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BOOK: “THE FINAL PIECE OF TRUTH”

(A Literary-Analytical Study of Hybrid Influence Mechanisms)

Genre: Psychological investigative novel

The world she found herself in looked calm.
Ordered. Safe. The kind of place where no one asks unnecessary questions.
But the silence here was not the absence of sound — it was a form of control.

Step by step, reality began to shift.
Not abruptly — almost imperceptibly.
Changes in tone.
Glances that linger a second too long.
Words that sound correct — but leave behind unease.
At first, it feels like coincidence.
Then — like a pattern.
And eventually, it becomes impossible not to see.
This is the story of a woman who chose to trust her own perception
when everything around her demanded silence.
A story where betrayal is not an event, but a process.
Where fear does not scream — it settles in quietly, embedding itself into everyday life.
Where the greatest danger is the belief that nothing is happening.
This is a path through doubt, isolation, and internal fracture.
A path where almost everything must be lost
in order to preserve the one thing that matters — the ability to see the truth.
But this is not a story about destruction.

This is a story about the moment when fear stops being power —
and becomes the point from which strength begins.
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The Silence That Has Not Yet Found Its Name

Prologue. Online Meeting

The message was short:
— Can we talk?
I connected without asking for details.
Requests like this already carry a formed intent — not for conversation, but for documentation.
Stefania appeared on the screen composed, internally aligned.

— After I returned from Ukraine, the situation with my husband escalated. My eldest son, Maksym, understood that I was living under constant hybrid pressure. Because of Mikael’s breakdown, a conflict started between him and Maksym back at home in Ukraine. I was going to Finland to collect my documents — the NGO charter, other papers I had hidden from the war — and then return to Ukraine. Living with Mikael in that state was like living on a powder keg.
But then the borders opened for young people. My son asked me to help his friends with temporary shelter in Finland. They were traveling by bus. And already on the way, they met people I would later identify as a threat.
I listened.

— I met them. They stayed with me for a month. At first, everything was normal. Then they started disappearing, going somewhere, contacting someone. In conversations, a word appeared — “deportation.”

— In what sense? — I уточнив.

— As something real. As an outcome, — she answered.

Her narrative does not fall apart — it builds.

— I saw how they changed. Behavior, tone, reactions. It wasn’t sudden — it was consistent. I saw the break. And the fear. But the fear was not directed at me. They knew I wouldn’t harm them. They were afraid of others. From what I understood, they had entered a situation with serious consequences. Most likely — a provocation. One that could end in deportation.

— What could have been the trigger? — I asked.

— Behavior that can be recorded. Actions that can be used against them, — she said.
— Possibly something they were given — and then recorded on video as evidence. Or something they were pulled into, maybe as accomplices. That’s how stability is broken.
She does not go into details. She structures.

— And after that, things between us began to change. I warned them. I tried to stop it. But youth, carelessness — and then consequences. Control. Tension. Withdrawal. One of them started provoking me and recording my reactions.

I document.

— These were not random actions, — she adds. — It looked like a continuation of the process.

— Did you stop it? — I asked.

— Yes. Immediately. I told them: face on the table — and leave the house. They left. For about two months they lived on their own, without contact with me. Then they went to Poland.

— What became the turning point that made you analyze all this? — I asked.

She answered without pause:

— TikTok. A video appeared. I recognized the hotel. One of the boys had gone to that exact place.

— Which hotel? — I clarified.

She looks directly into the camera.

— And then the memories started returning. Not as emotions — as sequence. I remembered what happened there. And how it connects. You know some of these stories already — they are cause-and-effect chains, — she says calmly. — You’ve described them before. People being broken through provocation, recording, and fear of consequences.

This is not a request. This is a confirmation of shared context.

— Why did you decide to reach out now? — I ask.

— Because this is no longer a series of isolated cases. It has formed a system, — she replies.

I open the file.

What is in front of me is not just a story.

It is a sequence of events where behavioral change is the result of applied pressure.

And most importantly — the result has already happened.

These boys arrived as one version of themselves.

They left as another.

