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Book 11 is the point where separate stories merge into one understanding:
hybrid war does not need gunfire when it can destroy trust, reality, and the right to one’s own voice.
This is not a book about fear.
It is a book about clarity — the kind that comes too late, but stays forever.
This book is not about isolated conflicts.
It is about the same mechanism repeating itself in different forms, with different people, yet always leading to the same outcome.
Tools disappear — and are suddenly “found.”
A trailer detaches at the exact moment of movement.
Keys end up in чужі hands.
Demands for apologies appear where no guilt ever existed.
Other people’s stories are deliberately shifted onto one person.
And a pill appears in a bag — one that does not need to be taken; its mere presence is enough.
None of these episodes are accidental.

Together, they form a single script of hybrid influence, where:

• no one strikes — they plant;
• no one accuses directly — they create the possibility of accusation;
• no one forbids — they discredit;
• no one breaks the body — they strip legitimacy.
This book reveals how modern destruction of a human being works —
without tanks, without courts, and without an obvious crime.
Through minor interventions, psychological traps, role reversals, gaslighting, and social isolation.

The greatest danger of these mechanisms is that the victim appears “problematic,”
while the perpetrator appears “respectable.”
And the system repeats, again and again:
“This means nothing.”
Book 11 is the point where separate stories merge into one understanding:
hybrid war does not require gunfire when trust, reality, and the right to one’s own voice can be broken.
This is not a book about fear.
It is a book about clarity — late, irreversible, and permanent.
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Chapter: “The Box”
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They returned from Ukraine as if they had come back from another reality.

Finland greeted them with calm — even, orderly, almost sterile.
The roads were clean. The sky was silent. People were polite.
And it was precisely in that politeness that Stefania felt a strange dissonance:
inside her, something was still humming — something that could not be erased.
The smell of warehouses where boxes had been unloaded.
The exhaustion on the faces of those receiving aid.
The brief glances of the soldiers — the kind of looks that seem to read the world in advance, before it becomes a fact.
Mikael returned to his business almost immediately.

Meetings. Accounts. Clients. Agreements.
And that invisible pressure of responsibility — the kind that forces you to earn in order to be able to give.
“I’ll be working a lot,” he said one evening as they sat in the kitchen under the warm lamp light.
“We need to keep the pace. If you stop, it’s harder to start again.”
Stefania nodded. She did not argue.

She knew who Mikael was: the engine, the resource, the man who could turn time into results.

Her role was different.

She was the bridge.
She was the one who saw faces.
Ukrainians kept arriving.

Some with two bags and a child holding their hand.
Some with documents that contained entire lives: certificates, stamps, medical records, birth papers.
They did not ask loudly.
They asked quietly — like people already tired of explaining why they were in pain.
Many had only the minimum social package.
A room. A small apartment without furniture.
Empty walls.
Empty floors.
And then it became clear: survival was not only food and a roof.

Survival was a bed where you could finally sleep.
A table where a child could draw.
A washing machine that restored a sense of normal life.
Stefania had a group — open, transparent, alive.

Things were given away for free: furniture, appliances, clothing.
Every wardrobe found its final beneficiary.
Every chair found someone’s kitchen.
Every washing machine brought silence back into someone’s life.
But there was one detail no beautiful report ever showed:

Hands were needed.

Not “volunteers” who liked posts, wrote “thank you,” or shared announcements.

Real hands were needed.
Hands that would come, lift, carry, install.
Hands that would extend her efforts into the physical world.
Stefania kept thinking:
Where will I find them?
How?
The answer did not come from searching.

It came on its own.

His name was Daniil.

He appeared as someone who knew how to speak properly.
Calm tone. Balanced words.
He did not ask immediately.
He did not demand.
He simply entered the space where there was need — and said he was ready to stand nearby.

“I help Ukrainians at the church,” he told her once, standing across from her.
“They trust me to speak. To lead meetings. Not liturgy... but talks. Support.”
At the time, Stefania thought:
If someone is trusted with words in a church, they must have walked a path.
They must have recommendations.
They must be known.
She did not ask unnecessary questions.

She had no suspicion.
She had a need — and faith that people who serve do not come with hidden motives.
“Alright,” she said.
“If you want to help — let’s do it properly. Everything is transparent here. There’s a group, addresses, people who genuinely need help.”
Daniil nodded.

“Of course. I don’t like chaos.”

After some time, he began arriving not alone.

With him were three others: two men named Oleksii and one named Hlib.

Stefania memorized it almost mechanically — the way one memorizes medication lists or a doctor’s phone number.

A team.
Hands.
They lifted washing machines as if they had done it all their lives.
Carried wardrobes into stairwells smelling of old soup and concrete.
Connected appliances. Tightened bolts. Moved furniture.
It all looked like real help.

Standing aside, Stefania felt relief.

Now she could do more.
Now her efforts had continuation.
Mikael found and purchased items, provided money, tools, a car, contacts.
She organized and distributed.
They brought everything into reality — into apartments, children’s rooms, kitchens.
There was even joy.

Quiet. Careful. But real.

“Thank you...” said a woman from Kharkiv, standing in the middle of an empty room where a sofa had just been placed.
“I thought we’d be sleeping on the floor... I didn’t know how...”
“No need,” Stefania answered.
“Just live. Just recover.”
One of the Oleksiis — the shorter one — smiled.

