
Svitlana TSvitlana TARATORINAARATORINA  •  Serhii   •  Serhii CHUDAKOROVCHUDAKOROV







This graphic novel is based on the real life stories of Yevhen Skrypnyk, 
Myroslava Trofymchuk, and Rusia Abrosimova.

Graphic novels series

ISBN 978-617-7818-26-6

This graphic novel was created by Svitlana Taratorina and Serhii Chudakorov for the 
project “Graphic Novels as a Tool for Creative Communication in the Areas of Public 
Safety and Strengthening Human Rights Mechanisms.” The project is implemented by 
Vydavnytstvo Publishing within the UN Recovery and Peacebuilding Programme, with 
financial support from the Government of the Kingdom of the Netherlands. 

The views, opinions and statements presented in this publication are those of the au-
thors alone and do not necessarily reflect the views and position of the UN Recovery 
and Peacebuilding Programme and the Government of the Kingdom of the Nether-
lands. 

The United Nations Recovery and Peacebuilding Programme (UN RPP) is being imple-
mented by four United Nations agencies: the United Nations Development Programme 
(UNDP), the UN Entity for Gender Equality and the Empowerment of Women (UN 
Women), the United Nations Population Fund (UNFPA) and the Food and Agriculture 
Organisation of the United Nations (FAO).

Twelve international partners support the Programme: the European Union (EU), the 
European Investment Bank (EIB), the U.S. Embassy in Ukraine, and the governments 
of Canada, Denmark, Germany, Japan, the Netherlands, Norway, Poland, Sweden and 
Switzerland.

All rights reserved
© 2021, United Nations Development 
Programme

The Sounds of peace. Svetlana Taratorina. — 
Kyiv : Vydavnytstvo, 2021. — 36 p.

This novel is about children from Ukraine’s areas located along the ‘contact line.’ It 
is a story about experiences that people who have never heard a machine gun firing 
would find difficult to understand. It is also a story about courage, bravery and believ-
ing in your dreams. When bad things happen in our lives, we have to look for ways 
to get over them, and to help each other. Even, if need be, to dance our pain away 
together as a country. Then we might finally hear the sounds of peace. 

Interviews and script by Svitlana Taratorina 
Drawings by Serhii Chudakorov, colouring by Dmytro Koydan 
Literary editor and proofreader Iryna Nikolaichuk
Design by Illia Stronhovskyi 
Layout and lettering by Kateryna Bazarova and Ihor Dunets
Executive editor Lilia Omelyanenko 



Sloviansk has always been a humdrum 

holiday town. During summer people 

came visiting our salt lakes. During 

winter we were dying of boredom…

until the winter of 2014.

Of course, I knew what was going on 

in Kyiv. Some locals also went out to 

shout in the streets.

My name is Zhenia. At the time I was surfing the Inter-

net and did not have a clue about what was happening 

in my own city.

I remember one day 

the TV was especially 

annoying.

My parents were watching the news 

non-stop. For some reason the news 

was in Russian.

And then, for the first 

time, I heard the sound 

of shelling. 

Mom, close 

the door!

“Television

tower on Mount 

Karachun has been 

taken over by our

forces…”

“… government

troops have

retreated…”



Despite the bad news, I had to finish school 

anyway. And to sit at a school desk.

I was very scared, and the situation 

was worsening almost by the day.

That checkpoint on our street meant that we started 

to live in constant fear of shelling.

I am off to 

school. 

Zheka-a-a, 

aren’t you 

going to say 

hello?!       

Leave him be. There will 

be television cameras in 

town today. Let him sit in 

the classroom, for the 

footage.



It got only worse when the foreign 

military showed up at the checkpoint.

They hauled in a heavy machine 

gun. Shellings hit our street too.

The silence when the shelling stopped almost made you want to scream. 

Silence always meant the unknown. The moment before more shelling starts. 

But eventually I learned to listen to techno 

music. With headphones on, the sounds of Grad 

rockets become bass notes, the battle recedes, 

and the sounds seem to cancel each other out.



My name is Mira, and this is my 

large family. For me, Krasnohorivka 

means peace, caring and comfort.

I used to dream of 

becoming a singer.
Mum had no doubt that we’d be stars.

When the tanks arrived in Krasnohorivka 

and everyone attempted to flee, we decided 

to stay. My mother said that our family 

home was here, and we would not betray it.

Nastia, let’s go! We 

need to get good 

seats, today is Mira’s 

big performance!

Our little 

nightingale!





Only a handful of people stayed in Krasnohorivka. They opened the music 

school especially for me. My mother said that the music teacher needed 

it even more than me. 

The school’s basement was damp 

and cold. In the circumstances, 

you couldn’t afford to get sick. 

