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A story of art resistance

It is not the most pleasant thing when the gun barrel is directed at your forehead. It is 
especially unpleasant when a man who is not quite sane is holding his finger on the trigger. 
Besides, the man is under the influence of alcohol. I have read that in such situations the 
whole life flashes in front of one’s eyes. It was different with me. I was looking at the 
muzzle of the gun and thought that if the man fired, my brain would stain the wall which was 
behind my back. It would be neither attractive, not aesthetic.
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Three months before

The clouds started to thicken over the city in March 2014. Not all the people in Donetsk 
welcomed the victory of Maidan. Well-organized protest campaigns began. My friends who I 
trusted told me about “guests” from behind “porebric” (a dialectal Russian word denoting 
“curb” which is not used in Ukraine) who they saw in the city. It was evident that the “rebels” 
experienced lack of their own scums. In fact, there were a lot of scums, but at that time 
they did not understand what great prospects would be open to them if the “the Russian 
world” came. So, they were sitting out, waiting, at homes. That was why Russian curators of 
“spontaneous” protests decided to bring some lowlives from Rostov-on-Don. “Tourists” with 
specific appearance were wandering around the city, at first even shyly, forcing themselves 
to ask politely, “Do you happen to know how to get to Lenin square?” However, they got used 
to the situation very quickly and, having fraternized with local lowlives, they felt masters. 
Then the seizures of administrative buildings began.
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In the beginning, it was quite easy to break the company up. However, that was not done. The 
gang that called themselves militia (the police) had the power and could do that, but at first 
they were inactive, then joined the “rebellious people”. The other law enforcement bodies 
in the city followed them on the way of betrayal. There was nothing for them to do in new 
Ukraine. On the other hand, “the Russian world” gave them a chance to preserve their positions 
and even to get some benefits.

At that time, in 
the early spring 

of 2014, there were 
not only pro-

Russian rallies in 
Donetsk. There were 
pro-Ukrainian ones 

too. I attended 
them and observed 
the people. Those 
who were with 
Ukrainian flags 

had normal, human 
faces. Those 

who were with 
Russian ones had 
bats and emitted 
aggression… Their 
eyes showed that 

were ready to beat, 
to slay, to kill. I 

stood, and watched, 
and did not believe 
that they could win. 
However, very soon 

they, together 
with others like 

them, seized 
administrative 
buildings in 

Donetsk and in 
other towns in the 

region.
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I thought that could not last long. A lot of people thought the same way. We looked at the 
photos of bums and drug-addicts - the “creators” of the “new republic” - and laughed. But we 
laughed in vain as serious people from once a fraternal country stood behind all those scums.
That became understandable on May 11 when the referendum on self-determination of “DPR” was 
held.

Russian TV presented it as the expression of the will of people - huge queues of those who 
wanted to vote in front of polling stations. However, it was a picture for TV and had nothing 
to do with reality.  The queues were created in a very simple way - one polling station was 
made out of three- four standard ones at the peak time for retired people when they are the 
most active  - it was clear that there would be queues in the morning. Then all you have to 
do is to come at the right time and to take the picture. They did not mention the fact that the 
majority of people in those queues were retirees who were missing the Soviet Union.
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I did not participate in the referendum as well as almost all my friends and acquaintances. 
However, even if we had gone, we would have voted “against”. Still, it was evident that it was 
useless. The result was known in advance.

Contrary to that, I decided to participate in the presidential election on May 25. I came up 
to the polling station where I was to vote. It was in the school I went to. The doors were 
closed. Nobody was there,  only a police car stood nearby. I came up to it and nocked at the 
window. There appeared a frightened officer’s face. I asked, “When will the polling station 
open?” The answer was, “I don’t know. We are here to guard the order”.

That day only one polling station opened in Donetsk. It was in Donetsk Industrial Technical 
Secondary School. However, it did not work for a long time. Several cars with Khodakovsky’s 
“eagles” arrived, and camouflaged men, in the way typical of them, “convinced” the election 
commission to close the station.
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The clouds were thickening gradually. More and more marginals in military uniform could 
be seen in the streets. At the entrance to the city from the side of Makiivka, there appeared 
a poster “Those who support Kyiv junta are fascists”. MacDonald’s was closed. Information 
about the locations of nearby bomb shelters weas posted on the walls at the entrance to 
dwelling houses. Boutiques were being closed one by one. Camouflaged group muggers attacked 
a baptists’  stationary tent with the words “We are praying for Ukraine” on it. The baptists were 
beaten; everything what was inside the tent was thrown out into the Kalmius River.
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The power in the city was seized by strange people. Among them there was nobody known to 
Donetsk residents, even known negatively. What cracks did those gubarevs, pushylins, purgins 
(“DPR” leaders’ surnames), etc. get from? They could have been laughed at if it had not been for 
shadows - supporters behind their backs.

