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Dedication

IN MEMORY OF

Terry Michael Duncan, who did the right thing without thinking about it;

Sergei Magnitsky, who thought about it a lot and did it anyway; and

Alexei Navalny, who told millions doing nothing is not an option.

May Russia one day become the country we all envisioned.




AUTHOR’S NOTE

This is a true story, and in almost all cases I have used people’s real names. In some places names have been changed to protect people.

For ease of understanding, Russian monetary sums in this book are often given in US dollars at the exchange rate in effect at that time instead of quoting the original figures in rubles or alongside the ruble sums. As the ruble exchange rate has changed so many times, there is a vast difference in the value of a billion rubles at various times in this book, and so it’s best to think in terms of US dollars.

For much of this book I have used Kiev and not Kyiv simply because that’s what it was commonly called at the time. When speaking in the present, Kyiv is always used.




INTRODUCTION

When you are in a storm, your vision is limited. It’s wild, fun, and exciting, or sometimes just terrifying. Sometimes when it’s over, you can figure out what the hell just happened, and sometimes even why. In rare cases you find that your own actions actually affected the storm.

This is the story of being in an almost continuous set of storms that began just before the USSR collapsed and continues today. It’s the story of the evolution of modern Russia as seen on the ground and in the trenches.

There are many books that explain the transformation of Russia by focusing on the politicians, oligarchs, and KGB/FSB spies who run Russia. This isn’t one of them. This is a story of parallel evolution, of Russia and me. It’s watching Russia change through the lens of what happened to me and those around me, people who were just trying to do well, and make our home, Russia, a better place. People who were trying to ride the storms, and who eventually ended up making a few waves ourselves.

While I’m American by birth, a great part of me is Russian. I founded the first independent foreign-owned law firm in Russia to help small businesses and entrepreneurs enter the market. I lived and worked in Russia for eighteen years. Most of my extended family and closest friends are Russian. I arrived in Russia in 1991 at the age of twenty-four and was living in Moscow when modern Russia came into existence. I have seen the country go from a land of infinite freedom, opportunity, and hope to a Mafia state, and from there to a dictatorship that attacks its own people, destabilizes our democracies, and wages war on its neighbors. For better or worse, I’m both a victim of Russia and one of its success stories.

So on that note, let me explain how a kid from New York founded a law firm in Moscow, had to flee for his life, and ended up in a pissing contest with the Putin regime. There’s a bit of family history in this story, but it’s there for a reason. It’s not something most of my clients or work colleagues have ever heard.

THANKSGIVING DAY, THURSDAY, NOVEMBER 27, 2008

Shell-shocked. That’s probably the best word to describe how I was feeling. It was Thanksgiving Day in America 2008. However, instead of sitting at my table at home in Moscow with my partner and extended family, I’m sitting alone in a hotel room in London. I was lucky to be free, but I couldn’t say I felt thankful.

The arrests started Monday. First, they came for Sergei Magnitsky, the head of my tax and audit department. Five Interior Ministry officers showed up at his Moscow flat with a search warrant on some matter that made no sense. But then again, in Putin’s Russia search warrants didn’t have to make sense. The officers wanted what Sergei had, or, more specifically, the people they were acting for wanted to contain it.

For almost eight hours they ripped his home apart, taking everything that Sergei had discovered. Then they “asked” him to come with them to the station for further questioning. Once there he found that he was under arrest.

The day after that, search teams went after three more of my people. My law partner Andrei had fled a year before. Until now I had thought he was being paranoid living in self-imposed exile.

Boris, one of our lawyers, got lucky. The officers who went after him showed up at his parents’ place and he didn’t live there anymore. As soon as he got word, he hopped the next flight to London.

Liliya, the head of my company registration department, wasn’t so lucky; she was home when the officers arrived. Knowing what happened to Sergei the day before, she pretended not to be home. She called me with the officers outside her door, as though I could actually do something. We sent advocates, Russian criminal defense lawyers, to the scene. We knew they couldn’t prevent her arrest, but one does what one can. It so happened that the officers, believing she wasn’t home, left five minutes before they arrived. The advocates helped her run. They told her that never in their careers had they helped someone run from the authorities, but understanding this situation for what it was, they helped her all the same. So Liliya ran, with just the clothes on her back, her ID documents, passport, and $20 in rubles stuffed in her pockets.

I met her in a hotel lobby and took her out of the country via a train to Kiev, where we took the first flight to London. It was a terrifying ordeal.

Sergei, Andrei, Boris, and Liliya—that was my entire team working on Hermitage matters in Russia. After a year of being ignored, clearly, we’d just struck a nerve.

Meanwhile, back in Moscow, the courts ruled that it was okay to open criminal investigations against two other advocates (from two different firms) who defended Hermitage in Russia. Those advocates had seen the writing on the wall and had fled to London before the court rulings.

Even though no one tried to arrest me, my own advocate and the American embassy were advising me not to return.

So I was in London with two of my lawyers. I spent Thanksgiving Day meeting with immigration solicitors to make sure my people wouldn’t be sent back to Russia if we couldn’t fix things.

The story was now breaking internationally.

Sergei was under arrest, my team and I had just been run out of Russia, and our entire lives were back in Moscow. Check, and it’s our move. Shit!




HOW DID YOU END UP IN RUSSIA?!

RISKY BUSINESS MEETS PULP FICTION

I’m often asked how I ended up in Russia. Well, my life before I moved to Russia wasn’t exactly normal.