Medicine cost a fortune. 

I just couldn’t tell my mother I’d 

lost my voice. Even without that, 

she had too much on her plate. 

So I just said

I was sick of music.

My mother said that to let go of the 

pain, it had to be recorded.

We’ll try another time. 

You will be a singer, 

you’ll see.

How can you talk 

about music with all 

of this happening?

Quiet. 

Remember 

everything you 

see.



Because I had a camera, my rapper friend asked me to shoot a video 

for him in a supermarket that had been destroyed by shelling.

There was a checkpoint nearby, but we 

didn’t film that. Filming military vehicles 

or soldiers was forbidden – everyone 

knew that.

But still, it seems we’d made a mistake

And you can’t make mistakes on the ‘contact line.’

They checked the camera. Of course, there 

was nothing suspicious there.

They let us go, but the fear 

stayed with me. 

But Mum wasn’t having it. So 

I’d no choice but to continue 

making videos 

at the volunteer camp. 

It’s going 

to be cool, 

you’ll see!

Where 

are your 

documents?

Show us

your

camera!

No! Please! We 

were just shooting 

a video! Nothing 

more.

I’m not going to film 

anymore! Definitely not 

in Krasnohorivka!

Take it, but

don’t film 

here. This is a 

dangerous area. 

Sorry.



As a child, I imagined that Mariinka was my island, 

and I, Rusia, was the discoverer of its treasures.

I had big plans for the summer of 2014. But my 

parents sent me away to my grandmother’s in 

the village.

To me, Sloviansk was on 

another planet. And I didn’t 

understand why I had to leave 

my playground and my friends.

At first I thought 

someone was kidding me. 

But sadly, it was the 

terrible truth.

I want to stay 

and see the 

tanks!

Haven’t you seen what’s 

going on in Sloviansk? 

What do you mean, tanks? 

In the car, quick!

What are you 

talking about, Gran? 

It’s the twenty-first 

century! Wars are 

only in the movies.

What is this… 

war?



I imagined complete destruction, like in 

the movies: our bike and computer broken, 

the tree house destroyed. What would I 

do without my toys? They belong to me! 

But, worst of all, 

I couldn’t call my parents. 

I imagined a plane crashing onto them. 

I jumped every time I 

heard the phone ring.

My parents promised it would all end 

soon. But even they didn’t believe it. 

I only came back in October.

Daddy? How are 

you? When can I 

come home?

Wait. Just a 

little more.



I remember that when I first heard the sound 

of Grad rockets, I thought it was the sound of 

soldiers marching. Imagine thinking that! 

Only one of Mariinka’s five schools survived 

the shelling. We started to repair it. 

It had 

a cool 

basement. 

I’ve always acted like 

everything was cool 

with me. It was my 

image.

When everyone thinks 

you’re not scared, you 

start to believe it 

yourself.

But when volunteers suggested going 

to the camp, I agreed. For the first time I 

wanted to escape. 

They said I’d go by 

train! I’d never 

have agreed to 

go by plane.

So much information 

lost. We can’t get it 

back now.
Half the planet 

gone, but Ukraine’s 

still there.



It seemed to us that we were a lot different 

from the children from other regions.

Stop it, we have to 

show we can work 

together!

I don’t like loud sounds 

either. I’m Rusia from 

Mariinka. Let’s be friends, 

strange girl from 

Krasnohorivka.

So why did 

she write this 

nonsense? Being from 

Donetsk doesn’t mean 

you’re a bad person 

or a traitor?

Yes 

it does!

Rusia’s right, 

we’re all from 

one country! 

Let’s change 

this script!

There, when they’re not 

shelling, there’s dead silence. 

But here the silence is, I don’t 

know… calming. A peaceful 

silence.

A travel diary for my 

family. Don’t you think it’s 

really quiet here? But it’s 

not like in Krasnohorivka.
What are you 

filming?

Wow! There’s actually 

a lot of interesting 

things outside of 

Mariinka.



We were given the 

task of making a movie 

about our dreams.

Those hateful sounds 

were haunting us.

Stupid idea. 

We’ve got 

different

dreams.

I want my acting class 

to reopen. I want my 

friends to return to 

Mariinka. I want the 

shooting to stop.

Other kids want peace too. 

But it’s hard for them to 

understand… I have a dream 

about making a movie about 

2014, the things we’ve 

been through.

It’s just 

a sound. 

Don’t lie 

to me.

Someday we’ll stop 

being afraid of loud 

sounds.

It’s coming to get 

you. Serves you 

right!



After I finished school, 

I decided to become a 

camera operator. Only 

my Mum believed in me.