Those who could leave 
were leaving the city. 
However, not everyone 
could. Everyone who 

wanted to leave, but had 
to stay has their own 

story. They did not stay 
because they supported the 
spreading evil; they could 
not go because of some 

circumstances.
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At the beginning, my friends and I thought that all that nonsense and absurd things would not 
last for a long time, that very soon the city would be cleaned of mold and would live the way 
it had lived before. What to say? We were naive then.

We understood that might last for a long time when escaped “strelkovtsy” came to Donetsk 
from Slovyansk on July 5. Immediately masses of people started leaving the city. Those who 
could afford to do that left for Kyiv or other Ukrainian cities. A lot of people went to the sea 
hoping to stay there for a couple of months until everything was over. I had some unfinished 
business in Donetsk and I could not leave. On the other hand, inside I was getting convinced that 
it was impossible to sit in one’s hands, silently observing what was going on. It was impossible 
to protest openly - it meant signing your death sentence. I understood that perfectly well. 
However, something had to be done.
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The city was changing in front of our very eyes. Russian flags and “DPR” symbols were hoisted 
everywhere. Lowlives in military uniform with guns were rustling about the city. It is not a 
secret that the majority of those who did not achieve anything in life, so-called losers, 
welcomed the war and the opportunity to take an automatic machine gun and to feel that 
they meant something. You are walking along a street, you meet such a man and you see great 
superiority in his eyes! The man sees that people are afraid of him and it gives him energy. It 
was not a secret that those who were the first to join the so-called militia were not miners 
or workers; they were drug and alcohol addicts. 



14

One of my friends took a neutral position at that time. That was up to the moment when, 
coming home, at the entrance of a shop, just 50 meters away from his house, he saw a well-
known to him group of local drunkards. However, that time they were with guns and in uniform, 
though in the same insane condition. 

One of then gave a gun to his insane war girlfriend, and she started firing just above the 
heads of my friend and his companion. After that case my friend stopped being neutral. That was 
nor a single case. Such things happened all round the city. 
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Every day I heard that somebody’s car or money had been taken away,  somebody had been 
robbed, somebody had been beaten, somebody had been shot dead. There were tragicomic cases 
too when a militant was trying a suit on in the central department store and, by mistake, pulled 
out the ring of a grenade. Another one did not know how to use his automatic gun, started 
firing and dispersed half of the market visitors.

I saw that “Russian spring” stirred up the silt, the dregs, the dark that were in the souls of my 
countrymen. Those who cadged money to buy a drink got guns and became “masters of life”. Those 
who tried to restrain their aggression and hatred stopped doing that, and violence stopped 
being something extraordinary. It became trivial.
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I am an artist, so my weapon is a pencil and a brush. This is the most humane weapon. It does 
not kill the enemy, but it helps those whose brain has not been burnt out completely by the 
napalm of Russian propaganda to start thinking.

I wanted to show how I understood what was happening, the way my friends saw it and 
also those people who lived in Donetsk and were infected with the virus of separatism and 
collaborationism.

There was a character in literature who absorbed all the “best” features of an average 
statistical “militiaman” - it is Bulgakov’s Sharikov. If the “DPR” leaders were solid shvonders 
(character from the same book by Bulgakov), the majority of those who took guns in their hands 
were classical sharikovs.

My first work for protest street art was Sharikov with a grenade launcher in his hands. Two 
more works were made for the first action - a clown in a “DPR” camouflage and a militiaman in 
the image of the death.
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It was difficult for me to conduct such an 

action by myself. Minimum, a photographer 

was needed as well as someone who would 

stand watch. A photographer was found, 

but I failed to find other assistants. 

Some of my friends were afraid to risk. 

Some of them were losing relevance right 

before my eyes. To be exact, they were 

not becoming supporters of the “Russian 

spring”, but definitely they stopped being 

its adversaries. They spread news about 

atrocities committed by the Right Sector, 

about crucified boys and raped old women. 

They were sure that if Ukrainian troops 

came to Donetsk, there would be massacre. 

Any attempts to appeal to their common 

sense failed. Their eyes got bloodshot, 

the speech became disconnected and loud. 

