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Foreword 

Project Shelter was established in June 2014 in the city of Kiev, in connection with the current 

situation in the country. People began to request help from organization "Insight” in order to leave 

the Eastern regions of the country and the Crimea. Our mission is to provide temporary shelter and 

support for LGBT people (lesbian, gay, bisexual and transgender people) internally displaced from 

the zone of military conflict and occupied territories (Eastern Ukraine and AR of Crimea). As part 

of the Shelter project, since April 2016, we have also been considering applications for assistance to 

LGBT people who find themselves in other difficult life situations. 

 

Shelter is a 4-room apartment in which 6 people can live (but sometimes the number is up to 8-9). 

For the entire period of the project's existence, 77 people have passed through the shelter. During 

the stay in the shelter, a person socializes in the city, looks for a job, housing, makes new 

acquaintances, finds a circle of contacts. We considered 3 months as a sufficient time for adaptation 

(there were cases when people moved out in a month or two, it’s not the same with everybody). In 

the spring of 2016, we expanded the focus and started accepting applications from people from the 

LGBTQ community who found themselves in a difficult life situation, those who were kicked out of 

the house, from work or were not payed the salaries, and who were left without means of livelihood. 

Since the number of this applications has increased. The reasons are different, but mostly they are 

related to homophobia and transphobia. People who come to the shelter have absolutely different 

professions (for example: the engineer of railroad highways, the engineer from the housing office, 

the cook, the masseuse, the manual therapist, etc.). 

What services does Shelter provide? 

First of all, it’s free stay for a period of 1 to 3 months (some cases are considered individually and 

stipulated), we purchase monthly travel cards, food, household chemicals, medications for the first 

aid kit. The organization provides legal and psychological counseling services with our specialists, 

as well as a platform with activities that are open to attendance. 

The Shelter project has existed for more than 3.5 years and during this time we often heard 

questions about why we provide temporary housing to this particular group and why it should be 

allocated among the other temporary settlers. 

We answer: 

LGBT-people are a vulnerable group, whose representatives often face manifestations of 

homophobia and transphobia, including discrimination and hate crimes. LGBT people find it 

difficult to adapt in a situation where they are forced to live in the same space together with other 

internally displaced people, including homophobic and transphobic people. LGBT people in such a 

situation are forced to hide the truth about their personal lives and/or their identity and pretend to be 

heterosexuals and/or cisgenders, which is an additional factor that causes stress, which they already 

feel as people who fled the conflict zone. Suspicion of homosexuality/person being a transgender, 

made on the basis of his/her appearance, manner of behavior, etc., can cause hostility in the 

surrounding and conflicts with neighbors in the shelter/place of temporary residence. It can also 

expose people to the danger of physical violence. 

Transgender people face additional difficulties due to the discrepancy between identity documents, 

their appearance and identity. In settlements under the control of the separatists forces, this becomes 

a factor of high security risk and may even threaten the life of transgender people, since they must 

present documents at every roadblock, and if documents cause doubt, a person may be detained, 

sent to community service, and when disclosing a person's status, there may be violence on the 

ground of transphobia. When leaving the occupied territory, problems arise with the presentation of 

documents to Ukrainian military and border guards, who are also suspicious of people with 

"dubious documents". 



We heard a lot of comments, including from representatives of human rights and LGBT 

organizations, of such content: they say, what's the problem, let them dress in accordance with the 

passport sex and go without showing their identity off. We assume that these comments are due to a 

misunderstanding of the seriousness of the problem. For a large part of transgender people who 

have been on hormone therapy for a long time, the attempt to "match" the sex indicated in the 

documents does not lead to anything other than accusations of forgery or theft of documents, since 

their appearance, in particular, secondary sexual characteristics, facial hair, voice, figure, etc. 

clearly look like a characteristic for people of the opposite sex. 

Transgender people who managed to leave the conflict zone find it difficult to find a safe shelter in 

which they would not undergo, at the very least, the risk of listening to transphobic insults from 

neighbors, etc. Also, because of the inconsistency of documents, it is much more difficult for such 

people to find work (employers, as a rule, refuse as soon as they see the passport), rent housing, 

register at the place of residence, etc. 

Knowing about these difficulties, we decided to create a shelter for LGBT people - a safe place 

where people can live for three months in a favorable environment, without humiliation of their 

honor and dignity, they can receive the necessary help, psychological and legal advice, help in 

finding work. 

What problems do internally displaced LGBT people face when they move from the occupied 

territories? 

 

Difficulties in finding a job, difficulties with further rental of housing, due to their residence permit, 

transphobia and homophobia when applying for a job. 

 

Why do internally displaced LGBT people leave the occupied territories? (according to their 

stories and reports). 

 

The unsafe place of residence, lack of work/livelihood/lack of prospects/they do not support the 

policy of the current authorities in the territories of the occupied zones, enactment by the same 

authorities of the homophobic laws that persecute people on the basis of their sexual orientation and 

gender identity, direct threats from outsiders and so on. 

A separate shelter for LGBT people will be needed as long as there is homophobia and transphobia 

in our society. 

We provide statistics as of January 2018, the project of the Shelter was able to help 77 people 

Among them: 

Men (homosexual and bisexual): 33 people 

LB women: 26 people 

Transgender people (including non-binary): 18 people 

People from other countries also lived in the shelter: 3 people fled from Georgia, 1 person from 

Russia, and 1 person from Tajikistan. 

We could not accept about 15-20 people in the shelter for the entire period of the project's 

existence, due to a limited financial resource. 

 

We decided to release this booklet in order to tell you the stories of people who lived at different 

times in the Shelter project, their personal stories, which they shared with us and with you. 

The public organization "Insight" thanks all partners and colleagues, people from the community 

and simply indifferent people who helped the Shelter project on different stages. People gave us: 

furniture, bed linen, pillows and blankets, clothes and shoes, hygiene products. We are immensely 

grateful to everyone who helped and continue to do so. 

Team of the Public Organization "Insight" 



Anya, 18 years old 

 

I'm from Ivano-Frankivsk. Up to six years we lived with my parents in Kiev, that is, the city 

of birth is Kiev. Then I moved from Ivano-Frankivsk back to Shelter, because of problems with my 

mother. 

My dad took care of me, but when I was six, he hanged himself. Then my mother either sold 

the apartment, or exchanged it with surcharge, and we moved to Ivano-Frankivsk because her 

mother lives in the region. My mother initially did not take care of me a lot, and after the coming-

out, she began to behave in a fucked up way, and more aggressive. With her mother, I also 

deteriorated relationship, but only after coming-out. 

But even before the coming-out, my mother had several attempts to send me out of the 

house: during the transfer from the sixth to the seventh grade she tried to put me in a military 

academy, then she sent me to her grandmother in Nadvirna, to the region. She bullied me from the 

fifth  grade, I changed school on my own but did not make friends there at all. I did not talk to 

anyone, Outlander, in short. She even went to the school, told some girls, teachers there, that I'm 

bad, but even after that the relationship didn’t become worse than we had with her. But I did not 

also want to go there anymore - I just refused, I felt awful there. I closed in the room. That’s why I 

almost haven’t visited the school. A couple of times I went only to score some grades and finally 

released from the class, although in any case, they let you out of the class. 

I tried to tell the school psychologist about my mother (because she had a somewhat 

stereotyped view of everything else), but she could not help me. I have a deep depression from the 

fifth  grade. There were terrible situations when there was an attempt at suicide. It took me about 

two years to forget this and move from this state to an easier one. 

Our relationship with my mother has always been tense, but transgenderism has aggravated 

the situation. At the age of 16, I was forcibly dragged to the military registration and enlistment 

office, because I did not want to go, at the same time my passport was made. But I did not even 

know it was made because all this was necessary for the mother for the military commissariat 

because she was told that at school. There, I could not say to any doctor; I already knew that it was 

better not to tell people. Then I was a patient for another year; then I made a coming-out, then I 

already tried to do something, of course, not on my own, I wanted to see doctors, even decided to 

ask my mother for help. I was still in Nadvornaya, from there I left for Ivano-Frankivsk. Entered the 

extramural as a translator in Kiev, but now I understand that it is not enough for me to get a diploma 

for my own money, and there is little sense in this studying. 

I realized pretty early who am I. I'm a transgender woman, my pronoun is "she." Some 

social stereotypes did not pressure me, on my perception of everything. Therefore, I did not fight 

with me. I did a coming-out in the ninth grade. It seemed to me that the doctors would help me, but 

unfortunately, in Ukraine, it does not work that way. I wanted to start the examination at the age of 

17 to go to the commission at 18 years old, but the doctor delayed it all, and a year later, he said that 

he lost my card and that only from the age of 18 can I start an examination, and before that I need to 

be placed in a psychiatric hospital. I realized that I should deal with everything on my own, I went 

on my own to buy all the hormones. I started therapy, some changes began. I’m already 18 years 

old, the body does not grow so much, and the changes are very slow. There are no specialists, and 

now I’m forced to consult with transgender people and experiment on myself, which takes a lot of 

time. Well, and a lot of money too. 

I read how things are in Ukraine with the change of documents and so got on the site of the 

Insight. From there I got to the group, it was written about the transgender direction there. I wrote to 

the coordinator that I have a problem with my parents, asked does he know any transgender people 

who could settle me, and I was offered to come to Shelter. 

 

I was told: "Send an application." I wrote in an email. I wrote that I want to find 

understanding people and that I have problems with parents, which have had negative 

consequences. I had no fear to come here. When I first went into the office, it was a little scary, of 

course, such a light worrying as to whether this is true. And despite the fact that here you have an 

understanding community, it was still difficult  for me to talk about myself in a feminine gender, 



because I'm terrified of reaction. But now I have no problems with this. I arrived in October. From 

the apartment itself, I expected something much worse than it was because it seemed that if  it was a 

free help, it was something of bad quality. 

The main thing the Shelter gives - the opportunity to move out of your extreme conditions 

and live here. The only pity is that there are six places there, and I could move out of there. We 

discussed my circumstances, my situation and extended my stay here, but there is still very little 

time to do something. Some people who come have their own company and can rent an apartment 

with someone; it's more difficult  for me. 

It's hard to say that something is missing, because the organizers have a resource, and it's not 

infinite. Of course, it would be better if  there were several rooms, preferably individual because the 

people who come are different, and sometimes they are not very pleasant. This, of course, is the 

problem of the people themselves, but this can lead to conflict situations. People are different, with 

different conditions and this should be understood. 

It is now difficult  for me to imagine what will  happen to me after Shelter – I don’t have an 

apartment, work, education. I need to find a job, but I need to find a well-paid job, given my 

situation. Before that, there were many attempts to get a job, but with my communication skills for 

me, it was difficult  to even to go through as many interviews. Now it's more comfortable, I try to 

apply for a cook, but I do not know if  it will  work out. Probably even harder is finding someone to 

rent an apartment with. It would be desirable, of course, to have time to raise money and find work 

and housing. I’m through a transition, and it's a little scary for me to think that I will  come to apply 

for a job with a male passport, I feel that there will  be some aggression, and if  not - i will  simply not 

be hired. You need a lot of money to study at the university, which I do not have, and everyone 

around me says that any university is something that you should not waste time on. I can do self-

education, I'll  go to some courses. Further (when this extreme period ends) I want to leave Ukraine, 

somewhere, where it is normal. 

 

Vlad, 48 years old 

Shelter, of course, changed my life for the better, because if  it weren’t for Shelter, I do not 

know how my life would continue in Donetsk. Why? Because of the blockade, which is currently 

there and because of the absence of Ukrainian enterprises, it was quite difficult  to continue 

scientific activity and career, whatever it was. Not because some freedoms are limited in Donetsk 

now, but because it is rather difficult, I am a citizen of Ukraine. There’s also a construction of 

scientific work, it is quite complex, and it is impossible to plan a thesis and defend it right now. 

That is, how much time will  it take, by what legislation it will  occur - it is quite difficult. But time 

goes by, naturally, I want to live today. 

Of course, there is work there. The only thing is that now social aid is paid there, it's not 

even a salary, it’s once a month, and it's a very small, limited amount of money, which is enough 

only for food to survive. Therefore, it is very difficult  to build any development plans. Of course, 

life there will  normalize once, of course, but at the moment it is quite problematic. 

I'm a man, gay. I always understood that I am gay and that my life will  be different from the 

life of ordinary men, heterosexual, from the point of view of building family relationships and so 

on. It happened, probably, in childhood. I always kept it quiet, of course, and gender identity, and 

sexual preferences. But on the greater account I never concealed it from those people who treated 

me well enough: friends, relatives. It was difficult  for them to accept me the way I am – not for 

friends, but for relatives. They certainly did not turn away from me and did not refuse, but they 

were very worried because I can’t have a family in the traditional sense. But there was no strong 

negative attitude from their side. Rather worries. Although as for brothers and sisters - I think, 

although they say that they accept me, for them, it is not entirely comfortable. I think that’s because 

of the generally accepted canons. Because the attitude to my partner, with whom we have been 

livi ng for 13 years... Visually, it seems as if  no questions are asked about our relationship, as if  this 

is self-explanatory, but there is no way to discuss some problems that may arise from time to time 

in our relationships, because it feels awkward from their side, and for me, of course, it’s 

uncomfortable, to discuss these issues with them. 



I like both men and women equally, beautiful and intelligent. I can appreciate women's 

beauty, of course, and I can advise something concerning how a woman looks better, but from a 

sexual point of view, women do not interest me. I have so many women friends who know about 

my sexual orientation and are tolerant enough about it. 

From the side of parents there were attempts to acquaint me with some woman so that in the 

long term I could create a family with her, but, naturally, this was not a promising relationship. I 

have never experienced sexual attraction to a woman. 

There is a graph in my resume "marital status" - I write "divorced", this, as a rule, at the 

stage of employment is enough. Later, the questions appear: "Do you have a civil  wife?", "But do 

you have any children?" At work, I try not to talk about my sexual orientation, although over time, 

of course, people start guessing. I had such a situation in a cafe in Donetsk, somewhere in the year 

2000, 2001, maybe. Young people approached me; they asked if  I was gay or not, I certainly said 

that no. Something seemed to them there, although I never dressed pretentiously, defiantly. And yet, 

people of traditional sexual orientation see other sexual orientation. Not a haircut, not clothes, I do 

not differ from the generally accepted canons. They were tipsy. It resulted in the fact that they beat 

me up, and quite seriously. Of course, I did not write any statements to the police; it is not at all 

promising. I got into the hospital, even had some scars left, that's on my face because I was beaten 

with a metal buckle, they have torn soft tissues on my face, therefore the scars were left from the 

surgeon's intervention. 

And in Kiev, there was a situation around the same time limit  when we were walking with a 

young man and holding hands. We were followed for a long time by a police patrol and,  in 40 

minutes, they overtook us, stopped us, started asking questions: "Why are you holding hands?", 

They called the transport facility, drove us to the station, for a long time we were interrogated, and 

the interrogation concerned the same, was not open, it was then in the text that sounded "Why did 

you hold hands? Are you gay? Or is your companion gay?". Although we did not speak loudly, we 

did not use profanity, that is there was nothing in our behavior that could have alarmed them. After 

40 minutes we were released because I said that in the end, I was tired of all of that. I understood 

why this detention took place, the reason for it. We did not violate public order; alcohol was not 

drunk in public places, we did not bring discomfort to the public, we were holding hands. There 

were absolutely no legal grounds for detention. This was all accompanied by such ridicule, and this 

procedure was, of course, very humiliating. At the stage when I was tired of all this, I said that I was 

just afraid to fall, although it was summer, it was not slippery. Well, they laughed amicably and 

decided that they had nothing to incriminate from the point of view of the law, and they let us go. 

But the situation was extremely unpleasant, very humiliating. 

I concluded that the society is absolutely not ready, you need to be even more closed and do 

not show your sexual preferences, especially in public places. Of course, the constant pressure from 

the side of society affects the fact that you just can't be yourself. It’s psychologically difficult.     

I have found out about “Insight” through friends in Donetsk. They said that "there is an 

opportunity, contact these people, they will  be able to help you - to provide housing." There was a 

conversation only about this, although, in fact, the Shelter project is broader – it’s not only housing, 

here the help is comprehensively provided: both psychological support, you feel comfortable, and 

you are given time so that you can solve your financial problems, which is also important for people 

who found themselves in various difficult  situations related to military operations, not only in such 

as I have. 

The friend who told me was connected with the LGBT-community, he visited various 

training seminars, where he met Insight. And when military actions began, they wrote him a letter 

with a proposal for help. Although he refused it, not seeing himself anywhere, except for Donetsk. 

And nevertheless, thanks to this communication he knew about this project, and it helped me, of 

course, very much. 

My application was very quickly reviewed. They realized that it is very important for people 

to get a quick response, because what is war - every hour, every day can cost a person's life. 