My old camera didn’t survive the trip. The 

shots for the creative task were lost. I had 

to remake everything just a couple of hours 

before the exams.

Mum said that even peaceful territories had been 

affected by this tragedy. It made some people cruel.

But it also taught other people to feel compassion. 

They realized how lucky they were that others had 

gone through hostilities instead of them.

It’s all right, 

show them what 

you have. It’s all 

over!

Why didn’t 

you prepare 

properly?

She’s from 

Donetsk. 

There’s a 

war going on 

there.

So what? That’s 

no excuse!

Mira, 

wait!



So I started studying to 

become a camera operator.

The scary year in the basement 

had taught me not to give up.

2014 has proved it’s those 

who believe in you who 

are the most important.

And I was left behind in Kyiv. It felt 

like I was marked ‘Her town’s in a war’.

I also teach at 

another university. 

You’ve got talent. 

Please come and 

study with us.

?

Told you. 

You’re 

talented!

Guys, career guidance starts 

tomorrow. We’ve have to go to 

our schools, to the eleventh 

graders, and tell them about 

our faculty.

I’ll call you 

when I get 

there!

Come back 

soon!
Let me 

through, 

please!

Her school 

was blown up.

Why’s that?

That’s not 

funny!

Everyone’s 

going, apart 

from Mira.



Ignore the… 

monitors, and good 

luck with studying!
Rusia, the 

customers!

No, I’m just starting in 

Kyiv. And, by the way, one 

of our volunteers helped 

me get this job. Others 

invited me to Berlin.

And 

got stuck in 

this cafe?

Mum said I should make a movie. 

Remember how I dreamed about my 

family’s life in 2014? Maybe I’ll feel 

a bit better if I make it.

Have you figured 

out where you 

want to study?

Nope. I’m afraid to make 

a mistake and go to the 

wrong school. So I decided 

to see the world first.

You need to forget about it all. 

You’re not going to freak out 

all the time because of 

all those stupid jokes?

Can you believe a group 

monitor saying something 

like that! I was hysterical, 

couldn’t stop shaking for 

a whole hour!



You can convince 

yourself it’s all over... 

You can tell people they 

should learn to forget…

And then it is 

back in your 

life, again.

With one random sound. And all you can to do is 

breathe and wait until your 

body remembers you’re safe. 

But there is also one more option – to run away. 

In fact, not a bad option when it comes to berlin.

She doesn’t 

like loud noises… 

The war…

Dad, I got an invitation from the 

volunteers. I’m going to work as 

an assistant mentor in in, just 

like they used to work with us… 

I don’t want to study at 

Krasnohorivka Technical 

School! And I don’t want to 

become a first responder in 

Vinnytsia either! I want to 

move on!



Thanks to the volunteers I got a chance I’d 

never had before. A girl from Mariinka wouldn’t 

get to go to berlin before 2014.

 But I didn’t want to talk about those scary 

years again. In Berlin I realized that I’d survived 

it. I’m done crying about it. I’m fine now.

I’d never seen such 

firework displays before.

I even tried to appreciate 

their beauty.

But then I heard the Grad rockets again. 

Apparently, moving on and 

running away aren’t the same.

Ich heiße Rusia. 

I’m from Ukraine.

I have to do 

something. It’s 

me or those 

sounds.



After the liberation of Sloviansk, yellow and blue flags were everywhere. I wanted to believe that the town had changed. 

But, like before, there was just nowhere to go. 
Suddenly there were 

people in Sloviansk who 

didn’t want to go back 

to April 2014. 

Or maybe not so suddenly. 

Maybe until 2014 I just hadn’t 

noticed them. 

I started helping out at “The Greenhouse.” And 

I learned about a bunch of other projects.

?



We went to repair an assembly 

hall in Lviv region with “Let’s 

Build Ukraine Together.” And then 

guys from there came to us to 

rebuild bombed houses. 

It turns out we’re not so 

different. I liked Lviv Oblast a 

lot. Everywhere in Ukraine people 

have the same ears.

Then I worked with “Plan B Fest.” 

That was something! Cool people 

from all over Ukraine gathered 

in Kharkiv. 

There’s an old circus in Kharkiv. 

The only place in Ukraine where 

they train circus artists. One 

of the festival’s purpose was 

to draw public attention to the 

problems of old circus. 

In the afternoon, activists and 

the coolest speakers from all 

over the country came to the 

old circus building. 

Then there were concerts, 

and something unheard of in 

Sloviansk: Nightlife. They were 

allowed play music after 2300!

Can you imagine what it was like for me to 

return to boring old Sloviansk after that? 

But one day SHESHE appeared 

in the doorway of my 

favourite bar.
Why can’t we 

have raves 

here?
Yeah.

