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This book is a work of fiction based on real events. Any resemblance to actual persons, events, or organizations is purely coincidental. 

 


Prologue

The silence in the office was thick, almost palpable. It smelled of old paper, cheap instant coffee, and dust gathering on files that no one had opened in years. Outside the window, the gray Tomsk evening slowly flowed into night, blurring the outlines of trees and turning passersby into faceless shadows. But here, under the light of a fluorescent lamp, shadows had no right to exist. A new reality was being created here.

The man at the table did not resemble a villain from the movies. No scars, no sinister laughter, no expensive suits. A worn jacket, thin-rimmed glasses, the tired look of a civil servant dreaming of vacation. In front of him lay a document. Several sheets of printed text, held together with a paper clip. Ordinary paper, standard Times New Roman font, size 12.

Next to it lay a book. A bright cover with an image of a chariot and two figures engaged in dialogue in the middle of a battlefield. "The Bhagavad Gita as It Is." An ancient text that had survived empires, wars, revolutions, and the changing of civilizations. A text read by Gandhi and Tolstoy, Einstein and Hesse. A text that for thousands of years had served as a consolation to millions of souls seeking answers to eternal questions.

The man at the table had not read this book. He did not need to. His task was not to seek the truth, but to complete a technical assignment. They brought him quotes. Taken out of context, stripped of meaning, dissected like frogs on a biologist's table. They explained to him what he needed to find. And he found it.

He picked up a pen. An ordinary ballpoint pen with a blue refill.

At that moment, thousands of kilometers away, in a small apartment, a mother was putting her child to bed, singing a quiet prayer. In a temple on the other side of town, a monk was mopping the floor, preparing for the morning service. In distant India, pilgrims were entering the waters of the Ganges, whispering sacred verses. None of them knew that their fate was being decided right now, in this stuffy office, with a simple stroke of the pen.

The man signed the document.

The signature was illegible, quick, habitual. Just a squiggle. But that stroke weighed more than lead bullets. It turned ancient wisdom into "extremist material." It made faith a crime. It gave the command to the huge state machine, ready to grind down destinies without asking questions.

This document was called "Comprehensive Psychological and Linguistic Expert Opinion." It sounded scientific. It sounded authoritative. It sounded like a sentence that could not be appealed.

No one thought about the consequences at that moment. No one saw the threads stretching from that table to Moscow, to the offices of an organization with the inconspicuous acronym RACIRS, to the offices of people who had made hatred their profession. No one knew that this act would trigger an international scandal that would make diplomats blush and lawyers clutch their heads in despair.

It was the beginning. Not just of a trial. It was the launch of a mechanism. A mechanism that had been fine-tuned for years, lubricated with lies and fueled by fear. A mechanism designed to prove that black is white, that peace is war, and that faith in God is a threat to national security.

The man put down his pen and rubbed his nose. The deed was done. Tomorrow the paper would go to the prosecutor's office. Tomorrow the hunt would begin.

He turned off the light and left the office, leaving the book and the verdict lying nearby. In the darkness, they seemed equal in weight. But that was an illusion. The paper, signed by a hand that knew no doubt, had already begun to fill with a weight capable of crushing the concrete walls of justice.

The story we are about to tell did not begin with gunshots or high-profile arrests. It began with silence and a signature. With a bureaucratic procedure that concealed an abyss. 

Welcome to the world of expert terror.

 




Chapter 1: An Ordinary Day

Tomsk at five in the morning is a special state of matter. The city, squeezed between the taiga and the river, seems extinct at this time of day, immersed in a thick, cotton-like silence, broken only by the rare crunch of snow under the wheels of a patrol car or the distant rumble of a train. The darkness here in winter is dense, palpable, reluctant to retreat, clinging to the carved window frames of old wooden houses and the concrete boxes of residential areas.

In one of these typical prefabricated high-rise buildings on the outskirts, in an apartment on the seventh floor, a dim night light came on. Dmitry, a forty-year-old design engineer, carefully climbed out from under the blanket, trying not to wake his wife. The floorboards in the hallway creaked as usual, but no one stirred. His two school-age sons were sleeping in the next room. An ordinary family, an ordinary morning, an ordinary life, scheduled down to the minute: wake up, breakfast, school, work, homework, sleep.

Dmitry went to the kitchen, washed his face with cold water, and shook off the last traces of sleep. His face in the mirror was the face of a man who works a lot and rests little: wrinkles around his eyes, slight gray hair at his temples. He did not look like a fanatic, a hermit, or a man who rejects the world. On the contrary, his work required extreme concentration and rationalism. He designed load-bearing structures for industrial facilities. A mistake in his calculations could cost people their lives and the customer millions of rubles. His world was ruled by structural mechanics, GOST standards, and rigid logic.

But that was precisely why he needed those morning hours so much.

