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HNaBan sHanomMmmuTuUCh!

A - pnTada 36ipka “lpniHb - Min gim”.
Ha moix cTopiHkax it lpneHa po3nosigatoTb Npo
CBOE pigHe MICTO: MpuragytoTb yntobneHi Micus,
OINATbCA NepPeXMBaAHHAMMU, AKi CTaNMCA 3 HAMMU NICNS
noToro 2022 poky, 3aXOnItoTbCA CBOIM MY>XHIM
MICTOM, MpPIitoTb NPO ManbyTHE 6e3 crupeH Ta BUBOyxiB,
NIOTPUMYIOTb TUX, XTO 3apa3 HE MOXe
MNOBEPHYTUCH JOLOMY.

FOHI ipniHYaHM NoZINMANCE 3i MHOK CBOIMW OUTAYUMMN
crioragamMu Npo CTPYHKI COCHW | WeniTnmei Nicn, Npo
3aTULLHI Napku i cAiB NTaxiB, NPO PiYKy Ta paBvKIB,
HabepexHy Ta 3MMOBI ripkn. MoT CTOPIHKM CMIOBHEHI

HIXXHOO NMOOOB’0 OiTen 40 PigHOro MicTa.
Y 3anto0bkm nofgintocb Hew 3 TobOoIo.

ABTopwU - OiTK lpneHs

Let’s get acquainted!

This is an anthology of writing by children from Irpin on
the theme “lrpin is my home”.

The children describe their hometown, remembering their
favourite places and their experience at the time of and
following the 24th February 2022 invasion. They write with
admiration for their courageous Hero City; of their dreams
of a future without sirens and explosions; and offer sup-
port for those who cannot as yet return home.

Many of the younger residents of Irpin share their child-
hood memories of slender pines and whispering forests,
of parks and singing birds, of the river and snails, the em-
bankment and winter slides. This book is full of the chil-
dren’s tender love for their hometown, which they gladly
offer to share with you.

1
The authors are Irpin’s children ﬂ\' IE ,,/ﬂ



Kunpun Litonko, 5 pokie | Kyryl Tsiupko, 5 years old

Mitd [PRikD
CTOAR!

My Irpin survived!

PaHok 24 nwoToro po3no4yaBcsa 3 BUOYXiB...

CnouyaTky MM Hikyaum He 36upanunca ixaTu, oCKinbku 607
BiabyBanucsa He B MiCcTi. Mum BBaxanu, WO UMBiNbHE HacCeneHHA
He 6yayTb uinaTtu.

Ane Bxe BBeuepi 3BYyKM BUbByxiB 6yno uytu 6ina Ipnensa. Mwu
BUPIWUNWN NPONTU B YKPUTTHA, SAKE 3HAXOAWNOCH B TYPTOXKUTKY
NogaTtkoBoi Akazemii. Tam 6yno 6araTto AiTen. HeBAOB3i BOHM
noyanu rpaTucsa y BiWHY 1 uUe Ayxe nsakano.

04.03.2022 Henoganik Oyno BNy4YaHHA CHapAaay.

A noTim we pas...

05.03.2022 6yno NPUWHATO pilWeHHS BUITXAXKATK.

Byno ctpawHo, 60 NOCTiNHO uMTanum B HOBWUHAxX npo obcTpin
eBaKyauinMHMX KonoH, abo nioaen Ha Bok3ani. HaaBeuip mu
Aoixanun A0 piAHKX.

Y TpaBHi noBepHynucsa goaomy. Haw Aim uinuin, ane 6e3 BiKOH.
A 6yB paauin, wo nec, AKWUW XMB B Hawomy nia’i34i, BuUiniB.

The morning of 24th February began with explosions...

At first, we were not going to go anywhere, since the fighting was not in the city. We
thought that the civilian population would not be affected.

However, by the evening we could hear that the explosions were approaching Irpin.
We decided to shelter in the dormitory of the State Tax University. There were many
children. Soon they started playing war games and it was very frightening.

On the evening of 4th March a projectile hit nearby. And then another...

On 5th March we decided to leave.

It was scary, because we constantly read in the news about the shelling of evacuation
columns, or of people at the railway station. In the evening, we reached our relatives.
We returned home in May. Our house was intact, but without windows. | was glad that
the dog that lived in our apartment block entrance survived.






ApTtem NoBogtok, 9 pokiB (BipLw Ta MantoHOK)

10

nOBepHM MeHe, MaMoO, B ANTUHCTBO

[loBepHU MeHe, MaMo, B OUTUHCTBO
Hepaneuko... Ha pik noBepHu.

3acniBan Xe MeHi KONMCKOoBY
B lpneHi... oe HemMae BivHW,

Ile cniBae 3paHHA CONoOBENKO,
Tam ge paBnmMku Nicnsa goLyy.

[NloBepHW MeHe, MaMOo, B OUTUHCTBO,
A Tebe Big BiiHK 3axmLLy!
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iy ,Artem'PoV§dyuk,, 9 years old (poem and picture)
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Take me back, mama, to my childhood. \
1.;? Not far... Just a year. . S

; : | _
- Sing me a lullaby | 1.
In Irpin... where there is no war,

- Where the nightingale sings,
-~ Where there are snails after rain. . |

o

[1 Take me back, mama, to my childhood
~will protect you from war!
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Onekcin Kypsuui, 13 pokie | Olexei Kuryachyy, 13 years old Bacunb TecTos, 8 pokiB (MantoHok) | Vasyl Testov, 8 years old (picture)

12

Yyao-micto Tpnim

The miracle city of Irpin
0 Tpnixio, mii Ipninio, gakyio 106U 0 Irpin, my Irpin, thank you!
3a sioaceli, 3a noBL1ps, 33 wKonk For the people, for the air, for the schools,
L3a e, 1o 1yT igy! and that I (ive here!
(locearteen K 1yT HegasHo, I settled here only recently,
a BKe A Tede T, but already I love you,

Teol napkh, HOBKK ApY3L8, HABLTL notarh., Your parks, new friends, even your trains.

Th codor Kutls 3axiiciue, You protected Kylv with yourself,

NPUHSE Ha cele G, took on the pain

LTViM camliM Ke 3/cP'Lr and thereby saved

TWIeaYL KATTLS. thousands of (ives.

Xoy 1061, 8Ke TprCTa LT, Although you are already three hundred years old,
T (e monogun' you are still young!

Po3evieaiics, nporpecyil, Develop, progress,

/\\jp,e MicTom be the city

3pWICHEHHA HAWKIX MP'UZ! of the realization of our drearms!

13




Sofia Abazina, 10 years old | Anastasia Dekhtiar, 6 years old (picture) : . Zlata Dubeniuk, 8 years old

The wealth of Irpin , ‘ Irpin
| miss Irpin, , This lovely city is known throughout the world,
There have been many sad chapters for her, . : | lts fame is everywhere.
But we will forget them, In the days of war, it beat the enemy, as was right,

Because there are also songs and loud laughter! So that our people could live happily here.

Irpin has nice parks,

Gardens, kindergartens and young people. Wherever you look — in a park or a square,
Greenery and flowers grow there, Beautiful buildings delight you.

And the children are not sad. | ‘ - Although badly mutilated by an evil fiend,

In Irpin there are also , We still love them very much.

Forests, rivers and fountains, | '

And the main thing is - We will raise our native Irpin from the ruins, .
The life, love and honour there. It will again be picturesque.

For me, it is the sweetest place on Earth
And it always calls to me.

Wherever | am, my heart aches to be here,
Where the dews and stars are the brightest,
And the forests sing with a hundred voices,
Because wonderful people live here.

15




, Irpin is my home,

~ Beautiful, sweet!

a2 Irpin is a city full of goodness .
Which stopped the movement Wards evil.
It is a Hero City, a centre of hope!
Centre of resistance and opposition

To the horde that can do nothing more here!

~ Our desire is to stand up for dreams,

That will come true.

Add just a little action - g

~ The city will stand, and life will be renewed*'

To my hbmetown

~ llove your wonderful beauty
~ The quiet dewy dawns. '
“'";-;_.Ifiove' to talk to you

e |n your dreamy splendour.

_ 4I ‘compose songs for you P
- Bloom in spring, be with me. s
In these happy peaceful days -
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\ PR (W “Irpin, Irpin — kind, dear,

g R o A . .
“!n Full of sleepless nights.
S .; So much blood was spilled
j And pathways lost...”

The boy sits quietly,

He opens the book of misfortune.

Nl)t to vforget, ’
e L But to remember.




BorpaH MpuTtyna, 15 pokis | Kata CtpaToBuy, 9 pokiB (MantoHoK) / ) Bohdan Prytula, 15 years old | Katya Stratovych, 9 years old (picture)
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lpniHb — Min Aim Irpin is my home

A BXe 1 3abyB, L0 MOBEPHYCb A0O0MY, | had already forgotten that | would return home,
LLlo 3HOBY rnsgHY Ha 30pPSHMIA IpMiHb, That | would look again at the starry Irpin,

LLlo B uenecTi COCHOBOMY SCHOMY That | would hear the bright voices of my parents
[Nouyto cBiTNi ronocu 6aTbkiB. In the rustling of the clear pine trees.

BecHaHwn Bedip okyTaB pigHe MICTO — The spring evening enveloped my native city —
BoHo 3acHyno B roMoHi nicis., It fell asleep in the sound of the forest,

A nixTapi ackpaBi, 9K HGMUCTO, And the bright lanterns, like a necklace of beads,

Ocgaanu 3abyTi cnoraguv gigie. llluminated the forgotten memories of my grandfathers.

Benukuni xax i cTpax, i Kpuky — ;/;,& Great horror, fear and screams,

Yce ue giMm Minm gobpe namMm’atae 8 All this, my home well-remembers,

| He NpoBaunTb paHu Ti BENUKI, And it will not forgive the injuries

Aki oTprMaB Big, pakeT XBOCTa. Inflicted by missiles.

Ta BCe MUHYIO, paHu 3aXnBYTb, But it is over, the wounds will heal,

PyiH1 cTaHyTb 3eneHnMu cagamu, The ruins will become green gardens, {””(

| BOMa 6ini KBiTK 3aUBITYTb And white flowers will bloom at home Lo
? Y namM’aTb TUM, KOFO HEMaA i3 HaMW. In memory of those no longer with us. {‘%/}
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Maksym Honhalo, 11 years old

22

| come from a real Hero City

| come from a real Hero City.

Irpin was better defended than Troy.
We fought back, suffered in agony,
And the cruel vipers

Put handcuffs on us.

Grief cried out everywhere,

But we would not surrender our city.

Each of us believes in a happy ending,

And, for the Russian executioners, retribution.

23



Banepia Kopmunbuesa, 9 pokis | Valeriia Kormyltseva, 9 years old
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| was born in Donetsk. My mother told me that when | was four
months old the war started and we moved to Bucha.

And then the war came to us in our new home. | remember all
too clearly. It was very scary, because military planes flew over
our house and there was a very loud bang somewhere nearby.
We decided to leave...

Then we were told on the phone that our house had burned
down. My mother and | cried a lot.

| want to live in an Irpin without war.



Irpin, city of freedom and liberty

A city of freedom and liberty,

Of indomitable and smiling people,
So full of nature’s charms,

One cannot look away.

You always give me hope

For a bright destiny in my land,

For our cherished dream

At the crossroads of the world’s woes.

Your paths are covered with inspiration.
Nature’s breath, fresh and light,

Blows everywhere, and in every moment
| hear your ringing echo.

Irpin, my dear, remnember me!
Whenever and wherever | am,

| will keep memories of you in my heart
Under the gentle shelter of your wing.

g

-

- BT

years old

Home

Your voice trembles, tears flow down your cheeks,
When you see thunder falling from the sky;

When you fill your backpack, but not for school;
As you sit in the cellar, hearing ‘arrivals.

You kiss your relatives, perhaps for the last time.
She squeezes your hand in farewell.

She whispers in your ear: ‘May you be lucky in a
distant country.

Let the storks accompany you.

| will not forget the moment of departure.
May an angel be with you,

Let the sun shine above your head.

Come back, child, come home soon.




Maria Bondarenko, 12 years old | Mariana Vivchar, 14 years old (picture)

Let’s pray for Irpin

Unimaginably, inconceivably,
The war came to us.

It touched us

As if with a bloody look.

And we were just looking

And there was already trouble!
And that boundless trouble
Could not be stopped.

By that thought

My heart is so hurt! iy R I }
And |, as if a statue, & B X Kl
| stand and look into the distance, W s ¢ M‘gﬁ.‘?\d’{!‘a. 1

= &l

Because we are at war with the enemy.
There are flames and grief!

For my dear Irpin,

| have always prayed!

Pray, brothers and sisters

For our native home,

For light and happiness within it,

For peace, goodness and tranquillity!

28




Mapia KnumeHko, 14 pokis

lpniHb — MicTO-repow

lpniHb — MiCTO-repo, Mos YkpaiHa,
T — HavMuniwa onga cepus Mpis.
TyT KOXEH KyTOK | KOXeH ByanHOK
[oBOpWUTbL MPO cnagy, i MOABUT, | CUNY.

TBOI Bynuui — By30: 3irpiTux 4OMOHb,
e TiHI oepeB BioA3epKantolTb PaHoOK.
A B o4ax TBOIX NMNLAPCbKMIA LLas | BOrOHb,

| BUKIWK CTUXISIM — TBIV FOPOUIN CBITAHOK.
e O Sk L s AN B

30

lpniHb He3goNnaHHWK, y TObI € cuna,
| xogHa b6iga Tebe He ckocuna.

Twn cBiTUwcS, HIBKM y TempsBi 30pi,
CBoOix NMaM’dTaELl CUHIB | OOHbOK.

l|pniHb, y MEHI TBOI BynuLLi 1 CKBEpPMU,

| cepue 6'eTbecs 3 nobosi o Tebe.

T gyxoM BENUYHUIN | MUNOCEPOHWN,
[Mnwaroch, Wo MU Nig ogHUM BiYHUM HEDOM.

Maria Klime

.5 Ner g e M 18 S s P (A

nko, 14 years old

Irpin is a hero city

Irpin is a hero city, my Ukraine,

You are the sweetest dream for my heart.
Here, every corner and every house

Speaks of glory, achievement and strength.

Your streets are a knot of warm palms,

Where the shadows of trees reflect the morning.
And in your eyes there is knightly fire and fury,

And your proud dawn is a challenge to the elements.

i
Irpin, you are invincible; you have strength,
And no trouble has ever cut you down.
You shine like a star in the darkness.

You remember your sons and daughters.

e A sl

Irpin, | have your streets and squares within me,

And my heart beats with love for you.
You are majestic and merciful in spirit.

| am proud that we are under the same eternal sky.

D s T —s
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lNoniHa Tka4deHko, 14 pokiB
Min pigHun lpniHb

Ckinbku 6 He Byno MiXX HaMu1 MUIb,
3aBxgu 0o Tebe wnax a BigHanay, nosip!
BaraTo, ntobuni Min IpniHb, T NepexmBe:
CTpalHy BiNHY, HaBasy BOPOTiB.

Tebe XOoTiNnm cTepTH I3 NNLS 3EMI

Ti, xTO He NnapgeH HasmBaTUCA NIOObMW.
[ligTanum BiNbHI Kpuna NoTi BOPOry,

Ane ckopuTK TBOK OYyLLY HE 3MOTIN.

