
“We live with the war in our hearts, but we try to keep our life good.“
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It is spring and the weather is inviting. The people of Odessa have begun to resume their daily walks. The first summer

dresses can be seen swaying down Odessa’s promenades passing by people relaxing in the sun to drink coffee in the

newly reopened bars. It almost seems like a normal beginning to summer. Yet, no one goes to the sea in the port city.

Odessa’s famous beaches are now restricted military areas, having been mined to prevent the possible landing of

Russian warships full of soldiers.

Air raid sirens wail several times a day, warning of a possible strike by the Russian army. The sirens warn that

missiles could be fired from Crimea or the Black Sea. Where they might land is uncertain. The sirens’s long sonorous

warnings drones on for several hours. Much of the time, these warnings are inconsequential and many people have

stopped heeding their call. If they took every siren seriously, they tell us, they would never be able to leave the house.

Upon my visit on the 23, a missile with lethal consequences had hit the city two week prior. A long time when you've

been living from day to day for three months. “In Odessa we don’t make plans anymore,” they tell me. “Tomorrow, and

whether or not it will even arrive, is uncertain.” Between tank barricades and soldiers - life with war has become

normal.
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"We stay positive,” Alina tells me. “We go for walks. We drink coffee. We throw parties. We live with the war in our hearts, but we try to keep our life
good," She tries to live in the moment and not think too much about the future. The war could go on for another three months, or a whole year. She keeps
herself busy. In addition to her work as a teacher, she now volunteers to distribute aid and ammunition in her spare time. "That helps me not sink into a
depression," she says.



A bride and groom on their way to the wedding photo through the city, The window panes of the fast food
restaurant are protected from possible explosions with wooden boards.



Juliana has started smoking again. Every day is an emotional roller coaster. Smoking helps. She knows that if she can just get through her low moments, 
she will be ok. She fears the sirens. When she meets with friends, her discomfort is ever present. She is still unsure as to where she can find shelter in 
case of an air raid. Leaving Odessa is not an option for her, "I prefer to sleep in my own house, in my own bed."



When the sirens start, Nastija closes the windows and tries to ignore them. When the war began, she fled to Germany with her family. Now she is back in
Odessa. Without my boyfriend and my cats, she says, I became so sick. She is not working at the moment. She feels a bit like she is in the midst of a
perpetual summer vacation.



People in the tram look longingly at the closed beach. Instead of beach towels, there are now mines. Photography
is prohibited.



At 5 am on February 24th, Eugen's colleague called him. He was drunk. Eugen reminded him that in a few hours they would have to reopen the bar where 
they both worked. His colleague replied that he should turn on the TV. The bar would not be opening anytime soon, he said. At first, Eugen was very 
worried. He considered leaving Ukraine. Now, he has calmed down and has decided to stay and support his country, he says.  Without a regular income, 
however, his financial situation is becoming increasingly difficult. His mother and stepfather are also been unemployed as a result  of the war.



The main streets of the city center are blocked with armored barriers. The Opera House, the city's icon, is
inaccessible and a view of it can only be caught over the sandbags. Photography is also forbidden there.



For the first two weeks of the war, Grom slept in jeans and a jacket, ready to flee to a nearby air raid shelter at any time. After seeing Ukrainian air 
defense intercept missiles over Odessa, he began to feel safe. He hardly reacts to the sirens now. Besides, he doesn't believe that Russian soldiers would 
go so far as to destroy the historic city center. In his free time, he plays Counter-Strike. While doing so, he is has contact with Russians. They talk about 
the war, but they think that Putin is doing the right thing.



On Easter weekend, this apartment building was hit by a missile attack. Eight people including a three-month-old
child died. The house is now being rebuilt.



Damir has Russian and Uzbek citizenship. He lives in St. Petersburg where he studies medicine. He is in Odessa for a semester abroad. Until the 
university reopens and he gets his certificate, he cannot leave Ukraine. He is only allowed to stay in the country because of his Uzbek passport. When he 
speaks, his Russian accent can be heard. He often does not dare to speak to people in public. Many are suspicious of him. The fear of Russian deserters in 
Odessa is great.



Although large gatherings should be avoided, the markets are bustling. Soldiers are posted at the entrances.



Dennis has no military training. He is not allowed to join the army, but he is also not allowed to leave the country. He can't find work as a seaman at the 
moment either. On the eve of the invasion, a ship he was was working on was supposed to sail. As soon as the sirens began ringing, his 3-year-old son 
started shouting "alarm, alarm, we have to get to a safe place." On the street, his son knows not to touch anything. "Is this normal for such a small 
child?" asks Dennis.



Odessa's picturesque cityscape and the beginning of summer invites young and old to linger in the city garden.



22:00 Uhr, die 10:00 pm: curfew begins, and the streets are empty. The patrolling soldiers are not to be trifled
with, they say.
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