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Dedicated To The Families Living In Ukraine

MprcBAUYETLCA POAVIHAM, AKI XUBYTb B YKpaiHI



Note to Grown-Ups

This book was written for children living through

moments they should never have to face. It weaves
together emotional resilience, basic first aid, and real
wartime experiences not to frighten, but to empower.
You’ll find breathing exercises, decision-making tools,
and examples of kindness under pressure. Please read

with your child. Talk about what’s happening in the
story. Let them color, ask questions, and imagine their
own strength. This book is not just about surviving. It’s
about teaching children they are not helpless. They are

brave. They are capable. They are strong , like us.

3BepHEHHSA A0 A0POCANX
LA KHMra HanncaHa Ansa AiTen, Kl nepexxmnsaroTb Te,
YOro HIKOIN He Manun 6 6aunTn. BoHa NoeaHye
eMOLIHY CTINKICTb, 6a30BY MeANYHY A4OMNOMOry Ta
peanbHI NOAIT BIMHU — He W06 HansakaTu, a Wwob gatu
cuny. Y HIV BM 3HavigeTe BNpaBun ANS AVXaHHSA,
IHCTPYMEHTU ANA NPUAHATTA pPILLEHb | NPUKNaamn
A06POTU Y CKNAZAHI MOMEHTMW.

Byab nacka, untanmTe Lo KHUTY Pa3oMm I3 4UTUHOHO.
O6rosoptoliTe IcTopItO. [l03BO/IbTE po3dapboByBaTU
CTOPIHKMN, CTAaBUTW 3aNUTaHHS 1 YABAATY BAACHY CUY.
Lis KHUra He nviwe Npo BUXKNBAHHSA.

BoHa npo Te, W06 nokasaTtu 4ITAM, L0 BOHN He
6escul.
BoHu xopobpl. BoHU CTINKI.
BOHW crnbHI — aK M.
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Dear Reader,

This book is more than a
story it’s a companion.
You hold in your hands a
light shaped by courage,
by breath, and by the
quiet bravery found in the
darkest places. As you
turn each page, remember:
You are not alone. Even
in fear, there is wisdom.
Even in small acts, there is
power. And even now, you
are stronger than you
know.

With deep respect for your
journey,

Long T. Standing

Aopornii untauy,

Lis KHura — 6inbLue, HX
IcTOpIA. BoHa — TBIN
CYMYTHUIK.

Y TBOIX pyKax — CBIT/IO,
CTBOPEHEe 3 MY>XHOCTI,
AVXaHHSA Ta TUXOT BIABAru,
L0 3’ABNSETLCA B
HaNTEeMHILINX MICUSAX.

[opTatoum CTOPIHKN,
nam’aTali: T He caMm. HaBITb

y CTPaxy € MyApICTb.
HaBITb y ManeHbKNX BUMHKAX
— cuna. I HaBITb 3apas Tn

CVI}'IbHILIJI/II7I, HDK AYMa€ELL.

3 rnnboKOoK MoBaroko 40
TBOTO LU/SIXY,

Nonr Ti CteHAIHT






It was the Kovalenko
family’s first day in their
new Kyiv apartment.

Vitali, twelve years old,
placed his backpack by
the door. He always did
this, just in case they had
to leave quickly.

Artem, nine, ran to check
which rooms had
windows and which
didn’t.

Rooms with windows
weren’t safe during an air
raid. They could shatter
if a bomb hit nearby.

Mariia, only six, tiptoed
toward the bathroom and
peeked inside the tub.
Clutching her stuffed fox,
she looked up at her
mother.

Lie 6yB nepLinii geHb CIM’i
KoBaneHkKIB y HOBI
kBapTup! B KMeEBI.

ABaHaauATUPIYHUIA
BiTanin noctaBme CBIN
proK3ak 61ns aBepei.

BIH 3aBXAn pobuB Tak —
NpOo BCSK BUNAZOK, AKLLO
AOBeAeTbCs LWBUAKO
TIKATW.

AeB’aTupIuHnin Aptem
noo6Ir NnepeBIpUTA, B AKNX
KIMHaTax € BIKHa, a B
AKNX — HI.

KiIMHaTW 3 BIKHaMu 6ynn
Hebe3sneyHMMK Nig Yac
nosITpsiHOI TpmBoru. Ckno
MOT/10 PO3/ETITACA BIJ,
BNOBYXY Nopyu.