Literally within a week or one and a half (because of the queue, which was at that time here in 

Shelter), I received a positive response. I sent the application not just for my accommodation, but 

also for the accommodation of my partner and his son, who is disabled, because, naturally, the 



possibility of simultaneous accommodation of three people was considered in Shelter. We did not 

come here together. Since from the moment of a positive response to my application from Shelter to 

my arrival here, two years have passed in general. 

I was not ready, and my partner was not ready. He categorically did not want to come to this 

territory, controlled by Ukraine, but I did not want to part with him. Therefore, for some time I was 

hoping that maybe somehow everything will  still be settled or all of our issues will  be resolved, and 

we will  have the opportunity to solve the difficulties that we are having, there, in Donetsk, 

including the renewal of the passport. Because I turned 45 in the 14th year, and my Ukrainian 

passport was simply not valid. I still have a passport that facilitates my situation from the point of 

view of moving, but my partner has a rather complicated situation because in the 16th year he 

turned 45, his passport is not valid, and he does not want to go here. 

We still communicate. He lives in my house in Donetsk with his son. 

What is Shelter? Shelter is just a terrific project. People who work with it in Insight are very 

kind, very sympathetic people who pursue only the goal of helping others. I have not heard of any 

similar projects from the side of the state, nor from other public organizations or charitable 

foundations. 

    I arrived in Kiev last summer, on June 16th, I had a very limited amount of money, it was 

not even enough to issue my Ukrainian passport. Therefore, the process of its design - gluing photos 

- was quite lengthy. According to the current legislation of Ukraine, it is necessary to formalize the 

status of a migrant at the beginning, and only on the basis of this certificate could a photo be pasted. 

In general, the procedure took two weeks, of course, I could not afford to stay in Kiev for two 

weeks. 

I moved by myself. Frankly, I am afraid to even imagine how events will  develop further. 

But I  

understand perfectly well that time is moving forward, and that the more I spend it, the more 

I lose opportunities that are here in Kiev, related to the continuation of my professional activities. 

In Shelter, everything is thought out to the last detail. People want to help so sincerely, that 

they try to make the most comfortable stay here. So I can’t even come up with any wishes regarding 

something to change. Of course, it's great that the help of professional psychologists is provided. 

In the rules in Shelter, there is nothing written so special, they are based on mutual respect 

of the people who are here, and, of course, the elementary norms of behavior in everyday life, from 

hygiene to the observance of the silence regime at night. 

     Here, people try to communicate with each other, try to help each other inside our small 

family with advice and any help others may need. It’s quite comfortable. Especially since we are 

not forced to communicate with each other. That is, if  it is more comfortable for a person to exclude 

communication with other representatives of the LGBT-community at some stage of life, no one 

will  bother him with the proposal "No, no, communicate with us!". People should feel emotionally 

comfortable here. Tense situations, of course, arise, but these are more human moments, because 

everyone has different ideas about everyday life, about cleanliness, but all of these are completely 

solved issues, it is quite simple to communicate and be guided in building relationships by the 

principles of mutual respect. 

    I do not have any exclusive rights in Shelter. The only thing that I have little more 

responsibilities with the current view of people staying here as to make them as comfortable as 

possible, regardless of their experience and social status. I try to voice these rules and report to 

people who get here. This role is comfortable for me, therefore it does not entail quite a serious time 

from my side, and we still communicate within this small community. 

    There are principles that were laid down: comfortable coexistence and a desire to help 

people who found themselves in difficult  life situations. The only thing that extends the list of this 

assistance - starting from financial, it's still free housing, travel, and clothing, which the 

organization collects for people who need it, for me as well. I arrived in the summer, and I had only 

summer things, and ahead was autumn and winter, I did not have anything, including money. 

Because I had a problem with employment, for 4-5 months, I could not get anywhere to work 

because of the Donetsk residence permit, under different pretexts I was refused. Of course, they did 

not say to me straight "we do not take you because you are from Donetsk," but here in Ukraine 



there are a number of normative documents that expand the rights of forced migrants and restrict the 

possibility of dismissal from the employer. He can’t hire us for a trial period, while the ATO is 

going, he must sign a contract with us for a year at least. That is, within a year he has no right to fire 

a person, regardless of whether he will  suit him from a professional point of view. Therefore, 

employers are very selectively treat people who have come from an uncontrolled territory, because 

it will  be difficult  to fire a person within a year. I want to say that the state of Ukraine, in fact, did 

not pay a penny of money and did not help at all a migrant. I still faced such a situation in social 

insurance, when I tried to register as a person who lost his job, to join the labor exchange, they had 

a passport of a Ukrainian citizen before their eyes, looking at a residence permit for Donetsk, 

saying: "Well, you are a foreigner." I say: "A foreigner? Look at the passport of which country you 

have before your eyes. " They: "But it does not matter, you are considered to be a foreigner." And 

then I realized that all these ordeals and the difficulties that I had during the four months with 

employment in Kiev, they were connected with my registration. There is some kind of an unspoken 

agreement that restricts the employment of such persons who have come from a part that is beyond 

Ukraine's control at the moment. 

And of course, having no means of subsistence, the “Insight” organization and the Shelter 

project helped me a lot, starting from the roof over my head and ending with the freedom of 

movement inside the city – the travel card, which gives me the opportunity to go on an interview 

and actively take up a job search. I managed to get a job only in a medical university, although from 

the point of view of wages it is rather small money. If  not for Shelter, I would not have been able to 

stay here for so long, and I would not even look for a job - faced with some difficulties, within a 

couple of first un-successful interviews, I think that I would have to go to Donetsk, because in Kiev 

money ends quickly enough, life is quite expensive, and I did not have any financial savings at that 

time. Now my goal is to finish my thesis, get PhD, and then I even am afraid to think about 

something, because it is not known how the events will  develop further in the country. 

 

Eva Kuker,  40 years old 

I am from Lugansk. I had an ordinary life, I was born there, grew up, educated. After 

graduating the university I did not move, I graduated from the university, I worked, I had a life, an 

apartment, everything was arranged. In the 14th year, these confrontations began, I was a direct 

participant, that is, I saw when the water was turned off spontaneously, electricity, then the first 

thought was that something was wrong. And when I was already starting to look out the window 

and see that there were smoke points from the fire in different places on the horizon, then it went all 

wrong. There was some idea of collecting documents, a backpack with all the things. I did not 

prepare to move, but I had such an idea. I still hoped until the last moment that it was some 

stupidity, which will  soon end. Because it was so unreal, and even now it's unreal, we just wanted 

some life; now I understand that we moved to Kiev, and I felt much better. Right now, in Shelter, in 

Insight, they really gave me the opportunity of the first step. Because it was really, really very 

difficult. 

I used to come to Kiev often enough; I did not stay in Lugansk. The people who stood there 

and brought food to these terrorists who captured the building of the Security Service of Ukraine, 

we had such a separatist mini-Maydan, crazy elderly women brought food there, and then I realized 

that something has changed. And after that, I moved here. And these old women and all the people 

who were hanging out there are from, I guess, Lugansk, Donetsk, Alchevsk, all these cities of the 

Donbass region, they are all very poor. A lot of poor people. Especially, before this conflict, we 

have many people reduced. Including me. Well, I'm a normal person who can think. And if  the 

miner was reduced, and he has five children and a wife, and he wants to drink and eat, then, of 

course, if  some bus comes and the person is told "yes, let's go to Russia, Ukraine made bad things to 

us", then he goes, and takes a weapon. Well, I guess so. Of course, I'm not a politician, but I guess 

that's exactly how it was. They went, because there are a lot of people who did not go further than 

Donetsk, Lugansk region, they sat there, many of them have never left their village. And suddenly 

they were given the opportunity to earn money, and to express their own opinion. It’s a revolution. 

So... And me, many people now ask: "You probably have never been to Kiev?" No, I traveled a lot, 

traveled around Ukraine, not at work, I have friends, colleagues... Not colleagues, but friends. I 



communicated in the community, got acquainted, I was invited to Kharkov, Lviv, and Kiev - all 

over Ukraine. That is, people who are educated, who had an education, and who knew what this 

situation would lead to - they were against it, but against it only in words. 

What was the deciding factor for the move? We lived with a friend, and besides that we 

lived at my place, I didn’t have water, it was turned off, as well as the electricity, we decided to go 

down to a small centralized distribution of water, and there was no water, we bought beer, and when 

we passed by, we came under an avalanche. They flew somewhere, but we really got stuck on the 

ground. Not because it was scary, a person can understand what fear is, until he tears off his leg or 

arm. But there was this feeling... it's already the end. Then my relatives said that something bad is 

coming, and my brother came and said that we can’t wait any longer, and that tomorrow we are 

leaving. 

Moreover, most of the people who stayed there, they... this is a pseudo-republic of retirees. 

Because only pensioners can survive there now. The salary is a horror now. Here you can get 6-7 

thousand a month, and there it turns out to fifteen hundred. And even that not on time. That is, no 

one younger that the retirement age can survive there... Either you go to war, or somehow you crash 

into this grouping, or you starve to death. There are only two ways out. Well, I also have an 

acquaintance, a bisexual, he started dating a girl when the revolution came, well, even before that, 

stably, he got a job in the administration, and tried hard there, forgot that he was gay, that he was 

bisexual, that together with him we went to different parties, he suddenly became very compliant, 

positive. 

In Donetsk, there was a normal LGBT community. Well, there were some persecutions, but 

these are all themes, parties... The only thing that I was not a bright member of this LGBT 

movement, I communicated with quite a lot of people, but we met... it was still, God, how many 

years ago, it was youth, there were parties. We went out, talked, met, built, broke, as in ordinary 

life. The only thing that these institutions were at one place, then another, then the third. Most likely 

there was some secrecy from the authorities. In one place a month, then transferred to a remote area 

of the city, then they were generally covered up. Another such craziness was when I saw the crowd 

from the region, and they walked with banners like "we are for traditional values," "gays get out" 

and everything else, it was in 2014, in the spring. It was some religious procession or something, 

against all the evil spirits that could occupy Russia, to occupy Donetsk, this free, spiritual city, and 

the Donbas. Although their spirituality was very low, apparently. Well, that's all, this is a shock, 

with pops, and people with weapons, they ran, bought tickets on the same day, and left, already 

counting on what might happen... We expected that in a couple of weeks everything would end. 

Well, it was delayed so that I had to stay in Kyiv  for three months, there was just a blockade, my 

parents lived through it, they stayed there... Then I first came to Shelter, when I came here, saw it 

on the Internet, I applied, saw that help was required. And I wrote, I lived with some friends there, 

then somehow it became a long time, and I made a decision ... Because we left without money, it's 

unclear how to get a job, no documents, no diploma, to restore it all is stupid, I was only able to 

recover the identification code. If  you only have a passport without identification code -  you also 

can’t go anywhere. 

And it turns out that there was an announcement that I needed help, there the girl called me 

back, she offered her accommodation, a nice apartment in the center, I first came, she had some 

friends from her job, and I was afraid how could it turn out. Too many shocks, and I said that "I  do 

not want, I do not want, goodbye". And then she phoned from work, she said she was working in a 

normal good structure, that everything was fine. At that time I did not finish talking to her, I threw 

the option away. I said that I was frightened... And at that time my friend advised Shelter. I call 

back to Shelter at once, and then we agreed at once, she said "come", I arrived, there at once a boy 

from this organization came, explained how to get there, showed everything, and I lived there for 

four days, and this was the third or fourth month of my stay in Kiev, I was very worried about my 

parents, because there was no connection, nothing. They are very special people to me, and I would 

not forgive myself if  we left, and something would happen to them. And it turned out that there was 

no connection, I looked every time at the level of shelling, the radius increases, the city was getting 

redder and redder, that there were hits near our house, I quickly took tickets, I looked for fellow 

travelers, that is carriers who can take you to the city, and I already took the tickets, I went to the 



bus station, I told Olga that I'm going to find something, some way to help, I have already collected 

wet wipes and water, and collected more something as if  I’m going on a hike. And on my way to 

the bus station, my family calls me back, they say: "Hello, how are you, we found a point where we 

could call from," I say: "I  already took the tickets," and they say: "No, everything is fine, stay there, 

do not go anywhere. We are now going to call each other, the connection was restored, these towers 

have already been restored, do not go, stay there. "Well, all right, one of my panicked horror is 

gone. And then just one girl from Kiev calls, says: "Come to me, everything is fine," we talked, 

apologized to each other, and because I saw that there were quite a lot of people in the Shelter, four 

rooms, and there lived about eight people – someone slept on the balcony, maybe because I came 

someone was forced to move to the balcony, and they offered me a place, I apologized to Olya, I 

said: "I'm uncomfortable, I will  not take someone else’s place, a person really offers me to live with 

her, well, I'm moving there." And that’s it, for a month and a half, we met normally, she is very 

loyal too, a person with education, thinking, reason, did not say anything about the fact that I, who I 

am, about my bisexual orientation, there was no questions, nothing. And then I left, lived for some 

time and moved out, went home, had to finish my business a little, look at my relatives, how are 

they, I came, looked, and left already with packages, and with all the documents. I took all the 

documents, and decided to settle in Kiev. Because although I did not have any friends at all, when I 

came, I had an acquaintance, she wanted to go further than Kiev. She said "let's go, let’s go 

together," but I already had a normal job here, and most importantly, I came the second time and the 

last one to the person with whom I wanted to build a relationship. We met and I came here 

purposefully to my true love. Partner, a female partner, with whom I have a relationship for a year 

and a half. Then I came... No, I went to my place, lived for a while, wanted to come, I think, for a 

month I came again to this my friend from Kiev, I arrived, stopped for a while, to adapt a little. I'm 

somehow unobtrusive person, that is for a long time... some people can "hang" for years, and for me 

it was the main thing to find a job. Well, I was looking for a job, lived for a while, created a resume 

and everything else, and then, already when I was fired, it was already... in July of the 15th year. I 

called Olga, and asked if  there was any option, she said "Yes, come, everything's fine," well, they 

put me in and, actually, I really plunged into Shelter's life. And plunged into it for more than three 

months. And for these three months, I, of course, did not just sit, for the first two months I went to 

interviews, a lot of agencies, a lot of people, until I found something in my specialty. According to 

my abilities, and something that suits me. And already began to work, and just started to have some 

first normal earnings, and I did not take up this place anymore, I left in November. No, I left in 

January, most likely. We already waited for a new apartment, it happened somewhere in November. 

     I do not know, in connection with what I had conflicts at work in Donetsk, but ... in Kiev, 

for example – now my style somehow calmed down. And then I had the shaven head, haircut, well, 

so... A bit of my image was tougher. And I got a job in a children's school, and at school I worked, 

and in a little less than a year, either a phone call was heard, or something else, because tapping was 

everywhere, and somehow I was softly told that I must leave the room in connection with "good 

behavior". It's a big city, but a small neighborhood. Everyone knows everything, and people are 

always not very responsive to many situations. Well, in fact, I can’t say that Kiev has moved 

forward, it is moving forward, and will  move forward. God grant that something will  change, that 

is, most importantly, the oppression of the community and the oppression of the social ... Because 

people do not perceive, do not understand, and can poison, but now it’s difficult  to find normal 

work, and people will  prefer to drink, live their lives, and come up with another story at work. From 

Kiev I have a much better impression, not just better, but much better, this is a city of possibilities. I 

have never had such opportunities now. For any reason, for the person with whom I am now 

together. Well, of course, everyone has some specific situations, but no matter how much I 

appreciate what I have now. I appreciate every day. In contrast to the fact that I had a continuous 

routine there, home-work. With my parents - yes, there was a big conflict, this is because I was an 

honest person, and did not want to hide. You hide everywhere; I would like not to do it in the family 

at least. Well, because of this there were conflicts, of course, I lived with friends, acquaintances, 

girlfriends. All  the relatives reacted the same way. All  of them. I think it’s because it’s another 

generation, I think that every parent wants a bright future, grandchildren, great-grandchildren, 



although I could give birth, I do not need it. Calm family, I want a family, but I can’t have children. 

Now I don’t tell them anything that I do in Kiev. That is, "there are no relations, I live, I work." 

The first time I came to Shelter, I did not expect anything at all. For me, it was important 

that there was some bed and some silence. So that no one asked me anything. Because it's so... 

When you leave because of the war - it's so stressful that you just want nobody to touch you, and 

you want to keep the distance. And it lasts just four or five days ... We talked, but everyone kept out 

of the affairs, nobody with their questions ... everything is properly. 

