
MY      -HOURХ



I do not remember February 24, 2022 at 
all. I do remember February 16, when we 
held a master class at the “Ochah” 
gymnasium on growing microgreens. I 
remember positive emotions we got from 
talking to those wonderful children. I 
remember the plans to work with the 
“Fulse” project on changes in urban 
nutrition. I remember very well the 
training on tactical medicine on 
February_21, which brought together the 
progressive community of Kharkiv. We 
talked, we were happy to meet. At that 
moment, I thought, I probably didn't really 
need tactical medicine, but it was just nice 
to have. But I do not remember 
February_24. I don't remember who 
called me, I don't remember what I did, I 
don't remember how I collected things 
and left our workshop. Due to the events 
of 2014, we know that the first place 
where the war breaks out is the airport. 
But I remember feeling confident that X-
hour had come and that what I was doing 
was correct. I felt I was preparing for it, 
and now I know what to do.

Safety for yourself and others, cohesion, 
and no place for fuss. Probably surgeon 
feels the same  when s/he takes a scalpel. 
His/her actions are verified, s/he is clearly 
sure of what s/he is doing. Then the 
moment of decision-making comes: we 
stay in Kharkiv and don’t go anywhere. It 
was a conscious decision. What was the 
reason? We live in a more or less safe 
area, we have a greenhouse, maybe we 
can do something in the city. We 
continued to work, went to work in the 
morning, cut our microgreens. The girls 
were very scared. I reassured them that 
those  shelling  were  far  away.  When  we 

shipped the products to a shop on 
February 26, the storekeeper said that we 
were the first to bring the goods in recent 
days. We knew that, firstly, we won’t lose 
your job, secondly, people needed our 
product, thirdly, we had a lot of it, and 
something needed to be done about it. 
But despite everything our produce was 
banned from shipment because they 
were not included in the social basket 
that included potatoes, onions, carrots, 
beets. 

WHILE OUR SENIOR 
MANAGER WAS WORKING, 
HER HUSBAND RAN 
AWAY FROM HOME TO 
THE MILITARY 
ENLISTMENT OFFICE. 
This just confirms the fact that Kharkiv 
residents defend their city, for whatever 
reason. Our employees refused to work, 
and that was their right. We are immune. 
No, we have fear, but it does not 
overshadow common sense and the 
feeling of safety. We cut the greens 
ourselves, and looked for volunteer 
kitchens that cooked for civilians and the 
military. We found them quickly, because 
they were our customers from pre-war 
times. And we are very proud of that, 
because we are sure that usually the 
customers  with similar values are drawn 
to us. And in general we are proud that at 
this time we were in Kharkiv. We have 
seen with our own eyes how people acted 
together, how the kitchens of restaurants 
opened, how humanitarian aid arrived, 
how it was unloaded, who helped and 
shipped, who asked for help, who got it.



And we hope our enemies drown in their 
own spit, because we feed our defenders 
with restaurant quality food. We went to 
the kitchens and cooked food, delivered it 
to the list of addresses, listened to stories 
about fears and victories. Sometime in 
mid-March, my sister Tetiana decided to 
leave the city to ensure the safety of her 
children and our mother. She couldn’t 
take it anymore. And we decided to open 
a humanitarian hub in Kharkiv. 
It all started with children with special 
needs (Down syndrome). It turned out 
that many did not leave the city and 
needed help. Then several amalgamated 
communities were added, whose really 
needed help because they were located 
in a combat zone. And we started to 
deliver food, hygiene products, bed 
sheets, clothes, generators, solar panels. 
We searched for partners, suppliers, 
foundations, donors. We wrote tons of 
letters, talked a lot, paid visits, completed 
reports. Just daily work of a volunteer 
organization. People ask for help every 
day and you understand that you can't 
stop helping. Everything is needed: 
medicine, food, diapers, sleeping bags, 
batteries, power banks. Sometimes, you 
don't know where to get it all. But you call, 
search and definitely find it! And the fuel? 
It’s impossible to find it, but somehow the 
puzzles are put together and you have 
enough fuel to deliver to those who need 
help. This is an ongoing process, because 
there are always needs and requests. We 
write applications, look for grants and 
donors. In early May, the question about 
the plans on the microgreen arose. 
Because we have to pay rent, taxes, and 
we have no money. 

Valentyna Denysenko, 
businesswoman, civic 
activist
Kharkiv

We also  resumed production in Kharkiv 
and shipped to World Cuisine 4.5.0. and 
supermarkets. We’ll see how it goes.




