Слайд 1
Hello, my name is Katya, I live in Bucha. which became known to the whole world because of the terrible events that took place here.
It all started on February 24, when I woke up to the sounds of explosions, news and the phone, which was mad with the number of messages and incoming calls. The first to call were the parents, who said those fatal words that later changed our lives forever. The war began, Russian planes bombed Gostomel, in the direction of our city, columns of Russian tanks were moving to Kyiv.
Слайд 2
There was a constant panic around. Queues in shops, ATMs and on the roads. Panic calls to all his acquaintances and disbelief that this could really happen.
In the afternoon, I saw smoke for the first time. Black, thick smoke rose over the airport in Gostomel. A series of explosions were heard from all sides during the day. That night, like the next few, we did not sleep.
Слайд 3
On February 28, the Kyivstar network completely disappeared, and a few days later all the others. On March 2, the light disappeared, followed by water and gas. There are two wells in our private sector that have allowed us to have water without endangering ourselves in the city center.
Слайд 4
The evacuation began on March 4. The first day of the green corridor was disrupted. I came to the evacuation site to see off my friend, who then decided to leave. But at one point, a Russian tank approached the assembly point, and the man sitting on it said there would be no green corridors today. As he said this, he smiled ugly and superficially, as if enjoying our helplessness.
The next few days were spent in thought. To evacuate or not? Different messages came from all sides. They said that somewhere they were holding hostages, somewhere they were shooting evacuation columns, somewhere they were just killing people. And this incomprehensibility pressed on everyone. I received all the known information through single calls to my friends.
Слайд 5-відео
The decisive factor in the decision to evacuate was the Russian tanks that drove along our street, stopping under the windows and spinning around the "towers" of tanks. It was March 9. We left on the 10th. The evacuation began at 10:00 a.m. We left the city at 11:00.
The farther we went from the city, the colder my veins became and my fingers trembled. Burned houses, broken windows, looted shops, shot cars with the inscription "Children", abandoned strollers for kids made me think very scary.
Слайд 6.-відео
Our green corridor ran from Bucha to Belogorodka. We drove the second in the column. Suddenly, the car in front of us turned onto the roadside and I saw them again. A column of Russian tanks with the letters Z was moving towards us. They passed us and stopped. Russian soldiers sitting on these tanks began to poke their machine guns into cars with horrible smiles on their faces. So we stood for a few minutes until they moved on. 
Слайд 7
After that, fortunately, nothing more happened and we reached our destination safely, where volunteers with food and hot tea, doctors and locals who were helping the police were waiting for us. It was then that I realized how united and sincere our people were, who simply took and helped others. Police officers who checked the documents joked with the children, volunteers who gave them candy and just ordinary people who helped each other.
