


15 x1toMeTp1B

15 s Morta mpoixary, mo6 norpanuty y Xapkis. S mpoixana 5454 kinoMeTpis, 06 3HOBY ONVHUTICA B
Ykpaini. Yepes AT KpaiH, offHa 3 AKMX pOCis A IXasa, mo6 nmoBepHyTHCA Ha barbkiBuuHy. A MorIa mpoixa
ru 15 kinomeTpis.

[Tam’ ATato B mepiumii AeHb OKyMallii s 3i0paja prok3ax i xorina ity minky go Xapkosa. Toxi e He po3A
CTpiMIOBaIM i MOXKHA 6Y/I0 IPOPBATICA Y MICTO.

S Jimna o By/uIN, HEBUXOAAYMHA IUIAX,00 TaM Kasamy Bxe 0ymu 6moknocty. CoHIle po3TOIUIIOBAIQ
CHir, MaJIeHbKi CTPYMKM 6iryv 110 4OpHiit 3emsti. Byna ech 12 ropyHa paHKy, nepia KoJIoHa BiliCbKOBYX IIPOI-
kasa o 6 paHKy. byno saTumia. JIrony nogymarny, 1o 1ie Bee, 110 BOHY Impoixan. Aje To Oyr1a omaHa. S Maibke
BUIJIIIJIA 3 CeTla,AK [T0Yy/Ia ToMiH 3 nuAxy. CyHyna KojoHHa TexHikn. A mima nogusutuca. liboro pasy - 114
ke ixama «pocreappis». Ha TaHkax, Bxxe He OY/10 «Z», a XM3yBaBCsA HAJINC - «pocrappis». Hapis Ha e, 19
[le He pOCIIChKi BilICbKOBI 3HMKI/IA. | To4aBcA posmay.

3 OKpY>KHOI moyanm goHocuTycs Bubyxu. Poss’sa3as s 6it 3a XapkiB. MeHi Hi90ro He 3a/1MIIaI0CH, AK HO-
BepHYTU fofoMy. S mpoiiiia 6u 15 kinomerpis 3a 4 rogyHy, Ipoixana 6 3a 15 xBuuH. Ajie Bxe 6y/10 3a1i3HO

\\
15 kilometers

I could walk 15 kilometers to reach Kharkiv, but it took me, 5454 kilometers to come back to Ukraine. I went
through 5 countries, with russia among them, to get back to my homeland. I could have walk 15 kilometers
before the full-scale invasion.

I was walking down the side street, avoiding the central road with blockhouses. Snow was melting under
the sun, small streams were running down the black soil. It was around noon. With the first column that had
passed us at 6 am, it was a temporary lull. People had thought that everything was over, but it was an illusion
When I had almost left the village, I heard a noise coming from the road. Another column was coming.
went to look at it. That time it was the national guard of russia. There were no Z letters on tanks, only a sign
‘rosgvardia”. The last hope that these were not russian soldiers had gone, and we sank into despair.

The sound of explosions started to come from a circular road. The fight for Kharkiv had begun. I had nothing
left then to come back home. I would walk 15 kilometers in 4 hours, and I would drive it in 15 minutes, but if
was too late.

274 mHi

Cawme cTinbKi 51 He Oyna y cebe nomaCame cTibky 51 He 6a4umia CBOiX pifHuX Aifa ta 6a6y. OcTaHHbOTO
pasy, Kol My 3 HUMY 0aunInch B Hallle TIOfBip s mpuetina 6om6a. Koy s noBepHynacs JogoMy BOHU He
BHAJIV, 10 51 IpUINy 60 3B’A3KY Ha Tiit TepiTopil moci Hemae. babycs foBro miakama, no6ayuBIIN MeHe... 274
[Hi, 5 KpaiH i 5454 KimomeTpu

\\

274 days
That’s how long I haven't been at home. That’s how long I haven’t seen my grandparents. The last time we
saw each other, a bomb flew into our yard. When I returned home, they did not know that I would come
because there is still no communication in that area. Grandma cried for a long time when she saw me... 274
days, 5 countries and 5454 kilometers
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THE HOUSE IN WHICH 1 LIVED
FROM CHILDHOOD TO 12 YEARS
























binbimy monosmny cBoro xxutts g npoxnia Ha [liBrivnin Canrisui. A xoguna Tyt y ainrca-
JIOK, Y IIKO/Ty i3m1a B akageMito 3 CeBepku, AK MU ii Tozi HasuBanu. Lle abcomoTHO aBTOHOM -
HUII palioH B IKOMY 0y710 Bce /st KoM¢opTHOro xuTTs. Panime ITiBniuna CanriBka BMimmana
600 TMcSAY MeIIKAHIIB i BOHA CTPIMKO pPO3BUBanacs: OyfyBalucsa HOBi KMT/IOBi KOMITTIEKCH,
cynepMapkeTy, po3BuBanacs iHppactpykrypa. Hapemri [TiBniyna CanriBka novana mosoy-
BaTHCsA CBOTO PA/IAHCHKOIO MUHYJIOTO, 3[1aBAJIOCA 1110 BCE IIOTPOXY 3MiHIOETHCSA Ha Kpallle, BCe
MOTPOXY IPUXOAUTD O AKICHOTO i 3py4HOro >XUTTA. AJle pOoccCisa BUpilmmiaa HaC BPATYBATM. ..

