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Pavlo Arie
Diary of Survival of a Civilian Urbanite in Conditions of War
For Birgit
Translated from the Ukrainian by
John Freedman and Natalia Bratus
A year ago, I lost a relationship with the person I loved - and
still love — more than anything. Throughout this year, I've done
nothing but let myself suffer and complain about my health. It was
a long, drawn-out depression. Every day I said to myself, "I'm
tired, I've lost the meaning of life. I'm in a stupor, I do not
know what to write about, what to make performances about. I do
not know what to think about.” In January this year, I realized I
needed the help of a therapist. I should have done it long ago,
but I avoided it under any and all pretexts. Subconsciously I
wanted to destroy myself. I finally took the plunge and got in

touch via Zoom with a female psychotherapist, her name is Dina,
she is wonderful, she had helped many of my friends. But my
attempt to help myself was a fiasco. We only met in Zoom three
times, and each of our conversations had dubious and painful
consequences for me. On the physical level, I began to feel
unbearable pains in my stomach, from which I could not sleep, sit,
or lie down. I went to the hospital to see a gastroenterologist.
They examined me but found nothing. They said my pain and infernal
constipation were attacking me by way of my head. They prescribed
antidepressants, painkillers, prescribed a strict diet, and
advised me to stop working with a psychotherapist. That kind of
thing happens too. But my psychotherapeutic Dina left me one
beautiful thing that I use every day. She advised me to keep a
diary of my feelings, and I downloaded a special app to my phone.
It helps you achieve a sense of yourself, draw conclusions every
day, respect your feelings, and be aware of them. Thus did the
idea of a diary come to me, and when the war began it intensified.
I realized the diary was my salvation, it was my attempt to be
useful to myself. On the second day of the War, I began randomly
recording everything that was important to me, my thoughts, my
actions... I began recording the world around me, as I saw it, all
the changes, it helped me invent my own ways not to go completely
mad, to pull myself together and calm down. A few days ago, in a
conversation with my colleague and close friend Birgit Legens, I
mentioned I was saving myself by writing a diary. Birgit asked if
my diary might be useful to others, but I didn't have an answer to
her question. I did realize, however, that this diary of mine
might help people from other places, places where there is no war,
places where war has long been forgotten, to understand what is
going on. To let them hear from people for whom war, in one day,
in one instant, became a reality. To see how war exposes a person,
tears off the social masks that we wear so skillfully in normal
ritualized life, turns inside out the best, and even the most
bitter of its qualities. I allow myself to be as subjective as
possible in this diary, these are my thoughts, my actions, my
assessments, they are not necessarily correct. Some people will be
very offended by what I write here, I realize I am wrong in many
ways, but this is how I feel and I want to be frank. My diary is
the action of a person who cannot, does not want to, pick up a
machine gun or a Molotov cocktail.

WAR. DAY ONE.
24 February 2022.
For me, this full-scale war begins with the word “war.”

I wake up to explosion-like sounds. The first thing I see is the
glowing screen of my mobile phone. The screen says, “Mom.”
My mother's voice says, ”war."
My mother tells me to get ready to come to her, to Lviv, a city in
western Ukraine that is considered the safest because it is far
from Russia, or to go to Germany. I have a permanent residence
permit there, I lived in Germany for 16 years, but now I have been
working in a theater in Kyiv for two years. After finishing our
conversation, I start looking for train tickets to Lviv.
Everything is sold out for the next few days, and the site
constantly crashes. Obviously there are thousands of people like
me at this moment. I think: “Damn, the war is increasingly growing
nearer to Kyiv." More explosions, real and close, shaking windows,
the smell of burning on the street. I don't believe it yet, this
can't happen to us in 2022. I write a post on FB, maybe it's just
a mistake, maybe there is another explanation. The war in Donbas
is hundreds of kilometers away. This is Kyiv, the center of
Europe.
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In responses from friends on Facebook, and in apocalyptic news
reports with the volume turned up full-blast, life is divided into
“before” and “now.” In my backpack, I pack my documents, a pair of
underpants, a pair of socks, a T-shirt, an apple, water,
antidepressants, sedatives, and painkillers. I start thinking
feverishly about how to leave and how to calm my mother down.
Calls, chats, news from all channels at the same time, running
from room to room, emptying the contents of cabinets out on the
floor, repeating the same actions in circles. For a moment, I
realize I will go mad if I don't stop scrambling around. I turn

