
HOME
GOING BACK



Seems to me this is for me most difficult 
text. It’s not that difficult to describe first 
war days, evacuation under shelling, war 
atrocities wars, life away from home, but 
it’s so hard to describe every second of 
aching pain and longing for home. All this 
time a refugee continues to fall into long 
and endless hell.

But the return home is a cherished 
bottom. Finally you drop at a maximum 
speed face first into a reality.

After I saw photos from Bucha I already 
knew how my home would look like. It 
was not mystery. Then I came to my 
home. It’s like you are happy, because 
your lovely place is like a person, which is 
beaten and exhausted, but alive. But 
when you pick up a postcard from the 
piles of dirt on the floor, you bend in half 
and yell from pain. Although it’s just a 
piece of paper, which was signed for you 
many years ago with love.

Everything that means for you choice and 
love is turned inside out…There’s mud 
and dust everywhere, many things are 
torn…There are muddy traces of shoes on 
the papers, which you cannot throw away. 
You have heap of books and papers, 
every piece should be wiped. You clean 
up one square meter and take on 
another one, but after you are done the 
first one becomes dirty again. And then 
you look at this in frenzy and do not 
understand how is it possibl?! But then 
you swallow dust inside your mouth and 
simply go on.

I cleaned for seven days. Only on the 
fourth day the mess became controlled. 
And this is not a simple cleaning, because 
I had  to  find  with what I needed to clean 
at  my  home  and  my  life.  

You just knowand understand nothing 
anymore.

I could not call professional cleaning. 
It’s not that is was physically 
impossible. But my space is like my 
darling to me. I could not just tell 
someone: “Here is my dear one after 
an accident. Could you do 
something to correct it, like cover up 
the scars?" It wasn’t possible to just 
change my beloved one, like gather 
all things and rent another 
apartment despite all its scars 
inside and outside? 

My space is alive. I loved it, it loved me. 
We helped and filled each other. 

FOR ME TO CLEAN IT WAS 
LIKE SEE EVERY SCRATCH, 
EVERY WOUND, TO 
RECOGNIZE ALL ITS PAIN 
AND TO BE BESIDE. 
To find new wounds, do not turn away, to 
clean them and bandage, to 
clean and put on a bandage again. To 
wash every centimeter not closing my 
eyes was like petting it and 
kissing, chanting that everything will be 
all right. It will definitely be all right.

On the very first evening after working the 
whole day I sat on the balcony, the only 
clean place then. I felt like that fox 
from the well-known meme, I cleaned and 
cried and smoked, clean, cried, and 
smoked and looked at the pines.

70 days away from home left like 
a temporal loop, in parallel reality. 
There was  life,  sadness,  and joy.  



But when I entered my house, it seemed I 
left just yesterday. And everything else 
was like a dream.

Another important thought was that 
beloved walls treat. Here are still many 
obstructions, elevators don’t operate, no 
gasoline, shortages of food, but, when I 
look at the pines, walls and streets I feel 
I’m filled with energy and strength. You 
feel yourself finally alive.
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