LLlectnpiyHa Mapia
HaBLUMWHBbKW MIAIALLAA A0
BaHHOI KIMHATW Ta
3a3vipHyna BcepeauHy.
MpuTnCKar4um CBOro
M’aKoro Jlmcmka, BoHa
rNAHY/a Ha Mamy.



“Mama,” she asked
softly, “Vitali and Artem
are going in your
bathroom. I'll be all alone
in ours?”

Her wide blue eyes
showed worry as she
pushed her brown curls
from her face.

Vitali came up behind her
and gently tickled her
side.

“Of course not, Mariia.
One of us will always go
in with you,” he said with
a smile. “We know Mr.
Fox gets scared
sometimes.”

She smiled just a little.

— Mamo, — TX0 3anuTana
BOHa, — Biramvi 1 Aptem

NIAYTb Y TBOK BaHHY. A 5
3a7MLWYyCA caMa B HaLUIA?

Ii BeAnKI 61aKNUTHI oul

BYpaXxkanuv TPUBOTrY, KON
BOHaA BIAKMAANA 3 06/1144s
KallTaHOBI Kyyepl.

Biranin maiiwos 33a4y 1
NlereHbKO NOCKOTHYB
cecTpy.

— 3BICHO, HI, Maple. XToCb
I3 HacC 3aBXau byae 3
TO6O0H0, — YCMIXHYBCS BIH. —
Mwu X 3HaEMO, LLLO NaH
Nlncunk 1Ho Al 60iTbCS.

BoHa BcMIXHynaca —
30BCIM TPILLKMW.



She didn’t remember life
before the war. She had
only been three when it
started.

Vitali did. He
remembered when there
were no drones, no
sirens, and no bunkers.

He remembered the day
their dad joined the
Army Air Defense.

Their mother leaned
down and kissed each of
them on the head.

“I need to run to the
market quickly and grab
something for dinner,”
she said. “Vitali, you’re
in charge. You know
what to do, right?”

He nodded, and checked
his phone battery.

BoHa He nam’ATana XuTTa
A0 BINHW. Iin 6yno nnwe
TPW, KON BCE MOYaNOCH.

A oT BiTtanii nam’aTaB.
Mam’aTaB Yacu 6e3 ApOHIB,
CUPEH | YKPUTTIB.

BiH nam’aTaB AeHb, KOnun
IXHIM TaTO NILWOB CAYXUTN
y MoBITPSAHY 060POHY.

Mama Haxunmnaca u
noulnyBasia KOXXHOIo B
MaKIBKY.

— MeHI Tpeba wBmnAKO
361raT Ha PUHOK | B3ATU
LLOCb Ha Beyepto, —
CKa3ana BoHa. — Bitanito,
TW 3a roJIOBHOTO. T X
3HaEL, Lo pobuTu,
npasga?

BIH KMBHYB | NepeBIpuB
3apsig cBoro TenedoHy.



Their mother kissed Mr.
Fox, too, and then left
the apartment.

As the children
unpacked their room,

the air raid siren went
off.

Mariia ran into the
hallway, clutching her
stuffed fox.

“Bathtub or bunker?”
she asked, looking at her
brothers.

“For now, bathtub,”

Vitali said calmly.

All three went to the
blue-tiled bathroom and
climbed into the tub
together.

They heard the distant
booms of drones
exploding.

Mama nouinysana i naHa
Nncuka, a Toal BunLWNG 3
KBapTUpW.

[T came po3knaganu
peuly CBOIN KIMHAaTI, KON
no4asnacs NosITPAHA
TpwvBora.

Mapis Bn6irna B Kopuaop,
MILHO NPUTUCKAUKM A0
cebe NaKOLLEBY INCUYKY.

— BaHHa un ykputTa? —
3annTana BOHa,
AVBNAYNCH Ha 6paTIB.

—[1oKW WO BaHHa, —
CMOKINHO BIANOBIB BiTanii.

YcI Tpoe 3arwnu Ao
BaHHOI KIMHATW 3
61aKUTHOK NJINTKOH ¥
Pa3oM 3an1311 Y BaHHY.

BoHw nouynu BiaAaneH|
BNBYXMN: TO BYNU APOHN.






The building shook first
a little, then a lot.

Vitali sniffed the air.
Smoke. A danger sign.

“We have to move to the
bunker,” he said,
grabbing his phone.

“Let me check the Air
Alert app.”

He opened it, entered
their location, and
found the nearest public
shelter nearby.

“We’ll walk fast. Ready,
Mr. Fox?”

Mariia nodded. Artem
helped her out of the
tub.