everything off, turn off the sound in my phone, and I immediately
want to sleep, this is my typical reaction to severe stress.
Sleep is the best thing I can do.
When I wake up several hours later, I explain to my mother that I
couldn't leave today, and that this is very good for me.
I realize that I do not feel fear, but rather concern for my
family, friends, acquaintances, for my theater, for Ukraine. In a
purely human sense, this is a very important realization for me,
because I realize that most people feel the same way.
The news says we are holding strong, the world is behind us, and
weapons are being distributed to everyone in Kyiv. It is enough
for us just to have a passport, now, just like in Switzerland, and
we'll all have weapons. Wow! Fuck Putin. La, la, la.
I down some sedatives and I am knocked out until nightfall.
That evening, my mother calls from Lviv during an air-raid alarm,
they are going to hide in an underground garage 10 minutes from
her house. They have transferred food and water underground. The
night is sleepless as I search for all possible news. Cruise
missiles explode all across the country. It's dangerous
everywhere. The awareness of a new reality arises - yesterday I
lived in a different, safe world, but everything changed in an
instant.
DAY TWO
25 February 2022
Seven a.m., a call from mother, everyone is alive.
Many messages and emails from friends from all corners of the
world: Germany, Japan, England, USA, France, Venezuela, Chile,
Georgia, Poland, Israel, Lebanon, and none from Russia. I have a
lot of friends there, many are even relatives. People that I
haven't spoken to in 20 years have remembered me. Thank you!
I write a response on Facebook to everyone: “I'm alive!”
Many of those with cars grabbed children, parents, dogs and cats,
and went to Lviv, or to the border. Only women, children and men
over the age of 60 are allowed to leave Ukraine. As such, men take
their people to the border and stay - some in the cities of
western Ukraine, some return to Kyiv, Kharkiv, Kherson, and
Mykolaiv to take up arms and defend the country.
In Kyiv, air-raid alerts follow one after another, the city is
moving to bomb shelters and underground metro stations.
Women and children and those who are able to get tickets are put
on evacuation trains. People ride standing up for 10 to 20 hours.
My friend, who also lives on the Left Bank of Kyiv, the actor Oleg
Stefan, got a train ticket for tomorrow, and he encourages me to
break through to the station with him, and to leave together on
his single seat. I can't imagine how I can push through to the
train, competing with women holding children in their arms. I
refuse. I reassure my mother, I say I will come if someone takes
me in a car with them.