Thanks to Shelter I learned people better, I learned that really good people exist, people who 

understand and support. There are two volunteers there; they are almost perfect. They are great 

fellows, wise heads, they understand me, and when I saw it, I wondered how it could happen, 

because I had never seen such a thing in another city. For me, this is a great and bright future. Their 

ideal relationship made such an impression on me that I thought, "I  want to build myself such a 

relationship too." And we now have such an ideal relationship. Lovely ones. I got infected with this 

idea. I used to have a relationship, but it was all... I must have matured now. Then there was no 

desire, opportunity to have a relationship. That was always the case... Then I had quite a lot of 

relationships. There was no such understanding as now; there was no family. And now it is the 

family. Unspoken family relations is exactly the way why I am sure that tomorrow we will  have a 

common property, common views, interests, and I know that the person with whom I am now is 

very interested in the relationship. Whatever it was - I am sure that I will  be forgiven or understood. 

I treat it in the same way. I can forgive, I can understand some things, I can support, I have a desire. 

Well, that is, we exchanged rings, and I think that it will  be for a long time. Problems with the 

search for housing related to the fact that we are two girls - no, we haven’t faced them. Have there 

been any problems with hiring for sexual orientation? I called, I first showed my documents - who I 

am, and what I am. By work, by specialty. What can I do, what can’t I. And the fact that I'm a 

lesbian, or something else, I don’t have it written on my forehead. I did not come with rainbow 

braids in my hair. So nothing happened, no problems. I do not talk about myself. If  not Insight, or 

other human rights organizations, for me even it would be a burden. My sexual orientation is my 

card. Now I don’t tell about it at work – what for? My work is not connected with politics, the usual 

sphere, the sphere of service. I am perceived as a specialist. I do not want to be perceived as 

something else... fantasized about, looked at, asked about, have people talking some things about 

me. 

 

Kostya, 22 years old 

I was born in the city of Donetsk. I lived in Zaporozhye recently, before moving to Kiev. In 

Donetsk, everything was fine: school, parents, friends. Then one day everything went downhill 

somehow, and it was not explicitly connected with the events that are taking place there, in general. 

I'm an open gay, and it's hard for open gays to be in society. There was a move, hard for me. I lived 

for a while in a rented apartment, where I had my room, my job. Then there was a complicated 

period, I lived in Zaporozhye, lived with the godmother (not in Zaporozhye, but near the city), then 

there was a terribly unpleasant scandal, and I had to use the services of Shelter. It seemed to me that 

I was independent, proud, and everything would pass me by; it was easier for me to help someone. 

And in the end, it turned out that I had to ask for help. I never expected it. I always knew that there 

was Shelter, I had friends here, but I could not think that I would end up here. 

After a close person left my life, I didn’t have the most beautiful way of life: I had my 

perception of myself as a gay man, I had sex, drugs, love there. In the end, I told all my relatives 

that I'm gay, that I like a person, I went to another city to him. 

   At first, I thought that I was like MSM (men who practice sex with men). I had a 

relationship with a man, to whom I left to Rostov-on-Don, and he is quite open, says: "Let's make a 

photo together." Me: "You are kidding me!". Although I told my family that I was leaving for him, 

for me it was a taboo. But I had a short period between "a man practicing sex with men" to an open 

gay, but I had it, and I have something to compare with. I, when I was going with someone to a 

meeting, was afraid of some dirty trick, but now gay and okay, goodbye. It's easier for me this way. 

Harder, on the one hand, but easier. At least you do not deceive yourself, and there is no inner 

conflict. 



  Imagine, I'm leaving, I'm 18 years old. "Where are you going?". Well, I told them where - 

to my beloved guy. Maybe, for them, it was not news, but it was so, we still don’t communicate. 

When I returned, they reacted very coldly, unpleasantly. I had to leave right away. We saw each 

other at the funeral of a close person in 2014, but this was already not the communication that was 

before. Only the godmother supported me to some point, but even now it has come to naught. 

   I was fired from work because I was gay. In Zaporozhye. It happened in April  2016. I was 

merely summoned to the office and told: "Write a resignation letter." They did not specifically state 

the reason, but it was understandable. My social networks have it, so... Well, it was visible by some 

signs. At first, I was offended, and then I thought: "God damn it." 

I came to live with my godmother just after the situation at work. I quit the job, I could not 

find a new one for a long time, I ran out of finances, and she offered me. I lived with her for a long 

time. I had a goal to raise money, a certain amount, to move to Kiev. And here we have a very 

tough conflict because of her not accepting me. She knew all of it when for half a year I lived on her 

territory, and for six months, as I called it, the "bonus system" operated, it all accumulated and 

accumulated in her, and she finally told me everything. She said a hot-spoken phrase: "I  give you a 

day and a night for you to leave." I packed my things and left. It was on Christmas night, and I met 

Christmas on the bus while driving to Kiev. 

Now I moved to Kiev. For me, it was an unexpectedly difficult  move. I found a job, but not 

the greatest one, but I work, and the whole team knows I'm gay. And there are some sideways 

glances; no one said directly: "Ew, you're gay." Still, well, it’s Kiev, they do not care. It's so much 

tougher, but on the other hand, it's softer, regarding attitude towards people with different sexual 

orientation. And in small towns, it is insanely hard. They do not like such bright people. I never 

wanted to discriminate somebody, but they are gray. There are, of course, brilliant people in these 

small towns, but there are few of them. Perhaps it is the echoes of the Soviet past of our country. 

They are accustomed to everything being gray, but here someone new appears, and he’s not like 

them, and he stands out at once. 

Then the friend who lived here said, "Write to Shelter." I did. I knew about this project 

earlier, but I somehow delayed. I knew it from phone conversations. 

I came to Kiev, I had friends here, I lived a week with them, and somehow I tried to solve it 

all, I had to talk to someone. Friends say to me: "write to Shelter." That is, "or, or." Or we will  

decide something, or write them; maybe they can help you. I wrote, they answered me. I receive an 

application, I fill  it and send, I still wait two days. I remember this evening very well;  I'm sitting at 

home, the phone rings: "Hello, I'm Olga, I'm calling regarding the application, could you come to 

the organization's office tomorrow?" I was so scared, you can’t even imagine. She has such a stern 

voice, I like strictness on one side, and it frightens me on the other. But I remember coming the next 

day, and Olya greeted me so cordially, so warm, she suggested tea. "You wrote the application, 

come on, let’s talk." Formal moments and the situation as a whole were discussed with her. And 

then: "We signed the contract for a month, starting tomorrow. And I understand that yes, everything 

worked out. After the interview, she went to do the documents, and she says to me: "You can go out 

and smoke on the balcony," and I say: "You can even smoke here!". 

I knew a little already about how Shelter works because people lived here with whom I am 

in good close relationships, despite the fact that they are remote, but Kiev communicates with other 

cities. I expected that this would be a place where I could come and find a job to put away for rent, 

to feed myself. Just to have that possibility. As if  I lived with relatives: I came as a person comes to 

the capital, here I am, I stayed with my relatives for three months, and then I moved on with my 

costs. I understood that this is the only project in Ukraine that could give me this opportunity 

because many organizations have never done this. 

My expectations were met by more than 100%. Firstly, when I arrived here, there was one 

person here, whom I knew personally. Perhaps it was easier for me to adapt because of this. In 

general, it's difficult  for me to find a common language with people, in the sense of communicating, 

talking, I'm a closed off person. Sometimes I'm too opened, sometimes too closed off, more often 

I'm too closed off. And it seemed to me that when I come, I will  behave as I always do. But no, in 

the end, I'm sociable and smiling. Our internal administrator says: "When you arrived, you were not 



serious, but now you are serious concerning communication." Of course, when you leave home at 

nine and come at twelve, it's not about being serious. 

At Shelter we have the internal administrator. The internal administrator is our support 

because he is a person with life experience. I had a moment; it seemed to me that I wanted to quit 

my job. And then he said to me: "No, you do not need to do this, because then you will  rush, and 

time will  go by." And I realized that he said it based on life experience. Some moments that we can 

discuss... Old age, loneliness, we even discuss this topic. His position, a person with a higher 

education who saw more than me, and I'm interested in listening to his thoughts about my remarks, 

his comments. With someone, it’s more of a "making jokes" relationship, but with him more of a 

"talking” one. We also make jokes, of course. I'm thrilled I met him. He is a man whose opinion I 

would listen to and a person with whom it will  be interesting to communicate when I leave Shelter. 

We already discussed this. 

When I move out, I plan to continue working, rent a room or apartment with someone, live, 

rejoice, once again come to the March of Equality, maybe to build a relationship. Perhaps, but I'm 

probably one of those people who find it difficult  to build it, I try, I try, but... The last one of my 

affairs ended with the accusation that I'm hysterical. Regarding it there is some jealousy, I'm 

possessive, and it's hard for me, I need to know where my man is. Relationships among gays exist, 

of course, and it’s beautiful, but I have never had a long one, and it's hard for me to find my man. 

 

Anton, 20 years old 

I'm almost 20, and I'm a transgender man. I'm from the Transcarpathian region. From a 

small, conservative city, I felt there like a bird in a cage. Even before the transition, I had to hide my 

sexuality, drive myself into some framework, be afraid of telling something wrong and looking at 

someone, because it would end very badly for me, as my family is very homophobic, I had a lot of 

coming-outs, and all of them, fortunately, were unhappy. Now I say "fortunately," because in some 

ways I have achieved much more for myself concerning personal growth. I was brought up by my 

grandmother, and this is a very triggering topic for me because there was so much infringement 

from her, she tried to put those qualities that are in my mother, into me. But we are different people 

- like all of us are different. Yes, something got to me, but that’s it. Well, there were a lot of 

scandals. My first coming-out is something. I was sent abroad, closed into a room, not released, and 

the communication was limited, they tried to dislodge everything with possible and impossible 

ways. I had to say: "Yes, it was me who was wrong." But still, when I had my last serious 

relationship, I lived with a girl abroad, in Budapest, where I worked (I'm a hairdresser by 

education), they reacted to this normally, because she is quite a successful person abroad, and, this 

did not go beyond the family. But, naturally, when I broke up with this girl, I came to Kiev and 

plunged into an atmosphere of activism, and my sexuality went beyond the family, and then the 

major scandals began. 

I never concealed anything, because I always believed that my parents were more tolerant, 

because they still live abroad, not in Ukraine. LGBT movement is more developed there than in our 

country, and they have a more liberal society, as it seemed to me. My mother has lived in Hungary 

for 16 years. Mom was uncomfortable, and at first, I tried not to harm her, not to hurt her, I 

prepared her, as it seemed to me. And she seemed to understand because she knew about my 

girlfriend, and about the fact we want to register a partnership. She was not thrilled with this, but 

she was not against it. She always said: "This is your life, and live as you want to, the main thing 

that you feel good." But again, as long as it did not go beyond the family. But when I arrived in 

Kiev, I remember it was the Equality Festival, I had a picture on Facebook - I'm with a rainbow 

flag. Mother sensed trouble and asked to come urgently. And I could not because I did not have the 

means. She was offended, began to insult me. Then I thought: "What should I hide? Why should I 

hide? Am I not like everyone else? Am I doing something bad? Am I a thief, a murderer? ". She 

can't accept me, and I can't hide. Because I've been doing this for a long time, and it all accumulated 

with time. And then, when I started talking about it, it became more comfortable for me to live. 

I felt the freedom when I came to study in Uzhhorod. And then a strange season started: I 

combined my studies with themed parties. I then finally realized that I'm not a sick person, I'm fine, 

and I'm not the only one. It became a little more comfortable for me because I learned to talk with 



people around this topic and not be shy. And in the family, I kept silent for quite a while, until I got 

Erica (a girl from Budapest). She said: "You will  hide it and it will  be worse for you. Moreover, we 

will  not hide the fact that we live together. Look at me." She did not look masculine. Well, I then 

came and said: "I  have a girlfriend, I live with her, you can take it or not, but I live with her, and we 

want to formalize a partnership." It was my third coming-out. Naturally, no one was happy about 

this, there was a scandal, but Erica - she is such a person, successful. She's a policeman, she has a 

good career, and she's quite an accomplished person. They just realized that it would be easier for 

them because there is a person who loves me and can take care of me, it suited them. Especially 

since Elka said that "we do not shout at every turn about this, we live, as usual people, we didn’t 

have it written on our foreheads." 

I first defined myself as a lesbian, and then just as a person. I began to consider myself as a 

transgender when I had already arrived in Kiev, and I plunged into the sphere of activism when I 

already had quite enough time to study something. And Kyiv  Pride 2016 helped me, there I learned 

a lot, talked with other transgender people, and this topic became very interesting to me and very 

close. When I heard other people's stories, I began to realize that it was not me going crazy, it was 

normal. Because I always thought that there was a problem with me.         

In Budapest, I was in retraining for nine months, and that is thanks to my stepfather, he is an 

influential person. He tried for me to get everything done quickly and start working, and a friend 

helped me, I worked with him in the studio. He invited me to go on a journey and work. There were 

then problems with the documents, and I could stay there for no more than three months. I wanted 

to get Hungarian citizenship there because my mother lives there and I could get it, but I did not get 

it - we quarreled. I had to visit quite often, and this knocked me out of the rut: I postponed my 

orders, and then worked without days off.     

With the grandmother, in general, everything is sad. I remember when I came from 

Budapest and said that I was leaving for Kiev because this is my friend, my fellow countryman, he 

is a singer, and we were going to work with him. I said that I wil l have a lot of work and I will  not 

be able to communicate so closely with my mother or her (she has some Ukrainophobia or capital-

phobia - she does not perceive Ukraine as a country, and she believed that if  I I come to Kiev, then 

I'll  become an alcoholic or will  be engaged in sex work, she made no sense). In general, I left with a 

scandal, took the most necessary things that I had, and, naturally, my instruments. I was not even 

seen off, we just got into a car with a friend and left. After my leave, I do not talk to her at all. 

Because I do not see the point - if  we communicate with her, then we get into such scandals that it 

seems that the world is about to end. And she does not burn with desire either. It's hard for me to 

remember what I experienced with her. 

When my friend evicted me in Kiev, I was offered a job with housing. And then I did not 

understand what kind of work it was. It turns out, I come, we are shut down with all the girls in the 

apartment, and it turns out that this brothel. And it seems that the office is typical, and we were told 

there that it's easy to work as waiters, and you can earn good tips. I thought: "Okay, okay, I'll  try." 

Because I could not go back and work as a hairdresser for a year, I needed money and housing right 

then. I'm in this closed apartment. It turns out that two hours a day you could walk nearby, along 

with the perimeter, but there is a lattice. Not going out, nothing was possible, even to cook - no 

knives, nothing sharp left. There were a lot of girls, and I began to understand and think that I had 

to do something, I had to run. I was fortunate because I had my period at that time. This period 

lasted for four days; although they ended on the second day, I said: "I  still have them, everything is 

drowning!". Fortunately, I had a phone. I went to "Gossip Girl"  (page in Vkontakte), there was an 

announcement about Shelter. 

 I was lucky that they did not choose me. But I tried to do so that they did not pick me. In 

general, a week somehow stretched out there. Then came two new girls, and with one of them I 

used to communicate, she is a lesbian. And with this friend we decided that we had to get out of 

here, and then another girl joined. I came up with a plan. I went to the pimp and said that one of 

them is my girlfriend and she came to pick me up. She said: "Well, okay, just wait for the 

leadership tomorrow." And I understand that if  the leadership arrives tomorrow, it's not a fact that 

we will  be alive at all. We caused a scandal, of course, no one released us. The guests have just 

arrived, and the second girl noticed that the pimp had forgotten the key in the door. I quickly picked 



up my documents, managed to get dressed in some clothes, and left. I lived for two days with one of 

the girls, no one answered me, then I called the trust line, and there they gave me all the contacts. I 

was first invited to the office, in a day I was settled. And then my life turned for the better. 

The first time I was in Shelter in March 2016 (I decided to transition much later - in the fall, 

but I thought about it then). I moved from Budapest because I broke up with the girl, and I felt 

horrible, I had to change the situation somehow, return to the new world and start doing something 

new. I felt an emotional burnout. I did not want to work, and I was working as a stylist at the time. 

We didn’t get on well with a partner of a friend, because it was a musical project, and I'm quite a 

picky person and told him that something needs to be that way, and something other. No, well, what 

I told him, now he has already done all this, but they told me: "Come on, leave!". And I quarreled 

with my parents because they understood that they couldn’t control me here. 

I asked her money once for my life. I say: "Mom, help me." She tells me: "If  you want, 

come." I say: "Mom, I can’t come, I don’t have money." She suggested that my grandmother can 

pick up me, I asked why we should spend the extra costs, you can transfer it to the card. She offered 

to lend me, and I did not have any acquaintances then, I lived in Shelter, but here everyone has a 

similar situation. After that, she said that I was not her daughter (at the time) and that she buried me. 

I remember how I just sat and cried; I had a nervous breakdown. I just lost everyone I considered 

my family. People from whom I could get at least moral support, I was taken and trampled. I did not 

want anything; I thought that I would jump from the 8th floor. 

