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This book is a creative non-fiction chronicle of a war that lacks explosions but leaves scars that last for years. Here, the front line is not drawn on a map; it cuts through the human psyche via manipulation, devaluation, gratitude-blackmail, control through fear, and the systematic assassination of reputations.

In the fourth volume, the reader witnesses the mechanics of "volunteer power" as a tool of coercion. This is a world where aid is transformed into a loan with moral interest, and people are rendered vulnerable by loss, language barriers, and systemic dependency. The stories of Olena Opal, Maryna and Vadym, the Lahidnyi family, and Hanna Polova represent different trajectories of the same phenomenon: how a shadow model of weaponless violence can operate even in the safety of Europe. In this war, a phone becomes a knife, and "reputation" becomes a gallows.

This is not a book for light reading. It is an exploration of moral crimes that rarely reach a courtroom but cripple lives as surely as physical blows. It is about how betrayal, envy, and fear can decompose a community from within—and how, despite it all, an individual can cling to dignity, motherhood, memory, and the right to the truth.

"Hybrid War Without Tanks" is a mirror placed where people are used to silence. It is a story that forces us to see, to call things by their real names, and to realize: sometimes the most brutal war begins exactly when you think you are finally safe.
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They met on a bus. It was the second "humanitarian mission" organized by Vira. A cramped space, thick with the scent of fatigue and anxiety. Olena sat by the window—slight, beautiful, with those haunting eyes that seemed to mirror the boundless Poltava steppe. Beside her were two children: a twelve-year-old boy, already silent with an adult’s gravity, and a three-year-old girl, restless from the endless journey.

Back then, they didn't know that this bus was more than an escape; it was a thread in Vira's vast web. Back then, Olena was still the wife of a living Hero.

Returning in Black. When the news of her husband’s death arrived, her world didn’t just stop—it detonated. He wasn't just a husband to her. He was her oxygen. The sole pillar upon which her personal celestial sphere rested. She had to do the impossible: leave her children in Europe with their grandmother and travel back into the inferno just to touch the cold wood of a coffin one last time.

A Hero’s Funeral. Have you seen how they bury warriors in the Poltava region? It is a sea of people on their knees. It is a silence so heavy you could cut it with a knife. Olena stood there, a tiny figure in black, facing a casket draped in the blue-and-yellow flag. Psychologically, this was her initiation into widowhood. She wasn’t just saying goodbye to her beloved; she was mourning her youth, her very "self." She watched as they lowered her heart into the damp earth, and then they handed her the flag. Cold silk in place of a warm hand.

She returned to Europe a different woman. A certain "opalescent" glint appeared in her eyes—a mixture of frozen tears and an internal fire that now had to warm two children alone.

The Rhythm of Survival: 07:00 – 09:00. Europe knows nothing of Poltava cemeteries. The host country demands discipline. Every morning of hers is a mechanical dance on the edge of exhaustion.

07:00. She steps out into the damp Finnish morning. The boy to school, the little one to daycare. She zips up their jackets, kisses their foreheads, while inside her lies a hollow void that wants to scream. But she remains silent.

08:30. She runs. Her small feet measure the asphalt, racing against the clock.

09:00. She must be at her desk. Finnish language courses. A language that sounds to her like the rustle of dry leaves, while in her mind, echoes of explosions and the voice of a husband who will never call again still resonate.

At seven in the morning, the air is transparent and cold, like a blade pressed against the throat. Olena tightly gripped two small palms—warm, living, the only things still tethering her to this planet. She walked into that morning as if into a fog, where around every corner could hide a ghost of her past life or a new trap of her present one.
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A Forced March Through Amnesia
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She led the children toward school and daycare, trying to step in time with her thoughts, but the rhythm kept breaking. Her ten-year-old son was silent so loudly that it echoed in her temples; he had become her little guardian, having understood the price of a man’s duty far too soon. The little girl trotted beside her, still unaware that the flag her mother had brought from Poltava was all that remained of her father’s embrace.

Olena walked with her eyes fixed on the ground; it was easier to fear looking at the sky than to confront its indifference. She had to make it. She had to hand her children over to the system so that she could become part of another system—at nine o’clock, in language class, she was expected to learn words like "safety," "future," and "help." Words that tasted like ash in her mouth.
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The Point of No Return
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Just as she approached the building, the pivotal moment occurred. It wasn't a bolt from the blue. It was a quiet, professionally engineered encounter. Perhaps it was Vira’s bicycle, slowing down smoothly beside her. It was precisely during this window—between seven and nine—that Olena was most vulnerable. She was "depressurized"—her heart laid bare through her children. Her enemies knew this. They chose a time when she wasn't "Olena Opal," the woman of flint, but simply a Mother trying to save her fledglings.

She was walking... and suddenly, the space around her contracted. This event was not just a street quarrel. It was a ritual public execution, where a mobile phone became the murder weapon and terrified children were the audience. Vira wasn't just screaming; she was methodically dismantling Olena’s sacred status as a mother and a widow, aiming to prove that without "respected people," she was nothing.
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