Lilia Yermak,
born in the Zaporizhzhia region.

DREAMWALKER

Maybe it was the winter solstice.

Or maybe it was the fever, the high temperature.

But last night—I dreamed I was traveling through time.

Suddenly, I was in the year 1985.

A group of people stared at me with wide eyes— puzzled by my
smartphone and smartwatch. They exchanged amused glances
as if to say:

“Who is this lunatic, and what on Earth is she babbling about?”
And there I was—anxious, trembling—trying to explain:

“Don’t you see? There will be a revolution. The Soviet Union will
collapse. And then, one day... there will be a war. A real war. The
Russian army will come to our land. They will come to kill us”
But no one believed me.

In the dream, I felt helpless—crushed by the weight of knowing.
It seemed I had been sent to the past on purpose.

Like it was my mission:

To warn them. So the country could prepare.

Arm itself. Train its army. Be ready.

But no one believed me.

And maybe... I wouldn’t have believed it either, if I hadn'’t lived
through it. If  hadn't seen it with my own eyes.

Once, my grandmother used to say:

“Girls, don’'t worry about the dress or the shoes. Just let there be
no hunger... And no war”

Now one day, I too will be a grandmother. And I'll tell my
grandchildren, with the same quiet hope:

“Just let there be no war...”

May God protect us all.
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Cnozadu Temsanu Onexciesot,
aHumeavku micma Xapxkie.

HEBITOMICTb

CporogHi piBHO piK, sIK s Ipuixasa 3 6aTbkamy 1O Bapmaswy.
PiBHO piK, K HE OUXal0 CMAYHUM i HIKHUM IOBITPSIM PiIHOTO
XapkoBa. Bce, mo 6yyi0 3p0o3yMisinM, 3BUYHUM i TaKUM PigHUM,
3a/IMIINIIOCS 110337y, y MHMHyJOMY. A momnepeny Oyjo
HalCKJIQJHile: dYyKa KpaiHa, 4YyXa MOBa, 4Yyxki 3Buyai. I
HEBU3HAYEHICTb.

Hac HixTO He 4yekaB. [lesKi Jroau, mo iXaayu pa3oM 3 HaMHM, BXKe
obHimanucs 3 pizHuMu. Koroch 3ycTpivyanu Apysi, XTOCh I3BOHUB
3HaioMuM. [pyma mnacakupiB IIOCTYIIOBO PO3UYMHUIIACS VY
HaBKOJIMIIHbOMY IPOCTOpi. Mu smmmunucsg cami. Hac HixTO He
3ycTpiuas, y Hac B [losbli HIKOro HEMaE.

JlJouekanucs paHKy, KOJU Ha poOOTy NPUIHIYTh BOJIOHTEPU Ta
CKaXyTh, IO HaM pobutu. Ham poz'scHunu, mo OiKeHIiB
3acesidioTh y Haibinbmuil y Bapmasi Tabip, 1o siKoro me Tpeba
6yn0 pobpatucs. Cioyarky o 3axifHoro Boksamny eeKTpUUKoIo,
a 3BiATM BXe aBTOOycOM. Mu 3 0aTbKamMy OyJiM BTOMJIEHI i
TOJIONHI — TpU [OHI JaseKkol JOporu, TpU OHI YTiKaHHS Bif, BiIHU.
Henopasnik mno6aunnu MakgoHasnbpl, B3sIM  KapTomino  ¢pi,
HareTcu, 4izdyprepu i rapsiyuil 4ail. byso Tak cMayHO, Haye MU
He 1711 1iny BiYHICTb.

Tpeb6a Oyno me 3HAWTW HOBUKM ondr, 60, TiKalouud, MU Maibke
HiYOro He B3s1IM 3 COO0I0 — BECh Halll CKapO 3aJMIINBCS BIOMA.
Mu 3 MamMoO0 TpPOXM 3a0JIyKajy IOMDK TUMH BapIIaBCbKUMU
‘ckyenamu” i TOproBUMu LieHTpamu. Kosu rnoBepHyMCS Hasaf,
10 Tata, OyJI0 BXX€ AOCUTD Ii3HO, TOMY BUPIIIMJINA 3aHOYYBaTU Ha
BOK3aJli. Criasin GyKBaJIbHO CUJS4H, ajle X04a 6 y TeIIi.
HactynHoro gHs Mu go6panucs [0 Tabopy OiKeHIB, TaM Hac
3apEeECTPYBAJIM Ta MOCEJNIIN Y BEINYE3HOMY CIIOPTUBHOMY 3aJli,
po3paxoBaHomy Ha 1500 oci6.

Po3sksapHi sikka Oysu IMOBCIOAM, 37aBasiocs, ix 0e3niy. LleHTp
o7 ODKEHLIB MaB ifaJlbHIO, TyasleTd, IyWoOBi KabiHku. S
o3ypasnacs HaBKPYIr'u i He MorJia IMPUNUTH OO0 TAMU Y Ll HOBIN,
TaKil 4YyXKill peanbHOCTi. Moe€ XUTTS po3spinuiocs Ha “mo” i
“micns’.
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[lpuxonuio ycBiOMJIEHHS, 1O Oisiblle HiKOJIM BOHO He Oyne
TaKUM, SIK paHiie. BiliHa 3miHuia Bce. Tak, He OyJIO MOBITPSIHUX
TPUBOT, He OyJsI0 BUOYXiB, HEO0O He CIlajaxyBajlo 3apEBOM Bif,
TIOXKEK, aJIe HaBKPYTU Bce OyJIo HE3HAOME, YyKe...

A momnepeny — HEBIIOMICTb.

B Taki MOMEHTU XUTTS MO4YMHaew Biputu B bora. OpgHa >KiHKa
po3mnoBizana fK €BaKylooBanu ii pomuHy. Bona ixama vy
HEBIZOMICTb 3 CECTpPOK 1 dYoTMpMa HiTbMU. MOJIOOLIIOTO
IJIEMiHHMKA BXe€ PIiK fK JIKyBaJM Bin Jenkemii. JJo eBakyauii
OUTYHA MiCSLSIMM >KWJIA y JIIKapHSHIN nanari, a TyT — TpU 400U y
aBTOOYCi, IOBHOMY OiKeHIiB. Jly’)ke nepeskuBaza 3a XJIOMNLs, Ta
STHTOJI-OXOPOHEIb YOEepir Bifj HEMIACTS YN SIKOiCh iH(EeKIi.
JKinouka 3 bepuciasa Bech 4yac 3ragyBasna pigHuil aim. Maitke
BCIO OKYyIaLil0 TMPOXWIAa Pa3oM 3 JOHBKOW, fKa Mae
IHBaigHICTD, Y MICTI, ajie MOTIiM, KOJIM HE CTajlo TeIlla i CBITJa,
HaBaXuJacs Ha eBaKyaljiio. li HailKpamli crorajy TNoBsi3aHi 3
PigHOI0 TOMIBKOIO, TaM 3aJIMIIMJIACS YACTUHKA ii myimi. SIK ke 4 ii

po3yMito...
CboropHi piBHO pIiK, sK 1y Bapmasi. Ta He nepenaTul CJ1I0BaMH, SIK
g XO04y [OJOMY — 3YyCTPITUCA HapewrTi 3i CBOIM PigHUM

XapKoBOM, 11100 6isibllle HIKOJIM TaK HaJOBrO HE IMTOKUIATU HOTO
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Memories of Tetyana Oleksiieva,
resident of the city of Kharkiv.
Written and adapted by Lilia Yermak.

THE UNKNOWN

Today marks exactly one year since I arrived in Warsaw with my
parents. One year since I last breathed in the soft, familiar air of
my beloved Kharkiv. Everything that once felt clear, routine, and
comforting was left behind.

What lay ahead was the hardest part: a foreign country, a foreign
language, foreign customs— and the crushing weight of the
unknown.

No one was waiting for us. Some of the people we traveled with
were already hugging loved ones. Others were being picked up
by friends, or calling someone they knew. One by one, the group
of passengers scattered into the city. And we were left alone. No
one to meet us. No one in Poland who even knew our names. We
waited until morning, hoping someone would guide us.
Eventually, volunteers arrived and explained what to do. They
said refugees were being sent to the largest camp in Warsaw, but
we'd have to get there ourselves— first by commuter train to the
West Station, then by bus.

My parents and [ were exhausted and starving.

Three days on the road.

Three days fleeing war.

We spotted a McDonald’s nearby and ordered fries, nuggets,
cheeseburgers, and hot tea. It tasted like the first real meal in an
eternity. We needed new clothes too— we had fled with almost
nothing. Our entire life was left behind.

My mother and I got lost in a maze of Polish shops and malls. By
the time we found our way back to my father, it was late. We
decided to sleep at the station—sitting up, but at least warm.

The next day we finally reached the refugee center. They
registered us and gave us space in a massive sports hall made for
1,500 people. Folding cots were everywhere, lined up in rows
without end. There was a cafeteria, restrooms, and showers.

I looked around, overwhelmed by this new and foreign reality.
My life had split into two pieces: before and after.
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And I was slowly realizing— it would never go back to what it
was.

There were no sirens. No explosions. No skies lit by fires. But
still, everything felt strange. Unfamiliar. Not mine. And ahead of
us... was nothing but uncertainty. It's at moments like this that
you begin to believe in God.

One woman shared how she and her sister fled with four
children. Her youngest nephew had been fighting leukemia for a
year. He had lived in a hospital room for months. Then came the
evacuation—three days on a crowded bus. She was terrified for
him. But somehow—miraculously—his guardian angel kept him
safe.

Another woman from Beryslav kept speaking of her home. She
spent nearly the whole occupation in her house with her
daughter, who has a disability. When the heat and electricity
finally ran out, she found the courage to evacuate. Her favorite
memories were all tied to that home. She said she left a piece of
her soul there. And I understood her completely.

Today makes one full year since I've been in Warsaw. But words
can't describe how much I want to go home— to finally see my
beloved Kharkiv again, and to never be separated from it for so
long ever again.
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Hetimosipha icmopis
610 Kamepunu Icaenxo,
acumenvku micma HigcuH

CYCIO BOJIOOA

Ka3zaB xonmch Mill 1iio: obupaii He xaTy, obupay cycinis!

BKOTpe nepekoHyocs, SIKi 30J10Ti CJIOBA, BOICTHHY.
[loBepTalounch 3 [OHEYKOK BpaHIi 3 YKPUTTS, Oinsg 1oMy
3aCTaEMO €IIYHy KapTHHY, SIKa [IPOCTO MOBMHHA 3QJIMIIUTUCS Y
HaIllii 1TaM’aTi Ha3aBXXIU.

Ha nopoxxHbOMy nepexpecTti Ha acganbTOBaHiN [OpO3i Hama
TEexXHiKa BTpaTuya ‘ryceHuuKky. Lle Oysa mnepma y KOJIOHI
OIVIHULIA, TOX, BIAIOBiAHO, 3ynMHMIACA ycs KojsioHa. Jom. Ha
KOKHIM MalIMHi Hamli BOiHM. [uBiIbHUX JI0JIeN Hife HeMae. Aje
HiT! BoHn panrtom e! Have y kuini BigOyBaeTbCsl MUTTEBA 3MiHA
IeKopaLin:

Knin owuma pas — wMil Bcrogucymwui cycig Bosops Bxke
PO3pYJII0€ Ha NepeXpPecTi “IBi>K’ MalIUH, 3BilIbHSIE 30HY JOCTYIY
IO TYCEHMUILI].

Knin owuma dea — BXyyyX i XTO3Ha-3BigKu ODKAaTh OSAIbKU i
IOMKpaTaTh 00€KT, a Boyons BXe TArHe SIUK i3 METaJeBUM
KJIETIAaHHSIM | IMaTKaMy, peaslbHO MIMATKaMU iHIIOI I'yceHulli, 60
X y Xa3g1CTBi mae 6yTu BChO!

Knin ouuma mpu — BIOKUISACH B3SJIMCS  XJIONLI-ITAJITKHY,
CTPUOAIOTH 0ifisl KOJIOHU i PO3AAI0Th CONJATaM KOPOOKHU 3 Iill010.
JKiHOYKa 3 TEPMOCOM HaJIMBa€ y OJHOPA30Bi CKJISHOYKM 4Yail 3
JINMOHOM.

Babycsi y 60pmoOBiii XyCTLi BiKy $IK BepOa Oinsl piuku posnae
CHiKepcH, 6aHaHU i LIyKEepPKHU.

[lle pnBi >KIHKM PO3HOCATb MDK MalIMHAMM KJIEMOHYACTI
IOUIOBMKY, CHHI Ta 3€JIeHi, — 1 Bpa3 KOJIOHA SCKpasillae,
HaIllOBHIOETHCS apomMaraMu dYarw Ta Mgy, 1 3irpiBaerbcs
IIOTY>KHOIO TEIJIOTOIO HAIIMX CYCIiZiB.

- JlgKy10, TbOTIO, MU HE TOJIOLHI! — IIPOTECTYIOTh XJIOIILI].

Aze TbOTS CTPOTrO HaKa3ye:

- Any arcrasite! bepite! Cospmar icte — cayxba HObOT!
BrucTpeHbKO XyiTe, NOKU Tere!

Kuin yetBeptuit pa3 — Bosiofs BKe KOMaHye:
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- AHy npunepXu, aHy KJIEINOHU OTYyTO, aHy OCIOAY-BO, aHy Ile
IaBay pas3ok 11 MpoxBinakTiki! O, BOHO, oue nisno! AHy naBail Ha
ppas-pnBa!

I Bce 11e HeceTbCs i pOOUTHCS Tak O-MYpPalIMHOMY OJHOYACHO,
panToM, HECIIOIIBaHO, B [IOL] i BCe A0 Jafdy, IO 1 CTOI0 HEMOB Y
CIIOBIJIBHEHOMY 4acCi, IUBJIIOCS Ha CBOIO 3aBMEPJIY LOHBKY, sIKa TO
BCe BOMpae ourMa i pafliCHO r'yKae:

- Mawm, nosiagnany, ypa! luBucs, NpokpyTka €, 6aunm!?
Crapmiii y KOJIOHI, CyBOPUI TaKuM YOJIOBIK, TMCHE HAIIOMY
cycigosi Bosioni pyky:

- bars, ny ™1 paviom! Bupyuus, 6par!

Bosiogsl CKpOMHO BIZIIIOBIZIAE:

- Ta, ninos Tam! Bororite!

BoHu 06iiMaloThCs, KOJIOHA pywae pani. babycs xpecTuts ix y
CIYHU, Oa0bKU KpudaTh «CiaBa VYkpaiHil», a Bosogsg MOBYKU
BUTUPAE PYKU.

JIIoay 1me CTOSITh HA MOCTY, AUBJISITYMCH YCJIiJl 3aXMCHUKAM.

I TaK Lie Bce panTtomM OyAE€HHO i IPeKpaCcHO, 10 JOIl, PAaliTOM CTa€e
i He pmom, a Ha OYi HAaBEPTAIOThCSl CJIbO3U PALOCTi, B TOJIOBI
3BYUYUTD MiCHS FOJIOCOM MAJIOro XJIOMMYEHSTH 3 iHETYy:

«A MM TyyyIO 4EPBOHY KaJIMHY MiilIMEEMOOO... »

[ 1 tomy Bip1o.

YKpaiHa nepemMoxe.

bo mopy ue i € YkpaiHa.

A MU HENlepeMOXKHi.
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An incredible story by Kateryna Isaienko,
resident of the city of Nizhyn.
Written and adapted by Lilia Yermak.

NEIGHBOR VOLODIA

My grandfather used to say:
“Don’t choose the house. Choose the neighbors”
And time and time again, I'm reminded how golden those words
really are.
One morning, my daughter and I were returning home from the
bomb shelter. That's when we saw it—an epic sight, the kind that
stays with you forever. At an empty intersection near our house,
a military vehicle had thrown a track. It was the first in the
convoy, which meant the entire column had stopped. Rain was
falling. Soldiers sat quietly on their machines. No civilians in
sight.
Or so it seemed. Suddenly—like a movie scene that jumps
between camera cuts—
Cut One:
There’s Volodia, our ever-present neighbor, already out in the
middle of the intersection. He’s directing traffic around the tank,
clearing space so the crew can get to work.
Cut Two:
Boom—out of nowhere, local men show up with jacks, lifting the
disabled track. And Volodia? He's dragging over a crate full of
scrap metal and spare treads. Because of course he has those.
Every Ukrainian household should be ready for anything, right?
Cut Three:
Teenagers appear, bouncing between armored vehicles, handing
out boxes of pizza. A woman pours tea with lemon from a
thermos into little paper cups. An elderly granny, as old as the
willow by the river, is giving away Snickers, bananas, and candy.
Two more women walk the line passing out plastic rain ponchos
—blue and green.
Suddenly the column is glowing with color, steaming with the
scent of hot tea and pizza, and warmed by the fierce,
unmistakable heat of Ukrainian neighborliness.
“Thank you, ma’am, we're not hungry,” the soldiers protest.
But the auntie snaps back:
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“Cut it out! Eat! Soldiers eat—soldiers fight! Chew fast while it’s
hot!”

Cut Four:

Volodia’s in full command mode:

“Hold that—yeah, just there— tighten that bolt—there we go,
once more for good measure. Boom! That's the stuff. Now let’s
move, on the count of one-two!” Everything’s happening in
perfect, buzzing, synchronized chaos. In the rain. Out of
nowhere. And somehow—everything is working.

I stand frozen, watching it all unfold like in slow motion. My
daughter is standing beside me, eyes wide, taking it all in. And
suddenly she beams:

“Mom! They fixed it! Look, it's turning! See?!”

The commander—stern and quiet—shakes Volodia’s hand.

“Man, you saved us. Thank you, brother”

Volodia shrugs.

“Nothing to it. You just go win this war”

They hug. The convoy starts moving again. The old woman
makes the sign of the cross toward their backs. Men on the
sidewalk yell “Glory to Ukraine!” Volodia quietly wipes his hands.
The people remain standing on the bridge, watching the soldiers
roll on. And it’s all so simple. So ordinary. So beautiful.

The rain stops feeling like rain. Tears come instead—tears of
gratitude. And in my head, I hear that little boy’s voice from the
internet:

“We will raise that red viburnum tree again...”

And I believe him.

Ukraine will win.

Because Ukraine is people.

And we— we are unstoppable.
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Cnozadu Baduma Jasuodxoea,
YKPATHCHKO20 3AXUCHUKA

CEJIO 1 JIFOOH

My npuixanu B Te cesio i moyany 3aMmaTtyd OO0pOHY. XJIOMILi
IIOTPOXY KOMNATW IMOYaJu — HE OKOIl, 3BMYANHO, a Take, abu
MOXXHa OyJI0 BIIACTM Ty[M Iif, 4ac ooCTpiny. Sl He 3HalO, CKibKU
XBWJIMH TIPOMILJIO, ajie $I MPOCTO OTETEPIB Bill TOro, IO
He3abapoM [106avuB.

3Haell, KOJu Y JI0AeN rOpoAy IIOYNHAIOTHCS, YCi IPUB'I3YIOTh HA
BEJIIK 10 paMM JIONATu i UAyTh moch Tam camgkaru? Oue Oyna
Taka cama KapTMHA, TiJIbKM ixajJl0 Ha MEHE Ha LMX pOBepax
MalKe BCE CEeJIO: YOJIOBIKM, XiHKY, yci. [IpurHanu i nuBasaThCsa Ha
M€He, Hy, Tuly, KomaHayi! ¥ meHe Bigi6bpano moBy. CTow $K
TeJIeTIEHb, OUBJIOCh HAa HUX. CeJisiHM O6iromM BigKpy4yIOTb Bif,
BEJIIKiB CBOI JIONIATU ¥ IUTAIOTh: “CUHKY, € KonaTtu?’

51 3i6paBcs 3 AYXOM, Kaxy:

- He Tpeb6a Hiuoro, KpacHo [sIKy10, MM CaMi BIOPaeEMOCH!

Aze TOro BXe HiXTO He 4YB, JIONATH IIilJIN B Xif,.

3a KiJIbKa [HIB CYHE Ha HAC KOJIOHA KalallCbKOI TEXHIKU. Y MEHEe
HeOoOCTpissgHi Mostoni nananu. [To6adynnu Bopora, Kpu4ars:

- TaHku nipyTh!

Possepratoch, a 10 HAc Hapoj, i3 ceja XMapol BaJIUTb i TEX
KPUYUTD:

- XJIOmUi, TaHKU KaUANChbKi MPYyTh, WO Henatb? Kaxirte, 4K
rnomaratb? Mu rotosi 7o 6010!

Ha MeHe Haue BifpO BOAM KPWKAHOI BUBEPHYJIU. [JMBIIOCH HA
Bce e i niavyy. KomaHayo im: 6irom Hasap, any, no xatam! Ta
HiXTO ¥ He nymae. Kpuyy B3HOB: 10 XaTaM, KOMY CKa3asb!
besnagpora, npyrb 3 roaumu pykamu! S mMamux CBOiX IHapy
Y0JIOBIK CMMKHYB, KaXYy: PO3BEPHITb ix 6irom nogomy! Ta ne tam!

[Tlinbirae 1o MeHE MYXKUK, 73 POKH, i KaxKe:

- CuHKy, payl TrpaHary, S BCE JKUTTS KOMYHaJIbHUKOM
[pOIpaLoBaB 1 3HAI0, AKi KOMYHiKanili mig jic igmyTe. 3apas
Tpy0aMU Ha NIEPEXPECTsI BUCKOUY, TPAHATy KMHY i Ha3a[ B TPYOy.

KrngHycs, 4 senBe He 30ypiB 3 TUX Jwofen. biil ninvil geHs, apra
KpaiiHIO BYJIMIIIO HaKpuJla — 25 XaT ropsiTh, cj1aBa 60Ty, BCi )KUBI.

Mu X BOPOXy TEXHIKY JOBOEMO.
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BoHu BTSIMWIIY, 11O B JI06 HE IPOPBYTHCS, aBail IepPTU HA HAC 3
¢dnanrie. [lanumo ixHi TaHKM, O6exu, Bce MiApsh, 1O 6a4uMo.
Poznitaioteca ixHi T-90 sk nips Ha BiTpoBi. Xsomnui Moi
CIIpaloBaJUCh, KpumaTrhk Bopora. Ilig Bedip iHTEHCUBHICTb
CIlafae, BiIXoOATb CKOTU. Majii MOI KaKyTb:

- Moxe, BirnmoynHeMo?