But I had to calm down. I already can’t go there - they pushed me so hard. But sometimes I 

want to, because there is my great-grandmother there, and this is the only person who supported me 

and supports me. I remember when I made my third coming out, she sits, smiles in her chair and 

tells my grandmother who nagged me: "Well, look at it from the other side, she will  not bring a 

child from about anybody." 

I remember that back in childhood I was thinking: "Why can’t I do it like everyone else? 

Why are girls interested in dolls, and I am not? Why do they want to look feminine, but I’m not 

interested in it?" Then for a long time, there was some internal contradiction. I did not have enough 

information. 

Then, when I had already moved to Kiev, it was in activism that I began to learn how it was 

done. Before that, I thought I’m going crazy, I was sick of some kind. Somewhere in March 2016, I 

still joked: "What if  I started the transition?". The conflict was inside. Because of this, I had such a 

feeling of depressiveness. Then I already had stability, pretty good, I wake up and realize I can’t 

live without it. I knew perfectly well what I was signing up for and what would happen, but I did 

not expect that this would all be so serious that I again had to ask for Shelter. I am here for the 

second time. I remember waking up and thinking: "Now, or never." I come to work, and before that, 

I still caused a scandal, I say: "I  do not demand anything from you, just call me Tosha, not Tonya." 

And then: "That’s it, I will  make the transition." At work: "What do you mean transition? What’s 

that?". Well, I explained that I'm a transgender man. Strangely enough, initially everyone, and the 

boss too, reacted well to this, because I worked as a bartender, and as a person and as an employee I 

suited them. Until that moment (it was the end of the second month, at the end of November and the 

beginning of December 2016), when the chief director arrived, and he did not like it - he was 

scanning the cameras, and my appearance began to change rapidly. And he insulted me: "What is 

it? What kind of hermaphrodite is this?". And called me curse words, and a lot of things happened, 

they also fined a fairly decent amount unreasonably, well, it was too much for me, I said I would 

not work where they infringe me. Then they explained me "it's better for you to resign, dude, 

because it will  be bad." Then I got the information that they were going to fire me, not "at my own 

will,"  but to fire without salary. That’s what they did, in fact, because I did not get my salary. 

Then I wandered around my friends. I did not want to ask for Shelter because I had already 

been here once. But my friends said to try, eventually, I wrote, that's how I turned out here. 

But anyway, I remember that after the first injection, when the voice began to change, I felt 

delighted, because I acquired something that I did not have - a sense of comfort on the one hand. On 

the other hand, the discomfort was caused by the fact that there are problems with socialization. 

Some do not understand who you are and they perceive you as a boy of about 13 years old. There 

were situations when I was rejected to buy cigarettes: "Is this your sister?" I say: "No, it's me." And 



to me in return: "How could it be you?". When I applied for a job, I no longer knew what data to 

enter - according to the passport or not - although the security service will  also check. I entered 

passport data, but when I saw the questionnaire, asked: "How? What do you mean? That is, you will  

need surgery?". And they denied me at McDonald's. They said: "And if  there will  be a check, how 

could we explain it at all, and in the team?". I say: "In the team, this will  be my problem, I will  

explain myself. And with a check, introduce me to it, and I'll  explain everything to it. " They 

answered me: "We'll call you back." Everywhere I heard it - "we will  advise, we will  call you back" 

- but in the end, no one called me back. 

When I chose a slightly different tactic, I stopped talking about my trans status; I started to 

keep silent, I used a gender-neutral language, because I hate talking about myself in a female 

gender, although sometimes I still have to. Then a lot of people were indignant: "Why do you have 

such a voice? Where did you get such a baritone? ". I said: "Hormonal failure." "And this for a long 

time?". "No, not for long," I answered. I arranged, started working, but when I had to go out on the 

stakes after the internship, I was told "goodbye." In the same "Salateira," such a good and 

perspective network, where the microphone is one tone, female and male, and when I approached, I 

got only a male. And so they decided to remove me because of this, although the prospect was 

perfect. 

Once I came to the first day of work and immediately left because the man quickly found 

fault with something incomprehensible. So I wandered about three months in search of a job. I had 

to stop hormone therapy because there was no money. Therefore, I temporarily postponed it until 

the question of work gets settled. Now I have settled down in the "Fora" because they do not 

nitpick, the main thing for them is for the person to work well. Also, I was invited to work in a bar, 

and it’s alternative. We have a director, he's gay, closeted, but it's obvious, well, there are bisexuals, 

lesbians, and gays in the team. Therefore, there are no questions about my voice. Well, in principle, 

I have a bar manager, she is a model, and she saw different people. In general, I have fixed this 

question now. 

Even when a person found out that I was a transgender (because I was usually perceived as a 

cute, short cisgender man), I remember how in my head a single phrase spun one month, which one 

guy said, he's gay, pretty transphobic, masculine: " You will  not become a man until you have a 

penis. " And it became funny to me, because how can a level of masculinity be measured by some 

sexual organ? 

But I evolve, I aspire, I do something, I get tired, I have to work, where I would not like to 

work, and sometimes it seems to me that I hate these people, although I am an inveterate extrovert. 

But when I come home to Shelter, I see friends, and it makes me feel somehow more relaxed, 

because all of them are close to me, I feel support, such as I would like everyone to get. Here I can 

speak out, consult, and feel free. 

 

Maksim M.  

I am from the Rivne region. I came to work in Kiev. I lived with my parents before, and it 

was difficult  for me to live with them. They do not understand me; I do not understand them in 

some way. We had conflicts not only about my sexual preferences; they just didn’t follow me. But 

it was hard and painful for me to live with them because when I lived with them, I did not have a 

personal life. And about my sexuality, they did not get into that. Of course, I had to hide from them. 

I know that they will  not understand, because they talked about it in general, not about me, but in 

general. They think that there should be a family, a guy with a girl, children, everything. I could not 

bring a guy home or date with him because this is a region, a small city, where you can’t hide it. 

Everything will  be evident and suspicious there. It was difficult  for me regarding my sexuality. 

But I've always liked people of my gender. From adolescence. Conflicts in the family were 

not mainly there; there was just a misunderstanding. Parents asked: "Why are you not marrying? 

Why don’t you look for a girl, any relationship?". It was difficult  for me; I wanted some personal 

life. I decided to start living on my own, move away from them, and went to Kiev to get a job, rent 

a house. And so it happened. 

I didn’t flaunt my sexuality. I behaved so that no one could think that I'm of the wrong 

sexual orientation. I have a few friends, but they also did not ask, did not get into my sexuality. 



I began to get acquainted on the Internet with people of my circle and started to 

communicate with them. I understood that it is easier for me to be friends with people of a circle 

like me because we can talk, find common themes, interests. And I still have the friendly relations 

with the friends of my childhood, and I communicate with those. It’s like a double life. But I 

understood that people would not understand me because our society isn’t used to it. I'm not one of 

those people who is opened, as there are such people who do not care, they declare themselves, their 

sexual orientation, and they do not care what others think. I'm not one of those people; I always 

thought it was stupid. Because you can’t impose on people the perception of you as you are. I 

decided to look for myself in other circles of communication, in another city, with people who are 

the same as I am. 

In Kiev, there are more opportunities, even regarding work, it is easier to find it. I came to 

work already; my countrymen worked here. As for the Theme, there are more possibilities; it's 

easier to get acquainted with someone, it's not so obvious. 

I moved to Kiev 6 years ago. I lived, worked all these years. When I get a job, I do not flaunt 

my sexuality, because I believe that this should not concern work. And I behave according to social 

rules, etiquette. I do not like to impose on people: "Accept me, here I am! If  you want, if  you do not 

want to - you must accept me. " I come to apply for a job the same way as all people, and it doesn’t 

matter which sexuality do you have. For me, it's not even visible, and no one asks. I believe that 

work and personal life should not be concerned. 

I tried to look for accommodation among my circles. I also looked for the companions to 

rent the apartment together, understand each other somehow. Because if  you live with ordinary 

people, not LGBT people, it is more difficult, because you will  be forced to hide.     

About six months ago I was in a difficult  situation. I was left without work and housing. At 

work, reductions began. And I lived in a hostel, and it was tough for me because what I earned, I 

had to pay for the hostel. And I could not collect any money to rent a house, and move on. I didn’t 

have a definite amount to pay for housing or a room immediately. It so happened that we were not 

paid properly, and I had to live in a hostel. There I felt very uncomfortable, because different people 

came, as we call our way - "Gopniks." And I like to take care of myself, they looked and laughed, 

joked, because they do not understand this. It was difficult  for me. I lived in the hostel for about a 

month. And, when I was looking for housing, I was advised (someone on the Internet, I do not 

remember who) to contact Shelter, said that they could help me there. I decided to send an 

application, but I somehow doubted a bit, I thought that was somehow strange. It seemed to me that 

it was unreal, that they would help you directly. I thought that was some fraud. I thought: "Sign the 

documents, the contract, and then it's unclear will  you get housing or not." This is not my friends 

who advised me, but simply someone on social networks. And then passport data should be given, 

the contract to sign, and it embarrassed me a little. But I decided because there was no other way 

out. I thought: "Well, I'll  try, let it happen." 

I wrote the application; I was told that there are no places yet. Then a week later my request 

was agreed, I was told I could come, I only need the passport data to sign the contract. I came, 

doubting it a bit, but I still did not fully understand that it was an LGBT organization. And they 

began asking me what kind of sexuality I have, and I was embarrassed, afraid to open up, thought: 

"I  don’t know where will  this information go." Then I signed this agreement, and it turned out that 

everything is perfect, and I do not regret it. 

I was very much helped to get on my feet because they provided shelter, food, free travel. 

And there are people of different circles who understand and accept each other, and it was very easy 

for me. 

I was told that it was an apartment, that people lived there, but I could not imagine it - I went 

to look first. They gave me the key; I said that I'd go and see if  everything goes well, then I'll  take 

the rest of the things. I arrived, they met me very well, showed me around, told me that it was not a 

fraud, that they help people of the LGBT community. I met good people there, I still communicate 

with some of them. 

I liked free accommodation most of all. Food and travel - it's even better, but I always say 

that if  there is a home, it's much easier. And if  there is food, then what remains? Go, pursue 



yourself, you were given all opportunities. And understanding that you are accepted the way you 

are, you can open up, tell about yourself - it's charming. 

I did not have any conflicts with someone in Shelter. I tried not to cross borders very much. 

Communicated with everyone also on a par with: "Hello? How are you? How's the mood? ", that’s 

it. Because if  you start to cross the boundaries, to allow a person to come close to you, some insults 

begin. I dealt with my affairs, went to work, tried not to break the rules in Shelter. I already worked, 

but only three days a week. Subsequently, the work began, I began working the full  week, from 

Monday to Friday. I try to do my job qualitatively, and it does not matter which sexuality do I have. 

I asked to extend my stay in Shelter, and I was extended. I was looking for housing then, and 

could not find the right one. As a result, I stayed there for about five months. It didn’t work with the 

house, as the neighbors were not suitable. Although everyone is from the LGBT community, some  

were inadequate, some dishonest ones. Either the courtyard, or too much drunkenness, and I was 

wary; I had to get enough sleep, and leave my things. And if  there are always strangers coming in, 

and if  something goes missing – you will  not prove anything. I, of course, then found a good option 

and moved out. 

Shelter helped me a lot. I wrote it to them, I told them, and I always tell them, because I did 

not meet such organizations to help people so much. They give a chance for people to pursue 

themselves. With some people I met in Shelter, I still communicate, we are friends, sometimes we 

meet. I was at one Insight event, in the theater, I liked it. Now I work as a cook. Further plans are to 

work, strive for the best, strive to ensure that I can live a personal life. 

 

Vlad, 22 years old 

My name is Vlad; I'm from Enakievo, this is in the Donetsk region. I was born there in 1995. 

I have a mom, dad, brother, who are currently there. I graduated from school and entered the 

Luhansk university for a veterinary faculty. Two years later I transferred to Kiev to NUBIP because 

of the military actions, in Kiev I finished my studies, and now I continue my studies at the 

magistracy in the city of Zhitomir. 

I'm gay; I realized it when I was about 14 years old, although the premises, I think, were 

even in the kindergarten because I had hit on the boys back then. The identification process began at 

14-15, 8-9 grade when I met my new classmates. They were slashers, and they put me in fanfics, I 

read them, read them and something clicked, that this is mine, I like it, well, that’s how it began. I 

made a coming-out at the age of 14. My mother first found out about this; it was a grandiose 

scandal, there was a catastrophe of universal scale because my mother considered this a disease, 

which was necessary to be treated. Later my father found out and said that this is an age-related and 

it will  pass (this surprised me a lot because I was more afraid of the dad's reaction). I was left for a 

week without communication, could not leave the house. Then, as it turned out, warm things were 

taken from me, so that I would not go out into the street. But I managed to crawl out of the 

apartment somehow, having put on three jackets, two pants, four socks and summer sneakers. And 

we went with my friend and her sister to ride a roller coaster, all day we were driving, drinking 

mulled wine. By the evening I came, and we had a conversation with my parents that yes, I am gay. 

Such a reaction, probably, was due to ignorance, "how should we explain it to grandparents," "how 

will  people look at us." They worried more about themselves, about their reputation, I think that’s 

because of this. 

But now it’s not a problem at all. My mother and I are discussing my boyfriends; she is 

familiar with my current boyfriend, we periodically communicate on Skype. We talk with dad about 

this topic too. For about a year this conflict continued, but I gradually pinned on thematic films for 

my mother - she often asked me what to watch, and I began to push movies to her, she started to 

like it. Then I periodically began to li sten to the broadcasts about homosexuality, and my mother 

became interested too, began to listen, read, and her homophobia began to decline. 

     

Concerning religious and political beliefs, there were conflicts only in Kiev, but it didn’t go 

further than a verbal argument. I moved to Kiev at the beginning of the hostilities, and there are 

quite a few separatists, Nazis and nationalists, but in me, it's all mixed up, and when something is 

hurt, then something else begins to come out. I defended my position, mainly about political 



convictions. There were a couple of cases when they looked at me (in Lugansk, in Yenakiyevo) 

when I started to cut my hair like the traditional Ukrainian cut; there were confused looks, but 

nothing else. 

I never had a source of support; it was my internal resource. I always dealt with all the 

problems myself. There was a need for communication, but I only need communication so I don’t 

shut myself off, communicate with someone and see people around me. 

The move was very spontaneous; I went to Kiev in general for an LGBT conference in 2014. 

It was the 7th National LGBT Conference; I was there as an activist, I was taken for educational 

work. I participated in the public organization "Orange" in Lugansk, but it "suddenly died." When I 

got acquainted with this organization, it was a test for the manifestation of HIV-positive, that is, 

there was a test for which they gave 30-60 UAH, distributed condoms. Then I was connected only 

with the head and distribution of condoms, and I gave them to someone. That is, it was more a 

service organization. The conference was dedicated to the HIV service and the rights of LGBT 

people. I know Svyatoslav Sheremet, he told me that now there is such a project Shelter. Then I 

talked with Yura, Timur and I received contacts from Olya and Lena. I arrived, I was a participant, 

and at the end of the conference I found out about Shelter and found out that a catastrophe had just 

started in our city. I handed over the ticket and did not go back, stayed with the godfather, then went 

to western Ukraine to my relatives since I could not find out about the place in Shelter, they said 

that now there are no places. By the end of the summer, somewhere in the end of August, Olya 

called me and said that there was a place to settle. In September I came and began to live in Shelter. 

Before my settlement in Shelter, we communicated with Olya, and she said that it was an 

apartment, in each of the rooms there were two people, food was delivered there, and this was an 

opportunity to have a roof over your head, a chance to shower and eat. It was given for a while until 

you find a job, everything will  settle with you for these three months, it was such a springboard. 

When I first arrived, I could not arrange anything, because I had nowhere to live and the 

atmosphere there was quite friendly. We were connected by one problem – internally displaced 

people, it united us. 

While I was living in Shelter, I was studying, looking for work, but without success. A 

month later, my friend from Lugansk, a bisexual, came to live with me. We studied together in the 

same group, and it happened that we had four gays, lesbians and two bisexuals in the group, how 

were all of us sent to one of five groups - I do not know. We had our own company, and we often 

spent time together. We studied together in Kiev together and spent most of the time together, 

because I knew her for a long time and we lived together, it was fun. The relations with the 

residents were right; there were at the time of my entry two transgender men - Sasha and Misha. 

Misha went to Lviv  after and two pairs - two girls and two boys - got settled with us. We 

periodically gathered in the kitchen with them, baked pies. Communication was usual, we did not 

conflict, and there were no prerequisites for that. 