I was born in Hollywood, California, and spent the first five years of my life in Beverly Hills. Our house was a six-thousand-square-foot, pink hacienda-style mansion with five bedrooms, seven bathrooms, a large backyard, and a pool. It was later used in the movie Down and Out in Beverly Hills as the home of the Whitemans (Richard Dreyfuss and Bette Midler). In 1971, when my parents were themselves down and out in Beverly Hills, they sold it to Vidal Sassoon, the hair stylist, and we moved to New York.

Dad, Mom, me, and my twin younger brothers all moved in with my paternal grandmother in Forest Hills, Queens, a sleepy part of New York City twenty minutes by subway from Manhattan. I hated New York, and then one day I didn’t. It turned out that what I hated was being poor. I didn’t realize our move from Beverly Hills to Forest Hills was prompted by my father having gone bust. As a five-year-old kid I didn’t know rich from poor. I just attributed all the unpleasantly different circumstances of my new life to the move. Six people living in a two-bedroom apartment, without a heated swimming pool … in a kid’s mind it was just the difference between New York and California.

My parents’ marriage did not survive our change in fortune, but by 1975 my father was on a roll again and we were living in high style. My mother, living on alimony, now had eleven rooms on Park Avenue. My father owned a six-floor brownstone on East Seventieth Street with a garden, which he later glassed in and turned into a penny arcade with pinball machines, electronic games, and a championship air hockey table for us kids. Weekdays were with Mom and weekends with Dad.

At the time we had a yacht with captain and crew out in Montauk, just past the Hamptons. Every summer weekend Dad, my twin brothers, and I, as well as Dad’s girlfriend of the moment, would grab a cab to the Sixty-eighth Street Boat Basin on the East River, where we’d board a seaplane and fly out to the yacht. We’d cruise a bit up the northeast coast and then fly back on Sunday, repeating the pattern all summer as we worked our way farther and farther up the northeastern seaboard.

On the outside this looked almost idyllic, but my family’s life was spinning out of control.

When I was just about to turn fourteen, my father took my brothers and me out to a $100-a-head Chinese restaurant in Manhattan called David K’s. Over dinner in what was then one of New York’s grandest restaurants, he told us he was being investigated and that he might go to prison and lose all his money. It was a surreal moment. It was also hard to understand. All I knew about my dad’s business was that he invested in coal mining and that he often made trips to West Virginia, Kentucky, and the Bahamas, where he had set up a trust fund for us. When I didn’t take him seriously, he yelled at me, and the conversation moved on.

A few months later, in January 1982, my father was indicted. As his trial loomed, he turned to drugs and prostitutes. First it was coke. Then after massive amounts of coke had destroyed his nose, he turned to smoking crack.

My father then bought a share in an upscale Manhattan bordello that was run out of the Gramercy East private “gentlemen’s club.” He showed me around once. It had a bar, a decent-sized pool, a hot tub, and a lot of private rooms where the action happened. If you weren’t a member of the club, and I wasn’t sure anyone really was, they charged a $500 door fee. Customers then had to buy their chosen women a few expensive drinks (secretly nonalcoholic for the working girls) before paying at least another $500 to take things further. I wasn’t comfortable being there. I was fifteen and looked thirteen. No one else seemed particularly happy that I was there either. It wasn’t a bring-your-kid type of place.

The convenience of owning a brothel appealed to my dad. He stocked our brownstone with prostitutes the way a hotel would stock the minibar, keeping the house filled to capacity. He put a woman in each bedroom: the favorite in his, and alternates in each of his three sons’ bedrooms. One of my first large fights with my father was for the right to have my own room without a prostitute in it for the weekend. I was a kid, and I wanted to play computer games.

The girls he brought in from the brothel changed frequently. Weekends at home often occurred in the midst of Dad’s multiday crack sessions with more than twenty women in residence. My brothers and I thought it was all a bit weird but weren’t too fussed. The girls were closer to our age than my dad’s. Most of our friends were mesmerized by the women and thought it was a riot.

While all this was going on, my dad also started hanging out with gangsters.

I was never comfortable hanging out with gangsters and their kids, but I got to listen to a lot of stories, learn how they think, and make them laugh. Gangsters, and their kids, for that matter, are preprogrammed. When they ask you something, or tell you to do something, there are only two answers they understand: yes and no. They have a set response for each. Yes means you agree to do something they want, and it’s usually something risky and unsavory and often results in their owning you. No means they hurt you and continue to hurt you until you do what they asked, or until you die, or would be better off dead. Put simply, you either do what they ask or are made into an example of the price for “disrespect.”

I was fascinated by their stories, but at the same time I found myself doing a delicate dance, learning how to refuse invitations to things I didn’t want to go to, and later, when in college, “businesses opportunities” I didn’t want to be partners in. The takeaway was that I could engineer a no by answering out of the box with an answer that was neither yes nor no but was respectful and funny in one way or another. Something that would produce laughter and make them decide I was okay but hopeless, or a waste of time. I became good at that.

Rumors about my father’s involvement with prostitutes and gangsters started at my high school, and there were parents who wouldn’t let their kids come over to my house. On the other hand, there were upsides. I wasn’t exactly the dating kind of boy. Things like that get noticed. Kids get bullied. But not me. I lived in a bordello. For most of the teenage boys around me, I was living the dream. No one bullied me. Even if I told people I wasn’t sleeping with the girls, no one believed me. That suited me just fine.