CnouyaTky 6yaMHOK
34pPUrHYBCS TPOXK, a
NOTIM — CU/IbHILLE.

BiTanin HacTopoXxeHo
BTArHYB HOCOM MOBITPS.
Anm. O3Haka Hebe3sneku.

— Ham Tpeba vitn B
YKPUTTS, — CKa3aB BIH,
xanawuu tenedoH. —
3apas nepesIpto
3aCTOCYHOK «[ToBITpsHA
TpuBOray.

BIH BIAKPWB 1Oro, BBIB IXHE

MICLLE3HAXO/DKEHHS 1
3HaANLIOB HaMbAmxue
YKPUTTS:

— LBNAKO NiAeMo MILKMW.
FfoToBUW, NaHe JIncmky?

Mapia KnBHyna. Aptem
JONOMIT 11 BUNI3TA 3
BaHHW.



Vitali
backpack and opened

threw on his
the apartment door.

Mariia moved toward
the elevator.

“We can’t use that,”
Artem told her gently.
“The power could go
out, and we’d be stuck.”

The hallway was filling
with smoke.

They held hands and
walked quickly down
seven flights of stairs,

passing other families.

People were quiet, but
the fear was loud.

Outside,
around glass and debris.

they stepped

Artem looked up and
saw the ninth floor of
their building had been
hit.

BiTanin HaknHyB prok3ak
Ha nneJi Ta BIAYMHWNB
ABepI KBapTUPW.

Mapis pywuna go nipta.

— He MOXHa HUM
KOpucTyBaTUCA, — NarigHo
cKkasas ApteM. — Moxe
3HUKHYTW CBIT/IO0, | MU
3aCTpsArHemMo.

Kopuaop HanoBHOBaBCA
AVIMOM.

BoHW B3s511cA 3a pyku 1
LWBWNAKO CNYCKaNNCS
CXo4amm CIM MoBepPXIB,
MUHaKUW IHLWI POAVIHN.

NMroan moByanu, npote
CTpax JIyHaB ry4Ho.

Ha Bynuul BOHU
obepexxHo 06X0ANIN CKNO
Ta ynamkun. Aptem nijBIB
o4l 1 N06aumB, WOy
AeB’ATUA NoBepX IXHbOrro
OYAVIHKY BAyYnnn.






“We just moved here...”
he said.

“I know,” Vitali replied,
leading them quickly
down the sidewalk.

“Hoods up, hands in,” he
reminded them.

They pulled up their
hoods and tucked in their
hands to protect
themselves from flying
glass and sharp wind.

Their mom had taught
them that even small
details could keep you
safe. It wasn’t just about
being brave it was about
being smart.

They found the bunker
with a narrow entrance
just left of the apartment
building.

— Mwn X TINbKN
nepeixanu... — CKa3as BIH.

— 3Hato, — BIANoBIB Bitanin,
LWBUAKO BeAyYn iX
TPOTyapoMm.

— KanwoLwoHu Ha ronosy,
PYKW BCEPEANHY, —
Harazas BIH.

BoHW HaTArHyAn
KamntoLOHW 1 CXoBanu
PYKW, LLO6 3aXUCTUTUCA
BIZ, Y1aMKIB CK/1a Ta
PI3KOro BITPY.

IxHa Mmama HaBumna ix, Lo
HaBITb APIOHMLI MOXYTb
BpATYBaTW. byTun
Xopobpum — Le fobpe,
ane we Kpate 6ytn
PO3YMHMM.

BOHM 3HavLWNmM ykpUTTS 3
BY3bKVM BXOZOM NIBOPYY

BIA OYANHKY.



Inside, it was crowded.
Mothers held babies.
Grandmothers clutched
small bags. A few
children cried.

Vitali sent their mom a
voice message:

“Mama, we are okay.
We’re in the bunker to
the left of the

apartment.”

He pressed send, then
turned to check on
Mariia. She had tears in
her eyes.

“We have to move
again,” she said quietly.
“And we just got here.”
He gave her hand a
squeeze.

A child nearby began to
cry. Loudly.

YcepeanHi 6yno TICHO.
MaTepi TpuManm
HeMoBnAT. babycl
CTUCKANV ManeHbKI
CYyMKW. 1exTo 3 giTei
naakas.

BiTanii HagicnaB mami
ron0CoBe NOBIJOMIEHHS:

—Mamo, 3 Hamu Bce
fobpe. Mu B ykpuUTTI
NIBOPYY BIA BYANHKY.