It was evident that they had to restrain 

aggression.

The circle of my friends declined considerably. I stopped being in touch with the people who 
spread such heresy…  The problem was aggravated by the fact that the frontline ran through 
families. Wives, husbands, children happened to be at opposite sides of the barricade.

Out of my four friends who I invited to participate in the actions, only one was left - the 
photographer - by the time of the first action. We called ourselves art group Murzilki (Bunties). 
I understood that my works would not be hung in the streets for a long time, so they should 
be photographed at once and the photos should immediately be posted on social networks. I 
would like to remark that when I arrived in Kyiv, I was surprised by the number of people who 
had seen my works on social networks and mass media. So, the first action was committed by 
the photographer and me. It was dangerous to place the works downtown in the evening and at 
night. The city was empty during the curfew, and we would be arrested very quickly. So, we made 
the decision to do it early in the morning.
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Were we scared? Yes, we were. The hocks 
trembled. We understood if the patrol saw 
what we were doing, it would be unlikely that 
they would scold us and let us go. But the 
decision was made. If I had not done that, I 
would regret that indecisiveness for the rest 
of my life. 

I could not sleep at all the night before the 
first action. At dawn I shook the photographer 
who nipped on the couch and we pooled off 
a job. The works had already been in the car 
boot. We got into the car and went to the 
center of the sleeping city. Here and there we 
met passers-by hurrying to work.

At the beginning everything was fone. I 
was fixing the works; the photographer was 
taking pictures. Still when we were placing 
the last object, the thing we were afraid of 
had happened. We were slowly moving along 
the central part of the city choosing the 
place where the work would look better when 
we were overtaken by a Zhyguli car packed 
with armed people. They signaled us to stop.

“Damn it! Could it end without having begun? 
What to do? No place to run away, and to 
break away by car was not realistic as my 
car was not in proper technical condition. 
They could easily stop us at a checkpoint”.

Thoughts like that were flashing through my mind while I was parking the car. A couple of armed 
capa’pie approached us.“Where are you going?” one of them asked, checking our papers. - “To work. 
It’s a long way, so we set up early”. - “What about the curfew?” - “We won’t be in time then”.
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“OK, you may go”. We might not look like saboteurs or spotters. The patrollers did not check the 
boot where one of the works was kept.

The most difficult thing was to find strength and courage to place the last work after the 
accident. But we did it. After that we started driving around the city observing people’s reaction 
to the first protest street art in Donetsk occupied by scums. The work was noticed. People stopped 
in front of the pictures, looking at it; some people laughed; some people showed the pictures to 
other people; some people took pictures of the works with their phones.

It was a pleasant feeling - to observe the reaction of common people and see that not all of 
them supported the scums that had occupied the city. However, the works did not hang for a long 
time, as a rule for 30-40 minutes, the longest time was 2-3 hours. We did not see who was taking 
them off. However, those were not passers-by.
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The next stage was to place the information 
about the action on social networks and 
mass media. At that time I was not an active 
user of Facebook and other nets, and I did 
not have a lot of friends there, just a couple 
of dozens. More than that - you cannot 
place the material under your own name - 
you would be immediately arrested. The first 
thing I did was the creation of Art-group 
Bunties site. It was important to inform 
people about the group. I called my Donetsk 
friend, writer Serhiy Mazurkevich who was in 
Kharkiv at that time. He had lived in Thailand 
for several years, but fortunately for us he 
was in Ukraine at that time.

He agreed to fulfill the function of a 
press secretary of our art group. There 
appeared reposts of the photographs of our 
actions on social networks and the first 
information about us in mass media.  To tell 
the truth, it was pleasant. That was what I 
wanted - I wanted to show that not all people 
in Donetsk supported the Russian occupation.

He agreed to fulfill the function of a 
press secretary of our art group. There 
appeared reposts of the photographs of our 
actions on social networks and the first 
information about us in mass media.  To tell 
the truth, it was pleasant. That was what I 
wanted - I wanted to show that not all people 
in Donetsk supported the Russian occupation.