Yet despite living the teen dream, life at home was at times disturbing. Not so much the girls and the mafiosi, who could be fun, but the drugs. My brothers and I didn’t do drugs, and we couldn’t bear to watch as our father did. But we couldn’t avoid watching, because after a while there really wasn’t a time when he wasn’t doing drugs.

All of this had an effect. My grades fell through the floor. My dad eventually pulled me out of my school and sent me to “St. Thomas More for the Underachiever,” an all-boys Catholic boarding school that advertised in the back of the New York Times. It turned out to be somewhat of a reform school for wayward boys. When I refused to go back after a week, he put me in a five-day boarding program at the Hun School in Princeton, New Jersey, to finish my tenth-grade year.

I had just started attending the Hun School when my father was indicted, and I finally learned what he did for a living. My father had defrauded as many as four hundred investors, selling them shares in coal mines that he had no intention of mining. The idea was to get US government tax credits that were available to people who invested in making America energy independent. The government was offering tax credits of four times the money invested in developing American energy. Owe $800,000 in taxes? Invest $200,000 with us and $800,000 of your taxes will be written off. You can’t lose! Of course, those tax benefits were available only to people actually mining coal. …

The government’s case was led by a young New York assistant district attorney, John Moscow, who eventually came to play an important role in my Russian story.

The Hun School and I were not a good fit. However, I had a history teacher who devoted the rest of the school year to the buildup to World War I, and much of the course focused on Russia. One of the books we had to read, Robert Massie’s Nicholas and Alexandra, told the tragic story of the last Russian tsar and his teenage children, who had lived in unimaginable luxury until the Russian Revolution. Fascinated, I developed a lasting interest in Russia, somehow reading my own experiences into the story of the tsar’s children growing up in a gilded world that was falling apart.

When school ended that year in 1982, I was almost sixteen. We still had money, and I persuaded my father to send me to the Soviet Union with Putney Student Travel, a company whose claim to fame was, and still is, transformative summer programs for high school and middle school students. We would visit Moscow, Sochi on the Black Sea, and then Leningrad, the imperial capital formerly known as St. Petersburg, where I could see the palace where Nicholas, Alexandra, and their children had lived.

I didn’t know what to expect in the classless USSR, where everyone was supposed to be equal. What I found was the most stratified and unequal society I had ever seen. It was also a country that had sacrificed almost all the material comforts of its citizens to become a world power, and which worked hard to keep the cost to its people a closely guarded secret.

When I left the Soviet Union, I didn’t feel it was a terrible threat to America. I felt it was a terrible reality for its own people. On a stopover in Finland, I bought a badge that said “Visit the Soviets Before They Visit You.” I wasn’t planning on going back.

That said, I didn’t lose my infatuation with the last tsar and his family, and I was unexpectedly pushed further toward Russia.

In the fall of 1982, my father moved me to the Hackley School, another private school some forty minutes by train from New York City in Tarrytown, a small, historic city on the bank of the Hudson River. Then sixteen years old, I was enrolled in a five-day boarding program. The main buildings, built of gray granite and including a chapel with gargoyles, sat on a hilltop, surrounded by sprawling grounds with fantastic facilities. It’s the kind of place that would be quite at home in the English countryside; set among the schools it’s modeled upon.

At my father’s insistence, I was to study Russian as my foreign language. My father believed the Soviet Union would fall apart while I was a young man, and that I would go back and make a lot of money.

I thought he was nuts. But he was paying, and so Russian it was.

Meanwhile, the money was running out. Bills and alimony were being paid late. My mother, seeing the writing on the wall, got a job placing people in temporary employment, and she moved into a two-bedroom apartment on East Fifty-Sixth Street in Manhattan that she could support on her own. When my twin brothers moved in with her, she enrolled them in Stuyvesant and Bronx Science, two of the best free high schools in the United States.

Meanwhile, I would spend weekends at my father’s Manhattan town house, where things were becoming more and more absurd. On one occasion, my father sent our stretch Lincoln limo to get me after school on Friday. It was a particularly gaudy-looking car; two-tone—brown and some kind of white—that could look like banana yellow in the wrong light. The car, however, was slightly eclipsed that day by its back-seat passenger, a prostitute who dressed the part and had been instructed to walk the school’s halls and ask “Has anyone seen Jamie Firestone?”

Some kid ran into my computer class yelling, “Jamie, there’s a prostitute in the hall looking for you!” Mortified, I rushed out to find the girl and leave. I found her and told her to wait in the car while I got my things from my room. Just as I was getting into the car, the headmaster came into the quad and walked up to the car.

Our headmaster, Donald Barr, was a nationally respected educator. His son later became the US attorney general under President Trump. Everyone feared Headmaster Barr. He took a look in the car, stared at the prostitute and then at the car’s fully stocked bar, before turning his attention to me.

“Mr. Firestone, isn’t it?”

“Yes, sir.” I was trembling.

“Mr. Firestone, do you know the rules about having alcohol on campus?”

I did. Instant expulsion.

“But it’s just the bar in my car,” I whimpered.

“And need I even mention any policies that might apply to women of, shall we say … questionable virtue? Mr. Firestone. Get out of the car.” I was shaking and almost crying.

“But it’s just our car. It’s not my fault.”

I got out. Mr. Barr then put one foot inside and looked at me over his shoulder.

“The rules,” he said, “are that the headmaster gets first dibs on the girl and unlimited use of the bar.” Then while I stood there in shock he took his foot out of the car, turned fully to face me, and said in a serious tone: “Come and see me on Monday” before walking away toward his office.