 

    My main problem during my life in Shelter was finding a job. I had a hectic time studying 

- at eight I went to university and came at five or six. I could not find work for this period and was 

very tired. I tried to be a promoter, decided to go to fast food, but nobody needs me for three or two 

hours a day. And in this regard, I could not find a home - I did not have enough money for the 

options that were at that time. I needed to find this very urgently, and what was urgent were either 

through realtors, or very expensive for me then. I could not pay 2500 UAH for the room later. 

     

    I worked for a year in fast food; I was almost promoted to the manager, acting as the 

manager. With the whole team, I had friendly relations; everyone knew about my sexuality because 

I did not hide it. They found out about me in a month, and were all over me and began to question 

me. I told them that I am no different, that I am the same and said "why you are nagging me." Then 

we periodically stood discussing the incoming visitors; they asked me "how is this one for you?" 

and all that stuff. 

 

    Now I work in the public organization "Alliance Global," in the organization "Save the 

life." Soon I plan to start my business project - a coffee shop, and quietly put away on my dream - 



an apartment. I'm tired of working, I do not want to work, and I want to invest some capital in my 

own business so that it brings me a passive income. Or that I would work for my pleasure and 

would not come home exhausted. I do not want to work all my life, I want to live, not to survive. I 

have a ready business plan, which I already sent to investors. The main thing, probably, is that my 

name will  be in the title, and it will  be in a semi-French style, in black and white. Classics 

somehow. Shelter for me served as a springboard for future life. It did not let me break - I stayed in 

Kiev, I climbed out of that pit, which at that time I was in, I was without money, without housing. 

The project gave me a roof over my head, the opportunity to eat and spend time there. 

 

Maksim, 38 years old 

My name is Maksim; I'm 38 years old. I'm from the Donetsk region, from the suburbs of 

Donetsk. I worked in Donetsk recently. Since 2002, I was always in Donetsk. Why am I in Shelter 

and asked for help here – because of the war that is going on there, plus I'm going to make a 

transition, a sex change. 

I was born as a woman. I realized it at the children's level - played with the guys in war 

games. I felt I was uncomfortable in the dress, but in a sportive uniform, for example, I was more 

comfortable. I did not understand what was happening to me, I thought, maybe it would pass. When 

the first sexual experience began to build, I felt my preferences. After the first kiss with a girl, I 

thought that this is it. I had experience with guys; I felt dirty after that like I did something wrong. 

This feeling is inside. You see yourself from the outside and realize that you are in someone else's 

body. I call this my shortcoming, let's just say, which can be partially rectified in our time. I do not 

call myself a transgender; I do not like all these words. 

I want to change the documents, of course, I'm here for this, it’s my goal. Otherwise, it's not 

a life, but existence somewhere in the shade. Thinking about someone figuring out that you are such 

a person. I have lived for so many years; I do not want anyone to know my past. I'm here so that 

what I feel psychologically inside could match the appearance. In Donetsk, I have faced the fact that 

they can’t accept you to a job just because of the appearance, "How should we call you?" No one 

even explained anything, just said that I do not fit.  Maybe, of course, if  you change the photo in 

your passport, change your name and surname, then perhaps it would be simpler to match. I was not 

involved in some conflicts because I was surrounded by people who knew me. There is, of course, 

homophobia, but I did not directly face aggression in this regard. At work, I realized that they were 

looking at me somehow wrong, people might not understand what I was experiencing. I also can’t 

understand something. I understand these people and do not blame anyone; everyone has the right 

to think as they are capable. 

I decided to make a transition then a girl whom I love appeared, and for the sake of her... I, 

in general, did not want to live recently. I crossed out this life for myself, simply existed. There is 

no prospect in the situation in which I am. It’s difficult  to find work. But I met a man who told me 

that you couldn’t give up, that at 38 years old life is just beginning. This phrase "we will  cope with 

everything," after it I felt that “yes, what the hell am I doing”. When there is someone to live for, 

then you feel the inner strength, you start to think differently, there is hidden potential. Before that, 

there was a man with me who said: "give up." Yes, we earned well in Donetsk, lived usually, could 

afford everything. I said that I do not need this, what is the difference whether you have money, if  

you are in disharmony with yourself, if  every morning you wake up and can’t look at yourself in the 

mirror.  

Mom understood me too; she said: "Maybe I do not understand what you feel, but I 

understand that it hurts." And I have a brother, but he has his own life, and we rarely communicate. 

When I was thinking of finding a job and trying to figure out where to start with a sex 

change, I found an organization called Insight that helps such people. I found Elena Shevchenko on 

VKontakte and wrote to her that I need help. She answered me; I explained to her my situation in 

brief. She asked me where I came from and told about the Shelter project, said to come and gave me 

Olya's number, she said that they would help me here. I was thrilled that I found this organization. I 

am very grateful to them because giving a chance to live for free they provide an opportunity to get 

on your feet. For three months you still have the opportunity to find a job and find housing. I was 

amazed that there are such people here. I have never encountered charitable organizations; there 



was no reason. When I did, I haven’t even counted on such help - we were provided with products, 

even travel cards. I, in fact, needed only information support - I was not going to ask anyone for 

anything, but to tell me where to turn. Because of the war, too, I wanted to leave, of course, but it 

was possible to live. I did not live in Donetsk itself; I have a mother in a suburb in the territory 

under Ukraine's control, forty kilometers from Donetsk. So-called grey zone. 

I feel good in Shelter. My expectations were much less than what I got here. People got 

together that way that we didn’t have conflicts. I have never lived in a hostel, and in this situation, I 

am for the first time - unfamiliar people, I have to share with them the kitchen, bathroom - I was 

surprised, there were no conflicts. Maybe all people here also have psychological problems. Perhaps 

here people understand each other's experiences, and we all get along. For me everything is okay 

because I work - I come, wash, cook my meal, sleep and go to work. I understand that I am not in a 

sanatorium. I understand where I am and what I should be grateful for. I have not even thought 

about changes. As for me, everything is normal. I understand what costs are going even for this, and 

that these people somewhere take this money, somewhere they try to get it for us. You can improve 

everything with the availability of finance. I can’t offer anything because I do not know the budget 

and what they can or can’t afford. I am such a person that I can adapt to any situation. 

With work, the situation was a little easier, I went here, and through friends, I already found 

a job. I'm not working on my documents. Most likely, according to my papers, it would be 

complicated for me to work, because my photo and the way I look now do not coincide very much. 

I got a job by the acquaintance, and the person who recommended me there said that it’s Maksim, 

his documents burned, and since I was not a materially responsible person here, they took me. That 

is, I lied. But since they perceive me there and have accepted me, it’s more comfortable to work. I 

am constantly asked when will  I restore the documents, and how will  I restore them. While I work 

here, I'm looking for something else. For example, it is challenging for me to cross this 

psychological barrier and come with my real documents, I can’t even imagine what kind of work I 

can go to. I had more than one situation when I gave my papers to the bank, for example, they told 

me to "give me your documents," and I say that it's me and I think that the usual reaction will  begin 

now. 

I would like to try myself in psychology. I haven’t finished the university, I studied, but this 

topic is fascinating to me. Before that I studied at the academy, then worked, and then went to the 

university I like. Then I had a financial hardship, the work turned up, I took an academic release 

and abandoned it, and then the war and some other reasons. I practiced with my friends, and I 

understood that I am pretty good at it. But in principle, I’m interested in a lot of things; I also like to 

repair cars. And there’s nothing complicated in it. But who will  take me to the auto shop as a 

mechanic? No one. And I would like to go and try. I would not be considered for such a genuinely 

masculine job because of the documents, although if  they did not know who I was by the papers, 

they would have accepted me. 

I plan to stay in Kiev, build a house, live like an ordinary person. For me, the social status, 

the perception of me by the society as I feel myself, is essential. Therefore, it is crucial for me how I 

look like, and that it coincides with my documents. So that I could come to a regular job, where I 

could show myself because now I do not have such an opportunity. Maybe I'm capable of more, but 

only because I have not tried it, I can’t figure this out. I do not know if  I would have accepted it or 

not, but it's tough for me, I always care about the opinions of others. I do not believe that there are 

people who do not care about the societal opinion. It seems to me that this is a mask, but I can’t 

even wear such a mask. I think that the relationship at work... There is such a relationship purely on 

the external sympathy, if  you are sympathetic to the chief as a person, then you will  be treated 

differently. And if  you are for some reason liked, for example, because you can’t be understood, 

then you will  be treated another way. I can’t work with it if  I feel it. 

 

Marina,  29 years old 

     My name is Marina; I'm 29 years old. I am from the Kharkiv region, the city of Izyum, 

it's on the border with the Donetsk region. Before the military events, I lived in Donetsk for four 

years. Moved there because Izyum is a small city, it is unpromising. I wanted to evolve; I wanted to 

live normally, let's say, get a good job, communicate with interesting people and visit exciting 



places and events, live a cultural life. In a small depressed city for young people, there are no 

prospects at all. 

     When the military events began, the airport was already directly seized (the railway link 

still existed), I decided with my partner to leave the city. We left for my parents from the very 

beginning to the town of Izyum. We hoped that everything would be all right soon, because at that 

time Slaviansk, Kramatorsk began to be liberated, and we all expected the next one to be Donetsk. 

But it dragged on quite a bit for a long time, we lived there for almost a year, in the city, where I 

come from. Realizing that there is no return to Donetsk, and Izium is a tiny city, and it is hopeless, 

we decided to move on. As we did not rely on much money and understood that in Kiev we do not 

know anybody, nothing, and there were no possibilities to stay in Izyum, either moral or physical, 

we decided to contact Insight, the Shelter project. 

I do not put any labels on people regarding sexuality and gender identity, but about myself, I 

can say that I'm a lesbian. I accepted myself to the fullest, probably, only in Kiev. Why - because 

Izyum is a small depressive city, with forty thousand people, where such a concept as 

homosexuality is not even spoken about. For some reason, everyone thinks that it is somewhere in 

America or somewhere else, but only not in Ukraine, and if  it is in Ukraine, then it's 5-10 people, 

it's sick people, and they need to be treated. Stereotypes, let's say. I started to realize it from the age 

of 13. Before that, I realized that I like girls, but it was not clear, and I did not understand what it 

was. About a year or two, I was driving these thoughts away from myself, I dated guys. But I 

realized that I like quite different things. And when I finished school, moved to another city to 

study, I realized that I am, it turns out, not alone, and there are other people of that kind. I even 

started a relationship with a girl there. Also, I could not understand myself, was it correct or not, I 

started a relationship with a guy again, to compare. In the end, I realized that I still like having 

relationships with women and that it's normal that there are people like me and they achieve a lot in 

life, that they live a normal, good life and they have nothing to be ashamed of. More or less I began 

to accept myself. 

But, again, I hid it from my parents, I hid it from my friends. The only one I could talk to 

was my younger sister. She did not understand a lot at that moment (when I was 18, she was 13), 

but she was a good listener. The first conversation in my family occurred not even according to my 

will.  At that time I was living in a civil  marriage with a man, and we quarreled with him very much, 

and I left for a few days to Donetsk to a girl. He found out about it, he read my phone, 

correspondence, and when I returned, I realized that he told everything to my parents they were 

saying "do something with her." I packed up the same evening and left. I realized that I would not 

have any more relationships with men. For a long time, for half a year, he tried to persecute me, talk 

to me, return me, but I understood that I was deceiving myself and him. Now after ten years, I 

probably even thank him for this, because this was the first step to talking with my parents. 

The parents, of course, were taken aback. My father worked all his life in the Ministry of 

Internal Affairs; he has a strict temper. For my mother, it was also challenging and 

incomprehensible. They drove me to the priest; I listened to him. And now the priest, who sits in the 

last model's Nissan, with a huge golden cross, he will  tell me about what is normal and what is not? 

For the parents, it was very, very incomprehensible; they thought that it was because I had not 

matured yet, and this is probably some my disease (although I was already 19 years old at that time 

and I lived separately from them). They thought that this was temporary and that religion would 

help me with this. As a result, they realized that the more they make any attempts, the more I will  

become hostile, and nothing good will  come of it. Then we omitted this question, and for a very 

long time, we did not raise it. They tried to escape from some conversations. 

When I already lived in Donetsk with my partner, my mother visited us, my father visited 

us, but they pretended that there are two girls living here because it's easier to rent a house. When 

we arrived in Izyum, of course, there were no talks, "immigrants, of course, it’s war." And when 

there was already a specific conversation, I always told my mother that my partner was also Marina, 

that I was not just living with her, it was not just a friend. Mom always avoided answering, she said 

that she probably does not understand a lot of things in this life. 

Frankly, I told my mother just a couple of months ago, when we broke up, and she called me 

when I was in horrible condition, I cried (although I tried not to show my emotions to my parents at 



all), was in terrible condition. My mother asked me "what is it, did your husband leave you?" And I 

told her that my husband had not left, but my favorite woman, whom I had lived together with for 

so many years. That's it. Then my mother came, I took her to the march, she understood everything, 

we can now talk about it with her calmly. I do not hide; I do not have hitherto, anything. My father 

heard from my mother. I spoke with her initially,  then my father called me and said "I  understand, 

of course, when a woman leaves her man, it’s a fubar, but when a woman leaves a woman, it's 

probably even a bigger fubar" and says "you hang on there , everything will  be fine, you're strong. " 

In Donetsk, I was closed, that is, only friends knew, only my partner and no one else at work 

or anywhere else. If  they asked me something, even suspected, then I blushed at once, answered: 

"Why do you think so?" And tried to hide it even more. I had to lie, deceive because I understood 

the reaction to my answers. When I moved to Kiev, I realized that I had lived through so much that 

it is normal to accept myself. And when at the job I'm currently working on, I was asked whether 

it's true that I'm a lesbian, I said yes. They did not understand for a long time whether I was joking 

or not. And I said to them: "If  this makes any difference to you, think that I'm joking. If  it 

influences your life somehow. But you asked me frankly-I frankly answered you. " 

Of course, conflicts arose because of political views. It was tough to live in Donetsk when 

95% of all your acquaintances say that we need the DNR, that we need Russia and we don’t fucking 

need Ukraine, that we feed it and everything else. It was challenging to defend my views, explain 

some economic issues. When some "loader Vasya" told me that he was feeding the whole Ukraine, 

I was trying to ask him how he was doing it. When I began to lay out economic things for him, he 

said that I do not understand anything. Of course, conflicts arose, but when people with automatic 

weapons began to walk around, I realized that the moment had come when it's better to remain 

silent. 

I learned about Shelter from Facebook. Accidentally on my feed, it was about three months 

before we decided to leave for Kiev. Marina came across this article at that moment, told me. When 

we decided to move, we had the option to live with a friend, and we already bought tickets, I quit 

my job, we called this friend, and she says that she is being evicted. What should we do? There is 

nowhere to go; In my head I went through all the options I could. And Marina offered to write to 

Shelter. I said "no, this does not happen, people don’t just help other people," until the last moment, 

even when I was already living in Shelter, I did not understand that it was true and it happens. 

Moreover, I used to do everything on my own, and taking some help is even worse than anything. 

But Marina offered to take a chance because we had no options. We applied, and Olga answered us 

the same day, we were thrilled. She called us back, talked to both of us and said that two days later 

two girls were leaving and two places were vacated and they were ready to accept us. I could not 

believe it, seriously. I am now telling you that this was the situation when there is no road back, and 

complete uncertainty lies ahead. And then everything is as it should be. I do not know what it is, 

maybe it's the power of the universe or what, but for me, it was very cool. 

When we arrived in Kiev in August 2015, we were met, settled in Shelter; there was even 

one of our mutual friends. I re-read the contract that I signed three times. I could not believe that it’s 

happening. Honestly, I didn’t have any expectations. I understood that this housing is free, I haven’t 

even counted on the products - the main thing was housing. I had where to spend the night. But 

when I was told that the products are free, that the medicines are free, that we can contact the 

doctors, that there is legal assistance, I was shocked, of course, really, the project is cool. The 

reality, which existed, is much steeper than any expectations. I want to say that this is a fantastic 

start, it is a massive help to those people who want to be in Kiev, to live in Kiev and who need to 

settle down for some time somewhere. I will  be grateful probably for my entire life. And the main 

thing is the attitude to everyone in Shelter; there were very close people. It's not just a project, such 

as the festival which was held and then just ended. I know that they live through it. 

We haven’t had conflicts with other residents, the rules don’t differ for everyone, but the 

difference is probably in the people who live there. We had a "golden cast," as I believe, we 

practically did not have any fights, everyone understood that we are now on this territory, it is 

temporary, and we just have to accept it. First, the age category: from 25 to 40. Some worked very 

hard and only spent the night in Shelter, we very rarely saw each other. Those who worked less and 

spent more time at the apartment - we communicated more and understood that there is nothing to 



divide, we can only help each other, take a walk somewhere. I just heard that there are all sorts of 

conflicts, but we did not have this, everything was quiet and calm. When we lived there, it seemed 

to me that we would continue to communicate, I treated everyone amiable, and it seemed to me that 

everyone is like that. But when all of us moved out, maybe because someone has a different life, 

different views or no time. I tried to contact with some of them a couple of times, but I feel that this 

has no response. 