Y Tebe € nioTprMKa gyxa —

Mu, ipniH4aHn, BINbHI 1 MyXHi!

Hac He nocTaBnaTb Ha KoniHa

Ti, XTO NpMNLWOB A0 HaC HE 3 MUPOM.
Ilna nepemoru 6ynemo i XuTu, i ntobutu,
Bo mu BkpaiHn-HeHbku BinbHI giTn!

Polina Tkachenko, 14 years old

My Native Irpin

No matter how many miles are between us,

| will always find a way to you, believe me!

You have experienced a lot, my dear Irpin:

A terrible war, an invasion of enemies.

Those who do not deserve to be called people
Wanted to wipe you off the face of the earth.
The savage enemy raised its wings,

But could not conquer your soul.

You have a lot of support —

We, the people of Irpin, are free and courageous!
Those who did not come to us with peace

Will not bring us to our knees.

For victory we will live and love,

Because we are the children of a free Motherland!
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Irpin is my home!

Irpin is my home!

It has always been mine,

Until the Russians came,

And most of Irpin was destroyed.

But we were not afraid,

We did not surrender to Moscow.

We covered Kyiy,

We protected the whole world.

We will rebuild Irpin,

We will be famous throughout the world.
We will plant viburnum,

We will restore our family.

No one will break our courageous people,

We will all unite for victory!

Snd




Valeria Oseledets, 13 years old

36

What is the Russia saving us from?

Big 4yoro psatye Hac pocia?

Bin 4Woro BoHa Hac obepirae?
XKunw cobi nig MUPHUM HEBOM,
A Tenep wo? PakeTu nitatoTb...

Xo4y NOBEPHYTUCH B Ti Yacwu,
Ile Hebo Byno MUPHUM,

Ile He 6yno we BinHWY,

| AVXanu My YNCTUM MOBITPSAM...

[loBepHITb MeHe B Ti Yacw,

e nioom xoamnnm No MUpPHIN 3eMni,
Ile He Byno B nnaHax BiNHMK,

Ile roTyBanocb BCce [0 BECHMW...

Matvii Hryshchenko, 9 years old (picture)

3apa3 Toro He MOBEPHYTH,
B noBiTpi 0gvH N gMM Ta BOrOHb,
3apa3s Toro Kpauie He 4yTu,

Ile 6oMbU 3pMBaOTb UM TaHK NPOIKAXAE...

Iobpe, wo € B Hac xnonui xopobpi,
LLlo moyTb Hac 3axuwaTw,
IakyoTb IM 4 He BCI ntogu,

3a Te, Wo nayTb Hac OBOPOHATH...

Ocb 61 3aKiH4YMOCh BCe WBuMaLLe,
| HesanexHicTb byna,

Ocb 61 Byno aK paHiwe,

| YkpaiHa Hawmm gomom byna...

37



IBaH BepxukoBcbkuii, 9 pokiB

Mwu MmopanbHO Bynu rotoBi. ToMy 6e3 naHikm
BCTanu, moknanu B MallmMHy nepLui-ninwi pedi i
BXe 0 6:45 Buixanu 3 [pneHsa B Yxropog.

Hawm poBenocs npunHATUM Baxke ons cebe
pilLeHHS — BMIXaTW 3 KpaiHM 0O poandiB B
IcnaHito.

3apas TaTo 3axuLae kpaiHy B naBax 3CY.

A onsg Hac Yac 3ynuHuecd. Hemae wmpoi
pafocCTi, HeMae ackpaBux emoLin. Bce ctano
CipvM HaBiTb B COHAYHINM IcnaHii. A vekato, konu
XUTTS 3HOBY 3arpae 6apBamMm B TOM MOMEHT,
KOY MOYYEMO HOBUHY NMPo Haly [lepemory.
Ha mantoHky 306paxeHuni Min onuta4mmn
MangaHyumk B lpneni.

Our family had no illusions about a possible
Russian attack. We were mentally prepared.
Therefore, without panic, we got up, put

the most important things in the car and left
Irpin for Uzhhorod at 6:45 a.m. We had to make
a difficult decision — whether to leave the
country to visit relatives in Spain.

Now my dad defends the country in the ranks
of the Armed Forces of Ukraine. And time has
stopped for us. There is no sincere joy, no bright
emotions. Everything has become grey, even in
sunny Spain. | am waiting for life to sparkle with
colours again — the moment we hear the news
of our Victory.

The picture shows my playground in Irpin.

Ivan Verzhykovskyi, 9 years old




Anhelina Petrakovska, 8 years old

40

The most terrible spring

The most terrible spring...

Despair, tears, misery.

A very long, cold February.

We could not believe that there would be war
And that people would die for Irpin.

The most terrible spring...

The smell of smoke

From burnt houses and homes.

The most terrible spring — like a cold winter —
Brought us anxiety and horror

My city, Irpin,

Became a shadow

Of the city that | once knew.

The most terrible spring.

Scorched earth.

Some people fought, and some prayed.

The birds did not sing,
Because the gardens with
Their little nests were burned.

The most terrible spring is unhappy, sad,

So how could the birds sing?

But the grass reappeared,
The earth came to life.

And life returned to the city.
The most terrible spring

No longer makes us afraid;
Our brave Irpin survived!

41



Y s
Olesia Vystavkina, 13 years old =S '

War for OUR way

An essay in verse

The enemy crawls into theé country like a snake, But peace had not yet come...

My land hoots and screams! War... Destroyed houses, black smoke, tracks from tanks...
In a dark city shrouded in fog, If only it had rained ... to extinguish the fire engulfing Irpin.
Explosions are heard, people are confused. | asked myself: ‘Perhaps this is a dream

In the early days, | had a feeling And | will soon awake?’

That the terrible war would soon end. | would wipe the sweat from my temples,

But it was all in vain — And the reality was... war.

The war continued and continues to this day. There is no need for war. There | is no need!

There’'s no light, water, or heat in the houses, People must live!

Only a small candle in a corner. Although time gradually heals everything,

But hope does not fade; And the colours of memories fade in my head,

The strength of-mind of these people is unmatched Still, I will remmember

in the whole world. The day when war knocked at my house.

Many left the city of Irpin, This reality will surely pass.

But we and a few others remained. Ukrainians are free, brave, and unlike anyone else.
Hungry and cold, we sat in the cellar, Goodness and strength of spirit will overcome euvil,
Waiting for bright days and quiet nights. And this bloody war will end.

In the moments when the fighting waned, A free, united country will shine.

We stepped outside to see the peace, My dear Motherland, my Ukraine!
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Irpin

Irpin is my home.

It is bright, cheerful, green;

It has families

And new houses.

But there is pain that cannot be expressed,
So | just want to say:

About you, about me, about our Irpin,
Where there are parks and forests,

And bullets and bombs,
And horror and sadness,
Those days,

Which are like a spiral,

Wrap me in a circle,

And life does not return.

You just survive in the trenches,
And you are overcome with grief

For the soldiers at the ‘Giraffe’
And the people who were buried,
In graves in the parks,

Washed with blood,

And watered with tears.

And you are quietly silent;

For your heroic city, you grieve at home.
You remain silent,

Though in your heart you scream.

But it is as if the sun shone,
Embracing you.

Children’s laughter is heard,
The sound of ‘New Life’ rings out from every corner.




Iryna Mykulska, 14 years old
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Irpin

Irpin is a place of pleasure.

It is a fairy tale in which there is no disagreement,

Where laughter and joy embrace,
And the sun talks to you.

In freedom’s eyes,

This place is a paradise,

Where there are forests, parks
And surprise adventures,

And every difficulty is small,
Soon overcome,

Resolved in an instant.

A siren sounds.
Five in the morning.
Bomb shelter.
Cellar.

Everyone is gathering somewhere,
And crying, saying: ‘The war has begun.

You run away.

You leave

Your native Irpin,

Which is filled with a wave of malice

And the desperate spirit of service and struggle.

And all those tears
That the storm washed away, like forests,
Houses and human lives.

No more pleasure.

Only eloquent speeches

About the soldiers who fought for their lives
And the ruins in which a small baby lies:

An angel who will not taste life,

Will not see Irpin.




Valeriia Kormyltseva, 9 years old (picture)

And the road with cars
Decorated with flowers.
A race not won by us.

March has already begun,
We said goodbye with hope.

Now this month presents a gift,
On which is written:

‘The occupiers left Irpin!

And the colours of real life
Showed us ‘Who | am’.
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Myroslava Falko, 15 years old

Mwupocnasa Panbko, 15 pokis
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A 3Hato 6inbly, HiXXK NaM’daTato...

[Tpoxonona 3MMOBOIO paHKy MOTPOXY OXOMftoBana ManeHbkKe
MicTeuko KuniBcbkoi obnacTi. Lle 3Bn4aniHe Ta Hibn HEMPUMITHE
MICTEeYKO, LLLO Ha3mBaeTbCH lpniHb. Take 3BMYanHe, ane 4YoOMyCb
CIOOM IOYTb XUTK BCi, XTO Xo4e XuTn B €Bponi. bo IpniHb
HaCTINNbKM KOMPOPTHE MICTO N1 XUTTS, WO B HbOMY Big4dyBa€Ll
cebe BiNbHUM, LLacInBMM | 6€3TypboTHUM. BOHO KOMNakTHe,
ManbOBHMYE, CydacHe Ta monoge!

24 noTtoro noroga 6yna MiHNMBOLO. Y TOM NUXMKM Yac NaHika
EXMAOHO NigcTynana, TMUM caMuM 06’'€QHY04YM CBIOOMICTb
yKpalHCbKOoro Hapogy. [ lepepn 3arpo3oto cnifibHOl Hebeaneku
NOOU YMINO 3rypTOBYIOTLCH, TUM CaMUM MITPUMYIOYM OgHe
O4HOro i pobnaym ycto Hauito BennyHoto Ta HeanamHolo.

BaraTo pisHUX AHIB MWHYMO Bif MoYaTKy TOro CTPaLUHOro
3MMOBOro paHky. Mane xnon’'a cnornggae, sk rpamnmee
nonymM’a oxonnoe baratonoBepxiBky. BoroHb nornnHae
Taki Bax/mMBI | [Opori 4nsa Hboro pedi: 3pobneHa BnacHopyu
xanabypga, KOWmnK 3 HOBOPIYHMMMU irpalkaMu, SKUMU LWOPOKY
3 MaMoo NpUbupanm AAnHKY, HaCTINbHI IFPKU, Y 9Ki 3 TaKUM
3a0,0BONIEHHAM Fpanm TeENIMMU CIMENHUMK BEHOpaMy, |
NiXeYKO, B AKOMY X/1I0MYUK 3aCUHaB Ta NPOKMOaBCS.

Konwv nonymMm’a omoBunio BBECH AiM, NiiBKa CrnoragiB 3HOBY

| know more than | remember...

The chill of a winter morning slowly enveloped a small city of
the Kyiv region. It was a seemingly unremarkable municipality
called Irpin. Irpin is so ordinary, yet everyone who wants to live
in Europe comes here. Irpin is such a comfortable place to live;
you feel free, happy and carefree here. It is compact, pictur-
esque, modern and young!

On 24th February 2022, the weather was changeable. At that
terrible time, panic was slyly approaching, uniting the con-
sciousness of the Ukrainian people. Faced with a common dan-
ger, people draw together, supporting each other and making
the entire nation Great and Unbreakable.

Many different days have passed since that terrible winter
morning. A small boy watched as playful flames engulfed a
high-rise building. The fire consumed things that were import-
ant and precious to him: a hand-made ‘halabuda’,* the basket
of Christmas toys with which he and his mother decorated the
tree every year, the board games they enjoyed playing on warm
family evenings, and the bed in which the boy slept.

As the flames consumed the entire house, a videotape of
memories played before his eyes, showing a movie called ‘Life’.
The child’s eyes flashed with interest as snatches of happy and

* A traditional Ukrainian dwelling hut.
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3arpana nepepg o4nma, Nokasdyym GinbM nig HasBo «KUTTA».
B onta4umx odax npomManHyna 3alikaBleHiCTb. YPUBKMK
LWaCNMBUX Ta CYMHUX MOMEHTIB-KaApIiB NArnmy CBigOMICTb
xnon4yuka. Baxkmum tarapemM BOHM OXOnNuam noro nnedi. Y ui
XBUNNHW Tak BpaKkyBaso ob6inmiB TaTa i Mamun... BaaBwin cebe

B PYKU, XJIONYUK MOYaB LWYyKaTU LLOCb Y KMULLEHI CBOET KYPTKMW.
YHepes gekinbka cekyHO BUTATHYB PYYKY N 3IM'ATUIN apKyLU
nanepy. XNon4mMkK no4Yas LWOCb peTefibHO nncaTtu. LnTadi cnbosu
INNNCA CTPIMKMM MOTOKOM CUMBOJIIB | BYKB, 306paxytoum
PALOKW, CXOXI Ha BipLL:

Y 3Hato Binbly, HIX MaM’'aTato...
CnpocoHHs oBepi Big4MHS0,

Y CBIT Hagin i HE3MIYEHHUX MPIN
A BKOTpe nopuHato...

3B’A30K Yy MUTAX reTb PO3MUTUIA.
B 3akyTkax Mi3kiB 3MICT CxOBato.
Y Tirt TYMaHHOCTI Kpacu

A BkoTpe 3abyBatoChb...

Ton oeHb CTyOeHUIN, PyKU TeX,
A retb He cnag, nuwe 6poavB

sad moments flitted through his mind. In all, though, they were
a heavy burden: at such moments he so much missed his fa-
ther and mother’s hugs.

Recollecting himself, the boy began to look for something in
his jacket pocket. He pulled out a pen and a crumpled piece of
paper. With great care, he began to write something. A child’s
tears were transformed into a rapid stream of symbols and let-
ters, forming lines reminiscent of a poem:

| know more than | remember...

The night opens a door,

| plunge once again

Into a world of hopes and countless dreams.

In moments, the connection is completely blurred.
| will hide the meaning in the recesses of my brain.
In the beauty of that nebula
| am once again forgotten...

That day was cold, my hands too,

| didn’t sleep at all, | just wandered

The street, a desert road...

And straightaway my child’s eyes were engulfed
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[lo Bynuui nycTenb-gopir...
| BMUTb OUTAYI O4i OXONUMIO
Bupytode LyHami cnis.

Lle Bce HenpaBaa... Tak He €...
A pnoci Booma... 1 3a3Bmyan
Y Trwi n’to 9 MaMUH Yam.

Y cepui Wwocb 6'eTbCHA, CKUMMNTb, NaMaeTbCH... 1a BCe JapeMHO.

3 TOro MOMEHTY NponLLNO BaraTo Yacy, ane geLo € HE3MIHHUM.
He Bci pedi nigBnagHi ManeHbKOMY YKpalHCbKOMY XJTOMYMKOBI.

INiza lonens, 10 pokis (MantoHok) | Lisa Golenia, 10 years old (picture)

By a raging tsunami of tears.

It's all not true... It’s not...

I’'m still at home... And, as usual,

| drink my mother’s tea in silence.

