
Table of Contents

Press Her Hybrid War Without Tanks (A Hybrid War Without Tanks, #15)

Annotation

TABLE OF CONTENTS

Stefania’s return had ended while she was still on the road.

At first glance, the problem with the truck seemed minor and purely technical: the trailer was twenty-six meters long.

“Your husband decides this.”

“What kind of woman are you if you can’t come to an agreement with your own husband?”

“Press her. Press.”

It had become a strategic asset.

The Saving Call

The day before, I had agreed to an online meeting with Stefania.

Temporary Shelter

The Price of a Signature

Why Is Stefania’s Mind So Difficult to Influence? | Psychological Brief | On the Resilience of Consciousness and Vulnerability to Influence

Type of Internal Support | Stefania — Internal Support

Mikael — External Support

Attitude Toward Truth and Conflict

The Role of Fear

The Impact of War as Experience

General Conclusion

Fixation

A Question Without an Answer

What would I have done?

Questions That Cannot Be Looked Away From

Questions to the Believers of This Confession

Fixation

Editing for the Blind

Stefania did not say: the Finns submit.

The interview she prepared for as a researcher

What she said — and what was not supposed to air

Gas as a weapon

EN — The Dialogue They Decided Not to Show

The Trick

The Loss of Voice

STRUCTURAL SCHEME | “Hybrid Action → Effect → Consequence” | 1. Informational Hybrid Action | Action:

Effect:

Consequence:

2. Intellectual Hybrid Action | Action:

Effect:

Consequence:

Fragment. “Tractors”

Psychological Analysis | Corruption as a Form of Internal War

1. Moral Inversion

2. The Show as Anesthesia of Conscience

3. Punishment for Truth as a Tool of Control

4. The Internal Enemy Is More Dangerous Than the External One

5. Why People Stop Voting for “Benefactors”

6. Neutral Conclusion

The Call

Not torn. Not broken. Unscrewed.

A Quiet Prayer

A Poisoned Heart

An Unclosed Request

Documents That Do Not Exist

Afterword. Documentary Record

Structural Features of the Recorded Hybrid Model | 1. Target

2. Method

3. Instruments

4. Result

On Impunity

On Responsibility

Final Record


[image: Зображення, що містить текст, книга, постер, Обличчя людини

Вміст на основі ШІ може бути неправильним.]

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Annotation

[image: ]


This book is a literary and documentary testimony of how war continues far beyond the front line — in logistics, charity, media, family life, and state procedures. Stefania returns home after a public trip, only to realize that the “return” ended long before she arrived. A чужа воля enters her reality — quiet, without bruises, yet marked by emptiness in the eyes of someone close to her.

At the center of the story is the seizure of a humanitarian truck with a trailer carrying seventeen tons of aid collected for the Armed Forces of Ukraine. On the surface, the reason appears purely technical: the trailer is 26 meters long. In reality, this “detail” becomes a knot where fear, money, influence, and the power to decide who is allowed to receive strategic resources during wartime all converge. Threats are not voiced through shouting, but through commands over the phone: “Press her.” At that moment it becomes clear — the pressure is not about logistics; the pressure is about position.

At the same time, another line unfolds — an attempt to eliminate Stefania as a subject: to strip her of status, to “break” her through a psychiatric scenario, to erase her voice and legal agency in order to rewrite the story and its beneficiaries. At the climax, a doctor — the future author of the book — becomes a witness, documenting the events not as a sensation, but as a mechanism of psychological warfare.

The text combines intense personal drama with a cold logic of cause and effect, and a moral choice from which it is impossible to look away: what matters more — comfort and “silence,” or duty and truth? This is a book about faith used as a cover, about media capable of changing meaning without changing words, and about people who hold their position when retreat would mean complicity.

In this story, A Hybrid War Without Tanks has concrete faces, concrete phrases, and concrete consequences. And it leaves the reader with one central question: what would you do if the price of the right decision were your home, your marriage, and your future?
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Stefania’s return had ended while she was still on the road.
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The airport was left behind quickly and routinely — a place where nothing lingers, where even the air has no memory. They exited. Sat down. Drove off. No one spoke unnecessarily. The name “Zastrivka” surfaced in Stefania’s mind not as a location, but as a sensation. As a state in which something is stuck between “it might still be possible” and “it’s already too late.”