Two works were the most resonant ones: 
bandit Motorola with his bride and Igor 
Girkin-Strelkov.
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Motorola and his bride are the quintessence 
of novorossiya - the triumph of the lumpen, 
moral poverty, and bad taste. They were a 
perfect object for an artist - if Motorola 
did not exist, it would be necessary to invent 
him. Later butchers from “DPR” security service 
told me several times that if Motorola with 
inclinations of the schizoid sadist had been in 
Donetsk when I was detained, it all would have 
ended badly for me. However, God pardoned me - 
at that time the bandit was away on a wedding 
trip.
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With a wire, I attached the portrait of 
Motorola and his bride to the fence of the 
wedding palace in the very center of Donetsk. 
There the bandit got married to a “lady” of extra 
vulgarism. Motorola’s little horns, hooves, 
and tail emphasized his resemblance to a heck, 
but a heck of a low grade - cunning, mean, and 
malicious, just as this “hero” of novorossia was.
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Strelkov is a bit more large-scale figure, the “icon 
of novorossia” as later I was said at interrogations.  

We found a good place to fix that work, again in the 
center of Donetsk. We checked whether there were any video 
cameras. Then, before exposing the “portrait”  of Girkin-
Strelkov with a gun at his temple, we did Just do it! We 
retreated to a safe distance to check whether it was quiet, 
and then came back to fix the work. That portrait was more 
popular in social networks than Motorola’s one. That may 
have happened because everyone understood that Motorola 
was just a clown-sadist, but Girkin was more serious. We 
had a narrow escape at the moment when we were fixing 
the work with the Death in “DPR” uniform and the downed 
Malayzian Boeing. 
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We decided to place it near the regional Kalinin hospital which was stuffed with wounded 
hitmen. We had just fixed it when there appeared a militia patrol with automated machine 
guns. Fortunately they were carried away by conversation and did not notice anything; our 
photographer even took a picture of them passing by the installation. The work was exposed at 
the end stop of trams 9, 10, and 14. It hung there for almost two days. Maybe, that was because 
hitmen did not use trams; they went around by cars taken away from people. 
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Common people 
were not in a hurry 

to inform that 
there was one more 
Sharikov in “DPR” 
uniform. However, 

when we were placing 
the works, there were 

problems. Vigilant 
citizens started 

asking questions to 
the photographer, 

“What are you taking 
pictures of?”, “What 
is there?” There were 
just questions, and 
the photographer, 

having explained with 
“it is necessary” 
quickly retreated.

When I understood that our work was not in vain, that we were known not only in Donetsk, but 
in other regions, and even abroad, there appeared an extra stimulus to work. It is a pity that 
we were not able to implement all our plans. Now we understand that we should have been more 
careful, but at the time of hostilities nobody would pay attention to you as nobody needed that. 
I thought that if they did not catch you in the act, nobody would search for you. Now I know that 
there were professionals of the highest level from FSS and MDGS (Federal Security Service and 
the Main Department of the General Staff, Russia).

They may have found us with the help of the telephone. At the beginning I switched mine off and 
used another number. Then I relaxed and stated making calls from my number.

There were also meetings and talks with journalists, with a French one and even with a Russian 
one. A day before the arrest I met with a Dozhd channel correspondent. I was careful and told 
them that they would be given a lift. I asked a taxi driver who I knew to give me his car. I did 
not tell him what for. I drove by myself, took the journalists to a desert place and only there 
told them that it was me. Everything seemed to be OK, but the next day I was arrested. I cannot 
blame the journalists directly. They may have nothing to do with the arrest and it was a mere 
coincidence. I was arrested just at the moment my telephone number became known to the DPR 
Ministry of the Interior. 
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It happened on August 6. That day I left my studio which was near my house. There were two 
expensive jeeps at the exit. Common people did not use such cars as not only the car, but the life 
could be taken away. I understood everything at once. Two young men of athletic build approached me. 
One of them directed his gun at me. The other one showed me his ID. They pushed me into the car and 
took to the former Security Service of Ukraine building.
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The first interrogation took place in a building which 
had belonged to the Ministry of Emergency situations. 
I am taken to an office, shown my works on a computer 
and asked: “Is that you?” There’s no sense to deny. “Well, 
me”, I answer. 
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The next thing I feel are handcuffs on my wrists which click as I am taken back to the car. 
On our way we go past a group of camouflaged people who already know who I am. One of 
them charges at me holding pliers and shouting: “Hey, artist, do you want me to take care of 
your fingers? You will paint a lot then...” However, he is pushed away, I am pushed into the van 
without a seat (when the van was moving I was rolling on the floor) and we go to my home 
which is to be searched.
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Militants surrounded a whole block for that 
purpose. Why? Maybe, they were afraid that someone 
would try to rescue me. My home and my studio which 
was situated nearby were searched. They took all my 
works all the things that were of at least some 
value. They took my car as well. 
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However, NKVD officers (Soviet 
People’s Commissariat for Internal 
Affairs abbreviated NKVD) had some 
problems with it. I had warned then 
that the car had broken down and it 
would be impossible to start it. They 
didn’t believe me. Surprisingly, the 
engine started. It even managed to 
go for about twenty metres before 
the engine stopped completely 
and refused to cooperate. Then, 
chekist looters (Chekists were 
officers of Soviet state security 
organizations), what else am I 
supposed to name those who steal 
other person’s property?, attached 
it to a van with a rope and took it 
to the SSU parking, where I saw it 
for the last time.
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Before the first interrogation I was taken to one of the rooms in the basement. In fact, 
those rooms did not look like real cells, it was just a basement with concrete floor and 
people lying on some cardboard sheets. They asked me: “Why are you here?” I was so naive that 
I told them the truth. An awkward silence followed. 
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Later, I got to know that the majority of 
people in that basement were militia who 
had been arrested for some minor or major 
offenses. Luckily, that time I had a narrow 
escape. Someone asked me: “Do you play chess?” 
I said I did. So, I spent my first hour in the 
basement playing chess. I barely had time to 
think that my situation was not that bad when 
I was taken for the first interrogation.
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That was when the worst days of my 
detention started. I was tortured and 
beaten for ten days. The questions were 
not very inventive: “Who do you work for? 
Who are you paid by?” They just could not 
believe that I did not work for the U.S. 
Department of State or the Right Sector. 
They could not understand: why would 
anyone do such things at their own will? 
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Later, I was taken to that office 
when the interrogations had to be 
accompanied by torture. They were 
conducted by Russians. They did 
not introduce themselves, but their 