Something in my heart beats, whines, breaks, but it’'s all in
vain. A lot of time has passed since then, yet some things re-
main the same. Many things are beyond the control of a small
Ukrainian boy.
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This is a drawing of ‘wall-E’ from the Irpin embankment, near to which we
lived.

We spent ten days in the basement under shelling. | was very scared.

| was afraid to leave the basement: afraid of all sounds; explosions and even
lightning. We thought we would wait it out. Fortunately, we were evacuated
on 4th March by way of the destroyed Bridge of Hope.

My most vivid impression of the evacuation comes from when the military
carried me in their arms through Irpin. | felt so proud.

The four days on the road to Germany were hell.

On the first day, my dad went to the Territorial Defence Forces to protect our
home from the Rashists.

| miss my dad a lot. | draw a lot for him, write down all my successes.

HaTanis Knumerko, 6 pokis | Natalia Klymenko, 6 years old
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Daria Kovalevska, 14 years old

Irpin is my home

On 24th February 2022, | fell onto my bed, as if over a preci-
pice, clutching my head with my hands. Thoughts... ate away at
my mind, dissolving the last shreds of hope.

During the occupation of Irpin, at times when it was neces-
sary to catch a moment of inspiration in the warmth of March
days, and watch how dazzling sunbeams can warm the heart
and penetrate harsh fogs, | recalled important memories. | re-
membered how | had already left home in 2014; and that hurt
my soul because | was afraid that | would again lose my home.
But days passed, and the faded clouds gave way to crimson
sunsets and, finally, we heard the dream news, ‘Irpin has been
liberated’.

A short time later, | returned to the city and was amazed:
the most beautiful town with beautiful modern streets was
filled with rubble and broken glass. Tears came. But my house
had survived; only the window of my room was broken. And the
main thing is that | was HOME.

Sofia Sorokina, 11 years old (picture)
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TetaHa Kabnosa, 12 pokiB
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lpniHb 0,0 BiMHK

Yciogu cae coHue. Jlic, wo pocTte Heganeko Big HaLOro
OyOUHKY, LUENECTUTb 3E€/IEHNUM NNCTAM. Y LLEHTPI MiCTa AiTw
Beceno 6aBnaTbCca y oHTaHax, a 6ing HMX YPO4YUCTO CTOITb
namM’aTHUK Tapacy LLeByeHky. YuHi wkonmn N212 noBepTatoTbCs
0oOoMy 3 HaBYaHH4A. baraTto xTo 3abirae y JIbBiBCbky
ManCTEPHIO WokKonagy, wob nonacyBaTtm CMadyHUMM LlyKEPKaMM.
Yce poBKONa maxHe XUTTAM. TakuMm IpniHb € KOXHOI Mopu POKY.

Banmky TyT ocobnmBa aTMocdhepa: yce BKPUBAETbLCSH
BiNnoto KoBOPOIO, a 6iNg NaM’aTHUKa 3'ABNFETbCA KOB3aHKa Ta
HOBOpPIYHMN apMapoK. Ay J1bBIBCbKiM MAaWUCTEPHI LLIOKONany
MOXHa nonacyBaTV rapsymMM LWOKONag0M YM Kakao Ta
HaconoAUTUCA TENNMMU PO3MOBaMIK 3 CIMEID | Apy3saMu. Yce
naxHe HOBOPIYHUM HaCTPOEM.

Mip yac BiMHMK

ba-6ax! Lle 3CY 3axuwae lpniHb. Mun BXxe 3HaemMo, Wo Le
npautoe MNMO. Mu nepebyBaemo y 6abyci 3 gigycem, 60 Bgoma
Hebeane4yHo. Hawa kBapTupa 3HaxoaAnTbCa AOCUTb BUCOKO, | B
OyOb-9KMi Yac Moxe ByTn NpuniT. BinbLlWicTb CycCifgiB BUiXanu e
B MEPLUUN OeHb BiMHU. A 3apa3s BXe TpeTIM...

Tatiana Kablova, 12 years old

Irpin before the war

The sun is shining everywhere. The forest that grows near
our house is rustling its green leaves. In the city centre children
have fun playing in the fountains, and next to them stands a
solemn monument to Ukraine’s national poet, Taras Shevchen-
ko. Pupils of School No. 12 are returning home. Many people run
into the Lviv Chocolate Workshop to enjoy delicious sweets.
Everything smells of life. This is what Irpin is like in every sea-
son.

In winter, the atmosphere is particularly special. Everything
is covered with a blanket of snow, and a skating rink and a New
Year’s fair appear near the Shevchenko monument. And in the
Lviv Chocolate Workshop you can enjoy hot chocolate or cocoa
and warm conversation with family and friends. The New Year
holiday mood pervades everything; yes, you can even smell it.

During the war

Bang-bang! Our Armed Forces defend Irpin. We already know
that the air defence works. We are staying with my grandpar-
ents because it is not safe at home. Our apartment is quite
high in our building, and there could be an airstrike at any time.
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A nam’aTato Len paHok. A NnpoknHynacs, i Mo MamMa ckasana @ W
OBa CTpallHi cnoea: no4Yanacs BinHa. Mu noxanuem 3i6panwu : (7
pedi, LOKYMEHTU, B3NN HaWoOro xoMm’'syka [lxoHika i noixanu (y W
0o pinycs 3 6abyceto. Bei 6ynm poarybneHi. Hixto He 3HaB, Wwo (7
pobuTKN. 3rogom, KoM Mu noixanm 0o MarasuHy, To Tam 6yno (7 f}
ayxe 6araTto ntogen i XogHol KpuxTn xnida. Ane noTiM ByxaHLui
e BMHecCnu... BipcToaBLmM oBOKINOMETPOBY Yepry, B akin noaun
MOBYanu, Ham BOANOCHA KynuTu xnib. A Konm My noBepTanmcs
0,000MYy, Hag HamMu NposeTino gBa nitaku. BoHn nponetinm
HaCTIIbKM HU3bKO, WO A MOr1a MOBHICTO po3rneqiti ix. Mu He
3Hanu, 4Yn e BOpOXi, Y/ Halli fliTaku...
Ha n’'atui neHb My BXe 3BMKIM 00 NOCTPINIB Ta BUOYXIB.
Mwn gonomaranm niogsam noxunoro Biky. Mama 3 6abyceto Ta
ninycem pobunu iH'ekuii, a 8 Hocuna nikn. Takox My nodanm
nekTn xni6. Xni6 6yB oyXe cMayvyHMM, afie MamMa YHOMYCb
BigMOBNISNacya Moro icTu i kalana, Wwob ina 9. 4kocb MU 3axoTiNnu
nogvxaTu CBIXUM MOBITPSAM | BUNLLIKW Ha BynuLto. PanTtoMm mu
no4ynu Bnbyx. BiH 6yB Tak 6111M3bKO, WO 9 NoYyna, 9K 3a43BEHINM
LWMBKM BIKOH. A oyXe 3ngakanacs i XoTina 3anT gogoMy,
ane MamMa ckasana, Wwo B byanHky HebeaneyHo. ToMy Mu
NPOOOBXYBanuM CTOATM 0 TUX Nip, NOKU BUBYXU HE CTUXITN.
[MponwwoB pesknii 4ac... Bubyxm nopyd BXxe ctanm 30BCIiM
3BUYHUM gBuLLeM. Mu xunun y 6abyci Moro gpyra Ha

Most of our neighbours left on the first day of the war. It is
now the third day.
| remember the first morning. | woke up, and my mother said
those terrible words: the war had begun. \We hastily packed
some necessary things and documents, took our hamster, Jon-
ik, and went to my grandparents. Everyone was confused. No
one knew what to do. Later, when we went to the shop, there
were a lot of people there and not a single crumb of bread. But
then some more loaves were brought out. After standing in
a two-kilometre-long queue, in which people were silent, we
managed to buy bread. Then, as we were returning home, two
planes flew over — so low that | could see them very clearly, but
we didn’t know if they were enemy planes or ours.

By the fifth day, we had become used to the gunshots and
explosions. We helped the elderly. My mother and grandpar-
ents gave injections, and | carried the medicine. We also start-
ed baking bread. The bread was very tasty, but for some reason
my mother refused to eat it and told me to eat it.

One time, we wanted to breathe fresh air and went outside.
Suddenly we heard an explosion. It was so close it made the
window panes rattle. | was very scared and wanted to go
home, but mother said that it was dangerous in the house. So
we remained where we were until the explosions subsided.
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LLOKOJIbHOMY noBepci — TaM Byno beanevHiwe. Linun geHb 4
rpanacsa 3 KOTUKOM Yy Kopuagopi, 60 Henmoganik CToanm TaHKW.
A HacTynHOro gHs{, 3 CaMoro paHky, M1 gi3Hanucs, Wwo niwnm
Mapoaepu Ta aneepcaHTn. Cycigka ckazana:

— lpbTe, BOHU Bxe TyT!
A TiNbkM BCTUMHYNa KPUKHYTU:

— A [IxoHik?!

Mun wBmako 3abpanu KNiTKy 3 HaWMM XOM'A4KOM 00 aBTIiBKM,
cinu Ta noixanu. MocTy, wo noegHyBaB lpniHb 3 Knesom, BXxe
He 6yno. Mu npoixanu Kinbka 6/10KNOCTIB, A& CTOANMN BINCbKOBI
3i cTypboBaHUMM obnmydammn. [NoTiM Hala gopora nponsrana
yepes nic i Ha XnToMmpcCbky Tpacy, oe 3HoBy byB 651oknocT. Mu
He 3Hanu, Wo Le BXe Bynn OpKK | LWLO Yeped N'aTb XBUITUH BOHM
NOYHYTb CTPINATK MO aBTiBKkax. M BUXUNN TiNbKM TOMY, WO B
LLel MOMEHT OpKK rpabyBanu MmarasmH. byno nyxe ctpaluHo...

Came 1yT, Ha XnutoMmMpcCbKin Tpaci, 3arMHynm CoTHI giten Ta
nopocnux. Tam 6ynm po3buTi ceiTnodopmn, MarasmHu, kade Ta
MaLUUHW.

Mu xoTinn goixaTtn go Kneea, ane 8’134 6yno sakpmto. Tomy
MU 6e3 oadary i TiNbKM 3 WICTbOMa BapeHUMM SeHKaMm Ta OBOMa
MaJleHbKMMU NNgLlKamMm Boaum noixanum oo BiHHuU,.

Time passed: explosions, sometimes quite close, become com-
monplace. We lived on the cellar floor at my friend’s grand-
mother’s house. It was safer there. There were tanks nearby,
so, to keep away from outer walls and windows, | spent my
days playing with the cat in the corridor.

Then we heard about looters and saboteurs. A neighbour
said: “Go, they are already here!”
| just managed to shout: “What about Jonik?!”

We quickly packed the cage with our hamster in the car, got
in and drove off. The bridge connecting Irpin with Kyiv was
gone. We passed several checkpoints where soldiers stood
with worried faces. Then our road ran through the forest and
down to the Zhytomyr highway, where there was another road-
block. We did not know that it was controlled by Orcs* and
that in five minutes they would start shooting at the cars. We
survived only because at that moment the Orcs were looting a
shop. It was very scary.

It was here, on the Zhytomyr highway, that hundreds of chil-
dren and adults died. There were broken traffic lights, shops,
cafes and cars.

We wanted to get to Kyiy, but that route was closed. So we
headed west and south to Vinnytsia — without clothes, and
with just six boiled eggs and two small bottles of water.

* A derogatory name for the Russian invaders.
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[ig yac eBakyauil During the evacuation

| =

CkazaTy, Lo OOBrro iXxanu — e Hi4oro He ckazatu. Mu ixanm
noHan necaTtb rognH. beHanHy 6yno mano. 3rogoM Mu 3HanLWun
3anpaBKy 1 HapelwTi goixanu go BiHHMLI. Hac HarogyBanm
MW ogpasy narnu cnatu. BpaHui Mama HaBiTb He 3Hana, Wo
MeHi gatu noictun. Mum 3’ inn «MiBiHy», aka 6yna Ha KyxHi. Taky
Hac no4vanocs HoBe XUTTa Yy BiHHMLUI. A nodyBana cebe noraHo,
ane nioTpumMka opy3iB Ta 6aTbkiB MeHe 3MiLHoBana. Tato, akmMmn
B Mo4yaTKy BiHU niwoB 0o Cun TeputopianbHOi 060pPOHU, He
BUXOOMB Ha 3B'A30K. HaM gonomaranu BonoHTepu. A HaBiTb
xoawuna rynaTtu. LLlogHsa g HaBigyBanacsa 0o ka4dok 3 nebenamu,
AKi XUAn B 03epi.

Ane y BiHHMUI MU Mann TM4YacoBUM NPUXUCTOK... Tpeba Byno
pyxaTtuca gani. Mu Bupiwunnm noixatn oo Micta J1bBiB.

Y JlbBOBI 9 Xunna gyxe goero! J1beiB oyxe 3MiHMBCA B yMOBax
BinHW. Konm BocTaHHE MU BiaBigyBanu J1bBiB, TO CKPi3b XO0OUAU
PagiCHI Ta YCMixXHeHI ntogn. 3 Nno4aTKoOM BiMMHW Ha BYynUUax 6yno
BaraTto BOEHHUX, a B MNOBITPI BUCIB 3anax TPMBOIrun. Ycogm MOXHa
Byno nobaynTu NnakaTu, 9Ki HagMxanm Ha MNepemMory...

J1bBiB 3aBXOM HaragyBaB MeHI FOPHATKO KaBK, 60 aKLL0 KaBa
Byna rapsda, a noroga tenna, To Big 6pyKiBKU BiSNO TEMIOM.
Konwv nagaB gouw, v 6pyKiBka cTaBasa BOIOroto, TO KaBa

= To say that we drove for a long time is an understatement.

We drove for more than ten hours. We were running low on
petrol. Eventually we found a filling station and finally reached
Vinnytsia. We were fed and went straight to bed. In the morn-
ing, my mother didn’t know what to give me to eat. We ate
Mivina,** which was in the kitchen. That is how our new life in
Vinnytsia began. | felt bad, but the support of my friends and
parents strengthened me. Dad had gone to the Territorial De-
fence Forces at the beginning of the war and we did not hear
from him. We were helped by volunteers. | went for walks: ev-
ery day | visited the ducks and swans that lived on the lake.
Our shelter in Vinnytsia was temporary: we had to move on.
We decided to go to Lviw.

| stayed in Lviv for a very long time. The war changed that city
a lot. When we visited Lviv before the war, there were happy
and smiling people everywhere. The war brought many soldiers
to the streets, and the smell of anxiety hung in the air, as in all
of Ukraine. Everywhere, there were posters urging victory.

Lviv always brings to my mind a cup of coffee. If the coffee
was hot and the weather was warm, then the cobblestones
were warm too. When it rained and the cobblestones became

** The brand name of a range of instant noodles and similar.
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3irpiBana nogewv CBOIM TEMIOM... 3apas, SKLWOo yHanu CUpPeHU
MOBITPAHOI TPMBOIUN, BCI FPOMafCbKi Micus 3akpumBanu CBol
nBepi. | TyT kaBa 3HOBY paTyBana Hac! «J1bBiBCbka KomanbHS
KaBW» BiOKPWMBAaE CBOI OBEPI | MEPETBOPIOETLCH Y CNPaBXHE
bomMmbocxoBuule! Hanpuknag, SKLWO MU CMaKyBanu LlykepkaMu
abo kaBolto, i Mo4YMHanaca NoeBiTpsHa TpuBora, To Tpeba NPocTo
CNyckaTUCA y KonasnbHI. TyT NOYMHaNMCSa Yapu: NpaLiBHUKN,
HIOW YapiBHUKW, MPUHOCKMAM CTiNbLi 419 BCIX NOOEN, irpallKkm
04 giTen, a Takox dinixaHkun, 60 6yno 6arato oXo4mnx BUNUTK
kaBu. Togi NoBoni CTpax i TpuBOra BigCcTynanu...

