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iMm. OpgHe cJI0BO, TpU JIiTEpH, ajie

0e3Me)XKHa KimbKicTh ceHciB. I1]o

BifIOyBa€eTbCAd 3 IIUMU CEHCAMH,
KOJIX TBiM [JiM @IparHe 3axOIIUTH iHIIA
JepxkaBa? Y  BignoBiAb Ha  Take
3alIMUTAaHHS HEMa€ €IWMHOI MpaBau. Yce,
1110 1 MOXKY 3aIIPOIIOHYBATH, — Li€ BJIACHY
IIepCIIeKTUBY. Ta K CKa3aB MeHi OJJHOTO
pasy apyr: «MeTta — He BiJHAUTU OFHY
BiZITIOBi/b, @ pO3II04aTH 11 ITOLIYK».

S — ykpaiHka, nepecejeHKa pOCiHiChKO-
YKpalHCBKOI BiliHU. [I11 MeHEe IOHATTA
oMy — Iie OfiHa 3 HalOOJIIOUillIUX TeM.
Ho 24 mrororo 2022-ro AiM 3BOAUBCA 10
6aTbKiBCBKOI «TPBOIIKM» Y KHIBCHKIil
XPYLIOBLi U JIBOSIPYCHOTO JIDXKKA, SIKe S
Jinna 3 cectporo. IToTiM 1iM 3MeHIITUBCA
J0 odicHOI KiMHaTH B YXXropofi: BiciMm
JIFOZlel, mMaTpany BKPUBAJIM ITJJIOTY, i
PO3KJIAIHUM AWBAH, 1[0 CKPUIIIB KOXKHOI
HOYi. 3rozoMm g onmuHuIacd y OiHasauaii it
yIepliie 3a JBaAUATh POKiB Bifjuysia 1en
IIpUBLIeN BJIaCHOI KIMHATU Ta IIPOCTOPY.
51 pozibpasacs y 6ropoxpartii i1 BUBUMIA
dK Jobpatucsa [0 IieHTpy 06e3 Google
Maps. Ta uu pobuTh Ilie Miclie MoiM
JoMom?

PosymiHHA JoMy (QopmyeTbca — mif
BILIMBOM 0araThbOX YMHHUKIB: reorpadii,
CIorafiB i, IO He MEHII BaXXJIMBO JIJIs
MeHe, ICTOpUYHOro KoHTeKcTy. Ha >xasb,
YaCcTUHA MOEI pOZIOBOI ITaM’ATi OB sI3aHa
3 ICHyBaHHSM IIOpYyY i3 TEPOPUCTUYHOKO
CTaJIIHCHKO-PaZAHCHKOK MAIlIMHOIO, a

ome. One word, four letters — yet
H countless meanings. But what

happens to those meanings when
your home becomes a target for invasion?
There is no single truth in response to this
question. The only thing I can offer is my
perspective. As a friend once told me: “The
goal isn’t to find the answer — it’s to begin
searching for it.”

I am a Ukrainian, displaced by the russian-
Ukrainian war, and the idea of home is a
painful topic for me. Before 24th of Febru-
ary 2022 it meant my parents’ three-room
flat in a “khrushchyovka”, Soviet-era
block, and the bunk bed I shared with my
sister. After the invasion, home shrank to
an office space in Uzhhorod: eight people,
mattresses on the floor, a folding sofa that
groaned every night. Later I found myself
in Finland and, for the first time in twenty
years, felt the luxury of a room of my own.
I mastered the paperwork, learned to
reach the city centre without Google Maps
— but does that make it home?

Our sense of home is shaped by many
things: geography, memories, and, for me
especially, historical context. Sadly, part of
my family history is entangled with the
presence of the Stalinist-Soviet regime —
and now with russia’s modern aggression.
Looking back, I see how this once-invisible
(and now painfully visible) thread runs
through generations of my family, poison-
ing everything it touches.



HUHI — 3 arpeci€el0 cy4acHOI pocil.
Ornsifarounch Hazaf, g 0Oady, SIK Iel
HeBUAMMUI (a 3apa3 [JyXXe HaBiTh

BUJUMUII) 3B’A30K  TIPOJISITAE  Kpi3b
IIOKOJIIHHS SKUTTS MOE€T POAVIHU,
OTPYIOIOUYU BCE, YOO TOPKAETHCS.