51 cob6i Jymaro, BTOMUJIMCS XJIOMILi, MabyTb, BiIyCKalo.

A BOHM, IMBJIOCS, CKUAAIOTh OPOHIO, KUAAIOTh 30pOI0 i OiKaTh
CKOPEHBbKO MiCLIEBUM XaTU TaCUTH.

51 3HOB myavy... He MOXy CIOKIHO Ha lLie IUBUTHUCS i cam 6Ky
nomaratb. A B rosioBi nymka: “Ilagmoku pycHsBi! 3anoB6eTeCh
«JeHauu@pikyBatu» KpaiHy, [le HACeJIeHHS IMocIimae OyayBaTH
71 apMii ykpinsieHHs, a micig 6010 apMig ODKUATbL pPSATyBaTU
JIIOISIM XaTu.
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Memoirs of Vadym Davydkov, Ukrainian defender.
Written and adapted by Lilia Yermak.

THE VILLAGE AND ITS PEOPLE

We had just arrived in the village to set up a defensive position.
The guys began to dig—nothing fancy, just enough of a trench to
drop into if the shelling started. I don't know how many minutes
passed, but what I saw next left me completely speechless.

You know how, during planting season, villagers ride their bikes
with shovels strapped to the frame, heading off to their
gardens? Well, this looked exactly like that— only this time, they
were all coming straight at me. Men, women—basically the
whole village— riding in on bicycles like some epic brigade.

They stopped, looked at me—expecting me to take command.
And I just stood there like a fool, lost for words.

They started pulling the shovels off their bikes.

“Son, where do we dig?”

[ finally gathered myself and stammered,

“No need, really—thank you so much—we've got it””

But no one listened.

The shovels were already flying.

A few days later, we spotted a column of Russian vehicles
headed our way. Most of my guys were young, hadn't seen real
combat before.

“TANKS!” they shouted.

I turned and saw them— but behind the tanks, I saw something
else: the villagers. All of them.

Charging toward us like a wave, yelling too:

“Boys! The Russians are coming! What do we do? Tell us how to
help! We're ready!”

It hit me like a bucket of ice water. I looked around—and started
crying. I shouted, “Get back to your homes! All of you!”

But no one moved. I yelled again: “I said GO HOME!”

Still nothing.

They stood there—empty hands, full hearts—refusing to leave.
One man ran up to me. Seventy-three years old. He said:

“Son, give me a grenade. I worked as a utility tech my whole life
— I’ know where all the underground pipes run.
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I'll crawl through them to the intersection, throw the grenade,
and crawl back”
I swear, I nearly lost my mind from the bravery of these people.
The fighting lasted all day. Their artillery hit the far end of the
village—25 houses on fire. Miraculously, everyone survived.
We kept hitting their armor. They realized they couldn’t break us
head-on, so they started flanking. We were torching tanks, BMPs
—whatever we saw. Their T-90s blew apart like feathers in the
wind. My guys—once green, now solid— held the line like
veterans. By nightfall, the enemy started retreating.
The shelling eased. My boys turned to me and said:
“‘Commander... can we take a break?”
I nodded—figured they were tired, needed rest.
But then I watched them drop their gear— strip off their vests
and rifles— and run straight toward the burning homes.
To help put out the fires.
And I cried again.
I couldn't just stand there—so I ran with them.
And in that moment, one thought echoed in my head:
You filthy Russian bastards. You'll never succeed in “denazifying”
a country where civilians rush to dig trenches for the army— and
the army rushes to save civilians’ homes after the battle.
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IIpasduea icmopis, 3anucana
3i caie Bosodumupa Ocmanenxka,
AUMens micma 3anopisxcics

BPATYBATH BYb-KOIO LITHOIO

Sl BparyBaB CBOW0O poOnvHY i3 mekiya. OHBKY Ta KOJIMIIHIO
OpYXXUHY 3 ii gutrHO0. CTpalHo PO L€ HaBIiTh 3raflyBaTU: TaKi
KaxJIMBi pedvi 3apa3 BigOyBalOTbCS TYT, Ha YKPAiHCBKiM 3eMIl,
JIIOV 3aJIKaHi, 371 Ha TUX, XTO 3 HUMU Take 3pOOUB...

Kosn noyanacs 1 NpoksisATa BifiHA, A MOAAaBCA A0 BiICbKKOMATY,
ajle MEeHe He B34iaM 4epe3 iHBajigHicTb. CTaB pgoromaraTtu
BOJIOHTEpaM. Bignpasisgs gonomory no MesiTomnosss — TaM Most
craplia cectpa kuse. BoHa Bce XXuTT4 npaiosasna B ATD, a 3apa3
3BiJIbHUJIY il OHJIANH i BXXe Tpu Micsii 6e3 pobotu. I 6e3 rpouieit
— II€PEKA3yBaB il TPOXU HA DKY, CKIJIbKU MIr...

Ak mopgM  BWKUTM 32 TakuX YMOB? MarasuHu TaM, Ha
OKYIIOBAaHUX TEPUTOPIsSIX, MOBITUMHSJIM TENEp Li OaHIIOraHu, a
JIIO[IY Bif 6€3BUXO/i CTajy IpalloBaTh Ha HUX. YMOBU >KOPCTKIi,
CTaBJIEHHS SIK O pabiB, He may 6oxe... llle i Big CBOIX TOHIHHS —
SKIIO Mpalloenl y OKyIaHTa, 3HAYUTh, KOJIA0OpaHT. bpar miil y
BOJOKaHaJIl MpalioBaB, MaiCTep, HAa IOYaTKy BIMHU IIPUMILIOB,
IIOCBiTYEHHS 3[1aB, 3BiJIbHUBCS. KepiBHULITBO, sIK€ BTEKJIO paHille
no [uinpa, 3arenedoHyBajsio, NONPOCUJIO HANIAroguTU POOOTY
OYMCHMX CIOpYyZ. IHakme morzna cratucs Karactpoda i micto
BTOINMJIOCS O Y JIaliHi, IEPENPOINYIO 32 BUCJIIB, ajle 3arpo3a Taka
Oysna. bBpar mnoroauBcs 3i6paTv Opuramy Ta OpraHi3yBaTH
YyepryBaHHS Ha BOJOKaHaJli, B IIPUHLWII, 3apagyu MiCTa TiIbKU. |
O B Pe3yJsbTaTi? Ioro 3BUHYBaTUIM Y KOJIA6OPaHCTBi.

Yce 3pyiiHyBasa 14 BiiiHa. Bce nepeBepHyJia 3 Hir Ha rOJI0BY.
Mama y TokMaipKOMy paiioHi IpOXXUBae, TEX i 00CTpinamy, y
HECTEPIIHMX yMOBax. TaM HaBiTh JlikapiB HEMA.

Xorina BUixaTW, HE BUIIYyCTWIM, — 15l CBOJIOTA Ha OJIOKIIOCTaX
6araTo rpouen xo4e, 6e3KOUITOBHO HE A€ €BaKyIOBATUCHL.

Mos Mosopma cectpa 3 YOJIOBIKOM 1 ABOMAa IITbMU paHilie
6JIyKasy 1o KBapTUpax y MestiTonouti.

Kouu ii 4010BiKOBi 3aniponioHyBanu po6oTy y BosnHoBaci, ne 1oro
poauyi MELKalTb, BOHU Mnepeixanu. Cro4aTky >KUJIM B SKIICh
XaulyIi, 36upanm pokiB 8 Ha TiM.
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CecTtpa roopuia, Koy 100pUil BapiaHT MiJBEPHYBCS, JOBEJIOC
3aja3uT 'y 60pru, mo6 KynmuUTU [OOPOTHUIN OyAMHOK. Mwu
npubKIpkany 3 6aTbkaMM y TOCTi Ta 6a4yuiiy, sIKi BOHU LACJIUBI
oynu. Ilam’'araio, gk JKaHHa 3i cipo3aMy pO3MNOBiAasna, 1O HE
noimanu yacom, abu 6opr moBepHyTH, a KocTs 11i107060BO
IOJJOMY HE IIPUXOAVB — HA TPAKTOPi OpPasB.

[ ocy npuiima BiiHA. My BCi A3BOHWJIM OJUH OJHOMY, MaMa B
Tokmaxky, 6par i crapma cectpa B Mesitonosi, a y BosHoBaci
OyJi0 BXe rapsiue — ymoBisiu JKaHHy eBakyloBatucs. Cectpa He
XOTijla, Kasaja — MU He I[OoigeMo, Hexall yoOuBaloTb. [Ipore,
6araTo JoJen y MiCTi modanu BCe KUAATYU i BUDKIKATU, BYJIML
CTaJIV ITIOPO>KHI, BCIOZY PO3HOCHUBCS TPYITHUI 3arax.

SIkoch Mapojepu 3aji3iu 10 HUX y OyIMHOK, KOJIM BOHU CIaJIu.
Ile crTajso OCTaHHBOK Kpamjew i cecTpa 3 CiMel0 ciiu B
CTAapPEHbKUN >KUTYJIb I KUHYJAUCS TiKatu. Mu 4otupu [HI He
3Ha/IY, W0 3 HMMU, [IOKU BOHU HE IOA3BOHUJIM HaM i3 4yKOro
HOMepa. BOHM meTsyisiu Mo TPyHTOBLi, MOB3 OJIOKIIOCTA — TO
opku, TO Hami.. Kosm 3akiHuMBCS OEH3MH, OKyIaHTU iX
3amnpaBuiy OE€3KOWITOBHO, Oanu DKy — 1 Take Oyso. [Hmi B
['ynainosni mocaguny ixX y mifgBaj i Hakasaau CUIITA TUXO 1 He
punatuch, ajae BOHU BTexkiIM. Jlo6panucs [0 MaMu, B
Toxkmanpkuil payioH, a TaM [JIyXOMaHb TakKa 1 BCi NIpUHAIU
OKyIallil. BoHU mpoMy4mnncs mMicsaup i 3BaXKUINCS IXaTU Ha3al:

- bBpare, Bu6a4, KoMy MU TyT NOTPiOHi, a TaM Haml AiMm, Hall
IIMATO4YOK 3eMJii. OpKM BCE pO3iKpanyTh, TU X 3Haell. borocs
3JIMIIMTUACh 3HOBY 0e3 Jaxy Haj rosioBolo. He pait Bor
o6omxyBatu. [ToBepraemocs. lllo 6yae, Te 11 6yne. Sk bor gacts...
[loixanu Hasag, y cBoe rHizpedko. llIkona ix. Ane g He 3acyIXKylo
iXHBOTO BHOOPY.

CnioyaTtky $ 3711#1 6yB Ha BceBUIIHBOTO 3a BCe, 10 BigOyBaeThCH,
noTiM 6arato 4oro 3posymiB. Koy cMepTh CTOSIIa HaBIPOTU
MEHE, TOAi 5 11 3p03yMiB. 3p0O3yMiB, 110 HE YaC MEHI 1le BMUPATHU.
He npocTo 6araTo 4oro 3po3ymiB — I€PEOCMUCIINUB SKUTTSL.

I3 IOHBKOIO 51 TPMMAB 3B'SI30K TIOCTIiHO. i1 13 poKiB i BoHa xua 3
MaMoOI0, TOOTO 3 MO€I0 KOJIMIIHBOKIO NIPY>KUHOIO, Ta 3 6-piuHUM
opatukom Ha Kosrocnui y BacuiiBui. Tam yxe 6yso rapsiye —
CTPiNsAIN 1WOAHS, CUNBHO CTPinsiny. Jloyka A3BOHMIIA TOCTIMHO,
pO3I0Biziaa, a s BECh 4ac K Ha IOJIKAxX Bif] CTpaxy 3a Hel.
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Koy cutyanis noripmmsacs i ix 1oyaayd HaKpUBaTU «Ipajammuy,
3B'SI30K CTaB IIPOMNajaTy, He 6yso cBiTya. OpKuU NparHyay 3aiTh
0o BacumniBKu, CTPUISIM IO HAIIWX, HAlll CTPUISAIXA IO HUX —
KyJU IOInajasu i i, ¥ Ti, ogHOMY Borosi Biomo. I po3yMiB, 110
BCe, IXaTu TyJU BXE€ HE€ MOJKHA, L€ HeOe3nedyHo. J[3BOHWIMN 3
KOKHUM JIHEM BCe pialle — y HUX Cifanu TenedoHuU i 3apsaauTu
He OyJ10 fe.

Koy most kyma 3 bisnosepku 3arenedoHyBasa i NOBiOMMIIA, 1O
6ombapyioTh BacumiBKy i 110 3amicTh JlikapHi B>Ke 3rapuille, s He
MIT 3aCHYTU BCIO Hi4: Y4 TO BiJ iCTEPMKYM KyMU, YU TO Bill CTPAXy
3a CBOiX O/iM3bKUX. ['€Thb CHiTHiNMI, rosioBa OOJUTh, OYMKHU
BCIJISKI JII3YTh.

[ ocp, 4 kBiTHS B 00if O3BOHUTH NOHBKA. Kpi3p a4y AUTIYUN
[IOYYB:

- Taty, TenedoH ciB, Oarapero Harepja 06 MTaHU i
IOA3BOHMIIACS TOOI. Mu y mimBasi, HE MOXEMO BUUTH, WOCH
nBepi 3aknyMHuiO0. TaTy, HAaC NOCTIMHO OOMOJIATH, MEHi AyXe
CTpaIHO. JJOIIOMOKY HaM.

Sl meHp xonuB OninUM, SIK CMEPTb, HIiYOrO He iB, Hi 3 KUM He
po3MoBisB. Ha IpyHTI nepexuBaHb COH HACHUBCS, IO JOYKa
3arvHyJa, ajge K — He Nam’sTal. BpaHiii BCTaB, MEHE BCbOTO
tinaso. [loBigoMuiny, mo BacuiiBKy HaKpUIU «rpajamu» 3HOBY, i
s HE BUTPVIMAB:

- Ta nmimio BOHO Bce mnpornanom. Hemae cuim XUTU Y TaKOMY
CTpECi.

CiB y MalMHy ¢ MOiXaB, SK Iif TiMHO30M — IXaB TyIU, IO TOTO
IeKJa. PATyBaTy IOYKYy.

Ha o6soknocrax i3 micra Bunmyctuiu, a y CTENHOTIPCbKY He
BUITyCKaJIM. 3BigTH BXXE 4yTH OyJI0O TOU apMarefoH, SIKUM Tam
nisBcs. 5l 3a cTaTyTOM 3BEPHYBCS, IIPOIIY:

- IlycriTe, xyonuj, 6yap j1acka, s BCTaHy Ha ropy, IVIsHY. SIKIo
He6e3I1e4HO, TIOBEPHYCh. Sl MicLeBUiA TYT, BCi IOPOrU 3Ha10. MeHi
6 ciM10 BpSITYBAaTH...

HactaBuB Ha MEHE aBTOMAT OJIMH, Ka)Ke: HE MOJKHA.

Jpyruii ioMy — Ta IMyCTH AOTO, IOPOCJINIA, 3HA€ M0 POOKUTE.

V MeHe mak Boju 6yB y 6arakxHuUKy, Bingas iM. I[Tponyctunu. Iny
nani. CTpax mo4aB nmpoo6upatu Bif no6ayeHoro. CTiIbKU MalluH
Ha JIOpO3i MPOCTO HA IIMATKU, BilICbKOBI, 1[0 OOrOpisiv BUIEHT, a
IOBKOJIA HI Qy1ii.
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Pantom 6ycuk masieHbkui 3 JIOOKOBOTO IOBEPHYB i MOiXaB y 0iK
BacuniBky, g IpUMOCTUBCS HA JOCUTD BEJIMKIM BiJICTaHI 32 HUM.
Ane He3abapoM, NPy OCTaHHbOMY MiAMOMI mepen MiCTOM, $
3YIIMHUBCS — IOYaJIM JIYIIIOBAaTH Tak, IO aX Byxa 3aKJazaao.
Konu ctuxio, g9 3ayeKkaB Ile XBUJIMH 3 HeCcdTb, i Jaji Ioixas.
Brosioc noyaB bora nnpocuTy 1aTv MEHi CUJY BCE 11€ BUTPUMATH.
[linHaBCSA Ha ropy, BUMIIOB i3 MallMHU, O3UpHYBCS. [Ipu Bi3zi
“Jlanoc” ropis, ycepenuHi Tino. 3amnax ropisnoro m'sica. 3a 200 m
IOTOPSIB CKEJIET aBTO6YyCa. VI0ro posiysio Bifl IPSAMOTO BIYYEHHS.
[loBiTps rapsiye HaABKOJIO, OYyX€ CIIEKOTHO, II0 BCi OOPO3i
MallMHU PO30MTi SIK KerJi po3kugadi. CrpamHo. Jlymka obnexsna
— SIKIIIO [TOBEPHEI Ha3aJl, sIK Oyje )XUTU 3 UUM? [lifHSB rojioBy
i ckazaB: 'ocnogy, g B pykax TBoix. CiB y MalllHy Ta [1aB rasy.

Ha kxpaio BacuniBku, fie JlapbKu NOYMHAIOTHCS, MOOAYUB TOU
OyCUK, 3a IKUM $ paHile ixaB. Hab1u3uBcs, IUBIIOCS — 3 HHOTO
napa i#zae, mnogymaB — 3akumiB. biwkye mnigixaB — BiH
PO3CTPiNIsIHUI BIIPUTYJI, B I060OBE CKJIO.

IlyMKu cBOi He Mam’siTalo, TiIbKM O4i 3aIlIOIUB, TUIIA Taka
MOTOpOIIHA Oysia — mam’sitaln. Po3yMilo, o BOHM ab0 B KiOCKY,
abo Ha 3ampaBli 3 KYyJIEMETOM CHUJSTb. BUXOIKy 3 MalIUMHU i
[IOYMHAI0 KPUYaTU:

- He BOMBaiiTe MeHe, 51 XO4y AiTOYOK 3abpatu. 5 MicLeBuil.
3ronom s 3pOo3yMiB, YOMY BOHUM HE CTPi/siM. Mosi malmrHa 6yJia
HE TOHOBaHA, BCE€ BUAHO Oys0. B TON 4Yac K pO3CTpisisiHE aBTO
6y10 noBHicTi0 TeMHUM. CToto. Tuma. KpukHyB 3HOBY:

- Xyromuy, £ 1oixas. [ISKy1o, 0 TOTIOMOTJIN.

3HAB KOPTY CBITJIO-Cipy, BUTAT y BiKHO, iy He nocmimaioyu. Och
BK€ U <«TapuIKy» BUOHO, B L€ MOMEHT $ 3pO3yMiB, IO
IIPOHECJIO.

CniyctuBes no nocra JIAl i K gaB rasy, BUJITaK Ha MICT, a TaM
MiHU.

[lepen ourma MaMHyIM iXHI IIANKK, PEaKLis CIIPaLOBaia,
3yIIMHUBCS 34 MiBTOPA METPU Bif, HUX. MiHaMu yCisiHO 6yJIO TaK,
[0 MilIKKA NMPOWUTU BaXKO Oysi0 6, HE Te mo Mpoixatu. IIpsamo
nepeni MHOI GJIOKIIOCT Ta IPanop pamucTis. Jllonen He 6a4uB.
MicuesBicTb n00pe 3HaB, MoOixaB y OiK 3aJli3BHUYHOTO BOK3aJy.
JJopororw — pyiHU MiCbKJIIKapHi, YaCTKOBO 3pYMHOBAaHI MarasmHy,
OyAuHKM 6e3 BiKOH. Ha puHKy Bce po3buro. bing 3anmisHM4YHOTO
BOK3aJly CTOSIJIM TPY IIBUJKI.
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Kuparo mammHy i yepes kosii 6iKy Kpi3b Leil XaX — TO TYT
KpU4aThb, TO TaM HA JOMIOMOTY KJINYYTh. JIIOOY y MIOKOBOMY CTaHi.
51 6ixy. £1 cBoi 100 Kr 1€ He raHsB TaK, K TOTO JHSL.

[lin6irato 1o nepexpecTss — TamM TaHK PO3TPOILIEHUN CTOITh, OIHI
I'yCEHULi JINIINJIACS. ..

3HanmoB OyIVMHOK PiIHUX, BiH OyB yXe 6€3 BIiKOH i 6e3 [axy,
3aKpUYAB:

- JloHI0, 11062, BiITyKHHUCSL.

JlymaB, 10 BCE, CII3HMBCS, i BOHM 3arvHyJX Il YyJIaMKaMM.
[lo6aumB BUpPBY BiJ, CHapsny y CycCiliB mocepen IBOPY, ABEPI
3ipBaHi BaJs/IMCA HA 3€MJIi. 3rajiaB Mpo MifBajl, Mooir Tygu, 4y
— BOHH, OifHi, KpHU4aTh 3BiATU. BoueBuib, BUOYXOBOIO XBUJIEIO
IIEPEKOCUJIO JIYTKY 1 JBepi 3akauMHWIO. S BUpBaB IX 3 TaKoOIO
CUJIOIO, Ha SIKy CaM HE OYiKyBaB.

Boxxe Miii, Bci BOHU OpyJHi, rOJIOAHI, 3aMylakaHi, cka3aTu Hi40ro
HEe MOXyTb. Manuii o6iliMae MeHe, Iade, 1 U caM IJIaKaTH
1o4aB. bi’XKMO 3HOBY, BCi pa3oM Tenep 10 MO€i MalllHU, a JIIOAU
IpoCsIThCSl — 3abepu i Hac, m1avyTh. Ciu B MalllMHY, TOBOPIO —
MoJIiTh bora, mo6 mu noixanu. 3HOBY Cipy KOPTy Haj, MalIMHOIO,
K IIparnop, i Bepes,.

Ha 3BOpOTHI1 fOpO3i, KOJIM [T0Ka3asacs Ta PO3CTPiJIsIHA MAIIMHA,
BEJIiB yCiM 3aIuIomUTU oyi. [IBepi Bogis Oyiu NMPOYMHEHI, TijIO
yosioBiKa 3BUCasio HaGiK. [li3Hime 3HaloOMi poO3MOBiiY, 10 B Til
MalllMHI TOAPYXOKSA IMOXUJIOrO BIKY 3arvHyjI0, BOHU [0 JiTei
ixanu.

51 neTiB Ha BEJIMYE3HIN MBUJKOCTI. 3ByK OyB Takuil, HiOU MO HAC
CTpinsAOTh. Bim Kozic BifjitTany yjnaMmky, sKUx Oyso 6e3sid Ha
IOpO3L...

