NATALIIA

Hello.

My name 1is Nataliia. Before the full-scale invasion,
my family and I 1lived in our own house. We were
constantly doing something in it, trying to make it
beautiful and cosy. My older daughter attended dance
classes, and my little son, who was still small, loved
racing around the yard on his scooter. My husband had
been serving in the ATO since 2020.

I had an excellent Jjob, a caring manager, and an
incredibly friendly team (we still stay in touch, even
though we are now in different parts of the world @3).

The first day. A very hard day. One of the hardest days
I have ever lived through. I'm writing these lines now
— my hands are shaking, and tears are rolling down my
cheeks...

At five in the morning, my niece called and said that
the war had begun. From that second, I started planning
all my actions — and the first thing I needed to do was
to pick up my daughter from Mariupol. She was in a
sanatorium there. I started calling my husband, but his
phone was off.

Half an hour later, my daughter called and said that
they were evacuating everyone. And fifteen minutes
later, when I was already on my way to get her, she
cried in hysterics that some checkpoint had been shot
at, and she was terrified.

Panic, tears, fear. I saw 1t all in the eyes of the
children waiting for their parents. I picked up my
daughter, and we ran to the car (we had an old Zhiguli).
And then explosions started from every direction. I
didn’t even have time to open the door for my daughter
(she still reminds me of that moment, when she thought

I would leave her — but at that moment, I was looking
around, trying to understand where we could run to hide
if something flew at wus). The sounds stopped for a

moment, and I put her inside the car, understanding
that we had to drive away as fast as possible. But then
the explosions started again — and what happened?

My car wouldn’t start.
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The sounds went quiet again, and the car suddenly
started, as if it had also recovered from fear. On the
way, we picked up my niece’s family and drove home. It
was terrifying to hear the explosions and see the
columns of military vehicles moving towards us.
Everything felt ominous and grey.

My head hurt terribly — probably from stress — no
medicine helped.

In the evening, my friend arrived with her family. I
finally exhaled — we had a man in the house, and it
felt like not everything was on my shoulders anymore.
But in the morning, her husband returned to Mariupol,
and again, only women remained among the adults.

My husband finally got in touch. We had prepared the
basement, but he insisted that we go to my sister’s
house. She had a good basement. We took all the food
we had and left.

My sister took us in without hesitation.

My husband called rarely. Every call felt like it could
be the last.. After each call, people had to give me
calming medicine.

March came. The connection disappeared. Electricity was
gone too. Our settlement was occupied. Explosions
sounded around the clock. The gas was cut off.
Eventually, the electricity was restored, but the
connection was still not established.

Toward the end of March, my husband managed to reach
me. He was alive — that was the most important thing.

We had to burn everything proving that he was military.
And I had to tell everyone that we were no longer
together..

We stayed at my sister’s place. People from Mariupol
were relocated to our house. Eighteen people. They
lived there until the end of May.

Whenever my husband called, he begged us to leave the
country.

I was scared. Alone with two children. And what if
something happens to him?

Queues, arguments, explosions..

Products from a foreign country.
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Crowds of people. Strangers.

Constant stress.

A neighbour reported that everyone who had a soldier
in the family.

Arrests.

Searches.

Census.

Filtration.

You feel like you are not in your own home. You are a
stranger here. Everything is foreign.

I was terrified of going through filtration. Scared for
my children.

My husband ended up in the hospital. I started thinking
about how to leave, how to pass the filtration, and how
to obtain a departure clearance.

It seemed 1like things with my husband were finally
improving, but then his mental state sharply
deteriorated. That’s when I made the decision — it was
time to leave. Only to Ukraine. Only to my husband.

I loaded the car with things. The children sat in the
back, constantly arguing, but I had no strength to pay
attention: more than twenty checkpoints and a massive
line near Vasylivka. During the inspection, they found
out that the car was registered in my husband’s name.
They wouldn’t let us through.

We negotiated and paid.

Grey zone..

And finally — our FLAG!

Our soldiers.

Meeting my husband.

And again — difficulties. Fear of the unknown. Fear for
my husband’s condition.

A new place, new people..

It felt 1like life was a nightmare. You realize that
everything you had is gone. Nothing is left.. House,
work, family.. We were alone. My husband returned to
service. We were utterly alone.

My mother came. She could no longer stay under
occupation.

A constant feeling that you don’t want anything. You
don’t want to plan, you don’t want to act. Fear when
you suddenly own something — an object, a thing. I
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still don’t understand why there is fear because of
things...

My husband received a disability status, Dbut he
continues to serve.

Third pregnancy. We decided to keep the child. Now we
have three wonderful kids.

We moved to another city because our family 1is large
and we needed more affordable housing. Again —
everything new..

And then a call.

“Your family can participate in a project to receive a
modular house”!

We couldn’t believe 1t was true. And then you realize
— we really qualify, we really deserve it.

Even before we knew we were selected, the kids and I
had already started planning our lives.

We started to understand that life would continue, not
stay on pause..

We really want to feel truly HOME AGAINE.