IpoHivHO, 1110 51 He mepIla y CBOI poJiuHi,
XTO 3MYLICHUN 3aMUCIIOBATHCH, [ie Mil
niMm. PommHa Moe€i mpababyci, xail i
IJaCTUTH Y i1 96 pokiB, — 3 Yysamrii. Leit
TIODKOMOBHUI Hapog i3 IloBomks Ha
11o4yaTKy XX CTOJIITTS TaKOXX OIIMHUBCA IIif
OKOM PaAAHCHKOL [OJIITUKHU
PO3KYPKYJIEHHS. Maroun HEBEJINKE
rOCIIO/IapcTBO, i1  6GaThkiB 6e3  cyay
OTOJIOCUJIA «KYPKYJISIMUA» 1 JeNOpTyBaIU
0 CepenHboi  A3il. ITepeBe3eHHsA
TOBApHUMM  BaroHamMm ©6e3  CHAiHb,

Ironically, I'm not the first in my family
forced to ask: “Where is my home?” My
great-grandmother’s family — she’s now
96, may she thrive — came from
Chuvashia, a Turkic-speaking region of the
Volga area. In the early 20th century, they
were also targeted by Soviet dekulakization
policies (the Soviet campaign of political
repressions, including arrests, deporta-
tions, or executions of millions of supposed
kulaks and their families). Owning a mod-
est house was enough to be labeled “ku-
laks” or “kurkuls” (‘wealthy’ peasants)!
without trial and deported to Central Asia.
Packed into cattle trains without seats,
heat, or toilets, they traveled for weeks.
Food was distributed once a day, if at all.
Many, especially children and the elderly,
died of disease and starvation along the

1 “Kulaks” or “Kurkuls” were mostly farmers of small-holdings, or generally
landowning peasants (regardless of how little land they owned). They were
considered “counter-revolutionary,” capitalist forces by the Bolsheviks. For more
information on dekulakization, see: “The Harvest of Sorrow” by Robert Conquest
(1986) or “Red Famine: Stalin’s War on Ukraine” (2017) by Anne Applebaum - Ed.



ONJIEHHsI YU  TyaJeTiB  TpPUBAJIO
TYOKHSMU. DKy BUaBai pas Ha JieHb a60
1 y3araJii He BUZjaBaJjid, yepes 110 B J0po3i
6araTo Jirofiei, 0CO6JIMBO JIiTU ¥ cTapii,
TUHYJIU BiJi XBopoO i rosomy. VY wiii
Jeroprarii  Mod  mpababyca  Bams
BTpaTWja  crapuioro Opara. Bona
MpOMIIIa 4Yepe3 POKU BAXKKOI IIpary,
Jpyry CBIiTOBY BiliHY, Ilepei3f 70 YKpaiHU
— Jmile o6 4Yepe3 [IeB’STHOCTO POKiB
3HOBY ONUHMTHUCA  MijJf  3arpo3oro
3HUIIEHHS.

CporogHi, 3 oAy Ha POCIHCBbKe
BTOPIHEHHSI, MO€ pO3YMIHHA JOMY
MepecTyIiae paMKu (pi3sMYHOTO IIPOCTOPY.
BoHO BUXOOUTH 3a MeEXi CTiH KHMIBCBHKOI
KBApPTUPU U OXOIUIIOE I[JIy MEpPEexy
KyJIBTYPHUX KOZIB: CaKypu B Y>XXI'OpOAi,
kaBy Ha Ilozmozni B 119, mopiuyHe MUTTS
ram’siTHuKa CKOBOPOAY 3 MOTWISTHISIMU,
3BYKHU IOBiTpsaHOI TpuBoru U IIIIO. Ile i
IUIEYUKU», 1 «BIIIAYKU», I «TPEMIIEII» Ta
ram’ATHUKM IlleBueHKy y BCix micTax. Ile

way. My great-grandmother Valia lost her
older brother during this journey. She
survived years of forced labor, World War
II, and eventually moved to Ukraine —
only to find herself, ninety years later,
once again facing the threat of destruc-
tion.