I go to the pharmacy to pick up blood pressure medication that I
ordered, my blood pressure sometimes jumps when I'm very nervous,
and I'm nervous now. My pharmacy, like everything else in my area,
is closed. Desperate people approach pharmacies then keep on
searching.
Only grocery stores are open. There are incredible lines in front
of them. I need to buy something to eat, so I get in line. The
adults are very quiet, thoughtful and anxious. Everyone
understands this is just the beginning. But the children who came
with them - and there are a lot of them - are excited. The
children are having fun. For children this is a genuine adventure.
An air-raid alert sounds, most people disperse and go to the bomb
shelters. I do, too.
The bomb shelter nearest to my home is eight minutes away. The
alarm has been canceled. I don't go to the store, I just go home.
Another alarm, explosions are heard. I meet a neighbor-woman on
the stairs with a 6-year-old daughter and teenage son, and we go
to the shelter together. We decide to stay in the vault all night
because running back and forth is not an option. A terrible night,
in the cold, sitting and lying on the floor. Children crying,
people walking around. I feel very sorry for myself, but even more
sorry for all these grandmothers, mothers, children, dads,
grandfathers, frightened cats in carriers, and dogs. I am young
and strong, and alone (I answer only for myself). If it is very
difficult for me, how difficult must IT be for all of them?
My mother calls every half hour, she is very worried. She begs me
to come to them, it's safer there, we'll all be together there.
At midnight, they also have an alarm in Lviv, they will spend the
night in a garage that stinks of cars and gasoline. Fuck!
I ask: "Mom, send a photo of how things are there, I want to see.”
The expressions on the faces of my relatives shock me, I barely
recognize them. I sit quietly crying. Mom, I'll be there. Mom,
I'll be with you soon! I'm sorry it took me so long. Tomorrow I
will write a post about them, let everyone see these faces.
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My Facebook post: “This is my mother and her husband. Mom is 76
years old. Today, because of the air raid, she will spend the
night in an underground garage in an old car. Mom is in Lviv. I am
in Kyiv.”

DAY THREE.
26 February 2022
I get home at 6 a.m., more tired than ever, my body aching from
the uncomfortable hard surfaces in the shelter. My head is
splitting, my blood pressure is leaping, and I'm taking my last
pill. This is fucked up, what should I do?
I talk on the phone with my mother, everyone is alive but very
tired.
I have only one thing in my head: I want to sleep! I haven't slept
in ages.
I turn on the news, the news is good on the one hand: “we are not
losing ground,” and “the Russians have heavy losses,” but on the
other hand: “cruise missiles are flying at us from the territory
of Belarus, and an armada of troops and tanks is rushing toward
Kyiv through the Chernobyl zone from the territory of Belarus.”
Belarus!!! How is that?
Breaking news: they show a Russian cruise missile hitting a multistory building in Kyiv.
Screenshot.PHOTO 3.

I must be asleep, this can't be happening. I watched the reports
of wars in the former Yugoslavia, and in Georgia, but I have never
seen anything like this. I can't go to bed, I'm not afraid, I'm
just angry, very angry, at myself, too, because I cannot help
myself. I write to my colleagues from Russia, and I see that I am
not the only one writing to them. Many of my Ukrainian colleagues
write on their Facebook timelines and in comments. The Russians
respond with silence, they pretend to see nothing. I am completely
fucked up. Pavel Rudnev, the number one Russian theater critic,
writes about Stanislavsky and the peculiarities of theater
criticism, while ignoring our comments that we are being utterly
wiped out here. Putin's rating has jumped 11 percent since the war
began.
I take sedatives. I go outside, maybe a pharmacy is open
somewhere.
I go in the direction of my theater, the pharmacies are all
closed. The city is quiet, only long, silent lines at grocery
stores. I see my theater, I feel relieved, my home theater, our
flag flies above it. I'm so glad I came here.
On the way back, I meet Oleg Stefan with a backpack, he did not
make it onto a train. In addition to the shelling, battles with
invading groups of saboteurs have begun in the city. All the
bridges are blocked, and the metro is operating exclusively as a
bomb shelter. Kyiv's Left and Right banks are essentially two
separate, isolated cities. We embrace, who could have imagined
meeting like this? We'll stick together now, we'll keep in touch.
We agree to celebrate his birthday the morning of the day after
tomorrow at my place to spite all assholes.
We agree that, afterwards, we will go and take up automatic
weapons, sign up for the territorial defense. Mom, forgive me.
I run home inspired, I need to calm down and get ready. For this I
have a tried-and-true method: clean everything at home, mop the
floors, open the windows and ventilate the apartment, wash again
the dishes that are already washed. These activities always clear
my mind, all my thoughts fall into place.
Just one hour, more or less, out of the day. I run home, open the
bedroom window for ventilation, turn on the news, clean up, my
mobile phone rings, it's the owner of the apartment I rent:
“Pavlo, what are you doing there?” A neighbor from our block has
called him, complaining that I had opened the windows and was
making loud banging noises. Another neighbor who is in the
territorial defense wants me to approach my window carefully. I
approach the window and show myself to a group of people with
yellow armbands. I say I'm not making any noise. The owner says
the neighbor wants to come in and see, to check things out. Of
course, I agree, let him come, I say. I've been living in this
apartment for almost a year and I recognize the neighbor's face.
The owner knows who I am and what I do. At my invitation, he and
his wife went with me to my theater to see one of my productions,