[licns Toro, SIK NMOBEPHYBCS NOJOMY, §1 JIr i Lijly mo0y He
pO3MOBJIAB. JIlymMaB Mpo XUTTA. JJOHbKA TpU [HI HE PO3MOBIIAIIA,
HE MOIJI4, IPOCUJIA JATHU il MOOYTH HA CaMOTi.

[TotimM mipinimia i ckasana:

- Tary, nsKy10, 110 BPATYBaB HaM XUTT. MaMa He Bipuia, 1o T1
no Hac npuigem. HagiTe 6par ii, Mill AsSbKO, rOJIOBA CiJIbCHKOi
pagy, He 3MIr JOIOMOITH, IOKMHYB CEJIO I BTIK. A TU Taku
[IpUIXaB 32 HAMU.
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3anuTyBasia, YOMy BOWJIM THUX JIIOAEW, y MalMHi. BoHa Taku
6auyuna ix. [IpusHanacs, o parnTomM 3po3yMmina, 1o i HaC MOIJIU
TaK CaMO PO3CTPIIATH Ha Tiil TOPO3L.

BaraTo nuTtaHb 0yJI0 y IUTUHU.

Yomy L€ BinOyBaeThCS?

Yomy 1e BinOyBaeThCS CaMe 3 HaMn?

Komy 1ie Bce noTpi6bHO?

XTO 3a Bechb Liel XKax BignoBigatume?

YoMy Hac Tak HEHaBUJSTb POCISIHU?

IITo Mu iM TOraHoOTO 3pOOUNIN?

Haginio BoHM HaC BOMBAIOTh?

Kosiu 3aKiHYUTBCS 114 BiliHA?

B meHe He OyJ10 Bignosigen. A sxkou i 6ysu 6...

SIK Bce 11e OSICHUTU OUTUHI?

BiitHa mokasasia XTo € XxT0. Moi poaudi 3 Kpumy mninuim yciig, 3a
Kopabsiem, 3a BCECBITHBO BifOMHM KypcoMm. S ix, 30MOaxiB,
n06JIOKYBaB Yy BCiX coliMepekax Ta MeceH/pKepax. BoHu 3Hanuy,
o Oyze BiliHa, i He ckasany MeHi. 3are, 3a TpU JHi 0 HACTYIY,
npomauyBasu Min HacTtpid. CkasaB IM, MO MEHi IXHBOTO
«pycbKOro mipa» He Tpeba. bauuTu ix 6isblie He X0uy.

3po3yMiB BiATOAI AELI0 — MU HE TaKi, K BOHHY, 1 S MMUIIAIOCS, 11O
s YKpaiHelb.
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A true story as told by Volodymyr Ostapenko,
resident of Zaporizhzhia.
Written and adapted by Lilia Yermak.

TO SAVE THEM AT ANY COST

[ saved my family from hell. My daughter. My ex-wife. Her son.
Even now, the memories haunt me. The things that are
happening here, on Ukrainian soil, are beyond horrifying. And
the fear, the rage—it doesn’t go away.

When the war started, I went straight to the military enlistment
office. They turned me away because of my disability. So I
became a volunteer—sending supplies to Melitopol, where my
older sister lives. She worked at the same supermarket chain for
years before they fired her over email. She hasn't had a job—or
income—for months. I sent what little I could to help her buy
food.

People in occupied areas were desperate. The Russian-backed
shops reopened, and out of sheer necessity, locals went to work
for them. The treatment was inhumane. Like slaves. And if you
worked there? Your own people branded you a traitor.

My brother used to work for the city waterworks. He resigned
right after the invasion. Later, someone from the company’s
leadership—who had already fled to Dnipro—called and begged
him to come back, just to keep the sewage system running.
Without it, the city would drown. He agreed, out of duty, to help.
He was branded a collaborator.

This war has turned everything upside down.

My mother still lives in a village in the Tokmak district, under
heavy shelling. There are no doctors, no basic services. She tried
to evacuate, but Russian soldiers at the checkpoints wanted
bribes. No money? No escape.

My younger sister, her husband, and their two kids were living in
Melitopol, moving from apartment to apartment. When her
husband’s relatives offered a place in Volnovakha, they moved.
Spent years saving for a home.

When they finally bought one, they were so proud—my parents
and [ visited. I remember how Jeanne, my sister, would cry,
telling us they skipped meals just to pay off the debt.
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Kostya, her husband, worked nonstop on a tractor, never even
came home some nights.

And then the war came.

We called each other constantly—Mom in Tokmak, brother and
older sister in Melitopol. But things got hot in Volnovakha fast.
We begged Jeanne to leave. She refused.

“We're not leaving. Let them kill us. This is our home”

But soon, the city began to empty. The smell of death filled the
air. One night, looters broke into their house while they slept.
That was the breaking point. They jumped into their old car and
ran.

We didn’t hear from them for four days. Finally, they called us
from a borrowed phone. They had zigzagged across back roads,
through Russian and Ukrainian checkpoints. When their fuel ran
out, some Russian troops actually gave them gas and food.
Others threw them into a basement and told them not to move.
They escaped.

They made it to Mom in Tokmak. But the living conditions there?
Dire. After a month of misery, Jeanne told me:

“Brother, forgive us. We're going back. That’s our home, our land.
If we leave, the Russians will loot everything. We'll be homeless. 1
can't let that happen”

They returned. I don’t blame them.

For a while, I was angry at God. But then... I came to understand
something. You don't really know what matters until death looks
you in the eye. That’s when life shifts. That's when you wake up.
My 13-year-old daughter lived with my ex-wife and her 6-year-
old son in Vasylivka, in an area called Kolhospka. It was already
bad there. Rockets. Shelling. Every single day.

She called often, terrified. But soon, the power went out. No
signal. I started losing contact.

When my friend called from Bilozerka and told me Vasylivka was
being bombed and the hospital had been destroyed, I couldn't
sleep. I was soaked in sweat, my head pounding.

Then came April 4.

“Dad, her voice cracked through the phone, “my battery’s dead
—I rubbed it on my pants to make one last call. We're trapped in
the basement. The door’s jammed. It won't open. TheyTre
bombing us all the time. I'm so scared. Help us”
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I went pale. Couldn'’t eat. Couldn’t speak.

That night I dreamt she died.

In the morning, I said to myself:

“To hell with it. I can'’t live in this fear”

[ got in my car and drove.

I knew it was suicide—but I was going to save my girl.

They let me out of the city. But near Stepnohirsk, they stopped
me. You could hear the explosions from where we stood.
“Please,” I begged the soldier. “Let me just get to the ridge. I
won't go further if it's bad. I know the roads. My family’s there.
Please...”

He raised his rifle. Another soldier said, “Let him go. He’s a
grown man. He knows the risk”

I gave them a case of water from my trunk. They waved me
through. The road ahead... was hell. Burnt-out cars. Dead
soldiers. Shredded steel. Then, I saw a van ahead—another
civilian trying to get into Vasylivka. I kept my distance and
followed him. But near the ridge, they started shelling hard. I
slammed the brakes. Waited 10 minutes. Then I drove.

[ prayed aloud: “God, give me the strength to make it”

I reached the top and stepped out. Saw a burning car. The smell
of burning flesh. Another bus was just a metal skeleton. Twisted
wreckage everywhere. If you turn back now, I thought, how will
you live with yourself? I whispered, “God, I'm in Your hands.” I
drove on.

Near the edge of Vasylivka, I saw the van again. Steam was rising
from the hood—I thought it overheated.

But as I got closer, I saw the bullet holes. Shot point-blank. Right
through the windshield. I closed my eyes. They didn’'t shoot me,
maybe because my windows weren't tinted.

[ got out and shouted:

“Don’t shoot! I just want to save my kids. I'm from here!”

Silence.

I shouted again:

“Thank you for not killing me. I'm leaving now.”

[ pulled off my light-gray sweatshirt, waved it like a flag, and
drove. I saw the radio tower—thank God. Past the old police
checkpoint, I reached the bridge.

Mines. Everywhere. I stopped just in time.
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A Russian flag waved ahead.

No soldiers in sight.

[ knew a back way through the train station.
Everything—destroyed. No windows. Buildings half-collapsed.
Three ambulances stood near the station. I left the car and ran.
I'd never run that fast in my life. I'm 220 pounds. Didn’t matter. I
found the house. Or what was left of it.

No roof. No windows.

[ screamed:

“Sweetheart! It's Dad! Answer me!”

Nothing.

Then I remembered the basement.

I ran around, saw the broken doors.

I yanked on them—somehow, they opened.

Inside—my daughter. My ex-wife. Her little boy. Covered in dust.
Crying. Hungry. Alive.

My daughter ran to me and sobbed.

We all ran to the car. People on the street were begging—“Please
take us too!”

But the car was full.

I told them:

“Pray we make it”

I hung the gray sweatshirt out the window again and drove like
hell.

When we passed the van again, I told everyone to close their
eyes. A man was still slumped over the steering wheel—his wife
beside him. Later, someone told me they were on their way to
see their children. They never made it.

When we got home, I collapsed. Didn't speak for 24 hours.

My daughter stayed silent for three days. Then she said:

“Thank you for saving us, Dad. Mom didn’t believe you'd come.
Even her brother, the head of our village, left and didn't help. But
you did.”

She asked why those people in the car had been killed. She had
seen them. She admitted that she suddenly realized we could
have been shot in exactly the same way on that road.

The child had so many questions:

Why is this happening?
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Why is it happening to us?

Who needs all this?

Who will be held responsible for this horror?

Why do the Russians hate us so much?

What did we ever do to them?

Why are they killing us?

When will this war end?

[ had no answers. How do you explain that to a child?

The war revealed who is who. My relatives from Crimea followed
the ship — in that now world-famous direction. I blocked them,
those brainwashed ones, on all social networks and messengers.
They knew the war was coming and didn't say a word to me. But
three days before the invasion, they were already probing my
attitude. I told them I wanted nothing to do with their “Russian
world” I don't want to see them again.

Since then, I've understood something:

We are not like them.

And I'm proud to be Ukrainian.
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Booua icmopis, sanucana
3i caie Oxcanu Iaywenko,
Jcumenvku micma Mapiynoas

BIJIBIIE HEMAE€ MAMH

- He numite meni 3apa3 B ocobucti, — mnpocutb OKCaHKa
I'nymenko. — Moei maTyci 6isbliie HEMae, a s He 3Halo, 1110 caMe
Tpanusocs. Y Mapiynosi goci Hemae 3B’43Ky. Uepes necsiTi pyku
Ii3Hajacs, 10 BOHA IifipBajiacsl Ha MiHi, a TaTO OCTaHKM ii Tijzia
Ha OpUYlli BifiBi3 TOIOMY.

Jlnme Mmicaup Mo TOMY JAiBYMHA PO3IOBIIA JIIOASAM Y MEPExi
icTopiro CBOEI ripKoi BTpaTy.

- Moi 6arbky HHIIM O6eperom Mopsl OO Micls, Ie po3zaBanu
rymaHitapky. Taro MmoB mosamy MaMy, HamMararo4uchb 3HANTU
Miciie, Je JIOBUTb MOOINBbHUI 3B'I30K, 100 3B'SI3aTHCS 3 HAMMU.
PiBo o 10:00 nposyHaB BUGyx — mMama MifipBajacsi Ha MiHi, a
TaTa BiJKUHYJIO BUOYXOBOIO XBUJIEIO. YAAp NPUNLIOBCS y IPYAHY
KJIiTKy, $Ka 1€ [OBro IOTiM KoMy OoJiisia. JIaHILIO)KOK 3
XPECTUKOM 3ipBaJjio 3 LMi, B 04ax [IOTEMHLJIO...

Kosu npuillioB [0 TSIMHU, KUHYBCS 1O MaMM — BOHa Oyza e
XUBa, aze 6Ge3 Hir. Ix Bigipsaso mosHicTio. Iompocuna ii
[IO0CaOWTH, IOTIM MONPOCUJIA KOBTOK BOIU. Jpyruil KOBTOK
3pOOUTH BX€ HE€ 3MOIJIa — IIOMepJia BiJl KPOBOTEYi 3a JIiYeHi
xBUJIUMHU. Mamu He crtano o 10:08. bimosamHuM TaTo OCTaHHI
BiCiM XBWJINH MaMHWHOTO XUTTS LiJyBaB ii, npuropras go cebe i
rOBOPUB, TOBOPUB, TOBOPUB...

Koun ii gyma Bigserina y BiYHiCTb, TOCTAJIO IUTAHHS, SIK 3a0paTh
TiJIO 3 IUISDKY — Bill HEJOIAHHS Ta CUAIHHS B XOJIOAHOMY IIifBali
i3-3a mocTiiHMX 60M0apAyBaHb TaTO OyB BIEHT 3HECUJIEHUI.
[To6ir pmomomMy B3ATU OpuYKy. [lOBEpPHYBIIMCH, 3aBAaHTAKUB
[IOHIBE€YEHE TiZI0O i NMOTUXEHBKY IIOBi3 10 pABopy. lle 3anHsio
HEMaJIo yacy — KTHU IO MiCKy OyJI0 NOCUTbh BaXXKO, OCOOJIMBO,
KOHTY>KEHIl JIIOJKHI y CTaHi CTPeCy.

JIBi HOUYI TiJIO MaMU JiexKasio BaoMa. [1oTiM TaTo 3HAMIIOB Y IBOPI
SKAUCh LYNKUN LenodaH, 3arOpHYB B HbBOTO Mamy i 3HOBY
3aBaHTaXMB Ha OPUYKY.

HixTo 3 cycigiB He TOroauBCs UTH pa3oM 3 TATOM Ha KJIA[OBUILE.
Jltonu Bci 6osucs, ampke 60i NIy 6e3nepeCcTaHKy.
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Ha Bynuusx Mapiynosisi TBOpUJoCsl Take, O HaBiTh y ¢inbmax
Kaxy He [100AYUTH.

Taro mifiAmoB [0 MEpPIIOro X TaHKY 1 MOMNPOCUB IPOMYCTUTU
1loro Ha KJajioBuile. BilicbkoBuil 1aB [03BiJ i TaTa 3 OPUYKOIO
nponyctunu. Kosm pobpaBcs [0 KIQ[oOBHUINA, OHIMIB  Bif,
1106a4eHOro — Maii’ke BCi MOruiu 6ysiu 6yKBaJIbHO BUBEPHYTI Bif,
BUOYXiB. BiATIrHyBIIM MaKeT 3 TiJIOM MaMU JIO MiCLsI IOXOBAHHS
nimycs, ro4yas KolaTy sMy Inopsif. Han rosnoBoro CBUCTIIM Ky,
XTOCh 1104YaB CTPUIATU B MOTO CTOPOHY. Bif posmadi i oKy, TaTo
KpH4aB — LiNbTeCs Kpalle, NAJJII0KU — CTPAXy BXe He OyJIO...
BupuB moruniy. 3aKorias.

TaroBi 72 poku. lllogHs Tenep XOOUTb HA MOTUJIKY, HOCUTb MaMi
10JILOBI KBITHU. [y’)Ke Cymye, IepecTas CliaTu HoYaMu, PO3MOBJISIE
3 MaMMHUM noprtpetoMm. llepen Moro oymma NOCTIMHO MUTH
MaMMHOI CMepTi — BUHUTH cebe, mO He BOepir ii. Becb 4ac
pos3moBifgae no TesaedoHy HaM IJI0 iCTOpPil0. A OCTaHHBOTO pasy
3aIJIakaB — BIIEPILIE B JKUTTI 8 [104YJ1a, SIK IJIa4e TaTo...
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A painful story as told by Oksana Hlushchenko,
resident of Mariupol.
Written and adapted by Lilia Yermak.

MAMA IS GONE

“Please don’t message me right now,” Oksana H. wrote. “My
mother is gone. I still don’t even know exactly what happened.
There’s no connection in Mariupol. I heard through the
grapevine—through ten different people—that she stepped on a
landmine. And my father brought what was left of her home... on
a cart”

It wasn't until a month later that Oksana finally shared her story
online.

“My parents were walking along the shore, heading toward a
place where humanitarian aid was being distributed. My dad
trailed a bit behind my mom— he was trying to find a spot with
cell signal so he could call us.

At exactly 10:00 AM, there was an explosion.

My mother stepped on a mine.

The blast threw my father backward.

It hit him straight in the chest—he said the pain lingered for
weeks. The chain with his cross was torn from his neck. His
vision went black.

When he came to, he rushed to my mother.

She was still alive. But her legs were gone.

She asked him to sit her up.

She asked for a sip of water.

She couldn’t manage a second one.

She bled out within minutes.

She died at 10:08.

For the last eight minutes of her life, my father held her, kissed
her, whispered to her, again and again and again...

Then her soul slipped into eternity.

And my father—weak from hunger and days spent in a freezing
basement—had to figure out how to get her body off the beach.
He ran home and brought back a cart. He loaded her broken
body onto it and slowly pulled it through the sand. It took hours.
He was concussed, exhausted, and numb.
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Her body lay in the house for two nights.

Eventually, he found a thick sheet of plastic in the yard.

He wrapped her in it, loaded her back onto the cart.

No one from the neighborhood would go with him. People were
terrified—constant shelling made every step a risk.

Mariupol had become a horror film you couldn’t switch off.

He walked up to the first tank he saw and begged to be let
through to the cemetery. One of the soldiers nodded. They let
him pass.

When he reached the graveyard, he froze. Most of the graves
had been blown apart by shelling. He dragged the bag with my
mother’s body to the spot near my grandfather’s grave and
began to dig.

Bullets whistled overhead.

Someone fired in his direction.

But my father, overwhelmed with grief, just screamed:

“Shoot me, bastards! Go on! I'm not afraid anymore!”

He dug the grave. He buried her.

My father is 72. Now, every day, he walks to her grave and brings
her wildflowers. He doesn't sleep. He talks to her portrait. The
moment of her death plays in his mind on repeat. He blames
himself for not saving her. Every time he calls, he tells us the
story again. And the last time he called... He cried.

For the first time in my life — I heard my father cry.
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Cnozadu Oseru KapneHxo, dcumenvku micma
Hoeoapxanzenwck, Kiposoepadcvka obaracms

KBUTOK Y MAMBYTHE

Ha pgHax 3 nepumoi JiiHii 0G0pOHM NOBEPHYBCS Mill 3HAMOMMH,
oyXe [OCBig4eHUN O0€lp, B SKOTO TPU POKU BilICHBKOBOTO
nocBigy 3a mieyuma. [IpuixaB Ha JKyBaHHS, MU 3yCTPLIMUCH,
PO3rOBOPUJIUCS.

- Jlena, Bubay, ajse g He Mal KyJbTypHUX CJiB, 1100 NepenaTy,
10 TaM KOIiTbC... Sl TakOoro 3a BeCh CBill OOMOBUM 4Yac He 6a4uB i
He BigdyBaB. BoHM xepadyarb rogvHamu, iHOZi 3 NepepBamu I10
COPOK XBWJIUH, SIKi BUTPAYalOTh Ha NIOBi3 OoemnpumaciB. XJomii
BCiMa CUJIaMM YTPUMYIOTb OOOPOHY. Mmu $£KOCh cHoiiManmn
IIepPEeXBaT, [e ONUH i3 palucTiB Kaxe: «Hivero He noiMpboM. Mu
CTpEJISIEM TI0 YKPax, KaK B Ipake, a OHi He yXOIaT».

- Tm posymiem, JleHa, a HaM Hema KyJOu BifcTynartu, 60 3a
HallUMU CIHUHAaMM, MOXJIMBO, TBOSI JUTUHA O0aBUTBCSI §
nicoyHu1li, abo TU M€l KaBy B 3aTUILIHIN KaB sSIpHi.

XJI0MLi He BiACTYNaKTh, 3POLIYIOYM KPOB'IO YKPAIHCBKY 3€MJIIO,
BIIMBAIOTHCSL B OOJIOTO, XOBAIOUUCH BiJl KACETHOTO JOIILYy, CTOSITb,
CUJATD, JIEXKaTb, HAMAraloTbCs CIIATU B HEJIIOACBKUMX YMOBAx, B
CIIeKy 1 mif 371MBaMU. BOHM IIPOCTO HE MOXYTh [O3BOJIMTU
MOPOKY IIiTU Aajli, y HaCTYII Ha CBITJIO.

- 3Hael, Led OyX HIKOJIM HE Bifdyell, JOMOKU He N00yBa€ell TaMm,
y TOMYy CEpEeNOBHUILi INPOTUCTOSIHHA CBiTyia i Tempssu. lle He
[epenaTy Cja0BaMU YU €MOLSIMU, 1I€ MOJKHA BiIUyTH TUJILKY Ha
KJIITMHHOMY piBHi. TyT, y TMJIy, MM MOXKEMO J03BOJIMTH COOi OyTH
BiJHOCHO LIACJIMBUMH, ajie TaM, Ha GPOHTI, BCe iHaKIIe...

[ mificHO, KOKHA Hallla PaHKOBA KaBa, LIAIIIWYOK 3 LPY3SIMU YU
NPOTyJIsSiHKa y MapKy, IOi3fKa 3a MiCTO, 3yCTpid 3 6GaTbKamy,
00ifiMM Ta YCMILIKM HAIMX [iT€l MaloTh JIy>Ke€ BUCOKY LiiHy. bo €
Ti, XTO BKe HiKOJIM He 00ilfiMe CBOE IUTHHYA...

[TomMomiThCS 32 HAIMX 3aXMCHUKIB.

Trcsdi BOIHIB 3apa3 KylyloTb TOO1 KBUTOK y MaliOyTHE.
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Memories of Olena Karpenko,
resident of Novoarkhanhelsk, Kirovohrad region.
Written and adapted by Lilia Yermak.

A TICKET TO THE FUTURE

Just the other day, a close friend of mine—a highly experienced
soldier—returned from the front line. He’s been in the military
for three years and came back for treatment. We met up and
started talking.

