
ALL STAGES  OF 
DENIAL DURING 
THE WAR



Training for women-politicians was 
planned to start on February 24, and it 
was organized by the "Women are 50% of 
Ukraine's success" platform together with 
the IRRP. We have been preparing for this 
event for a long time. We have developed 
a program, invited cool coaches, 
announced a competition for participants, 
meticulously selected participants. Late at 
night I was still sitting and reading the 
slides of my presentation. I woke up at 
seven in the morning. A call from my 
mother opened the door to the new 
reality.

BEGINNING

"The war has begun," my mother said in a 
trembling voice.

I did not believe it. It seemed she watched 
too much TV. I looked at the window and 
saw people with suitcases moving like 
ants  around the house and getting into 
their cars. And I heard the first explosions.

I don't have a car. But I have two children. 
And I don't know where to run. And what 
to grab. I started packing something in 
the suitcases. I poured water into the 
bath and into all the pots that were in the 
apartment. I tried not to come close to 
the windows anymore. The explosions 
became more and more noticeable. 
Somewhere nearby there was thunder in 
Hostomel. It woke up my eldest son. It 
seemed he was ready for this  much more 
than I was. And he also started packing. 
The shelter (underground parking lot of 
the unfinished apartment building) was 
nearby. We saw it from the window. 
People were already bustling there. The 
younger son woke up as well. I fed him  

 

and  dressed   him  so  that  he  could   go 
outside quickly. Then there was 
an anxious anticipation. I charged the 
phone and read what was written on 
social networks. The little one built 
houses from his books and demanded to 
take them all to the shelter. The older son 
put adhesive tape on the windows. And 
then suddenly Taras Petrynenko's 
song came from somewhere in the 
yard. Some neighbor turned on his 
song. It went: "Ukraine-Ukraine, after 
a long journey, I put my heart, the 
faithful heart of your son, at your feet". 
I held the window wide open, though it 
was quite cold. I cried and listened.

KYIV

We did not go to the shelter that day. And 
the rest of the days too. I read everything 
I could about the rule of two walls, 
comments, threats and reproaches. 
I listened to my relatives' worries 
("you'd better go down there"), but 
decided to stay in the apartment. The 
children slept in the hallway on the 
floor. When the sirens sounded during 
the day, we hid in the bathroom. I put a 
table there for the little one, gave him a 
stack of paper and pencils. He drew 
and constantly told some stories to 
calm himself down. Over time, all of 
these stories began to feature the 
Russian military, the ghost of Kyiv, 
Mriya plane, and everything my son heard 
from our conversations. We don't have 
a TV, so we got all the information 
from social networks. The older son 
constantly read and quoted what dozens 
of telegram channels were writing about.

УСІ СТАДІЇ
НЕПРИЙНЯТТЯ
ВІЙНИ



IT WAS SCARY, BECAUSE 
THROUGH THE WINDOW 
WE SAW SOMETHING 
EXPLODING AND BURNING 
IN HOSTOMEL OR IRPYN. 
EVERY EXPLOSION AND 
SMOKE IN THE WOODS 
LED TO DESPAIR.  
Very quickly we could find an 
explanation for pretty much 
everything as social networks were 
literally "live broadcasting" what was 
happening in front of us.

We stayed in Kyiv until mid-March. And 
that was another challenge. It seemed to 
me that everything was about to end. It 
must end. And at some point I learned to 
feel like an "immortal pony." I meditated 
and convinced myself that everything 
would be fine. My native walls protected 
me. 

KYIV GAVE ME THE 
STRENGTH TO SURVIVE 
THE WAR. I WAS SAFE (AS 
IF NOW IS POSSIBLE TO BE 
SAFE ANYWHERE IN 
UKRAINE)

But my family and friends did not think so. 
As strange as it sounds, it was they, not 
the Russian army, who posed the greatest 
danger. I was pressured and asked in 
every possible way, they demanded and 
begged me to leave Kyiv. I gave up when 
my brother drove his family to Cherkasy 
region. He took us with them.

LOOKING FOR THE FORMAT OF 
"CONVERSATION WITH THE WORLD"

There was a popular joke on social media 
that many people stopped being heroes 
or heroines of Remarque's books and 
unexpectedly found themselves in 
Nechuy-Levytsky's world. That is so true. 
Moreover, I was not in "Burlachka" or 
"Mykola Jery", but in the famous 
"Kaidasheva family". I love my family very 
much, but when ten people suddenly find 
themselves in the same space with five 
cats and two dogs, it's quite traumatic. We 
hid from the war, although the sirens 
caught up with us there as well. I really 
wanted to get out of there as soon as 
possible. I have a house in the village that 
once belonged to my grandfather. But the 
spring was cold, and the house had no 
heating. Therefore, the rapid 
"resettlement of people" did not work out 
then.

For more than three months, I literally 
was on the phone 24/7. I almost didn't 
turn on the computer. And finally it broke 
down. From the first day of the war I lost 
my job. The donor suspended the project. 
The websites where I was an editor went 
offline. Therefore, there was no need (and 
opportunity) to work with texts. But that's 
the only thing I'm really good at, and the 
only thing that's kept me going all these 
days. I posted on social networks every 
day. I read, reflected, reposted, selected 
some pictures, translated my writing into 
English, searched for and adapted other 
texts, responded to comments, 
discussed… I turned into a kind of home-
grown media, in which a tangle of pain 
and emotions produces content. Then, 
thanks to the editor of "Zminy (Changes in 



Ukrainian)" Ola Padiryakova I got into 
freelance: wrote texts, recorded 
interviews with women in Ukrainian Army. 
It seemed Olia gave me a light, that 
helped my texts to get more structured 
and useful.

It reminded me that I was alive, that my 
voice meant something. Because the war 
was just unbearably painful. And this 
format of "conversation with the world" 
somehow helped to find the balance and 
"lick" my wounds. 

LISTEN TO THE WAR IN YOU

One day I saw a video on Facebook where 
a boy I fell in love with in kindergarten was 
answering questions from Russians in 
Popasna. This boy was my classmate. He 
grew up and became a warrior. When the 
full-scale invasion began, he joined 
regional defense in Cherkasy, stood at the 
checkpoint, and then he was sent to 
Luhansk region, where he was taken 
prisoner. He has not yet been released. I 
really hope that he is alive and that he will 
be all right. But this video triggered me 
terribly. I recall the questions asked by an 
occupier and the warrior’s answers and 
get retraumatized. I saw his eyes full of 
fear, and at the same time he had 
courage to answer in Ukrainian, and he 
did so with dignity.

Eventually I went to the village. I tried to 
"turn off" the war as much as possible. I 
switched to the fight for the harvest. I 
read the news, but much less. I almost do 
not write on social networks. Because, 
first, there is a lack of time. And second, I 
now have a very interesting disease (I 
think  it's  psychosomatic, but who knows).

Carpal tunnel syndrome. The fingers are 
numb, the hand hurts unbearably in the 
morning. The universe seems to be telling 
me: shut up, woman, there have been too 
many of you lately. Listen to yourself. 
Listen to this war in you. The pain will 
pass. You just need to rest more, do not 
type posts for social networks and just 
drink vitamin B6. If only everything was so 
simple with the war. 

***
So I started with denial and went through 
almost all stages that a person going 
through pain goes through. But I have not 
reached acceptance. Because it is very 
difficult to comprehend everything that is 
happening now. It is impossible to 
comprehend and accept.

Victoria Kobyliatska, 
journalist, Kyiv




