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	Some stories don’t stay quiet. They live in your bones. In the way you flinch at certain words. 
In the smell of your grandfather’s room.  In everything you were told to forget.

	Voices Within: Family Chronicles isn’t about 
a perfect family — it’s about surviving inside one that never quite made sense.

	It’s about growing up in Soviet Ukraine, where silence was safer than truth — and starting over in America, carrying all that silence with you.

	This isn’t a heroic tale. It’s one woman’s  
attempt to untangle the noise in her head and finally say out loud what no one else dared to name.

	Lana Stasek writes with grit, clarity, and
sarcasm — for anyone who’s ever felt like the problem wasn’t the family, but being too awake inside it. 
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	I dedicate this book to my children, 
Vlada and Vadim.

	 

	So you never have to silence the past —

	but can hear it, and grow.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	

	Author's Note. Before We Begin

	 

	Let’s not waste time — no sugarcoating, no polite intros. This is my voice, my memory, the way that I saw, heard, and held on. The people that stayed with me — in gestures, silences, and side glances. Generations that stitched together through habits, reactions, and unfinished sentences. This isn’t an archive. It’s a storm. And everything I write here — I write for myself first. So that if I ever lose track of who I am, this will be the anchor.

	If you’re thinking, That’s too much, Too personal, She swears — how rude — then congrats. You’ve stumbled upon something real. If this offends you, close the book. I won’t follow you nor explain.

	This is how I sound when I stop lying. Not for effect, but for oxygen. Because truth doesn’t always whisper — sometimes it slams the table just to be heard.

	This isn’t some family scrapbook with lace-trimmed captions. It has a pulse. It’s for remembering, not pleasing. I’m not here for likes — I’m here to hold on. To mark that we were here, and we lived.

	And if you think I went too far, misunderstood something, or got it all wrong — that’s fine. 

	This is my version. I never promised objectivity. 
I wrote what I lived, what I felt. If your truth is different — write your own damn book. I’ll read it. With respect. Maybe I'll cry, maybe not. That’ll be my deal to you.

	I can already picture my brother’s face: Why the swearing? Why so harsh? And in my head I’m answering, because that’s how I think. That’s how I speak when I stop pretending. And if you strip that away, it’s no longer my story — just a polite version. And I’m not here to serve you politeness.

	In 2023, something clicked. Not gently — more like a slap from the inside: It’s time. While someone is still alive to ask, while the memory still has edges. It wasn’t nostalgia — it was urgency. 
A pulse that said, Move.

	So, I started the “smart” way. Genealogy sites, a few calls. They all sounded polished — heritage trees, gold-trimmed certificates, family crests which I’d never seen. And the price? Corporate. Ridiculous. It felt like hiring a stranger to write your eulogy: elegant, hollow, and scripted about someone they’d never met. Charts, sure. But no stories. No faces. No one to say, “I knew her.”

	So, I said no. I’ll do it myself.

	I started with my father’s side and reached out to my niece, Oksana Bogolyub. Big family there — half of the names meant nothing to me. Then Tamila, my cousin from my dad’s sister’s side, joined in. And slowly, we started sketching the tree. It grew — branches, stories, strange turns, unexpected connections. But when I tried to organize it all, I hit a wall — just cold facts and names lined up like tombstones, stripped of any voice. If I were a great-granddaughter reading it, I’d fall asleep. There was no heartbeat, just a timeline: born, married, died. No rage, no tenderness or fear. Just numbers.

	That’s when I stopped. Because this was never meant to be a diagram — it was always meant to be a book, not a record, but a living story. Something you don’t just read, but feel. Feel them — their rhythm, their grit. And maybe, one day, someone that I’ll never meet will hold this in their hands and think, I didn’t come from nowhere. Someone cared enough to write it down.

	Total truth? I hate digging through public records and family forums. I’m not built for paperwork. I don’t want documents — I want connection. I’m not paying thousands to see my grandmother’s name typed by someone who’s never said it out loud. This isn’t a hobby or a legacy project. It’s a lifeline. A way to hold onto something real before it slips.