“Well, now everything will be like normal people have.”

Stefania caught these moments like drops of water.

They were her proof that she was not doing this in vain.

And that was precisely why what happened later struck not the things —
but the ground beneath her feet.
In the car they used was a box of tools.

It belonged to Mikael — a set of keys and equipment in a case.

An ordinary object at first glance — but in truth, the foundation of everything they did.

Without tools, you cannot connect a washing machine.
You cannot secure a wardrobe.
You cannot install a stove.
You cannot be a craftsman if your hands are empty.

One day, Mikael opened the car and froze.

He said nothing at first.
Just kept staring at the place where the box was supposed to be.
His face carried that expression people have when they do not yet allow themselves to believe something is gone.

“Stef,” he said quietly.
“Did you... take the tools?”
She turned from the door, holding a package of small items.

“No. Why?”

He silently pointed to the empty space.

“They’re gone.”

At first, Stefania felt something like a mistake.

“Maybe... they’re in the garage?” she said automatically.
“Maybe someone moved them?”
“They were here,” Mikael replied calmly but firmly.
“I always put them in the same place.”
She felt her body tense, as if a string had been pulled tight.

For three days they searched.

They turned the car inside out.
Looked under seats, in the trunk, side compartments.
They retraced their steps.
“Impossible,” Stefania kept repeating.
“We checked. We checked already.”
“Possible,” Mikael replied.

And in his voice appeared a new note — not anger, not panic, but cold alertness.

On the third day, Stefania did what she always did when she wanted to avoid conflict.

She wrote in the group.

Not as an accusation.
Not as suspicion.
As a request.
She posted a photo of a similar toolbox and wrote:

“Friends, Mikael’s tool set has gone missing. We’ve been looking for it for three days. Perhaps someone accidentally took it or left it somewhere during installation. Please let us know if you find it. These tools are necessary for continuing to help you — without them we cannot install washing machines or furniture.”

She pressed “publish” and felt something tighten in her chest.

Because even a request can sound like a verdict in a world where people love to assume.

Comments varied.
“Maybe it’ll turn up.”
“Probably misplaced.”
Some stayed silent.
Daniil wrote nothing.

Then came the moment.

They arrived at an apartment to help another Ukrainian family.

Stefania remembered the entrance clearly: gray tiles, metallic elevator smell, children’s drawings on the doors.

She remembered the woman — tired eyes, but movements careful, controlled, as if she refused to fall apart.

“Just a little...” the woman said, pointing at an empty corner.
“If possible... the washing machine... and a small cabinet.”
“We’ll do it,” Stefania replied.

They unloaded and worked together with Mikael — short phrases, practiced coordination.

And at that moment, Daniil arrived.

He entered quickly, as if “on the way.”
Empty-handed.
Face calm.
“Oh, you’re here,” he said.
“Good. I wanted to... talk.”
Stefania felt her attention sharpen.

When someone approaches you with “I want to talk,” you automatically become a listener.

“About what?” she asked.

“About the organization,” he replied.
“We need to bring some order. There’s too much chaos. People might think things.”
Mikael lifted his gaze briefly.
He said nothing — but she saw it: he disliked conversations “around” the point.
“We’re doing the best we can,” Stefania said.
“We’re transparent.”
“I understand,” Daniil nodded.
“But sometimes things need to be handled differently. People... they’re like that. They need to see control.”
“Control,” Stefania repeated.
“We have control. Lists. The group.”
Daniil smiled faintly.

“I’m not talking about lists. I’m talking about reputation.”

A chill passed through her body.

Reputation.
That word always appears when someone is preparing a role reversal.
He kept speaking — about being more careful, about misunderstandings, about mistakes.

She listened — but inside her, a question stirred:
Why is he here now?
Why at this exact moment?
They finished the work.

The woman thanked them again.
A child peeked into the room as if checking whether furniture truly existed now.
Stefania walked outside.
Opened the car door — and froze.
The toolbox lay clearly visible inside.

Not under a seat.
Not in the trunk.
Not hidden.
Just there — displayed.

Her first feeling was not relief.

It was disgust.

Because she knew: they had searched the car at least five times.

They could not have missed it if it had been there.

“Mikael...” she said quietly.

He stepped closer, looked — and his face turned to stone.

“That’s...” he began.

“Yes,” Stefania said.
“It’s it.”
He opened the box, ran his hand over the tools, as if checking whether they were real.

“Three days,” he said quietly.
“Three days we searched.”
She looked at Daniil.

He stood slightly aside — as if none of this concerned him.
As if it were coincidence.
As if the tools had simply returned on their own.
“Daniil,” Stefania said evenly.
“You knew we were looking.”
“Yes,” he replied calmly.

“And you’re not surprised now?”

He shrugged.

“Well, you found them. Means they were somewhere. Maybe you just didn’t notice.”

The words were like a blade wrapped in cotton.

She felt a wave rise inside her — not anger, but revulsion.

Revulsion is when something dirty pretends to be clean.

“We would have noticed,” she said quietly.
“We checked.”
“People make mistakes,” Daniil replied.
“Everyone does.”
Mikael stepped forward.

“If someone from your group took the box,” he said, restrained but firm,
“it would have been enough to say ‘sorry.’ I don’t bite. These are tools. We need them to work.”
Daniil looked at him carefully, as if measuring how far he could go.

“You think someone took it?” he
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