He sat down on a small rug in the corner of the room, which his family jokingly called "Dad's office." He held a rosary in his hands — one hundred and eight beads made of sacred tulasi wood, polished to a shine by his fingers. Dmitry closed his eyes.

For Dmitry, this was not an escape from reality. On the contrary, it was a way of adjusting his perspective. Just as a musician tunes his instrument before a concert, he tuned his consciousness before going out into the aggressive environment of the big city. Meditation gave him what he so desperately lacked in the hustle and bustle of deadlines and endless meetings — inner peace. A point of support.

Next to him, on a low nightstand, lay a book. The Bhagavad Gita As It Is. It had a bright cover with a picture of a chariot. The book was old, with worn corners and lots of bookmarks. Dmitry opened it at random. The text, written thousands of years ago in Sanskrit and translated into Russian, spoke of things that seemed surprisingly relevant to a 21st-century engineer from Siberia. About duty. About the need to do one's work honestly, without becoming attached to the fruits of one's labor. About how anger is born of unfulfilled desire and destroys the mind.

Dmitry reread the commentary. The lines soothed his soul like a calming balm. Yesterday, at the planning meeting, the boss yelled at the department because the suppliers had missed their deadlines. Dmitry had barely managed to restrain himself from responding sharply. Now, in the morning silence, he understood: the boss's anger was his problem, his fear. Dmitry's job was simply to recalculate the load on the beam so that the building would stand.

"Do your duty, but don't consider yourself the cause of the results," he repeated to himself. It was a philosophy of common sense. It did not call for burning bridges or hating those of other faiths. It taught him to be calm when there was a storm around him. It taught him to see a particle of the divine in every living creature.

By seven in the morning, the apartment had come to life. The kettle whistled, doors slammed. Dmitry's wife, Elena, a music teacher at the local art school, was preparing breakfast. Oatmeal with fruit and herbal tea appeared on the table. 

"Have you seen the forecast?" Elena asked as she sliced apples. 

"They're promising minus thirty by evening." 

"The car should start, the battery is new," Dmitry replied, finishing his tea. 

"Do the boys have practice today?" 

"Yes, the older one has sambo, and I'll pick up the younger one after art school."

An ordinary conversation. Ordinary concerns. A mortgage that still has five years to pay off. The need to buy winter tires. Plans for the summer—maybe a trip to Altai, or if they get a bonus, to the sea.

They didn't know that their "ordinariness" would soon become the subject of a court case. That their books and their morning prayers would be scrutinized by people who had never opened the Bhagavad Gita but had already decided that it was dangerous.

On the other side of town, in the dormitory of Tomsk State University, Andrei woke up. He was a third-year student in the history department. His room was in creative disarray: stacks of books, printouts of articles, a half-finished mug of coffee. On the wall hung a poster of a rock band and a small image of Krishna playing the flute.

Andrei came to faith through intellectual inquiry. He was looking for answers that textbooks on political science and sociology could not provide. Why do civilizations collapse? What is the meaning of human life if it ends in death anyway? He read mountains of literature, from the existentialists to the Russian classics. And then one day, at a street bookstall, he came across the Gita.

He opened it with the skepticism of a young intellectual. But the logic of the text struck him. It was not just a religion. It was a science of consciousness. A coherent, well-argued system explaining the structure of the universe and man's place in it.

Today was a difficult day for Andrei. He had a seminar on medieval history where he had to defend his thesis, and a part-time job as a courier in the evening. He put on his headphones, turned on a lecture by a spiritual teacher, and went out into the street.

Tomsk is a city of students and professors. Here, among ancient universities and scientific institutes, freedom of thought has always been valued. The libraries of Tomsk State University housed rare manuscripts, and the departments were filled with debates about the fate of Russia and the world. It seemed unthinkable that here, in the "Siberian Athens," a process reminiscent of the medieval Inquisition could begin.

Andrei walked along Lenin Avenue, past the majestic building of the university's main campus. He felt like he was part of this world. He was a citizen of his country, a patriot, a future historian. The Bhagavad Gita did not make him a stranger. On the contrary, it helped him to understand Russian culture more deeply. Didn't Tolstoy seek the same truths? Didn't Dostoevsky agonize over the same questions about the soul and God?

For Andrei, as for Dmitri, faith was an inner core. It did not require political slogans. The Krishnaites of Tomsk did not attend rallies, did not demand a change of power, did not write angry petitions. They baked cookies to distribute to people on the streets (the famous "Food for Life" program), cleaned up trash in parks on Saturdays, and helped in nursing homes.

Their "extremism" consisted of not drinking alcohol, not smoking, and believing that the soul is eternal. In the eyes of a system accustomed to controlling minds through fear and vice, such independence looked suspicious. But for now, this suspicion lay dormant in folders marked "For official use only."