Cool

music!



At that time I’d no idea who she was. 

But her energy took my breath away.

Yesterday I dreamed of fireworks. Strange ones, without 

sound. I looked out the window, and there were lights.

And suddenly I heard the doorbell, and I realized that 

they’d come for me.

She said it in a way that left me no choice. 

I had to do it.

Hi, I’m Ira. We actually used 

to be neighbours. We even 

went to the same school 

for a while.

Hi, Ira.

I study in Kharkiv. I came to 

visit my parents; it’s so boring 

here. I just don’t know what 

to do at night.

You 

should sleep 

at night!

I can’t sleep. 

I have nightmares.

But could 

you do it?

Partying 

is prohibited

 after 2300 here.
So, got any ideas? Maybe 

let’s throw a party? With 

a cool sound to really 

wake up everyone in 

Sloviansk?

Now do you see why 

I can’t sleep? What 

if they really come 

for me?



I thought she was right: Away from the houses 

and closer to the sky.

She immediately understood my music.

But I liked Ira’s idea more.

I wanted those who had heard Grads at 

least once to come to us. I wanted to show 

them such sounds could also bring peace.

Ira said some people had been waiting for our 

invitation for a long time. But I didn’t understand. 

We’d just come up with the idea.

I suggest 

Bilokuzminski Stovpy. 

It’s a magical place.
Promoting 

the region?

Sounds good.

They say the 

acoustics there 

are awesome.

Yes. We’ll show the whole 

of Ukraine that we don’t 

just have an armed conflict, 

but also cool places and 

incredible sounds. I’ll send 

out invitations.

Shum: 

Sounds 

That Heal?

I think we should call 

our party Shum. Latin 

letters will look good.

I’ll write to 

a few people 

I know.



Yeah, loud 

sounds, exactly 

what I’m running 

away from.

What do you mean, Shum? 

I nearly died from those 

fireworks in berlin. Why 

do you want to go places? 

Have you already finished 

your film?

I got an invitation to 

“Shum: Sounds That Heal.” 

Maybe we could go?

. . .  . . .
. . .  . . .  . . .Who’s this 

calling?

You won’t believe 

it, but for the 

Sounds of Peace.

Here. The 

Donbas.

What’s your 

destination?

No, the film isn’t working out. 

I can’t forget it all. What if 

Shum helps me? Can we go? 

For my sake?



Stefan the Barefooted carved a hermit’s cell into the rock, 

and spent his days in prayer. His words had amazing power.

How 

beautiful!

I’m not sure the power 

in my headphones will 

last long here. And why 

did they gather here 

exactly?

We’re in free territory here. None 

of them would be able to wear 

clothes like these in the street, 

say, in Donetsk.

This is Zhenia, 

he’s the sound 

engineer.

And why here? 

In the middle of 

nowhere?

There’s 

a local 

legend.

One hundred years ago 

a hermit lived here. 

He was called Stefan 

the Barefooted.



Legend has it that when he prayed his 

singing could be heard for miles around.
Stefan the Barefooted was assassinated in 

the 1930s. His prayers were heard no more, 

and then the war came.

Stefan the 

Barefooted is 

praying!

And I travelled 

across half of 

Ukraine for this?

We don’t really 

like loud sound.

Here you are, we’ve got 

these for such cases. 

They’re soundproof. You can 

decide yourself when to 

take them off.

We don’t really 

like it?! I’m 

terrified of it!

“Give 

Peace to 

this land…”

I dreamed that Stefan 

Barefooted told me 

that we should bring 

the sound back to 

Bilokuzminski Stovpy.





Techno is a sound that heals. It’s music that helps you overcome fear.





Maybe someday people will 

speak about our region as 

the birthplace of a techno 

festival, not as a place of 

military hostilities.

Those terrible years of suffering will be a part of me forever. But 

I’ll try my best not to let my memories interfere with my life.

Take them 

off!



I liked the legend Ira told me. I think I can tell the Germans 

a lot more about our country. It deserves it. Just like I do.

Dad, I’m flying off to 

study in berlin. Yes, 

seriously. You’ll never 

believe it, to study 

archaeology!

No. This isn’t a fairy tale. 

I’m not getting my voice 

back. But I will make a film. 

Just a different one.

Never.

So, when are 

you making your 

‘2014’ film?

But what 

are you going to do? 

Singing again?

What about 

you?

Me, I’m 

finally ready 

to move on.



We need to remember what happened on our land 

to stop it from happening again. And for the sake 

of peace, we should tell each other and the 

whole world what a wonderful country we have.

We have to dance this pain away. As one 

country. And hear the Sounds of Peace at last.
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