“Lena,” he said, “I'm sorry, but I don’t have any polite words to
describe what's happening out there. In all my years of fighting,
I've never seen or felt anything like it. They bombard us for
hours. Sometimes they stop—for forty minutes—just long
enough to reload. Our guys hold the line with everything they've
got. One time, we intercepted a message. One of the Russians
said: ‘We don't get it. We're firing at the Ukrainians like in Iraq—
but they're not retreating.” He paused, then added:

“You see, Lena... We have nowhere to fall back to. Behind us—
maybe your child is playing in a sandbox. Maybe you're sitting in
a cozy cafeé, sipping coffee. That's what we're protecting”

The soldiers hold the line—bleeding into the soil of Ukraine.
They cling to mud and hide from the storm of cluster bombs.
They stand. They crouch. They lie in the dirt. They try to sleep
in the unbearable heat, in downpours, in trenches that smell like
death. They do it all because they cannot let the darkness
advance. They won't let it overtake the light.

“You'll never really understand what that feels like,” he told me,
“until you've been there. Until you've stood in the place where
light and darkness collide. It's not something you can describe
with words. You feel it in your bones. In every cell of your body”
Back here, in the relative safety of home, we can afford moments
of happiness—our morning coffee, a barbecue with friends, a
walk in the park, a trip to see family, a child’s laughter, warm
hugs. But every one of those moments comes at a cost.
A very high cost. Because someone out there—right now—will
never again hug their child.. So pray for our defenders.
Thousands of soldiers are out there right now... buying you a
ticket to the future.

166



Cnozadu Anacmacii Mapuenxko,
800HMEPKU Mica 3anopixeHcs

MO€ BOJIOHTEPCTBO

3 MOYaTKOM IIOBHOMACHITA0HOI BiHM OyJI0 JyXe BaXKO
3HAXOJUTH CIIOPSIPKEHHS Ta BiICHKOBY (POPMY HAIIUM XJIOMIISIM.
Bce 6ys0 3aKpuTO, JIIOAM BUDKIKAJNM, HAaBKPYI'U N1aHYyBaB Xaoc.
Kosu mum nop3BoHunmcs 0o marasuHy “‘Komb6ar’, skuil BXe He
nmpauoBaB 3a rpadikom, Hac 3alpOCUJIM Ha CbOMY PaHKy y
IIPMBAaTHOMY IOPSAKY. MU 3axonuyu NMOOJuHLI i 6panu Bce, 10
MOXKHA OyJI0 BilIpaBUTH Ha (YPOHT: IJINTOHOCKU, MOTY3KH,
CyYMKM [IiJli TpaHaTy, IMiJCYMK{ [JIsI MarasuHiB IITYPMOBUX
IBMHTIBOK TOIIIO.

Komm BnacHi rpomi 3akiHYMiauCs, MU 30Mpajny KOIITU Yy
COLIaJIbHUX MepeXKax, IMOTIM Ha HUX 3aKyIIOBYBaJIM aMYHILLIO,
JIiKY, 9KiCh CMaKOJIMKU JIJig Hamwux OiiuiB. Jlromyu cami nucanm
MEHi, IPONOHYIYM AOIOMOTY — MalbKe BCi BijuyBaJu, 1o Tpeba
IIOCh POOUTU i POOMTU Lie TEPMIHOBO, a[pK€ MU HE MOKEMO
I03BOJINTU COOi BTPAaTUTH Hi KpaiHy, Hi CBOIX pigHUX, SIKi 3apas ii
3axXUIIAIOTh.

Hyxe 6araTo MOixX Ipy3iB Mo Ha PPOHT. Mu nunanucs HUMU,
a me OisbIle — MOJIMJIMCS 32 HUX, Y LEPKBi 3aMOBJISIIIN CITYXKOH,
abu numens ['ocrionp 3axucTuB ix. JliBuaTa 306Mpanucs pa3om Ha
CIIJIbHI MOJIMTBM, IIJIeIM obepery, sKi IOTiM [epenaBanu
6ifiugM. XJIOMLi 0X0o4e HaB'sI3yBajiv Ha JIBY PyKy Ti 6pacietu —
CIUIETEHI 3 YEpPBOHMX Ta 3€JIEHUX HUTOK Ta YKPAiHCbKMMU
IiByaTaMy 3aroBopeHi. HapiTb KOMaHIMpPM HE BilIlyCKaju
cosjaT Ha 60OBI 1103ulli 6€3 TUX 06eperiB.

Koy Miit 40J10BiK BXXe CIy)KuB y 53 6puraji, s Biilpasisiia Tyau
NIOCUJIKY 3 IIPOAYKTaMU Ta aMyHillielo. BOoHM MelIKaiu B OKOIax
nig Byrsemapom, iM mopHs moch Oyso noTpi6HO. I[Ipuabotu
Oy TOCTiMHI i BCe MAaNHHO PO3JITAJIOCS BUIEHT I 4ac
obcrpini. Ti >k cami Ka3aHH, Ti K caMi 6AKM...

3ragyio cuTyallii, Koy i3-3a 0OCTPiJiB HE MoOrja JoOpaTucs 1o
JIiHIl pO3MEKYyBaHHS Ta 3aJMIlIaia IIPOLYKTU Ta BOAy 3a 19 KM Bif,
XJIOILIiB, @ BOHU MilIKY XOJWUJIU 3a0MpaTH ix.

[TocTano nuTaHHA PO 3aKYIIiBJIIO aBTiBKU.
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Mu noyanu mykaTH 1oOCh Aeniese, aje Ha xody. 3a 500 gonapiB
KyIuian $Kych Mmopnenb ‘“KurysiB”, a moTiM HpocTto y [BOpi
nepedap6boByBanu ii 3BUYANHMMHU OAJIOHUYUKAMU, 3AMUJIIOIYN
yCi XpOMOBi 03HaKM, OCHAIyBaJIi MAaCKyBaJIbHUMU CITKaMHU.

Jlo pedi, nyxKe BOgYHA [iBYaTaM, HAIMM MaNCTPUHIM-
[aBy4MxaMm, SIKi y MIKOJIaX I1JIeJIN Lii CiTKY, He TIOKJIAIal04U PYK.
['pinio pyury yCcBigOMIIEHHS, 110 S JOIIOMAararm He IIPOCTO CBOEMY
YOJIOBIKOBI — BifluyBasa, 1O BCs Horo opuraga Oysia Ojs MeHe
HeHaye CiMm’d. Bianpapisiiouun 00 HUX SIKiCh LIANKY, LIKAPIETKH, 5
3Hajia po3Mipu KOXKHOrO. 3Haja ix BIIOJOOAHHS, XTO 11O JIIOOUTD:
SKE€Cb OCOOJIMBE TiCTEYKO YM LIYKEPKHU, XTOCh MaJUB OCOOJIMBI
CUrapeTy, KOMYCb IOTpiOHi OyaM KOHKPETHi JiKU. 3a3Buyain
KyIlyBajla BCE 3a BJIACHI KOLITH, KOJIM BOHU Oysin. Aje 3ragyro 3i
IIEMOM Yy CeplLi cuTyalii, KOJU NPUXOLUJIMN JIIOOU OO MEHE Ha
pob6oty i naBanu rpoui — xto 200, xT0 500 TpUBEHD — NOXKEPTBU
IJIs1 BICBKOBUX. 3i C/IbO3aMM Ha O4yax NpUMMasa L JOHATH i
3HOBY 0irJia BiATIpaBATH OifLIsIM ITepeayi.

Moi nepui BoJIOHTepChbKi Moi3gxy y JloHeubKy o06sacTh 0yau
Iy’Ke Hanpy>KeHMMU. HaBecHi TOro poKy MoCTiliHi KOHTPHACTYIIN
Ta WITYpPMU Ha ABJiIBCBKOMY HAIPSIMKY HE JO3BOJISITIA XJIOIILISIM
B3SITU BiJIIyCTKy 4M 6opay BuxigHuii. S 4ekasa, 4yekasa, a MoTim
Bifl CTpecCy BKJIIOYMBCS pexXuM nodiriamy, i g noixana Ha QpoHT,
He3BaXXaloyM Ha Hebesneky. Bigsesna 6ifiugm  Bce, 11O
MIONPUHOCUJIA JIIOAW: BOLY, KOHCEPBALIO, AOMAIIHI MUPIKKY,
BesiMKoHi IacKy, TOPTUKY, JIiKY, HEOOXiHE CTIOPSIKEHHSI.
3i6paHo 6yJs10 CTiNIbKU BCHOTO, 1110 JIETKOBOIO MAIIMHOIO BiBE3TU
3[aBaJIOCS HepeaJIbHMM 3aBJAHHSM, a SKIIO HE BilBE3TU 3apa3
Ke, TO 6araTto 4oro 3 MPOAYKTiB 3ilICyETHCSL.

Croro nocepey, ABOPY i miavy Bif, 6€3Buxofi. PaiTom miaxonuTb
1o MmeHe rojyioa Hamoro OCBB i nurae:

- Hacrg, mo tpanunocs? 3 40oJ10BiKOoM 6ia Ha GPOHTI?

- Ta Hi, cripaBa B iHmomy. HeMae Ha YoMy BiiBE3TU XJIOIMLSIM OCh
1€ BCe, — MaxHyJla PyKOIo Ha 3ibpaHuii ckapo.

- To He npobsema, y MOTro 4oJioBika € 6yc!

Mu pa3om 3aBaHTKUIIM IXHil MiKDOABTOOYC 3HU3Y IOBEPXY:
MIPOJLYKTAMU i JIiKaMM, WO NPUHECIU JIIOLU, a TaKOX IIyCTUMU
6akamy, sIKi NOTPiOHI HaMM OiNLISIM HA M€PENOBiN MOCTIMHO — i
Iig, TEXHIYHy BOAYy, i MifA COJSIPKY, — Tam 3aBXAu Ipobsema 3
LM.
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3rajyio iHIIy T0i3/IKy, TaKy camy HEpBOBY. IXaja 3 pojuyeM Ha
MOro aBTiBlli, @ BOHA 3J1aMasiacs, nepecrasa MpalioBaTi Menailb
suenieHHs. bing IlaBnorpagy mm 3aixanm Ha CTO. S crosna
nepej, aBTOCII0CapeM, Tynajaa HoraMu i Kpudasa: “Ilokaku Kyau
ITH, 5 Nigy nimku.” MamuHy nifpeMOHTYBajM, MU N0iXauu Aali,
Ta WIIACTd Hame OyJ0 HEeNOBrMM, BOHA 3HOBY 3J1aMajacs.
JloBenocs nepecicTu Ha aBTobOyc. baraxHe BiffineHHs 3a0uan
BIIEHT, HaBiTh Ha KOJIiHaX Be3jla Ti KOpoOku. Ha mepmomy X
0JIOKIIOCTY HacC 3yNMHUJIY, MONPOCUIIM BCe MokKazaTu. Koimu mu
BiiKpuBanu 1Bepi Oycy, Ti MaKyHKU IPOCTO BUBAJIIOBAJIUCS 3
HBOTO.

B mMeHe OyB CyJIOK 3 JIaHY€M, 3 BiIOMBHAMH, 3 SIKOIOCb KOBOACOIO
Ta CUPOM, 110 g IPUTrOTyBasa st cebe Ta BOoZiiB. [IBidi oBenocs
BiljlaBaTM BCe Ille XJIOMISIM Ha OJIOKIOCTax, abu JuIlIeHb
IIPOITyCTUJIA HAC Ha IIEPELOBY.

OpnuH 3 conpaTiB, IKUM JONUTYBAB HAC, [IOL[IKAaBUBCSL:

- Bam 4os0BiK 1pocus Bac Bce Lie IpuBe3Tu?

- Moxy ckasatu BaMm, mo caMe BiH IIPOCUB MEHE IPUBE3TU, —
BiZITIOBiAI0 [ICMXOBAaHO, 60 BXKe BCs Ha B3BOi. — [IpountaTu Bam
110r0 CMC IOBIIOMJIEHHS IHTUMHOT'O Xapakrepy?!

BificbKOBUI IOCMIXHYBCS, 3a0paB y MEHE OOKC 3 JIaHYEM Ta [1aB
no6po Ha Te, 1100 HaM iXxaTu Aai.

Kosin My o6panucs, xJI0M1i 3yCTpiaiv Hac BCi BUOPUTI, BUMUTI —
HalnepenoIHI BOHM BJAIUTYBAIM COOi 6aHI0. XaTWHKa TexX Oysa
npubpaHa, YMCTa, HATOIJIeHa. ByJio BUIHO, 1110 BOHU YeKaiu Hac,
roTyBasncs A0 3ycTpidi. [Ticas Toro gk po3BaHTaXuau 6yca, Mu
TPOXU IOCUJAIIN, TOCIHIJIKyBasucsa. He XoOTiocs rosepraTucs
Ha3a/l, He XOTiJIOCS 3HOBY 3aJIUIIATH IX TaM, y TOMY IEKJI...
[Tonpu Bci CKIaIHOILLI B OPO3i, 51 pajisa, o 3yCcTpisiacs 3i CBOIM
KOXaHMM YO0JIOBIKOM, 3 SIKMM, 3[1aBaJIOCS, HABITh JUXaJla B YHICOH.
BiguyBasia HaBiTh OisiblIe TOrO — BifjuyBaja sIK MO€ ceplie 0'eTbCs
y putmi 3CY.

IHopni, mys Ttoro mo6 3pobutu 1OOpe Aiso, Tpeba Hebararo.
[Tam’sTato, Koy OyB 6GsekayT, Hifie He OyJo0 CBiTJa, Mama INpu
CBiUKax IeKJa [Jis BilICBKOBUX IIOCh CMauyHEHbKE, poouia
CUPHUKU.

Barato xTO Yy coumepexax pearyBaB Ha (HOTO MaMUHUX
CMAaKOJIMKIB i BUCHUJIAB rpoli, mo6 npo¢iHaHCyBaTH.
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Y nepmi pHi BilHM XoAujia IO anTeKkax B IIOLIYKaxX OWHTIB,
IDKTYTiB, i3guna Ha MeIOW4Hi ckiaau, 1mo6 3HalTHU Bce, IO
noTpedyBasu Halli BOiHU. [lemo Ham BifaBany K T'yMaHiTapHY
IOTIOMOTY, €0 MU KYITyBaJIU.

SIkoch MM B3HaJM, IO BUHMKIIA NIOTPEOA y HOLIAX, aJl€ HE THUX, 3
TKaHVMHY, Ha SKUX 3aJIMUIA€THCS KPOB Ta IHIIMKI OGiomaTepiain
icssl MOpaHEHUX YU MEPTBUX, a JJIs1 6araTopa3oBOrO BJKUTKY.
OpHa Mos 3HaoOMa po3pobusia NU3alH, MU TMOUWJIM iX JOCUTh
IIBUJKO Ta BiANpaBUiIu Ha GPOHT.

HaiiBakua MO$SI BOJIOHTEpPCbKa po6OOTa MoJsirajia y CKIaJaHHi
CIUCKIB 3arubyMx Ta MOPaHEHUX. My 3 NiBYaTaMu XOIWJIU IO
JIiKapHSX, MOprax, KJafoBMUIIAX, 3alucyiouu iHdopmalilo Ipo
6inuiB. [HOA] y MOpaHeHOoro 3-mij OGMHTIB BUIVISNANU TiIbKUA OYi
abo BiH 3HAXOIMBCI Y KOMi. A Tpeba OyJsio 3pO3yMiTH, XTO L€,
3HAUTU MOro poauyiB Ta NOBILZOMUTHU IM. B Ti yacu mu Bnepuie
[OYaIM WIYyKaTU BilICBKOBUX aJlBOKATiB, 3JaTHUX 3axMIIATH
iHTepecu poJuH, SIKi BTPATUJIM CBOIX Ha (PPOHTI.

[ToBimomnaTn npo BOMTUX Oyso Heserko. KoskHa icTopig
NpOXoAusia Kpi3b Ceple HecTeprnHum OosieM. Konm #nuum
JKOPCTOKi 60i mif BaxmyToM, 3arvHyso 6araTo MoiX 3HAaNOMUX,
IesKi 3BHUKJIM 0e3BiCTu.

Kosm opHOro paHky mpuimsia cMc “Mu Tpumaemocs, ajie MU
3aKiH4yeMocs”, 51 pyujaa BiJ TOro, 0 Hi4Y0ro He MOXY 3pOOUTH,
106 BpATYBaTH iX. Taka )KOPCTOKA pEaJIbHICTb.

SIkocp opHOrO pasy, Imicjas [OEKJIBKOX [HIB MOBYaHHS, Mil
YOJIOBIK JOJA3BOHUBCS MEHIi Ta U1 KasKe:

- Mu y noBHi¥ Aymi, HAC po30WJM BILEHT, MU B OTOYEHHi, HaC
HIXTO H€ BUBOJWTb, KOMAaHAYBAaHHS KUHYJIO HAcC, 3aJIMILINJIO
3auxaTy, 06e3 MaTpoHiB, 6e3 ki, 6e3 Bogu. Y Hac IOpaHeHi i
TIIBOXCOTi.

Mii1 KoxaHui1 y Bigyal IpoIaBCs BXKE 31 MHOIO Ha3aBX Y.

B meHe 6yB HOMep TesnedoHy 10ro KomaHaupa. Koy BiH NigHSB
CJIyXaBKy, $1 CIIOYAQTKy BBIiYJIMBO IOSCHUJIA, XTO $ 1 3 $IKOTO
npuBony Habpasna #oro. Ta micyst TOro sk BiH MeHi BifoBiB “I
mo? o Bu Big mene xodere?”, 3ipBasiacsa Ha Kpuk. Hikonu i
[IOJyMaTu HE MOIJIA, IO S MOXY KpUYaTh TaK Ha SKOroCh
KOMaHAupa.

Aze 1e ozisIo i HallKX XJIOMNIIiB BPSTYBaJIA 3 OTOYEHHS.
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Miii Ha#nbinbmui BOJIOHTEPCbKUN 36ip OyB y 2023 poui, Ha
PEMOHT aBTiBKUA. XJIOMLi IIONaju IiJi HemagHUl 06CTpi,
MamyrHa 6yJia Bcs nociyeHa i 6ii1i B Hill BUDKUIJIM IIPOCTO SIKAMCh
IUBOM. Bopiil pos3nosinas, 10 BIEpLIE B JKUTTI KepyBaB
MAaIIKUHOIO Jiexxayu. Kaszas, O Ti BUPOJKMU CTPIN/IM TakK, 100
I[IOIIAaCTU CaMe B TOJIOBY.

Konmu s mobGaumsia aBTiBKY, 3710BUJIa TaKe Big4yTTs, HA4eOTO ii
IIPYBE3JIN TiJIbKY [IJ1S1 TOTO, 06 30aTH HAa METAJI0O0pPYXT — HA Hil
He Oyno >xuBoro micus. [lskyBatu bBorosi, mo motop OyB y
pobodyoMy cTaHi, Bce iHImE TpebGa Oyso MiHATA. PaxyHOK Ha
BiJHOBJIEHHS MalIMHYU OyB IUKUI — Marbke 90 TUCSY TPUBEHb.
My noyanu IIyKaTM MOXJIMBICTH NPUAOATH iHIIE aBTo.
3BepTasnucs y BIAIOBiAHI BOJIOHTEPCHKI 3aKyIafyu 3 MPOXaHHIM
IicTaTy A HAlIUX XJIOMIB SIKMNCH MO3AILJISIXOBUK, 11100 BOHU
MOTJIM BUBO3UTU [TIOPAHEHUX, MiBO3UTU OOMOBE CIIOPSI>KEHHS.
Tum yacom 1OCTynoBO 306MpanuCsi KOWITM HA PEMOHT
[IOKaJIiYeHoro aBTo. Byso Bigkputo 2-3 360pH, JII0AU TOHATUIIY,
Zoromarasny poaudi, gpysi, 3HaloMi.

Kosn Hasbupanacss HeoOXiZHa CymMa, MM OIUIATUJIM PEMOHT, a
3roOM BiANIpaBWJIM MaMIMHY 3HOBY Ha QpoHT. He KoxxeH
po3yMie, O Lie TaKke — BKJIACTA B PEMOHT LECATKA TUCHY, A
IOTIM  BiAIIpaBUTH aBTiBKy Mig oOOCTpinim 6e3  ycCinskoi
BIIEBHEHOCTI, 1110 BOHA IPOTPUMAETHCS X04a O TYDK/IEHb.

Biilna — 1e HeHacuTHa noTBopa. CKiJbKM O [epXkaBa He
3amjlaTuyia  BiICBKOBOMY, CKiJIbKM O KOLITiB BOJIOHTEPU He
3i6pasnu 11y PPOHTY, BiliHa OOHYJISIE BCE 1€ Ha pas.

[HOZIi MEHi BXX€ COPOMHO JaBaTu 00'SBYy PO 30ip, po3ymiere?
Ane nocisyxaiTe, s X He 1y cebe nmpomy. Tak, MOXKJIMBO, XTOCh
BXX€ 3aMOpPUBCS OOHATUTH, ab0 BBa)KAae, L0 BCE MapHO, 4u
KOMYCb 3[1a€ThCS, 1O MOro COTHSI T'PUBEHB, SIK KAIlJIsl § MOP,
HiYOro He BapTa, ajl€ L€ He Tak. KoxkHa rpuBHS HaOJ/IVDKAe Hally
nepemory. bynb-sKka mornomora — e O4UH KPOK Y HaIIPSIMKY 110
BiZibHOI i He3asexxHoi YkpaiHu. Tomy, 671araio, He CHMHSITECS,
nornomaraiire i Bipre y 3CY.
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Memories of Anastasiia Marchenko,
volunteer from the city of Zaporizhzhia.
Written and adapted by Lilia Yermak.

MY VOLUNTEERING STORY

When the full-scale war began, it was nearly impossible to find
gear or uniforms for our soldiers. Everything was shut down,
people were fleeing, and chaos ruled. When we managed to
reach someone at the "Combat" store, which no longer kept
regular hours, they invited us in at 7 a.m., unofficially. We went
in one by one, gathering whatever we could send to the front:
plate carriers, ropes, grenade pouches, ammo magazine holders,
and more.
When our own money ran out, we raised funds through social
media, using the donations to buy gear, medicine, and small
comforts for the troops. People messaged me directly offering
help. Almost everyone felt the urgent need to do something, to
act—because we could not afford to lose our country or our
loved ones defending it.
Many of my friends joined the front lines. We were proud of
them. And we prayed for them constantly, ordering services in
churches, gathering as women to pray, weaving protective
charms that we sent with our soldiers. The guys gladly wore the
bracelets—red and green threads, braided with our hands and
blessed. Even commanders wouldn’t let their men go on
missions without those talismans.
When my husband served in the 53rd Brigade, I sent him care
packages regularly: food, gear, whatever they needed in their
dugouts near Vuhledar. With constant shelling, they lost
everything again and again—pots, tanks, basic supplies. I
remember leaving food and water 19 kilometers away from the
front lines when it became too dangerous to go farther. The
guys had to walk to pick it up. That's when we realized: we
needed a vehicle.
We found an old Lada for $500, repainted it ourselves with spray
cans, covered all chrome parts, and camouflaged it with netting
made by the incredible women and girls in our schools.
I was so grateful to those ladies, tirelessly weaving day and
night.
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It warmed my heart to know I wasn'’t just helping my husband—I
felt like the entire brigade was family. I knew their sizes, what
sweets or cigarettes they liked, which medications they needed.
When I had money, I paid out of pocket. When I didn'’t, strangers
came to my workplace with donations—200, 500 hryvnias. I took
them with tears in my eyes and rushed to prepare the next
shipment.

