
Notes from Ukraine. Monday, March 1 

 

Dear sisters and dear brothers, 
 
March 1 is the first day of spring in Ukraine. I read on one of the local internet sites that “it is 
a day for which people always wait with longing.” The Ukranian first day of spring started in 
Kyiv with a snow storm. In the morning everything was white on the streets. But most of us 
did not look for the first snowdrops or other signs of nature waking to life; above all we 
looked for the disturbing signs of war: another bombardment, sirens, news of what’s 
happening on the streets, and how the world is reacting to the events. 
 
Last night Misha Romaniv called from Fastiv. I was very worried about them because the 
firefights started on the streets of the city after 8pm. The Ukrainian army shot down a 
Russian airplane, which crashed somewhere nearby. One could see from a distance burning 
columns of military vehicles. It all started to feel intense, and almost immediately, close to 
80 people from the neighborhood came to us looking for shelter. Some of them with their 
dogs, cats, and other animals. There was never a lack of animals around the House of Saint 
Martin, starting with horses and donkeys and ending with parrots and some colorful birds. 
Father Pawel keeps a dog in the priory, and Father Jan has great sympathy for cats. The 
brothers understand well that people don’t want to leave their animals behind, especially 
since nobody knows what is going to happen and when they will come back home. Someone 
arrived on a motorbike; specially designed bags for the transportation of cats were attached 
to a brand new Honda. The volunteers from Poland brought with them in their minivan some 
food and, the most needed items among them, a couple bags of dog food. Father Misha was 
delighted. 
 
Someone else stopped in a very elegant car and took out a more than 10 kg sturgeon which 
must have cost a fortune, and he donated it to the House of Saint Martin. He was on his way 
to his family or friends but decided that the food will be more useful for us. At present, all 
the exits from Fastiv are guarded by soldiers. Everybody is afraid of the continuous 
escalation of events and the streetfights. Even more so now that the Chechens apparently 
showed up in the city. 
 
Luckily, Brother Igor Selishchev whom I mentioned yesterday safely arrived in Fastiv by train 
through Przemysl and Lviv. His travel was peaceful, and the train arrived on time. Igor is from 
Donetsk. He has just finished his religious formation and studies in Krakow. Now he has 
joined us, the Brothers of the Vicariate of Ukraine. 
 
The Master of the Order, Father Gerard Timoner III, wrote to us yesterday. He tried in vain to 
call me and Father Peter Balog but somehow couldn’t succeed. The brothers and sisters from 
the whole world are now united with Ukraine. It is very important to all of us. And not just 
the Dominicans worry about us. 
 
It is good that the pandemic taught us how to work online. At noon we had a Zoom meeting 
of the priests serving the diocese of Kyiv-Zhytomyr and our Bishop Vitalij. He remains here in 
Kyiv. The priests are a little nervous, but most of them are still in good spirits. Even the 



oblates from Chernivtsi, who are almost completely cut off from the world. More often than 
not they are sitting with their parishioners in the basement of the church. 
 
I would like today to write a little bit about these unusual women: the religious sisters. As 
Father Misha just told me, he was looking today for some way to bring an oven for baking 
bread from the east side of Kyiv. (This is the most dangerous region of the city, and one has 
to cross the bridge over the Dnieper.) There were no volunteers. He almost lost any hope of 
doing it when Sister Anastasia from Slovakia who serves at the Caritas Center said that she is 
getting in her minivan and will bring the oven. I hope she will get to Fastiv safely. I know I 
would not have the courage to do that. 
 
The sisters from the Dominican congregation in Zolochiv in western Ukraine were feeding 
war refugees on the Polish-Ukrainian border crossing in Rava-Ruska. The first moments of 
evacuations, lines 25 km long, endless human drama, tears, uncertainty, separated families… 
These brave women in white habits stayed with those people. Sister Matthew told me that 
today on the way to the border one could see a lot of abandoned cars, travel bags, and 
personal items. In Chortkiv the Dominican sisters are sharing their basement, which is 
normally a classroom, with their neighbors. The city has frequent air-raid alarms, but no 
shots have been fired yet. 
 