BIH HaTUCHYB
«HaglicnaT» N 03VPHYBCS
Ha Mapiro. Y Hel Ha ouvax
61MLWwanmn cnbo3n.

— Ham 3HoBY Tpeba
nepeikaxaTu, — TUXo
CKasana BOHa.— A MU
TUIbKU Npuixann. BiH
CTUCHYB 1T PyKY.

MNopyy noyana ros10CHO
nnakaTtvi AUTUHA.



Vitali walked over,
opened his bag, and
pulled out a few
wrapped candies the
kind his grandmother
used to give him.

He handed one to the
boy.

“It helps,” he said
simply.

The boy slowly took it
and leaned into his
mother, his cries
softening.

Vitali turned to see
Artem and Mariia
already sitting cross-
legged, doing their box
breathing.

Four seconds in. Hold.

Four seconds out. Hold.

BiTanin naimwos, BIAKPUB
PHOK3aK | BATAT KIJIbKa
3arOpHYTMX LyKEepPOK —
TakuXx, Kl KOINCb AaBana
nomy 6abycs.

BIH npocTarHyB ogHy
XNOMYUKY.

— Lle ponomarae, — npocTo
CKa3aB BIH.

XNonyvK NoBINbHO B3AB
LlyKepKy i NpUTyAnBCA 40
MaMu, a oro niay cTas
TUXILLUM.

Bitan obepHyscs 1
no6auyms, WO ApTem I
Mapis BXe cnaaTb,
CXPEeCTUBLLW HOTN, |
po6aATbL BNpaBun 3
AVIXaHHSA Mo KBajApary.

YoTupw cekyHAN BANX.
3aTpumMKa. HoTmpu
CeKyHAM BNAUX. 3aTPUMKa.



He sat with them.
Together, the three of
them breathed until they
felt steady.

Then another mother
entered the shelter, her
daughter Mariia’s age was
in her arms. The little girl
had a small cut on her
forehead. She was
shaking.

Vitali reached into his bag
again and walked over to
them.

“Here, let me help,” he
said.

The mother gave him
space. She was surprised
the little cut was bleeding
so much. "Head wounds
always bleed," he told her
softly. Before doing
anything, Vitali took out
his medic card, the one
with pictures, and handed
it to the little girl.

BIH cIB nopyd 13 HUMW.
Pa3somM BOHW BMKOHYBanu
AVXanbHI BMPaBun, NMOKU He
BIAYYNW cebe CnoKINHILLe.

o ykpuTTA 3aKina we
oAHa Mama, TpymMatouun Ha
pyKax AIBUNHKY, BIKOM K
Mapis. Y gutnHm éyna
HeBe/IKa noApAnmMHa Ha
yonl. BoHa TpemTina.

BiTani 3HoBY nonisy
proK3aK | NIAIAWOB A0 HUX.

— laBaiiTe 9 LONOMOXY, —
CKa3aB BIH.

Mama 3BI/IbHWa oMY
Micue. BoHa 3amByBanacs,
LLLO TaKa ManieHbka
noapsnmMHa Tak CUIbHO
KPOBOTOUUTh.

— PaHn Ha ronosl 3aBXAn
CUNIbHO KPOBOTOYaTh, —
TNXO CKa3aBs BIH.

MNepea TUM, AK LWOCb
pobuTwn, Bitanivi Butar
MeAUNYHY KapTKy 3
MantoHKaMn i MPOCTAHYB
AIBUMHLI.






“This is what I'm going
to do,” he explained
softly. “You’re safe.”

She looked at the
pictures on the card and
nodded.

He opened his Quick
Medic Kit, just like his
mom had taught him.

He used an alcohol wipe
to gently clean the
wound.

He carefully opened the
bandage and applied it.

"You’re very brave,” he
told the girl as he handed
her a small piece of
candy.

She nodded and smiled
just slightly.

—OcCb WO 4 3p0bt0, — TUXO
MOACHWVB BIH. — T B
6e3neuy.

BoHa nogmBmnaca Ha
MaOHKW N KUBHYNA.

BIH BIAKPWB CBIN
MeAVYHUIA HabIp Tak, K
Moro BumnIa mama.

CnnpToBOIO CEPBETKOHD BIH
06epexxHO NPOYNCTUB

paHy.

BIH akypaTHO AICTaB GUHT |
HaknaB Moro.

— Twn pyxe xopobpa, —
CKa3aB BIH AIBUNHLYI 1
NPOCTATHYB i ManeHbKy

LlyKepKy.

