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Prologue

	 

	Dedicated to the Man with a capital “M” — Pastor Mark Burns.

	I begin this book with words of profound gratitude to a man I never had the honor of meeting in person, yet who became the very voice that returned light to me in the darkest period of my life. At that time, it felt as if everything was collapsing; when you lose not only your homeland, your home, and the work of your life, but even hope itself and faith. His name is Pastor Mark Burns, and his voice managed to break through the dense veil of despair, disillusionment, and pain that had enveloped my soul.

	His words reminded me that even a single person, filled with active love and strength of spirit, can ignite hope and faith in others.

	His ministry is a living testimony that even today, two thousand years later, there are still people who, following the example of Christ, continue to sow throughout the world that same singular seed once entrusted by Christ to His apostles. That seed — love, compassion, and reverence for human life — was and remains the greatest gift ever given to all of humanity.

	As long as even one such voice is heard, faith and hope retain their power. And for me, that voice was Mark Burns.

	This book is my path back to faith, hope, and dreams, despite all the hardships, trials, and deprivations of life.

	 

	With gratitude to Pastor Mark Burns!

	 


Introduction

	 

	Sometimes light comes not when you seek it, but when you have already stopped expecting it. When it seems that ahead lies only cold and darkness, and everything that once was your foundation has turned to dust. It was in such a moment that a man entered my life whose name is now forever woven into my destiny — Pastor Mark Burns. I speak this name with the same reverence and gratitude one feels for someone who has saved one’s life. Because that is precisely what happened.

	To understand the scale and meaning of this turning point in my life, one must see the road that led to it — a road through trials and through the abyss of despair in which I once found myself.

	When I decided to write this book, I knew it would hold many painful memories. But confession does not tolerate silence. Its strength lies in sincerity and honesty — qualities that have the power to heal.

	From an early age, science shaped my perspective on the world, and my life gradually took shape along that path — from a child’s fascination with geology to a professional career in geophysics. I have always viewed my research as a form of service for the good of others. Together with my colleagues, friends, and fellow volunteers from the international movement ALLATRA, we conducted interdisciplinary research, seeking real solutions to make the world safer and more resilient amid the planet's rapid changes in geodynamics.

	We never confined science to theory: we sought to inform the public and relevant institutions about real planetary threats and the processes that could affect the fate of millions.

	But that very openness became the reason for the blow that followed. The truth we spoke ran counter to the interests of powerful private groups for whom a potential geological catastrophe in Siberia seemed less dangerous than the loss of profit. Thus began a planned campaign of discrediting — an avalanche of lies, distortions, and media attacks.

	We found ourselves in a reality where truth seemed powerless and falsehood omnipotent; where people’s good names were dragged through the mud, and faith in humanity was tested to its core. Those were days when the world appeared orphaned and silent, as if God were no longer in it, and ahead lay only impenetrable darkness.

	I held on to the few things that still gave warmth — the support of family, the kind words of friends, and the quiet acts of humanity that reminded me goodness still existed. These people stood beside me, keeping me from falling entirely into the abyss of despair. Yet even their warmth could no longer dispel the inner darkness where faith, meaning, and the future had all but vanished.

	And then, at the very moment when everything seemed darkest, when I had stopped expecting anything at all, light suddenly entered my life. It came from where I least expected — through a man I had never met, yet whose words filled my life with meaning. Pastor Mark Burns became the one who brought a quiet but genuine miracle into my life — the miracle of renewed faith.

	 

	 

	


Chapter 1

	 

	I grew up in an educated family where conversations about scientific and technological breakthroughs never ceased — not at the dinner table, not in the hallways, where the walls seemed to preserve the echo of formulas, debates over the laws of physics, and discussions of geological processes. Scientific arguments did not stop even at holiday feasts.

	The words “science” and “benefit for humanity” were never abstract ideals borrowed from newspaper articles or fleeting speeches. These notions were the very air we breathed, the unshakable foundation upon which not only the life of our family was built, but also the inner world I came to form. At times, it seemed I was not so much taught these values as I absorbed them with my mother’s milk, with the scent of old books, with the bright stillness of long winter evenings spent in shared reading. While ordinary children were read fairy tales, from my earliest years, I was drawn to something else entirely. Before I even knew how to read, I would ask my mother to tell me about the mysteries of the Universe, about distant planets, about space, and the laws of nature.