I initially thought, Great, Dad! You got me expelled, but the headmaster’s humor calmed me a bit.

On Monday I had a long chat with Mr. Barr, which began with something like “Please explain exactly what that was on Friday” and the story of my current life just spilled out. If Mr. Barr was shocked, he didn’t show it. Sighing at times, he encouraged me to continue talking, and he eventually became my protector and champion. This was a godsend. I really needed someone who was looking out for me because my life was falling apart.

The money finally ran out in spring 1983, while I was finishing eleventh grade. One Friday, soon after my chat with Headmaster Barr, I got home to find no one there. The phone rang, and it was my father. “Jamison,” he said. Nothing good ever happened when either of my parents called me “Jamison.”

“I’ve sold the house. Everything must be out by Monday morning. I can’t deal with this and am staying with your aunt Kari. Give everything away, or sell it, or throw it away, but get it out.” Six bedrooms, living room, dining room, kitchen, gym, and a penny arcade. It was Friday evening, and everything had to be out by Monday. It was a heck of a task for a sixteen-year-old, and there was no time to sell anything.

My relatives descended like vultures to a feast, carrying off anything they wanted. I had to fight to keep the little things that I had treasured all my life.

I traded four pinball machines, four stand-up electronic coin-operated games, and a championship air hockey table to my friend Richard, to whom I owed $100. I was just happy he was crazy enough to rent a truck on such short notice to take the stuff. Many years later, when I was fleeing Russia, Richard would come to my rescue again.

By late Sunday evening the house was empty, and so was I. Just numb. I felt like I had lost everything. Other than clothes, a few books, and some items of sentimental value, I had nothing that was mine.

My father immediately put down rent and a security deposit for an enormous loft in SoHo in lower Manhattan. It was the last money our landlord ever saw from him. It took that poor guy over a year to evict us.

Meanwhile, my father had married a Swedish prostitute who was supporting us by making porn movies and stealing Blaupunkt radios from BMWs. Both were on crack.

My mother, thank goodness, had gotten my brothers out of the craziness. She came through for me as well. Thanks to Mr. Barr’s intervention, the school lent her the money on very favorable terms to pay for my final year of school. That gave me five days a week away from drugs and mafiosi, and away from what my father’s new wife referred to as the “motion picture business.”

I spent my weekends keeping my father’s apartment running and just trying to make things as easy as possible for my father while he dealt with the pressures of awaiting trial. It was a lot of work. Crack dens don’t get a lot of care.

It may seem strange that I continued to live with my father on the weekends, but my mom’s apartment was pretty cramped with her and my two younger twin brothers living there. There was a lot of space at my father’s. Also, I didn’t want my father to feel abandoned by his kids.

Eventually, there was no longer even enough money to buy drugs, and my father finally sobered up. The man who used to make my friends and me laugh and enthrall us with stories had returned, and I remembered again why I loved him.

In many ways the school year of 1983/84, my last year before university, was happy. I remember what seem like hundreds of weekend walks with my father from this time. SoHo, Greenwich Village, Little Italy, Chinatown, the Lower East Side. My father loved history, knew it cold, and he made New York come alive recounting the history of these neighborhoods and the people who had lived in them. Sometimes I would meet him at the criminal courts during lunch breaks in his trial and we’d walk over to Chinatown for lunch.

But even with my father off drugs, I’d be lying if I said my life was anything near normal, and it was affecting my studies. My grades were not great, and I was failing Russian. I was trying to come to terms with our riches-to-rags descent, and I was juggling taking care of Dad, figuring out how to pay for college, and going to school at the same time. Homework wasn’t my highest priority. My SATs were good but not Harvard level.

Headmaster Barr kept abusive teachers at bay, and some of them were quite abusive. The “rich kid” with the limousine and prostitutes who often didn’t apply himself wasn’t exactly loved by all of the teachers. He kept me focused enough to do okay, and he wrote me a recommendation that got a very good university to take a chance on me. The only problem was that I was going to fail Russian. That would mean not graduating and the university revoking its acceptance.

The Russian issue resolved itself by accident. I told the professor, a recent Russian immigrant, that I was going to fail his class and that would preclude me going to university.

“Well, Mr. Firestone, this seems like something you should have thought about sooner when you were skipping classes and not studying.”

“Do you offer private tutoring, and if so, what does it cost?”

“Twenty-five dollars per hour.”

“How many hours of tutoring do you think I need to pass your course?”

“Ten.”

So on Monday I showed up at my Russian class with $250 provided by my stepmother’s off-the-books income. After class I approached my professor and said, “I want ten hours of tutoring,” and I handed him the money. He counted it, looked up at me, and said:

“Mr. Firestone, why are you still here?”

And that was it! I realized there wasn’t going to be any tutoring. I left the classroom in total shock. I studied for his exam as best as I could and I’m sure I failed, but thanks to that $250 I passed Russian.

In some ways the family going bankrupt was the best thing that ever happened to me. Although I was still in an expensive school, I was there on borrowed money, and I was now the responsible “adult” on Dad’s side of the family. I stopped being the spoiled kid. My priorities had become supporting myself, cleaning up my father’s home on weekends, and getting into a good university.