After coming to Kiev, everything went smoothly. On the third day, I found a job in Kiev. Of 

course, it was not what I wanted, I worked as the usual cashier, being quite experienced, that is, I 

realized that I could be the store manager, but I required work at that moment, as I had to save the 

money further so that I could rent a house, and that this is temporary. I did not even think about 

sitting, resting, leaving something. I had a goal; I began to achieve it. I then worked in two shifts, 

came to work at seven, and left at 11, slept for two or three hours. After about three weeks I met the 

same sales representative as I am currently working, she came to the store to pick up the order, and 

we talked. And she tells me: "Why are you sitting here? We have a vacancy, don’t you want to go 

to an interview? ". I decided why not. I was interviewed by the director; we talked with him. We sat 

with him and laughed; he said that they would call me back. A week passed, I did not receive a 

callback, and I realized that I still had to look for some options. But then they called me back and 

invited me. First I worked for three months on Borshchagovka, I demonstrated a huge result, and I 

was transferred to the center. For more than a year I have been working in the central district, I have 

a higher salary from all the possibilities in our branch, and I’m in good standing. I should have had 

the promotion, but it requires a car. I can’t buy it right now. 

My partner also hasn’t had problems with finding a job. She has a very narrow specialty (she 

is a geneticist), and she worked in the Donetsk laboratory and at the same time in the college for 

raising medical qualifications she worked as a methodologist. When we moved here, she did not 

understand where to go further and where to look for work with such a specialty, because working 

as a doctor in the laboratory is not always in demand and paid. Then, through some contacts, we 

found a way out to the Research Institute, the laboratory, where the head of it is from Donetsk 

(before that she was in charge of the laboratory at the Gorky University). We contacted her, and she 

said yes, of course. Therefore, there was no question. They had no additional questions about 

sexuality and cohabitation. 

We had no problems with the search for housing after Shelter too. My partner has a Donetsk 

residence permit; we were very upset about this fact because we heard that they do not take you 

with Donetsk registration, they don’t want to. We found an apartment from a couple of girls, just by 

an ad on OLX and when we came to see it, we were shocked. They said that they are pleased to 

help people, everything is fine. We were also lucky with this. We looked at only two apartments. 

We were still living in Shelter and volunteered at the Equality Festival, and then continued 

to communicate. Then I was offered to volunteer for legal education, and I gladly agreed. All  the 

projects are fascinating, each in its way. It's hard to put it all somehow together. I like that we are 

now working with trans-people, with the cancellation of the sixtieth order, because it's all so damp 

and incomprehensible. I understand that it’s 80% thanks to Insight why such changes have 

occurred. I like it very much, I'm pleased with it, and I want to be a part of it. The Equality Festival 

is also an unrealistically fascinating thing where people start to expand their horizons, when not 

only LGBT representatives come there, when people come to friends, when people come to some 

exhibitions and events. They begin to somehow look differently at those or other LGBT 

representatives or people with disabilities, or immigrants. When they realize that not all Donetsk is 

"like that." It is also good when people do not just change their views, but some stereotypes, 

templates, are broken. To be a part of this is also a pride for me, I will  be honest. There a lot of 

people who do not believe in themselves, talking honestly, I want to fight this and give them 

confidence in themselves.  

And regarding the current situation - I like the fact that I work with people, I sell joy, 

chocolate, but, probably, I will  step back from this. I do not want to move from Kiev, I have 

repeatedly talked about this with my former partner. I understand that I do not want to leave this 

country, for a good reason we were born a minority in the minority in the Donetsk, when you are 

pro-Ukrainian, and also a lesbian. We have all experienced it, lived through this, and now I can’t 



leave Ukraine. I still love my country, I want to see its prosperity, and I want to participate in the 

development of my country. 

The Shelter project has no analogs in Ukraine and, as far as I know, analogs in general in the 

world of this project for LGBT people. Therefore, this is something very significant, not even at the 

all-Ukrainian level, but broader. I think that this project should not only exist, but similar projects 

need to be opened in other regions of Ukraine because not everyone has the opportunity to go to 

Kiev, the same apartment is also not infinite, that is, only a certain number of people can join the 

project. I understand that a lot of people have gotten into difficult  life situations because of their 

sexuality, just like me, they think there are no projects like that, that it just does not help. Some 

simply do not dare to go to Kiev, others have some problems. I think that the project needs to be 

supported and developed further. 

 

Svetlana, 39 years old 

My name is Sveta. I was born in Tashkent in a family of military men. Then my parents and 

I moved to Moscow, then to Lugansk. In Lugansk I graduated from high school, medical school, 

also studied to be an artist at the Academy of Arts in the Faculty of easel painting. I left Lugansk a 

long time ago, but since my mother lives there, she is 76 years old, and I have a Lugansk 

registration. For some time while I was at the institute, I used to visit the city. At first, I lived in 

Moscow; then in Kharkov, I’m in Kiev for three years already. After all these actions of the 

military, it became challenging to get to Lugansk, in addition to the cordons, where people stand for 

16-20 hours, plus it's psychologically difficult, you hear different moments from people, I still have 

not been to Lugansk to visit my mother. 

Mom came once for two days only. But since she is restless, when she arrived at once she 

said: "I’m going home, because I have an apartment there, I need to do things." And she has nothing 

to do here. 

I fell into a severe life situation. Here in Kiev, I had a family; I had a girlfriend and children, 

she had two children, she still has them. We had a complicated relationship and the moment came 

when it became quite tense, and she said that you'd better live somewhere separately. But since the 

apartment in which we lived I rented myself, I couldn’t afford another apartment. Then I found out 

that there is a Shelter project, which also helps people from the community who find themselves in 

stressful life situations. I went to various events in Insight, and there I found out that there is a 

shelter. I wrote to the mail of the project, and they sent me a questionnaire. I filled it and then they 

called me and told me to drive to the office. I came with a passport; the girl came out to me who 

was very sincere in communication and wanted to support me. Actually, I saw her before in the 

office, but we did not communicate with her, so she directly revealed to me from another side, she 

was that sincere. She told a story about her life, which was also painful enough, I did not expect 

such frankness from a stranger. We signed a residence contract, I was given keys, told where the 

shelter is located and details about the rules of residence. 

        It's hard to say what can be added or changed in the project. It all depends on the 

funding. Of course, you can infinitely improve the living conditions and place. Make a shelter not 

on the outskirts of Kiev, but somewhere in the center. In principle, for people who fell into a 

difficult situation, when you can’t choose or sort through options, and you are happy with the real 

option, this is just a great place where there is a bed, a blanket, and a refrigerator that is not empty. 

         When I lived, I did not use groceries much, because I was somehow ashamed. I 

thought: Well, I somehow work, why should I eat groceries, which are brought to the residents of 

the shelter. I thought maybe someone needs them more, if someone does not work, whoever is more 

hungry. I was shy, mainly I was not often at home because I worked until late afternoon, but in 

principle, this is a perfect place. I would like to move it closer to the center certainly, but this will 

immediately affect the price of the rent, I think. I had good relations with all the tenants; I was not a 

conflicting person, I was very comfortable. The Shelter project is indeed a very important project 



that helps people. When you are in a desperate situation - this is an opportunity and often when a 

person is driven into some hopeless situation, especially if it is pressure from close people, from the 

whole society, then if you do not see a way out some people start thinking some bad things. There's 

hopelessness, and the person thinks - well, I have nothing else to do... 

As many people as possible should know about this project, perhaps it can even save 

someone’s life. I would like to wish the organization that this project would continue to exist and 

not end because there are people who need help. To the organization -  to develop and do more 

projects aimed at the community, as important as the Shelter and as useful. 

 

Sergey, 55 years old 

I'm from Donetsk; we lived near the airport. I had a normal, ordinary life, worked, lived like 

everybody else. In the private sector, quiet and calm, nobody thought about the war, although I 

understood that it was possible. I warned that the chances of it might be quite high. Of course, 

nobody believed me; I thought that Russia would not go against Ukraine. The way it did. But 

nonetheless. I even offered my sister and everyone to sell real estate and move. No one took it 

seriously. I felt, I’m cancer, maybe, I have the intuition, I feel things, I do not understand why. 

Well, and then, when after the Maidan in the 14th year in Donetsk began the movement of strange 

people, well, not strange - a crowd gathered around the recruitment unit, they were in uniform, in 

"camouflage," who is capable of what. They already drank there ... I see that the movement is 

unhealthy in the city. They discussed something joyfully and violently, some of them, I already 

saw, weapons appeared then, and I realized that’s it: that's exactly what I think it is. It happened not 

in one day - I saw something here, something there. Then, of course, in the mass media, rallies, and 

pro-Ukrainian rallies, I warned: "Do not go," because the government will  surely betray us, the 

police will  betray us surely, they are all together in this project, they are all for Russia. People went, 

some died, someone was killed. And that was not a war yet. Saying "we," I mean our citizens. First 

of all, my relatives, citizens who lived there. In Donetsk, I was engaged in repair and construction 

works. I was fictitiously married, then I parted with Irina, there was an apartment, which I sold 

later, Irina went to Greece to her girl friend, she was just a friend of life. I moved to my parents. I 

have not lived with them for a long time, I have returned to them, and they have a house in a 

miserable state there, so for the last 10 years, I have been restoring this house, rebuilding it - had a 

common life. 

In the 14th year, fighting has already begun. The battles began. I stayed there for a year, and 

for the year I have been saying: "Well, are we living or not? Maybe we have some time to sell 

something. " I was still with my parents back then. And a sister, three children... During the month 

of the propaganda sister changed dramatically: "Ukraine is an enemy," "you are a banderite," "you 

are a fascist," their family changed sharply, the aggression from their part started, and to such extent 

that they said, "we will  make you ..." I say: "What will  you do? Where do you live? You live in 

Ukraine ". I said to my relatives: "If  you want to, we will  find a place to move, if  only you have a 

desire. I will  leave, and we will  think where to locate because it's a long time. We need to get out of 

here. Because here the prospect is zero. Maybe the sisters' children will  grow up, and then we will  

take them out of there. " And so, for a year I sat down with them, prepared a house for them, so that 

it would work, had electricity, so when there was no water, no gas at the city, they could live there. 

Purely technically. Because we were without water, and without light, without gas. We experienced 

everything. The shells flew from all sides. There were shells that mimic the fire from the Ukrainian 

side, but I understood what was happening - it's just local shelling from a block to block. My 

relatives already said to me: "Come on, go." And when the bombardments stopped, and they 

stopped massively somewhere on February 14, 2015, I literally packed on the 15th and left for 

Kyiv.  

I had some acquaintances here; they said: "Do not worry, move here, you’ll be alright," I 

arrived, but it turned out that they had some "quarrel," and as a result, I was left on the street. But it 

is good that my friend was well acquainted with a girl named Yana, and she helped me. I said to 

her, "Yana, I'm going to the station, well, I don’t have any other place to go," and she says, "How?" 

I say: "Well, it happened that way." Then she says: "Well, now we'll come up with something." We 



were not familiar with her at all, and she just helped me. She settled me to the mom of her good 

girlfriend. There was such an opportunity. I spent a month there and then moved to Shelter. Yana 

advised me also. I came after a year of bombardment; I'm shocked, my head fogged, I can’t 

understand anything. And it lasted for about a year, when you step out of this state, you realize that 

the peaceful life that the planes are flying, that it’s the subway rumbling, and not the shells 

exploding somewhere... It doesn’t pass easily. You need some time. It depends on your nervous 

system. I came to Kyiv  in this state, trying to say to myself: "You have to try to perceive everything 

for real." Because each person is a separate universe, and the perception of everything in different 

people is different. It is very important to stay in control while being in such stressful situations – 

it’s very important, and it takes time. And Shelter gave me this time. I could not adapt: I had 

different water, nervous stress, another diet. The body began to crash: it was ill,  something was not 

alright here and then. I'm not a young boy; I already thank God for more than 50 years of life. And 

if  not for them... They gave me this time. And I needed more time. A young person somehow 

adapts faster. And I was shocked; I did not know what to do. And thanks to Shelter... During this 

time I adapted a bit, forgot, found a job - I was looking for a job that would suit me. I've tried a lot - 

one does not work, other one does not work... So I understood that there were such risks that I 

couldn’t afford. That is, you could’ve "tip up heels". And the task was to leave not to die here but to 

assimilate. Survive and pull yourself out. Every day I talk to them several times over the phone. 

My parents stayed there. This is a restraining factor, the sister became a separatist, and her 

husband, and all her relatives, they are for this DNR, the children suffer. And parents are older 

adults... These are their grandchildren, they try to save them somehow, they took them to their place 

for a while, and now they are periodically there. Although there were opportunities, I suggested 

them to leave, and maybe the opportunities are still there, some people simply offered: "Come here, 

stay here." It is also an important moral, psychological support. Here is what mom says: "The fact 

that you call gives strength every day. I share with them virtually everything. It supports them, they 

keep abreast of the events. They look if  possible the Ukrainian television. They are completely pro-

Ukrainian. Mum, despite the fact that she is an ethnic Russian woman, she's from a deep village 

near Kaluga, and my father is Ukrainian. But nevertheless, she is a prudent person, she always said: 

"Ukraine is a treasure of Europe. And Russia is an abyss. " No matter how well lives Moscow, no 

matter how they brag, they would always be ignorant. I do not involve personalities, in the state, in 

my own business. They will  always dislike and overlook us. They will  always consider as the third-

rate. 

I do not just live here for no purpose, I have already solved the issue with a piece of land. 

Tomorrow I'll  go, I'll  ask for more land. Not in Kiev, in Kiev it's impossible, I'm not a deputy, not a 

private entrepreneur, only a small unit. This small one managed to find a small penny of land near 

Kiev, at a low cost, along with a group of the same affected citizens from Crimea, Lugansk, and 

Donetsk. And we decided to unite. Maybe we will  live there together, but there are some problems 

associated with our power, with our mafia, which is everywhere, many people do not know about it, 

because they do not face it, but when you come across - you will  understand that the mafia is 

everywhere, and this mafia that is simply bulletproof. Money, money, money ... Big money is 

needed. Then the questions are solved. It's better not to talk about it; it concerns not only me but 

also other people. 

So, Yana told me about Shelter; I wrote an application, I got the answer, I was invited to an 

interview, I came. 

During the project, I saw different things there, but I was always grateful, different things 

happen. Sometimes it's okay, sometimes not, different people, they behave differently, some of 

them are funny, funny in thinking that everyone is foolish, nobody understands anything, and I'm 

such an intelligent, handsome man, I'll  beat everyone. I looked, did not interfere, could give advice 

to someone. There were moments that I did not like, but I said: "I  thank God that there is a roof, that 

I have food, that I live and am healthy." Everything else is lame. We will  survive, we will  survive. 

This is a very good project, you know, this project has just pulled me out, I'm so grateful, I 

will  never forget it, I'll  always say "Thank you" to Shelter, to the project, and "thank you" to God 

that he sent me there. It's about me personally. 



I have not joined any LGBT-initiatives because I did not understand what for. Why to 

"muddle this water," because if  we don’t emphasize it, the people in the street, in essence, are 

indifferent. But if  you begin to "scribble" them for their rights, then... If  we want same-sex 

marriages to be legitimate, then it is very painful for society. Because everything takes time. It can’t 

be done for 10, 20 years. It takes at least 50 years. Finland or Sweden did not become like that in a 

moment. It took time; it's all done very slowly. These processes take time; it can’t be changed 

quickly. Struggle, of course, is needed, but as you see, there are many groups of people who react 

very aggressively. This is the case in other countries, but if  it is done gradually, done softer. I can, 

of course, be mistaken. 

I left Shelter in 3 months. I have already had a job; I only stayed for 2-3 days after that, not 

more. Because I already had a job, I worked for a couple of days, then I was offered a place to live 

at the job, and then I said, "Oh, that’s it, I'm moving out." In the middle of July, I found a job, and I 

was taken to an internship. I'm still working there. There were a lot of problems with finding a job, I 

could not find a job for a long time where I could stay - in construction, I tried once, twice, and for 

the third time - it's just a disaster. 