accent betrayed them. 

One of the interrogators 
switched on a song about the war 
of some girl from Slaviansk on his 
cell phone who was singing using 
the music of Adriano Celentano’s 
song “Ma Perke”. He wished to prove 
me that Ukraine has been killing 

Russian-speaking population.
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There was also a girl among them, she was wearing a balaсlava which hid her face and 
she would beat and torture me. She had a very distinct Russian accent.She even tried to 
“educate” me: “Do you believe in God?”  - “Yes, I do.” - “Could you ever spit on an icon?” 
- “No, I couldn’t.” - “Do you understand, that when you painted Girkin like that, you spat 
on our icon?”After the first interrogation I was sent to a “dungeon”, not to a “cell”. 
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This “lady” took part in the first mock 
execution by firing squad. I was taken to 
another office and put near the wall. 
There I hear the breechblock clanging 
and this woman (if I can use this 
word in reference to her) says: 
“I’m always eager to know what 
a person thinks before the 
death.” I answer: “Why don’t 
you read  Dostoyevsky, 
he answers this 
question.” A rubber 
baton hits my 
back. 
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After the first interrogation I was sent to a “dungeon”, not to a “cell”. The “dungeon” 
was a narrow basement room under the stairs which was so small that it was impossible 
even to stretch out on the floor. Several Ukrainian servicemen were there as well. One 
of them was thrown to a “general cell” and, judging by his screams, there he was beaten 
by arrested militants. Another one later told me that that serviceman wanted to hang 
himself up, but his cellmates managed to talk him out of that.
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The “dungeon” was a narrow 
basement room under the stairs 
which was so small that it was 
impossible even to stretch out 
on the floor. Several Ukrainian 
servicemen were there as well. One 
of them was thrown to a “general 
cell” and, judging by his screams, 
there he was beaten by arrested 
militants. Another one later told 
me that that serviceman wanted to 
hang himself up, but his cellmates 
managed to talk him out of that.
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They would not let us sleep. The light was turned on all the time, day and night. The guards 
watched us all the time and as soon as someone tried to close their eyes, there was a scream: 
“Don’t you dare to sleep, Ukrainians!” If they saw us falling asleep anyway, they would rush into 
the cell and beat us up. 
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The food was brought two 
times a day but there were 
no plates. We had to pick 
up dirty disposable ones 
which had already been 
used several times and 
were lying on the floor. 