Dmitry's working day was intense. Urgent corrections to drawings, approval of estimates, a long conversation with the foreman, who was trying to replace high-quality concrete with cheaper stuff. Dmitry stood his ground firmly but calmly.

"Sergeich, why are you being so stubborn?" the foreman fumed. 

"No one will find out!" 

"I'll know," Dmitry replied calmly. "And you'll know. And when the ceiling cracks, the prosecutor will know. We're doing it according to the plan."

His colleagues respected him for his principled stance. Some knew that he was "in the know," while others simply considered him an oddball who didn't join the guys in the smoking room to tell jokes. But no one ever saw him as a threat.

During lunch break, Dmitry took out a container of homemade rice and vegetable stew. 

"Fasting again?" his office neighbor asked good-naturedly, chewing on a sausage sandwich. 

"Something like that," Dmitry smiled. "Lightness in the body, clarity in the mind." 

"You're lucky. I get heartburn from these cafeteria cutlets. Maybe I should take up yoga too?"

They laughed. It was just casual, relaxed chatter. In this office, as in the whole city, people of different views coexisted peacefully. Orthodox Christians, atheists, Muslims, agnostics — they were all first and foremost people, neighbors, colleagues. The social fabric of the city seemed strong. No one imagined that soon someone would decide to tear this fabric apart, artificially dividing people into "us" and "them," into "traditional" and "sectarian."

In the evening, on his way home, Dmitry stopped by the temple. It was a small private house converted for the needs of the community. No golden domes or minarets — just a sturdy brick building behind a high fence. Inside, it smelled of incense and fresh pastries.

A wide variety of people gathered here. An elderly woman in a down scarf, a businessman in an expensive coat, a group of students with guitars, a young mother with a child. They all took off their shoes at the entrance, leaving the street dirt and social masks behind the threshold.

An evening service was taking place in the altar room. Music played—a mridanga (clay drum) set the rhythm, karatals (small cymbals) rang in time. People sang mantras. Their faces were bright and relaxed. Here, they did not discuss politics, exchange rates, or gossip. Here, they talked about the eternal.

Dmitry stood in the back row, closed his eyes, and let the sound wash over him. The fatigue of the working day faded away. What remained was a feeling of deep, resounding gratitude. For this day, for his family, for the opportunity to simply stand here and sing.

The Bhagavad-gita taught that the material world is a place of duality. Happiness and sorrow, heat and cold, honor and dishonor follow one another like winter and summer. A wise man should not be troubled by this. But human nature is such that we always hope for the best. Standing in the warm, cozy hall, Dmitry believed that his life and the life of his community were flowing in the right direction. That they were not bothering anyone. That the state of which he was a citizen would protect his right to believe as his heart dictated.

He did not know that the mechanism had already been set in motion.

That somewhere in offices far removed from spirituality, papers with his name on them were already lying around. That "experts" with no education in religious studies or philology were already leafing through the pages of the very book that gave him the strength to live, searching for words that could be twisted and presented as weapons.

After the service, the chairman of the community, a smiling man with a soft voice, approached Dmitry. 

"How's work, Dima?" 

"Thank God, we're getting by. The project will be completed in a month." 

"That's good. We'll need help repairing the porch in the spring. Could you take a look at it as an expert?" 

"Of course. I'll come by on Saturday and take some measurements."

Everything was so ordinary. So peaceful.

Dmitry left the church on a frosty night. The snow crunched loudly under his boots. The air was sharp and icy. He got into his car, started the engine, and waited a few minutes for the interior to warm up.

On the passenger seat lay the Bhagavad-gita, which he always carried with him. In the light of the street lamp, the golden letters on the cover glowed dimly. The book looked so defenseless. Just paper, cardboard, ink. It couldn't stand up for itself. It couldn't hire a lawyer or give interviews. It could only speak to those who were willing to listen.

Dmitry turned on the radio. The local news babbled about milk yields, preparations for the heating season, some ice sculpture festival. Not a word about what was coming.

He pulled away, merging into the stream of traffic. The red brake lights ahead seemed like an endless river. The city went about its business, unaware that it would soon become the arena for an absurd battle. A battle in which common sense would clash with bureaucratic madness.

As he approached his house, Dmitry noticed something strange. A car was parked at the entrance—a dark, tinted Lada with no license plates. Two people were sitting inside. They didn't get out, just sat there with the engine off. Dmitry walked past, feeling someone's attentive, cold gaze on his back.

He turned around at the entrance door. The car stood motionless, like a predator lying in wait.

"It was just my imagination," he thought, dialing the intercom code. "I'm just tired. My nerves."

He took the elevator up, entered his warm apartment, which smelled of vanilla and baby shampoo. He hugged his wife and ruffled his sons' hair. His fear receded, dissolving
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