Last night I wrote in the letter to my Provincial: “One more thing… It moved me very deeply 
personally. Please pray for Nikita, our postulant who is in Kharkiv, and Kirill, who is now in 
our priory with one of the families from the parish. He is considering joining the Order but 
will probably have to wait. Even today he told me that maybe he could wait as a Lay 
Dominican. It is some strange sign that the two youngest Dominican “infants” are in the city 
under bombardment in eastern Ukraine. Sign, witness…” At night Kharkiv was heavily 
bombed. The shooting keeps going anyways. This afternoon I talked to Kirill — the rocket fell 
close to the priory. He is holding up well; I didn’t feel in his voice any fear or doubt. Amazing. 
Let us pray for them. 
 
A moment ago I heard a number of strong explosions in our neighborhood. It was the first 
time they were that loud. A moment later we saw pictures on the internet showing that it 
was a rocket attack on the TV tower located about a mile away from our priory. They missed. 
 
We are receiving a lot of emails and phone calls with the offer of help. My heart is welling 
with hope, and I’m authentically moved by your readiness to help. We are not capable 
however, especially in Kyiv or in Fastiv, to coordinate material help, facilitate refugee 
transfer to Poland, or organize transport of things. Please act in your own locations, 
wherever you live. If we need anything and we know it would be possible to achieve, we will 
let you know, and we will ask you. 
 
Please connect to our Dominican priories in Poland — I know that my brothers and sisters 
are up to the task. You can write to Marzena from the group Charytatywni-Freta in Warsaw 
(charytatywni.freta@gmail.com) who is coordinating help for us. She will know what to do 
and together with her coworkers will make sure that the gifts can eventually find their way 
to us. You can always support us financially. We are gathering means that we intend to use 
now and also in the future. I know for sure that they will be very needed. At the end of this 
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letter, I am attaching information about our bank. 
 
Here “on the front lines” we are not able to deal with this ocean of good initiative from the 
whole world, and we have to stay focused on those who are immediately next to us. 
 
I want to send you my warmest greetings. 
 
Jarosław Krawiec OP, 
Kyiv, March 1, 2022, 6pm 
 
Account Name: Polska Prowincja Zakonu Kaznodziejskiego O.O. Dominikanów 
Address: ul. Freta 10, 00-227 Warszawa, Polska 
Bank: BNP PARIBAS BANK POLSKA S.A. 
Address of bank: 2, Kasprzaka str., Warsaw, Poland 
Branch Code: 16000003 
Account Numbers (IBAN): 
PL 03 1600 1374 1849 2174 0000 0033 (PLN) 
PL 73 1600 1374 1849 2174 0000 0034 (USD) 
PL 52 1600 1374 1849 2174 0000 0024 (EUR) 
SWIFT code (BIC code): PPABPLPK 
With the note: "War in Ukraine" 
 

 

 

Notes from Ukraine. Monday, February 28 

Dear sisters and dear brothers, 

 

Partly out of exhaustion, partly out of hope of sleeping throughout the night without the 

snoring of my “companions in misery”, I decided to stay in my cell and in my bed. It was a 

good choice. I fell asleep a little later anyways, but at 5:30 in the morning, I was awakened 

by the sound of a firefight which lasted a couple minutes. The whole event was rather loud, 

so I’m guessing that something was happening in the vicinity of our priory. I managed to fall 

asleep again and even sleep through Matins, which is the morning prayer with my brothers. 

Sleep is now in short supply for many if not all in Ukraine. Very few people can afford to 

sleep through the whole night. Brothers who know me well are aware that I like to take a 

nap during the day and normally sleep through the night. Now it’s hard even in the middle of 

the night to truly shut your eyes. One of the brothers who is very involved in helping others 

told me that he has to force himself to eat. So far, I look at this with the hope of losing a 

couple pounds. Putin prepared for us all living here a war “miracle diet.” 

