
WE FLEDWE FLED
THETHE

UKRAINEUKRAINE
WARWAR

by Marina Ckopish 



On the 24th of February 2022 at the
crack of dawn, trouble came to
Ukraine. The war woke us up at 4:30
with loud explosions. We didn’t know
what was happening. There were tears,
blood and death everywhere we
looked. 

Personally, I don’t remember much of
the events of that morning as I was in a
state of shock. I was actually frozen to
the spot. I came back to reality when
my husband started to soothe me and
he hurried me along to start moving. I
am 7 months pregnant and was sitting
on the edge of my bed with my legs
tucked underneath me and my hands
covering my head. When I calmed
down a bit, we rushed to the bedroom
where our son was asleep.

We started to gather documents and a 

few personal things. Our house is near
the military unit and the airport and
since these were being targeted by the
Russian forces, we were not safe and
had to leave immediately.

For several weeks we lived in the
underground. We were riddled with
fear and confusion and we didn’t know
what to do next. My most pressing
concern besides our physical safety was
the imminent birth that lay ahead.
Where would I give birth? How was it
going to happen? I couldn’t stop
thinking about this.

Our town mayor announced the
evacuation of women and children.
People began to emerge from their
basements and from the underground
where we had been hiding for weeks. 

L- R: Lucie who drove to fetch us, Amour (Project Director, Mother Love Project), me, 
my son Nikita and my mother-in-law Tatiana



We gathered together and joined the
queues of people being evacuated. It
was gut-wrenching. I looked around
and as we left I knew I was leaving my
heart behind in Boryspil. It was the
longest farewell, a silent one, one that
was only expressed with oceans of
tears. My husband was forced to stay
behind and leaving him and our home
was incredibly hard. All around me I
heard the children’s cries. “Daddy!”
That one word echoed through the air,
filled with sadness, children who might
never see their fathers again. It broke
my heart over and over again. Would I
ever see my husband again? 

Together with my mother-in-law and
my nine-year-old son, we were on the
road with many other women and
children being evacuated, escaping the
devastation all around us and trying to
find our way to safety. The silence was  horrendous, only interrupted by the

quiet sobs of the children who didn’t
really understand what was happening.
They were confused as to why their
daddies were not coming with them.
Eventually, we reached the border. We
were greeted by many volunteers and
we found a place to relax and recharge
with some food and refreshments. We
waited and waited for what felt like
forever. Eventually and upon arrival in
the Czech Republic, we were promised
by a family “friend” that housing would
be arranged for us and we would be
taken care of.  But that turned out to be
yet another nightmare as we were
scammed and the person disappeared
with our money, leaving us completely
stranded.  We literally only had one
small suitcase between us and no
money, as this person had literally
taken the last of the cash we had. 

Receiving my new baby clothes from 
the volunteers at Mother Love Project

With my son, Nikita in front of 
our temporary flat in Prague



We ended up spending a few nights at
the Prague station. I knew we had to
keep going, had to keep hoping, we
couldn’t give up. My husband’s mother
and my son were counting on me to be
strong, and I knew the journey ahead of
us was still going to be a long struggle.

We went to the police for assistance
and were taken by people, who were
not indifferent to our misfortune. We
ended up in a tourist settlement in the
mountains 220 kilometres from
Prague, 40 km from the nearest town,
without a shop or transport. Very kind
people took us in and gave us food and
housing. But the stress of escaping the
war, being on the road for several days
and the added trauma of losing what
little money we had left to a scammer
was taking its toll on my health. I was
wracked with incredible back pain and
began worrying that something might
be wrong with my baby.

All I could do was pray. I tried to put the
bad thoughts out of my mind and put
my trust in God. I posted a plea on
Facebook for some help. After some
time, I received a response from a
woman. At first, I did not pay much
attention to this, because the sender
was not familiar to me and we had
already been scammed so I was feeling
very wary. But something compelled
me and so I checked out her Facebook
profile. There I saw a very beautiful
woman and the information on her
profile said she was the Founder and
Project Director of the Mother Love
Project. She immediately began making 
arrangements for someone to collect
us from the tourist village and bring us
to Prague where I could see a doctor.

My mother-in-law Tatiana on her way to
her first job, arranged by Mother Love

Project in Prague.

The next day a lovely lady called Lucie
arrived to collect us and drove us to
Prague. We were immediately taken to
a beautiful apartment in the heart of
the city where the Project Director met
us and welcomed us warmly to Prague
with a hug.  As I was settling in, she
took my mother-in-law shopping for
groceries. About an hour later yet
another lovely lady arrived and
whisked us off to the hospital where I
saw a doctor and was examined. It was
a huge relief to hear that all was well
with my baby and we were taken back 
to the apartment where I finally
relaxed for the first time in weeks. We
were safe. Everything was going to be
ok. God had answered my prayers. 



The days that followed seemed like a
dream. We were given food, clothes,
hygiene products, baby things, kitchen
utensils for cooking and basically
anything that we needed. Mother Love
Project even found a few casual jobs
for my mother-in-law and they also
arranged for us to have access to the
internet so we could stay in touch with
my husband and other family members
left behind in Ukraine.

I will always remember what the
Project Director, Amour Setter told me
when we arrived in Prague: "Dry your
tears, you are safe now, you can trust
us. In this country, you will be taken
very good care of by our organisation.”

A week later another family joined us at
the large apartment. Miranda was also
pregnant and had her mother, her 4-
year-old daughter and their small dog
with them. Mother Love Project also
took care of all their needs.

Every day the volunteers from Mother
Love Project bring fruits and
vegetables, sweets for our children and
maternity supplies for us. I’m getting
everything ready for my baby and the
future looks hopeful. I have a beautiful
stroller, lots of baby clothes and
diapers. We feel safe and relaxed and
there is even laughter and smiles in our
temporary home now, which there
hasn’t been for a long time. This
apartment that we are staying in was
only available to us for a month as it
was on loan to us from the Czech
government. But Mother Love Project
has arranged a free flat for us for the
next year, so we are deeply grateful.

Now all I ask of God is to save Ukraine.
My country, my home, my people. 

Thank you for everything else. Thank
you for the guardian angels that God
sent us. For their kind hearts. For the
care, they surrounded us with. Thank
you, God, for Mother Love Project!

On another outing with Mother Love
Project. L - R: Tatiana (my mother-in-

law), Amour (Project Director), me, Gelia
(translator volunteer) & Miranda