they were all full of trust and love. The doorbell rings, I open
up to see the muzzle of a submachine gun pointed at me, and three
armed men in civilian clothes led by my neighbor who lied about my
making noise. They point their weapons at me and run around my
apartment, looking for saboteurs, whom they do not find. They
remark that I should never have opened the window, because in this
way I might send signals to someone (Putin I guess). I close the
doors after these visitors leave, I close the windows, and, for
the first time in this entire War, I feel fear, animal fear. I
vomit. My day died at that moment, I spent the entire day, evening
and night just lying down. Indifferent to everything. No matter
how many times air-raid alarms sounded, a new reality drowned me
out inside of myself. I know that these people I invited into my
apartment did everything right, there is a war on in this city,
everyone is actively looking for the enemy. All those who took up
arms are holy people and real heroes, period. But I'm just a
civilian, who am I? I do nothing useful, I don't understand how to
do anything. Thank you for the fact that on this day I realized I
will not take a machine gun and I will not go enroll in the
territorial defense, I will not be able to do that because we are
not Switzerland. And we don't need to become Switzerland, we need
to become ourselves, we are learning to be ourselves, and in order
to become ourselves we must learn on the basis of what is natural
to us, moreover: we must love, care, take responsibility, forgive,
support, trust, respect, look into one another's eyes, be
considerate, supportive, be honest, see the good (not just the
bad), pity, understand, say kind things, be cheerful, help,
admire, protect, etc., etc. But where will this line be, the one
that separates what is natural to you or to others?
DAY FOUR
27 February 2022
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At night, in addition to explosions, one can also hear ordinary
shots. Beneath my windows at night, armed members of the
territorial defense brigade dig trenches, haul in concrete blocks
and sandbags, and set up roadblocks. My street's appearance has
changed, it has become a street at war.
Fantastic morning news: we didn't just hold our defenses, we beat
back the enemy, and very hard. The myth of the invincible Russian
army is crumbling before our eyes. Putin's blitzkrieg has been
canceled. Putin could not take a single city.

The whole world is up in arms, defending us. I feel hopeful, I
feel inspired.
My first call is to my mother: "Mom, I'm alive! How are you doing?
Did you hear the news?”
My FB post: “Kyiv! Ukraine is holding on.”
As for me, I realize I am a civilian, an ordinary resident of
Kyiv, and this is also very important, for there are a lot of
people like me. These people also need love, attention and
protection. I must discover my own way, my own resistance to the
enemy who has attacked my Ukraine, my Kyiv, my life. This enemy
attacked our conscience, our mutual respect, our kindness, our
freedom, all the good things we had, have and will have. This is
what gives us meaning. This is the world we want for ourselves and
that we wish for our loved ones.
Putin's world, or as he and his ideologues call it, the “Russian
world,” will fall apart precisely because it is based on such
things as fear, pride, arrogance, envy, cunning, meanness, cruelty
and crazy lies.
That is what I believe, faith keeps me afloat. I understand there
is a certain bathos in my words, but after all...
A few days ago, I saw somewhere in my Facebook feeds a photo of
Golda Meir, who was, incidentally, born in Kyiv, and was the Prime
Minister of Israel during its struggle for the right to exist. Her
words were printed beneath the photo: “Pessimism is a luxury that
Jews cannot afford." It's the same with us now. And so everyone
does what they can, we are different, but everyone is in their own
place, everyone is very necessary, this is our strength. Kyiv is a
place of power!
I make my second call to my mother: “Mom, I have to stay in Kyiv,
I'm needed here. My apartment is here, my things, my work, my
theater.”
FB post: "I am staying in Kyiv deliberately and there is no power
capable of expelling me from here. Kyiv is mine!”
All my bridges are burned, and if I get scared and want to fucking
run, I'll be too ashamed to do it. I'm in a great mood!
DAY FIVE
28 February 2022.
The night passes, more or less... I manage to get four hours of
sleep. Air-raid alarms follow one after the other with only short
intervals between them. Physically, I simply can't just run the
hell down to the bomb shelter all the time anymore. I understand
that this is wrong, you can't relax, and I'm doing it wrong. I'm
home alone, so there's no one but me here to save. I just stay at
home. I sit in the bathroom, stretching out in the tub, and sleep,
if you can call it sleep. The main thing is to stay away from

