
Table of Contents

Barking Through the Sirens

Alarms, Strikes, and Danger

Conversations Between Soldiers and Volunteers

We Hold On, Because We Must

A Sense of Closure

The Last Strike and Victory

A New Beginning

The First True Autumn Rain After the War

The City Prepares for the Cold

The Decision to Stay

Expectation

The Birth of the Puppies

The First Days of the Puppies


A Gift in Difficult Times

I never thought I would get a dog at such a moment. To be precise—at such a meaningless, dark moment in life, when the future felt uncertain and the present was just a series of identical days filled with fear and exhaustion.

The war had changed everything. Even the simplest things: the aroma of morning coffee, evening walks through the streets, the sound of the news on the radio—now everything carried an undertone of danger. But in the midst of this chaos, she appeared—a small, long-bodied, restless creature with sly eyes and long ears. A dachshund named Emma.

I got her for my birthday. I wasn’t celebrating. I didn’t want any presents—because what was there to celebrate when you didn’t even know what tomorrow would bring? But my friends must have decided that I needed some kind of comfort.

There was a box on the doorstep. Inside was a ball of short fur and two black, inquisitive eyes staring at me expectantly.

- So, man, are you ready? - her gaze seemed to ask.

I wasn’t ready. I wasn’t ready for many things in life—especially a dog. I had always thought having one was a big responsibility. But now, I had no plans, no work, not even a normal life. There was war. And there she was—a little dachshund who, just minutes after we met, had already settled onto my lap and was breathing loudly, as if we had known each other forever.

Hesitantly, I reached out and touched her ear. She lifted her head, looked at me, and suddenly nuzzled my palm with her nose. Warm, alive. A sensation swept through my chest—almost forgotten, something like comfort.

My wife was already far away. By then, my wife was already far away. She had left for America when all this hell began. We hesitated for a long time, but in the end, we decided it was for the best. She could work there and support us financially. And I... I stayed behind. I didn’t want to leave my home. But now, that home felt emptier than ever.

And so, instead of my wife, I had a dachshund. Long like a sausage, with legs that seemed far too short for her body—but that didn’t stop her from racing around the apartment, inspecting every corner, and causing chaos. She filled the silence my wife had left behind, and before I even realized it, I no longer felt so alone.

Ema’s First Adventures

Life with a dachshund turned out to be much more challenging than I had expected. You’d think a small dog—what trouble could she possibly cause? But Ema was a hurricane packed into a short-legged body.

On the very first day, she began exploring my apartment like a foreign scientist arriving on an unknown planet. She carefully sniffed every inch of the floor, peeked into every gap, and tested what could be chewed—and what should probably be left alone (spoiler: everything could be chewed!).

Her favorite spot was decided almost instantly—the couch. She climbed onto it, circled a few times, then a few more, and finally settled down as if it had always belonged to her. I just sighed.

- Well, so much for being the master of the house... this couch is no longer mine, - I muttered.

- Well, this couch is yours now, - I muttered, watching her settle in, resting her muzzle on her paws.

That night, she couldn’t calm down for a long time.

She paced circles around the room, climbed onto my bed, jumped off again, snorted, and gnawed at something invisible. Eventually, I couldn’t take it anymore and pulled her close.

- Just lie down and sleep, - I said.

And she did. She pressed her back against me, and within minutes, she was softly snoring. That raspy, funny little snore. Strangely, I felt lighter too. For the first time in a long while, I fell asleep without heavy thoughts weighing on my mind.

The next morning brought a challenge—our first walk. I thought it would be simple: go outside, take care of business, come back. But Ema had her own plans. The moment her paws touched the pavement, she took off like a tiny rocket. She darted back and forth, sniffing every pole, every little stone. Passersby laughed as they watched me struggle to keep up with this whirlwind.

The climax came when we reached a flock of pigeons. I barely had time to react before Ema lunged forward with all her might. She bolted toward the birds, forgetting she was on a leash. The sudden tug sent her tumbling backward, landing flat on the pavement.

I thought she would be offended, but no—she got up, shook herself off with dignity, and looked at me as if to say, - Everything’s under control. Just a reconnaissance mission.

The First Escape

Life with a dachshund wasn’t just about companionship—it was a constant challenge. She was small, but stubborn. Clever. And far too smart for those short little legs of hers.