My first volunteer trips to Donetsk Oblast were tense. That
spring, constant counterattacks near Avdiivka left no time for
rest. I waited, hoping for a break, but eventually stress gave way
to a kind of numbness—and I just went. I delivered water,
homemade pies, Easter cakes, canned goods, meds, and more.
There was so much that one car wasn't enough. If I didn’t deliver
it immediately, the food would spoil. I stood in the courtyard,
crying in despair. Then our HOA chairman walked up:

"Nastya, what happened? Trouble at the front with your
husband?"

"No," I replied. "I just don’t have a way to deliver all this."

"Not a problem," she said. "My husband has a van."

We packed it to the roof with donations: food, medicine, empty
jugs for water and fuel—always in short supply at the front.
Another trip: nerve-wracking. I went with a relative in his car.
Near Pavlohrad, the clutch pedal failed. I begged the mechanic,
"Just tell me which way, I'll walk" He fixed it. We went on. It
broke down again. We switched to a bus. Every inch of the
luggage compartment was packed—even the boxes sat on our
laps. At the first checkpoint, we were stopped. Everything was
inspected. When the van door opened, boxes spilled out.

I had a small lunchbox for myself and the drivers—cutlets,
sausage, cheese. Twice I gave it away to soldiers at checkpoints
so we could pass.

One soldier asked, "Did your husband ask you to bring all this?"
Frustrated, [ snapped: "Do you want to read his private texts to
me?!"

He laughed, took my lunch, and waved us through.

When we arrived, the guys were clean-shaven and freshly
showered—they had set up a makeshift bathhouse. Their hut
was spotless, warm. You could tell they had prepared for our
arrival. We sat and talked. I didn’t want to leave.
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[ didn’t want to leave them in that hell.

Despite everything, I was happy to see my beloved. I felt like we
even breathed in sync. More than that—I felt my heart beating in
rhythm with the Armed Forces of Ukraine.

We kept looking for a better vehicle, asking volunteer
organizations for an SUV to evacuate the wounded, deliver
supplies. Meanwhile, we raised money to repair the old car. After
a few campaigns, we covered the cost. Sent the car back to war.
Some people don't get it: to spend tens of thousands repairing a
vehicle only to send it back under fire, knowing it might not
survive the week.

War is an insatiable beast. No matter how much the government
pays soldiers or how much we volunteers raise, war consumes it
all in an instant.

Sometimes, I feel ashamed to post another fundraising plea. But
listen—I'm not asking for myself. Maybe you're tired of donating.
Maybe you think it's pointless. Maybe your 100 hryvnias feel like
a drop in the ocean.

But every drop counts. Every act of help brings us one step
closer to a free and sovereign Ukraine.

So I beg you—don't stop.

Help. And believe in our defenders.
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PeanvHa icmopig, sanucana
3i caie Bacuas bywaposa,
AuMens micma 3anopiscics

TPETIN JEHB BIMHU

[IpokuHyBCS paHO. 3 XJIOMNLSIMU JOMOBUJINCS 3YCTPITUCS Y LIEXY
Ta MI0YaTH BapuTU “DKaky'. B4opa BUKOPUCTAIN BCIO CTajlb, SIKY
Manu. ByB IiaH po3pi3aTyd OeKisibka KOHCTPYKLIA 1 3 HUX
3poOUTH IPOTUTAHKOBI criopyau. Ha noyaTtky Hac 6yJio 4eTBepo.
IToTiM royanu CXOOUTUCH JIOOU. [10TiM I3BiHKMU:

- € crasb. Bestu?

- Tak, ajie MU MaeMO MiKPOaBTOOYC, MO>KEMO 3a6paTu caMi.

- Mu npuigemo ¢pyporo. [Ipuiimarire.

[lle xymonui nipxopsaTs. CIOpyAuIN CaMOOOOPOHY: MPOIYCKHUN
IIYHKT, NIapoJib, YKpPaiHCbKa MOBA — Haila 36posi. 3HOBY J3BiHKMU.
Hesenukuit mwrab6. 3omut. Tyt mamumHu. Tyt crane. Enekrponn.
Hpit. Binpisni gucku. [lunu. boarapku. Ilnsmku. I'HiT. beH3uH.
Ocb € kanicTpu. Kynu ixatu? I'otosi! OTpaboTka. Macio.

- Moxemo npuixatu. Yum gonomortu?

- MosxeTe 3pobutu yail i HarogyBaTu 6yTEPOPOLAMHU Pi3UUKIB i
3BapIOBAJIbHUKIB.

— e e crase. [Ipuiimaire ¢ypy i3 3ami3om.

- XJI0111i, PO3BaHTAKyEMO.

3ropis 3BaploBajIbHUI anapar.

- CKi/IbKY NOTPiOHO anapariB [J1s1 3BaPIOBAHHS?

- CTUIBKU-TO...

- Ilo6pe, Bxe Be3eMO!

- € MalJaHYMK Ta 3BapIOBAJIbHUKY, XJIOMIi TOTOBI BUUTH,
rornpauoBaru. Janure crasis.

- Ocb crans.

- € peiiku, mu 3Bapuiu 11 KakiB, 3a6UpaiTe MalIMHOW.

- € mikpoaBTobyc, mo Be3tn? Kynu Dkaku? 3aBaHTaXyl rOTOBI
Ha ¢ypy. Bacto, TaMm MIISLIKY TPUBE3JIIN.

- OKe, IPOJOBXKYEMO IPALIOBATH.

- Ta Hi, T I'JI9HB y BIKHO, [IPOCTO HA MUTbD.

Burnsparo. dypa 3 HOBUM CKJIOM y IVIACTUKOBUX YIIAKOBKAX.

- Po3BaHTaXXuUTU TEPMiHOBO!

- Ocb Mu nipuBe3nu DXy. TyT Bce rapsye, ODKTe.
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- Makaponu? T'apsui? ¥ 6anui? Cama, 3ynuHSIN 10 JBO€E YOJIOBIK
3 Lexy, miginmai Cloau, rpiit, rogyu, IpuMycoBo.

Cupena. Cron pobora. Buxomky Ha MailaHYMK HaJZ LEXOM,
Kpnuy. Po6oTa 3ynuHS€TbCS — OrOJIONIEHHS, OOMOOCXOBHUIIE
Hanbnmwkye 3a 70 meTpiB yepe3 pmopory. Ycim 3po3ymino? Tax!
CupeHa IpofoBKy€e 3By4aTy, XJIOMNL| IIPALIIOIOTh AaJli.

- Mu TyT npusesnu “pendysr’, KyAu NOCTaBUTH?

[Tpuixas Ozer. O6iHAINUCA.

- YuM DOTIOMOTTU?

- Onexa, BiTalo Tebe, Ternep TV Ha4aJbHUK Bifl/1ily KOKTEMIiB.

- A ne Binmin?

- A 1 3apa3 #ioro crBopul. Ocb TO6i ABa xJyonui. Tam MismKy.
Tyt randip’s. Tam omist. Tyt 6eH3uH. Okei?

MuHae niBTopu roguHu. 3aX04UTh.

- Mu BuUbOpaiu OiUH peLenT. Y Hac € JIiliKY, ajie BOHU HE BXOJSThb
y WWIKY IUISIIKA. Yn € OyniBesbHUN (PEH 3MEHIIUTH IiaMeTp
JIAKA?

- Tak, BXXe 1aemo.

- ¥V Hac BUXOAMTH 3a 2 XBUJIMHU 15 cekyH] oaHa misimka. lle
HaJTO NOBiNBbHO. [TOoTpiOHO GisblIe PYK Ta 1€ OfHA JIiHig. Yu €
CTin?

- Tax, €, ocb TaM. XJIOILi JOIIOMOXYTb IIEPEHECTH.

[Timos. IIpuxonuTs 3a rogvHY.

- Ha paHunit MOMEHT 45 CeKyH[ Ha IUISIIKY. XJIOMLi, BUOAUTeE,
IIBUJLIE Y HAC ITIOKU 1110 HE BUXOLUTb.

O6itHgnucs. [Tpoposxunu po6oty. llle mamuHy, me cranb. Och
Mil1 3BaproBasibHUi anapar. bepere? llIBuamie 3a BCe, BiH BUNE 3
J1afly BXXe Haibamkdnm 4dacoM. SIK i Bci iHmi. bo mpaniooTs 6e3
nepepsu. Jlobpe, s 3po3yMmiB, IOBEPTATU HE TPEDHA.

- Ocb HOBa poba 1151 3BapIOBAJIBHUKIB i B3yTTSI HOBE IJIs1 HUX. €
1ie HOBi xanaTu MeguyHi. [1oTpi6HO?

— Ocb rpowi. Harang nepepana. I'otiBka.

- Jsxyro. OCb KaHiCTpH, OCh I'POIi, iZib HA 3aIIPaBKy.

- Tak tam e yuie 1o 20 JiTpiB Ha pUJIO BiAIyCKAIOTh.

— Ckaku HaBilo 6epewr — AanyTh OisbLIe.

Jlany y noBHOMY 00Cs3i Ha BCIO CyMy.

- I'ei1, a CKiJIbKM MM BKE BiIBAHTAKUJIN?

- Bcporo 46 wrtyk. Jlume 4oTHpU TrOAMHU Bifl IOYATKy poOOTU
MUHYJIO.
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- Sl mpaBusbHO BapuTu? [anTe (axiBlis, Hallli 3BapIOBaJIbHUKU
XO4YyThb JOIIOMAraTu.

['oToBi 3HATU Bimeo Ta Hagjicsatu OCOOJMBOCTI. XJjomui yci B
Cipiil KIiNTABI Bif, 3BaplOBaJbHOrO AUMY. Pyku B MO30JISIX Ta
CHHISIX, TPEMTSTD Bill yTOMMU. TiJIbKYM OUi CBITATBCS LOOPOTOIO.

Y mBeNMHOMY LieXy TeX KUIMTb pobora. lIuoTbcs mpanopmu.
[ToTpi6HO MINTH i pO3BO3UTH.

AHS He miIBOAWTD rOJIOBY — 3aMHSTA.

3a neHb 3Bapuiv Ha ST MaljaH4yrkax 236 DkakiB. Hexail BoHM
IOIOMOXYTb 3aXUCTUTU MO€ MicTo. Moix aiteir. Moix Opysis.
Mo cim'o. Jlrogy, BM HENMMOBIpHi! [IKyi0 BCiM i KOXXHOMY. 3a
cJsioBa. 3a aii. 3a Bipy. 3a CMinUBICTE. JIgKyo!

Xouy, mo6 yce y nHac Bunmio. Illo 6 Ttam He Oyno pani, 4
IACJAMBUM, 1[0 LbOTO OHS BU Oyau mopsin 3i MHOWO. [lekisbka
COTE€Hb HEMMOBIPHUX JIogeN. X0o4y L€ TaKuX AHIB wacTs. | BOHO
oyne. Y Moili MUPHIil i HEIMOBIPHO TrapHil KpaiHi!

Bipro: 6yzemo xurn!

3Hato: 6yTH 106py!
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A true story, as told by Vasyl Busharov,
Resident of Zaporizhzhia.
Written and adapted by Lilia Yermak.

THE THIRD DAY OF THE WAR

[ woke up early.
The plan was to meet the guys at the workshop and start
welding tank traps—“hedgehogs”
Yesterday we used up all the steel we had.
Today, we planned to cut down some old structures and turn
them into defenses.
At first, there were four of us.
Then more people started showing up.
And then, the calls began:
— We've got steel. Should we bring it?
— Yes! But we've got a van—we'll pick it up ourselves.
— We're sending a truck. Be ready.
More guys came.
We built a checkpoint.
Passcode.
Ukrainian language—our weapon.
More calls. A small HQ.
A notebook.
Here are the vehicles.
Here’s the steel.
Electrodes. Wire. Cutting discs. Grinders. Bottles. Wicks.
Gasoline. Canisters. Where to?
Ready!
Used oil.
— We can come help. What do you need?
— Can you make tea? Sandwiches for the welders and cutters?
— Another truckload of steel. Can we drop it now?
— Let’s unload, guys.
One of the welders’ machines burned out.
— How many more welding machines do you need?
— This many...
— Got it. Bringing them now.
— We've got a site and more welders ready. They just need steel.
— Here's the steel.
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— We've got rails. Made 11 hedgehogs. Come pick them up.

— We've got a van. Where to? Load them onto the truck.

— Vasyl, bottles just arrived.

— Okay, let’s keep going.

— Wait—look out the window a sec.

I looked. A truck full of new glass bottles, still in plastic
wrapping.

— Unload it. Urgently!

— Here’s some food—still hot, please eat!

— Hot pasta? In a jar? Sasha, stop two guys from the shop at a
time, bring them up here, reheat, feed them. Mandatory.

Siren. Work stops. I step out onto the platform above the shop
and yell. Everyone stops. Instructions: the nearest shelter is 70
meters across the road.

“Everyone got it?”

“Yes!”

The siren keeps wailing.

The guys keep working.

— We brought Red Bull. Where should we put it?

Oleh arrived. We hugged.

— How can I help?

— Oleh, you're now head of the Cocktail Division.

— Where is it?

— You're about to create it. Here—two guys. There—the bottles.
Over there—rags. Oil. Gasoline. Got it?

An hour and a half later:

— We picked one recipe. We've got funnels, but they don't fit the
bottle necks. Got a heat gun to shrink them?

— Yup. On the way.

— We're getting one bottle done in 2 minutes and 15 seconds.
Too slow. Need more hands and a second line. Do you have
another table?

— There. The guys will help move it.

An hour later he’s back:

— We're down to 45 seconds per bottle. Sorry—we can't go any
faster.

We hug again. Get back to work.

More trucks. More steel.

— Here’s my welding machine. Take it.
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— Itll probably burn out soon. They all will. Theyre running
nonstop.

— It's okay. Don’t worry about returning it.

— We've got new overalls and boots for the welders. Also, fresh
medical gowns. Need them?

— Here’s some cash—Nataliya sent it.

— Thanks. Here’s the canisters. Go fill them up.

— The station’s only giving 20 liters per person.

— Tell them what it’s for. They'll give more.

They did. Full tanks. No questions.

— Hey, how many have we shipped so far?

— Forty-six units. In just four hours.

— Can someone teach our welders how to do it right?

Ready to film and send instructions.

The guys are covered in gray soot from the welding smoke.
Hands blistered and bruised. Exhausted.

But their eyes—they shine with kindness.

Meanwhile, the sewing shop is buzzing.

They're making flags.

They’ll be sewn. Delivered.

Anna doesn't look up—she’s focused.

By the end of the day, across five locations, we welded 236 anti-
tank hedgehogs.

Let them protect my city. My children. My friends. My family.
People—you are incredible.

Thank you. For your words. Your work. Your faith. Your courage.
I hope we succeed. No matter what comes next—I'm happy that
this was the day we shared. Hundreds of remarkable people.

I want more days like this. And they will come.

In my peaceful and beautiful country.

I believe: we will live.

[ know: good will prevail.
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Cnozadu Ipunu OzHvosot,
noemecu i 3008010HMepKU micma Xapkie

ABAILIATH YOTHUPHU HA CIM

HanicrpamHimumy Oynu nepui AHiI BTOPTHEHHS, $IKi 3rofiom
HEINIOMITHO TIEPETBOPUJIMCS Yy [OBIl MicCSlll CTpaXAaHb Ta
OUiKyBaHHSI — OCb-OCb L€{ >KaX CKiHYMTbCSA. HaBKoIMIIHS
PEaNIbHICTh 3[aBajlacsd CTPAlIHMM CHOM 1 IIPOCTO XOTinocs
npokuHytucs. Hi sonu, Hi TBapuHM He pO3yMinn sIK cebe
NIOBOJUTH, Yacy Ha YyCBiomJyieHHs Ham He panu. O6cCTpin
[IOYaBCs Bipady i MacoBo, 06araTornoBepXOBi OyAMHKHU
CKJIQJIaJINCSl Hadye KapTKOBi OyOWHOYKM, a JIIOAM TiKalIu CBIT 3a
Oui.

Jlaneko He BCiM clazaso Ha [OYMKY, IO AOPOTUM E€JIiTHUM
TBAPMHAM TaK CaMO CTPAIIHO i TaK CaMoO XOYeTbCS KUTU. IX
IIPOCTO KUAAjy Ipu Aopo3si... HaByeHi He nmigdouparty iXy 3 3eMJ,
He OpaTy HIiYOro 3 pyK YYKMHLIB i iCTW TiJIbKM €JIITHUI KOPM,
BOHM Y€KaJid CBOIX MaM 1 TaTyCiB 3 HaAi€lo, W0 Ti NPUNALYTh Ta
IIOTOYIOTh iX.

BoHu uekanu... Benuki Ta MasjeHbKi, HOMalIHi yJOOJIEHLI He
BMIJIM XOBaTUCS Ta 31000yBaTU CO6i Ky CaMOCTiHO. BoHM 4yeCcHO
Ta BiJJaHO 4Y€KaJy, BOVBIISIIOYUCH B 1aJI€UiHb, HE PO3yMil04H, 1€
iX rapHi BOSrauyku Ta YJ00JIeHI MOAYIIEYKH, KyOud MOAinucs
rOCII0Japi. A CHIr, pakeTu i IHi BCe JIETIIN 1 JIETIN. ..

XTOCh 3arvHyB Bifpasy, Ti 3BipATa, MO BWKWIM, [10YaJIU
36upaTtucs B 3rpai, aje 1e TeX He pITyBajsio. 3rpas Tak caMo
rojomyBajna, a B Cipil 30HI B3MMKy Hagnig Oyia TibKUM Ha
BOJIOHTEPIB, Ki TPOOUBANNCS KPi3b OJOKIIOCTH i iz 06CTpiiamMu
Hamarasucs IKOCh MiATPUMATU ITIOKMHYTUX TBAPUH, €BAKYIOBATH,
3abpatu y NpUTYJIOK. BosoHTepu ruHyny Tak camo — 0oJisiye 1
HecrioniBaHo. [IoTiM cTpalHi, JKaxavBi Yacu PO3TATHYJINUCS 1 OHI
[IEPETBOPUJINCS B TWXKHI, MicAlli — B POKH, i BCE€ pa3omM — B L€
HECKiHYE€HHEe CbOTOJEHHS, Je NPUIbOTU 24/7, Ha sKi, IO peui,
BXK€ Malke He pearyell, XUBY4YM Haye yBi CHi.

[lpote, nmemo 3miHunocs. TBapuH crano Oinpuie. KinbKicTb
IIPUTYJIKIB B XapKOBI 3pOCJia B JIEKijJIbKa pasiB.

MicTo HaBYMIIOCS 4yTH i 6QYUTU TUX, XTO HE MOXE IOINPOCUTHU
IIPO OTIOMOTY, aJle TaK ii IoTpeobye.
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Binsg Ko>xHOro MarasvHa, KiocKy, OyAiBji MOIITA — BCIOIY, 1€ €
JIIOM, TEIMEP CTOSITh MUCOYKM 3 BOZIOI0 Ta KOpMOM. He Tinmbku
C00aKM Ta KOTUKU 3HAXOHSTh CTEXKY IO PSITIBHUX MUCOYOK. lle
MOXYTb OYTHU JINCUYKU, KAOAHYMKU, HABiTh, OJIEHi Ta MAaBIIOYKU —
KOTO TiJIbKM MM He 6auyniy 3a 1er 4yac! XTO3Ha, 3BiIKM BOHU
B3SJINCS TOCEPE] MiCTa — Taki IepessiKaHi, 4acOM ITOPAaHEHI,
BOHU LIYKAIOTb IPUXUCTOK Y JIIOLEN.

Koy Tv 6aymin ixHi 04i, OBHI Xkaxy, aje pa3oM 3 TUM — Bipu Ta
HaJii, po3yMienl, 4oOMy MM 1€ TYT. XTOCh KaKe, 110 MU OypHi 1
cami BUHHI, 10O CUAMMO IIiJi OOCTpizamMmu, 3aMmicTb TOro, 1100
BUixXaTu B Oe3rmevyHe Miclie ¥ XUTU Jaji. XTOCh BBaKa€, 1O MU
060iMOCS 3MiH, a TaM JileCh HaMa3aHe MeJIOM JKUTTS i HaC YeKaloTh,
Tpeba TiJIbKY MiJHATU JIHUBY AyIy. XTOCh MOBUKU MIOCMIIOETHCS
3 Hac, 60 3aMicTb TOro, moOO KymUTU COOI KBUTOK [0
3a0e31e4eHoro >KUTTSI B MUPHUX KpaiHax, MU BifJaemMo Bce, 110
BIAETHCS po3000yTH, 3apOOUTH, OTPUMATHU 3 TIOKEPTB, HA HIKOMY
He MOTPiOHUX, TOKUHYTUX, XBOPUX Ta IOPAaHEHUX TBAPUH.
BnacHe, cami Mu cuzmmmo 6e3 cBiTJa i iMo, 110 3aJIUIINTLCS, 00 B
nepuy 4yepry cepue 60suTh 3a 6paTiB HAlIMX MEHIIMX — Tpeba
HarogyBaTy iX. | Tak KOK€H [IeHb, BCE 1€ CIIOJiBal04YyCh, 110 OCh
e TPilIKY i BCi BIHM CKiHYaThCH, i JII0QM CTaHYTh AOOpIMUMHY, i
BipMMO 1I€ B IIOCh HEMMOBIPHE i yTOIiYHE, iHO/I HE 3HAIOYU YU
IIPOKUHEMOCH 3aBTPa, 60 NPUIbOTU 24 /7...
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Memories of Iryna Ohniova,
Poet and Animal Rescuer from Kharkiv.
Written and adapted by Lilia Yermak.