	Because I know what’s coming.

	I’ve seen the chain start to break, not as a metaphor, right in front of me. Grandma Ira. 
Aunt Lyuba. Aunt Nina. 

	One by one, they started to fade. First a word, then a name, then whole pieces of time. Some forgot where they were. Others forgot who they were. And I stood there thinking, This isn’t just memory loss. This is a pattern. A quiet signal pulsing through generations.

	What if I’m next?

	My mother’s side always seemed stable — sharp, composed, in control. But the brain doesn’t care about control. It flips a coin: heads, you stay; tails, you fade. And I’m the kind who always checks for the exits.

	Maybe this will end up meaningless. Maybe it’ll sit in some forgotten folder that no one opens. But if even one person, someday, stumbles across it and feels — even for a moment — that someone before them lived, cracked, stood back up, and told the truth anyway… then all this wasn’t wasted.

	This is me breaking the cycle, not just in blood, on purpose. Leaving a trace. Writing it down while I still can — loud, messy, unfiltered — so if I ever forget, the page will remember for me.

	 

	For those in the dark:

	Today is April 8, 2025. I’ll include dates here and there, not for drama, just so you can track what happened when. How old I was. How old others were. So if you care, you can do the math. Because if I’d stuck to the original plan, a neat genealogical structure, all you’d get would be names: stripped, weightless, forgettable. 

	A couple of weeks after I started writing, I circled back to this first chapter to clarify some things. Why? Because I showed a few people some fragments — to family and a few friends. Not for validation or praise, just to check two things: did I get the facts right, and is this boring? That’s it. I don’t need editors. I don’t need the grammar police. So, if you called our shared grandmother by another name — good for you. I didn’t. I called her what I called her. That’s my memory. Don’t whine about how there’s too much text — this is how much space it takes to tell the truth. I’m already trimming where I can, holding back where it matters, choosing clarity over indulgence. Cause and effect. Behavior and root. That’s the real family tree.

	Please don’t tell me, "This is too negative."  If death is "too negative," then good luck with life. I’m not inventing tragedy. I’m telling you how it felt. What it did to me and what I see now. That’s the point.

	I’ve decided, the chapters will be independent. Stand-alone. In the table of contents — names. Read the one about you, if you want. Skip it,    if you don’t. But here’s your warning: if you’re in my life, and you live in my memory then I might write about you. You can’t forbid memory.  You can only choose not to read it.

	So, if you get it, good - if not, I can’t help with that. The only person that I can influence here is myself. That’s who I’m trying to reach.

	And yeah, maybe it will seem strange: How does flying in dreams connect to leaving your husband? Why do I feel like I’m living someone else’s life? What does the Universe have to do with    a white wall? How is Chikatilo’s mother tied to my friend’s story? How do I avoid cleaning my house, but still keep things clean? Why is my husband banned from talking to me before 9 a.m.?

	I’ll explain — piece by piece — not to impress, but to show what mattered, and what shaped everything that came next.

	If you’re still here, you’re ready.

	Let’s begin.

	 

	Note to my English-speaking readers:

	This book wasn’t originally written with you in mind. It was meant for my people — for those who survived Soviet communal kitchens, where ten families shared one stove, one sink, and zero patience. For those who know what a Soviet classroom sounded like. And for those who understand how silence can say more than any confession ever could.

	But then my husband said, “I want to read it too — the real you, not just the translated version of your mood swings.”

	(He said it in English, of course — that’s his only language. Lucky guy.)

	So… here we are.

	Translating this wasn’t easy. Vlada and I read the text hundreds of times — sometimes out loud, sometimes while threatening to quit — just to make sure the soul of it didn’t get lost between languages. We wanted to make sure the American readers wouldn’t miss the weight of what it meant to grow up in a system where the truth was a whisper, not a headline.