A few days after she appeared in my life, she found a way to escape from the apartment.

I opened the door to take out the trash and got distracted for just a moment. A single second was enough—suddenly, all I saw in front of me was an empty hallway.

- Emma! I called, but only silence answered.

My heart clenched. I rushed down the stairs, skipping two, three steps at a time. The yard was empty—just concrete slabs, wet asphalt, and a few pigeons on a bench. Where was she?

Then, suddenly, a familiar bark. I turned and saw two black ears disappearing around the corner of a building. She was running! Running as if this was the most exciting game of her life.

- Emma, stop! I shouted, but who was I fooling? She had no intention of stopping.

I ran after her, my heart pounding in my chest. The street. Cars. What if she ran right into traffic? What if she got lost?

I stumbled, slipping on the wet pavement. And then—suddenly—silence.

I stopped, catching my breath. In front of me stood an old house with green doors. And right there, sitting by those doors, was my runaway. She looked at me cheekily, wagging her tail with delight.

- Well, human, you’re too slow, her eyes seemed to say.

I didn’t know whether to laugh or be angry. But when I picked her up, she licked my nose. And at that moment, I realized: my life would never be peaceful again.

Friendship that warms the heardt

The relationship between Emma and me changed almost imperceptibly. At first, she was just a dog, a gift, an unexpected roommate in my life.

But gradually, she became a part of me. I learned to understand her gestures and habits, and she—my moods. If I spent too much time on my phone or stared thoughtfully out the window, she would crawl closer and rest her head on my lap.

Her eyes would ask, "What's wrong?"

On the hardest days, when the news brought nothing but anxiety, when my heart clenched from uncertainty, she was there. She didn’t talk, didn’t ask, didn’t try to give advice. She just stayed by my side. Her quiet presence helped me. I learned to smile even when there was no reason—because she was waiting for that smile.

One moment stands out in my memory. We were walking in the park when it suddenly started to rain. People ran for cover under the trees, but Emma joyfully jumped into the puddles, pulling me along. I couldn’t resist and ran with her. We were soaked to the bone, but we laughed like children.

That’s when I understood: we were a team. She wasn’t just a dog. She was my friend, my support in this strange and difficult time.

Big dogs and a little heart

Besides me, Emma found other friends. In our courtyard, there were two huge Staffordshire Terriers. Everyone was afraid of them—they looked intimidating, and their owners always kept them on a leash, holding them tightly. But Emma feared no one.

The first time she saw them, they were sitting near the entrance. Her tail started wagging, and her paws carried her straight toward them. I barely managed to grab her harness, unsure how they would react. But the big dogs only looked at the little troublemaker in surprise. One of them, a stocky red one, unexpectedly lowered his head and gently licked her ear.

From that moment on, they became friends. Every time we went for a walk, Emma would run up to them. She darted between their legs, nipped at their ears, jumped around, and they patiently endured all her antics. Once, one of the terriers playfully pushed her with his paw, making her roll over on the ground. But she immediately sprang back up and barked in response. They played as equals, despite the enormous difference in size.

These two became Emma’s family. They protected her.

One day, while we were walking in the park, a large unfamiliar dog ran up to us and growled. I had just taken a step to pull Emma back when my two giant guardians instantly appeared at her sides. They stood still, watching the stranger closely. The unfamiliar dog immediately changed its tone—the growling stopped, its tail lowered, and it quickly backed away.

I smiled, watching my tiny dog stand proudly between them, her head held high. Emma knew she had friends—and she would never be alone.

Trials and first lessons

Life with a dog is not just joy but also a series of challenges. Emma was stubborn, like all dachshunds. She didn’t always listen, especially when it came to food. Her appetite knew no bounds, and I quickly learned never to leave anything edible within her reach.

One day, I came home and found my dinner missing. The plate lay on the floor, and a satisfied Emma lounged on the couch, licking her lips. She didn’t even try to hide her crime. Her eyes said, "That was delicious!"

I started teaching her commands. "Sit," "Lie down," "Come here"—it was a struggle because she quickly lost interest. But we kept working at it. And one day, I realized she had learned the most important thing—she trusted me.

The days that followed brought even more adventures and warmth into our relationship. We understood each other without words. I only had to glance at her, and she knew it was time for a walk or a moment of shared rest.