	Stories about Earth fascinated me most of all — about this planet whose depths hold the memory of billions of years, where forgotten epochs slumber beneath layers of rock, and where every stone is a letter from the distant past. I loved to hear how the secrets of ancient continents are preserved in the planet’s depths, how mountains were born and volcanoes raged, why the ground suddenly trembles, and how the silent witnesses of vanished worlds can be read in the fossilized remains of once-living creatures.

	I needed precise answers that could explain everything, and the unresolved questions of science would not let me rest. Even as a child, nothing stirred my sense of wonder more than two kinds of people: geophysicists, who could perceive processes unfolding deep beneath our feet, down to the very core of the Earth; and astronomers, who could see objects scattered across the boundless expanse of the Universe.

	From an early age, I dreamed that one day I would grow up and uncover every mystery — from the nature of gravity to the structure of black holes, and most of all, the secrets of our planet.

	That is why my path into science was neither the result of a difficult choice nor a chance turn of events. It was as inevitable as a mighty river seeking its course, always finding its way, and eventually pouring into the sea.

	Science, for me, was not merely a vocation but a destiny — an honest road one cannot walk half-heartedly.

	When I became a geologist and geophysicist by profession, I immersed myself entirely in a world of immutable laws and indisputable facts, and my natural bent for observation only grew stronger. As a graduate student in geology, I placed deep trust only in what could be measured, calculated, and plotted on a graph. It seemed that everything in existence could be explained through the language of numbers and the laws of physics. The world appeared to me as a perfectly constructed system, where chaos reigned on the surface, but beneath it lay a strict, almost musical harmony.

	The language of seismograms, gravimagnetic anomalies, and borehole data was clearer and closer to me than the evasive speeches of politicians, the solemn promises, or the ornate sermons of priests I occasionally happened to hear. In the Earth’s depths, in the movements of lithospheric plates, in the breath of volcanoes, I did not see chaos but a complex, harmonious dance of forces governed by mathematical logic. That logic gave me a sense of stability, meaning, and the unshakable order of the Universe.

	It was my genuine pursuit of truth, which had driven me since childhood and remained the foundation of my scientific journey, together with a desire to serve something greater than personal interests, that eventually led me to the international volunteer community known as ALLATRA.

	The origins of this unique movement go back to the mid-1990s. At that time, a group of scientists — representing fields as diverse as physics, medicine, geology, and cosmology — joined their efforts to respond to the new challenges of the era. Already then, they were conducting comprehensive interdisciplinary research covering a wide range of issues, including the study of climatic and geodynamic changes on the planet.

	The uniqueness of this scientific collective lay in its remarkable innovation and foresight — in its ability to perceive and begin exploring processes that only decades later would draw the attention of the global scientific community and be recognized as significant. They were not merely ahead of their time; they seemed to see the future of science itself, discerning which questions would become critically important for humanity twenty or thirty years later. Their approach to climate change, geodynamics, ecology, and the interconnections within natural systems held insights that could only have been reached through a fundamentally different perspective on science — one that was not confined within the boundaries of narrow specializations.

	The understanding of science among the ALLATRA scientists was never superficial or formal: for them, science was always evidence-based, never speculative. They did more than exchange data across disciplines — they created fundamentally new research methods that made it possible to study phenomena in their fullness and complexity. Mathematical models were combined with field observations; laboratory experiments were linked with demonstrations of theoretical principles under controlled conditions; and ancient chronicles, which preserved vital knowledge of the past, were integrated with the discovery of new principles and possibilities in physics. It was precisely this multifaceted approach and the open, egalitarian format of dialogue that allowed them to discern hidden patterns invisible at first glance within the seeming chaos of fragmented data split apart by narrow specializations. This kind of scientific approach enabled them to construct the most complete and objective picture of the phenomena under analysis.

	They came to understand that processes in the Earth’s crust are connected with cosmic cycles; that changes in the intensity of the Earth’s magnetic field pose threats to the biosphere; that plastic particles exert a destructive influence on the electromagnetic field; and that everything in nature is far more interconnected than conventional academic science usually acknowledges.

	Most importantly, their work was imbued with the conviction that science must serve life, not careers or prestige. Every study, every conclusion, was viewed through the lens of two questions: “How will this help people? How will this protect future generations?” They did not work for scientific journals, grants, or titles — they worked for the survival of humanity on this planet.