BoHa 3HOBY KMBHyna I
nefb YCMIXHyNach.

20



Vitali smiled back and
walked to rejoin his
siblings.

“You’re a hero today,”
Artem said.

“But you’re my hero
every day,” Mariia
added. “Unless you're
teasing me. Then you’re
just my brother.”

A few minutes later,
their mother stepped
into the shelter, her face
pale but calm.

She pulled all three of
them into a hug.

“I’'m so glad you're
safe.”

“We remembered what
you taught us,” Artem
said proudly.

BiTanii ycMIxXHyBCS Y
BIAMOBIAbL | NOBEPHYBCS A0
6paTa | cecTpw.

—Tw cbOroAHI repon, —
CKasaB ApTeMm.

— A ANns MeHe Tu repoin
woAaHsa, — aAogana Mapis. —
X162 WO APaxXHULL MeHe,
TOZAI TV NPOCTO MIV 6par.

3a KIibKa XBUAVH [0
YKPUTTA 3aMLLNa IXHS
Mama, 6niaa, ane CnokINHa.

BoHa obinHana Bcix
TPbOX.

—§l Tak paga, Lo BN B
be3neuy.

— Mwn nam’aTtanm, 4oro Tm
Hac HaB4uMna, — ropao
CKasaB ApTeMm.

21



“And Mr. Fox was very
brave, too,” Mariia
added.

The sirens faded.

They stepped out into a
street littered with
debris.

Their mother looked up
at their apartment.

“I think we’ll have to
move again,” she said
softly.

“We’ll come back
tomorrow to collect
what’s left.”

“We didn’t move much
in yet,” Vitali said.

“Just my backpack and
some kitchen stuff. Not
our lives. We’ll be okay.”

— I nan lncuk Tex 6ys
Ay>Xe xopobpuii, — fogana
Mapis.

CvipeHn ctuxnn.

BoHW BUALWANM Ha ByAnLtO,
3aBasieHy ynlamkamu.

Mama nogmsmnacs Bropy,
LUYKar4uM 04MMa IXHIO
KBapTupy.

—3/[2€TbCA, HaM 3HOBY
AOBefeTbCA nepenkaxaTu,
— TUXO CKa3a/ia BOHaA.

— 3aBTpa NoBepHeMocCs,
W06 3abpaTu Te, Lo
3aNMLWNIOCh.

— Mwu we He BCTUMN
6araTo peyen po3knacTu, —
cKkasaB Bitanin.

—Jlnwe MIn prok3ak |
TPOXW KYXOHHWX peyeli. He
HaLl XNTTA. 3 HaMU BCe
byae pobpe.
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Before he could say
more, the little girl with
the bandage ran up and
hugged him.

“Thank you,” she
whispered, touching the
bandage on her head.

Their mothers exchanged
hugs.

Artem pointed across the
road. “Look! Our car is

'97

safe

And together, they
walked toward it.

And though their home
had changed, their
courage had not.

It lived in every step,
every breath, every
heartbeat shared
between them.

MepLu HIXX BIH BCTUT LLLOCb
A0AATW, AIBUNHKA 3
MOB’A3KOK Ha rosioBI
mAabirna v obinHaNa Noro.

— [akyto, — npoLuenoTina
BOHa, TOpKar4ucb
NMOB’A3KM Ha YOIlI.

IxHI MaMn Tex
obInHanucs.

ApTeM BKasaB Ha jopory:
— AmneiTbca! Hawa malmnHa
HeyLluKoAXeHa!

I BCI pasom BOHW pyLunan
[0 Hel.

I XOou IXHIN AIM 3MIHNBCA,
BlABara 3anmwunnacs 3
HUMW.

BoHa Xnna B KOXXHOMY
KPOLLI, Y KOXKHOMY MOAUXY,
Y KOXXHOMY CepLebuTTl, Lo
JIYHaNo MIXX HAMW.
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Strong like sirens. CUNBHI, AK CUPeHN

) |

- Strong like CUNBHI, SIK PIAHI.
siblings.

{;E Strong like CvnbHI, 9K

P" Ukraine. YKpaiHa.
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" Strong like us. CUNBHI, 9K MW,




Go through the
book and color all
the empty pages.
This book belongs
to you. So make
the book yours.

MoropTar KHUXKY
Ta po3dapbyn yci
MOPOXHI CTOPIHKMW.
Lla KHMXKa
HaeXuTb TODI,
3pobu ii CBOELO.

———