TWENTY-FOUR SEVEN

Translated and adapted from Ukrainian

The worst days were the first ones. Those early hours of the
invasion, which soon bled into endless months of suffering and
waiting—waiting for it to end, any moment now. Reality felt like
a nightmare we couldn’t wake from. People didn't know what to
do. Animals didn't know what to do. There was no time to
process anything. The shelling started immediately—and it didn't
stop. Apartment blocks collapsed like houses of cards. People
ran wherever their legs would carry them. Few people thought
about the expensive, well-bred animals. But they were terrified
too. They wanted to live just as much as we did. And yet—they
were left behind.

Abandoned on roadsides, trained never to take food from the
ground or strangers, used only to gourmet kibble— they waited.
They waited for their moms and dads to come back. To feed
them. To take them home.

They waited... Big ones, little ones—pets who didn't know how to
hide or hunt. They looked out at the distance, hoping to see
familiar shoes, a familiar voice. They didn't understand where
their favorite sweaters went, or their comfy pillows. Snow kept
falling. Rockets kept coming.

Days passed. And they kept waiting. Some died instantly. Others
formed packs. But hunger didn't spare the pack either. In the
grey zone, in winter, their only hope was us— volunteers. We
broke through checkpoints. We went under fire to reach them.
To feed them. To carry them to shelters. To save them. Some of
us died doing that. Just as painfully, just as suddenly. Then the
horror stretched further— days became weeks, weeks became
months, months became years. And all of it became a never-
ending now.

The shelling is still 24 /7.

We barely react anymore. It’s like living in a trance.

But something has changed.
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There are more animals now. More shelters. Kharkiv has learned
to see and hear those who cannot ask for help— but desperately
need it. Outside every store, kiosk, post office— wherever
people gather— there are bowls. Food and water. Not just for
cats and dogs. We've seen foxes. Boars. Even deer and monkeys.
No one knows where they come from—frightened, wounded—
but they find their way to us. To people.

And when you look into their eyes— so full of fear, and yet... still
full of hope—you remember why you're still here. Some call us
fools. Say it’s our fault for staying under shelling when we could
leave, go somewhere safe, start over. Some say were too afraid
of change— that there’s a sweet life waiting for us, if only we'd
get off our lazy butts.

Some just smirk quietly, because instead of buying a bus ticket
to safety, we spend everything— everything we have, earn, or
receive— on the sick, the wounded, the unwanted. The animals
no one else wants.

We go without power. We eat what's left. Because we feed them
first. Because our hearts break for them. And we do this every
day. Still hoping.

That maybe—just maybe—the wars will end.

That people will become kinder.

That something good and almost impossible might still happen.
Even if we don’t know whether we'll wake up tomorrow.

Because the shelling continues.

Twenty-four seven.
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Mamepian 3i6paro ma aimepamypHo
onpaubosaro Jliniero Epmax Ha 0CHO8L
nyoaikayill y coyiaivHux mepexrcax.

TSKKI CITOTAIHN

He 3Hal0, CKiZIbKM 4Yacy Mae NPOUTH, OO CTepaucs i3 mam’siri
JKaxiTTs, gKi MepeXuyd yKPaiHCbKi pOAMHM B OKynauii. Kosu
yuTaeu abo Cyxael CIorajy JoAel Npo Te, SK BOHU BIDKUIIU,
SIK BPSITYBAJIACSL, KOTO BTPATUJIN, CTUCKAETbCS CEPLIE.
- Byua, 'ocromens, Bopaesns... [lam’ataere Ti poTo, 110 0bseTinu
BECH CBIT? Y4BiTb, MU ileMO 3 O3€ep i NPODKIKAEMO 10 Till camin
Bysuuli. Ha BiacHi o4i 6a4Mmo: Tpynu, pO3CTPU/ISHI MallUHM...
Hami nity myadyTe, a Hac, OOPOCIUX, TaK TPYCUThb, IO HeE
MOJKEMO J10 KyIlu 3i6paTucs, BCi y CTaHi MIOKY.
- Mu eBakyloBanucs 9 6epesHs. B KoJIOHI, yeTBepTe nepes HaMu
aBTO, OyJIO pO3CTpisisiHE, pa3oM 3 AiTbMU. CBIiTI0-0JIaKUTHI
OYEHSITA, MMUPOKO PO3IVIIOLIEH] Bif MOAVMBY — HaBIKA MEPTBI.
Toi1, xTO HE 6ayMB LILOTO HA BJIACHI 0Yi, HIKOJIM HE 3PO3yMie.
- lle 6ysno cnpaBxHe Nekn0, Mu BUDKIKaau 10 GepesHs mif,
IyJaMy aBTOMaTiB. He XO4eTbCsl HaBiTh 3raflyBaTv, a TUM I1aye
pO3IoBigaTy — Aax ige...
- Hama mammnna 6ys1a ocTaHHA B KOJIOHI. Ko
POCIMCBKI TaHKU IOBAJIMJIA JIEpeBa Ha Tpaci, HAaC Bigpizano Bif
inmux. Tpe6a 6yJi0 BiITATHYTH iyl Ta CTOBOYpH, 106 NpoiXaTu
nasi. YoJIoBiK BUCKOYMB i3 aBTO, a s Majia CiCTU 3a Kepmo. Big
cTpecy 3abyJia BCi CBOI HABUYKU BOMINMCHKI — i€ rajbma, Je ras,
retb Bce 3abyna. Kpuuy itomy: “Cigail B MallvHy, 1 HE MOXY', a
cama BUOiryia Ha IOPOrY i BimKuaana Ti CTOBOYpH, 1106 YOJIOBIK 3
OITbMU MOIJIM IIpOIXaTu — Je U Ta cuia B3siaced... [loTiMm Ha
X0y, IMiJi CBUCT KyJb 1 aBTOMaTHi 4Yepry, 3acKakyBajia B
aBTOMOOiJIb.
- Mu noBuHHI Oynu BubKEXath 8 OepesHs, aje eBaKyallis
IeKisnbKa pasiB BigMiHszacsd. Bci HepByBasu. Toil neHb 1ocCi
nepes 04YMma CTOITb.
Y Hac B MalIuHi MaJIeHbKi TiTKY, 5 i 3 pOKU, YeKaeEMO Ha JO3Bi
[I04YaTU PyX y KOJIOHi, ATy TOAMHY CTOIMO B MalIMHAax Mif,
Mepi€lo, 3B'I3Ky HEMAe, CBiTJIa HEMA€, TEMHIE BXe...
Po3ymiemo Bci: 4yekaTu Ginplne HE MOXKHA — LI€ TPOXM i HAC TYT
yCiX IIPOCTO PO3CTPIJISIOTh.
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Pantom y ofiHOro BOZisl 31al0Th HEPBU, BiH BUOIrae i3 HaTOBIY,
3aCKaKye B MallVHY, BAapse IO ra3aM i K HaBDKEHUI MPOJIiTae
1oB3 Hac. IHumi BoAii 3pearyBany BiAIIOBIIHO Ta 38 HUM — TaK i
YTBOpUJIACS KOJIOHA, CTUXiHO. My Buixanu 3 Bydi Ha CBiil cTpax
i pusuk, 06€3 BCIKOrO [O3BOJI. T,rl,yqn IOpOrow, 6avynamn
PO3CTPuJISIHI aBTO, JiesIKi OOropiJii BIUIEHT.

B opguiil MamiyiHi BOMTA >KiHKa BUIIAjIa 3 BOMNIMCHKOIO CUMIIHHA i
Jiekasia Ha [opo3i. A BCi mpoiKIKany MUMO... Ha Bce XKUTTS 14
KapTHHa [Iepej OYrnMa.

- Ti, XTO 3aMUIINBCS, XTO HE BCTUT BUIiXaTH, 3a JieKijibKa TV>KHIB
OKyTalii TPOCTO MOCUBIJIY, HABITh SIKIO BWKWIU. B HUX He OyJI0
3B'SI3Ky, TemJja, CBiTa. Mu HiKOMy 3 HUX HE MOIJHU
IOI3BOHUTHUCA. SIKIIO BAABAJIOCS OTPUMATHM Xo4ya O CMC, MIO
KUBI, 1€ 6yJ10 32 IACTSI.

- IouaTok BifiHM s IpocHaB. BpaHiii no6a4yuB KyIly IOBiJOMJIEHb
IIPO BilHY, ajie PO3yM BiJMOBJISABCS Y 1€ BipuTu. HacTisibku Bce
3/1aBaJIOCSl HEPEAJIBHUM, IO 1 3i0paBcs i MIIOB y TPEHAKEPHUIN
3aJ1. 3BiCHO, BiH OyB 3aYMHEHUH, a JIIOJUA IUBUJIMCS HA MEHE SK
Ha ipiora. Kosu nosepraBcs JOOOMy, [100QYMB, SIK HaJll MiCTOM
BUOyXHyJIa pakeTa. [IpuimoB 10 TIMM i NOGIr Ha BOK3aJL
Bpoanocsa B3aTuU KBUTOK OO JIbBOBa. Y BaroHax JIIOOW CUIIiIN
IIPOCTO B TaMOYpi, y NIPOX0/aX, a B KOKHOMY Kyme — Mo 8 0cib.
Ha koXxHil 3ynuHLi O6€3KiHeYHi HATOBNM OiKEHLIB, [esKi
IJ1a49y4y ITPOCUJIN B3SITH X04a 6 iXHIX OiTen...

- Ha noyaTky BTOpPrHEHHsS MOI JiTM 3 OHYKamMy BUIXaJu [0
HimeyynHy, a 4 He 3MorJa... SIK 3aJUIIATY CBiV PiIHUMN OiM, B
AKOMY TIpOXWJIA BCe XUTTA? Jlo BiiHM A Masila Y4HIB, SIKMX
HaByasia rpi Ha ¢opreniaHo. Kony novanucs o6cTpinu [3iomy,
[IEpUIMM 3rOpijIo IiaHiHO, 4Yepe3 HOesIKUM dYac Ti BUPOLKU
3pyMHYyBaJI MOIO XarTy.

51 nepexoByBasnach y 60M60cxoBuILi, &K oku 3CY He 3BiIIbHUIN
Hac. [licis Toro 3BepHysiacst 3a AOIOMOTOI IO BOJIOHTEPIB i
BOHM JJOIIOMOTJIX MEHi €BaKyIOBaTUCSL.

- SIK Mu BrKuiu y nanatodiin bydi, goci He posymito. Ilepmi gHi
BilHM HaM 3[1aBaJjioCs, L0 BCE MUHETLCS. Ta KoM Ha CyCigHIO
BYJIMIIIO 3aiXajla TEXHIKa 3 KaAUpPIBLUAIMM Ta IOYaBCS 3aIllEKIIUN
6ii1, MU 3 IiTbMU CXOBAJIACS Yy MiJIBaJIi, TPEMTSIYM Bif| IOKY. B TOM
IleHb HAll AiM YLiIiB, TiJIbKY B [BIp 3aJIETiB MIMATOK JIIOLCHKOIO
Tija.
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HactynHoro gHs HOBa KOJIOHA PAIIXCTIB 3aiiia y by4yy, BOHU
IIOCTaBUJI CBOIO TEXHIKY IIPOCTO Yy ABOpPax abo y ropojax, a cami
XOIWJIU MO xaTax i Bigbupanu y mogein tenedoHH, HOYTOYKH,
nJjaHmeTd. 3ab0pOHSIOCS BKIIOYATH JIXTApUKH, 3alajlloBaTH
CBiUKM, BOAM i CBiTJIa y MiCTi BKe He 6yji0. PO3MOBJISITU FOJIOCHO
TeX 3a00poHsIocs. OKyNaHTU JlaMaJu NMapkKaHU i BUOMBaIM B
HallMX XaTax BiKHA, a YOJIOBIKiB 3abupany Ha “po3moBy”. Moi
6aTbKO Ta YOJIOBIK [MOBEPHYJIMCS IiCJIS AOMUTY CaMi HE CBOi, Ta
X0y4a 0 >KUBI...

JlesIKux Jofel po3CTPLIsIM MIPOCTO HA BYJMI, iX Tija yiexxanu
BXK€ JeKiJbKa NHIB Mif 6epe3HeBMM HEOOM i HiXTO iX He XOBaB.
Kosn mu Bubupanucs 3 Micta y CTOpOHy IpreHi, To Ha y36i4ui
6a4nIv TPYNHM, WO BXE PO3KIazanucs. Wmm mimku, 3 6iimm
IPOCTUPAAJIOM 3aMmicTh mpamnopa. IBa BOpPOXi OJIOKIIOCTH Yy
“3es1eHOMY KOpUOpi” HAcC NMPOIYCTUIIH, a TPETIN — Hi, JOBeI0CH
3HOBY CUZITV Yy MifBaji, IIOKA HE Oanyu AO3Bin UTU paini. Mict
nepen, I[pneneM OyB 3aMiHOBaHMM i MU 6a4yuiy, K OJHE aBTO 3
ODKEHIIMU TifipBasiocs Ha MiHi.

Bysno pgyxe crpamHo, ane Tpeba Oyso WTU Hasi, LJOPOru Hasaf,
BXe He Oyso. Ham 3a00OpoHM/IM HaBiThb 03UPATUCS — XTO
MIOJAMBUTLCS HA3all, TOrO PO3CTPLIOBANY B CIIMHY. MU NI T10
MiHaX, MO TPymax, MOTIM MO 60JI0TaX, &K MOKW HE AiNIINA [0
Mmicug, e Hac 3ycTpiny Hami MYC-HuKuM.

3apa3 mu y 6esneni, aje ncuxika migippaHa rets. Hikosn He
3a0yny OpOry, IIOBHY TPYIIiB, i IK MU 3aBMUPAEMO 3 MiIHATUMU
pyKaMy, 4Y€Kal4yu Ha pilleHHS WOAO0 HAaC — JXUTU HAM YU
[IOMEPTU IIPOCTO TaM, Ha MiCLIj...

Tsoxki coragu... He MoKy ynTtatu iX y coumepeskax 6e3 ciis. Lis
BilHA MpPUHECJA CTUIBKU CTPaXXIaHb YKPAIHCHLKOMY Hapo#y,
CTiZIbKM 0O0JII0, IO 3aramM’dTa€ThCsl HAJOBro, Ha MeKiJbKa
IIOKOJIIiHb.
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Collected and adapted by Lilia Yermak
based on social media publications.

HEAVY MEMORIES

I don't know how much time must pass before the horrors that
Ukrainian families endured under occupation begin to fade.
When you read or hear their stories—how they survived, whom
they lost—your heart just breaks.

“Bucha. Hostomel. Vorzel... Do you remember those images that
went around the world? We were driving through that very
same street from the town of Ozeri. We saw it all with our own
eyes: the bodies, the burned-out cars. Our children were crying,
and we adults—shaking so hard we couldn’t function. We were
in shock”

“We evacuated on March 9th. Just a few cars ahead of ours, a
vehicle was gunned down—with children inside. I'll never forget
their light-blue eyes, wide open in shock—frozen in death. If you
haven't seen this with your own eyes, you cant truly
understand.”

“It was hell. We escaped on March 10th with rifles pointed at us.
I don’t even want to remember it. It drives you mad.”

“Our car was last in the convoy. When Russian tanks felled trees
to block the road, we were cut off. My husband jumped out to
clear the way. I was supposed to take the wheel, but in that
moment of panic, I forgot everything—where the brake was,
where the gas pedal was. I screamed, ‘I can't do it Then,
somehow, I found the strength to throw those tree trunks aside,
just so my husband and our kids could drive through.

“We were supposed to leave on March 8th, but the evacuation
was canceled several times. That day is burned into my memory.
We had our little ones in the car, ages five and three. We waited
for five hours outside the town hall, with no electricity, no cell
service. It was getting dark. We knew we couldn't wait any
longer—they'd kill us all if we stayed.”

“Suddenly, one driver snapped, jumped into his car and sped
away. Others instinctively followed. That's how our convoy
formed—chaotically, on our own. We left Bucha on a prayer,
without permission, without guarantees.”

188



“Driving through town, we passed destroyed vehicles, some still
burning. In one, a woman lay on the pavement, ejected from the
driver’s seat—dead. And everyone just drove past. That image
will haunt me forever”

“Those who stayed behind... some turned gray in just a few
weeks. No communication, no heat, no electricity. A single text
message saying ‘I'm alive’ felt like a miracle”

“I slept through the first morning of the war. When I woke up, 1
saw dozens of messages. But it all felt unreal. I got dressed and
went to the gym. Of course, it was closed, and people stared at
me like I was insane. Then I saw a missile explode in the sky
above the city. I finally understood. I ran to the train station and
got the last ticket to Lviv. The train cars were packed—people
sitting in the aisles and on the floor. At every stop, crowds
begged for someone to take their children, to save at least kids.
“My children and grandchildren fled to Germany at the start of
the invasion. I couldn’t go. How could I leave my home of so
many decades? I used to teach piano. When the shelling began
in Izyum, my piano was the first to burn. Eventually, my house
was destroyed too. I lived in a shelter until Ukrainian forces
liberated us. Later, volunteers helped evacuate me.

“I still don’t understand how we survived burning Bucha. At first,
we thought it would pass. Then one day, Russian Chechen
troops entered our street. Gunfire erupted. We ran to the
basement, trembling. The next day, another Russian column
rolled in. They parked tanks in our yards and went door-to-
door, confiscating phones, laptops, flashlights. Candles were
forbidden. No power. No water. No light. You couldn’t speak
loudly. They smashed windows and fences. Men were taken ‘for
questioning.’ My father and husband came back broken—but at
least they came back”

“Some people were shot in the street. Their bodies lay for days,
untouched. We fled toward Irpin on foot, waving a white
bedsheet like a flag. Two Russian checkpoints let us pass. The
third didn't. We had to hide in another basement until
permission was granted. The bridge ahead was mined. We
watched as a car full of evacuees exploded.

We had to keep moving—there was no going back. They told us
not to look behind us. Anyone who did was shot in the back”
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“We walked over mines, over corpses, through swamps... until
Ukrainian rescue teams finally reached us.

“Now we're safe. But our minds are not. I'll never forget that road
lined with bodies. I'll never forget standing with my hands in the
air, waiting for soldiers to decide whether we lived... or died on
the spot”

These are heavy memories. I can't read them on social media
without breaking down in tears. This war has brought so much
pain to the Ukrainian people—pain that will echo for
generations.
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Mamepian 3i6paro ma aimepamypHo
onpaubosaHro Jliniero €pmak Ha 0CHO8L
nyoAiKAYill y coyiaibHUX Mepedxcax.

SKIIIO MA€II CEPIIE

JIto60B 10 TBapuH — lie HENMOBipHe No4yTTs. Tu napyeu cBOIO
TYypOOTY i JIaCKy, @ HATOMICTb OTPMMY€II TEIUIOTY i BiIJAHICTb.
YotupuHoOri gpysi JOIIOMararmTh JIIOLUHI Y IbOMY CYBOPOMY CBITI
3HAWTU CIIOKiM, OTPMMATHU €MOLlii, SKUX He BucCTadae. EmoniniHa
IIPYB’SI3aHICTh Oi/IbII BJIACTUBA MEIIKAHLSIM MiCT — BOHU 4acTille
3aBOJATH JOMAlIHIX TBapuH, 100 Ti NMPUHOCUJIM TOCIOIAPSIM
NIO3UTUB i O€3KOpUCHY J000B. JKuTesi Cinm BiZHOCATBCA [0
TBapuUH Oiblll MparMaTUYHO — KypKa Ma€ HECTH SMLs, Killka
JIOBUTU MMUILEH, a cobaka oxopoHstu ABip. [Ipore, 1e He
O3Hayae, 10 TOCIOJAp CiJIbChKOTO MOJBIP’S HE JIIOOUTh CBOIX
IOMOYaJLiB, HAaBIAaKW — 3a3BMUYail BiH [00pe IKJIYeETHCS IIPO
HUX.

B ymoBax 6igu, gKy npuHecia BillHa B YKpaiHy, 6araTo TBapuH
3aIMIIMIIoCcs 6e3 HajleXXHOTo HarJsiay. [3-3a nocTiHux o6CTpiniB
6e3yiy  [OMAIIHIX y/IOOJIEHLIB IPOCTO 3aruHysno. [leski
Bigbuiucs Bin rocrojapis, 3aryousucs W o 3pMyaBiin. Y
boponsHLi, Hanpukiaz, BpATYBaAd KOTHUKA 3i 3PYHMHOBAHOI
6araTonoBepxiBkU. [lo omepatii DOBEJOCS 3aly4aTH TEXHIKY 3
CyCiAHPOrO MicTeuyka — 3a JOIOMOIOI0 aBTOAPAOWHU TBAPUHY
mictany 3 CcbOMOro mnosepxy. CKiJibKM BOHA IIpOBEJIa TaM 4acy,
IOCTEMEHHO HE BiJOMO, MOXXJIUBO, HaBiTh ABa Micsni. Hapasi
NEePCUMICHKUIA KiT y 6e3mell.

A cinbcbka TBapuHKa — Kobmska Mapycs — 31guvaBiszia Ta
notpanuia Ha no3uuii 3CY B3umky. Koam 6iini manu Uty pai,
BOHM HE CXOTiIM 3aJIMIIATA KOHAYKY Ha 3aMiHOBAHUX IIOJISX,
TOMy Iepenanu ii BosioHTepaMm. IlisHime winnii TabyH KOHEM 3-
nig ABZiiBKY TeX OyB BPSTOBAaHUM 3aBMSIKU BilICbKOBUM.

CyMcCbKe TOBApUCTBO 3aXMCTy TBAPUH PO3IIOBIIaE:

- Mu He Manu BXe Micls y IPUTYJIKY, ajle He 3MOTJIY BiIMOBUTH,
KOJIM M006auuay TBApWH, NPUBE3EHUX i3 ABJIiBKA: KOHTYXKEHI,
IIOPAHEHI, BUCHAKEHI, HAJISIKaHI, i3 3allJIaKaHMMU O4YMMa.
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OpHa 3 cobak ixaja B eBaKyalilHOMYy aBTOOyCi pas3oM 3
BJIACHULIEIO, ajle POCilCbKa pakeTa obipBajsa XUTTS >KiHKU i
IIECUK OCHPOTIB. [HIIMX CO0aK MOKMHYJM TOCIOAApi, KOJIU Yy
IO TiKaJaM 3 OKYINOBAaHUX TEPUTOPIN. SK BiIMOBUTM B TaKii
curyanii? TBapuHu 3aruHyTh 6€3 Hauoi JonomMoru. Jlo TempsiBu
BaKLMHYBAJIM T PO3Millany no 6yJKax i BoJbepax MNPUBE3EHUX
Manux “ObKeHLIB”. A B Iyl BCe KUIIIJIO Bif 3/10CTi — KJIsITa BiliHa
3pyVHYBaja TUCAYI KUTTIB.