Work in my area is generally close to the mayor of Kiev. They are very loyal; I did not 

expect it. I just said: "I  can’t find the work of my dream." And they tell me: "Go to robota.ua, this is 

an official resource, and send a resume, look for anything you want." And I sent first, second, and a 

third... And at one day I literally had an interview in an hour, and the other one too. In one place, I 

was told: "We'll call you tomorrow," and elsewhere they say that. I'm returning, and in two hours 

there’ call from the other offer, they said: "We invite you to start the test period tomorrow." I say: 

"Sure!" This is an area of maintenance of the hotel business. Al though I wanted to find a job 

somewhere in the manufacturing, something to do with my hands. Because it means life for me. But 

they needed a man like this, and they wrote: "We need a jack-of-all-trades." I wrote to them what I 

could, and they decided to make an exam. And I'm there right now. I am satisfied with the work, but 

nowhere everything is good, for example, I do not like how the management communicates with the 

subordinates. But what can I do? As for housing, they have the opportunity to offer some living 

rooms in the office. They offered me, I did not refuse, there were several employees, and it's for 

free. And it helps a lot, because here in Kiev ... And I am grateful to them for this. But I'm very 

dependent on this, on them, because if  something is wrong at work, then it will  affect the home. But 

this is an incentive; it's an incentive not to cause any bother. A housing can be rented, of course, but 

that’s another question. We need to move; we have to build, we have to do something. It can be 

done, money is needed, but not so much. I’m still alone. Where to look for, how to look for – it is 

difficult. I would like to find a partner. Maybe it’s about the age. Maybe I'm "moody." Maybe I 

have big requests. Maybe I have low self-esteem. I do not know. As for myself - I am zero. Well, on 

the other hand, it does not prevent you from doing business. Because it is very difficult  to find a 

person, to be with him... Well, you understand, you should also make business... These should be 

done by both people. One can’t do it. 

 

 

Oksana, 31 year old 

I am from Donetsk - was born there, grew up, lived until 2014. It is difficult  to emphasize 

something, for me, it was a familiar life - studies, friends, job. I moved because the hostilities 

began. The city was flooded with so-called militiamen with weapons, and it became dangerous to 

live there. Neighbors of my age who communicate with these militiamen (I saw) and support all 

these ideas, I knew that they were homophobic and I knew that they knew about my sexuality. Very 

often they told me that they spoke directly, and they knew that I was a lesbian. By what criteria they 

judged this - I do not know because I did not maintain communication with them, but I knew that 

they knew. When the military situation worsened, at the airport (I lived close to this place), it 

became scary when not only the military on the bodies traveled around the city, but when the 

planes, the helicopters began flying over the house, thermal traps were released. It became clear that 

if  it becomes even acuter, it is unclear where the fragments will  fly.  



I am a lesbian. My awareness began with some sympathies, crushes. Then there was a 

relationship. I have seamlessly interspersed everything in life. I can’t even point out a particular 

moment when I realized this. 

          Parents do not know. I tried first to talk, learn the attitude. I tried to speak with my mother 

about this topic first, and she was sharply negative and spoke sharply about homosexuality in 

general. Mom is a very conservative person; she's a doctor. She had the Soviet upbringing, and she 

has these nested solid conditional knowledge that this is a disease and that people become 

homosexual from the effects of radiation or under the influence of fashion, or something else. Such 

stereotyped statements, in which she almost piously believes. And she does not take any arguments; 

she does not take alternative points of view. With Dad, I did not talk about it at all. He is softer than 

mom; I don’t know. I thought for a long time after talking with my mother and concluded that, in 

principle, I do not need their approval or any support. I will  not change whether they accept it or 

not. What's the use of talking? 

      I did not communicate with anyone in the family on this subject. I first wanted to share; 

especially when I had a long relationship, I wanted to share with my parents. I did not like that I had 

to make up all sorts of stories, who the girl is, that she’s a friend, a neighbor or something else like 

that. There was a period when I wanted to say everything as it is. But then it passed, I thought about 

the fact that maybe this is not so important already. Moreover, I live separately from them since 

2009. I moved when I graduated from the university. I managed even to get married in 2010 and get 

divorced. 

       I had strong heteronormative beliefs - that a "family"  can only be called a couple, in which 

there is a husband, and there is a wife. I understood that this was not the case when I began to live 

with a young man. The relationship was just awful. It used to be difficult  for the guys and me to 

find a common language regarding love relationships, I do not understand them. But when I began 

to live with a guy and we got married, it became unbearable. Some psychologically difficult  

atmosphere. And I realized that this is not for me at all. 

        Then I met a girl who moved to live with me. To my parents, I said that this is my neighbor, 

friend, and so on, did not name the real reason. At the very beginning, when I had rough feelings, 

emotions and wanted to tell everyone - I wanted to share with my parents. But I realized that if  my 

parents can’t rejoice, I will  not change because of this, my relationship will  not become different 

because of this. Well, I can’t now share this with them, so let it be. We agreed with my partner, I 

explained to her immediately the situation, that my mother's side is strongly negative, so I would 

not want to discuss with them. She accepted this fact. 

    We decided to move to Kiev for several reasons. Firstly, because the attitude began to change, 

the atmosphere started to heat up. Her parents became nervous about this, about various 

uncomfortable questions, which they had to answer to or lie about, somehow get out of the 

situation. Plus the situation was complicated - I could not find a job there. I'm a laboratory 

technician, and in small towns, there are problems with rates. And, as it turned out, in times of crisis 

people are not refusing it so quickly, especially in small towns. 

             We first wanted to go on our own. We had a little money, roughly speaking only on the 

road. I knew that I had a friend from Donetsk who moved to Kiev maybe six months earlier, already 

settled. And I asked her whether it was possible to come up with something for the first time with 

housing, somewhere to settle. She said: "Yes, of course, come, you can stay with me for a month or 

two." She lived in some temporary accommodation. Then the situation developed that when we had 

already bought tickets, a couple of days before departure, she called and said that there was 

something wrong with this apartment, that she would leave and live in the hostel. We sat-counted 

and understood that we do not have enough money for a hostel and at least one month to find a job. 

We realized that we do not have enough money for this. And we decided to apply to Shelter. 

            We saw a post on Facebook, maybe six months before we decided to move, but we 

somehow had no idea to use this help, more hoped for ourselves. When we realized that we could 

not do it ourselves, we applied. We were responded to very quickly, and on the same day, we were 

sent the questionnaires. We filled them. And I do not remember the same day, or the next day in the 

morning Olya Olshanskaya called back, conducted an interview in the telephone mode with both of 



us and coordinated our candidacies. We were just lucky that at that time, two girls from there had to 

leave within a difference of a day or two, and two seats were vacated. 

             I had no expectations. It was enough for me that we were helped, that there is housing. I 

thought that they would put us somewhere like in a dormitory, would give us some room and thanks 

for that. But it turned out that food is provided, and we are compensated for the public transport. I 

was amazed at this. It was more than I could imagine. 

              The first time after moving to Shelter, I was looking for work. It turned out that with my 

specialty, even in Kiev, it is difficult  to find a job. I was lucky that my mother remembered that her 

colleague had also moved to Kiev, she asked him to suggest some vacancies. I phoned him, and 

through friends, I found a job. 

   We had good relations with tenants, like with neighbors. Instead of conflicts, there were some 

everyday situations. I would take it to the ordinary circumstances. When several unfamiliar people 

live under one roof, it is clear that we need to organize some common life. It seems to me that the 

rules are well thought out. These are simple household rules. Well, that there is an internal routine, 

it helps to smooth out this process of complete strangers getting used to each other. Everyone is 

accustomed to lead some way of their life, everyone has their own rules, and suddenly we are all 

under one roof. And the fact that there are general rules for all, it seems to me, this is good. 

     Shelter, first, became my home for a specified period. Secondly, this is a compelling basis. 

Objectively, I understand that to go somewhere in a problematic situation, in fact without means of 

subsistence, when you are helped to get hold of life, to settle. This very period of life in Shelter, 

when you do not need to worry about elementary household nuances - roughly speaking where to 

sleep at night and what to eat tomorrow, is the time to just look for a job. If  it were not for Shelter, 

then I would not have had the opportunity to look for work, I would have worked for the first one I 

could find. This is an excellent basis to hang on, recover, try to build your life. And psychologically 

it’s very much inspiring when completely unfamiliar people, who in general in any way are not 

interested in me (now we already communicate, we are friends, we work) give the help and such 

support, simply help because they can help. I now understand how difficult  it was to organize this 

project and how difficult  it is to support it. When people help because they can - it's very inspiring.  

        We moved in in July 2015 and left in January. We were prolonged with the term stay. We 

could not ask because we understood that there are general rules. Perhaps they just wanted to help 

us a little bit more. 

          After leaving Shelter, we found an apartment. With the search for housing, an amazing 

situation has developed - the owner of this apartment also belongs to the LGBT community, that is, 

they live together with a partner and raise two common children. I think that this is a great luck. We 

did not immediately find this apartment but settled on it mainly because of the owner. We 

understood that there would be no questioning, there would be no suspicion that the men would stop 

by or anything like that, we would not need to come up with explanations. 

         Now we broke up, and I moved. I would not say that there were problems with finding new 

housing, friends helped. It was not as difficult  as it could be. Now I live in a room which a friend of 

a friend suggested. I found it through social connections, and the circle of contacts I have is mostly 

people from the community or friends, so everything is quiet in this respect. 

           Unfortunately, I have a problem with the plans now, because I have such a transition period. 

We recently broke up, and I have not yet built any large-scale plans. 

 

 

Avis 

I lived in Kherson for 11 years, and then my mother found a husband, we moved to 

Nikolaev. There I was being abused, so to speak, they let me know that I was not wanted on this 

planet. For five years I was sitting at home uninterruptedly: I had no friends or acquaintances. Then 

I quarreled with my stepfather, and we left. In Nikolaev, I finished school, got a secondary special 

education, studied to be a cook. While I received this knowledge, I understood my sexuality, that is, 

at the age of 17. I just accepted myself. We lived with my mother, and then I lived by myself, then 

my mother gave birth to another man’s child - Sasha, my sister, she is now 2 and a half years old. 



    I was a very closed off child at school because I was almost always humiliated by my stepfather. 

He directly told me "Julia, you are an empty place, you are worthless, as you were born, you will  

die." He's just such a person who, if  he does not like something, he will  choke it until it disappears. 

Here he was festering me for five years. He treated mom the same way, but I still got more. He was 

also with his mother; I do not know if  she is alive now or not, who regularly set me up in every 

moment, little situations, but unpleasant - sometimes even my mother could raise her hand against 

me because of what I did not do. And I've always had no friends at all until I went to learn more 

about cooking. 

     I had a brother, but we have not spoken since I was 16. Because he once entangled things, what 

is a sister and what is just some other kind of girl. My brother, let's say, wanted to have sex with 

me, and even insisted on it very much. He is the son of my aunt on the father's line. We were 

friends with him from the very beginning, were always together. This is a person with whom I did 

not have any secrets at all. That is, when I liked some girl or woman (I usually loved older women 

than I am), I told him about this, he knew about it, he told me to the smallest detail about the 

relations with his girlfriends, his boners in the morning, the testicles swellings. And apparently, he 

decided that such a relationship would be appropriate. Since then, we do not communicate. That's 

how all of my friends disappeared. 

    At first, I could not talk at all about anything for a week, on any topic. Mom was shocked, 

repeatedly asked: "What's the matter with you? What is it?". And for a long time I could not tell her, 

but then I got up the nerve and told her. She was in shock; I asked her not to mention this to his 

mother, she did not say until it was revealed. I had an aversion to the male sex in general. My 

brother - he was the last person I could ever perceive as someone of the opposite sex in general. 

When someone was trying to talk to me, at work or at the university, just a person of the opposite 

sex, I could not communicate with him, I closed off myself, tried to reply somehow just so that he 

left me alone and that’s it. 

    In fact, I was never attracted to the opposite sex: at five I had my first girlfriend. But we, of 

course, did not perceive this as a relationship - it was just a game. I tried to guess: "Do I like girls?". 

And it somehow repulsed me; I became disgusting to myself. To me, the idea that I could be a 

homosexual somehow weighted me down, contradicted itself. Because everyone around said it was 

wrong, it should not be that way, "it's not by nature." But when I was 17, when I was put in a 

hospital, I was in a ward with one bisexual girl, she was 16 years old at the time. We often talked 

heart to heart. And I told her that it's strange, why I like my master of production training in the 

chef's lycée, a woman. And she told me so simply: "Julia, you're a lesbian!". And I told her: "Oh, 

no, that can’t be true." She says, "Well, think about it." I somehow spent the night with this thought, 

and somehow I accepted myself, it was the truth, and I do not want to deny it, it makes no sense. 

    I didn’t tell mom then. Now she, of course, knows, but it happened without my consent. In 

principle, there were no conflict situations in my life on this ground, only with my mother, and this 

is the most offensive. I did not come across homophobes, the same master, she knew about my 

sexuality, I told her. Moreover, I did not tell her that I liked her, she noticed it. Nevertheless, we 

communicated well with her, became friends, I brought her home often, helped her to do all sorts of 

work before five in the morning. So, thank God, I didn’t come across any homophobes so far in life, 

except for my mother. 

    Once I just left the tablet somehow - I never put it on a lock, because I trusted my mother, she 

never sheaked into my things. But then she just opened our correspondence with her friend, 

everything was clear: we are discussing the girls. On the same day, I packed my things and left, 

because she made a scene like "Julia, what is it? How is that? You told me that you are not, "and 

many unpleasant things that I try to soften. It's very hard to talk about, because my mother, whom I 

trusted all my life, , in addition to this, from whom there were no secrets, we could talk absolutely 

on any topic, and so simply one day she became a stranger to me. 

    I went first to my friend, and then I went to Kiev. In Kiev, I tried to get a job. From Nikolaev I 

was sent to an internship in Kiev, in the end, it turned out a fraud because the work is entirely 

different from what I had to perform, completely different duties. I got scammed, so to say. I had to 

return to Nikolaev, for a couple of days I stayed with a friend, then I remembered that once on the 

Vkontakte page of the "League" an advertisement was posted that there is such a Shelter 



organization "Insight." It was back in the summer, I wrote them the email, and did not even expect 

them to respond. I was written to on the second day, and they said that I could come. I came to 

Kiev, and I was scared because I did not know where I would go, I did not believe in general that it 

was possible that they would provide housing for nothing, I did not believe it. In every moment, 

every day I suspected that there was some dirty trick. And here I am already here for the 4th month, 

and I'm just in shock that such things happen. It's a miracle. 

    When I went to Kiev, mom called about ten times. And our every conversation, especially the 

first calls, ended in scandals. She thinks that I'm somewhere shuffling, I'm walking around all over 

Ukraine, although I tell her: "Mom, I'm in Kiev, I'm fine, I have normal people with me." But she 

does not hear it, it’s as if  she developed some problems. She, in principle, suffered two massive 

operations, twice was on the verge of life and death, she was rescued, maybe something was 

broken. An adequate person can’t change so abruptly, I believe. Just turning away from your child, 

whoever he is, it's your blood. 

    When I applied to Shelter, I imagined an apartment where there were so many evil people for 

some reason. At that time, it seemed to me that the whole world turned away from me. In general, 

when I saw this announcement about Shelter in the summer, we at the time joked with my friend: 

"They all hook up with each other" I said: "Well, don’t say so, maybe they don’t." She was too 

biased. And then, when I got here, I started telling her: "There are such people here, they treat me 

normally, here we have this and that, and for free, I will  not stay on the street!". She was in shock. 

    Everything is not as scary as it seemed to me. It's fabulous and unreal. I don’t have anything 

unique to add because "Insight" does so much so that we can get settled and get on our feet. 

    I had an uncomfortable situation with work. I found a job in a supermarket, worked there for 

more than a month, and then contacted PrivatBank, and I was promised with a 100% guarantee that 

I would work for them. I worked on them for four months before, and wanted to come back, they 

told me "for formalities, just for the formalities, take one test," and I already quit the "Fora" because 

I was sure that they would hire me to Privatbank. And there were questions about drug addiction, 

alcohol addiction, gambling, etc., and I answered them honestly - I do not have any of them. And 

after the test, they said to me: "Sorry, the test showed a negative result, that is, you are not accepted 

for the job." I do not know what could it show, but it's simple, in my experience, due to how much I 

worked there, there are always problems with the system, maybe it was some internal program 

failure. I'm looking for work again. I asked for another month, and I was allowed. 

    Now I'm a little happier. I miss, of course, having a close person who could hug me and say: "I'm 

with you, everything's fine." I don’t have one. But now I have friends whom I have found here, with 

whom we communicate well, I have a girlfriend, we have everything in common, we make plans, 

she has a child. With the guys from Shelter – everything is coo, it’s as if  I've known these people 

for many years. They understand and support, help, if  suddenly something happens, even the little 

things. Everything is well. The only thing left is to become financially stable. Without Insight, 

without Shelter, I do not know how everything would be right now. Free meals, free 

accommodation, free travel - even my mother did not provide me that much! 

