
DURING
THE  WAR

I 'M JUST LIVING



What is volunteering today? Being brave 
and courageous? Incredible stories that 
go beyond human abilities? For me, 
volunteering means everyday work, the 
story of each of us and those who carry 
aid to the frontline, evacuate people, 
rescue lives and those who staying at 
home with children, feed the cat 
abandoned by the neighbors or just daily 
visit a lonely elderly lady next door... So 
every contribution is important, every 
deed is worth admiration, recognition, 
and reward, regardless of their size, 
quantity, duration and intensity… the 
point is that volunteering cannot be 
measured in units…

All these activities are volunteering by 
nature – they are voluntary, charitable, full 
of love and kindness – a tiny shiny particle 
of any heart.

Probably, my story will not encourage you 
to retell it in public, but still I have decided 
to share it, since it is a story of an 
ordinary person in extraordinary 
circumstances. It might be one of the 
hundreds of similar war stories, those of 
inner transformations, finding 
themselves… the stories of tears and 
excitement, anger and acceptance, faith 
and resilience.

I haven’t done anything incredible or 
miraculous, but I am just living during the 
war doing what I can.

It all started the night before the war. I 
could not get asleep for a long time as if 
anticipating that something was coming. 
That evening, as a psychologist, I 
expressed the initiative of providing free 
psychological support to those who 
needed it in social media. I felt it would be 
something  that  people would  soon,  as if

intuitively somebody prompted me to do 
so…

Everything began the same night. Had I 
hardly fallen asleep when I woke up from 
explosions and the words of alert, “It’s 
started! The war!”. These were followed by 
the unbearably long hours of confusion, 
fear, and stupor. Worrying messages from 
relatives, “Can it be true? Is Kyiv being 
bombarded?” These questions led to 
gradual understanding that “Yes, it is true”.

At that time, I left Kyiv and went to the 
country. To be more precise, I was forced 
by my neighbors to do so. It was 
unexpected and even somewhat 
shocking. We went like one big family with 
pets accompanied by air raid alerts, 
among explosions and with nearly no 
baggage... Seemingly strange people, with 
whom we had not been friends before, 
just on the second day of the war, took 
me to their old father, who lives near Kyiv, 
providing a shelter and everything I 
needed. At the same time, my friends and 
distant relatives from Russia took the 
position of “thereisnowar” and 
“wearenotkillingyou”…

FOR ME, IT WAS LIKE 
CROSSING THE RUBICON. I 
REALIZED THAT LIFE 
WOULD NEVER BE THE 
SAME AGAIN. 
All that had happened changed not only 
us but also the very structure of exis-
tence. The new epoch started and I had to 
be a part of it. It was then that I decided, 
“Despite sister’s active persuasion to go to 
her to Germany, I will not leave Ukraine!” 
So we went back to Kyiv.



The following days results in the verses that 
were flowing down like a waterfall and built 
up in an endless chain of words, images and 
feelings…

To Kyiv Territorial Defense

* * *
The morning in Kyiv is reddened and hot —
The enemy sought to break down us all…
It sent its missiles that could not be stopped,
Winged angels of death that were then just
dropped.

The land is all flooded and all overwhelmed
The heavenly guard spread its wings to 
defend
The sky and the men and the holy land,
As if we were Michaels who stood up to fend.

We have to keep fighting and have to stay 
strong.
We have to safeguard what we have all night 
long.
The Holy Virgin protects us from all 
Hostilities, enemies, foes all along.

So we need to listen to every strange noise,
In order to rescue the world in one voice.
Our angel will render the justice for all 
And throw the foe into the abyss for all.

The Dnipro gives power and renders us 
force,
The sun is like flame, everburning and strong.
The founding father Kyi comes all along 
His brothers being ready to fight on the front.

* * *
The war is like darkness filling the abyss,
Created by old crazy tyrant.
The people got tightened and fight all
together
Decisive, determined and violent.

We act as the sun, as the sky and the seas,
We’re memory that stays forever.
We are actually real shields to our lands, 
‘cause we are verdict to our opponent.

I will wear all whites (as a good sign).
As the white is the color of light…
I will cover with snow all over 
To ensure the land is alive.

The joy has been growing — 
The joy of new moments.
The enemy falls and gets quiet
As we made it silent forever.

We seek peaceful sky -
For our miraculous cities.
We are to lift national flags 
And make Ukraine live and prosper.

Some others were addressed to the 
russians, as then we still believed that 
common people live there, just 
manipulated. They simply do not 
understand what is happening… We still 
believed that it was possible to reach out 
to them and they would see, realize, 
would be horrified, would stand up and 
stop the massacre.

* * *
What have I done to you, Russia?
I am more transparent than the dawn. My
way is laid with snow –
The cold memory of the land.