windows and window glass. Somewhere I heard that the bathroom is
the best place.

PHOTO 5. I made this photo for my mother, so she would believe that I'm taking
care of myself.

When I can't sleep, I binge-watch news, I try to watch not only
ours but also German and American news. I try Russian too, but I
can't stand it, they are just fucking Satanists living in a
parallel reality.
Finally, my morning call to my mother: "Mom, How are you? Why
didn't you go down to the garage? Your basement isn't any good,
it's an old apartment building made of concrete blocks. If

anything, there'll be nothing but a couple of wet spots left of
you. Mom, I love you very much, go back to sleep.”
Today we celebrate Oleg Stefan's birthday at my apartment, another
neighbor and a colleague will come, too, the director Misha
Uritskaya who lives next to Stefan. It's lucky they're here nearby
and I'm not alone.
I prepare a festive pumpkin soup, the pumpkin has been here with
me since pre-war times. I'll give Oleg a bottle of expensive
collectible sparkling wine “Colonialist Pearls” that I have had
since last year. I myself didn't know why I was hoarding it, now I
do, we'll drink it together. We'll try to live this day like
normal people, as if everything here is just fine and dandy. I
cleaned the apartment, warned the apartment owner that there would
be guests, so he could warn my neighbor from the territorial
defense, just in case. Oleg calls to say they have left. I will
meet them halfway. It takes almost an hour for them to walk over
here. I must meet them near our theater where we want to take a
picture for our colleagues who are now far away. We also want to
go to the store together, pick up some bread, cheese, maybe
something else. It's a sunny day and it smells like spring. The
photo shows Oleg and me against the backdrop of the theater where
we work - the Kyiv Academic Drama and Comedy Theater on the Left
Bank of the Dnieper River. Misha snaps the photos of us.
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FB post: “This is how we celebrate Stefan's birthday - with our
theater, Kyiv, and Ukraine." Bathos again, sorry.
It is impossible to get into the store, the lines are very long.
We walk on until we reach my street, witnessing how the
territorial defense either catches a looter or an invading
terrorist. The young guy's arms are twisted harshly behind his

back, a lot of people stand around at a safe distance, everyone
watching in silence, a kind of outdoor theater performance. I
wonder who the guy really is, what his story is. But we were
afraid to ask, so now we can only imagine what happened. It
probably is none of our business, he probably got into it himself
and deserved what happened. But hell, I still don't feel good
about it, we should have asked, but we just went on our way. Damn,
I don't know what's right, my principles are getting blurry too,
it pisses me off.
I would prefer not fearing to talk to our military and territorial
defense soldiers, if possible. If appropriate. If... If... If...
Oleg really wants to find bread for my pumpkin soup, but first of
all there are lines everywhere, secondly, there is no guarantee
that there is bread in the stores.
I have some flour and drinking water at home, so Oleg decides to
bake bread in a frying pan. Instead of a loaf of bread, it turns
out to be like a Jewish matzah. That's the bread Jews ate when
they came out of slavery. Very symbolic.