To that end, with no help from my parents, I immersed myself in the world of financial aid for university. I became an expert on qualifying for scholarships and loans. Strangely enough, it was living with my father that got me a full ride for university. You couldn’t be any more broke than our family now was. We had defaulted on our lease and were being evicted. My father was about to go to prison, and there hadn’t been any money for a year, other than what my father’s wife brought home. That income wasn’t significant, and of course, due to the way she made it, it wasn’t declared. As a kid from a zero-income, zero-asset family, I found I now qualified for a full package of grants and loans at every university to which I applied. That plus okay grades, decent SATs, and Headmaster Barr’s backing got me far.

I chose Tulane University in New Orleans, Louisiana, an idyllic oasis of granite buildings, live oaks, and large green spaces in one of America’s most beautiful, fun, and interesting cities.

University was more than an education; it was control over my surroundings and stability. As long as my grades were good, I would have a roof over my head, money for food, and a great education. I wasn’t going to let anything mess that up.

TERRY MICHAEL DUNCAN

Terry Michael Duncan barged into my life during the second semester of my sophomore year, right at the same time my father ran out of appeals, was convicted, and sent to prison for five years. Terry was a freshman premed student who was tutoring my roommate in chemistry, which meant he came around a lot, whether I liked it or not. Four months younger than me, but one year behind me at university, he was apparently good enough in the sciences to tutor older students.

Terry was about five feet nine, with dark brown hair parted on the left and swept casually across his forehead. His most prominent features were a slight pug nose and a mouth that spent an inordinate time grinning, causing his almond-shaped eyes to crinkle at the corners. He was thin, boyish, and outwardly cocky, and I just couldn’t understand what he was so happy about all the time. He was, for lack of a better expression, a “pretty boy” in the way Elvis was in his youth. Like Elvis, he was also a consummate ladies’ man. My roommate said he was smart, but I thought he was a goofball. I pretty much hated him on the spot. Didn’t know why. Didn’t care.

The following year, in the fall of my junior year at the end of the semester, my roommate was moving out, and that was going to leave me with my own room. Much as I liked my roommate, I was really looking forward to having my own room. At the same time Terry was pressing me to let him move in because he wasn’t getting along with his current roommate. I wasn’t having it.

It was just before Christmas break and time for exams.

I was in a Russian history class covering early Russian history to 1825. The semester before I had taken a course covering 1825 to the present.

The professor was the same for both classes, and the previous semester he had assigned a huge amount of work, plus Aleksandr Solzhenitsyn’s The Gulag Archipelago, which I didn’t read. I had gone into his exam seriously worried about failing, but his exam allowed students a choice of discussing a particular issue from that book or something the professor had discussed in class.

So now I was in a course taught by the same professor. Once again, he had assigned a huge amount of work, and once again another huge book, War and Peace. Safe in the knowledge that there was no need actually to read the huge book, I hadn’t. So I sat down to the exam, tore through the first part with ease, and then:

“For 50 percent of your exam grade, describe Tolstoy’s theory of history as expounded upon in War and Peace.”

There was no “or.”

I wrote “I didn’t read the book” and walked out, having fallen from the top of the class to something not bad but no longer the best.

Furious, I wasn’t thinking clearly. All that was left was to pack my stuff and vacate my dorm room for Christmas, and that was when I ran into Terry, who hadn’t forgotten about the room.

“Hey! How about my moving in with you?”

I was so out of my mind that I said: “Yeah, whatever. Have a nice vacation.”

I regretted that my entire vacation, and dreaded actually having to live with that guy. However, after returning to university my room was blissfully empty. I went out drinking with friends and came home around 1:00 a.m., pretty drunk, only to find Terry and a girl rather preoccupied. I ended up having to wait before I could get into my own room and get to bed.

Life with my new roommate had begun with a rocky start, but at some point we sat down and had a heart-to-heart. We were from totally different backgrounds. Terry was from Atlanta and now living in Shreveport, Louisiana. He hoped that he might become a doctor and be able to earn $100,000 a year.

I was a broke rich kid who had never doubted his ability to make real money. I had no idea how, but I couldn’t imagine that money would ever be an issue. I grew up with money, and everybody I grew up with had money. I didn’t have it now, but that was only because I was a kid in college. Money would take care of itself. Idiots make money, and so can you.

The more Terry talked, the more I realized he was kind and smart and aiming low. He was if anything brighter than me, and he was getting the same education. He just couldn’t imagine a world where he could be rich. It just wasn’t the world he knew. As the night went on, Terry asked me what my parents did, and I told him about my father and that he was currently serving time for selling fraudulent tax shelters. Then I asked what his parents did, and he replied:

“My mom, she’s a chemist. And well, my dad …” He kind of chuckled. “My dad is a high-level IRS special agent in the criminal tax department.”

I couldn’t help but laugh.

Terry and I became fast friends and then “family.” I guess I owe that to Russia. I never would have let him move in, and we never would have become friends, had I not messed up that Russian history exam.

We became inseparable. Terry became president of our fraternity, and in the evenings he volunteered with emergency medical services because he loved helping people. He was also delivering pizzas to earn extra money—my pizzas often arrived with a sheepish grin and a slice missing.

We spent our summers working together in New York at high-paying temporary jobs that my mother placed us in. Working double shifts almost seven days a week, we could each earn over $20,000 in a summer. One summer, we spent August backpacking in Peru, riding on the tops of trains and ducking as they moved into tunnels, climbing Machu Picchu, and canoeing down the Amazon. We pushed each other to be our best. Neither of us had any idea what we were going to do with our lives. However, we were aiming high, we wanted it to be an adventure, and we hoped we could do it together.