The break did not happen instantly.
It was built — step by step — under pressure that created fear and control.
And this is where the protocol begins.
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Literary Section: “The First Bus”

The light in the office was soft, almost neutral.
It did not press. It did not interrogate — it documented.
That is why I keep it dim: harsh light distorts memory, while shadow allows it to surface slowly.
In front of me — a monitor.
A black rectangle reflecting her face.
Slightly tired. Slightly older than she might have expected to see.
In that reflection — not just features, but experience.
Stefania sits upright.
Her hands are folded, but not tense.
She is not defending herself. She is structured.
I do not interrupt. I listen.
I am a psychotherapist. I prepare notes.
The keys click softly — a sound that turns memory into a document.
— It was March 2022, — she says slowly, clearly, as if dictating a protocol.
— The beginning of the full-scale war.
She pauses.
Not because of tears. Because of responsibility for wording.
— I agreed to volunteer. I helped those who had more resources to evacuate people from Poland. They had resources. Contacts. Buses. I had readiness to act.

Her voice does not tremble.
But there is caution in the pace. She controls the tone so that no word sounds accidental.
I record: motivation — assistance. Internal impulse. Absence of personal gain.

— I believed my mission was to save people, — Stefania continues.
— To give them a chance to live without shelling. Without sirens.
The monitor glows like a steady black mirror.
In it — her reflection, and partially mine.
The memory becomes a shared space.
— I met Vira. We did not talk about big things. We talked about routes. Lists. The number of seats on the bus. How many people could be taken. How quickly we could return.

She pronounces the word “bus” more slowly.

— The first trip went to Poland empty. It was supposed to return with refugees. I held the lists of names. Each name was not a line. It was a life. Back then, I believed the humanitarian space was a clean territory.

I write: belief in purity of intent. Trust in partners. Absence of suspicion at the time.

— When people boarded the bus in Poland, — she says more quietly, — I saw their eyes. There were no tears. There was silence. I realized we were not transporting people. We were transporting fragments of their world.

Her face on the monitor does not change abruptly.
But something shifts in her eyes — not pain, but awareness.
— I want this to be recorded, — she adds. — My intention was clean. I acted to save.

I look at her longer than protocol usually allows.

Because today, in this room, we are not only documenting an event.
We are documenting a point of entry.
The first bus — as the beginning of a line that will later unfold into a system of events.
The light remains soft. The monitor — black. Her words — now text.

And March 2022 — recorded.

Continuation of the Protocol. The Hotel Complex

I ask her not to rush.
She nods and continues in the same steady manner — no unnecessary details of the road, only facts.
— The bus arrived at the parking area of a hotel complex in Poland, — Stefania says. — We were met by a delegation. The volunteers were invited inside. We were given food. We unloaded humanitarian aid and loaded what was to go further into Ukraine. The bus had to be cleared — it was supposed to take people fleeing the war to Finland. The delegation stayed overnight in the hotel complex. In the morning there was breakfast. Coffee. And a meeting with the hotel owner.

At this point, her voice shifts — almost imperceptibly.

— I was surprised that the owner spoke Russian. She was an older woman, — Stefania continues. — During our introduction over coffee, she asked me who I was and what I did.

Stefania speaks about herself without emphasis:

— I said that I had worked on projects in Ukraine. That I had patented an invention in the field of environmental-economic systems. And that I was working on another invention that I also planned to patent.

She does not present it as an achievement.
As a fact.
— She became interested. I outlined the idea. I explained how the project could be integrated in Poland. Both directions interested her.

I record: interest expressed by the owner. Discussion of integration. Exchange of contacts.

— We exchanged emails, — Stefania says. — And I sent her my materials. Project justifications. Concepts of future patents.

— Why did you do that? — I ask calmly.

She looks not at me, but at the monitor.

— Because I trusted. At that moment
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	Sasha was needed to accompany “guests,”
to gently probe their state,
to create an illusion of safety. 

	The girl adopted by Vira’s mother — another node in the network. 


















	Creating a “debtor of survival”
When such a “mother” takes a child, she does not just offer shelter. She becomes the source of oxygen. 



	Raising a Praetorian guard
These children grow into adults with no independent moral filters except one — the will of the “mother.” 




	Investment in “social capital”
Each new child is another layer of armor for public image. 































































































	
	
	
	
	
	

	
	
	

	
	
	

	
	
	

	
	
	

	
	
	













	Information distribution
Information that you collect should not remain centralized. It is safer when it is stored in multiple locations or shared with trusted parties. This reduces vulnerability to loss or suppression. 

	Visibility and documentation
Structured and consistent documentation can reduce ambiguity. When observations are clearly recorded and contextualized, they are more difficult to dismiss. 

	Psychological stability
Maintaining internal clarity is essential. Analytical thinking allows you to distinguish between perception and interpretation, which strengthens resilience. 
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