Takox BCiM BMgaBanm no kacui, wob He BOapuUTUCS rofioBOIO.
A nig KiHeUb NOBITPAHOI TPMBOIM BCI BUXOAUAU 3 YKPUTTS |
Hacono4XyBanCb MICTOM garli.

Binga 6ygmnHkiB 4 4acTo 6avmna MilKM 3 LLEMEHTOM, AKi
3MiLHIOBanm éynieni nig 4ac obcTpiny. A e Ha goporax
3HaAXOOUNNCS «IXXKadku», GKi He gaBanu NpoixaT BOPOXUM
TaHkaM. [laM’aTHMKM Ha nnowi PUHOK 3akpunu BENMKUMUA
nnakaTamm, 60 He MOoXxHa J1bBOBY BTpadaTu Taky Kpacy.

A xoouna 0o Micbkoi BibniotTekn «J1leoTeka». Tam g ninuna
BMPOBU 3 rMunHKN, 6arato Yntana, nobysana Ha cBATI «Hiy

3 [appi [NoTTepom» i cTana y4acHuLeto nitepaTypHOro
knyby «xepenbue»! Tam g nosaHanmomMmumnaca 3 naHi Mapieto
JltogkeBmMY — MMCbMeEHHULEID, SKa BiABiQyBana paHiwe lpniHb,

wet, the coffee warmed you.

During my evacuation, the Lviv air-raid sirens often sounded,
and all public places would close their doors. But coffee again
saved us. The Lviv Coffee Mine opened its doors and became
a real bomb shelter. If we were there when the alarm started,
we just went down into the mine. There the magic began: the
workers brought chairs for everyone, toys for the children, and
cups, as there would be many people who wanted to drink cof-
fee. Also, everyone was given a helmet in case they hit their
head.

Slowly, fear and anxiety receded — and at the end of the air
alert everyone came out of the shelter and enjoyed the city fur-
ther.

Near the houses, | often saw sandbags. They were for protec-
tion during shelling. And there were ‘hedgehogs’ on the roads
to prevent enemy tanks from passing. Monuments on the Mar-
ket Square (Rynok Square) were covered with large billboards,
so that Lviv would not lose these beautiful features.
| visited the city library’s Leoteka project. There | sculpted with
clay, read a lot, attended the ‘Night with Harry Potter’ holiday,
met the writer Maria Ludkevich, and became a member of the
‘Dzherel’tse’ literary club. Can you imagine, the club even has
its own newspaper?! Maria Ludkevich. has visited Irpin and
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3Hana npo Haw [lapk NncbMeHHKKIB... BoHa posnosina 6arato
LLIKkaBOro | 4 3axoTina BigBigyBaTH Len kKnyb! Y HUX HaBiTb € CBOS
raseTa, yansaerte?!

Takox B 6ibnioTeLi 9 HaB4YMNacsa MantoBaTK, 60 Tam
NPOBOAVNN MaNCTepP-KNac 3 MantoBaHHS.

A wacTo rynana By3bkumMu Bynmydkamu J1bBoBa 3 MOIMU
HOBUMMK Apy3aMn. Mumn 6ynm B 300mapky, My3eax Ta napkax. MeHi
cnopobaBcs JIbBIB V1 NbBIB'AHK, ane ayXe XOTiIoCs NOBEPHYTUCS
y pigHUM lpniHb.

lpniHb BipBOWoOBaHMI. [loBEpPHEHHS

HapewTi. Mu TyT! M1 Bgoma! Ane He BCi MOXYTb Tak pagiTu...
BinHa B 6baratbox 3abpana pigHWX, TBapuH, OyOWNHKMN...
Hesaki pomiBky Bynu gyxe OUBHO 3pyMHOBaHI: 6e3 CTiH, fax
MNPOCTO NexaB Ha 3eMni, abo He Byno migaoru, a Bce iHwe 6yno
LinnMm... laxm meHi HaragyBanu 6yguHkn 3 dinbmiB xaxy. eski
OyoUVHKW BLININKW, ane NoYopHinuy Big noxex. Mosa kKiMHaTa Takox
Oyna nowkogxeHa: BuMbuTe BIKHO, ynaMkuM Big cHapsagiB —
Ha NiXKY, 4ipKW Yy CTiHI, cTeni.. OguH BENMKUIM ynaMmok MamMa
3Hauwna Ha noaywui. uneo, wo BiH He 3aropiecsal Mu
POBMMO B HaLLOMYy OOMI PEMOHT, 9K | BeCb IpniHb. A kaTatcs
Ha Benocunegi y [Napky NncbMeHHMKIB, rynato HabepexHoto

knew about our Writers’ Park. She told me many interesting
things.

At the library, | also learned to draw. A master class on draw-
ing was held there.

| made new friends and often walked the narrow streets of
Lviv with them. We visited museums, parks and the zoo. | liked
Lviv and the people of Lviv, but of course really wanted to re-
turn to my native Irpin.

Irpin has been liberated. We return

Finally, we are here! We are home! But not everyone can be
so happy. For many, the war took away relatives, animals,
houses....

Some houses were destroyed in a very strange way: without
walls, the roof just lay on the ground; or there was no floor, and
everything else was intact. The roofs reminded me of houses
from horror movies. Some houses survived, but were black-
ened by smoke. My room was damaged: a broken window,
shrapnel on the bed, holes in the wall and ceiling. My mother
found a large piece of shrapnel on my pillow. It’'s a wonder it
didn’t catch fire.

We are doing repairs — like the whole of Irpin. | ride a bicycle in
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| YNTaO KHUXKWK, ane BXe 3 Haloi Micbkol 6ibnioTtekn! 3apas
KiHeUb cepnHs | HesabapoM 9 Nigy 00 WKoNW. Y Halwin Wwkoni
TaKOX TPUBAE PEMOHT, ane HaB4YaHHA Byaoe NpoBOOUTUCS
OVNCTaHLINHO. A BIptO, LLLO MiCNHA YPOKIB MU 3HOBY ByoeMo
3abiratn y JIbBIBCbKY ManCcTepHIo Wokonaay (Tak, BoHa Takox
BiOKPUBAETHCS), WO nonacyBaTM CMadYHUMMK LlyKepKaMu.
Banmky Mu BynemMo kaTtaTuca Ha Hallin KoB3aHLui 6ing
nam’'aTHrka Kob3sapto.

YKkpaiHa — 4apiBHa KkpaiHa! [opu, pidku, Hapog, MicTa... Bce
cunbHe Ta kpacuBe! Cnaga YkpaiHi Ta 3CY!

20 cepnHa 2022 p.

X X %

Hopori congaTtu! A xouy, wob B opkiB 6yno Bce noraHo. LLo6
BOHM MiLWAWM 3 HaLOi 3emni. A xouy, wob y Bac 6yna cuna, gk
y coHusa. MeHi gyxe wkoga, Wo 9 He MOXY 3 BaMU 3axumLiaT
pigHy 3emnto. Cnasa YkpaiHil Tepoam Cnasa! Cnasa Hauii,

KiHeub pd!

the Writers’ Park, walk along the river embankment and read
books. It's good that the books are now from our Irpin city li-
brary.

It is the end of August and soon | will be going to school. Our
school is also being repaired: teaching will be done remotely.
After the lessons, we will once again visit the Lviv Chocolate
Workshop (yes, it is open!). In winter, we will skate on our ice
rink near the Kobzar (Shevchenko) monument.

Ukraine is a magical country! Mountains, rivers, cities, peo-
ple.... Everything is strong and beautiful! Glory to Ukraine and
the Armed Forces!

20th August 2022
k Xk k

Dear soldiers! | want the Orcs to do badly. | want them to
leave our land. | want you to be as strong as the sun. | am very
sorry that | cannot defend my native land with you. Glory to

Ukraine! Glory to our heroes! Glory to the Nation, the end of
the Russian Federation! (20th June 2022 — in Lviv)
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Did we think that this could happen in the
21st century? We didn’t have an emergency
suitcase or a full tank of petrol.
The war caught us unprepared...
We were forced to hear and see what war is.
Later, after Irpin was liberated, we saw
on a drone video that our house was damaged.
The roof was completely gone.

Fronow., Mo adgmewuw J L
H. z;w 4 j/@%&/ il /WKWM/; 7

Tobtome Jead gz
OmuTtpo OctaneHko, 9 pokis | Dmytro Ostapenko, 9 years old



Vadym Havryliuk, 17 years old
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Irpin is my home

On 29th July 2022, | returned to my battered but not defeated
hometown — Irpin.
Because of the cursed rashists,* my emotions were hidden
inside me. It was difficult to show them. All | felt was pain: pain
for the city, and pain for the people who were left homeless,
with broken hearts and divided families.
Walking along the deserted streets, it was hard even to imag-
ine what was happening on those streets in that terrible
March.

But | was glad to see my family, to return to my native home,

to see friends who had endured the occupation.
Gradually, life is getting better, and all positive experience en-
courages us.
Thanks to our armed forces, we can feel safe and look forward
to VICTORY.

* A contraction of ‘Russian fascists’.

Valeriia Kormyltseva, 9 years old (picture)
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laHHa Oposn, 13 pokiB : ; Hanna Drozd, 13 years old
"MicTo Mo€T Mpil , The city of my dreams

Home. When | say this word, | am filled with warm feelings.
Home may not be just a building, but a city, a country, a person.
For me, home was a magical city in an extremely magical coun-
try, where | met real magicians. In this city, | went to school for
the first time, made my first friends and discovered the beau-
ty of the surrounding world. This city smells of blooming trees
and gardens, the summer freshness and coolness of the riv-
er embankment, pine forests and parks. When | am asked to
describe how | hear the city, | will say that there is always the
laughter of children and quiet leisurely conversations of adults,
and in spring the chirping of birds and hum of bees.

Today, walking through the streets, you see war-damaged
and destroyed houses. Nevertheless, the city continues to live
and flourish. It is an active participant in, and initiator of, inter-
esting and useful events. It supports and develops young peo-
ple, and seeks the path to a better life. This is a city where you
want to live, where you feel secure and comfortable. Wherever
you are, you always want to return here.

This is the city of my dreams. This city is Irpin!

Lim... Konu a npomMmoBnsto Le cnoBo, MEHE oropTatoTb Tenni
no4yTTa. LloMOM Moxe ByTu He Tinbkn ByaiBng, a v MiCTo,
KpalHa, nognHa.

Ilna MmeHe nOMOM CTano ogHe YapiBHE MICTO B O4HIN
HaO3BUYaMHO YapiBHIN KpalHi, 4e 9 3yCcTpifla CnpaBXHIiX
YapiBHUKIB. Y LLbOMY MICTI 9 BNepLue niwna go WKonu, 3ycTpina
nepLwunx gpy3iB i BNepLue nisHana kpacy 4OBKOSULLIHBbOIO CBITY.
Lle MicTO maxHe ong MeHe KBITYYMMU OepeBaMm Ta CagkaMu,
NITHBOKO CBIXICTIO Ta NPOXOSI0L0t0 HabepexHOol, COCHOBUMMU
nicaMmu Ta napkamMmu. Konm mMeHe monpocsaTb onmcaTul, 9KUM
a9 6a4y MICTO, TO 9 BIAMNOBIM, LWLO TaM 3aBX4M JIyHaOTb CMIX
OiTen Ta TUXI HEKBaANIMBI PO3MOBU OOPOCAMNX, @ HAaBEeCHI —
webeTaHHS NTAWOK Ta Xy>XaHHs 64Xin.

CborogHi, nayym BynnuUaMmM, TU MOMIYaELL 3pyMHOBaHI,
nokasnideHi BinHow byamHkn. HesBaxatoum Ha Le, MICTO
NPOOOBXYE XUTU i KBITHYTU. BOHO € aKTUBHUM YyYaCHUKOM
Ta IHILIAaTOPOM LiiKaBUX Ta KOPUCHUX 3ax04iB, MNiATPUMYE Ta
pPO3BMBaE MONOAb, ObMpaE WNax 0o Kpaworo xmTT4. Lle micTo,
0E XO4eTbCs XUTKU, e BigYyBa€ELl 3aTULLOK | kKoMpopT. e 6 Tn
He ByB, TV 3aBXOUW XO4Yell MOBEPHYTUCS ClOaW.

Lle micTo Mmoei mpil. Lle micTo lpniHb!
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Vlada Hotovtseva, 16 years old
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Irpin is my home

Home: this is a place where the soul is in harmony with the
native city, its gentle and bright air; sincere smiling, people;
cosy atmosphere.

Returning home after liberation is a very touching moment,
because a soul, scarred by terrible events, awakens in the
midst of rays of hope for a future in a free land.

My dear home, you persevered! Your walls calm and heal the
turbulent emotions that overflow upon returning, although the
pain of seeing damaged houses and burned trees — the lungs
of our city — is beyond expression.

Looking at my brave city, | have no doubt that our people
will win and will definitely rebuild the shattered territories. | am
proud that my city is a hero. Despite all that has befallen her,
she is just as kind and continues to inspire hope for future
happiness.

eRowW OToNSe

__amarillonaEa




Enbpap KoHoHeHko, 15 pokiB
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Min giMm — lpniHb

PaHok 24 nioToro yBipBaBCS B Halle XUTTS HEMMOBIPHOO
TPUBOIO10, CKOMMMXHYB Hally CBIOAOMICTb, BUOUBLLUM FPYHT 3-Mig
HIM, BAMBLUW Y XU XON04, HECMPUNHATTS | HEMPUNHATTSA TOrO,
L0 BiABOyBa€eTbCA HaBKOMO. PaHOK — yac NpobynoXeHHs BCbOro
XMBOroO — A5 HAaC CTaB YaCOM HEBMMOBHOIO 600, AKUKA He
3MOXe CTUXHYTU HaBIiTb Yepea poku. [lng Hac novanacsa HOBa
peanbHIiCTb, Heba4eHa, He3HaHa paHiwe. Y Halle wacnmee,
PO3MipeHe XUTTS yBipBanacs BivHa. Bigrogi Mu HaB4YMnmcs
3acuHaTU Nig 3ByKM OBCTPINIB Ta NOBITPAHMX TPUBOT, ANBUTUCS
Ha CBIT Yepes 3akNeeHi BikHa, OipaABi CTiHM Ta Aaxu. 34aBanocs
6, 9Ka e pomMaHTuKa — Ba4YnTm 30pi Hag roNoBOIO, AKLLLO HEe
3BaxaTu, O OUBULLICA Ha HUX Yepes CTeNo BaCcHOro ByanHKY,
abo TOro, Wo Big Hboro 3anuwmnocsa. Mumn He NMpocunm HIKoro
Hac 3BiNbHATK! Big 4oro Bv Hac 3BinbHUNM? Big gaxy Hag
FONOBOIO, Bi CMOKIMHOIro MambyTHbLOIO, Bif, PIGHUX | BNN3bKUX,
BiO XUTTA? HAka HiceHiTHMUA! Aka xaxnmBa 6pexHs!

