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Russian occupiers killed my friends,
destroyed my city and my life, crippled
thousands of people, but did not destroy
my love for Mariupol. | managed to carry
the Ukrainian flag through dozen of
Russcists checkpoints and will return with
it to the liberated Ukrainian Mariupol.

February 24

Hell begins. | went to the 23rd district to
congratulate my brother on his 12th
birthday and stayed there for 13 days. My
man's parents and his grandmother
moved from their apartment in Eastern
district to the basement.

March 8

The shelling in my district did not stop for
a minute. Chicha, our favorite parrot, died
of the cold he caught amid shattered
windows and my children buried her in
the yard under a tree. Two children aged
8 and 12, my parents, my husband and |
walked to the downtown under fire. There
was a bomb shelter on Myra Avenue, and
it seemed that it would be safe there.

March 16

Mariupol downtown, 75b Myra Avenue.
The house with a clock has become a
refuge for many Mariupol men and
women. The shelter was filled not only
with the inhabitants of this house. People
came here from different districts,
because the head of the condominium
Maria took care of everyone: duty was
organized so that looters did not damage
the car; a hearth for cooking was
maintained throughout the day; friendly
atmosphere and warm communication,
distracting from the harsh reality were
flowing.

March 16. 10:30

The little ones and | went up to the
apartment on the 4th floor to get plates
for lunch lean soup. And then the house
started vibrating, the ceiling cracked, dust
filled my nose and throat, and | shouted
"TO THE SHELTER, FAST!". | ran first, then
my children, my mother... the crowd
below shouted: "PEOPLE ARE UNDER THE
RUINS!". Vadym (his feet were covered
with  dust and bricks) and Halia
(unconscious, getting blood on her lips
while breathing) were being pulled out
from under the rubble. Men started
clearing debris to get more people out. |
took children to the shelter and returned.
VANIA... My friendly neighbor, always
smiling. We started digging with bare
hands. He had no pulse. Only a broken
body with not a single whole bone left.
And Halia's husband said that the woman
did not survive. On the same day we left
Mariupol on foot. But..part of the family
grabbed their backpacks immediately, but
my parents and brother... remained in the
basement under fire.

MOM HAD BACK
PROBLEMS AND SHE SAID
THAT SIMPLY WON'T HAVE
ENERGY TO GET
ANYWHERE. MY FATHER
AND BROTHER DECIDED
NOT TO LEAVE HER
ALONE.

And six of us took off (it is very hard for
me to recall this moment). | «cried
incessantly.  After all, we were under
constant fire, heard the sounds of
attacking fighter aircraft, and | was afraid



that | would never see my mother,
brother and father again. It was not
possible to overcome the way in one day,
and the probability of spending the night
on the open air coast forced me to ask
the residents of Pishchanka village to
spend the night at their place. Friendly
Tatiana took us in and fed us. My son
immediately fell asleep in a warm house,
and | looked at him for a long time and
cried. | heard explosions  and
bombardment, Russian fighter jets were
demolishing the downtown of Mariupol

March 17

Miracle, a real miracle happened that day.
In the morning we continued our way,
crossed the damned Russian checkpoint
on the way out of the city, and reached
Portovske village. | met an old friend, | ask
if he knew people ready to transport
evacuee out of town. He said he was one
of those. | pleaded to take us with him. He
agreed. Within a day, the city suffered
new destruction. | tried not to think about
the victims and prayed. | prayed to see my
relatives alive now. It was possible to park
the car only in the neighborhood and |
saw smoke and explosions near the
shelter. | ran to the entrance, opened the
door to the basement... and here they
were. my relatives with frightened eyes...

MOM, YOU'VE GOT THREE
MINUTES...

SHE GRABBED SOME
PACKAGES AND AS SOON
AS WE JUMPED OUT INTO
THE STREET THE SHELLING
RENEWED.

Russians were bombing the Registry
Office, and we were hiding in the entrance
of the "Pearl" tade center nearby. Our
friend, the driver, hid in the next building,
one of the car windows got broken, but
we managed to get into Prymorsky
boulevard and came back to the village.

March 18

Fate gave our family another magician
who took ours and several other families
to Zaporizhia. It was absolutely free of
charge, without even payment for
gasoline. From now on | believe we will
rebuild our Mariupol and our country with
these friends. My children... They went
through so many things, but they held on
bravely. Every night before going to bed,
they dreamed of what they would eat
when the Ukrainian Army beat the
Russian occupiers. Today, being in safety,
the youngest boy says "Mariupol had
everything, but now it's all hell."

Alevtyna Shvetsova,
live presenter, Mariupol Television
Mariupol - Zaporizhia





