
IN MY 35 YEARS 
I HAVE SEEN THE WAR 
              TWICE…



I was born and raised in a small mining 
town in the Luhansk region. There I made 
my first steps, said my first word, went to 
school and 11 years later met the sunrise 
with my friends after graduation. I 
dreamed of my future life: higher 
education, my own business, loving family 
and beautiful home.

Thanks to my strong character, absence 
of fear, clear understanding of what I 
want in five years, I had almost everything 
I dreamed of. Everything collapsed in 
2014…

We didn't even notice how we became 
occupied: the local authorities 
cooperated with local bandits and 
disguised Russian soldiers. I do not 
remember life in the occupation, except 
for the feeling of fear when you walk 
down the street with the last cash and 
hastily remove the gold earrings from 
your ears and hide them away…

One evening we received a warning that 
the occupiers were interested in my 
husband's business… In a few hours we 
gathered our lives in a suitcase… I looked 
at my house and city through the window 
of a departing car, remembered life 
before the occupation and was sure that 
Ukraine would soon win, and we will 
return home. Our journey to free life 
lasted 6 hours, several checkpoints with 
toothless and stinky separatists. And then 
we saw tanks, another checkpoint and a 
soldier with a yellow and blue ribbon on a 
machine gun… I will never forget that 
feeling, even the air smelled of freedom!

For the next 8 years we lived in 
Zaporizhia. In the beginning, it was 
difficult   for   my  man  to  accept  that  he 

would not return his business. I 
immediately went to work, and he took 
care of the children and the house. In 
several years I radically changed my job, 
my husband got a job, we had another 
child. But I felt like a bird with one wing. 
Feelings of fear and anxiety did not leave 
me. For these eight years I have not been 
able to restore my strength and start 
planning my life.

On February 23, 2022, at a conference in 
Kyiv, I spoke about how important 
security is for the people of Ukraine and 
that the war affects women and men in 
different ways. And the next morning I 
heard explosions and time seemed to 
stop. I was standing at the train station, 
people were running around, a loud siren, 
a crowd in the subway, but I couldn't 
move...

THE TRAINS WERE 
CANCELED WHICH MEANT I 
COULDN'T GET BACK TO 
MY NEAREST FAMILY.
At that moment, my second wing seemed 
to tear off… At that moment, I thought I 
would never be able to fly again…

We decided that I should take the 
children abroad. One of my sons sees war 
for the second time. Our journey from 
Zaporizhia to Lithuania lasted almost 6 
days: one and a half days in an evacuation 
train with a bunch of people (they sat and 
stood on every free centimeter), two days 
in Lviv shelter (room shared with 7 people 
and 5 chinchillas), and then it took us 13 
hours to walk through Polish border. We 
held on with all our might, even the 
children held on. Together we dreamed of 
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warmth, washing our hands in hot water, 
lying on the bed instead of the floor. Then 
we saw another shelter, the bus, the 
shelter again and finally the woman who 
took us to the place where we live now. 

It is difficult for me because I had to leave 
my family and my country in a very 
difficult time… My family, many of my 
colleagues stayed and helped the victims 
of the war, the Armed Forces. And at this 
time I am trying to get my life together, to 
make the lives of my children safe. My jaw 
aches with fear, I feel stones on my 
shoulders, my hatred of the enemy 
overshadows all other feelings. I am afraid 
to read the news from Ukraine, because I 
carry all this pain. I am struggling with the 
idea that I need to move on and that I 
have no right to live my life when my 
Ukrainian men and women are suffering 
and dying.

At the same time, every day I feel my 
Ukrainian identity more and more, it is 
important for me that wherever my 
children are, they know the Ukrainian 
language, history and know that they 
belong to an indomitable nation.

And I feel the extraordinary power of 
sisterhood and gratitude to my sisters, 
who with their attention, care, 
involvement in work help me not to 
despair.

Yes, the war has taken away my wings, but 
now I will have my feet planted on the 
free Ukrainian lands, rebuilding myself 
and defending my own values.