PHOTO 6

We eat soup and matzo in silence, and drink sparkling wine. We
don't want to talk. We want to be together and keep quiet about
something very important together. It is delicious, touching, and
sinister.
Text messages began coming to my phone today from the State
Emergency Service of Ukraine.
TEXT 1: “Curfew begins today at 20:00. It is forbidden to be on
the streets during the period of curfew. The only exception is
moving to a shelter during an alarm. Follow the rules of blackout:
close windows, turn off lights.”
DAY SIX
1 March 2022
Air-raid alarms all night. Friends in chats, anybody else left in
Kyiv write the warning: “air.”
Across from me is a park that looks more like a forest. Around two
in the morning there is shooting, saboteurs are spotted. I run to
the bathroom, away from the windows.
Morning call to my mother: "Everything is fine, everyone is alive.
I heard explosions but it hasn't reached my area so far, yet, I
love you, Mom.” I don't tell my mother anything about the
shooting, she's already just barely holding on.
A call from Israel, my nephew Marcus, who serves in the Israeli
Defense Forces: “it's not safe to hide in the bathroom, the tiles
on the walls are just as dangerous as glass from windows.” Marcus
helps me discover that the best place in my apartment is the entry
corridor, bare walls, no windows, the mirror from the wall must be
taken down and moved to another room for the duration of my stay.

The more blankets and pillows the better, be sure to sleep in
clothes, everything you need should be kept at hand.
I decide to go to the theater, it somehow calms me down, gives me
meaning. I have very little food at home, maybe I can buy
something.
The checkpoint near the house has turned into a fortress of
concrete blocks, metal structures, trucks, and sandbags. It's
manned by a bunch of people with guns and yellow armbands. All
cars are checked, pedestrians are not. It is strictly forbidden to
take photos. So there are no photos of that here.

PHOTO 7 Bread shelves.

A pleasant surprise, the line disappeared at the big grocery store
near me, so I went in. The store is selling air, completely empty
shelves.
I go to a larger supermarket, usually a 20 minute walk. The bridge
over the canal is blocked, so you need to take detours, and the
walk now takes 45 minutes. There are people there, but not many.
It quickly becomes clear why:
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Shelves for macaroni, wheats and dry goods.

PHOTO 9. Meat and fish.

Shock, there are four million of us in Kyiv.
But there are sweets, and cookies, mostly
abroad, but we do have some local things,
instance. And there are bananas, I buy 10
backpack. I won't starve to death, that's
bottled drinking water. I'll drink boiled

very expensive and from
marshmallows, for
bananas. I carry a full
good. There is no
tap water.

I don't want to think about bad things, I just want to go home.
I'll sit there and think.
The news from the fronts is good, our army is doing well - a sea
of destroyed enemy equipment, thousands of dead Orcs. Our
authorities are constantly in touch with the populace. The
president is doing a great job. The world is with us. Hellish
sanctions against Russia. They promise food shipments will be made
soon.
I'm only worried that I don't have blood pressure medicine, it's
dangerous. A friend writes that a pharmacy is open in their area.
I run over there.
3.45 p.m.: there is a pharmacy, and it's open. The line is long,
but I have hope I'll get in before closing time. I stand there.
The line is made up mostly of women, everyone is nervous, everyone
needs something terribly. The line barely moves. People swear and
curse at those who take too long. The necessary medicines are
often not available, so pharmacists have to look for replacements,
that's a problem. I understand everyone, I feel very sorry for
everyone, but the atmosphere is terrible. An air-raid alarm
sounds, powerful explosions are heard, quite close by, and
everyone is afraid. But no one leaves, medicines are too
important. I stand in line for three hours, I understand this is
pointless. Everyone in line is raging at one another, everyone
hates each other. Some people leave, realizing there is no chance
of getting in.
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I also want to leave, but I decide to wait it out until the end.
And in a miracle of great humanity, it turns out that the head
pharmacist promises to keep working until as late as possible,
that is, until 7:30 p.m., because the curfew begins at 8 p.m. and
the pharmacy employees must have time to run home.
The decision of the pharmacy employees affects the entire line,
everyone becomes friendly to each other in an instant, begins
talking, begins writing lists of the medicines everyone needs, and
passes them ahead to the pharmacists so they can prepare
everything in advance. This accelerates the process significantly.
It's as though some human magic has happened. They did not have my
pills, but they gave me some others, not what I needed, but I
won't die. Ha-ha.
I race home at 7:55 p.m. I'm safe, I have food and medicine, my
apartment is my fortress.
Russian ship go fuck yourself! "I'm in my own home.”
Conclusion of the day: humanity is not just a word, it works. The
organization and interaction of people helps even where it seems
there is no way out.
Thank you to the workers of the Be Healthy pharmacy, you are my
heroes.