 

 

 

Nastya 

I'm from the city of Makeyevka, Donetsk region, but all my social life was in the city of 

Donetsk: university, work, school. I worked for a while and was a volunteer of the fund "Isolation." 

Starting from 2012 and through 2014 in Donetsk, I worked with them, and it was very cool. It was 

one of the few cultural places where it was fascinating and where all the creative youth flocked and 

in general the whole cultural layer of the city. I met a lot of people there, important for me at that 

time, with some of them I continue to communicate, some broke away. In 2014, I was already not 

quite working there, but instead was a project volunteer and such a bright regular visitor. I 

graduated from the university in 2013; my specialty is the mechanical engineer of chemical 

production. And I never worked in my specialty field. 

Probably, from the first to the third year it was not very clear to me who am I. I liked some 

boys, I liked some girl, there were no frames for me. I can’t say that I have made up my mind until 



now. In the sense that I just like a person as an entity, I do not divide people into the genders. It is 

clear that there are some physiological signs, and many people have some behavioral models, that 

is, they try to match the model of a woman or a model of a man. But somehow I often notice that I 

see a person as a series of some more spiritual manifestations than physiological ones, and, by this, 

my sexuality is formed. I understand that I am a girl, and I am pleased to be in this body, I do not 

feel any discomfort. This, by the way, happened, not so long ago: 2 years ago I could not feel so 

sure and feel good. I do not know what it is connected with - maybe with some social changes, 

possibly with age-related changes. I can’t connect it with anything, and I can hardly understand 

what it is connected with. I just began to feel more comfortable. Previously, I felt terrible 

discomfort, I did not like my body and because of this I did not like myself - it's hard to distinguish 

your body from the inner self, you're projecting. 

    Probably, the fact that I moved from the ATO area is a little stress, but still a stress. I moved with 

little blood, my apartment is not destroyed, nothing like that. I just left, and then they undermined 

the road - that is, I did not think that I would leave for a long time, but it turned out that way. And 

somehow I found myself in such a situation that I did not have any money, no material support - at 

that time I had left work because the same company started to collect things and move out. And I 

was not at home either; I lived in a hostel. Then I found a job; everything began to form. But there 

was some stress; maybe it influenced me. 

It happened in June 2014. I came from Makeevka to Odessa, to the film festival, to volunteer. I still 

had hopes that everything would be settled in the East, I somehow did not think that this was such a 

serious situation. Well, and although everything was coming to that, I still felt (probably like 

everyone else) that everything is fine. And then more violent military actions began. And then 

passed the month of the festival, the road was undermined, and I could not go back. I thought that I 

would stay for a month. This month turned into the second, third, and so I stayed for a year. I was 

looking for a job in Odessa for a long time; I could not find it for long, I was refused on the 

background of the fact that I was from Donetsk, they justified it that way and believed that it was 

enough. And only a year later, next summer, I was able to go home, see my parents. They were glad 

that I was outside the ATO zone, that I was not under fire.  

    I think that conflict situations by gender and sexual identities arise because some people do not 

fully understand the situation and the fact that people are fundamentally different and have different 

nature. Perhaps they never thought about it genuinely. And I still believe that television and the 

general public, our environment, society, and the problem is that the community, in which the 

person is brought up, has a significant influence. Because here we are born, and in the environment 

in which we were born, there are already some rudiments of something not very positive, something 

that will  be blamed, in fact. And I think that we need to work specifically with the environment. 

    In Donetsk, LGBT people are not very opened, and instead, they hide in some of their small 

townships. There was a community, but it also had some problems: we had several poets and 

writers who were definitely of a different sexuality, and everyone knew about it, but they did not 

come out. I know that there were several cases of beatings on this ground. Donetsk, in general, is a 

terrible city, everything is obvious, straight, and there "different" people are not liked at all, and this 

applies not only to LGBT people. If  you adhere to any other views, then there is a little pressure. It 

was hard for LGBT people 

    We had a school of journalism, for LGBT people in particular. We had several seminars; we 

invited speakers. Several film screenings were also made. I was more interested in contemporary 

art, and I was more in that environment, but still, we did such things. And in Odessa I was thrown 

off from such things, I was more engaged in organizing assistance to ATO soldiers. The next year 

we helped children from the orphanage Makarenko. It was an initiative related to books: we 

collected books and then sold them, and we transferred this money for the right things. 

    I think Odessa is even more difficult  for LGBT people. Because there are more radical views. 

There are more battles. If  LGBT people hide in Donetsk, then in Odessa they do not hide much, 

there people try to organize marches, go out to them, or just do not hide their sexuality. And they 

are faced with specific homophobia. In Odessa, there are a lot of ultras, and they continuously abuse 

gays. I have a few friends; they came to their homes, intimidated relatives. But at the level of the 

police everything was allowed. It seems to me that Odessa is, in principle, a city of contrasts - there 



are many people of different kinds, they come from different regions, and maybe because of this 

diversity, this is what happens. I do not understand why there is such a strong radical environment. I 

did not expect this in Odessa. This was strange to me.  

    By political views, I had conflicts both in Donetsk and Odessa. But in Donetsk, I had very bright 

scandals because it was just the year 2014, and the whole movement began - when Crimea was 

already occupied, it was just starting in Donetsk, and nobody thought that it would be torn out. Then 

they began to bring different guys from Russia, it was very evident: first, due to the dialect, and 

secondly, some asked "how to get to Lenin's Square", and this is the central square in Donetsk, and 

this is an abnormal question for a resident of Donetsk - It is like the Independence Square for Kyiv  

people. At work, I had conflicts, because the society was divided, and some people understood what 

was going on, and others did not understand anything and believed that everything was fine, and the 

fact that Russia had invaded is okay, and that Crimea was originally Russian, etc. On this basis, 

there were collisions. Once, on March 14, when we had the biggest rally in Donetsk, these people 

pinned me on the street to the wall, but I managed to escape. There, on the same day, a man was 

killed, Dima - he is not radical at all, not a nationalist, just a good man who went to a rally for a 

united Ukraine. There were many of them. After this rally everyone was dispersed. And these 

people looked for those who returned alone to beat them, to change their methods. In Odessa, these 

were such household quarrels, again, against the backdrop of politics, because they did not 

converge with views. There the most popular topic is the House of Trade Unions. Often skirmishes 

happened with my compatriots from Donetsk. I know several people who, having lived a little in 

Odessa, changed their minds. So I lived with a woman in a hostel, who was very pro-Russian. And 

then we did not see each other for a year, and she met me and said: "Nastya, it seems to me that I 

was wrong. I feel so ashamed". 

After Odessa, I went back to my parents. In Odessa, I worked in a place with an 

unscrupulous boss and he paid only one part of the salary, and the other one just froze for an 

indefinite time - that is, he will  never pay it back to me. And I worked there for a long time, and 

without a break - from morning till  night. I worked that way for four months, and then I got tired 

and decided to go to my parents, especially since I have not seen them for a year. I have very close 

relations with parents; these are very dear to me people. In Odessa, I exhausted myself: I was 

engaged there in organizing art house movies, and it was difficult  for me to find an interlayer of 

people who needed it. Despite the fact that Odessa is big, it is lazy, and to gather people for some 

event, it is necessary to exert an unrealistic amount of forces, money, and other things. But in fact, 

as far as I understand, these people do not need it. I was exhausted because the work was both 

physical and intellectual so that I needed rest. I had a great rest. I came to them in December, stayed 

there for three months, learned about the organization and wrote to it. I always wanted to move to 

Kiev, and it seemed to me that this was an excellent opportunity, especially since I had no money 

and there was nowhere to live. My friend, with whom we are familiar from my old Odessa job and 

who is also living here now, dropped me all the information and I wrote. I wanted to move exactly 

in spring; I had such an internal plan - it all coincided. 

In Donetsk, it is now uncomfortable. Well, it's comfortable with parents, because they are close 

people to me, but in the city itself, not much. The environment is pressing on you, flags, everything 

is gray, people are evil. Of course, there are many good people too, but ordinary people are engaged 

in some of their affairs and do not want to go into politics. Everything is more expensive there.  

Everyone speculates so that they receive a double pension. Pensioners have remained - they receive 

the help from DNR and the Ukrainian pension. And for this they travel to the territory of Ukraine 

(or someone for them travels) - this is another branch of speculation. Many people now earn by 

going to the territory of Ukraine, taking money from these people, going back and taking a large 

percentage from it, well, around 30%. This is robbery, but no one acknowledges it. This is an 

unfortunate situation. At checkpoints, so much money flows away - one person pays 500 UAH for 

the car, and I can’t even count the number of vehicles per day, a large number, and, naturally, the 

money there is also significant. 

    I came to Shelter on the 1st of April;  my friend met me, the internal administrator was here, he 

showed me everything, told me and settled. I used to live in a hostel, and I knew that it was 

something like it, just here the environment is so cool. I have not made any expectations for the last 



few years. I try not to build them because as soon as you do, you should immediately prepare for 

the fact that they would collapse. But I had very positive impressions of what I saw. I immediately 

liked it - it's beautiful, cozy, and the people here are good. I especially love the fact that they give 

me freedom of action: I grow plants (peas, tomatoes, pepper, mustard, basil) on the balcony - and 

no one minds. Everyone is cheerful here, no one despairs in life, just a pleasant atmosphere. 

Regarding the rules, everything here is very humane-if  there are any personal requirements, then 

one adjusts according to another, and so everything is decided. Each question can be solved - and 

we try to be friends among ourselves: the guys even always cook for everyone. 

I like to be alone sometimes. This is still necessary to do some creative things. I write texts, and the 

text requires silence, even music sometimes scares off or casts a different mood. Because I had a 

long experience of living in a hostel, I already managed to find a corner for myself - literally, I sit 

down in the kitchen, and despite the fact that the guys go to smoke, it doesn’t disturb me - I'm doing 

my stuff. 

    I can say for sure that this is a significant project for me because it supports me financially. If  the 

Shelter didn’t exist, perhaps I would have to stay with my parents for longer and not come to Kiev - 

and I would not even know when would I come. And so Shelter allows me to stay here and freely 

search for work, spend time on it - that is, choose it more carefully, without grabbing for anything, 

and looking for something that I like. In fact, I want to finish one of my texts - this is such an 

artistic documentary about my life in the last two years, and I hope that I can publish it, but it takes 

me 2-3 months to write. And while I'm living in Shelter, I hope that I will  finish it, I will  be able to 

leave without hindrance, I will  find a job and I will  continue to live. 

 

Yulia, 24 years old 

I'm from the Donetsk region, from Yasinovatoy (the city near Avdeevka). I moved from 

there in summer 2014, first to Odessa. I lived there for six months, then came to Kiev. I lived here 

for four months, later returned to Odessa. Now in December, I returned to Kiev again. There is no 

permanent work, so I'm not particularly attached to any city, yet I plan to move to Odessa. 

I studied at school in Donetsk and in a university in Donetsk, had the usual life of a student. 

My university building was not far from the regional administration, and I saw the seizure of 

the building, the flags hung. Then the bombardment of the airport started, and I remember that on 

the 28th of May (it was my mother's birthday) I was traveling from Donetsk through Makeyevka 

already because there was no direct road. My girlfriend at that time worked as an accountant near 

the South Station, and she was captured in a business building. And then I went to Odessa and took 

the diploma. Friends said that at that time the military was placed in our hostel without permission. 

They occupied empty places, and as they told me it was pretty scary. I left for Odessa in the middle 

of July, by the end of July there was very heavy shelling in my city, my mother was in the basement 

for about two weeks. 

I'm a bisexual. In school, I haven’t had thoughts about this, and then in 2012 I first liked a 

girl. I could not tell anyone for a year except my friend, then a year later I told my mother. There 

was a tense situation with my mother, and I gave her this information in a quarrel. I did not want to 

tell her because she has a weak heart, and I did not know how she would react, I was afraid for her 

health. As a result, of course, not without loonies, but now we communicate normally, she knows 

with whom I live, and on this ground, there are no more quarrels. We have a huge age difference, 

I'm a late child, and her upbringing is entirely different. It seems to me that it is easier for young 

parents in such situations. She told me "I knew it was there, but I did not think it would affect us," 

"I  did not think there were so many of you." She did not even have a notion that these people exist 

in society. 

Then I wrote at that time to an unfamiliar girl, and she was leading a project of "Voices" on 

"News of Donbass," these are stories of LGBT people. There were video shootings. I did not know 

her before I wrote, and I wrote, in general, so that she somehow advised me morally, helped, 

because I did not even know where to turn. We began to communicate with her, to be friends, and 

she introduced me to this Donetsk community. People are different, of course, but it has become 

much easier for me. Donetsk is a difficult  city, all the time it seemed to me that everyone was 

looking at me, that everyone around was guessing, there was some psychological pressure. And she 



brought me out of this state. I did not think that no one was looking at me, but at least I stopped 

thinking that it was terrible. 

The acceptance was long concerning how society takes me. I lived for some time in the 

hostel and saw that people were noticing things – my haircut, my friends from the LGBT 

community who sometimes came to see me. But no one treated me with contempt. There were some 

jokes, a laugh from the guys who went out on the floor in the evening. There was no physical 

violence, open quarrels or battles, too. Maybe because I'm a girl, I do not know. I did not tell 

anyone. It seemed to me at the time that this was only about me. If  they openly asked me, I could 

tell the truth. Then the war was already beginning, and to some friends in school I told frankly, 

because I realized that we would not see each other again. It was clear that there was a wall. And 

there are people who were happy and supportive. 

At the first job, it was already in Odessa, I could freely joke about this topic, and the owner 

of the cafe knew. And I was not alone, even in this cafe. Then I worked in a state hospital in Kiev, 

and the only thing that was difficult  was a psychiatric hospital, and when I came directly to the 

doctors, though I dropped the labels, I still thought that they would found out about me, and will  

begin to cure me. But, in principle, everything is fine. For a long time, I could not find a job here, so 

I settled there. Good experience, but it was morally hard. 

I again came to Kiev, because I was exhausted in Odessa. I have changed about 15 apartments in 

these three years. Plus the road, Odessa, Lviv, and Kiev - the most expensive cities for the cost of 

rent. I even wanted to go to my mother, because I was tired. And I went before that to Kiev, and it 

happened that here I met a person and stayed in Kiev. It turned out later that this person was not for 

me, and so I ended up in Shelter. 

I knew about Shelter from my first girlfriend; she lived here for a while in 2015. All  my 

acquaintances knew what it was, and told about this place. Now I have a very critical situation 

because I was left without money and work. I lived with a person before that for free, and we had a 

joint budget, and then I moved out and had to apply here. All  the friends said that there is an 

average life here, that there is some set of products, but I did not know how it all worked out. I was 

told that it’s an apartment, but I did not know what kind of people live here. I was told that first of 

all, it is transgender people. I did not know where it was, nor what area - nothing. It was interesting, 

of course, where I would go. But I thought that if  my acquaintances lived here, then I will  survive in 

any case. But it turned out that it was excellent, and the conditions were right. For the first week or 

two, I could not reorganize, I had a shock from the previous relationship, and here 7 or 8 people 

with me in the apartment, it somehow confused me. But now everything is much better, of course. 

The communication appeared in my life, before I had a remote job, I was sitting alone at home 

always tense. 

I like that there are rules of residence, it organizes people. Everything is very family-

organized, but there are rules from which if  people deviate, it will  be strange - drinking alcohol or 

pets. I am happy with the location, although it’s far from the center, it is convenient to get to the 

subway. 

With the tenants the relationship is good. There were some conflicts and inconsistencies - all 

people are different, but all this is quickly resolved. People have a different character, and someone 

appreciates the place, that he got to, someone – doesn’t. 

I was in a difficult  situation, more on the mental side. It was very hard for me, I was with a 

person I didn’t want to see, but I knew that I had nowhere to go. I did not have much money either, 

not to leave, but to eat. And if  not Shelter, I do not know how everything would turn out. I do not 

have support, sometimes my mother helps. But she is very sick, and instead of helping her, she 

helps me. Olya answered very quickly - I sent a questionnaire on Wednesday, she called me on 

Thursday, and on Friday I already came to sign the contract. 

My education is not always relevant in our country – it’s mathematical. I have never been 

attracted to science, but in general, it’s related to programming. Although I finished my studies 

more to show my mother a diploma. In Odessa, I applied for a cultural scientist, but I did not have 

enough money for the second semester of studies. When I was choosing, I had a very critical 

situation, and I thought that I needed to go through either programming or testing, at least. Now I’m 

already a little relaxed morally; I have time before the end of the term and a small part-time job. 



Therefore, I think it's possible to move to some literary area. I want to work as a proofreader, but I 

do not know how it will  turn out. I want to live in Odessa, but the opportunities are insufficient for 

that. 

   

 

 

 

 

 


