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This book is not about a beauty pageant.
And it is not about war as an event.
It is about a human being caught between two realities that should never coexist — yet coexist within her body every single day.

On one side: the stage, spotlights, women from different countries, discipline of body and emotions, the demand to smile, to stay composed, to hold form.
On the other: a phone where her people die every day, her streets are destroyed, her home is erased.
And between these two worlds stands Stefania.
A woman who did not travel for rest.
She traveled to do a job.
Beauty During War is a chronicle of titanic inner labor:
how to remain human when you are required to play a role;
how not to break when those you love are being broken;
how not to betray the call of the front when betrayal comes not from outside, but from home.
This is a book about discipline as a way to survive.
About beauty — not as decoration, but as a form of resistance.
About female leadership without humiliation.
About trust that becomes a battlefield.
About a hybrid war that does not pass through borders, but through intimacy.
There is no glorification here.
No pathos.
There are documents, bodies, tons of aid, broken voices, silent decisions — and light that they tried to extinguish, but could not.

This book is for those who have ever lived torn between beauty and pain.
For those who know: true beauty does not blind.
It helps you endure.
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Stefania lived in a mode where the word fatigue had lost its meaning.
It was far too small for what was happening to her every single day.
Mornings began with study.
Ukrainian language — in a country where its very existence irritated, unsettled, provoked.
An educational institution — and beside it a shadow: phrases that were not accidental, boards with inscriptions that were anything but neutral.

“Russia is our friend.”
“Finns and Russians are good neighbors.”
These words were not simply read.
They killed memory.
They became a knife in a home that no longer existed.
In a past destroyed by Russia — not theoretically, not on screens, but physically.
Together with lives.
Together with roots.
Together with the right to peace.
Stefania did not argue.
She learned to survive.
She defended herself not with arguments, but with the sheer fact of her existence.
From repeated poisonings.
From psychological torture disguised as “care.”
From attempts to break her not through shouting, but through slow, methodical devaluation.
And in parallel — she prepared for the pageant.

Not as an escape.
Not for glamour.
But as a tool.
First, she prepared Kateryna — giving time, strength, experience.
Then she prepared herself.
With a clear, cold purpose: the dresses were not for fame.
The dresses were for prosthetics.
For those who had lost limbs.
For bodies that would never be the same again — but could relearn how to live.
Every stitch in her mind was not aesthetics, but numbers.
How much one prosthesis costs.
How many dresses are needed to pay for it.
How much time it takes for a person to stand again.
And at the same time — volunteering.

The phone did not ring on a schedule.
They called Mikael. Gave addresses. Gave names. Gave floors without elevators.
“There are items.”
“They need to be picked up.”
“For Ukrainian families.”
They were not coordinators from offices.
They were not faces from brochures.
They were loaders.

Stefania and Mikael got up, hooked the trailer, and drove.
In rain. In cold. In darkness, where headlights were the only orientation.
They entered buildings that needed to be “cleared.”
The word sounded almost sterile.
In reality, it meant carrying someone’s past out with bare hands.
Old wardrobes. Beds. Boxes with children’s clothes.
Washing machines, heavy as concrete blocks.
Refrigerators scraping staircases.
Generators that smelled of gasoline — and hope.
They carried everything themselves.
Without gloves. Without breaks. Without cameras.
Then — sorting.

A space filled to the ceiling.
Things didn’t lie neatly — they collapsed onto each other like waves.
Each item had to be lifted.
Inspected. Cleaned. Weighed.
Decided — here or there.
This was work without automation.
Without conveyor belts. Without machinery.
Everything — by hand.
Clothes were folded not in stacks, but in hours.
Each jacket — another squat for the spine.
Each pair of shoes — another step without a road.
Items for people who remained in a small Finnish town were distributed immediately —
to those who came from war, to those who had nothing.
Everything else — to Ukraine.

In a year and a half, they collected seventeen tons.

The number looks dry.
Behind it — destroyed knees. Worn-out palms.
Nights when hands trembled so badly that sleep was impossible.
Those tons contained everything:
— generators;
— chainsaws;
— tools;
— fire extinguishers;
— training equipment;
— and looms.
One of the looms looked as if it had been taken from a museum.
Darkened wood.
A mechanism demanding strength, coordination, patience.
This loom was not a symbol of the past.
It was an instrument of the future.
For the rehabilitation of soldiers.
For those learning to work with prosthetics.
Physical load.
Movement.
Body control.
Not “art therapy.”
Labor.
There were washing machines too.
Stefania carried them together with Mikael.
Even if they were broken.
Even if they weighed more than she did.
She knew: in Ukraine they would be repaired.
Masters always appear where there is need.
Washing machines were necessary for soldiers.
In border towns.
In places where special laundries were opened so soldiers could simply wash their uniforms.
This was not heroism.
This was the hygiene of war.
There were also children’s bicycles.
For orphanages.
Small wheels waiting to turn again.
And when the volume of humanitarian aid grew so large that it no longer fit the imagination,
Mikael saw the scale.
And decided.

