
I  WAS FORTUNATE.

I ’M ALIVE



I got lucky. The village near Kyiv, where we’ve 
been since February 24, was of no interest to 
the Russians. There's a forest and a dead 
end. According to local groups on social 
networks, Muscovite tanks only made U-
turns a couple of times near the train station 
in the village. Russian freaks surrounded us, 
but they kept at a distance.

I was fortunate. On the third day of the full-
scale Russia’s war, there was no electricity 
and, accordingly, no service and Internet (as 
well as water and heating), but there was 
gas. Thanks to the gas, the generator 
worked, it was possible to collect water, to 
turn on the heating and tp charge the 
gadgets, and so on. The house was not 
destroyed as the battles were far from us.

I got lucky. We had service from time to time, 
there was radio, and thanks to the generator 
we had sometimes news on TV. The 
Facebook feed mostly looked like gray 
rectangles, very rarely updated. But I had a 
rough idea of what was going on around me. 
I could sometimes call or write my family and 
friends, inform them I was OK and find out 
how they were. I heard the sounds of war 
and could also navigate the situation.

I was fortunate. There was water and some 
food. I didn't have to drain the water from 
the heating system to drink or catch pigeons 
to eat.

I got lucky. The Russians did not kill me, 
torture me, rape me, shoot me, burn me, 
poison me, etc., they even haven’t robbed 
me.

I was fortunate. My beloved man is nearby. 
My relatives are alive, though not completely 
safe.

I got lucky. There was a shovel in the 
bedroom.   In  other  rooms  –  pitchforks,  ax

in case of Russcists breaking through. I did 
not have to use them. I understood that 
shovels, pitchforks and axes are poor 
counterarguments for firearms. But they 
are better than nothing.

I was fortunate. We shared with our 
neighbors, our neighbors shared with us. 
With everything they could. At the same 
time, there were those who used the help, 
but would hand us over to the Russians at 
the first opportunity. There were also 
those "I-agree-to-anything-as-long-as-
shootings-stop" who did not understand 
that they or their children could also be 
sent to a concentration camp, deported, 
tortured, killed, and so on.

I got lucky. A week ago, the only option to 
leave was the road through the Russian 
checkpoint. Curfew lasted almost a week, 
many people worked towards the mutual 
goal and later the roads in the suburbs 
could be safely taken to go to Kyiv.

I was fortunate. We have incredible male 
and female defenders, and people in 
general. Our Armed Forces defeated the 
enemy near Kyiv and forced the 
dumbheads to flee to Belarus. Yes, this is 
just one battle and there are many more 
ahead.

I got lucky, but millions of my fellow 
citizens were not that fortunate.

I was fortunate, but I don't know how long 
it’ll last.

I got lucky, and this means I will "beat" the 
Muscovites in all possible and accessible 
ways.

Yana Michnich, Kyiv, communicator, co-
coordinator of the civic initiative "Turn off 
everything in Russian".




