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I clearly remember the day when it became clear 

to me that the Russian-Ukrainian war had begun. 

It was the morning of February 28, 2014. I was 7 

months pregnant and wanted to though up whole 

time.  My husband approached me with the words 

"there will be a war ". He did not sleep all night, 

watching the news about the buildings of 

Verkhovna Rada and Government of the 

Autonomous Republic of Crimea and installation 

of Russian flags. It was then that I first felt 

inevitability of the situation, but I did not yet know 

how horrible it would be for all of us.

After that, events took place very quickly: illegal 

referendum, occupation of Crimea, 

announcement of the draft, an anti-terrorist 

operation, the first military losses. I had a risk of 

premature birth, I was accumulating all my 

strength to deliver the baby.

On May 2, 2014 clashes took place in Odesa, 

people died, all this news were discussed by 

nurses of the maternity ward. Yesterday I gave 

birth to a daughter.

On May 11, 2014 pseudo-referendums on the 

independence of “DPR” and “LPR” took place. My 

daughter was 10 days old, I was struggling with 

breastfeeding and contemplating what a whirlwind 

of events is happening around me.

On May 22, 2014 the attack near Volnovakha 

happened. I was working with my students  and 

they were taking a test on Sociology. They 

constantly talked about the war, asking me about 

its duration, asking about the losses. At that time, 

18 servicemen were killed, and it seemed to us 

that this was an incredible number. We did not 

know that there would be even more losses 

ahead. Maybe we knew, but didn't want to accept 

it.

On June 12, 2014 was my mother's birthday, I was 

buying  her  flowers,  and the saleswoman told me 

that there were heavy fighting for Mariupol (on 

June 13, 2014 the Ukrainian military liberated the 

city). 

On this day, I could not even imagine that in eight 

years Mariupol would become a martyr city, and 

its losses would be measured in tens of thousands 

of lives. Eight years later, my husband's classmate 

will die in Mariupol, and I will learn for the first 

time what a funeral without a body is, because 

among the thousands of bodies of murdered 

Mariupol residents he could not be found. But it 

will happen in eight years…

On June 15, 2014 our family came to help to the 

volunteer headquarters in Uzhgorod. All the 

people there were depressed, women wiped away 

tears from time to time. Yesterday, a plane of the 

Armed Forces of Ukraine was shot down, 49 

servicemen were killed.

I HAD A LOT OF EMOTIONS: 
COMPASSION, FEAR OF THE 
INEVITABLE, DESPAIR, AND 
JOY, BECAUSE OUR 
DAUGHTER TURNED A 
MONTH OLD AND SHE 
LEARNED TO SMILE.
The end of August 2014 was very difficult month 

emotionally, with heavy losses near Ilovaisk. I 

wanted so much to be as useful as possible to my 

country, I decided not to go on childcare leave, 

and to resume full-time work in September at the 

university. 

Starting from September 2014 and for the next 

two years, all I remember was constantly watching 

the news from the frontline and trying to combine 

my daughter's breastfeeding with classes at the 

University. Constant feeling of anxiety, fatigue and 

lack of sleep.



December 15, 2016 was very difficult day, when 

we buried my classmate Misha, who died at the 

frontline. I understand that my losses have 

become very close. Pain… From this day I can only 

remember how many new graves on the Hill of 

Fame in Uzhgorod appeared, and how many 

worthy lives we lost in this war. At the time, I didn't 

know how many losses lay ahead. Next time I will 

feel the same unbearable pain on April 4, 2022, 

when my former student Sviatoslav will be buried 

on the same Hill of Fame, and I will be horrified 

again by the number of new graves and lost lives. 

The pain is unbearable… The worst thing in the 

world is to loose children.

Then there were many new challenges: political, 

economic, social. There was a pandemic, our 

military held the frontline, and sometimes it 

seemed to me that there was no war. In the flow 

of everyday hussle, it was sometimes possible to 

forget about the war, but it reminded of itself with 

new losses. I remember September 2019, one of 

the international conferences on tolerance, where 

I could not contain my emotions after a speech by 

a Belarusian researcher who stated that the only 

one way to subdue its destiny for Ukraine would 

be to become part of Russia and end the 

fratricidal war. It was a difficult discussion, after 

which I was once again convinced that there is no 

justice, but the truth is paramount.

In February 2022 the war has been going on for 8 

years, my daughter was 8 years old, my son was 2 

years old, they never lived in Ukraine without the 

war. 

THIS WAR IS A MARATHON 
OF LOSSES AND GAINS, 
DEFEATS AND VICTORIES, 
FAILURES AND SUCCESSES, 
FLUIDITY OF LIFE AND IT IS 
A PART OF MY LIFE.

The beginning of 2022 turned out to be hectic for 

me, my colleagues and I were preparing to 

celebrate the 100th anniversary of the Women's 

Movement in Transcarpathia. We had a lot of plans 

and expectations. We were alarmed by the 

possibility of a full-scale Russian invasion, but did 

not believe it was possible. "Can people in the 21st 

century crave war?" I asked myself. And then 

replied, "No, they can't."

On February 24, 2022 my husband woke me up in 

the morning, said that Kyiv was being bombed, got 

dressed, drank coffee and went to the military 

enlistment office. I can't remember anything else 

about this day. So a new page of war began for me 

and my family. This is a new page of feelings, 

anxieties, fears and losses.

Today is February 98, 2022 (June 1, 2022 outside 

Ukraine). I try to stay focused, I believe in our 

victory and I hug children tightly during the sirens. I 

hope that someday I will have enough strength to 

write about these days of war, but I can't yet… I 

can't, because February 2022 is not over yet…

Marianna Kolodiy,  
social activist, teacher of higher school

Uzhgorod