Today, in the shadow of russia’s invasion,
my idea of home has moved far beyond
the walls of my parents’ Kyiv apartment.
It now stretches into an entire network of
cultural references: the sakura trees in
Uzhhorod, coffee at “119” in Podil, Kyiv,
the annual ritual of washing the Sko-
voroda statue with fellow Mohyla stu-
dents, the sounds of air raid sirens and
air defense systems. Home is also
plechyky, vishachky, trempeli (the same
object, shoulder pads, named three
different ways in our dialects). It’s the
Shevchenko monuments in every city.
It’s the cry of “Samsa, hot samsa!” (a sa-
voury pastry in Central Asian cuisines)



«JIeB’SITh YU JIeCsITb» 0e3 J0JaTKOBUX
MosCHeHb, IIe «Camca, rapssya camcal!» B
Ogieci Tai kormueHi 6Muky Ha 1sHKax Kepui.
ITe Bce — MeXi CHIJIBHOTO ZI0MY.

[TpoTe came Lel [iM HUHI HaMararTbCS
3pyHfHYBaTU: pOCid BJALITyBaja Pi3HIO B
Byui, 3HumiIa Mapiynonas, o6pymnia
KaxoBchky famOy, yousa moro apyra Ii6a.
JlomaMu JIJIsi MeHe TaKOoX CcTaju Map'iHka,
Baxmyrt, ABgiiBka, CiBepCbKOJOHEIBK...
MiCTa, IKUX y)Ke HEMAE.

Tox 110 Take AiM, Koau cycig — pocia? Ile
BilUyTT MOCTifHOI TPUBOTM, TipKUU
MpPUCMaK BTpaTU U BojiHOYAC 6e3yMOBHUI
3B’A30K i3 CHiZIbHOTOO, L0 IOEAHYETHCS 710
apMmii, BOJIOHTEpUTb U BifKpuBae
JIOTTOMi>KHi “OaHKu”. BoaHouac,
HaMaralo4uch KATU Iie XXUTTS TYT i 3apas,
60 3aBTpa Moxxe He OyTu. Lle Ge3kiHeUHUI
MOLIYK HOBUX BiIIOBiJlell — TIpO Te, AK
36eperty cebe, CBOI cHoragu U KyJbTypy
BCyTieped 6a)KaHHIO CyCiia 3HUIIUTU BCe.

I Xou y MeHe IIOKM HEMa€ OCTaTOYHOI
BiZITIOBi/Ii, 1 MEpeKOHaHa: JiM — Ie He
JIUIIE CTiHU M Jax HaJ rojoBolo. [iM — 11e
CIliIbHA TaM’AThb i HEMOXWTHA Bipa, WO
OfHOTO JHs MH 30epeMo yJIaMKU ¢
BiZIOyIyeMo 1ieii mpocTip 3aHoBo. I came 118
O6aueHHsI HaJlae MEeHi CUJIU IIPOJOBXYBAaTU
MOIIYK i GeperTv mam’siTb PO BCiX, KOTO
pocis mo36asua gomy i xurts. A



drifting over Odesa’s beaches, and the
smoky flavor of gobies along the shores of
Kerch. These are the outlines of a shared
home.

And yet, this home is under attack. russia
committed a massacre in Bucha, razed
Mariupol, destroyed the Kakhovka dam,
and killed my friend HIlib. Cities like
Marinka, Bakhmut, Avdiivka, and Sievi-
erodonetsk, places that have become part
of my idea of home, no longer exist.

So what is home when your neighbor is
russia? It’s a constant state of anxiety, the
bitter taste of loss, and at the same time,
an unshakable connection to a com-
munity that joins the army, volunteers,
starts fundraisers. It’s the daily attempt to
live this life fully—because tomorrow is
not guaranteed. It’s a continuous search
for new answers—how to preserve your-
self, your memories, and your culture,
despite a neighbor bent on erasing it all.

While I don’t yet have a final answer, I
know this: home is more than walls and a
roof. Home is shared memory and a firm
belief that one day, we will gather the
fragments and rebuild that space anew.
That vision is what gives me the strength
to keep searching and to honor the
memory of those whom russia has robbed
of both home and life.

Helsinki