 

Since 8 in the morning, we could finally go out on the streets of Kyiv after 38 hours of 

curfew. We immediately went in search of open stores to resupply our food reserve. A 

beautiful sunny morning and life on the street elevated our spirits! We managed to get into 



the open supermarket located at the neighboring subway station. Inside were crowds of 

people. To my complete surprise, I managed to get a couple loaves of fresh bread. Not an 

easy task here. The line to the cashier was an hour long. Even some homeless guy whom I let 

in front of me (after getting approval from the people around, of course) was very confused 

by the whole situation; he kept repeating that it all looks like the “Soviet Union.” I am very 

grateful for your financial support, thanks to which at this moment we don’t have to worry 

at least about how to shop for ourselves and for all the people who are finding shelter under 

our priory roof. Even the anonymous homeless man received today a little bit of your 

“generous heart.” Obviously one can see in the store many soldiers with weapons or 

volunteer defenders of Kyiv — they are not here to intimidate anyone but simply to do their 

shopping. All stores are watched by the military because those are potential places where 

terrorist acts could happen. 

 

Together with a couple people who shelter with us, we took a car and drove to the city 

center. I went to the cathedral to finally pick up medical kits distributed for priests by the 

bishop’s curia, and the ladies went to their own apartments to take more of their most 

necessary personal belongings. Today nobody was at Mass in Kyiv’s cathedral of Saint 

Aleksander. Yesterday was very similar because nobody was allowed to leave their houses. 

At noon when I went to the cathedral, I saw only some homeless men — there are a lot of 

them on the streets of our capital. Unlike most of us, they obviously have nowhere to go. 

 

When I was driving by the Saint Sophia Cathedral and heavily guarded main headquarters of 

the Ukrainian security services, I was wondering if a car with Polish registration plates would 

raise some suspicions. I was wearing my white habit, and I was preparing all my documents 

and, in my head, all the explanations about who I am and what I’m doing here. At the 

checkpoint however, heavily armed Ukrainian soldiers didn’t even want me to stop, in visible 

contrast to all the cars ahead of me. Clearly as Polish citizens we are not regarded as a 

threat. 

 

Yesterday after I sent a letter to you, I met Ira and Nina who are finding shelter in our priory; 

the girls had just returned from the subway station. Would you believe that they went there 

with two heavy bags full of books!!! It was a risky endeavor because nobody was allowed to 

leave their houses. They decided however that people who are spending long hours 

underground in the subway station Lukianivska would need not only bread but also good 

word. They told me that the books were distributed instantaneously. They told me also that 

at the station on both tracks were railcars with open doors so that people could sit and lay, 

not only at the platform but also inside the trains. Ira and Nina for many years have been 

connected to the Dominican-led Institute of Saint Thomas in Kyiv. One can tell that the 

Dominican formation and the love of the word did not go in vain, if these two women risked 

leaving the safety of the priory to deliver books to the people. 

 

Father Jakub Nesterowicz celebrated Mass last night at the parish of Christ the King in 

Khmelnytskyi; our house is located in this parish. Just before the end of the Mass, they heard 

the wailing of the sirens, and people stood up rapidly. The pastor quickly finished reading 



the announcements, Father Jakub gave the blessing, and everybody hurried to the 

basement. I’m sure that the words “Go in the peace of Christ” sound very strong in moments 

like this. 

 

I talked today with Nikita who is a candidate to the Order and comes from Kharkiv. I know he 

is under the heavy attack of the enemy. Nikita stayed with his parents who don’t want to 

leave the city yet. They live close to the subway station, so they often go down there to hide 

during the alarms. He said that most of their neighbors stayed in place. They haven’t left. 

Kyiv is somewhat different. 

 

At this moment Brother Igor Selishchev is on his way back to Ukraine. He is from Ukraine and 

is a deacon. He has just finished his formation in Krakow and seeing the development of 

events, strenuously asked the provincial for permission to return to his homeland and serve 

the people there. His heart was breaking when he was just sitting in peaceful Krakow. I hope 

he will get to us safely. 

 

The situation in Fastiv is a bit nerve-wracking. Everybody is afraid of the fights in the city’s 

surroundings. There is a risk that the Russian tanks might arrive from the direction of Byshiv. 

In the House of Saint Martin, people are making huge numbers of pierogies and baking 

bread; they are preparing food for the needy and the defenders of the city. 