At that moment, he had an opportunity to buy a large truck with a trailer.
Pure chance.
The seller was transferring it together with the tractor unit for army needs.
Twenty-six meters of metal.
Twenty-six meters of responsibility.
The decision did not look heroic.
It looked logical.
Because otherwise, those tons would not move.
Because otherwise, all that manual, exhausting, silent labor would remain just a warehouse.
The truck became a continuation of the work.
Like a back that no longer holds — but still does not stop.
And at that moment, Stefania did not yet know that right here —
at this point of enormous scale and absolute trust —
another story would begin to take shape.
A parallel one.
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Stefania did not wait for a “better moment.”
Humanitarian aid does not tolerate pauses.
The moment an opportunity appeared, she entered the work immediately.

Paperwork. Registration. Intake. Accounting.

She acted not as someone who “helps,” but as the head of a civic organization who understood responsibility — for every kilogram, every item, every signature.

Everything that arrived instantly became part of a system.
Not a warehouse — a chain.
In parallel, she built direct contact with Ukraine.
Not general. Not abstract. Concrete.
Each item had to find the person who was waiting for it.
Not “someday.”
Before it moved.
Clothes were not simply folded. They were announced.

Anyone who wanted to receive something had to submit a request.
For a specific item.
With a specific purpose.
For a specific recipient.
There was no phrase “we’ll figure it out later.”

There was only:
— an item exists;
— a request exists;
— responsibility exists.
Only after that did documentation begin.

Because humanitarian aid is not good intentions.
It is paperwork.
During this time, more than one shipment was prepared.

The main one was large.
Twenty-six meters.
Inside it — eighteen tons of humanitarian aid.
Compressed, packed, calculated so that every centimeter of space was used.
But this was not the only line.
In parallel, three more vehicles were being prepared.
Two minibuses. And an SUV.
They did not travel empty.

They were swollen with aid, packed to capacity, doors closing under tension.

And there was another truck.
Not for goods — for transport.
On its platform, those same vehicles were to be delivered into Ukraine.
Metal on metal.
Wheels on wheels.
Technology meant to work where there is no time to wait.
A second large truck with a tractor unit —
on whose platform two minibuses and an SUV had been purchased in advance.
Not “found.”
Not “promised.”
Purchased — with a clear understanding of where and why.
No randomness.

For every item there was a request from Ukraine.
For every vehicle — a recipient.
For every generator — a location.
For every tool — a task.
The moment an item appeared, Stefania did not stay silent.

She immediately informed Ukraine:
— such an item exists;
— in such condition;
— ready for transfer.
And only after an official request arrived from the final beneficiary
did she open the next stage.
Document formation. Description. Acts. Lists. Confirmation of free transfer.

Without this — nothing moved.

Because she knew: humanitarian aid without documents is a risk.
A trap.
An opportunity to twist facts, accuse, destroy both reputation and cause.
That is why every vehicle, every generator, every washing machine had a paper trail.

Only then — the road.

This system demanded not only physical strength.
It demanded constant concentration, the ability to hold dozens of processes in the mind at once, and not lose clarity even when the body no longer obeyed.
And it is precisely at this point —
where the scale becomes too large,
where responsibility exceeds human limits,
where trust is absolute —
that the most dangerous thing begins to form.
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Alongside all this, Stefania slowly, almost imperceptibly, began to observe how enemy NLP worked —
how shapeshifters targeted Mikael’s state.
Not loudly.
Not demonstratively.
The kind of process where a person stops shouting —
and begins to feel that they cannot resist trained specialists of hybrid warfare,
agents of influence working on the consciousness of a genius.
The fracture of Mikael’s mind did not happen once.
It happened several times.
With that same half-smile Stefania had already seen on the faces of others who had fallen under influence —
reading messages from the Curator of Evil.
The first break was almost invisible.

Mikael began to speak in чужі слова — borrowed words.
Not in his tone.
Not with his logic.
Phrases appeared casually, as if in passing, without emphasis:

“If you don’t like Finland’s politics and local governance, then you have nothing to do in this country.”

He said this after Stefania had repeatedly spoken about the crime involving Marko Kailo, about the trailer that detached.
These were well-known individuals. Criminals.
The police knew them well.
But Stefania was in a country of dreams —
one that had already been almost conquered,
the same way Crimea, Donetsk, and Donbas were conquered.
Quietly.
Without evidence.
Mikael’s words were calm.
Without anger.
That was why they cut deeper than shouting.

He was not arguing.
He was retransmitting.
Stefania caught these remarks like interference on a radio signal.

She knew:
this is not how people speak when they think independently.
This is how those speak
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