GOOD FAITH, ROBERT, AND THE RUSSIA BUG

I graduated from Tulane in 1988 and enrolled at Tulane Law School. The law school was located on the same campus, so it wasn’t a move at all.

I never had any intention of being a lawyer, but I thought a legal education would be good for business or politics. And so I found myself in a class of about a hundred people who actually wanted to be lawyers, and I wasn’t one of them.

It wasn’t hell. Far from it. I learned useful skills. Legal principles and how to think like a lawyer, but you get all that stuff in the first year or so of law school, or you probably never get it at all. One thing that struck me immediately was that so much law was based on the nebulous concept of good faith. For example, the Uniform Commercial Code, which governs all commercial transactions in the United States, imposed a duty of good faith. This requires people to conduct their business honestly, observing reasonable commercial standards of fair dealing. However, the code didn’t go any further in defining good faith. If there was a dispute, a judge had to decide what was honest or reasonable, and whether a party was acting in good faith. I had been expecting the law to be far more specific. What’s to stop a judge from getting it wrong or acting irrationally? Weren’t there supposed to be laws that made it clear how to determine these things so people couldn’t play games? I was incredulous. How can an entire legal system rest on this vague concept of “good faith” and trust that judges will themselves use good faith when deciding cases? If this was the foundation of the rule of law, then the entire justice system seemed incredibly fragile and subject to subversion.

I didn’t realize it at the time, however, but I was about to embark on a journey that would prove that good faith really wasn’t all that vague a concept. It’s fragile, but laws are meaningless and rule of law is impossible without it.

It was at this time, at a casino party hosted by my undergraduate fraternity, that I met Robert, a freshman undergraduate student. He shortly became my boyfriend and eventually, about twenty-eight years later, my husband. Robert was a blond-haired, blue-eyed Eagle Scout from Chicago. He was in the premed program and was set to finish undergrad one year after I graduated from law school. He had grown up renovating houses with his parents, who had made a hobby of buying the worst house in the best neighborhood they could afford, making it beautiful, and selling it for top dollar, then repeating the process. At five feet eight, he was two inches taller than me, and all those years of scouting and renovating houses had made him very fit. Unlike me, he was an asset to any fraternity sports team—pretty much a poster child for the all-American boy.

Neither Robert nor I were out. Terry knew about us, as did a few other close friends, but for the most part we kept it secret. There was one openly gay member of our fraternity at Tulane, Phil, but neither Robert nor I were comfortable enough to follow his example. Shortly after his graduation, Phil walked out of a gay club in Texas only to be met by a bunch of good ol’ boys in a pickup truck screaming “Fag!” Phil gave them the finger as they drove off. So they came back and shot him in the head, killing him instantly. I mention this because when we later moved to Russia, it wasn’t like Robert and I moved to a super-repressive environment; most of America wasn’t any better at the time.

At the end of the school year Terry graduated and went off to George Washington Law School in Washington, DC. It had been a toss-up between medicine and law, and law won.

By the middle of the second year of law school, I had acquired the skills I had come for, but there was still one and a half years to go before graduation and the right to sit for the bar exam.

In my third year of law school, Robert and I decided to live together. We found a two-bedroom apartment just off campus. The place was beautiful and newly renovated, with high ceilings, beautiful cypress wood floors, a bay window, and access to a garden. Two bedrooms was important, as appearances had to be maintained.

It was then, in the third year of our relationship, that we understood it was going to be a long-term thing. Nothing was discussed, and there was no big celebration. One day, when picking up photos that had just been developed, I said, “I don’t think we have to print two copies of pictures anymore.” He agreed, and that was pretty much it.

It was just then, while working a summer job between second- and third-year law, that a Forbes magazine article changed my life. Titled “Ten Days That Shook My World,” it was written by Esther Dyson, the daughter of the famous physicist Freeman Dyson. Esther was a journalist, a tech analyst and investor. While I was in law school, Esther had gone to Russia and spent time with a cooperative (a business owned by its workers) called JV Dialog, which produced database software. This was one of the first private businesses set up in the USSR under President Gorbachev, who was attempting to modernize the Soviet Union with his policies of glasnost (openness and free speech) and perestroika (restructuring the Soviet system). JV Dialog’s story was incredible.

First of all, there was rampant employee absenteeism. Programmers were spending all their time standing in lines at shops to get food. JV Dialog had a solution. They bought a farm to feed their workers and established a food shop right in the company. However, this initiative had zero effect on absenteeism because Soviet transport was so unreliable that there was no way to get food from the farm to the workplace. So the employees were still standing on grocery lines all over Moscow instead of working.

Then JV Dialog bought trucks and set up a trucking company. Next they set up an auto repair business to keep the trucks running. And eventually a bank to finance it, and an insurance company to insure the trucks.

Many of these spin-off companies grew larger than the original database company.

I was transfixed. To have a place of such opportunity that the little things you do to support your business grow to be larger than your business … That was simply incredible. I had to be there. Two weeks later I received a letter from my father, who was still in prison.

I opened the envelope to find it contained the same Forbes article by Esther Dyson with a note. “Jamie, you’ve got to go there!”

And that was that.

At my law school exit interview, I was asked why I hadn’t utilized any job placement services and if I was aware how much money I now owed in educational loans.

I pulled out a spreadsheet and said, “I’m one hundred thousand dollars in debt for educational loans. And I’ve got two years to do something before I have to start making payments.”

“Well, do you have any idea what that something is going to be?”

“Yes, I’m going to graduate, take the New York bar exam, and get on the first plane to Moscow.”