	One more thing — English isn’t my native language. I chose to write this version myself, not because it’s easy, but because I wanted to try. It won’t be perfect. But I’m not chasing perfect. I’m chasing meaning.

	If the grammar gets weird sometimes — that’s part of the deal. I’m not here to impress. I’m here to remember.

	So, if something in this book made you laugh, sting, or stop for a moment — good. That means we did our job.

	Welcome in. The door’s open. Just take your shoes off — and don’t expect it to be comfortable.

	 


Introduction

	 

	This book isn’t about a perfect childhood    or some shiny redemption arc. 

	It’s the voice of a woman who’s been through it and somehow still kept her sense of humor. Not because life was kind, but because sometimes humor is the last shield between your sanity and completely losing it.

	You won’t find deep lessons here, no warm takeaways or a soft-focus inspiration. What you will find is this: what trauma actually looks like when it barges in and won’t leave, what it’s like to keep everyone else standing while you’re falling apart, what it feels like to live with a crowd    of voices in your head — all yelling over each other, all desperate to be heard. This isn’t a story of triumph. It’s a story about just getting through — with messy hair, bad words, and way too much coffee. It’s for those who laugh when they probably shouldn’t, for those who’ve stopped sugarcoating their memories, for those who are done with tidy little books where everyone hugs it out and floats off smiling. 

	These pages feel like a 2 a.m. kitchen — messy, but real. The kind of conversation that only happens when it’s too late to fake it and too quiet  to lie — with pajamas on, eyeliner smeared like  it was applied in a moving vehicle, no filters left, and everything spilling out. Everything that you’re about to read is unpolished, honest, and long past the point of performing. It’s not “inspired by” or “loosely based on” anything — it’s mine. My life, with all its bruises and comebacks, the “screw this” moments and the quiet, shaky “thank God I made it” ones. There’s no clean timeline, no tidy arc. This isn’t a curated series — it’s an old film reel: some scenes are sharp, others overexposed or blurred by emotions that I thought I’d buried. But every frame is real.

	Some memories are clear, like they happened this morning. Others drift in like a smell from childhood, or a voice that you half-remember. And then you realize that this is what shaped me. 

	Until I was 33, my whole life was rooted in one place — the city of Lisichansk. Yeah, that one: first Voroshilovgrad region, then Luhansk, then Ukrainian SSR, then Ukraine. The names changed, the borders shifted, but I stayed — same streets, same buildings, and that same stubborn feeling that life was always just about to start. As if you were almost there, but never quite landing.

	Quick note for the curious: Lisichansk is a city in Eastern Ukraine, it’s one of the oldest industrial centers in the Donbas. Back in the 18th century, it had the country’s first oil refinery. But to me, it wasn’t about maps or machinery. 

	It was about my mom’s soup, the burn of Soviet aftershave in the stairwells, and that aching feeling that maybe — just maybe — I wasn’t like the others.

	My family? If a modern therapist tried to label it, they’d probably call it a “high-functioning emotional warfare.” But back in the ‘80s and ‘90s, we didn’t have words like ‘trauma’ or ‘boundaries.’ We had rules and orders. We had stuff like, “Got the belt? Then you probably deserved it.” “Don’t talk back. Just go wash the dishes.”
I was hit, yelled at, and taught to curse — fluently, thanks. I’m not proud, nor ashamed. It's just the truth. That’s how I made it. This book has it all: the laughs, the bruises, the sharp side comments, and the truths that don’t always go down easily. There are some names — real ones. Family, friends, and strangers who brushed past and left a mark — sometimes a graze, sometimes a burn that never faded. And for those who like structure, yes — there’s a cast list at the end. Who’s who, who did what, and maybe who shouldn’t have made the cut at all.

	This isn’t some tidy memoir or dramatic confession. It’s a reconstruction — a breadcrumb trail for future-me in case my brain decides to pull a disappearing act like it did for half of the women in my family. If my memory goes on vacation without any notice, I want something left behind. 