	It was this very motivation that allowed them to see further and deeper. When your task is not to publish an article but to discover the truth that may save lives, you begin to ask the right questions. When you understand that your conclusions may determine your own fate and the fate of your children and grandchildren, you cannot permit yourself superficiality or conformity.

	Hypotheses were marked honestly — whether they were experimental results, working versions, or bold conjectures — yet the direction always remained the same: to find answers to humanity's fundamental questions of survival and to understand the natural processes that may hold the key to overcoming global challenges.

	When I first learned about the work of this scientific collective, I was struck not only by the insight of these people but also by their moral stance. They chose the path of genuine service — not to power, not to money, not to fame, but to humanity itself. And perhaps it was precisely this purity of intent that gave them that exceptional clarity of vision, enabling them to look so far ahead in science and to advance beyond their time.

	Gradually, people who cared about these challenges — volunteers and like-minded individuals from dozens of countries — began joining this initiative. In this way, the broad International Volunteer Movement ALLATRA was born. And one day, I too found myself among them.

	Here, no one asked where you came from, what nationality you were, what political views you held, or what you believed in. Only one thing mattered — our shared determination to unite our efforts in the face of global challenges, the foremost of which, even then, was the rapidly escalating geodynamic crisis threatening life on Earth.

	It was a completely unique spirit of cooperation, where people were joined not by career or fame, but by a sincere resolve to help one another for the sake of a common future, by a willingness to work toward a shared goal, where each person contributed what they could to the future of all humanity.

	Within this community, I found my place. My knowledge proved essential for analytical work connected to the international study of Earth’s climatic and geodynamic changes.

	My role as head of the Information and Analytics Department on Global Climate Change did not imply hierarchical superiority, but rather a greater responsibility for coordinating the work of an international team of volunteer analysts.

	Our work focused on global monitoring of natural disasters, analyzing seismic and volcanic activity, conducting comprehensive studies of changes in Earth’s geodynamics, and informing people about the true scale of intensifying natural catastrophes.

	We worked as a single organism: streams of data from all over the world — reports from seismic stations, bulletins from volcanological observatories, maps of ocean temperature anomalies — became our shared field of analysis. The monitors before us were windows into the beating, restless heart of the planet.

	I saw my task as being that of an impartial analyst, someone who gathered scattered fragments of a vast mosaic — from an earthquake in Chile to the eruption of a volcano in Indonesia, from the anomalous drift of the magnetic poles to amplitude variations in the Schumann resonance — and pieced them together into one coherent picture. I systematized, compared, and searched for correlations and patterns so that the overall panorama of threats would become clear to everyone.

	This was work filled with a quiet yet profound faith in knowledge as the driving force of science directed toward the good of humanity. That faith was grounded in the conviction that once we recognized and fully comprehended the danger looming over our common home, we no longer had the right to remain silent. Both professional and human duty required that we speak openly about it, bringing into the search for solutions not only the scientific community but all those who care about the future of humankind.

	Facts presented honestly and openly seemed to us a force capable of awakening people’s consciousness and uniting them in the search for solutions. I believed there was nothing more convincing than numbers and graphs, nothing more important than warning humanity in time.

	Back then, I still believed that truth carried its own power, that truth needed no protection and would always prevail.

	At that time, I did not yet know that in the human world, there are forces for which truth is more dangerous than any element, and that the wall they erect in its path can prove stronger than the Earth’s own crust.

	 

	 

	


Chapter 2

	 

	For most people, Siberia is synonymous with endless taiga, harsh frosts, and immense natural wealth. For us, geologists and geophysicists of the Movement, it is first and foremost a place of colossal geological tension — a ticking magmatic bomb deep within the planet.

	In the Analytical Department of ALLATRA, my colleagues from different countries and I kept our fingers on the pulse of this vast region for years. One of the epicenters of our research, and our most significant concern, was the territory where, approximately 250 million years ago, one of the greatest catastrophes in the planet’s history took place. At the boundary of the Permian and Triassic periods, when the Paleozoic era gave way to the Mesozoic, massive eruptions of the Siberian Traps unfolded — countless basalt flows. The very crust of the Earth split open, covering an area comparable in size to Europe with lava. In the geological record, this boundary is marked by a dark line — evidence of the greatest mass extinction Earth has ever endured.