My words probably sound very pretentious again, even simplistic. I
would not write like this in normal times. But I have a feeling
that war, indeed, simplifies everything a lot, removes the masks
from people behind which they hide in their normal lives. People
become who they truly are, real and quite vulnerable, and all the
good and bad falls out of us.
We receive a new text message from the state emergency service:
“Your actions in case of an air-raid alarm: Turn off electrical
appliances, turn off gas and water.
- Turn off the lights, close the curtains
- Move quickly to the nearest shelter, take documents, money and
food.
Don't panic, warn your family and neighbors.”
DAY SEVEN
02 March 2022
Morning: Call to my Mom: "Mom, How are you? Are you taking your
sedatives? Mom, I see the news, it's impossible for a young man to
leave now. I'll stay here, all my things are here. What if I can't
get back? This is all I have. Plus I've already paid for the
apartment a month in advance. I feel needed here, what will I find
there? Mom, we already talked about this, you're starting it all
over again. I can't stay at home all the time, I'm not a cat. Mom,
please. Of course, call whenever you feel the need, every five
minutes if you want.”
In order to stay in Kyiv, and at the same time not forget why I am
here, not to go off the rails, not to do stupid things, not to let
myself despair, I shall, from this moment forward, begin creating
rules and rituals for myself. Should they be helpful, I will try
to adhere to them, while those that do not work I shall reject,
and then seek new solutions.
Second rule: Never Say Never. If the situation worsens and there
is a direct threat to my life, I must leave Kyiv and go to a safe
place, if possible.
Third rule: support family, friends, acquaintances, everyone with
whom I communicate with words of support, tell them about my warm
feelings for them, emphasize their best qualities, support them in
their decisions. I will definitely do this truthfully and
sincerely through empathy, and not by uttering empty words and
sentences.
First ritual: I will try to go to my theater every day, it truly
calms me down and gives me a focal point in my everyday plan of
affairs. I will tell my colleagues and friends about that, maybe
it will offer them support, too.
Second ritual: get in touch with Oleg every morning and every
evening, he is my friend, he is not far from me, and with him I

feel I am not alone. I will do the same with Kostya Shakhman, a
young actor from our theater. We are friends too, he is with his
mother and incapacitated grandparents, also in Kyiv but on the
right bank, so it is unrealistic to meet. It is very difficult for
him both mentally and physically, but he finds the strength to
talk, to support me, and I am very grateful to him for this. I
also try to support and entertain him.
I was in the theater, or rather near the theater, I did not go
inside, and I took a couple of photos. An air-raid alarm sounded,
there were loud explosions nearby, I had to go to the underground
floor of a nearby shopping center. As I waited and watched the
news, my mood finally turned sour. I wanted to go home to my
apartment, to my corridor as soon as possible, listen to the news
in order to understand, but what I might understand I didn't know
myself.

PHOTO 11

Late evening: I've lost count of how many air-raid alarms there
were today... An explosion near a train station with children and
women was scary. This is my bunker, my entry hall here, probably

the safest place for me in this reality. Good night, dear people.
May we all see morning.