 

Last night on my Facebook profile I shared the information that, as a result of the Russian air 

raid on the airport of the Antonov factory in Gostomel outside of Kyiv, one of the biggest 

and most powerful airplanes in the world was burned; it was called AN-225 “Mrija”. It’s 

name could be translated as “Dream.” And it truly was: any arrival of Mrija to any airport 

was a great event and fulfillment of the dreams of aviation fans. You might remember that 

this very Mrija delivered the masks and medical equipment to Poland at the beginning of the 

pandemic. I’ve seen the plane personally once at the aviation show in Berlin. It seems that 

even the great Mrija, this great dream and pride of Ukrainian aviation, can be destroyed. It is 

a sad truth about our life! This war buried already many Mrijas and many dreams of 

hundreds of thousands of Ukranians. I believe however, as I look at my Order and at 

everything we do as Dominicans in Ukraine, that the new reality will bring even greater and 

more beautiful Mrijas. Dear friends, remember that if somebody or something dares to 

destroy your Mrija, your dream, it doesn’t mean that it is the end yet. The Ukranians teach 

us all today when they dream about their free, peaceful, and growing homeland. They fight 

for these dreams and are ready to pay dearly. I see it in the eyes of “our boys and girls” 

defending Kyiv. 

 

I send you my warmest greetings and ask for your prayer! 

 

Jarosław Krawiec OP, 

Kyiv, February 28, 2022, 5pm 

Notes from Ukraine. Sunday, February 27 



Dear sisters and dear brothers, 
 
I haven’t gone anywhere today, since it is forbidden to walk on the streets of Kyiv since last 
night at 5pm until Monday at 8pm. At dawn I only peeked through the bars of the gate at the 
depopulated Derevlinska Street and the neighboring intersection. A couple of empty buses 
have passed by and two ambulances. My heart was pained when I saw parents holding fast 
by the hand two of their little children who were dragging small suitcases. I guessed that 
after the night in a shelter or basement, they were returning to their house. Since yesterday, 
an air raid warning has been announced in Kyiv — people are urged to stay in safe places. 
Many hide at the subway stations — anyone who has been to Kyiv knows they are very 
deep, just like the one located not far from our priory. I’ve heard that large screens are set at 
the platforms, and they play cartoons to help children survive the difficult times. 
Unfortunately, most of the stations do not have restrooms; there are only floors at the 
platforms and the corridors. 
 
Across the street from the priory and my window, there is an apartment building. Yesterday 
after 10pm, there was not a single light in its windows — normally, all of them are lit. Here 
and there one could notice only small signs that someone still lives inside. One could also 
hear from across the fence voices of people who were probably standing at the entrance to 
the basement. Many people left Kyiv, and those who stayed follow the recommendation of 
the authorities to keep the blackout at night. 
 
The night passed peacefully for us. The whole neighborhood was relatively quiet. Again 
some of us slept in the basements, some in their own rooms. During the day however, we 
could hear shootings. Sometimes closer, sometimes farther away from us. I stopped writing 
just right now, and I went to the courtyard because the noises got louder, but a man from 
the building security who had been sitting at the gate came to me and advised me not to go 
to the street, since the fights are nearby. Apparently a block away from us, the territorial 
defense forces established their own base, and very recently a couple of “boys” were 
wounded. “Boys” is how we speak about adult men here. The word doesn’t carry any 
pejorative meaning and in the present situation more than ever, is used both by younger and 
by older: “our boys” carries a great respect for their courage and pride. The shots seem to be 
coming from somewhere really close. 
 
Fastiv also has been quiet. Through the night, one could hear the sounds of the fight for the 
airport in Vasylkiv, about 40 km away; the wind was carrying a distinct smell of gasoline from 
the burning oil depot. Almost everybody came down to the shelter, which is the chapel 
under the church. In Fastiv, the people who are bravely persisting there are not just our 
fathers and the lay volunteers from the Center of Saint Martin, but also Dominican sisters - 
missionaries from “Zielonka”. Their monastery is located just next to the church. The sisters 
normally serve at the parish, teach catechesis, and work with children at the Center of Saint 
Martin. Today, however, they do everything that is necessary, which means they serve 
others with their lives, with courage and love. 
 