Terep Ha ogHOMY 3 HaiIOiMBIINX B CBIiTi paifoOHiB, YKOZHOTO BLi/Ii/TOr0 OYAMHKY: fie B Oy uH-
Ky MOYKHa [To6a4n Ty niie BUOUTI BikHa, a Ie JipKa B CTiHi Biff HEpO3ipBaBLIOrOCs CHAPAAY, a
Jie BUPBaHi HyTpoIli OyAVHKY BUCATH Ha30BHi IIOCKPUIYIOUM CBOIM, OOTIa/IEHHUM TaXMiTTsM.

Vmy4u o mycTuM BynuiisM, Tebe He TIONUIIAE BiTIyTTs Hade 3a TOHOI0 XTOCh CTEXUTh,TO
OyIOVIHKM IMBIATHCA Ha Tebe CBOIMU YOPHUMM OOTOpiMMIU BiKHaMN.

Bouu nunpHyTb... [lJ06 panTtomM Bopor 3HOBY He 3aiilIOB y XapKiB, [00 panToM 3HOBY He
Oy/10 YyTHO CTpiNenbKy KaHOHALY.

A MDX TUM IXHE CKaJliY€He TiZI0 CTOTHE, pO3/1yBAETHCA Bifi THUTTSA,a7le BOHU CTOATD,Y€Kal0Th
Yepry Ha BiTHOBJIEHHA,Y€KAIOTh ITIOKM Xa3s€Ba IIOBEPHYThCH.

\\\

I lived most of my life in Northern Saltivka. I went to kindergarten here, travelled daily to the
art academy from Severka, as we called it then. This is a completely autonomous area that had
everything for a comfortable life. Previously, Northern Saltivka had 600 thousand inhabitants
and it was rapidly developing: new residential complexes, supermarkets, infrastructure were
built. Finally, Northern Saltivka began to get rid of its Soviet past. It seemed that everything was
gradually changing for the better; it was becoming a quality and comfortable life. But Russia
decided to save us...

Now, in one of the largest districts in the world, there is not a single surviving house: you can
see only broken windows, a hole in the wall from an unexploded shell, the torn out insides of
the houses hanging outside and creaking with their burnt rags.

Walking along the empty streets, you can't help feeling as if someone is watching you. The
houses look at you through their black burnt windows.

They are vigilant... to prevent the enemy from entering Kharkiv again, to prevent the sound
of cannonade.

Meanwhile, their crippled bodies moan and swell from rotting, but they are standing, waiting
for their turn to be restored, waiting for their owners to return.
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A BOMB IN THE PLACE WHERE THERE
[USED TO BE A GARDEN OF WHITE LILIES




Tinbku B MO€ TIOABIP’ I BIYYWIO I ATh 60OMO

Five bombs hit my yard alone

Maike 90 npoueHTiB 6yauHkiB B Yepkcbkux Tuikax, B MOEMY piflHOMY ceri, MarOTh
nourkomKeHH:A. Ha Bynuiii e mpomaiiHyno MO€ JUTUHCTBO BCi OyAMHKYM NOHiBeunHi. B xoro
nuie BUOUTI BiKHA, @ B KOTO 3a/IMIINIIOCh 3rapule Biff OyarHKa. 3eMJIs CIIaIlIio)KeHa BOPOH-
KaM1 Biff 60M0, TOJieKy iy 3 BOPOHOK CTMPYATh CKUJIETU CHAPSAY, K KUBUI JI0Ka3 MUHYJIOTO
B1OYXy. 3emsis Haue 30epirae 1e Bce, Haue xoue 100 Bci 6aumnn, mo TyT Koinock. 11Jo6 Bech
cBiT 3HaB. [[106 HixTO HiKONMN He 3a0yB. HepuBisunch Ha KPUYYILY IPUCYTHICTD BilIHU: TIORK
IIOBEPTAIOTHCSA B IOMiBKY, O61/IbII TOTO 6AaraTo BXKe MOYMHAIOTDH BiTHOB/IIOBATY CBOI JJOMiBKIA.

\\\

Almost 90 percent of the houses in Cherkskyi Tyshki, my native village, are damaged.
On the street where my childhood flashed by, all the houses are gone forever. Who has only
broken windows, and who has a burnt-out house left. The ground is covered with funnels
from bombs, in some places shell skeletons stick out from the funnels, as living proof of a past
explosion. The earth seems to preserve it all, as if it wants everyone to see what was going
on here. So that the whole world knows. So that no one ever forgets. Despite the glaring
presence of war: people are returning to their homes, moreover, many are already starting to
rebuild their homes.

A bomb in the place where there used to be a garden of white lilies
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