DAY EIGHT
03 March 2022
As was customary, the eighth day of the war for me began around
three in the morning, with an air-raid alert.
Most of the days and nights are accompanied by air-raid alarms,
аnd the sounds of explosions. Somehow I'm just now beginning to
ignore them. It all becomes a kind of background noise around you
and nothing more. I know this is a mistake, you can't do that, but
the subconscious mind somehow grows tired of all this and just
turns off on its own.
Therefore, there's a new, fourth, rule: Don't fail to respond to
air-raid alarms. If you don't go to a bomb shelter, at least
shelter in your own corridor, one without windows.
And, I want to come up with another, third ritual... Many people
advise you to pray when things get ominous or you get lonely.
I was taught well to say traditional prayers, I can do that, and I
even want to. But, I can't. Praying in this situation seems to me
to be infantile. You must rely only on yourself.
As you suffer from a lack of sleep, fatigue and other sensations,
you have the feeling that your point of view is expanding and you
have the ability to see God himself out of the corner of your eye.
I have that ability, but I don't see God. In my Facebook feed and
in the news, I hear numerous cases about urban residents fleeing
the war and not taking their dogs and cats with them. At best they
just leave them on the street. Sometimes they lock them up in
their apartments and leave. I don't understand how anyone can do
this. I get dressed, and go looking for abandoned animals, and
find an object near my house that looks like a rocket.

PHOTO 12
Text Message 4: "The State Emergency Service of Ukraine informs
you! If you find suspicious items or ammunition, do not attempt to
disassemble them or move them to another location. Immediately
inform the State Emergency Service, the Ministry of Internal
Affairs or the Armed Forces of Ukraine by calling 101, 102,
0800507028.”
He said it turned out that the ammunition was new, not used,
someone had hidden it.
The big city around me isn't just changing, it's deteriorating.
That's what I think now. Since the first day of the war, all
traffic lights have been turned off, garbage is rarely removed,
medicines and food are difficult to find..

PHOTO 13
Plus weapons are now scattered everywhere, and poor theoretical
pets are thrown out on the street.
The general mood is fair-to-middling. I want to hide from all this
in my sleep, I'll get a good night's sleep if everything looks
better.
DAY NINE
04 March 2022
I couldn't get enough sleep, I counted 13 air-raid alarms during
the day, and explosions are heard very closeby.
Mom calls: “Son, I'm very worried...” “Don't overdo it, Mom.
Everything is under control. I love you, Mom.”
Oleg and Misha left Kyiv today, the last friends I could meet
with. Of course, I'm glad they'll be safer. There are more and
more explosions in Kyiv. Troops have been storming nearby villages
and towns.
Because of fatigue, not apathy, I will try to tear myself away
from the news, and go to bed early.
DAY TEN
05 March 2022

During the night a powerful explosion goes off somewhere nearby,
the house itself tossed me in the air, sirens and alarms, the
territorial defense bustles around the house in the midnight

darkness. My head aches insanely, it will not let me get up from
the floor. I pray. I pray not as I was taught to, but in the words
that just pour out of me, a prayer like that, from the bottom of
my heart:
Prayer during an air-raid alarm
Ahh! How fucked up I am!
I wish upon them the most terrible death that exists!!!
I hate this!!!
Damn them to Eternity and back, along with each and every one of
their descendants!!!
Amen to that.
This concerns everyone who supports this, without the right to
repentance or pardon!!!
Along with all their descendants.
May all their evil plans come back straight at them.
Amen.
And one more thing! I want to sleep! Let me sleep!
Text Message 5: The civilian population is prohibited from
participating in military operations. It is prohibited to:
- go near windows if you hear gunshots;
- watch the fighting;
- stand or run under fire;
- enter conflict with armed people;
- wear military clothing;
- display weapons or any object similar to them;
- pick up abandoned weapons and ammunition.

DAY ELEVEN
06 March 2022
Irpin ((