Just a moment ago, I got a phone call from my friend, a parishioner in Chortkiv. He lives in 
Oryshkivtsi, a village belonging to our parish. He told us that they had an alarm at night and 
that the Ukrainian planes were circling over their heads, and in the village itself they caught 



two suspicious individuals from the Luhansk Oblast with some sort of signal torches in their 
backpacks. He prays with his family a lot, and children especially urge their parents to pray. 
Somehow they understand in their hearts what is important! At the end of our conversation, 
Marek said: “God is with us because the truth is behind us.” It’s hard to say it simpler and 
more to the point. 
 
The problem of Russian saboteurs is very serious; they are appearing not only in Kyiv or 
Fastiv, but also in other places across Ukraine. 
 
I would like to tell you today that this last Sunday of February and the first Sunday of war is 
for me a day of gratitude. Father Misha Romaniv shared with us joyful news. I mentioned 
yesterday that the youngest guest of the House of Saint Martin is David, who is eighteen 
today. Eighteen days ago he was born in the Donetsk Oblast. I call him in my thoughts David 
of Saint Martin. The Biblical David defeated Goliath with a rock from his sling. Today Ukraine 
is like David, bravely standing with courage and hope against Goliath. Our little David 
escaped from war with his mom to Fastiv, and today during the Eucharist he was baptized. 
Deo gratias! 
 
The second reason for gratitude is the enormous amount of good that I see in the news, 
emails, phone calls, and texts from our brothers and sisters, Dominicans, lay Dominicans, 
and people around the world. I am convinced that this good crushes the power of the enemy 
and the prince of darkness, just like the sun which is not absent above Kyiv today. 
 
Browsing through the pictures on my phone, I found some photos from the exhibition of 
American photographer Julien Bryan who is known in Poland because of his moving 
photographs of Warsaw from the first days of war in September 1939. A couple months ago, 
his pictures of Ukraine from the years 1930-1958 were exhibited in the center of Kyiv and in 
Fastiv. The exhibition opened with a quote: “Wherever I went I soon discovered that when 
you break bread with people and share their troubles and joys, the barriers of languages, of 
politics, and of religion soon vanish. I liked them and they liked me. That was all that 
mattered.” — These are words of Julien Bryan written in 1951. 
 
Dear friends in Poland and around the world, thanks to you who help suffering Ukraine with 
great commitment, I can show with pride my Polish passport on the streets of fighting Kyiv. 
Today many of You break bread with the refugees from Ukraine in your homes, parishes, and 
centers. Today for many of you, the barriers of languages, of politics, and of religion have 
vanished. Today many of you heal with love the wounds inflicted by the madness of the 
tyrants. I’m grateful that you are! I would like to thank all of my brothers and sisters wearing 
white habits, lay Dominicans, my family, friends, and acquaintances, as well as the 
innumerable people with generous hearts who support us with their help and prayer. 
 
With warmest greeting from fighting Kyiv! 
Jarosław Krawiec OP, 
Kyiv, February 27, 2022, 3:30pm 
 

Notes from Ukraine. Saturday, February 26 



Dear sisters and dear brothers, 
 
I just came back from shopping - I managed to find a market still open in my neighborhood, 
despite the fact that almost everything in Kyiv is closed. Now I can sit down and try to describe 
what’s happening around us. 
 
The night was supposed to be difficult and dangerous in the capital of Ukraine. Luckily, the 
warnings about the possible mass-bombardments did not actualize, although in some regions 
of the town there were sporadic fights both with the use of heavy equipment as well as street 
shootouts. A lot of fighting happened in the vicinity of Kyiv, among others in the region of 
Vasylkiv, which is in the direction of Fastiv. When we were finishing our morning prayer, we 
got information that the city was already “clear” and that the enemy was pushed out. We can 
hear now, while I’m sitting at the computer, occasional distant explosions. 
 
This morning and the whole day is very sunny, inviting people to get out of home, although 
walks are not advisable because of the possibility of finding yourself under fire. If however 
something important needs to be done, one must act. Brothers Oleksandr and Thomas left in 
the morning to donate their blood. If we can manage to get to the city center and the cathedral 
we will collect the medical kits which the curia gives away to priests. Unfortunately, although 
we have a doctor among the people who stay with us, we don’t have too many medical 
supplies if they become needed. 
 