Russia, you are high with blood 
You are making a fire in plague...
The sky heals my open wounds 
Caused by the "brotherly" shootings.

Why are you killing me during this 
moonless night?
Standing so lonely and lunatic, 
Filling the land with new graves...





What is your faith, tell me, Russia?
Why are you hiding your eyes?
I know: my pain is eternal
And it will come back to you twice.

Who do you worship then, Russia?
Where is this all anger from? 
How to live using memories
Of my blood smearing your arms?

What have I done to you, Russia?
Being innocent I’m asking you…
You have made me white clothing 
faithfully with a blood thread of war.

* * *

Listen: the sky has fallen 
Creating a thousand colors.
Listen: it’s you who has broken 
Your presence in all the matters.

Listen! You got stuck and known 
for being covered in blood.
Listen at night to this whisper 
The land you burned down ignites.

Listen to the voice of the dead, 
Who came for you from the net.
It is your path of weeping and tears,
It is your world of numbness and death.

Listen to the growing wind 
Blowing throughout.
Listen to the glowing glim,
To pray all night out.

The life is not enough for you 
To pray and be forgiven...
Listen again the sky has fallen 
Creating a thousand colors.

And finally icons. Various, large and small, 
when painting them, I seemed to try and 
protect us all… At that time, I did not even 
think that somewhat later one of these 
icons would decorate a church in the 
USA, another would protect kids in a 
shelter, and verses would be recited at 
the Ukrainian Culture Day in the town of 
Pasewalk (Germany), and my therapeutic 
kids’ fairy tales would become the whole 
book to be published at the request of 
confused parents.

Considering the fact that in the peaceful 
times I was actively volunteering by 
collaborating with charities and joining 
social projects (to support children with 
no parental care, women who suffered 
from violence and abuse), I understood 
the importance of psychological support 
during the war. Therefore, I joined 
psychologists’ voluntary movement at 
once. Those were not only ordinary 
counseling and support sessions, but 
simply listening, a relief of a therapeutic 
talk, exercises, methods and even joint 
creativity.

I would often get calls at night, 
predominantly from two to four in the 
morning. I will never forget one night 
when together with an elderly lady, we 
quietly sang the Ukrainian folk song 
“Chornobryvtsi”, thus saving her from fear 
and loneliness… The next morning I was 
readily writing another therapeutic tale 
for a small boy about some super powers 
that would help him to cope with 
nightmares.



I will also remember people coming to the 
sessions and crying, being unable to say a 
word. The people would just cry non-stop, 
as if releasing all the pain, grief, losses 
and symbolically saying goodbye to the 
life that was called “before the war”.

Broken families, mothers and children, 
whose homes were bombed and who had 
nowhere to go back, teenagers and 
elderly who could not cope with the 
reality, women who took their kids to 
Poland, Germany, Romania, Italy, but they 
still do not feel safe, all Ukrainians, 
wherever they are, suddenly felt pain 
about Ukraine…

I WILL NEVER FORGET 
ALL THE REQUESTS: 
INCLUDING THOSE FROM 
STRONG PSYCHOLOGISTS 
WHO ADDRESSED FOR 
HELP TO ME AS A 
COLLEAGUE TO “SUPPORT” 
THEMSELVES, GET 
RESOURCES AND BE ABLE 
TO RESTART WORKING 
BEING REFRESHED…
There was a request from a girl, whose 
parents had taken her and her brother to 
the grandmother to the country, because 
it was safer there, but the grandmother 
was not happy and said, “When are you 
going to leave? I have no space here!” and 
at the same time the case of a family with 
many children from Chernivtsi region, 
who put up an evacuated woman with 
two small kids at once, without any 
hesitation regarding the space…

Another story was about a woman, whose 
family died in Irpin, and one girl, who had 
not been able to take her pet and had 
been terribly suffering from anxiety…

Requests and addresses were diverse, 
from the loss of the worldview integrity 
and reassessment and revaluation of 
one’s own life, family relations, grievance 
about losses, to panic attacks and 
nightmares. All of them were different, 
important, extraordinarily significant and 
numerous…

I am currently working on several 
platforms that provide psychological 
support and get engaged in other 
voluntary activities. Jointly with the 
National Scout Organization of Ukraine 
“Plast” I am holding online creative 
sessions for children, keeping up with the 
marathon of counseling sessions, 
trainings, classes and workshops…

In addition, I manage to write not only 
fairy tales and verses (I have already 
started working on a new psychological 
book dedicated to the stories of war 
experience), but also paint icons and 
paintings that will be exhibited at the 
charity auction and I remember to engage 
in educational programs to further 
develop professionally, because I believe 
it is vital for a psychologist.

I am active in joining new initiatives and 
sincerely believe that even my tiny daily 
contribution can slightly bring our victory 
closer.

Glory to Ukraine!

Muza Roshzhina, 
psychologist
Kyiv