One evening, as a blizzard raged outside, I sat in my chair, gazing thoughtfully out the window. The world seemed cold and distant. Then, suddenly, I felt Emma curl up on my lap. Her steady breathing and warmth spread through my entire body.

That was the moment I understood—we had become a true family. This little dog was my best friend in a world that changed every day.

I learned to understand Emma without words. She knew when I was sad and would lie beside me, resting her head on my hand. And when I was happy, she would jump around me, as if celebrating together.

We became a team, overcoming all difficulties together. Emma even learned to bring my slippers when I walked into the apartment, and it never failed to bring a smile to my face.

One day, we went to the lake together, and I decided to throw a stick into the water to see if she would swim after it. At first, Emma cautiously looked at me, then at the waves crashing against the shore. But eventually, she resolutely jumped into the water, paddling with her little paws until she reached the stick.

When she returned to the shore, her eyes shone with pride, and I laughed, realizing that we truly understood each other without words.

These moments were proof that our friendship was not just the simple coexistence of a person and a dog, but real support that warmed the heart on the coldest days.

Tested by war

The war, which once seemed like a distant nightmare, had now reached our city. Sirens wailed, windows trembled from distant explosions, and people grew more anxious. Emma felt it too. She perked up her ears at every alarming sound, and at each loud rumble, she pressed closer to me.

The war changed everything. The streets of my city became empty, stores closed, and ominous glows on the horizon became more frequent. Explosions became a part of daily life, but it was something one could never get used to. Yet, in the midst of all the chaos, I had Emma.

I remember how, in the first weeks of the war, we would hide in the hallway during air raid alarms.

At first, Ema didn’t understand why I picked her up and carried her away from the windows. She tilted her head curiously, as if asking, - Master, is this a new game? But when the first nearby explosions roared, she pressed her small body against me and began to tremble. I stroked her, feeling her tiny heart pounding rapidly. In those moments, we found solace in each other.

Nights were the hardest. The alarms would tear us from sleep, and sometimes I didn’t even have time to grab a blanket as I rushed into the hallway. But Ema always carried her favorite toy—a small plush bunny I had once bought her at the market. She clenched it tightly in her teeth, as if it could somehow protect us both. Looking at her, I understood: as long as she was by my side, I was not alone.

Over time, we adjusted to our new reality. Walks became shorter because it was dangerous outside. We chose moments of silence to quickly step out into the yard. One day, during one of these brief walks, the shelling started abruptly. We barely managed to run into the entrance of our building before a blast thundered terrifyingly close. My heart pounded wildly, and Ema whimpered softly, pressing against my leg. That day, I realized that this little dog had become more than just a friend—she was my true companion in the midst of chaos.

Another challenge was the food shortage. Stores were nearly empty, and sometimes I had to share the little I had with Ema. One evening, all I had left was a small piece of bread and a can of food. I opened the can, tore off a bit of bread, and offered it to her. But she didn’t take it. She just looked at me with her wise, understanding eyes, as if saying, “You’re hungry too.”

I couldn’t hold back my tears. That was one of those moments when you realize that true friendship isn’t about words—it’s about actions.

Gradually, we adapted. I learned to prepare simple meals from whatever was available, and Ema became even better at sensing my emotions. When I was sad, she would bring me her toy and place it on my lap. When I laughed, she would jump around joyfully, as if celebrating our small victories over hardship.

One day, I went to a volunteer center to help distribute humanitarian aid. When I returned, I found Ema lying on the floor by the door. She had been waiting. In that moment, I realized that no matter how difficult things got, we would always be together. She was my loyal friend, my warmth on a cold night, my support in this dark time.

And though the war was far from over, I knew that with Ema by my side, I would endure. Because true friendship is something no explosion can destroy.

Life didn’t stand still. Our days were filled with routine tasks, funny moments, and the quiet realization that we had become more than just companions—we were family. But the world around us continued to change, and not always for the better.

One day, the air raid sirens wailed again, forcing us to run to the basement shelter. Ema didn’t understand what was happening, but she followed me without hesitation. I held her in my arms, feeling her tiny heart pounding rapidly. In the darkness of the basement, surrounded by silent people waiting for the danger to pass, she was my only comfort.