ParyBanbHukn  ToBapuctBa  “TlopsSTyHOK TBapuH  Xapkis”
MIOCTIIIHO €BaKYIOIOTh TBApPUH 3 NPUMPOHTOBUX MicCT JlOHELbKO]
ob6sacti. Y mepion, KoM OOCTpinM moyacTimanu, Bce Oijiblie
MEIIKAHLiB IOKUJAJ0 NOMIBKM, a JOMAallHiX yJI00JIEHLiB He
3aBXXIM MOIJIM B35ITU 3 c00010. TOBapnCTBO 3a6Mpaso TBAPUHOK
no cebe. He mnosipure, ane y KOCTIHTUHIBLI BJIaCHUK
300MarasvHy He XOTIiB BUDKIKATH, TIIOKM BOJIOHTEPU HE
€BaKyIOBan MOoro 88 pubok.

He xpama cutyauis i B 3anopispkiil 06sacTi. ByguHku monen y
Mmicti OpixiB — Hapasi MPOCTO yJaMKU Iif, HOraMu, a LOMAallHi
TBapMHU 0€3 Harisgy. 300BOJIOHTEPU BUBE3JIA OOHOTO IHS
3BigTM 16 cobGak. | 1€ He OCTaHHA €BaKyalisl TBapuH Yy
npudpoHTOoBUX 30Hax. €HoT Kocta OyB  BpSTOBAaHUU
BiliICBKOBMMH, §IKi rlepenanu noro y JIbBiB. 3 co6010 Ha NepenoBy
B3STH 3BipKa Oiiili nobosinucs, TOMY €HOTUKY IIPHUIIIIOCS
npoixarty ycio YKpaiHy, o6 NoTpanuTu y 6e3neyHe Micue.

Ilig yac ofHOroO 3 BiIpSIKeHb 10 NpUPpPOHTOBOro micra OpixiB
[IPAaBOOXOPOHIII 13 3amnopikKa Ai3HANUCA IPO POIOUHY, SKa
IOTJISIIA€ BEJIMYE3HY KiJIbKICTh KOTIB i COOAK.

[x samummnu rocnopapi, Komu pATyBaluch Bif o6CTpiNiB i
BUDKIKaNMM A0 OesrneyHimux perioHis. Tenep poner 18 cobax i
50 KOTIiB OIIKyeTbCSI MiCL€BE MOIAPYXCKSI — MiATOAOBYIOTH Ta
CJIiAKYIOTb 32 3[JOPOB’SIM TBapMH, ajie Ha Li€ i/le YMMao KOUITIB.
CBOIO [IOTIOMOTIY  3alpOIOHYBaJA  IOJILENCHKI-KIHOJIOTU —
3aKyNMWJINA CyXi KOPMH, KiCTKH, M'CO, aHTU-TIAPA3UTAPHI 3aco0U
Ta 30iICHUIIN «aJPECHY JOCTABKY».

3anopisbka BosioHTepKa Hacta Map4eHKo po3nosifae:

— SIkocs BiiTKy 2022 pOKy 1 pa3oM 3 JOYKOIO Toixasa 3abupaTu y
BOJIOHTEPIB 3aMOBJIEHI TOHOMETPU Ta TYPHIKETU. Mu 3ycTpinucs
SJKpa3 B TOW MOMEHT, KOJIM BOHU IIPUBE3JU JIIOLEH, SKUX
eBakyoBasu 3 OpixoBa. Pantom 6adyy — B KOpoOLi Ha CUZiHHI

TPEMTSTD J1Ba VKa.
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[lurato: “3Bigku mnacaxupu?’, BignosimaioTe: “He 3Morim
3QJIMIIMTY iX y TOMY NE€KJIi HAalIPU3BOJIsILE, 3apa3 OyJeMo MyKaTh
SKANUCh NPUTYIOK 111 HuX. Ciyxai Ty CTpallHy pPO3MOBiAb, a
cama KpaeM OKa CIIOCTepirailo, Kk MOSl JUTUHA OOHIMAaeThCS 3
Tielo Mazneyvero. Jlajyi 9K y TyMaHi — 4 BXe iy 10 BETEpUHAPHOI
KJIiHIKM, PpOOJIO iM IMIENJeHHs, KyNyl OIIMKHUKK... o
CbOTOJHIIIHBOTrO AHS Ui “AiTi” )KUBYTh 3 HaMM i JapyloTb Ham
CBOIO JTI000B.

OpHoro pasy po lleHTpy NOPATYHKY IOUKAX TBAapuH, IO
3HAXOOUTHCS Henaneko Bin Kuesa, nmorpanus xBopuil Dkak. o
CTaJIoCsl 3 HUM, TOYHO HEBiJOMO, ajie B i’Kaka OyJi0 XBOPE OKO.
JllogyHa, gKa CIo4aTKy MOoro JiKyBasa, [IOTpanusia 3 iHCyJIbTOM Y
JIIKapHIO, TOMY CyCiny nepenany i>xxaka 1o LieHTpy.

[HIma ceppeyHa icTopis — Npo JIMCULIO, 1O 3a0JyKasa B ONHIN 3
KAIiBCbKUX 0araTonoBepxiBoK. Po6iTHuUKMU LleHTpy BifjoBUIN
PYyZy, BATPUMAJIU y KApAHTHHI, 3p00MJIN il BaKLIMHALL10. 3Tr0I0M
nicuyka Oysa nepengaHa y JJHInpo njs nopasnpiioi peadimitanii
Ta BUIIYCKY Yy [IPUPOJHE CEPELOBUIIE.

He Tinbku TBapuHHM, ajie ¥ OMKiI NTaxy MOTEPIHAIOThH Bil, BiMHU.
Konu 1o LleHTpy MOPSATYHKY MOTPANUB SICTPYO-TETEPB'SITHUK, Y
nTaxa Oysa BakKa KOHTY3isl. B kiliHiKy BiH OyB JoCTaBieHUN 6€3
CBIIOMOCTI. 3aBIsIKM 3yCUJUISIM JIIKapiB ITAaxOBi CTajl0 3HA4YHO
Kpalle, BiH IiHABCS HA HOTU 1 HABiTb HaMarasCi 3JIE€TITH, Xx04a
KypC JIIKyBaHHS [0 KiHIIS 1€ HE [IPOMIIOB.

BenMinb, SIKOTO — 3HECUJIEHOTO Bif, rOJIOAY i KOHTYXE€HOro —
BpATYBaJld YKPAIHCBbKI BIMCBHKOBI MiCys [EOKymauii MicTedka
SIMmisib, TEmep nepecesieHellb — BiH KMUBE y peabiniTaliiHOMy
ueHtpi B besprii. Knumonoruin nobuth nocuaiTu y OGaceriHi,
CIIOKIMHO IPOTYJISITACS Y BOJIbEPI, IPUBITATUCA 3 BiABigyBayaMu.
VMomy momactusio. BaraThox iHIIMX MEIKaHILIB SIMIiJIbCBKOTO
MiHi-300MapKy cmiTkana iHma possg — 6susbko 200 TBapuH
3arvHyJIY, YaCTUHY 3 HUX 3'IJIM POCIChKi CONIaTHU.

3HANIIOBCS NPUXUCTOK i [JISI YOTUPHOX JIEBIB 3 SICHOrOPOIKY,
SIKMX €BaKYIOBaJIU J10 OeJbrilicbKoro LeHTpy B 6epe3Hi 2022 poky
— Togni ue OynuM Ie MaJleHbKi JieBeHsTa. depe3 OOMOBI Iii
CIIiBPOOITHMKM 3BIpUHILISI HE Majid JOCTYIly 10 TBapuH. Ta Koiu
TEPUTOPIIO 3BIIbHUIIM Bill OKYIIAHTIB, €K30TUYHMX 3BipiB BIAIOCS
BPATYBAaTHU Ta BiflIpaBUTHU Ha peabisiTalito.
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TpancnopryBanHsiM omnikyBasnacg Harasnis IlonoBa, ykpaiHcbka
3003axMCHMLS, OYiNbHULS LIEeHTpy NOPATYHKY IOWKUX TBApUH,
SIKa LIOJHSI PU3UKYE JKUTTSIM, PATYIOYM HEIACHUX 3BipiB Ta
NITAaloK, OOPEThCS 3a JIOJII0 KOXHOI TUKOi TBAPUHKY, 110 Morajna
y cKpyTy. li m060Bi BuCTayae Ha BCiX — Bifj TPaBMOBAaHOTO
000peHsT [0 3HEAOJIEHOro Jjeonappaa. Hu3bkuil yKIiH Takum
JIOJISIM.

Hemasno MemKaHLIB YKPAIHCbKUX 300IIAPKiB BTPATUJIO HOMIBKY
i yac BiMiHM. [HOJI CIiBPOOITHMKY 3a0MPalOTh TBAPUH 10 cebe.
Hanpuknag, nig yac KaxoBcbkoi KatacTpodu, SKy BJAIITyBaIU
BOPOXi BiICBKOBI, IiZiipBaBLIM gaMOy, IesiKi TBApUHU i3 300I1apKy
“KaskoBa [libpoBa” BpATyBajucCs JIMLIE TOMY, IO TUMYaCOBO
nepebyBany y JOMi OfHiel 3 mpauniBHULb. 30KpeMa, MOIACTUIIO
BIDKATU Mamyram, 6ijikam, MWHIIAJIAM Ta MOPCBKAM CBHHKaM.
Asie HEMOXJIMBO 3a0paTU yCixX TBAPUH J10J0MY, 0COOJIMBO OCOOMH
BEJIMKUX IIOpifl, TOMy I, 4aCc IOTONy 6araTo 300MEILIKaHIIiB
IIOTOHYJIO ITPOCTO y BOJIbEPAX.

300B0JIOHTEPU pOOUIIU BCE, 1110 6YJIO B ixHIX cuax. 3 mepuoro x
IHS €KOJIOTiyHOi 6igy Ha XepCOHIMHI Ioyasacsli eBaKyalis
“OpariB Hamux MeHmMX. KOMaH[a BOJIOHTEPIB 3 MPUTYJIKY
“lomiBKa BpSATOBaHUX TBApuH Mif KepiBHULTBOM OpecTa
3ayMnchKOro Bigpasy >Xe BiflipaBuiacs y 30Hy kKatactpodu, 106
€BaKylOBaTU TUX 3BIPSATOK, WO BWKUIU. YepKacbke TOBAPUCTBO
3axXUCTy TBapuH “JIpyr’ TeX NPUNHSIIN AECITKU MOTEepIiiuX 3
KaxoBku Ta Hajanu im puUTyIIoK i Betgornomory. Ti ykpaiHli, XTo
HE MaB 3MOTM OpaTh y4acTb OCOOWUCTO, JOHATUIN [IJId
pATyBaJbHUX onepaiit. Jlloay 3 BeJIMKUM cepueM. BoHu e.
Hacnigku TexHoreHHoi karactpogu Oynym 3HayHi — wHe i
3pyIHOBaHI OyIMHKY, i 3arubesib Jofei Ta TBApYH, i TOPYIIEeHHS
€KOCHMCTEMU B LJIOMYy. ICHyBaB pu3uK cranaxy iHQekuiiHux
XBOpPOO, OCKIJIbKM Tpynu 3arubiux KOTiB, cO6aK 4YMu KOpiB
[I0OXOBAaTU He OyJI0 3MOrY, AesKi gperdyBanu 4O CaMOro Mopsl.
Ekosiorm KaxyTb, WO KynaTucss Ta pubasmutu Ha OpemuHi
HeOe3NeyHo IjoHaMeHme pik. Yu Oyne NOpuTsarHyra Jo
BiZIMIOBiNANIBHOCTI  [€pKaBa-TEPOPUCT, $Ka BYMHUJIA LEU
exonua? ITo6aynmo.

Ictopiit moxi6bHux 6e3mniv. [Ipo TBapuH, ski nonanu y 6igy. I1po
monen, ski ix BpsaryBanu. Ll icTopii He 3anumarbs Te6e
0aii1y>kKuMm, JIIOAMHO! 3BiCHO, SIKIIO MA€ell CEpLE.
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Collected and adapted by Lilia Yermak
based on social media publications.

IF YOU HAVE A HEART

Love for animals is a profound, healing bond. You offer them
your care and affection, and in return, they give you warmth
and unwavering loyalty. In the chaos of this world, our four-
legged friends help us find peace and offer the kind of
emotional support we often lack.

In cities, pets are cherished for companionship and
unconditional love. In the countryside, animals often serve
more practical roles — hens for eggs, cats for mice, dogs to
guard the yard. But that doesn't mean rural folks don't love their
animals. On the contrary — they take great care of them.

War has shattered these bonds. Thousands of animals have been
killed in shellings. Others became separated from their humans,
lost, or turned feral. In Borodianka, for instance, a cat was
rescued from the seventh floor of a ruined apartment block. No
one knows how long it was trapped — maybe two months.
Today, the Persian cat is safe.

A country horse named Marusia wandered into a military
position in winter. The soldiers refused to leave her behind in
the mined fields and arranged for her evacuation. Entire herds
near Avdiivka have also been rescued by the military.

In Sumy, the local animal welfare group said:

“We had no space left in the shelter, but how could we say no?
The dogs and cats from Avdiivka were shell-shocked, injured,
exhausted, and terrified. One dog’s owner was killed by a
Russian missile during evacuation. The pet left alone. Others
were left behind as families fled in panic. We worked until dark
vaccinating and settling these ‘little refugees. The anger inside
us boiled — this war has ruined thousands of lives.

Kharkiv's "Animal Rescue Service" has been tirelessly evacuating
pets from frontline towns. When shelling intensified, more
families left, often unable to take their pets. The team took the
creatures for themselves. You won’t believe it, but in
Kostyantynivka, one pet store owner refused to evacuate until
volunteers promised to save all 88 fish from his tanks.
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In Orikhiv (Zaporizhzhia region), homes were reduced to rubble,
and domestic animals were out of sight. On one trip, 16 dogs
were rescued in a single day. And this was not the last
evacuation of creatures in the front-line zones. Raccoon Kostia,
found by soldiers, traveled across Ukraine to safety in Lviv.

In another case, police in Orikhiv found a couple caring for 18
dogs and 50 cats — abandoned when their owners fled. The
officers delivered food, medicine, and antiparasitic supplies to
help.

Volunteer Nastya Marchenko recalls:

“In summer 2022, I went to pick up medical supplies. At the
same moment, volunteers brought evacuees from Orikhiv. I saw
two puppies shaking in a box. My daughter was hugging them
tightly. The next thing I remember, I was buying collars and
vaccines. They've lived with us ever since — and filled our home
with love”

Once, a sick hedgehog was brought to the Wild Animal Rescue
Center located near Kyiv. It's unclear what exactly happened to
it, but the hedgehog had an injured eye. The person who was
initially treating it suffered a stroke and was hospitalized, so
neighbors brought the hedgehog to the Center.

Another touching story is about a fox that wandered into one of
Kyiv’s apartment buildings. The Center’s staff captured the red-
haired animal, quarantined it, and vaccinated it. Later, the fox
was transferred to Dnipro for further rehabilitation and eventual
release into the wild.

Not only animals, but wild birds have also suffered because of
the war. When a Northern goshawk arrived at the Rescue
Center, it had a severe concussion. It was delivered to the clinic
unconscious. Thanks to the efforts of the veterinarians, the
bird’s condition greatly improved — it stood up and even
attempted to fly, although the course of treatment was not yet
complete.

A bear — emaciated from hunger and concussed — was rescued
by Ukrainian soldiers after the liberation of the town of Yampil.
Now a refugee, the bear lives in a rehabilitation center in
Belgium. He enjoys sitting in the pool, calmly walking around the
enclosure, and greeting visitors. He was fortunate.
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Many other inhabitants of the Yampil mini-zoo met a different
fate — around 200 animals died, some of them were eaten by
Russian soldiers.

A shelter was also found for four lions from Yasnohorodka, who
were evacuated to a Belgian wildlife center in March 2022 —
back then, they were still little cubs. Due to the fighting, zoo
staff had no access to the animals. But once the area was
liberated from the occupiers, the exotic animals were rescued
and sent for rehabilitation.

The transportation was overseen by Nataliya Popova, a
Ukrainian animal rights activist and head of the Wildlife Rescue
Center, who risks her life every day to save helpless animals and
birds. She fights for the fate of every wild creature in distress.
Her compassion embraces all — from an injured baby beaver to a
neglected leopard. A deep bow to people like her.

After the Kakhovka dam explosion, hundreds of zoo animals
drowned. Some survived only because zoo staff had temporarily
housed them at home — parrots, chinchillas, squirrels. But large
animals stood no chance.

Volunteers mobilized instantly. Teams from shelters like “Home
of Rescued Animals” and the "Druh" organization in Cherkasy
evacuated surviving animals, treated injuries, and found new
homes. And thousands of Ukrainians donated, knowing they
couldn’t be there in person. People with big hearts — they exist.
The ecological disaster left toxic debris, dead animals, and a
polluted river system. Officials warn it's dangerous to swim or
fish near Odesa for at least a year. Will the terrorist state be held
accountable for this ecocide? Time will tell.

There are countless stories like these — of animals in danger, of
people who saved them. Stories that move you deeply.

Of course, only if you have a heart.
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Mamepian 3i6paro ma aimepamypHo
onpaybosaro Jliniero €pmax Ha 0CHO8L
ny6aiKayill y COUiaNbHUX Mepexrcax.

BOK3AJI

€ Take Micue, IO OCOOJUBO NPHUBAOJIIOE THUX, XTO JIOOUTH
NIOJOPOXKyBaTU. BOHO NOB'I3aHE 3 POMaHTUKOIO 1AJIeKUX MOPIr,
3yCcTpiYaMM pigHUMX 1 [py3iB, 3 HOBMMM 3HanMoOMcTBamu. Tyr
MO>KHA I[IPOCTO BilTIOYUTH, ITIOMUIIYBATUCS HABKOJIUILIHIM CBIiTOM,
IIOTOAYyBaTHU rosyo6iB. lle MprMBOK3aibHA MJIOA.

Cnopyza mnepep IUIOLEIO, 3a3BU4all [AUBOBIMKHA 33 CBOEIO
Kpacow Ta apXiTeKTypolw, — L€ 3aJi3HUYHUN BOK3al. lIupoki
TPaHITHI CXOOM 1 BeJMYe3Hi KOJIOHM Ha MiACTynax no 3aiy
O4iKyBaHHS CTBOPIOIOTh Y KOXKHOTO, XTO CIOJIU BXOOWTD, Hi 3 4UM
HE 3piBHSHE BPKEHHS. 3aXOIUII yCEPEOUHY i IMOIJSLOM He
MOXeIIl OOIMHATM BUCOYiHb KyloOJla — Hadye Lel BOK3aj
OyIyBasu 1Sl BEJIETHIB. Y KO)KHOMY YKPAiHCBKOMY MiCTi € TaKUI
BOK3aJl.

KoxxeH 3 HUX nam’atae 6araTo 4oro...

Croto y 4epsi 6is11 KBUTKOBOI Kacu i po3rysifain Jogen MNOops,.
Ocp 6abycst 03MpaeTbCsl poO3rydJIEHO HABKOJIO, MIYKAl0YM CUHA, a
BiH BXe IIOCIIiIIae N0 Hei 3 KBUTKaMU y pykax. Ocb AUTHUHA
3aCHyJIa Ha pyKax MOJIOZOI Marepi, JapMa IO HaBKPYIU LIYM i
ram. Ocpb [Bi XIHOYKM PO3MOBJSAIOTH OOCUTb TOJIOCHO — 4
[IPUCITYXalOCh:

- Tu 3Haew, BXe piK 4K s Moixana 3 foMy. 5 He oiHa Taka, 6araTo
THX, XTO IOKMHYB Xary Mg d4ac okynaudii. [lokunysna, 60 3
KOKHUM JITHEM BTpayajia TaM CBO€ >KUTTS... TaM y Hac 3abupanu
CHUJIy, BOJIIO, TifHICTb. 371aBajocs, HaBiThb MOBITPs, HiUUM OyJI0
IVXaTU CEPeZ, TOrO “pyCbKOrO MUPY'.

- Sk 1 Tebe posymito. Lls BifiHa 3HUIIyE BCE, O YOTO MU 3BUKIJIH,
1o JIIo6uIn, e Oynn wacauBUMu. Tak XoueTbCsl JOAOMY, a Malo
iXaTu y 3BOPOTHbOMY HAIIPSIMKY — Ha 3axil.

- Texx cymylo 3a IOMOM, ajie 3 KOKHUM IHEM MEHi BCe BaKye
Ipo HBOrO paymaru. He MOXy 3muputuca 3 TUM, Y IO
[IEPETBOPUIJIM MO€E MICTO Ti Jopoxxepu. Kosmy BOHM Ipuiiuy,
IeXTO pafliB, 3Ha€?
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- 4k Ttak?!? llo cranocsg 3 TUMM JOAbMH? SIK BOHM 3MOTJIUA
CTiZIbKY POKIiB NPUKUJATUCS, OYyTU HE TUMU, XTO € HACIIPaBi?

- I g npo Te... Ik nosepratucs Tyau, IO€ JIOOW, 3 SIKUMU TU
[IpallOBaB, BIAIIOYMBAB, 3 AIKMUMU TU PaLiB yCIliXaM IiTe€u, Terep
CJIy>KaTbh OKYIIALiMHIN ByIafi, a LEXTO HABITh HALAMKIB BXXE YeKae
Bif Tiei 10060Bi 3 opkamu?!

- Texx uyna npo Take. MabyTb, NpoJaxHi Ayui € Oyab-1e — 3a
rpomi CBOIX ’X€ 374al0Th... SIK BOHM OyIyTb IOUMBUTUCSA B OUi
JIIOSIM?

— A 4K OBa)XaTu TUX, XTO IIIIOB A0 PYCbKOI KOMEHIATYPH, B35B
30po0 Ta, MOrPOXYIOYM HEI0, Bifnbupae OYIWHKMA KOJIAIIHIX
cycinis? Sk To6i Take?