One can still see people on the streets of Kyiv. Many of them carry weapons - they check 
documents, especially from men, and they also check cars. On the way to the store, I passed 
one of those checkpoints. There are women among the defenders of Kyiv - at my checkpoint, 
I saw one beautiful, young Ukrainian girl with an assault weapon on her shoulder. I was 
checked by an older, bearded man, though. The Polish passport does not raise any suspicions 
in the present situation, rather sympathy. The subway system was turned into a shelter and 
functions only for a very short time of the day. So far, we still have communication (telephone 
and internet), water, light, and natural gas. Some of us, me included, spent the night in the 
basement. Our priory has two basements which also serve as ministry space, so the standard 
of living is not bad. At this moment, one of the basements is for women who stay with us, and 
the other for us and other men. Almost twenty people from our ministries have asked for the 
possibility to temporarily stay with us because their regular housing is located in the 
dangerous neighborhoods of the city, or they live alone, or their buildings have no access to 
basements or shelters. So you can see that our “war community” has substantially increased. 
 
There were street shootouts in Fastiv last night, some of them not far from our priory; local 
Ukrainian forces were dealing with Russian saboteurs. For this reason, a number of persons 
were seeking shelter in the chapel under the church. Father Misha stays in contact with the 
local authorities who try to ensure the safety of our neighborhood as much as they can. They 
know very well that the House of Saint Martin is a temporary home for many people, among 
them children, who try to hide from danger. 
 
A group of thirty children from Mariupol left yesterday for Poland. They will be hosted there 
by one of the parishes. We have received, however, another thirty from the Donetsk Oblast 
region. The youngest among these children is David, who is only sixteen days old, and he 



comes from the village of Zaitseve (Zhovanka), close to Bachmut in the Donetsk Oblast. Fastiv 
also became a shelter for people escaping from Kyiv. Among them is a foreign doctor and first 
response instructor from the Red Cross; they are now using the opportunity to train people at 
the Center of Saint Martin. The brothers and sisters are holding well. If the situation allows 
and we can safely travel by car to Fastiv, I will attempt as soon as I can to visit the brothers 
and to deliver health packages which got stuck with us in Kyiv a couple days ago. It’s hard to 
predict, however, when and if it will be possible. 
 
Father Ireneusz with a group of parishioners left Kharkiv yesterday and moved to Yazlovets 
(not far from Chortkiv, western Ukraine). They arrived safely, and now they are planning to 
continue to Zakarpattia. I just spoke a moment ago with our brother Bishop Nicholas. He sends 
his very best. He prays a lot for peace - yesterday they spent half the night at a vigil at the 
cathedral. He is also preparing places to receive war refugees. He intends to write a letter to 
his diocese asking for kindness in accepting refugees into their homes. So far there has been 
no fighting in Zakarpattia. 
 
Lviv is relatively calm, although one could hear sirens through the night warning of possible 
attacks. In the evenings, the streets seem empty, which for Lviv is something completely 
abnormal. Chortkiv is also peaceful. I talked to Father Julian Różycki who was just going to the 
church to celebrate his noon Mass, and he told me that there are significantly fewer people 
on the streets, and many stores are closed. In Khmelnytskyi, peace. Father Włodzimierz 
managed to come back to Khmelnytskyi from his vacation in Poland, although the trip took a 
long time; he left before the war started. Father Jakub says that a lot of people are 
volunteering for the army to defend their country, including some young men from our 
ministry. 
 
We are very grateful for your prayers, for all the words of support and solidarity. We try to 
answer, but it is not always possible to keep up with the number of emails, information, and 
phone calls. We are very grateful that you are with us and help Ukraine in so many ways, 
including materially. The state of our bank accounts is a great sign of your compassion and 
generosity. The means you send are very helpful: we can shop for all of the people who stay 
with us because credit cards are still working. It’s a very mundane thing, but in this moment 
very important. You are offering good for people who found themselves in war. Please help 
as much as you can all the Ukrainians who have escaped to Poland. Ukraine does not allow 
men of military age to leave the country, so women left alone, especially those with children, 
need your help. 
 
We are sending our warmest greetings to all of you, and we ask for the protection of the 
Protectress of our Order, Saint Hyacinth, and Saint Michael the Archangel who is the patron 
of the Dominican Vicariate of Ukraine. 
 
Jarosław Krawiec OP, 
Kyiv, February 26, 2022, noon 
 