	Something that says, Yep, she was here and she wasn’t afraid to write them down. And if someone else stumbles across this along the way, I hope  it warms them. Or at least makes them laugh once and think, Okay, maybe I’m not the only one losing it.

	 

	P.S. Some names and details have been changed — especially when remembering too clearly would mean reopening something that I’d rather leave closed. A few people don’t know they’re in here and that’s on purpose. If you recognize yourself, maybe you were meant to. If not, don’t assume. Some names are real and some aren’t. I remember what I remember. This is my version. And as for the exes, being included at all is already generous.

	 

	 


Foreword. My Wound — My Path

	 

	These memories were never meant for anyone else — just me. A way to leave something behind for my daughter Vlada, so she’d know who I was before I simply became “Mom” — the one who cooks, nags, forgets where she put her phone, yet somehow always finds everything everyone else lost. For my family too, in case one day they decide to look past the everyday noise of “Why is the light still on?” and “Did you move my charger?” and wonder who I really was. But then Vlada read a few chapters, looked at me, and said, “Mom, this could actually help someone. Someone might start thinking differently about their own life.” That was the moment that I knew — this wasn’t just for me anymore. It had already started to grow into something else. Into the path that we all walk, the one that starts in pain — the kind you don’t talk about. The kind you carry quietly, thinking no one needs to hear it. But that’s where the power is — right there, in the mess.

	I once bought a seminar on an impulse — it was called The Sacred Wound, which sounded both majestic and mildly suspicious. The idea was simple: go where it hurts. Or, less elegantly put, where if it feels slimy — dive right in. And as ridiculous as the branding was, they weren’t wrong. That’s where it begins. Not in the polished answers, but in the places we usually avoid.

	Since childhood, two fears stayed with me well into adulthood. The first was dogs. It wasn’t just a feeling of unease — it was a full-body fear. I’d freeze, cross the street, or hold my breath until they passed. And no, I’ve never been bitten. That would’ve at least given the fear a shape. This was something deeper — more like an ancient alarm wired into my body, flaring up every time I saw a tail wag.

	Once, my grandmother Kseniya took me to a village healer in Lisichansk. Back then, in the late ‘70s, people still believed in this. They might not have trusted the government, but they trusted a woman in a kerchief who knew how to “pull the fear out.” It was called egg-rolling. They'd take a raw egg, usually from a village hen, and rub it slowly over your head and body while whispering prayers or old formulas. Then they’d crack the egg into a glass of water and look inside: bubbles meant evil eye, a stretched yolk meant fear, and streaks meant curses. It was half ritual, half diagnosis. The idea was simple: fear and sickness aren’t just in the body — they stick to your spirit. And you can draw them out, like toxins. That day, the woman said, “That’s it. You’re cured.” I was eight years old. I stayed afraid until I was forty. So maybe it didn’t work or maybe it did, 
just a little bit delayed. Like a seed buried too deep to sprout right away. Maybe healing doesn’t always come with fireworks. Maybe it comes quietly crawling under your skin until one day you find yourself doing the thing that once paralyzed you.

	That moment came when Robert, my husband, convinced me to get a dog. I was truly terrified, but agreed. Now? I have four. One of them is a Doberman — the kind of beast that used to haunt my dreams and I love him. That’s what the sacred wound looks like. That’s how it works. The thing that paralyzes you — that’s your path.

	My second fear? It might sound small, but it carved a groove into me just as deep — reciting poems on stage. I was five and it was one of those kindergarten concerts — paper snowflakes on the windows, a real pine tree in the corner, not fake as we didn’t even know fake trees existed back then, and a room full of grown-ups who smelled like winter coats and boiled cabbage. Someone pushed me toward the mic and said, “Say your poem!” I completely froze — ears burning, knees shaking, my whole body locking up like I was about to be punished. I couldn’t speak or breathe; everything vanished — the poem, my name, even the sense of who I was. After that, I never memorized poems again, not out of laziness, but as self-defense, so they couldn’t force me to speak. So, I wouldn’t have to be seen. 