Hiw,o He pobuTb ntogen HacTiNbkM BAN3bKUMK | CUNTBHUMMW, AK
cninbHe rope. YkpaiHui — HemMmoBipHa Hauia! Mun Hasuunucs
roTyBaTW XXy NpoCcTo Heba nig obCcTpinamMm, MM HaB4HYUIUCS
NigCTaBNATU OOAMH OOHOMY Mneye, AINNTUCA OCTaHHIM OKpanLLEeM
xniba, nikyBaTun, gonomMaraTtu, LOHaTUTM | NPOCTO HaguxaTu Ha

Eldar Kononenko, 15 years old

My home is Irpin

The morning of 24th February 2022 burst into our lives with
incredible anxiety. It shook our consciousness, knocked the
ground from beneath our feet, poured coldness and insensitiv-
ity into our veins, and rejection of what was happening around
us. Morning, the time of awakening for all living things, became
a time of indescribable pain; a pain that will not go away even
after many years. A new reality began; hitherto unseen, un-
known. The war broke into our happy, well-regulated lives.
Since then, we have learned to fall asleep to the sound of shell-
Ing and air raids; to look at the world through taped windows,
or holed walls and roofs. It would be romantic to see the stars
above your head, if it were not that you were looking at them
through the ceiling of your own house — or what is left of it.
We didn’t ask anyone to free us! What did you free us from?
From a roof over our heads, from a secure future, from family
and friends, from life? What nonsense! What a terrible lie!

Nothing makes people as close and strong as shared grief.
Ukrainians are an incredible nation! We learned to cook food in
the open air under shelling; we learned to support each other,
share the last piece of bread, heal, help, donate and simply in-
spire each other to do great things. And believe me — our na-
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nogBurun. | moBipTe, Halwa Hauia HermepemMoxHa! A 9K MOXHa
nepemMorTu 0obpo, NoasaHICTb, 30aTHICTb 4O CaMOMOXepPTBMU
3apagu iHwmx? Hac He 3namaTtu!

[Mpuragyto TOM MOMEHT, KON MU 3a5TULLINANCSA Y MICTI, MOpYy-
3 BOPOroMm, 9K BNepTo HaMaraBcs npopBaTucs 0o Knesa.
[NlaHika, Big4an, MeTYLLIHS | pa3oM 3 TUM LWOOEHHI BYMHKMN
NPOCTUX Ntogen, aki Habnumxanu Hawy nepemory. [lamMm’aTato,

AK MPOOaBYMHSA Y Mara3smHi ckasana CXBUIbOBaHUM MOLIAMMN
nokynuam: «He xBuniomTecs, 9 3 BaMu TyT 40 KiHLS, 9 HIKyOun
He noigy i wonHsa nektumy xnib.» Lle Bcenwuno Bipy, gano Hagito,
BIOYYTTS TOrO, WO MU pa3oM, MM O4Ha BefMKa poguHa i Tinbkun
Pa30M MOXEMO BUCTOATU | MPOTULIATV BOPOroBi. A He 3Hato
4OMOBIKa, KM BUBO3MB HAC i3 HaNiB3pyMHOBaAHOIO MicTa, 4
HaBIiTb 3abyB MOro iM’'s, ane TO4YHO BNEBHEHWM, LLLO MO MamMa
MonmnTbea 0o bora wogHa 3a Moro 3gopos’s.

|3 6onto, Big4ato, rops BUKPUCTanNiayBasocs Te, WO 3aBXau,
CMOKOHBIKY, Byn0 B yKpalHCbKi ayLi: nto6oB 00 6aTbKiBLLMHW,
006po 0o 6nmxHboro i 6eamexHa xara go xmtta!l Heexe Bu
OyMa€eTe, WO e MOXHa 3gonaTtn?! A Bipto B Halwy nepemory,
Bipto BCiM cepuem! Bo 3a Hamum Bor i 3a Hamun npaega nogcobkal

€rop KopmunbLes, 12 pokis (MantoHOK)
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tion is invincible! How can goodness, humanity, and the ability
to sacrifice for the sake of others be defeated? We cannot be
broken!

| recall the time when we stayed in the city, next to the ene-
my, who was stubbornly trying to break through to Kyiv. Panic,
desperation, commotion, and next to that, the everyday ac-
tions of ordinary people who brought our victory closer. | re-
member the saleswoman in a store who assured agitated cus-
tomers: “Don’t worry, I’'m here with you until the end. | won’t go
anywhere, and I'll bake bread every day.” It instilled faith, gave
hope, the feeling that we are together, one big family, and only
together can we resist and oppose the enemy.

| don’t know the man who took us out of the half-destroyed
city. | have forgotten his name, but I'm sure that my mother
prays to God every day for his well-being.

Out of the pain, despair and grief, crystallized what, from
time immemorial, has always been in the Ukrainian soul: love
for the motherland, kindness to one’s neighbour, and a bound-
less thirst for life! Do you really think you can beat that? | be-
lieve in our victory. | believe with all my heart, because God and
human truth are behind us!

Yehor Kormyltsev, 12 years old (picture)
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Anastasia Radko, 16 years old
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The Victory of Spring

Strange as it may seem, as soon as the snow melts, the
grass begins to grow again, seeds germinate, and the white
cold is replaced by life. War, like a grey blizzard, drives all life
out of a place, kills and suppresses the existence of joy, securi-
ty and happiness. But, sooner or later, the snow melts, releas-
ing green grace from its shackles, and everything returns to its
place. War is similar, isn't it? After our victory, our country will
slowly return to what it was, and become even more familiar to
the eye. The roads home will be rebuilt, growing and flourishing
like the spring grass under the gentle breeze and nourishing
rays of the sun.

What will our native Irpin be like after the victory? It seems
to me that cities, even completely destroyed by a bloody hand,
without a single chance for an old, happy future, will proud-
ly bloom in the fresh colours of the new time. Not quickly, not
soon at all. It will take a long time to see your city again in the
glow of thousands of native smiles.

Irpin is my hometown, a Hero City; a brave city that defend-
ed itself and did not give the enemy a single chance to break
through to the capital. A terrible onslaught wounded my city,
clipped its wings, but did not break it. Almost every building,

every house shines with broken window glass, coal-black walls,
destroyed balconies, and holes from shrapnel.

| am sure that it will take decades to fully restore Irpin, but
it will be worth it. Our city will no longer be a lump of broken
bricks, but a modern place near the capital, and it will receive a
new wave of popularity and respect for its bravery. It will surely
look like a cherished Garden of Eden, an oasis of harmony and
spiritual strength; a breath of fresh air in the midst of the bus-
tle of urban life.

A child knows that birds always return to their nests. Our
compatriots will return from other villages, cities, regions, and
countries, and will not recognize the once-familiar land, soaked
in native and enemy blood, on which new life will eventually
grow.
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MocTaHe 3 TeMpsBM HECKOPEHMI IpniHb

Hankpalyi 3aranbHoNto4CbKi LiHHOCTI, MPUHAMMHI Ha
HaLWOMY KOHTUHEHTI, MPUNHATO Ha3MBaTV EBPOMENCBKUMW.
Lle Hacamnepen gemokparTis, rymaHiam, ceobona Bnbopy
AOOMHM ToWo. 3 ornaay Ha ue, reorpadivyHum nogin €spaasii
OOMOBHIOETHCH LLE OOHUM KPUTEPIEM PO3MEXYBaAHHSA Ha OBI
YacTUHW. YKpalHa X 3HOBY ONMHMAAca y LeHTpi: reorpadivyHo
i CBITOrNAOQHO € YacTMHOK EBPONKM, MPOTe LWopasy MyCUTb
00BOOVTU Lie CBOIM cycigam. 3 ogHoro 60Ky, EBponewnL,i 0OBro
«NPUOVNBASNNCA» 00 Hac, a 3 IHLWOro — OUKUIMN asiaTCbKn TUPaH
nparHe 3HOBY 3aXOMUTU OepXaBy N YTBOPUTU TOTaniTapHy
KOJOHItO.

CborogHi 36pomnHi cunu YkpaiHu, K | KOXeH 3 Hac, Y
KPOBOMPONUTHIN BopoTbbi BUBOPIOKOTL NpaBo Ha cBobony.
BiHa, aka TpuBae Maunxe pik, gana 3Mory nepeocMmcinTm
BaraTto peden. Tak, Ha NoYaTKy BTOPrHEHHSA POCISH MW,
ipAiHYaHKW, BIAYYNM LNy raMy eMOoLiN: Big CTpaxy i TPMBOru 3a
cebe Ta pigHUX — [0 ropgocTi 3a BoiHIiB 3CY i TepobOpOHLiB.
Po3yMiHHS, Wo nepemMora byne 3a HamMu, 3'aBUJTOCSH LLe
B 6epesHi. CamMe Toai Haw ropamii lpniHb 3BiNbHMBCS Bif
HeHaBWCHOI OKynaLil.

HacTo 3amMmucniotocs, skum byge ManbyTHE HaLol oepXaBu
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Kira Dryuchenko, 13 years old

The unconquered Irpin will emerge from the darkness

The best common human values, at least on our continent,
are usually called European. They are primarily democracy,
humanism, freedom of human choice, etc. In view of this, the
geographical division of Eurasia is supplemented by another
criterion for dividing it into two parts. Ukraine, on the other
hand, found itself in the centre again. Geographically and ideo-
logically, it is a part of Europe, but every time it has to prove it
to its neighbours. On the one hand, the Europeans have been
‘watching’ us for a long time; on the other hand, a wild Asian
tyrant is trying to seize the state again and form a totalitarian
colony.

Today, our Armed Forces, like each of us, are fighting in a
bloody struggle for the right to freedom. The war, which has
been going on for almost a year, made it possible to rethink
many things. Thus, at the beginning of the Russian invasion,
we, the residents of Irpin, felt a whole range of emotions: from
fear and anxiety for ourselves and our relatives, to pride in the
soldiers of the Armed Forces of Ukraine and Territorial Defence
Forces. However, back in March the understanding emerged
that victory will be ours. It was then that our proud Irpin was
freed from the hated occupation.
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nicnga nepemMorn? A yasnsato YkpaiHy MOBHOMPaBHUM YIEHOM
€C, agxe KOXeH MellKkaHelb €BPONM OLIHUB KMITIIMBICTb,
NpaLboBUTICTb, NIANPUEMHULbKY IHILIATUBY | pa3oM 3 TUM
0,006p0, HECHICTb | BMIHHS OOMOMOITU B 6igi 6GIMXHBOMY.
IHymato, mum norogmmocs i Ha 4neHctBo B HATO, agxe Hawwi
BOIHM OOBENN: BOHW HaAaWCUMbHILWI Yy CBITI, 60 BMitOTb e pEeKTUBHO
KOpUCTYBaTUCSA Byab-aKo 30p0o€eto, MPOBOAMNTU YCMIiLLHI
BIMCbKOBI onepadii, uinecnpamoBaHi 1 MmoTmBoBaHI. Kpim Toro,
3a KBUTKM B LI MiXXHapoaHI TOBapuMCcTBa MM 3annaTuin BacHOO
KpPOB’to.

3apas TpuBaE BiMHa, ane 3 KOXHVM OHEM Big4yBato
HabnmxeHHa Nnepemoru. Mos Bipa B nepeMory HenoxmTHa.
Tak, Tooi CBIT MO-IHWOMY MNOrNsHe Ha Hally AepXaBy | BUSHaE
Te, Y HOMY MM NepekoHanuca gaBHo: YkpaiHa — ue €Bpona,
a €Bpona 6e3 YkpaiHn HeMoxnmBea. Lle poBoaouTtb npuknag,
MOro pigHOro MicTta: lpniHb, y4opa nopaHeHWn, MOHIBEHEHUN
BOPOIrOM, CbOroAHI BIGPOOXYETbCS: NIOOAN PEMOHTYIOTb CBOI
0OMIBKW, BIOHOBMIOKOTb IHPPACTPYKTYpPHI 06’eKTH, 0 PigHUX
oceflb NOBEPTATbCA MeLUKaHLi MicTa. AK MicNsg 3MMOBOIO CHY,
HacTa€ KBiTy4Ya BeCHa, Tak Mnicnis Baxkmx 60IB i3 BOPOroM HacTae
nepemMora.

HesanaMHiCcTb HalMx BOIHIB WOAHA Habnmnxae nepemory,
aj>xe CBITNO 3aBXAn nepemarae TempsaBy. | noctaHe 3

| often wonder what the future of our state will be like after
victory? | imagine Ukraine as a full member of the EU, because
every resident of Europe has appreciated intelligence, hard
work, entrepreneurial initiative, and at the same time kindness,
honesty and the ability to help a neighbour in need. | think that
we will also agree to membership in NATO, because our sol-
diers have proven that they are the strongest in the world, be-
cause they know how to effectively use any weapon, conduct
successful military operations, are purposeful and motivated.
Besides, we paid for the tickets to these international societies
with our own blood.

Although the war is still ongoing, | feel victory is getting clos-
er every day. My faith in victory is unshakable. Yes, then the
world will look at our country in a different way and recognize
what we have been convinced of for a long time: Ukraine is Eu-
rope, and Europe is impossible without Ukraine. This is proved
by the example of my native city. Irpin, yesterday wounded and
mutilated by the enemy, is today reviving: people are repairing
their homes, restoring infrastructure facilities, residents of the
city are returning to their homes. As, after winter sleep, comes
blooming spring, so, after hard battles with the enemy, comes
victory.

The indomitability of our warriors brings victory closer every
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TeMpPSBU HECKOPEHUM |pniHb, MiCTO-repon, MicTo-dopTeus, Wo day, because light always defeats darkness. And the uncon-
3axmcTmna ctonuuto gepxasuv. MuypHi 6ygHi MOBOI 3aroaTh quered Irpin, a Hero City, a fortress city that protected Kyiyv, our
pPaHy MOro MiCcTedka, a B HNCTOMY HeDI NiTaTUMYTb TifIbKU NTaxu. capital, will emerge from the darkness. Peaceful everyday life
will slowly heal the wounds of my town, and only birds will fly in
the clear sky.

96 [amip Binb4iHCcbkuii, 4 poku (ManoHOK) Damir Vilchinsky, 4 years old (picture) 97
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MinaHa BosHeHko, 8 pokiB

Min lpniHb

Llobpe nam’aTato TON XaxnnBMM OEHb Y MOEMY XUTTI.

24 ntotoro 2022 poky 9 NpoKUHYynacs gyXe LWacliMBoto.
HanepepnonHi 6yB oeHb MOro HapogxeHHs. Mosg ouTtayda KiMHaTa
HaragyBasia MeHI Ka3KoBY XaTUHKY MafieHbKOI MPUHLLECU —
KONbOPOBI KyfbkW, MOOAPYHKW, MOE POXeBE, HEMMOBIPHOI KpacK
nnaTTs.

| BCe ue wacnmee, gnTa4e XuTTa obipBanocs B 04MH MOMEHT.
[louwanacsa BiMHa...