The porridge was put 
there. There were no forks 
or spoons. We had to be 

inventive to be able to eat 
at least something.
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Russian special agent in balaclava was present at the second interrogation as well. She 
used my page on VK social network to contact some people from my friend list and send them 
messages. I do hope, that did not cause any harm to them. 
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We were mostly beaten by wooden bats and rubber batons. It turned out later that I had three 
ribs broken. They would all the time ask me about my contacts and who had been with me. I told 
them about the photographer that he was in Mariupol and  they would not be able to reach him. I 
was absolutely sure about that. Maybe that was why they believed me. It turned out later that the 
photographer was in Donetsk at that time, but fortunately they did not search for him. 
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Before beating up, they tried to lecture me. “Do you know, what kind of person Putin is? Do you 
know what a hero Strelkov is? Do you know that the Right Sector stabs all Russians?”No one 
would ever believe that nonsense. When they tell you such that with serious faces you nearly can’t 
help laughing. Maybe, they kept telling me that to persuade themselves?

Then, the torture would continue and finally I would be sent back to my cell.



65



66

Actually, it was difficult to call that narrow basement space in the SSU 
building “a cell”.  We slept on a concrete floor which was covered in some 
pieces of torn cardboard.  It was in the summer and we were bothered by 
stiffness more than by cold. Everything was dirty and there was a constant 
smell of sweat. An ordinary prison cells seemed like a resort compared to 
that. 

People who were brought to those basements had no rights at all. What 
investigation are you talking about? Lawyers? Court? Oh, come on! You 
were detained and that was that. This means that you are guilty anyway. 
People who were taken by “DPR” were arrested for different absolutely far-
fetched reasons. You feel as if you had been taken to the USSR amidst 1937 
repressions. 

A lot of people are taken to such basements after they have been reported 
about by their neighbours who had been offended with them for some reason 
or just envied them. There was a woman in our cell who neighbours reported 
that she had been  helping the Ukrainian Armed Forces to locate militants’ 
“strategic objects”. This was nonsense, of course, but as there had been 
a signal, there had to be some action, so an arrest and interrogations 
followed. There were a lot of so-called “spotters”. If a person was walking 
with a torch at night it meant that he or she was a “spotter”, if a person 
called a wrong place it meant that he or she was a “spotter”, if a person 
cycled past servicemen it meant that he or she was a “spotter”. If besides 
that there was a flash memory card in their pocket it meant that this 
person was the Right Sector member. A lot of people who got there were 
freed after their relatives paid a ransom, so for militants arrests became 
a way of earning their living. When I was detained, my friends tried to find 
those who were in charge of that “business” but they answered that I was a 
“political” prisoner so no one would help me as it was dangerous.
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I spent two days in the 
SSU basement and then they 

took me and one more guy 
to another prison which was 

situated in anarmy recruiting 
office on the outskirts of the 
city. 
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It happened at a gasoline station where we were 
loaded from the trunk of one car to the trunk of 
another one and driven further.
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That guy was 
from Shakhtarsk 
(a town in the 

Donetsk region). 
He was detained 
for speaking on 
the phone which 
was wiretrapped. 

According 
to militants’ 

information, he 
had been talking 

to the Right 
Sector or some 
other Ukrainian 

battalion 
representatives 
and he had been 
asked, militants 
said, about their 

checkpoints.
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We were transported in a boot of a car. When we arrived, we had to walk past rows of militants. 
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The prisoners kept in that military enlistment office were mostly alcoholics and those who 
violated the curfew. They were beaten of course, but not severely, as they were not against the 
regime. And finally real Ukrainians were delivered so everyone tried to beat them as forcefully 
as they could.  
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I remember one man whose 
name was Albert. He was drunk 
all the time and he was very 
angry with the Ukrainians 
who had killed his son. He 

wanted to hit us with all the 
aggression possible but as 

he was drunk, he kept missing 
and I thought that I even 

felt certain embarrassment 
because of that.
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First, my involuntary companion and me are ushered into a tiny metal cargo box. It seemed that it 
was used for storing tools. It was too tight for one person and it was practically impossible for 
two people to sit in it. When one person wanted to move, another one had to move simultaneously 
as well otherwise it would be impossible to fit into it. 
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We managed 
to get through 
the night somehow 
but in the morning it 
became sunny. Our tiny 
torture room became 
red-hot and we were on the 
brink of fainting.  I started 
beating on the walls with my 
legs asking for water.
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We were taken out of the cargo box. We were lucky. A doctor came to the army recruiting 
office by chance that day. He saw that we were nearly dead. He gave us three shots of medicine 
each and cleaned our wounds. We were given a bottle of water and then thrown back to the 
cargo box.
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It the morning we were taken out again. They told us we would be placed into a general cell, 

together with offenders. 
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To make our life harder they attached the guy and me to each other with metal handcuffs. My 
companion had been shot though the foot and his arm was bandaged. I had a huge bruise on my 
hand after being beaten with rubber batons and wooden bats.  The doctor had treated it but it 
took a long time for it to heal. It meant, we both had wounds on out right hands and we were 
attached to each other with them. 