	That moment planted something deep, and later, as an adult, I avoided stages, hated public speaking, dreaded presentations — anything that made me the center of attention. It wasn’t just nerves; it was a fear with a voice, whispering the same command every time, stay invisible, stay safe.

	Maybe someone reading this knows that voice too — that choking cold grip when all eyes are on you. Maybe your fear isn’t the stage, but it hides in the same place just wearing a different mask. If even one person recognizes their own shadow in mine, maybe they'll stop running from it. Say it, face it, bring it out of the dark because that’s where healing starts: not in silence, but in naming what hurts. And once you do, something begins to shift — quietly and slowly, but unmistakably. That’s when I started to understand: the sacred wound isn’t just about fear. It’s about shame, exposure, the part of you that you’ve tried to hide from everyone, including yourself. But God, or whatever other force, won’t let you stay numb. He presses right there, on the bruise, on the exact spot that you wish He’d skip. And somehow, through that pressure, through that ache, the light begins to leak through.

	I started writing just for myself — quietly, without an audience in mind — but when I realized it might help someone else, something had shifted. It gave the whole thing a meaning. Like climbing back onto that little stool to recite the poem — not the perfect, memorized kind, but the one that’s messy and real. About who I am, not who I tried to be. And if even one person reads this and thinks, I feel this too… but maybe I don’t have to stay stuck, then it matters. So, I’m speaking now — voice shaking or not. Because the fear, the hurt, all the stuff I used to hide — it’s no longer just baggage. It’s a doorway. And if you’re standing in front of it, hesitating — don’t. Come in, I’ve left it open.

	 


Chapter 1. I Was Born After Death

	 

	Before I was born, someone else was erased. My life began with a secret — a silence, a gap, something missing before I even arrived. In 1967, my parents got married. Before that, they’d already been together — how long, I don’t know, and I don’t care. Doesn’t matter. About a year after the wedding, my mother got pregnant. Back then, in the Soviet Union, being pregnant without a husband wasn’t just uncomfortable — it meant trouble. People talked, you could’ve lost your job. The system didn’t forgive that kind of thing. But in their case, that wasn’t the issue. My parents were married, in love or something close enough. That wasn’t the problem. The baby just wasn’t me. It was him, my unborn brother.

	From what I can tell, they started fighting right away. Not just arguing, but full-blown, walls-shaking fights. My mother had an atomic character inside of her. Everything had to be her way, or else. And here, clearly, something didn’t go her way — something big. At some point, she snapped, her temper was fast, destructive, with no brakes. She could burn the house down in seconds. And yeah, I got that from her. I couldn’t handle it for years and didn't even realize I had to. It only clicked when I turned forty. 

	When Robert showed up in my life. But that’s another chapter.

	Back to 1968. Another fight — and this one must’ve cracked something deep. She was eight months pregnant when she made the decision to end it — not because of medical complications or because the baby was already gone, but as a conscious, deliberate choice. Eight months. Let that settle in. In the Soviet Union, abortion past the first trimester was already restricted. After twenty weeks — it was basically illegal, unless the mother's life was in danger. At eight months, it was considered murder. And yet, it happened. Somehow, she found a way. Maybe she screamed her way through the hospital system or maybe she lied to the doctors. Maybe someone owed her a favor. I’ll never know. I just know this: he was almost born. A boy. And she erased him.

	It was only a few years ago, when I was almost fifty, that my father finally told me this story about what really happened. Maybe he just couldn’t carry that weight anymore or he thought I deserved to know. Maybe the truth had been knocking on the door too long to stay quiet. I remember just sitting there, stunned. Why now? After all these years, what am I supposed to do with this?

	And yet, a part of me knew that this wasn’t random. There had to be a reason. Some bigger alignment. 

	Maybe I was finally ready to hear it 
or the universe had a plan that I wasn’t aware of yet.

	That’s where my story starts. It didn’t start with joy. It started with a
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