Mosg kiMHaTa, Mi ByOMHOK, MO MUIa TrXa BYIMNYKa, Mil
pPioHUM lpniHb — yCe e MU WBMAOKO 3anuwanm nig cCTpawlHi
3BYKM BUOYXIB Ta NOCTIMHUX OBCTpPINIB.

[loTiMm ByB OOVH OOBrMM OeHb TPMBOMM Ta O4YiKyBaHHS.
Tinbkn [o6pi, ane Taki CyMHI MaMUHI O4i Ta NOCTINHI HiIXHI
oBiINMU pATyBanu MeHe.

BniTky Mmn noBepHynuca gogomy. XoTinocsa nnakaTu Big,
nobadveHoro HaBkpyru. BinHa 3anunwmna cBiv XaxaneBui cnig
Ha ByOounHKax, NapkaHax, ooporax, MallnHax Ta gepeBax.

MeHi 6yno xanko, Wo Take IMX0 CTanocs 3 MOEK MasieHbKOO
6aTbKIBLLMHOK, MOIM AOPOrMM MICTOM.

Ane 3 KOXHUM oHeM Halw lpniHb 3MiHIOBaBCH, NigHIMaBCH,
BiOHOBMNOBaBCH.

Milana Voznenko, 8 years old

My Irpin

| well remmember that terrible day in my life. |
On 24th February 2022, | woke up very happy. It was the day
after my birthday. My bedroom reminded me of a fairy-tale
house of a little princess — coloured balls, gifts, my pink dress
of incredible beauty.

And all this happy childhood life ended in one moment. The
war began... ‘

My room, my house, my sweet, quiet street, my native Irpin —
we hurriedly left all this to the terrible sounds of explosions and
constant shelling.

And then there was one long day of anxiety and waiting. Only
kind, but such sad, mother’s eyes and constant warm hugs
saved me. ‘ '

We returned home in the summer. | wanted to cry from what
| saw around me. The war had left its terrible mark on houses,
fences, roads, cars and trees. | was sorry that such a disaster
happened to my small homeland, my beloved city.

But every day our Irpin changed, rose, was recovering.
People did and are doing everything to restore normal life for
all residents. So my school is being rebuilt. | imagine how we
will all meet in September — in our class!
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Cawa boHpapeHko, 7 pokiB (MantoHOK)
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Jlropn pobunu i pobnatb BCe A4ng TOro, Wwob noBepHyTH
HOpMalbHe XUTTS ONs BCiX MeLwkaHuiB. Ocb i niuen min
BiAOYOOBYIOTb. YIBAKAIO, 9K MU YCi 3yCTPIHEMOCS Yy BEPECHI, B
Hawomy pigHomy knacil

Mawma kaxe, Wo a nogopochilana, He Tak pafilo irpaLlkam.

[lpocTO 9 AymMmato ,30BCIM MPO iHLWe.

Mpis 3apas y Bcix Hac ogHa. Ha HoBu pik Ta cBi oeHb
HapOOXEHHS g 3arafana ogHe 6axaHHS | MOBTOPOK NOro
LWOAHSA, KONW Nigrato cnaTtu: NepemMoru, Mmpy, 31arogm Moiw
00pPOorin YKpaiHi, MOEMY piAHOMY |[pneHto, MOIM HarKpaLLi
POAMUHI, YCIM | KOXHOMY!

Sasha.Bondarenko, 7 years old (picture)

Mum says | have grown up. | don’t enjoy toys as much as | did
before; I'm just thinking about something else entirely.
We all have the same dream now. For the New Year and my
birthday, | made one wish, and | repeat it every day when | go
to bed: “victory, peace, harmony to my dear Ukraine, my native
Irpin, my best family, to everyone!”




Sofia Markulova, 15 years old
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Irpin — My Home

Snow-white wings cut through the blue sky. They are sharp,
thin, but also strong. This bird is a white dove — familiar to us,
and at the same time an amazing creature. It symbolises inno-
cence, freedom, light and, of course, the desire for peace.

One winter evening, a bird sat on the roof of the main build-
ing of the city. It was watching the sunset. When it became
bored, it wanted to fly somewhere to see other flocks, other
birds, people. However, that seemed impossible. The thought
that its life was ‘eternal’ dissipated like smoke.

Very early the next morning, the bird was disturbed by some
strange sounds. A flock of ravens visited the place where the
dove usually rests. The uninvited guests pecked with their
sharp beaks and sought to capture the beautiful roof, where
there had been no strangers for half a century. All the doves
were forced to leave their home and seek shelter elsewhere.

Our exile flew into an old barn, where an elderly woman was
huddled with her pets — kittens. The roof was damp and dirty,
apparently clumsy cats had climbed there and chased the
newcomers.

The dove felt sadness for its native home, an indescribable
pain. Everything that was lost now seemed so sweet, so pre-

cious: the sunset and the corner where it used to perch, eating
grain.

Unfortunately, in February 2022, |, along with my relatives
and friends, found myself in the difficult life situation of the
central figure in this sad tale. | made up the story to clear my
head of terrible memories and unhappy thoughts. After the in-
vasion of the occupiers, the plight of most adults and children
from Irpin and many other Ukrainian cities was reminiscent of
that of the bird in the fairy tale.

Thankfully, the story for many of the ‘birds’ of our country
has continued more happily. Thanks to our soldiers, defenders
of our native land, we have been able to return to our native
Irpin, to our homes, to see friends and family, and again breathe
deeply. Even so, the pattern of our lives before 24th February
2022 now seems like a fairy tale that cannot be relived.

Friends, let us remember, as never before, that we must ap-
preciate every moment of our life! With all those who remem-
ber and act, we will prevail. Let us endure, as Irpin, our home,
and dozens of Ukrainian villages and towns have endured.

Katya Stratovych, 9 years old (picture)
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~| Anna Okhrimenko, 10 years old

Irpin

Irpin is the city where | was born, grew up and have lived until
today. This city is an important part of me, and of my life. Leav-
ing is like tearing something very valuable fromm my heart.

Irpin is my favourite place for spending free time with friends
and family. | remmember my childhood, when | was still in kinder-
garten, how good it was to walk with my parents in spring to
Pokrovsky Park. | loved swings and wandering along the paths -
and eating sweet treats.

Now | walk the streets alone or with friends, thinking about
how much the city has changed. Although | do not remmember
my kindergarten years in detail, some moments remain.

| remember how | used to walk with my parents in Pravy-
ka Park, or in the city centre. Now | see how everything has
changed: the main square, every street, and even around my
house. Although it remains a difficult time, little by little, every-
thing is being
rebuilt and repaired.

| remember that | was very fond of my Irpin School No. 3,
and | still love it no less. Back then, in junior high school, | al-
ways looked forward to the physical education lesson, when we
would go out to play on the sports field. That was the greatest

Anastasia Fedorenko, 11 years old (picture)

fun. And | loved the school library too — for its mysterious at-
mosphere, the smell of literature: | am a passionate reader.

| also adore the embankment of our Irpin river. There are many
benches where you can sit and enjoy the surrounding beau-

ty, and many different sports grounds. You can play basketball
there, which | like to do. Or, to be alone with your thoughts, you
can just walk on the long paths. The scenery plays with special
colours in the evenings and early mornings. This is the place
to walk on a spring morning: you hear the birds singing, flying
carefree.

The Irpin embankment is an ideal place to spend your day,
enjoying the incredible beauty of nature and taking a break
from the hustle of the city. You should visit this place at least
once in your life to understand how ‘cool’ it is — somewhere to
take a break from everything and just relax.

Irpin is my native home, a place to which | always return. It is
a city to fall in love with at first sight, and be filled with positive
emotions. | am very grateful that | was born and live here. It will
always be my home and memories of it will endure in my soul
forever. May it always remain as cosy and wonderful as | re-
member it from my childhood.
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\_ Letter to Irpin | was born in Irpin, walked in the most beautiful parks, looked
at the most beautiful pine trees, loved to run between the

Hello, my Irpin. fountains and listen to the birds singing in the forest.

It’'s me, Solomiya, I'm already five years old. It’'s been a year since | have seen you. You've changed. You
We spent very little time together, only four years, but | are now a Hero. And | am too, because | live far, far away from

loved you with all my heart. you. It’s safe here for me and my little brothers, but | miss You.
You gave me and my family many happy days. Sometimes, | dream of you, and | am so happy in those

dreams. We are together again.

The warm sun is shining and again the birds are singing very
loudly — and there are no explosions.

| will definitely come to you. Unfortunately, my house is gone
and my favourite toys and all my clothes have burned, but you
are still my home.

Every corner, every park, every fountain, every little bird and

-,

/. Rl | every Ukrainian.

I i . | love you, my Irpin, my Hero City.
¢ Yours, Solomiya, also a hero.

| ¢

Solomiia Sakali, 5 years old (essay & drawing)




Sofia Tkachenko, 16 years old

108

Irpin is invincible

Once upon a time, my city was full of joy and sunshine,
streetlights illuminated the dark, and children’s carefree laugh-
ter rang out. On New Year’s Eve, fireworks were set off, and in
the summer no one was afraid to stay up late at night listening
to live music in the park. Harmony reigned in my native Irpin.
No one interfered with our happiness, and it seemed that noth-
ing could destroy it. It was like that until 24th February [2022].

Suddenly, the sun hid behind the clouds, the laughter died,
and the streets were deserted. Where did the people go?
Where did my sunny, joyful Irpin go? Darkness reigned, de-
stroying our homes, destroying goodness, destroying our
dreams and hopes for the future. Instead of fireworks, we
heard explosions, and hail was no longer associated with bad
weather.

Our peaceful, tranquil life is gone. Is it gone forever? No,
look! Here is a small ray of light — enough to put hope in peo-
ple’s hearts: hope that the dark times will not last forever.

And indeed, very soon the darkness began to dissipate —
and then we saw the grief that it had brought. Countless lives
broken, many of them lost forever. The darkness spared no one.
My little Irpin... wounded, but invincible. She courageously sur-

vived the worst thing in the world and now has the honorary
award ‘Hero City of Ukraine’. We paid very dearly for the sun to
again shine on our city. Now no one will ask: “‘Where is Irpin?,
because it is one of those glorious cities that bravely protected
Kyiv, our capital, from the darkness.

At first, the light peeked cautiously, uncertainly from behind
the clouds, as if checking to see if the darkness had really re-
treated. The city was still restless, but, little by little, people
began to return to their homes. Even when the danger had not
yet passed, there was only one thought in their minds: ‘Homel!
Hurry homel’

My city started to come alive. More and more cars appeared
on the roads, and more people on the streets. Children’s laugh-
ter and the barking of dogs playing with their owners resound-
ed in the parks. Our normal life gradually returned, but the
destroyed buildings did not disappear; neither did traces of
bullets on trees and fences, and holes in the asphalt made by
grenades. Air raid alarms have been added to our daily life, ev-
ery time making the heart beat at a frantic pace, and instilling
a panic that painfully squeezes the chest.

After the victory, my city will live as before: harmony and
peace will reign. There will be no air raids, no explosions, no
destruction. Irpin will again shine as it did before the coming
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of the darkness. And there will be no more tears and no more
pain; only happiness and laughter. More than one New Year
tree will be lit, more than one concert will be played, and the
happy residents of Irpin will celebrate the victory. We have al-
ready won once, and we will win again. We are invincible, and
light always defeats darkness!

Ania Stotska, 8 years old (picture)

10




Alina Serheieva, 12 years old

12

Irpin is my home

Dear friend, today | invite you to visit the city that | consider
my home. | call it my home because | was born and live here
and, most importantly, | feel proud of it. Yes, Irpin is my undeni-
able pride.

| am not ashamed to invite my best friend here, because
my city will hospitably welcome him with the spirit of ancient
history, picturesque natural landscapes, and the aesthetics of
modern buildings. | will be extremely pleased when you take a
walk with me along the Irpin river and hear a story about how
the House of Writers once worked here, and how prominent
Ukrainian poets Maksym Rylskyi and Andrii Malyshko caught
pike and crucian carp in the river, and humourist Ostap Vyshnia
hunted hares in the nearest forest. And you and | will rest and
enjoy active leisure time in the comfort of today’s Irpin parks.
We will have lunch in one of the friendly local cafes and walk
through the central square of the city, paying tribute to the
sculpture of a very young Taras Shevchenko, admiring the riot
of flowers on the well-kept flowerbeds, and watching the play
of cheerful fountains. In the evening, we will certainly admire
the unique sunset over Irpin and dream of a new day to come.

And that day will surely come, because my city, sick and tired of
the Rashist invasion, has endured and blossoms again!

Dear friend, | and my hero city of Irpin are really waiting for you!

13
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16

A city of prospects

There are many different towns and villages, but the most
beautiful, dear and homely is Irpin. | was born here, took my
first steps, met my first friends, who came with me to the first
grade of our school No. 12. | am happy that | spent my child-
hood in this comfortable town with beautiful and green parks,
a fountain in the city centre, and my favourite embankment.
There are so many memories depicted in the photos on social
media! We lived happily and made plans for the future. But on
24th February 2022 our lives changed forever. | was woken by
my mother. She was crying and saying that a full-scale war
had started. | was very scared; | started shaking. We did not
want to believe that it was a war. And then we heard constant
sounds of explosions and spent nine days in the cellar. We
hoped that it would soon end, but it didn’t. So we decided to
leave Irpin.

That was very hard on my heart. My hometown, how can |
live without you?

Irpin is a Hero City. | heard those words from my father on
30th March. On that day, our Irpin was liberated from the Rus-
sian soldiers. We call people heroes for a reason. In order to be
remembered, you need to have courage and strength, you need

Polina Voloshko, 11 years old (picture)

to perform a feat that will be useful to the people and will be
remembered for all time.

There are many questions: why did this happen? Why did
the Russian invaders destroy our native Irpin? | believe that
there will be no war in the future.

We returned home to our beloved city, destroyed but un-
conquered. And life is reviving once again. You can see many
people on the streets, the roads are crowded with cars — ev-
erything is as it was before the war. | like to walk in the parks
of my city. You can spread a blanket on its lawns and lie in the
shade of the trees for a long time. Or sit on the river bank and
feed the swans from your hands. In summer, the city is awash
with flowers. They are everywhere: in flowerbeds, in flowerpots
on lampposts, and on the windowsills of houses.

Irpin is a city of prospects. New squares, parks, bridges, and
memorials are being built. The city is constantly changing, not
standing still.

| cannot imagine how you could not love Irpin. It is the best
hometown in the world. Come and see for yourself.

"7z




Yehor Sydorchuk, 11 years old

18

Irpin is my home

My name is Yehor, | am 11 years old. | have lived in the city
of Irpin all my life. | know my way around the area well, | know
short cuts and | walk without fear of anything — because Irpin is
my home.

One day, | awoke to find my mother packing.

“Why are you collecting things?”

“The war has begun!” mother replied.

At first, | could not believe it, but a loud explosion near our
house soon convinced me. My family realized that it was not
safe to stay in the apartment, so we went down to the cellar.
On 24th February at seven o'’clock in the evening, my friends
and | left for a village near Myronivka. Lest a missile should hit
it, | was very worried about my home, my friends, my grandpar-
ents and other relatives.

And, most unfortunately, on 16th March our five-story build-
ing was engulfed in flames. The fifth floor, the roof and com-
munications were completely burned. Many more apartments
were damaged by debris.