I gently stroked her, and it calmed not only her but me as well.

We began to live in new conditions, adapting to the reality dictated by the war. At times, it felt like Ema and I existed in our own world—a world where the most important thing was not losing our humanity and warmth, even when chaos surrounded us.

One evening, when the echoes of explosions rumbled in the distance, Ema and I sat together in the kitchen, lit only by a candle. The power had been out for hours, and my phone was charging off the power bank. I was sipping tea, while Ema curled up at my feet. She had already become accustomed to the blackouts, the cold, the wail of the sirens. I, however, could not get used to it. Each day felt like a trial.

The next morning, I woke up to Ema nudging her nose into my hand. She wanted to go outside. We stepped out into the yard, and I saw our neighbor working by his car. He nodded at me, and we exchanged a few words about how the night had been relatively calm. Meanwhile, Ema was running around, sniffing the ground as if everything were just as it always had been.

Despite the fear and instability, she helped me feel a small sense of normalcy. Her boundless energy, curiosity about the world, and unconditional love gave me the strength to keep going. I knew that for her, for both of us, I had to hold on.

One day, after another difficult day, I returned home to find Ema standing by the entrance. She was looking at me with her wise eyes. I didn’t immediately understand what had happened, but when I went inside, I saw the shattered windows. The blast wave had hit the building, breaking the glass. On the floor lay shards of glass, and dust had settled on the furniture.

I sighed, hugged Emma, and whispered, - We’ll manage, girl. She licked my cheek as if confirming this. We both knew that many challenges lay ahead, but the most important thing was that we were together.

Laght in the darkness

Despite the war, fear, and the lack of the usual joys of life, Emma and I found moments of happiness. She wouldn't let me sink into despair. Every morning, regardless of whether the night had been calm or if explosions had woken us, she woke up, stretched, wagged her tail cheerfully, and reminded me: life goes on.

One of her favorite habits was her "wake-up call" for me. She would come up to the bed, nudge my hand with her nose, and yawn loudly. If I didn’t respond, she would take more decisive action – jumping onto my chest and licking my face. It was impossible to resist such a wake-up call. So, despite the tough nights, I had to get up. And it was these little rituals that kept me from losing hope.

When it became a bit safer, I started taking Emma to the park. It was our little celebration. We both felt how much we missed these walks. She ran through the grass, sniffed every twig, pawed at the autumn leaves, while I stood, breathing in the fresh air, and rejoiced that we had at least these moments of freedom.

One day, during a walk, we met our neighbors – two large Staffordshire Terriers. They had known Emma since childhood and treated her like a younger sister.

When they ran up, she joyfully bounced around, then suddenly dropped to the ground, rolled onto her back and raised her paws in the air. This was her special gesture: as if saying, "I’m small, kind, and want to play." The dogs, as always, understood her perfectly and began playfully running around.

Another of our traditions became the game of "outwit the master." Emma had a favorite toy – a rubber chicken. She would bring it to me every time, throw it in front of me, and wait for me to try to take it. As soon as I bent down, she would immediately snatch it back and run to the farthest corner of the apartment. We could play like this endlessly. And in those moments, I didn’t feel like just a person enduring the war, but rather a regular master playing with his dog.

A significant challenge came when the electricity disappeared. Nights grew longer, colder, and darker. Without light and warmth, the apartment turned into an unfriendly trap. But it was then that Emma took on the mission of being the "heating pad." She would snuggle under the blanket, press tightly against me, and warm me with her little body. Her warm breath and rhythmic breathing calmed me better than any medicine.

On especially tough days, I noticed that even Emma, who seemed to always be full of life, became sad. She would walk around the apartment, approach the door, sit by it, and stare at one spot for a long time. She missed the walks, the socializing, and the normal life. So, I would try to cheer her up – I played with her at home, threw toys, and held "races" in the hallway. This would bring back some joy to her.

One time, after several days without electricity, I started running out of food. I decided to go to the market but didn’t want to leave Emma alone. I took her with me. We walked through the streets of the city, which had already grown accustomed to the darkness. It was eerie – no lights, no sounds, only the occasional shadow moving along the sidewalks. Emma walked next to me, cautiously sniffing the air. I could feel her little body tense. She knew something was wrong.

When we returned home, I sat on the couch, tired and drained
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