- On, nuimeHpKo... Jloku Bce ne tpuBarume?! Yurao HOBUHU 3
PiIHOrO Kparo i IPOCTO XOYEThCSI KPUYATH. ..

JKiHKYM 3aMOBKJIM, IOPMHYBIIY KOKHA Y CBOI HEBECEJI AYMMU.
[loHan nBa poOKM TOMY €BaKyalilHi emesoHM 3abupany 3
BOK3aJIiB JIIOJEN, Ki pATyBaJMCs Bif BiiHW. BilbLICTh 3 HUX
BBaKaJIy, 10 NMOKUJAIOTh MICTO Ha /iBa THXXHi, 800 MaKCUMyM Ha
Micsupb. Peveir Opanum Mano. HixTo ¥ He NpPUIyCKaBs, IO
IIOBEPHETLCS [JOAOMYy HE CKOpO, a XTOCb B3araji He
[IOBEPHETLCHL...

3apa3 xe, micas 6araTbOX MiCsLiB CKMTaHHS IO CBiTy, 6araTo
3eMJISKIB IIOBEPTAETHCS HOIOOMY, 1 IX 3yCTpiYarOTh YKpaiHCBKI
BOK3anu. Tux mogei oxpasy BUOHO — BOHM (¢oTorpadyroTb
IIPMBOK3aJIbHY IJIOILY, i CaM BOK3aJl, i cebe Ha Horo Tii. PafiloTs.
Bonu Booma.

3HOBY 3aBUJIa CUPEHA. AJjie Ha Hel MalKe HIXTO He pearye. Yepra
CTOITb HEIOpPYIIHA, KIOCKM HIXTO HE 3a4yuHie, JIUIIE MaTepi
MillHilIE TPUTOPTAIOTH O ce6e CBOIX IiTeN.

Jltonu nepecrtanu 60SATUCS, JIIOOA BTOMUJINCS OOSITUCS... SIKIIO
HaBiTh 0abyci 6insl BOK3asly MiJi BUTTS CUPEHU INPOJOBXKYIOThb
TOPryBaTy KBiTaMU, 3HAYUTh, JKUTTS TPUBAE...
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Collected and adapted by Lilia Yermak
based on social media publications.

THE STATION

There’s a place that draws in every soul who loves to travel. It
carries the romance of long journeys, the joy of reunions, and
the magic of new encounters.

It's a place where you can pause, rest, watch the world move by,
feed the pigeons. That place is the train station square.

And standing tall behind it—often an architectural gem in its
own right—is the railway station itself. Massive granite steps,
towering columns, and vaulted ceilings that stretch so high, you
feel like they were built for giants.

Every Ukrainian city has one.

Each of them holds a thousand memories.

I'm standing in line at the ticket counter, quietly observing those
around me. A grandmother scans the crowd nervously,
searching—until her son appears with tickets in hand. A young
mother cradles her sleeping child, immune to the bustle and
noise.

Two women next to me are talking, not softly. I listen.

“You know,” one says, “it's been a year since I left home. I'm not
the only one. A lot of us had to flee during the occupation. I left
because day by day, I felt like I was losing my life. They took
everything from us—our strength, our freedom, our dignity.
Even the air felt stolen in that so-called ‘Russian world.”

‘I understand completely,” the other woman replies.

“This war has destroyed everything we once loved, everything
that made us feel safe, that made us happy. I want to go home so
badly. But instead, I'm headed in the opposite direction—west.
“I miss home too. But with every passing day, it gets harder to
even think about it. I can’t accept what they've done to my city.
When the occupiers came... some people actually celebrated.
Can you believe that?”

“How is that possible? What happened to them? How could they
pretend for so many years, smile in our faces—then show who
they really were?”
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“Exactly. How can I return to a place where the people I worked
with, the ones I laughed with at school concerts, now serve the
occupation government? Some are even having children with
those orcs.”

“I've heard stories like that too... I guess some souls are just for
sale. They'd turn in their neighbors for money. How do they live
with themselves?”

“And how do you respect someone who joined the ‘Russian
commandant’s office, took up arms, and started seizing homes
from their former neighbors?”

“God help us... How long will this go on? I read news from back
home and all I want to do is scream.”

The women fall silent, each lost in her own painful thoughts.

Over two years ago, evacuation trains pulled out of these very
stations—filled with people fleeing war. Most thought they'd be
gone for two weeks, maybe a month. They packed light. No one
imagined they wouldn't return for years—or ever.

Now, after all this time wandering, many are finally coming back.
And Ukrainian train stations are welcoming them home.

You can spot them immediately—they take photos of the square,
of the station building, of themselves standing in front of it.
They're smiling.

They're home.

Another air raid siren howls.

No one flinches.

The line at the ticket counter doesn’'t budge.

The kiosks stay open.

Only the mothers clutch their children a little tighter.

People have stopped being afraid. Or rather... theyre just too
tired to be afraid anymore. And if the grandmothers are still
outside the station, selling flowers under the sound of sirens—
then life must still be going on.
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Mamepian 3i6paro ma aimepamypHo
onpaybosaro Jliniero €pmax Ha 0CHO8L
ny6aiKayill y COUiaNbHUX Mepexrcax.

PAIIOTUKTAHT

MoXnBO, HE BCi 3HAIOTh, 1O 27 JKOBTHY, B [leHb YKpaiHCBHKOI
NMCEMHOCTI Ta  MOBM, Y HaWlid KpaiHi I[POXOAUTH
BCEYKPAIHCbKUI  PaNiOAMKTAaHT HALlOHAJILHOI  €OHOCTI —
TpafuliifiHa IOPiYHA 3arajibHOHAliOHAaJIbHA akuisg. OpraHizaTop
— VYKpaiHcbKke papgio. Ymepue paniogukraHT rnpounmos 2000
POKYy, 3 TUX IIip BiH CTaB HAaMaCOBIlINM (JIEIIMOOOM OCEHi.
KizpkicTp y4aCHUMKIB pafiOAMKTAHTy IIOCTIMHO 3pOCTae, a
reorpadis — NomMpOeThCS. TEKCT NPUOJIN3HO Y COTHIO CJIiB AJ1s1
HbOTO 3aMOBJSETHCS crenianbHo. Y 2023 poui [OUKTaHT
Ha3uBaBcs “Jloporn YkpaiHU® i CBO€K IYLIEBHICTIO 3a4eruB
6araTbox, XTO Moro nucas. YnuTalo Npo BPaXXEHHS YYaCHUKIB i Ha
CeplLi cTae TemnJinie — akiis Hal[ioHaJIbHOI €IHOCTI B a1acs.
- Mwu cporogHi 3 Mamow nucanu JUKTaHT, — PO3IOBigae
CsiTniana P. — A moHbKa nucajsa Moro B IIKOJI. BusaBisgeTbced, 10
Yy MamU € 30LIUT, B IKOMY BOHA BX€ KiJIbKa POKIB 3alI1UCy€ TEKCTU
panionuKTaHTiB. A OCb $1 IpUeNHasach Brepie. I Oyso Tak
pamicHO Ta TeIUIO Ha AywWi Bi TOro, MmO OAHOYaCHO TpU
NIOKOJIIHHSL MOe€i poauHu Oyan o0€efHaHi i€l BaXJIMBOIO
Tpaguuielo. Mu OifiCHO y L0 MUTb BiA4yBaJu €OHICTb 3 YCIM
HapoJoOM. I nuBuiach Ha Te, IK CTaPpaHHO BUBOJUTH JIITEPU MOSI
Mama, rpurajana, siKk B AUTHUHCTBI jilo6usa ii oXallHuil MOYepK.
Byna BpsyHa Bemyd4omy 3a Moro Typo6ory i mosary. [lomivana B
TEKCTi He3HaMoMi cjioBa. JlMByBasjiaCch, HACKIiJIbKM MEHI JIETKO
nucary. [lnakana, Koy Kypgasna MOV Ha €KpaH Tesesi3opa i
6auymsa Bi¥ICbKOBUX, 1O NUIIYTh. Ta ysBIsiIa BCi HalIi 1OPOrA —
Ti, IO MAIOThb IIPUBECTU HAC JOJIOMY.
- Takox mpuenHanach Blepuie, — Bikropis M. gosy4daeTscs 10
po3moBu. — Panime He OyJ0 Takoi Harogy, $KOCbh He
cknaganocs. llacauBa, mo y uboMy poui 3morya. Taki nopii
CIpaBzi HanuxarTe. Lle mie Tak caMo, SIK CIIJIbHA XBUJIMHA THUILI
— THU po3yMiell, ycs KpaiHa y 1110 MUTb JyMae€ IIPO OJHE i Te XK.
- lllunmuHa, KaJHa, FOpoOrHa, ITaxy, rapoysu, pylUIHUK, COHIIE
SICKpaBe i r;a3yp Heba, epenyTaHi HUTKU JII000BI OPyY...
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Sl y 3axBari Bif, IMX YKPaAiHCbKUX CJIiB, — OJA€ 4O PO3MOBU CBOi
BpakeHHs OsieHka Y. — Bnepiie nucana el OUKTaHT, Booma i
HEe caMa, BiIuyTTs IIPOCTO HEMMOBIPHI!

- TouHo, niBuara, Tpeba 30IIMT 3aBecTu! — MSIKye 3a MiAKa3Ky
Ounpra K.

- [ Mog Mama nucazna Ko>XXHOro poky. OcTaHHil pas, Koy il 6yB
91 pik, — 3ragye Tpoxu cyMHO Hina P.

- llikaBo, fKa Npu6IM3HA KiJIbKICTb JIIOAEN NPUNHSAJIA Y4aCTh Y
HallMCaHHI IUKTAHTy? — LikaBuTbcs OsieHa B.

— 4 nmcana puktaHT Brepume. byno pgyxe kpyro! Takui
MiHECEHUI HACTPii Bigdysa Bill €HAHHS 3 BEJIMKOIO KiJIbKICTIO
yKpaiHuiB. HeiiMoBipHO!

- A g Tpetin pik nuumy, — goznae Csitynana b. — 'apHuUil TEKCT, ane
30aJI0Cs, IO AWKTOP HAATO MMBUIAKO 4YUTAaB. YU TO MU BXKE
Bigjyunnucss pydykow nucatu? Bce Oinbme 1no  Kiasimax
cTykaemo... Hanmcana rtak, mo cama jenpb posiopana. Ta Ha cepui
30CTIUCS TEIJIi MOYYTTSI — XOTLIOCS MOOaXaTu yCiM CBITJIOL
IOPOTU JOLOMY.

- Tak, ckopimie 6 CBIiT 3aCIIOKOIBCSI Ta MUHYJIOCS JIMXO, CKOpille 6
HacTaB Mup, — 3paeTbcs, CBiTiaHa A. BHUCJIOBWJIA [10OAXKAHHS
KOKHOrO yKpaiHug. — Tak xo4erbcsa [lepemornu.

- A MeHe CbOrojHi HaauXHyJIa MOS MaJjieHbKa YYEHULS, —
nimatbes Onena O. — MM BYMIIM QHIJIIMCBKY, BOHA Ha3vBaja
npodecii, ski BUBYMJIA y IIKOJI, 3rajana cyoso “actor’. Ilimia
acoljanis: aktop, BucraBa y IBaHo-®paHkiBcbky «Konspa ta #
nnec», Ogaekcii  ['HaTKOBCbKUM. TOYHO, CBOTOIHI K
palioOOVKTaHT, BiH Mae OyTM JUKTOPOM, $ K XOTisIa He
npornyctuTty! Y4eHuls rovasa po3lnuTyBaTy, a 1o Lie 3a JUKTaHT,
a SK BiH IPOXOIUTD, 1 TEX X04y, 04i ropaTs! [ Mu pasoM, Brepiue
B OKUTTi, BOHa 3 XepcoHy, g 3 XapkoBa, 000e€ Hapasi y
dpaHKiBCbKY, MeHi 43, nuTuHi 8 — mnucanu BCEYKPaiHCHKUN
OVKTAaHT €OHOCTI, Mpitouu pas3om npo Ilepemory.

- Bniepme nucana Takuil OUKTAaHT — npusHaerbes Onsa d. — i
TEeep poO3yMilo, YOMYy WOro Ha3MBAKOTh OUKTAHTOM €IHOCTI.
HerimoBipHe Big4yTTs. HaBepranucs ciabo3u.

- Tex nmucana i nakasna: Bif Kpacu I CUIM MOMEHTY! — nopae
Onena B.

A MOMEHT OYB [IiICHO yHiKa/JbHUI — L€l PajliogUKTaHT [10€4HAB
6J1M3bKO MiBMiJIbIIOHA JIIOJIEN HA YCiX 1eCTU KOHTUHEHTAX.
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Collected and adapted by Lilia Yermak
based on social media publications.

THE NATIONAL RADIO DICTATION

Not everyone may know this, but every year on October 27th,
Ukraine celebrates the Day of Ukrainian Literature and
Language with a special tradition — the National Unity Radio
Dictation. This countrywide event, organized by Ukrainian
Public Radio, first aired in 2000 and has since grown into one of
the most heartwarming annual flash mobs.

Each year, the number of participants grows, and the dictation
reaches Ukrainians in more and more countries around the
world. A special text of about 100 words is written for the
occasion. In 2023, the piece was titled “The Roads of Ukraine” —
and its heartfelt message resonated deeply with those who took
part.

Reading the stories and impressions people shared afterward
filled my heart with warmth. The unity we felt was real and
powerful.

“My mom and I wrote the dictation together today,” said Svitlana
R. “And my daughter did it at school. Turns out, my mom has a
notebook where she’s kept each year’s dictation texts. It was my
first time joining in, and it felt so comforting. Three generations
of my family, connected in that moment by this shared tradition.
I looked at how carefully my mom wrote each letter and
remembered how [ admired her handwriting as a child. I cried
when [ saw the soldiers on the screen writing the same words. I
imagined our roads — the ones that must lead us home”

“It was my first time too,” added Viktoriia M. “I'd never had the
chance before. I'm so happy I did this year. It felt like a collective
moment of silence — like the whole country was thinking the
same thought at once”

“Wild roses, viburnum, rowan trees, birds, pumpkins,
embroidered towels, glowing sun, and the glaze of the sky — all
those poetic Ukrainian words,” shared Olenka Ch. “I wrote the
dictation at home, not alone — and the feeling was just magical”
“We all need a notebook for this!” laughed Olha K.
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“My mom wrote it every year, recalled Nina R. quietly. “The last
time, she was 91 years old”

“I wonder how many people joined this time?” asked Olena V. “It
was my first time too. I felt such a sense of uplift — to be
connected with so many Ukrainians at once. Unforgettable”
“This was my third year,” added Svitlana B. “The text was
beautiful, but the narrator read it fast — or maybe we're just not
used to handwriting anymore. But the feeling stayed with me. I
wanted to wish everyone a safe road home?”

“Yes,” echoed Svitlana A., “May the world find peace soon. May
this nightmare end. We all long for victory.”

“Today I was inspired by my little student from Kherson,” said
Olena O. “We were doing English — learning job titles — she
remembered the word ‘actor! It reminded me of the Ivan-
Frankivsk play Koliada and Dances and the actor Oleksii
Hnatkovskyi. Then [ remembered — today is the Radio Dictation!
She was curious, asking what it was, her eyes lit up, and we
decided to write it together — me from Kharkiv, she from
Kherson. We're both in Frankivsk now, me 43, she 8. We wrote
the National Unity Dictation together, dreaming of peace”

“It was my first time too,” said Yulia F. “Now I understand why it’s
called the Dictation of Unity. I had tears in my eyes.”

“Same here,” added Olena V. “I cried from the beauty and power
of that moment.

And indeed — it was an extraordinary moment. That year, over
half a million people across six continents participated in the
Radio Dictation of National Unity.
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Mamepian 3i6paro ma aimepamypHo
onpaybosaro Jliniero €pmax Ha 0CHO8L
ny6aiKayill y COUiaNbHUX Mepexrcax.

A X04uy 10aomMy

CpOrogHi NpoOKMHYyJACS 3 BiAUyTTSIM “xouy dodomy” i 3aimemisno
cepue. Jle BiH 3apas, Toy nimM? Hi, He mogyManTe Hidoro Takoro —
MeHi TyT o6pe, s B 6e3meli, € poboTa, Ta i1 [iTU HaBYAIOTLCS, SIK
KOJIMCh i MPisiyiv, 32 KOPJOHOM.

[Ipore, cnoragy JMHYTH OO PigHOI 3eMJll, Ae Hapopuiacs i
BUPOCJIA, [€ KUBYTb MOi 6aTbku. Tam BOHO MEHi BCe Take pifHe
— 1 Ti mozng, i piyka 3 OYEpeTOM, i KOXHE [EePEeBO, SIKE TakK
X04yeTbCsl 00iiiHATU. HaBiTh HE60 TaM SIKECh MOE.

S xouwy dodomy. 3auTM [O XaTtu, 3HATUA B3YTTS, 3HAUTU Oing
IIOpPOTy CBOi yI00JieHi Kamli. BauxHyTM Ha TOBHiI JiereHi,
BBiOpatu B cebe AyX PifHOI ocesi, AJOTOPKHYTUCS IO KOXKHOI
IpiOHMYKY y KiIMHATI, BilYyTH TEIJIO PiTHOTO IOMY.

S xowy dodomy. JlormoMOrTM Mami HaKpUTU Ha CTiJ, MOTyKaTu
obizaty 6aTbKa, HABITh PYZLill KULbKI HAIUTHU Y OJIOALE MOJIOKA
— IIApPHOTO, 1€ TEIJIOTO, sIKe ONHO 6a0yHs 3aHecsIa y xXaTy.

S max xowy dodomy... l[Jo6 paHKOM ixaTu y HEPENOBHEHOMY
aBTOOyCi Ha poO6OTY i roBopuTH 3 Mamow mo Tenedony. 1106
IIJIAHYBaTU BiATIOUMHOK HA MOPi, MPisiTH, SIK [IE€PEKIIEI0 LIaNepu
y BiTaJIbHi, HEPBYBATHU 1100 HOBOT'O KaBajiepa JOHbKMU...

S xouwy dodomy. Tynm, ne miit 4osoBik. 106 pa3oM noBeuyepsTy i
BBIMKHYTU DiJIbM Hi [IPO 110, CiCTH 06iHSABIINCH IEPE], EKPaHOM
Ta 3HATH, 1[0 MU pazoM. £ xouy dodoy, wob npocmo xcumu. Tum
JKUTTSIM, sIKe OyJ10 Kosuch. LlinyBaru ioro e 6isnbmie. beperru.
[Todysa KOCh SIK MaJli IiTH PO3MOBJISIIIM MK CO60I0:

- 5 xo4y momomy, B Mapiyriosb, B CBOIO KIMHATY.

- MeHi XO4eThCs B PiIHY LIKOJIY, TI00aYUTHUCS 3 IPY3SIMHU.

— A g xo4y, mo6 y Pocii 3aKiHYMIMCh PaKeTH...

Boxe munocepgHuil, a 4 6 XOTina, W06 y HAWIKX IiTe Oyamn
OUTs4i 6akaHHS. | MUpHe Hebo HaJ rosioBoio. Bdoma.
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Collected and adapted by Lilia Yermak
based on social media publications.

I WANT TO GO HOME

This morning [ woke up with that ache in my chest—that quiet,
piercing feeling: “I want to go home.” Where is that home now?
Don'’t get me wrong—I'm safe here. Things are okay. I have work.
The kids are studying abroad—just like we once dreamed they
would. But my memories keep pulling me back. Back to the land
where I was born and raised. Where my parents still live. Where
the fields and the river reeds and even the trees—they all feel
like family. Even the sky there feels like mine.

[ want to go home.

[ want to walk through the front door, kick off my shoes, find my
favorite slippers waiting by the threshold.

[ want to inhale deeply—to breathe in the scent of my childhood
home, to run my fingers along every trinket in the room, to feel
the warmth that only home can hold.

[ want to go home.

To help my mother set the table, to call my father in for lunch, to
pour milk into a dish for the ginger cat—fresh, warm milk that
grandma just brought in from the barn.

[ want to go home so badly.

To ride the crowded morning bus to work, talking with Mom on
the phone. To plan a vacation at the sea. To dream about new
wallpaper in the living room. To worry about my daughter’s
latest boyfriend.

[ want to go home.

To sit beside my husband again at dinner, to put on a silly movie,
to curl up beside him and just... be. To know that we're together.
[ want to go home just to live. To live that old life. To treasure it
more than ever. To protect it.

I once overheard a group of children talking:

“I want to go home... to Mariupol... to my room.”

“I miss my school—I want to see my friends.”

“I just want Russia to run out of rockets...”

Oh, merciful God—all I wish is for our children to have childish
wishes again. And peaceful skies above their heads. At home.
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"This book is my tribute to courage, my protest
against forgetting, and my quiet prayer for peace.’

[



ABOUT THE AUTHOR

Lilia Yermak is a Ukrainian poet, storyteller, teacher, and
traveler. Born in the Zaporizhzhia region—now under
occupation—she began writing poetry at the age of 13 and has
since published several books in Ukraine and internationally,
including multiple titles on Amazon.

For over a decade, she has lived in Warsaw, Poland, with her
husband, mother, and three children. Though far from her
homeland, her love for Ukraine remains at the heart of her
writing. She creates in Ukrainian, Russian, and English,
weaving personal experience with the collective memory of
her people.

A passionate traveler who has explored more than 20
countries, Lilia brings a wide and human perspective to her
poetry and prose. There Are Such People is a powerful
reflection on love, loss, and the resilience of the human spirit
in the face of war.



AUTHOR’S NOTE ON SOURCES

Some of the stories presented in this book are based on real-
life experiences personally shared with me by individuals
affected by the war in Ukraine. I have transcribed and
adapted these stories with their verbal consent, preserving
the emotional truth while editing for clarity and literary flow.

Other stories were inspired by public posts shared on social
media platforms. These texts have been rewritten and
transformed into narrative form. In these cases, no private or
copyrighted content has been reproduced verbatim, and all
efforts were made to respect the original spirit of the authors.

All names, identifying details, and locations have been altered
or anonymized when appropriate to protect privacy. No story
is included with the intent to claim exclusive ownership over
the experiences of others, but rather to document, preserve,
and share them with a wider audience in the hope of fostering
empathy and understanding.

The author assumes full responsibility for the selection,
adaptation, and interpretation of all content.