But one morning | awoke to the news that IRPIN HAS BEEN
LIBERATED FROM THE RUSSIAN ARMY. On 3rd April, the Pres-
ident of Ukraine awarded Irpin the title “Hero City of Ukraine”.

Victoria Farfolomeieva, 7 years old (picture)

Now | am living temporarily in the apartment of
some acquaintances while our house is rebuilt.

| really miss my apartment, my bed, my room and
my yard. When everything was peaceful, the neigh-
bourhood boys and | would play on the swings, also
hide and seek and football, and have picnics. We
are not doing those things now, because we remain
separated by war. However, humanitarian aid should
soon arrive from Europe, and that will help Ukraine
rebuild parks, houses, stadiums, museums, and more.

In my opinion, in one year, Irpin may become a
second New York...

| love my city!

SRS 19



Amelia Kupchynetska, 9 years old
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Irpin is my home h
War is bad. |

| am returning to Irpin, where | have not been for more than a
year. It is sad. The familiar streets are full of shattered houses.
Some buildings have fresh concrete or brick patches. Every-
thing looks different.

Why is it so sad? There are few children on the streets.
There were so many of them in Irpin before the war. Cheerful
laughter, playful shouts, just small groups of children — that is
what | remmember well from that life: before the war.

And here is my home! My father opens the door and |, a lit-
tle nervous, go inside. It seemed strange and unusual. | had
forgotten how things were; how tall and spreading the tree
outside the house was; what kind of tiles and stones paved the
yard. But | had not forgotten the feeling of happiness, peace,
and security that enveloped me here like a warm blanket.

Irpin is my home. When we were travelling abroad, fleeing
from explosions and the word ‘war’, which | did not understand,
| probably saw more tears in my family’s eyes that | had ever
seen before in my entire life. Leaving for the unknown was dif-
ficult and scary. Forsaking the neat streets and well-kept parks
of my hometown was so sad. It had always been a joy to walk

there with my parents, grandparents and friends.

Finally, we arrived in Croatia. How warmly and cordially we
were welcomed. What a wonderful natural environment that
country has: the sun; the sea; almond trees, which with their
delicate pink flowers were reminiscent of the spring apricots
in Irpin. Everything was bright and beautiful! But it was some-
one else’s beauty: | missed the tall, slender pine trees that bend
in the wind in Irpin. | often remembered the forest behind our
house. There was no such forest in Croatia.

They helped us find good housing. | went to school every
day from Monday to Friday. Everything was fine. But my grand-
mother would cry into her pillow almost every night — quietly
so as not to wake me up. But | could hear, and it made my heart
hurt. | could not help her: | too wanted to go home. | tried not to
cry, and to enjoy life, so that my family would not worry.
| guess | had to get used to Croatia, but the longer we lived
there, the more | wanted to go home.

And here | am — at home, in my home town. Now my heart
feels strange: tender, sad, and a little bit painful. Irpin today is
similar to the city | remember, but different too. Even so, | still
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want to jump and shout with joy that I'm finally home! Every-
thing here is my own — the most native, the most beautiful, and
there is nowhere else like it in the world!

Melania Bila, 6 years old (picture)
Giag Mepasia
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Banepia lN'ynsaesa, 15 pokis
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lpniHb — Min giM

OpHoro pasy B YapiBHIiW KpaiHi, oe KBiTydi mons, Benuki
BOOOCMNaAW, HaWrapHiIlli CBITaHKWM Ta 3aXo4u COHLUS, e
HaMMMNO3BYYHILLIa MOBa Ta BiflbHI Yy[0BI TIOAMN, 3MIHUIOCS BCE.

TyT MewkaoTb APYXHi ApYy3i | BOHW wacnuei. bing seneHmnx
Fip NMPOXOAUTb HEBENUKa BYULS, Ha SKIN XUBYTb JIIOOU Ha IM'A
J1bBiB Ta IBaHO-MPpaHkiBCbK. IBaHO-PpaHKiBCbK He NobuThb,
KON MOro Ha3nBakTb MOBHMM iM'AM, TOMY BiH MPOCTO IBaH.
Bina HuX, Ha NapanenbHin Bynuui, y 6inin XaTUHLI 3 HePBOHUM
OpPHaMEeHTOM, XMBYTb figycb 3 6abyceto — Jlyubk Ta PiBHe.

A Ha cxofi Liei He3BUYalHOI KpaiHW NPoOXMBaEe MoNoab. IxHs
KOMMaHiga cknagaeTbcy 3 xnonyduka Hinpo, Mmonogoro, ane
0ocBig4eHoro XepcoHa Ta Hepo3ny4dHux opysis LloHeubka i
Jlyrancbka. B ueHTpi kpaiHu — ctaTtHu KniB, MyXHin Xapkis,
Monopfa napa Opgeca Ta Mukonais. Takox 6insg HUX XUBYTb
Yepkacu, Cymn, giBdmnHa NonTtaea, danHMIM xnonewub TepHoNine,
XiHKa cepefnHix pokiB BiHHMUA, xnoneub KponuBHUL K.
XMenNbHULBbKMI 3aBXau B pOOOTI, TOX PIAKO CMINKYETLCS 3
IHWKMK. A giB4YMHKa HepHiBui nontobnge NnpoBoanUTM 4ac 3
OiTbMU 3 IHLWMX KpalH.

CborogHi s xo4y po3s3noBicTn Npo lpniHeb.
lpniHb — MY>XHIN xnoneub, akun xmBe nopsag i3 Knesom, no

Valeria Huliaieva, 15 years old ‘i

Irpin is my home Y e AR
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There was once a magical land with blooming fields, great
waterfalls, the most beautiful sunrises and sunsets, the sweet-
est language, and free, wonderful people. And they were happy.
That was before everything changed.

Many good friends live there still. In a small street near the
green mountains live people called Lviv and Ivano-Frankivsk.
lvano-Frankivsk does not like to be called by his full name, so
he is simply Ivan. Near them, on a parallel street, in a white hut
with red ornaments, live grandfather Lutsk and grandmother
Rivne. And in the eastern part of this unusual country live some
young people. Their company consists of a boy called Dnipro;

a young but experienced Kherson; and a pair of inseparable
friends, Donetsk and Luhansk. In the centre of the country

are stately Kyiv; courageous Kharkiv; a young couple, Odesa
and Mykolaiv; Cherkasy; Sumy; Poltava, a girl; Ternopil, a nice
guy; Vinnytsia, a middle-aged woman; and a guy called Kro-
pyvnytskyi also lives near them. Khmelnitsky is always at work,
so rarely communicates with others, and the girl Chernivtsi
likes to spend time with children from other countries.

Today | want to talk about Irpin, a brave guy who lives near
Kyiv, in the neighbourhood of Bucha. As our story begins, his
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cycipcTtBy 3 byyeto. BoHn MatoTb oxanHy XaTUHKY, CTiHW SKOI house is neat; its walls painted in bright colours. Nearby is a
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nodapboBaHi B ackpaBi konbopw. [lopyd po3KMHYBCHA cagok
BULLHEBWW, POCTYTb Maku | LBITYTb KawTaHW. 3 gaxy xaTUHKU
BHOYI MOXHa crnocTtepiratv 3a 3opaMun. Konm noYmHaeTbCcsa oL,
KniB npuxoguntb B rocTi oo IpneHsa ta by4yi nutn kaBy 3 Moro
dipMmoBmMM KMIBCbKMM TOPTOM.

Y IX XUTTI He Byfio XOOHUX MepeLuKkon, CMyTKY 4u rops. Ane nogm
3 CyCiOQHbOI KpalHu 3a3gpuin iXHIM BULLHEBUM cagkKam, OXalHUM
ficam Ta LwacTHo.

OpHoro gHe noaun 3 pocil 3axoTinuv 3abpaTu e Bce cobi. BoHn
npunwnum go bydi Ta lpnensa i ckasanu: f\,\
— BionganTte Ham Ui nersaxi, Tenni Ho4i, HEMMOBIPHI KBITU Ta CBOIO
KYynbTYpY.

— [lobporo paHky, xnonui! Haeiwo ue Bam? Y Bac Takox € i fiicK, |
ropwu, i KBiTK, i MOBa. YoMy MU MOBKMHHI BaM LWOCb BiggaBatn?

— Tu He po3yMiew! Y Bac i 30pi ackpaBili, i 3eMni pogtodildi, i
KBITW Naxydiwi. Mu Tex ue xodemo! — npomMoBMB OOUH i3 BOIHIB.
Byda noyana kpunyaTtu:

— LHonomoxiTb, 6yab nacka! MeHi 6ongaye! [Npowy Bac! bongue! —
il ronoc po3pmBaBcS Big cTpaxy. Pocia nanuna i, peBana Bonoccs,
obnantoBana Tifio BOrHEM.

lpniHb oopasy XOTiB KMHYTUCS Ha 4OMNOMOrY, afne POCiNChbKI
congaTy CXOonmuWnum Noro Ta 3B'a3anu. Toai opku nnaHyBanu MUTU

cherry orchard; poppies grow and chestnuts bloom. At night,
you can watch the stars from the roof of the Irpin hut. When it
rains, Kyiv visits Irpin and Bucha with his renowned Kyiv cake,
and they drink coffee together.

There were no obstacles, sadness or grief in their lives. But
people from a neighbouring country, called Russia, envied their
cherry orchards, neat forests and happiness.

Those people from Russia wanted to take all the beautiful
places and the happiness for themselves. One day, they came
to Bucha and Irpin and said:

“Give us these landscapes, warm nights, incredible flowers and
your culture.”

“Good morning, guys! Why do you need those things that are
ours? You also have forests, mountains, flowers, and language.
Why should we give you anything?”

“You don’t understand! You have brighter stars, more fertile
lands, and more fragrant flowers. We want them too,” said one
of the soldiers.

Bucha started shouting:

“Help please! It hurts! | ask you! It hurts!” Her voice cracked
with fear. Russia burned her, tore her hair, burned her body
with fire.
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0o Kneea B «rocCTi», ax panTtoM lpniHb No4yB CUAbHMIA BUBYX.
Lle Tpanunoca 6nm3abko 4eTBepPTOIl paHKy. Bbyno 4yTHO cTpaluHiI
kpukun. Ctano nadHo. Odiuep nogmBueca Ha lpneHsa | puako
PO3CMIiaBCS.
— Hi! To6i He 3ponaTn meHe! — BUIyKHYB lpniHb.
— Lle T06i, gnTHnHO, He 3ponatn MmeHe! — odiuep 3HOBY
3acMidgBcs.

Byuda npopoBxyBana rofloCUTM Ta KNMKaTu Ha JoNnoMOry.
Brnbyxu wopasy ctaBanm CUNbHILLMMW.
— 4 He xo4y MoMUpaTH, BPATYMNTE MEHE...
LLi cnoBa pospuBanu cepue. IpniHb novanu nynuoBaTv. PanTtom
LLe no4yB MoryTHIn KuiB i Hagicnas nigMory.
Y Ton 4Yac YapiBHMIK xnoneub l[pniHb BUpBaBCSA Ta BU3BOVB
Byuy. Bonn cuginn obimmatroumcs i nnakanu. diB4dmnHa
MNPOMOBMAa NnLLE Kinbka ChiB:
— lpniHb, konn g 3 To6010, 9 BOOMA...
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Irpin immediately wanted to rush to help, but Russian sol-
diers, Orcs, grabbed him and tied him up.
The Orcs were planning a ‘visit’ to Kyiv. One day, around four
in the morning, Irpin suddenly heard a loud explosion. Terrible
screams were heard; it became scary. The officer looked at
Irpin and laughed menacingly.
“No! You can’t beat me,” Irpin shouted.
The officer laughed again: “It's you, child, who can’t beat me.”
Bucha continued to wail and call for help. Succeeding explo-
sions became louder each time.
“| don’t want to die, save me..”
These words were heart-breaking. Irpin too began to be heavily
assaulted. Then mighty Kyiv heard and sent help.
The charming boy Irpin escaped and freed Bucha. They sat
hugging and crying. The girl, Bucha, spoke only a few words:
“Irpin, when I'm with you, I'm at home.”
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Angelina Vaskovska, 10 years old (picture)




Yaroslava Rudenko, 13 years old
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Irpin is my native home

There is a handsome young man called Irpin; his native
mother is Ukraine. He has many brothers and sisters. They all
love each other, but Irpin has a special relationship of trust with
Kyiv. Whenever difficult situations arise, Kyiv and Irpin always
help and support each other as much as they can.

Unfortunately, the aggressor country Russia was jealous of
the brothers and sisters, and wanted to divide, conquer and
subjugate them. It made plans and prepared to attack and de-
stroy them.

On 24th February 2022, in the midst of cold, frosty winter, at
five in the morning, rocket strikes turned the Ukrainian sky red.
Courageous brothers and sisters came to the defence of
their native mother. Side by side they defended their land, their
people, independence and sovereignty. In their eyes was rage,
anger, hatred of the invaders. There was a fierce struggle. Ev-
eryone defended himself, his family and neighbours as best he

could.

Unfortunately, there were losses and defeats, but nothing,
no enemy, could break the power of brothers and sisters.

Irpin took the whole blow, defending his brother Kyiv. Hatred of
enemies gave strength to the people of Irpin, they did not leave

the city until the last, because they knew that their brother Kyiv
was behind them. They dug trenches, blew up Russian tanks,
destroyed artillery and shot infantry. A fierce battle was fought
for every house, block, and street. They faced death with the
fixed thought that Kyiv could not be given to the enemy.

Hearing that Irpin was in trouble, Kyiv delivered medicines
and weapons to his brother and begged: “Please don’t die,
Irpin! You are strong, you can, hold on, | know!”

Irpin answered: “Thank you, brother. | am still alive and will
live. | will resist evil to the last.” Gathering all his strength, Irpin
delivered a final blow to the enemy. The Russians were fright-
ened and fled, having failed to destroy Irpin, Kyiv, Bucha, Hos-
tomel, or Borodianka.

Irpin suffered terribly, but is proud that he withstood the
enemy. It remains difficult for him today, because he needs to
rebuild. But Irpin is a Hero City and will overcome all difficulties.
Brothers and sisters know that together, in unity, victory can be
achieved.

Now children’s laughter is again heard in Irpin, the city is
alive and recovering. It is indomitable, yearning for freedom.
Amazing people live there who have an unconquerable spirit
and a will to live. With such brothers and sisters, no enemy can
destroy the country.

135



\

A %&Wmmw/mm%% btk W%(/ e

Pl omae iy, a0 BREL, i

WWW PO A At

Ww . ..

Anica Kot 7 pokiB | Alisa Kot 7 years old

TE, L0 TPATVITOCA, MV HE MOTTA COBL YABWTIA HABLTS B HAVCTRAWKIIWOMY CHL. BCE, ST
I8 BUTLWOCTL, MOUANOCA BPARIL.

[P0 BIT30 3 MICTA B3ATANT HE IYMATIVA, RE YABRATA MACUTADA, HE BIPUARW, WO UE
HAZLOBTO. B ABTO bAK Y8 HARTBNOPOKHIM. _

3 NEPWAL AATB MUA TOBATVACA ¥ TLABARAX, CHANVARA RLAAO3L 1IN NOCTIIHT OBCTPLIN, AKT HE
BULYRATVA AL BAEH, HT BHOMT HABAXVTIACA BUTEATYD BEPE3AS.