The look on the placement officer’s face said it all. I might as well have said I want to live on Mars.

THE BRIDGE

When I graduated law school in 1991, the Soviet Union was still relatively closed. You couldn’t just get on a plane. To get a visa, you needed to take a tour or have a sponsor invite you. Thankfully, a close friend from Hackley, the high school I had graduated from, had a business in Moscow at the time.

Stefan came from a wealthy Icelandic family. He was about five feet ten, with a mop of dirty blond hair, a round cherubic face, and a pronounced pug nose. He was cheerful, witty, fun, and just generally good company.

After we graduated from school, Stefan went on to study at Harvard. It was as a Harvard student, while I was still in law school, that Stefan had attended a Russian-language study program at the Pushkin State Russian Language Institute in Moscow.

The Pushkin Institute’s mission was to teach Russian as a second language as an instrument to spread communism and bring countries into the Soviet orbit.

While the language instruction was first rate, the living situation was not. Students lived in dirty, run-down dorm rooms that would have been condemned in any Western nation. Many of them cooked using hot plates in their own rooms rather than eat the slop served in the canteen, and the bathrooms were … best not to think about.

While revolted by the living conditions, Stefan also saw opportunity. He set up a cooperative with the Pushkin Institute where he would provide the funds to renovate a floor in the dormitory and they would jointly devise a private educational program with the best teachers the institute had to offer. He then got famous Russian political figures to agree to speak to his students as guest speakers. Thus was born the Moscow Institute of Social and Political Studies, offering a first-class, private study program marketed to Western universities as an alternative to sending their students to live in squalor while studying Russian.

So when I needed a bridge to get me to Russia—someone to sponsor my visa, show me the ropes, and guide me until I could stand on my own—Stefan was perfectly situated to help. Just after graduation, while living at my mom’s and studying for the New York bar, I asked Stefan to create a trip around the Soviet Union for Terry and me beginning in August 1991. The idea was to tour the Soviet Union’s three largest cities and see if the USSR had really become the land of opportunity that I had read about in Forbes. I’d then remain after the trip to study Russian at Stefan’s institute, while Terry would return to Washington and finish law school. If Russia proved interesting enough, I’d stay on after my course, but that was too far ahead to plan.

My parents were excited about the idea. My father, still in prison, was happy his prediction about my going to the USSR and making money might come true. My mother thought it would be a great adventure, although she wasn’t convinced that I wouldn’t soon be back in New York, sleeping on her couch and looking for a job.

Terry’s mother, on the other hand, was less than enthusiastic. She feared a revolution and did not want her son running around the Soviet Union. This seemed ridiculous. President Gorbachev had allowed the Berlin Wall to fall, and now, almost two years later, he was transforming Russia with his openness (glasnost) and restructuring (perestroika) reforms. “Much as I love your mother, Terry, she really doesn’t know what she is talking about,” I told him. Later, I would eat those words.




THE WILD, WILD EAST

AUGUST 1991

Terry and I arrived in Moscow on August 8, 1991, about a week after I had taken the New York bar exam. Thanks to Stefan, we were officially students of the Moscow Institute of Social and Political Studies at the Pushkin Institute, even though we were really on a private fact-finding tour of the USSR. Met by a driver who worked for Stefan, we were carried off to a huge Stalinist apartment building by the Sokol Metro Station on Leningradskoe Shosse, a giant road that runs out of Moscow in the direction of Leningrad.

This was my first time in the Soviet Union since my student travel program in 1982. Nine years had passed, yet despite the Gorbachev reforms, Moscow didn’t look much different. Moscow’s wide avenues still had hardly any cars, and the giant billboards still bore communist slogans.

Nor had the shops changed. There were still long lines to get into shops selling products no one in the West would ever buy, but which were the only choice most people had.

Even under Gorbachev, the Soviet system was intact, designed for full employment rather than efficiency, and never for a pleasant shopping experience. The number of lines that people had to stand on was intentionally maximized to create as many jobs as possible. In “supermarkets,” instead of choosing your items and taking them to a till at the shop’s exit, most Soviet shops had the cash register (or more likely an abacus and a receipt-printing machine) in the middle of the shop. Dairy, meat, fruit, vegetables, and possibly household items, like soap, would all be behind different counters, each with a long line but without a cash register. You would fight your way to each counter and ask the price of each item you wanted and write it down. Then you took your list of prices from each counter to the cash register or abacus in the center of the shop and waited in line. When you finally got to the front, you would tell the woman, and it was always a woman, the prices for the items you wanted to buy at each counter separately. She would calculate the total on her abacus or cash register and generate a crude printed itemized receipt for each section and you would pay her individually for each section. Then you would go back to each counter with the appropriate receipt, waiting in line at each one, and finally give your receipt to the person behind the counter and tell her what you wanted. She would then match the price to the item, and if they still had it, and if the price on the receipt was correct, she would give it to you and cross the price off on the receipt. This could take a while. If they had sold out of the item or if you had written the price down wrong, you would need to go back to the cash register line and wait again to make a correction or get a refund. All in all, it was easy to spend two hours in lines in a Russian “supermarket.” Everyone understood how stupid and frustrating the system was. There was even a special word, “sovok,” for Soviet stupidity.

Time was not money in the USSR. The system had been in place for as long as anyone living could remember. You had your job, the state paid you whether you worked or not, and the system wasted huge amounts of everyone’s time.