79

That was incredibly painful and cruel. We spent ten days like that. At some moments I didn’t 
feel my arm at all. Ten days we were like Siamese twins: we ate together, we were beaten 
together, we were taken to mock executions together. 



80

While seating in that cell I would sometimes sink into a state of stupor which I would 
be woken up from by this guy I was attached to: he would jerk his arm and I would see him 
crossing himself. It was painful as the handcuffs were nearly tearng my swollen arm. They say 
there are no atheists at war... I also prayed silently, thanking God for everything. 
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There were all kinds of minor offenders in our cell. Some had been caught pickpocketing, 
some had violated the curfew, some had been drunk or had said something insulting to militants. 
Those people surprised me. As a punishment, the new authorities sent them to cut cars that had 
been confiscated from their owners for scrap metal. Those were new good cars. So when those 
offenders came back from work, they continued discussing how they would cut cars next day. One 
of them even said that after serving his sentence he would not go anywhere and would continue 
working there, militants gave him food, he had where to sleep and didn’t need anything more than 
that and if he was beaten that was for some reason. This was how mentality of slaves manifested 
itself.
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One quard was kind to us. He 
was secretly brinding plastic 
cups with tea in the pockets of 
his uniform.
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And we were beaten again and again. Two more times we were taken to mock executions. First 
time we were woken up by drunk guards in the middle of the night.  They took us to a room where 
their drunk commander was having fun with whores. He came up to us and started waving his gun 
in front of us. That was one of the most horrible moments. It was impossible to talk to him 
and we just stood in front of him without moving. I do not know how we managed to endure that 
without a breakdown. 



84

Next time we were taken to some terricone, given spades and told to dig graves for ourselves. 
However, those rascals quickly grew tired of the show and we were taken back. I was told that 
I would remain alive and my mate was told that he would be executed. I still don;t know what 
happened to him. Is he still alive or did they realize their threat?  
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They let me go on the tenth day of my captivity in a new prison. It happened all of a sudden. One 
day we asked if we could at least wash ourselves as during all those days when we were attached 
to each other with handcuffs we hadn’t had such an opportunity. We were dirty and covered in 
blood.  We smelt awfully. They brought us a bucket with water and opened the gates. 

One of militants 
was standing on the 
platform where they 
were cutting cars 

for scrap metal and 
he was just going to 

paint one of their vans 
in camouflage colours. 
Having looked at me 

he asked: “Well, artist, 
can you paint this van 

camouflage?” - “No 
sweat”, said I. At that 
moment I was happy 
to spend at least 
a moment without 

those handcuffs. So, I 
started painting that 
van. Someone said: 

“You do this and you 
can go home.” First, 
I didn’t believe that, 
but they really let 

me go. My T-shirt was 
all covered in blood, 
they gave me a shirt 
and even some money 
to pay the bus fare. 
However, they didn’t 

have my documents as 
they had remained in 

the SSU building. 
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I managed to get home somehow, my girlfriend was waiting for me there. Next day we went to 
hospital, I had my ribs X-rayed and it really turned out that my ninth and tenth ribs on both sides 
were broken. The hospital was not far from the SSU building and my girlfriend told me: “Let’s 
go and take your documents.” Now I understand that I had to leave Donetsk as soon as possible 
without any documents at that time. But then my brain did not work at all and my intuition did not 
tell me anything. I entered the SSU building and I remained there. No one gave me my documents back, 
on the contrary, they looked at me in a surprised way and asked: “What? Are you already free?” And 
the next thing I knew was that they took me to the basement again. However, there were no more 
interrogations and no one touched me. From time to time we had to do some work, like digging 
trenches or doing something on the front line.
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Militants were there as well. Someone had been caught drunk, someone had fought with other 

militants. There weren’t only ordinary soldiers. There was a man in my cell who had occupied 

a high position and had stolen something. He was waiting for an exemplary execution. Despite 

that he remained a full-hearted “DPR” supporter as all other inmate militants. There was also 

that Dmitriy, he was the boss in our prison: he had set a timetable for smoking breaks and 

he watched the way food and other things that had been brought by prisoners’ relatives were 

distributed. He told us about “boys crucified by the Ukrainian Armed Forces in Slovyansk” and 

about “concentration camps” that were awaiting the Donbas residents in case Ukraine wins. I was 

looking at him and thinking: “You are to be executed tomorrow and you still believe that.”
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I remember one more “militant”. He was short, but well-built and he had  been imprisoned 
many times. He would tell us that he had killed three people. He would describe how he killed a 
police officer who was raping his girlfriend. He was imprisoned for beating other militants 
who were drinking while on duty.