She looked out the window and already knew: trouble was coming.
Not because someone had said anything.
Not because there were facts.
But because the body always knows before the mind.
The road stretched evenly, without sharp turns. Yet inside, everything was sliding sideways. Stefania had not yet arrived — and the event had already occurred. She felt it with such clarity, as if someone had turned the page without her permission.

When she returned from the drive, when anxiety had not yet formed into a thought, she saw Mikkel.
And that was enough.
Not words.
Not explanations.
His appearance.
A face from which support had vanished. A gaze devoid of presence — containing only compliance. A body sitting upright, yet internally broken, assembled not from within but from the outside. This is how people look after they have already been worked on. Not roughly. Not loudly. But methodically.

Services do not leave bruises.
They leave emptiness.
Stefania understood this instantly. Without analysis. Without logic. She saw the result — and that was enough to realize: the chances of recovery were minimal. Not because he was weak. But because the break had been executed correctly — at the root.

The entire way, she cried.
Quietly.
Without sobbing.
Sitting in the back seat so no one would see.
The tears flowed on their own, steadily, without hysteria. This was not crying from pain — it was crying from knowing. From that state when the worst has not yet happened, but you already understand: it is coming. You do not know from where. You do not know in what form. But you know — it will find you.

She did not want disaster.
She did not seek struggle.
She dreamed of something simple: to live.
Not to win.
Not to prove.
Just to live.
But she would not be allowed to live.

This realization was not dramatic — it was quiet. Like a verdict never read aloud. Like a decision already made without her.

And when Stefania crossed the threshold of the house, she understood completely: this home was no longer a safe space. It had become a stage. A place where events would unfold not by her will.

She was still standing in the hallway.
She had not yet taken off her shoes.
She had not spoken a single word.
But the story had already begun.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

At first glance, the problem with the truck seemed minor and purely technical: the trailer was twenty-six meters long.
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No more. No less. Not a weapon, not prohibited cargo, not missing documents — just length. But it was precisely this detail that suddenly became a knot where чужі interests, pressure, and fear converged.
Stefania searched for solutions. Not one — several. Different routes, one receiving side, one destination point in Ukraine. They worked the way people work when they have no right to make a mistake. Together with Mikael and the volunteers, Stefania prepared the cargo: reweighing it, sorting it, shifting it, stacking it so that every box knew its place and its purpose. Everything was ready for the road.

After that, she had to fly out. A beauty pageant in the United States. Which one exactly does not matter here. That is a separate story, a separate chapter. In this one — there is only the truck.

Returning back, even before the first conversation, even before the first word, Stefania noticed a change in Mikael’s face. Subtle, but sufficient. The kind you sense not with your eyes, but with your body. Something anxious was already present in it. She did not yet know what exactly — but the threat was already there.

Day and night became confused. In Finland it was night; in the United States, day. Her body existed between time zones, in a state of profound exhaustion. Jet lag, sleepless nights, physical and emotional fatigue after responsible work — everything overlapped. She was not simply returning from a trip. She was returning from tension that does not end with applause.

Stefania had barely crossed the threshold of her home. She had not unpacked. Had not changed clothes. The space of the house had not yet become safe. And at that moment, two men arrived. They spoke Russian and Ukrainian. Briefly and without explanations, they said they were taking the truck.

Stefania immediately set a boundary. Calmly and clearly. The truck had to reach the Armed Forces of Ukraine. The entire cargo had been prepared specifically for that purpose.

If it did not reach the final beneficiary, there would be statements — to every possible international institution, to the European Court, wherever necessary. She was not bargaining. She was warning.

The men were frightened. It was visible. At first, they refused to take the truck. They did not look confident. But someone stood behind them. Invisible, yet present. Someone was controlling the situation from the outside.

When the issue arose sharply again, one of the drivers approached with a phone on speaker. The conversation had to be with his supervisor. Stefania spoke.

On the line was broken speech — a mixture of Russian and Finnish. A dry voice without intonation named a sum: three thousand euros for the delivery. Stefania replied that the money would be paid upon arrival. She was told no — the money had to be paid in advance. She explained that the soldiers were performing combat tasks. The response was cold: the truck would go to other beneficiaries.

Then came the phrase that changed the tone of the conversation entirely:
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“Your husband decides this.”
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And then, contemptuously:
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“What kind of woman are you if you can’t come to an agreement with your own husband?”
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When the driver stepped slightly aside, the voice was still audible. It did not lower — it became an order.
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