	The cause of those catastrophic outpourings was the Siberian magma plume — a so-called superplume that rose toward the surface around 250 million years ago and burned through the crust. It was in this part of the planet that the research of the ALLATRA scientific collective in the early 2000s detected unusual geophysical and magmatic activity. The conclusions were shocking: the Siberian magma plume is still alive within the Earth’s depths.

	When we hear about lava eruptions, the imagination usually conjures up the classic cone of a volcano — Vesuvius, Etna, or Fuji. But what lies beneath Siberia cannot be compared to these phenomena, formidable though they are, yet still local in scale. Suppose an ordinary volcano is like a pinprick in the body of the planet. In that case, the Siberian superplume is a gaping wound capable of striking entire continents.

	This is not a volcano in the usual sense, but a colossal, ascending stream of molten magma rising from the Earth's deepest layers toward the surface and spreading beneath Siberia like an immense underground river. The scale of its influence is of an entirely different order — if the eruption of Vesuvius destroyed several cities, the activity of a superplume could poison the atmosphere and oceans, wipe entire ecosystems from the face of the Earth, and trigger a volcanic hyper-winter.

	Imagine a region in Siberia the size of Australia, where energy seethes with the potential to burn straight through a lithospheric plate and unleash a planetary-scale catastrophe. This very territory, which holds within its depths the memory of an ancient apocalypse and the potential for a new one, became one of the central focuses of our research and our greatest concern. We understood: what once happened at the boundary of the Paleozoic and Mesozoic eras could happen again. The eruptions that could occur here in Siberia are comparable in their volume of volcanic emissions to the simultaneous salvo of one thousand of the most powerful Yellowstone eruptions.

	We knew what was neither printed in newspapers nor spoken of on the evening news. We were aware of the awakening of the Siberian superplume. This was not a guess or a hypothesis. Thanks to the unprecedented unification of scientists from different countries, we possessed a comprehensive picture based on the analysis of an immense volume of data. But what had triggered the awakening of the Siberian magmatic giant?

	It all began in 1995, when the planet started to show signs of a deep systemic breakdown. Anomalies in the Earth’s fundamental parameters — from its rotation to its magnetic field — all pointed to one thing: something had changed dramatically at the very heart of the planet. Scientists recorded a sudden destabilization of the Earth’s core — an event so vast that its consequences reverberated throughout the entire planetary system.

	Imagine the core of our planet as a giant reactor that has been operating in a stable mode for the last 12,000 years. Suddenly, that reactor begins receiving additional energy — as if someone abruptly increased the fuel supply. That is precisely what we were observing: a sharp rise in the energetic activity of the Earth’s outer core, which set off a cascade of changes across all the geospheres of the planet.

	An interdisciplinary analysis of ancient deposits — the stone chronicles that preserve the memory of past catastrophes — revealed a striking pattern. Such energy surges within the Earth do not occur randomly. They follow a strict astronomical cycle, repeating every 12,000 years, like a vast cosmic clock counting down to planetary disasters.

	The cause of this cyclicity is of an astronomical nature. Some external cosmic process “recharges” the planet’s core every 12,000 years, directing colossal amounts of energy toward it. The hypothesis that the source of this energy lies beyond the Earth was convincingly supported by synchronous anomalies recorded on Mars and other planets of the Solar System, as though our entire stellar neighborhood had come under the influence of the same cosmic process.

	For the Earth, the critical point of this cycle occurred in 1997–1998, when the planet’s inner solid core literally shifted within, making a physical leap, akin to a giant iron sphere losing its balance within its molten shell. This physical displacement of the planet’s solid iron heart, comparable in size to the Moon, became a turning point in the modern history of the Earth.

	The activation of the Siberian magma plume occurred after the Earth’s core shifted abruptly in 1998 toward the Taymyr Peninsula, a region in the Siberian Arctic. This shift provoked a powerful upwelling of magma in that direction. As a result of these processes, an area comparable in size to an entire continent began to heat near the surface several times faster than the rest of the planet.

	Another factor further aggravated the situation: in the course of our research, it became clear that the Earth’s natural cooling mechanisms had been disrupted. The cause lay in the pollution of the ocean and atmosphere with micro- and nanoplastics.

	Nanoplastics, in particular, have become
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