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	Dear Little Readers,

	 

	Welcome to a collection of tales born from the heart of a beautiful land. These stories are woven with courage, kindness, and enduring love for one’s home. Each page invites you to join a journey where imagination knows no bounds, the simplest of acts hold great power and hope always shines through.

	 

	You’ll meet characters who teach us the value of resilience, unity, and believing in ourselves. As you follow their adventures, may you also find the strength to cherish your dreams and the inspiration to make the world better.

	 

	These stories are more than just entertainment—they celebrate the spirit that lives in all of us, especially those who dare to care, to create, and to dream. May they guide, encourage, and fill your heart with wonder.

	 

	With love and best wishes,
Volodymyr Vakulenko-K.
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F A I R Y   T A L E   I

	--------------------------------------------

	 

	 

	Saint Nicholas Brings Peace
(A Tale of Truth)

	 

	 

	"It always seems impossible until it’s done."
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	Near a helpless little village, the war hissed with a fiery voice. Humanitarian aid flowed into the soldiers’ tents at the frontlines. But those who couldn’t leave their beloved land were left forgotten. Times were hard, and everyone in the war-torn rear knew it too well. Some even wounded soldiers would step out of their posts, seeking a chance to wash and change into clean clothes. In return, they would sincerely offer what little they had—cans of fish or preserved meat.
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	Saint Nicholas

	 

	Winter was approaching fast. Earlier, during the quieter days of autumn, Mykola had managed to harvest potatoes and store some vegetables. They still had enough supplies left. There was a chance to leave, but now it was gone. And truth be told, they no longer wanted to abandon their ancestral land for some unknown place. Mykola, from his childhood, had crooked legs, making it impossible for him to serve on the frontlines. Despite his ailment, he was a strong and capable man. His wife, Olenka, was a wise woman—she loved Mykola dearly, and together they had a little boy named Petryk. From the cradle, Petryk was stubborn, constantly clenching his little fists tightly. He brought joy to both Mykola and Olenka.

	 

	When the events on Maidan began, Petryk had pinned a yellow-and-blue ribbon to his coat and declared, "Mom, I won't let anyone hurt Ukrainians! Just wait—when I grow up, I'll make sure those who hate Ukraine pay for it!" But there were times when he had to hide that ribbon. After all, they lived in Donetsk, where the streets swarmed with those who opposed Ukraine's independence. The Shevchuk family was often called "Banderites," a derogatory term used by those who disliked Western Ukrainians. Olenka was originally from Sambir in the Lviv region, so the label stuck. Yet, when the war spread its skeletal wings, people stopped insulting them. They began to show respect, realizing that the Shevchuks had sensed the nation's pain from the very start.

	 

	As half-starved defenders appeared in the village, Mykola slaughtered all his livestock. He couldn’t bear to look into the frightened yet determined eyes of 19-year-old boys dressed in worn khaki and flimsy sandals, carrying what barely passed for weapons. Most of his supplies went to the soldiers. The villagers, too, began to grasp the gravity of the situation. The news on TV was filled with lies, incomparable to the harsh reality they faced daily. Slowly, the locals started gathering whatever they could spare for the soldiers. Some offered sturdy boots, others provided clothing, and others brought food. The elderly wept and blessed the young defenders: “Come back alive, our brave hawks…”

	 

	Mykola was a skilled craftsman. Everything he touched worked perfectly. Once, he had built a dugout, intending to use it as a drying shed for herbs and a rabbit farm. Above it, he constructed a greenhouse for growing vegetables, even during the cold months. The structures were sturdy and well-made, but fate had other plans. When the shelling began, an enemy bomb destroyed the greenhouse. Thankfully, the drying shed survived. Mykola repurposed it as a shelter, offering some protection from the shelling.

	 

	Outside, thick black snow fell slowly. Distant explosions echoed from the city. Mykola’s family, along with their elderly neighbors, took refuge in the converted drying shed. Petryk’s grandmother lived far away, and he had no memory of his grandfather. Thus, the elderly neighbors became like family to him. One evening, during supper, Petryk asked his mother, “Mom, will the war even burn down Christmas for us?”

	 

	“Why would you think that, son?” Olenka replied gently. “Saint Nicholas will come and bring peace to us all. Just wait a little longer.” She stepped away to hide her tears. How many innocent children had already perished? Why hadn’t she insisted on leaving before the enemy advanced? With her face buried in her hands, she silently wept, her heart heavy with regret and fear. But she knew she had to believe in peace. Without that belief, how could they go on? How could children survive a war without hope?

	 

	No one heard her quiet sobs, but a somber silence settled over the table. Petryk, thinking of Christmas, didn’t dare ask for a gift from Saint Nicholas—he had grown up too quickly.

	 

	Though frost painted strange patterns outside, the warmth of the fire crackling in the stove kept them inside the shelter. The cold house wasn’t appealing. Meanwhile, more people joined their refuge—four wounded soldiers and a young medic girl. Later, the soldiers brought folding beds, mattresses, and blankets. Mykola regretted not building a larger shelter when he had the chance, as there was little space left. News spread that many more wounded soldiers needed shelter, but with the freezing temperatures and the danger of transport, they had no choice but to place them wherever there was warmth.

	 

	December blanketed the anxious land with generous snowfall, leaving half the troubled month behind. The explosions became less frequent, and the distant rumble of war grew quieter. Mykola heard that the enemy’s strength had been broken in Ukraine and that a fierce civil conflict had erupted in the invaders’ homeland. Rumors spread that their president had been taken down by a sniper—on the very day of Saint Nicholas.

	 

	Olenka’s prophecy had come true. Petryk had never been happier with any gift. The entire country rejoiced! As the wind hummed its melody, a yellow-and-blue flag proudly flew over the village council building, singing the anthem of Ukraine.
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F A I R Y   T A L E   II

	--------------------------------------------

	 

	 

	The Sorcerer

	 

	 

	"The only thing necessary for the triumph of evil is for good men to do nothing."
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	The crooked hand of war is always an unwelcome guest. It destroys, terrifies children and adults, and drains the life from the land. Sadly, even a small war can arise when leaders plunge into deep debt. Great wars, however, are the playground of bankrupt presidents, where soldiers follow incomprehensible orders, and many perish. Along with them, countless civilians who fail to escape the conflict's path lose their lives. Worst of all, during such strife, outsiders often seize control of a nation, ushering in occupiers and those who support them—the separatists.

	[image: Image]

	NO WAR

	The second year of suffering had begun, no better than the first. At night, people bolted their homes tight. The trust had evaporated. If once they might have let a shivering stranger in to warm themselves, now fear prevailed. What if a furious occupier barged in and, displeased with the hosts, shot them on sight? By evening, everyone looked the same in camouflage. No one could tell friends from foes.

	 

	Rumors began spreading. They spoke of the separatists finding a sorcerer to aid them. Whispers told of prisoners being taken for his experiments. They claimed he turned captives into vegetables—quite literally—and that the concoctions made the occupiers crueler and impervious to any negotiations. Soldiers and volunteers alike knew of the sorcerer, not just from hearsay.

	 

	One day, a
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