TATO BIABT3 HAC B BEINEUHE MICUE, A CAM NOBEPHYBCA ILO BOET BLACHEOBOT YACTUHIA T CTAB
L0 3AXACTY VEPATHIA, 4K T8 J01% POUT

WE COULD NOT HAVE IMAGINED WHAT HAPPENED EVEN TN OUR WILDEST DREAMS.

AS FOR-MOST PEOPLE, TT ALL STARTED IN THE MORNING.

WEHAD NO THOUGHT OF LEAVING THE CITY. WE DIDN'T IMAGINE THE SCALE, AND DIDN'T BELTEVE
THAT TT WOULD LAST FOR LONG THE PETROL TANK TN DUR CAR WAS HALF EMPTY.

FROM THE FIRST DAYS, WE HID TN CELLARS, SLEEPING ON THE FLOOR AS CONSTANT SHELLING WENT ON.
[T DID NOT SUBSIDE BY DAY OR BY NTGHT. ON JTH MARCH WE DARED T0 LEAVE

DAD TOOK US TO A SAFE PLACE THEN HE RETURNED TO KIS MILITARY UNTT AND, AS N 2014, BEGAN T0
DEFEND UKRAINE ‘ e
THIS TS A DRAWING FOR MY DAD, WHERE HE WALKS AND EVERYTHING ARDUND HIM BECOMES AS TT ONCE
WAS - WHOLE, UNDAMAGED HOUSES, BLOSSOMING TREES AND BUSHES ..

[ MISS HIM, BUT [ AM VERY PROUD OF HIM. IF AL THE FATHERS HAD NOT GONE TO DEFEND IT, THEN
UK NATIVE [ITY WOULD NO LONGER EXTST '
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EniaHa ®eep, 10 pokis
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Kaska npo HeckopeHun lpniHb

B ogHOMY npekpacHOMY KHA3IBCTBI Xmna cobi giB4mHka Eng.
KHasiBCTBO Byno ayXe rapHUM: KBITYy4i Mapku, HOBI LUKOSN,
OxaWHi onuTadi MmangaH4Yuku. [paBuB LM KHA3IBCTBOM KHA3b
MapkyLmnH.

Akocb BMpIWKWB Lap 3 CyCigHbOl KpalHy HanacTu | 3arapbaTtwu
npekpacHe KHA3IBCTBO, a TakoxX koposniscTteo Kuie. [1naHyBas
Lap ue Bce 3pobunTn 3a TpU OHi. 3i6paB BiH CBOIX 3Mil
FPUMYYUX, NPUNETINM CTPALLHI APaKOHM | mMoYanm Kmgatu
BOMHAHI CTPINN.

HiBumnHka Eng, ak i iIHWI ity uboro micTa, byna 3amyLleHa TikaTu
CBIT 3a oui. Enga nyxe 6oanacs, ane i1 nowacTuio BTEKTK,

Xopobpun kHa3b MapkyLwmnH 3ibpaB BIMCbKO 3 NMLApPIB,
AKi CTann Ha 3axMUCT KHA3IBCTBa 3i 36poeto B pykax. 3 yCix
6oKiB MOYaB HacTymnaTW BOPOT, MPUNLLIN NML@pi apMINCbKi,
XOTiNn cTaTn B 060POHY 3a pidkoto lpniHb. 3anponoHyBanu
MapkywmnHy ob’egHaTnCS B O4HE BIMCbKO | pa30M 3axumLLiaTi
KwniB. Ane BiH NpOMOBW/B:

— He BigoaM 9 CBOro KHa3iBCTBa B PYKW BOPOTY MPOKASTOMY.
Mol BolHWM roToBi 3axuwaT lpniHb.

Tak | 6yno NPUNHATO PiLLEHHSA CTOATU HE3MAaMHO. IpMniHb oyXe
nocTpaxnaB Big BUOYXIiB, ane Halli CnaBHi BOIHU, TepuUTopianbHa

Eliana Feier, 10 years old

The Tale of Unconquered Irpin

There was once a beautiful principality with blooming parks,
new schools and neat playgrounds. The ruler of the principality
was Prince Markushin, and in the principality lived a little girl,
Elya
For some reason, a tsar from a neighbouring country decid-
ed to attack and conquer the beautiful principality; also the
kingdom of Kyiv. The tsar planned to do all this in three days.
He gathered his rattlesnakes, and terrible dragons flew in and
started throwing fiery arrows.

The girl Elya, like other children of her city, was forced to run
away. Elya was very afraid, and she was lucky to escape.

The brave Prince Markushin gathered an army of knights who
defended the principality with weapons in hand. The enemy
began to advance from all sides. The army knights came and
wanted to form a line of defence behind the Irpin River. They
said Markushin could unite with them to form one army and
defend Kyiv together. But he said:

“I will not give my principality into the hands of the cursed ene-
my. My soldiers are ready to defend Irpin.”

So it was decided to stand firm. Irpin suffered a lot from the
explosions, but our glorious warriors, territorial defence and
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Eminia AbakymoBa, 6 pokiB (MantoHOK) Emilia Abakumova, 6 years old (picture)

obopoHa i apMmiqa Bigbunm Hanapg 3nmx sBoporis. LLe noTyoTb 3ni army repelled the evil enemies. Our neighbour’s vile snakes and
3Mil | pakoHM CyCiACbKi Ha IHWMX 3eMIX HaLWoro KoponiBcTaa. dragons are still raging in other parts of our kingdom, but very

Ane 30BCiM CKOpO Nepemora byne 3a HaMmu. | NToOBepHeTbLCS soon the victory will be ours. Then Elya will return to her native

niBy4mHka Eng B pigHy LOMIBKY i mo6aynTb ynobneHy BUUTENbKY home and see her beloved teacher and all her friends, whom

Ta BCIX APY3iB, 3a AKUMU OyXe CYMYE. she misses very much.




Maria Uhryniuk, 13 years old
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Periwinkles

Long ago, in a mysterious place, there was a small river. It
Aowed through the forest and changed its colour from green to
blue, from brown to gold, depending on the mood of the forest
creatures living near-by.

Translucent creatures, called periwinkles, loved to live in
the forest near the Irpin river, and took care of it so that it was
clean and crystal clear. They decided to name their city Irpin
too; the same as the river.

In the evenings, they would run through the flowers with
lights and sing. They long ago stopped counting the number of
springs they had done that. Sometimes, they made themselves
known to creatures that needed help. In winter, they wore
white fur and rolled on branches covered with frozen raindrops,
making them crunch pleasantly.

On one beautiful winter day, a snake appeared. He was an-
gry and envious of what the periwinkles were doing, because
he could not rejoice in his own happiness. He began to destroy
their works, flood the land, and devastate their homes.

The forest creatures fought the snake long and hard, but his
power was too great. So they decided to sacrifice themselves
to preserve their land. The price was high, but by combining

their magic they defeated the snake.

Much time has passed since then; so much time that no-
one now remembers the periwinkles. But their souls still help
with troubles and misfortune. They do not ask for anything in
return: only that the freedom of their land should be preserved.
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Daria Mezenets, 15 years old
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A Tale about the City of Irpin

Do you all know the history of the founding of the city of
Irpin? | will tell you mine.

In a distant kingdom... Yes, stop. All this happened in Ukraine.
Irpin began to be created in 1899, thanks to the Kyiv-Kovel rail-
way. Work began, people worked tirelessly, but there was one
trouble: everything that was planted died. People did not know
what to do, to whom to turn for help.

One day, a man saw from the window of his house an unusu-
al light coming from the street. He decided to see what was
there. When he got closer, he saw a strange stone that glowed

very brightly. He was afraid, but still took the stone in his hands.

The flowers that he and his wife had planted when they set-
tled in the house had all withered, but when the light from the
stone fell on a particular flower, it began to bloom.

The man told many people about this strange event. Some
believed him, some did not. So he decided to gather every-
one in the centre of the city and demonstrate the effect of the
stone.

When all his fellow citizens were present, the man fixed the
stone on a large withered tree. It immediately burst into vigor-
ous life. The glow from the stone spread all over the city, and

soon there was blossom everywhere.

The stone was left in that same place. Later, a monument
to an outstanding poet, a Kobzar, appeared.

The stone of inspiration remained inside the monument.
Thanks to that, Irpin is still flourishing — and will bloom forever.
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Ukraine is our home!

Lisa Golenia, 10 years old



Bohdan Dilmeiev, 9 years old
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Slyko, the Fantastic Fox

Chapter 1
Arrival of the Fox

Once upon a time, a fox settled near Irpin’s Pravyka Park. He
cunningly stole food. People tried to shoot him, but he always
managed to avoid that fate. Because of that, he was named
Slyko. That comes from the English word ‘sly’, which also means
cunning.

Slyko was not alone. He was accompanied by a vixen, a lady
fox, and they had children — ‘cubs’.

One day, he wrote on the asphalt with a piece of chalk:
‘Ropon — my family is swarming, but | am not angry with my
family!” His letters were beautiful, but their meaning was a puz-
zle. What he meant was: ‘Irpin is my native place, and | will not
leave!’

But the fox family caused a lot of damage, and the city author-
ities offered a reward of $10,000 to anyone who could catch
Slyko. That excited the city like found meat among a swarm

of hungry cats, but Slyko lived up to his name and settled his
family on an island in the middle of the lake. Even people who
could not swim jumped into the water without stopping to take

off their shoes, but none caught up with Slyko, and all climbed
ashore drenched and barely alive. Watching, Slyko rolled around
with laughter.

Chapter 2
Attempt with a boat

Slyko also foresaw the next attempt to capture him. He was
watching when all the people of Irpin gathered for a meeting.
The mayor declared:

“Nobody caught the Fox! He must be caught immediately! |
suggest going there by boat!”

Slyko ran and used a stone to punch a hole in the boat — be-
low the water line. The boat was only ten metres from the shore
when a butcher, sitting at one end, felt that his feet were wet.
Then everyone realized that the boat was sinking, and panic
broke out. Some wanted to row towards the shore, others to
the fox. Yes, some wanted to stay dry, but others thought only of
the reward. The boat continued slowly towards the island, but
the front gradually rose up, whilst the stern sank into the water.
Two of those rowing made for the shore, whilst five continued
towards the island. An argument broke out; lots were cast, and
the shore was chosen. But it was too late, the boat sank in the
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middle of the lake. Those who could, swam to the shore. Others
had to be rescued. The lake was small, but consistently cold.
That is why, ordinarily, no one swam there.

Now the mayor decided to cross the water on an inflatable
dinghy. Slyko was again very cunning: he cut a hole in the boat
and closed it with a cork. Then he attached a long string to the
cork —and waited. When the new craft set out towards the
island, the people rowed very fast — the cork popped out, and
the air began to escape. And the hole was large, so the dinghy
quickly sank.

Again, some of the ‘mariners’ made for the shore, and some
for the fox. So they would again have been stuck in the middle,
except that this time the escaping air propelled the boat to-
wards the. island.

When the people finally understood what had happened and
why, they were filled with rage, and rushed as one towards the
Fox. But then the boat gave way completely and they had to
take it back for repair.

Chapter 3
Even more futile attempts

Then the mayor decided to cross the water in a hot air bal-
loon. The balloon was brought to the lake in the evening, and it
was decided to make the flight to the island in the morning.

Slyko took full advantage of his overnight opportunity. He let
out most of the gas that would heat the balloon, but left ten
per cent. Then he adjusted the gauge to indicate that the cylin-
der was 100 per cent full, not ten per cent full. The basket was
woven, so it was certain that it would sink very quickly.

The next day, seven people came and lit the burners. Very
soon, the balloon began its flight, climbing to a great height.
Then, as Slyko had intended, the gas ran out, the air in the bal-
loon quickly cooled, and a rapid descent to the water began.
The basket sank — and the fox family remained safe on their
island.

Next, the mayor and his company decided to fly by helicop-
ter, and, once again, the fox found a way to confound their plan.
He made cracks in the helicopter’s blades. The aircraft took off
and began its flight. The two blades soon detached themselves
and fell to the water below, leaving the helicopter to spinin
their place, as it too fell to sink in the lake.
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Then the mayor decided to build a bridge. Construction be-
gan, but there were delays and Slyko had time to sabotage the
supports such that, when the deck was being installed, they
gave way and, like the boats and aircraft that went before it, all
was lost in the water.

The mayor’s next idea was a submarine. As with the inflat-
able dinghy, Slyko made a hole and plugged it with a cork. But
his scheme in that case was not needed. After all the previous
disasters, no-one was willing to enter the submarine.

Clearly, the fox was steadily winning the contest. Each fail-
ure angered Irpin’'s government even more. They asked Kyiv for
help, also Bucha and Vorzel; and even Hostomel. But each of
the cities had its own problems, so Irpin had to act alone.

Chapter 4
Unsuccessful glider

Another idea was to make a glider and fly to the foxes’ is-
land. The glider was made, but the flight was postponed be-
cause of too much wind. So the glider was left on the shore
overnight.

Of course, you can guess who visited in the night to weaken
the fixing of one of the wings, so that it would fall off and both

Agneshka Fostenko, 10 years old (picture)

it and the glider would fall into the lake.

The next day, Slyko watched as three men lifted the glider
up a tree. Two more sat in the glider and set out towards the
island.

When the glider reached the middle of the lake, the left wing
fell off and the glider with its one wing tilted very sharply to the
right. This caused the glider to fly around the perimeter of the
island and turn towards the opposite shore. But then a power-
ful air flow raised the glider to a crazy height, where it flew into
turbulence. The pilots had placed two stones on the glider to
give it stability. One of the stones now fell and almost hit Slyko
on the head, but just in time he managed to get out of its way.
The glider was equipped with an emergency parachute, but
Slyko had tampered with that too, and it also broke off and fell
to the water. There was now nothing the pilots could do to
save themselves but pray that they wouldn’t have a hard
landing.

In the event, the glider flew to the middle of the lake, quick-
ly descended and hit the water. It caused a sudden wave that
almost washed Slyko into the water.
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Chapter 5
The mayor concedes defeat

Finally, no-one could think of any new way to catch Slyko.
The Mayor told a meeting: “We tried all possible ways to catch
the fox., but he always cleverly foiled us. We can do no more! A
lot of people were injured trying to catch the fox, and many are
still undergoing treatment. We will just have to wait until the
fox gets old. Then we will catch him and make a jacket of his
coat.”

This speech offended Slyko, but he endured. Little did the
townspeople know that soon there would be many foxes, and
they would talk about many fox coats, and even about fox trou-
sers. Also that soon that island would be called Fox Island!
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Y kHW3L 3UpaHo NiTepatypHl Teoph,
KATTEBL LeTopll 1a mantoukh pitel Ipneua,
Takl WnpL L npekpacul, cnosuent siph L HixHOU N0doBL Ao
plgHoro mictal Y HUX Bee npo MaNLOBHUYWN, 33 THWHWE,

My)KHLM T2 U IPULHL.

The book contains literary works,
Life stories and drawings by Irpin children.
They are so sincere and beautiful, full of faith and tender
love forthelr native city! They are all about picturesque,
hospitable, courageous and strong Irpin.
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