One day they brought a new captive into our cell. He was a middle-aged man wearing white 
trousers and a shirt, it looked as if he had been arrested at work. He was an old acquaintance 
of our imprisoned cellmate — a police officer who had caught him several times. After this 
meeting in prison, they would sit closely together and talk about good old times: “Do you 
remember, I was chasing you? Do you remember, I was running away from you?”
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There were also some freaks there. One Russian mercenary was thrown into our cell one day. 
He looked like a wild beast and he behaved aggressively. One more new inmate appeared in our 
cell that day as well.  His call name was Militant. So, that Russian started asking him about 
the war: where he had been and where he had fought. When they started discussing Slovyansk, 
the Russian caught him on some lie. Then, he became absolutely wild: he charged at his cellmate 
and started beating him. Such an unexpected development of events really shocked us.
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Among the prisoners there were also Ukrainian doctors. They had gone to pick up wounded and 
got captured. That wad the time when Zakahrchenko, who had sold chickens before the war and then 
became “the head of the republic” decided to  make a humiliating “captives’ parade” in Donetsk. He 
told everyone that Ukrainian servicemen who were forced to parade there were “cruel beasts” and 
“castigators”. If fact, they were usual servicemen including some medics from my cell. 
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One day one of my 
sell mates 
(a militants 

captured for some 
minor offense) 
were taken to 

work in the kitchen 
in ex-Liverpool 
Night Club. We 

were picked by a 
famous character 
who called himself 

special forces 
officer Lynx. He 
told us at once: 

“You are going to 
paradise”. If to 

compare with the 
prisons we had 

been in before, he 
was actually right. 

The conditions 
were quite liberal 

there. 
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One of our new cellmates even managed to be dead drunk for four days running. Our prisoners 
didn’t know how to punish him. To imprison? But he was already imprisoned. There were some 
niches in the walls of that night club where there was London Vodka. We would take it in the 
evening and remember peaceful times over a drink. What could people like the ones who were 
there talk about? Mostly, they would tell others some adventures that happened to them when 
they were drunk. We watched TV as well, though there were only Russian or separatist channels.
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Sometimes kidnapped people were 
brought to the hotel. There is one of 
them on this drawing. He was dressed in 
Shrek’s mask on his head.
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The hotel was situated in the university dor-
mitory’s yard. In September, a few students from 
Africa who returned to study were brought to us. 
It was rather strange that they had decided to 
come back as far as it was a hot phase of war 
and all educational institutions were closed 
that time.
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Finally, my imprisonment 
finished. Marina, my girlfriend 

helped me. She had worked in the 
penal system but when the “DPR” 
came to power, she left work. 
Somehow she managed to find 
a person who occupied a high 

position in the “DPR”. He became 
interested in my fate. I had been 
imprisoned for a month and half 
instead of ten days by that time 
which I allegedly had to spend 

there.  
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I was summoned to the SSU building again and militants were going to decide what to do 
with me. At that time there were two heads of the prison there, one of them had a call name 
Miner and another one was Butcher. None of them were there at that time and I was taken to a 
cell again. For several hours, from 9 a.m. to 5 p.m. I did not now if I was going to stay prison 
or to go out of it.  Finally, one of then arrived and commanded: “Ok, let him go.” So, I was free. 
That time I decided not to play with my fate and to leave Donetsk as soon as possible. I physi-
cally could not stand being in the city as my teeth would clench at the sight of camouflaged 
people. Besides, I had developed a persecution mania by that time. 

Each car that 
was pass-

ing by, each 
glance made 

me stressed. I 
wanted to draw 
everything that 
had happened 
to me immedi-
ately after my 
release, but 

friends talked 
me out of that. 
They told me: 

“Don’t you try to 
draw anything: 
if they come to 
your place and 
see your draw-
ings you will 
be imprisoned 

again.” That was 
why I didn’t even 
do any sketches. 
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By that time it was possible to leave Donetsk by car or by bus 
only, train connection had been cut off. I bought a ticket to 

Krasnoarmiysk at Pivdenny Bus Station. There were checkpoints near 
that town. We went through the “DPR” and I saw aUkrainian flag far 

away. It was a flag of freedom. I was entering a new life... 
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