As bad as this was, it was stable. The state gave you a home, an education, and everything else. Prices never changed. Ice cream was 5 kopecks, as was a ride on the Metro, and the prices in 1991 were the same as in 1982. Prices were so stable that they were often stamped on goods by the factory. No matter where they were sold, that was the price.

Even the products were fixed. Somewhere out there some Soviet minister decided how many cake shops your city or town needed and which cakes would be made nationwide. As a result, someone from Khabarovsk, 6,000 kilometers (3,728 miles) to the east, could walk into a Moscow cake shop and he would know the names and prices of every cake because they were the same all over the USSR. The only difference was that Moscow might have the full selection.

The sameness was overwhelming, and it affected everything. There were about ten types of standard apartment built by the Soviets. No matter where you went you saw the same buildings. On your first visit you knew where the bathroom was in your friend’s apartment and where the light switch would be. When you went to the bathmat section of A Thousand Things for the Home, Moscow’s largest homeware store, they had ten different-shaped mats for the toilet room. If you found the one for your type of flat, it would fit your standardized toilet room perfectly, providing perfect wall-to-wall coverage and fitting exactly around your toilet too.

However, the similarity of Gorbachev’s Moscow of 1991 to Brezhnev’s Moscow of 1982 didn’t apply to everyone. Huge changes were underway, and a small but significant part of the population already lived in an alternate universe. Under perestroika, for instance, Gorbachev had allowed workers to set up cooperatives, worker-owned businesses. This was one of many economic reforms that were supposed to make the Soviet Union competitive with the West. These cooperatives were even allowed to form JVs (joint venture companies) with foreign investors. They brought Russians and foreigners into daily contact and allowed Western money and know-how to match with industrious Russians who knew how things worked in the USSR.

For the first time since the 1920s Russians could go into business for themselves. They could take their futures into their own hands and work for profit to improve their lives and those of their families. It wasn’t just money. It was control and freedom. Being able to control your own destiny had a huge effect on everyone working in the sector. It changed the way they thought about everything. And although the cooperative sector was still small in 1991, its effects were beginning to be visible.

In 1991 your average Muscovite working for the state—and back then almost everyone worked for the state—was making about $10 per month, whether a brain surgeon or a coal miner. Given the Soviet glorification of the working classes, the coal miner may have even earned more than the surgeon.

Salaries were paid in rubles, and rubles weren’t good for much. You could buy low-quality stuff in the state stores, and if you were Russian or a foreign student, you could pay for train and plane tickets. But for anything else you needed hard currency. The dollar was king.

And for the first time, there was actually something to buy. Cooperatives were now importing computers, low-cost clothing, TVs, and VCRs. Private cooperative restaurants had begun serving good meals in pleasant settings at prices that, while cheap by Western standards, still represented a month or two of a state worker’s salary. Moscow even had a McDonald’s, a Stockmann Finnish supermarket, and the Shamrock Pub, an Irish bar soon renamed Rosie O’Grady’s.

While computers, electronics, restaurants, and bars were far beyond the salaries of even most of the cooperative workers, you could see the effects of Gorbachev’s reforms almost everywhere in the little things. The streets were now filled with people wearing T-shirts that said “Benetton” or “Levi’s” or any famous brand, proudly embroidered across their fronts in large colorful letters. Cooperative workers would sometimes splurge on Western cigarettes or real Western clothing, and everyone seemed to be saving for a Western TV.

Stefan’s language institute was a perfect example of the budding cooperative economy. One of the Pushkin Institute’s professors ran Stefan’s program. For that, he received a monthly salary greater than a year’s pay for a state professor teaching the same classes in the same building for the Pushkin Institute itself. And Stefan employed drivers and cooks and maintenance people, all of whom made multiples of anyone still working in the state economy.

Much like Esther Dyson’s descriptions of JV Dialog, Stefan’s businesses just kept spinning off in new directions. The crews he used to renovate his dormitory became a small construction and renovation business. Then he began renting apartments on long-term leases, using his crews to upgrade them for subleasing to Western businessmen at super-high rents. Within no time Stefan owned a prestigious institute, a construction company, and a property-development business, each of which was making tons of money.

It was watching the expansion of Stefan’s little business empire that made me realize that going to Russia was no mistake. It wasn’t just a land of opportunity; it was like having a time machine. While this was still before the web existed, imagine if you could go back in time to just before Hotmail, or Facebook, or Google existed. All of these ideas—web-based email, social networking, internet search—cost their inventors almost nothing to launch but made them rich. If you could teleport back to that moment with just the idea, you would have had it made.

Now I was in a country where they had nothing and needed everything. Unlike great innovators who struck it rich inventing something new, I had cheated. I had seen the future the previous week in the USA. I knew what would work in Russia. Everything would work.

There were millions of people just starting to make money, and nobody had anything. Everybody needed everything.

And the crazy thing was that I was rich.

Well, comparatively. Although I had landed in Russia over $100,000 in debt, most of that was student debt, payment of which was deferred for two years. I had a personal computer and a few thousand dollars, and that was more than enough to launch a business in Russia. I couldn’t afford much in the expensive hard currency stores, but I could afford everything in the ruble shops. It was low quality, but it was cheap. Most importantly, labor cost nothing. The best and the brightest people could be hired for $40 to $100 a month. You could hire physicists or computer programmers for that, and rent, food, utilities, and transport were so cheap they didn’t even come to $100 a month. As long as I didn’t need to buy anything from the West, I had more than enough money to do anything I wanted.

MOTHER KNOWS BEST

After a few days in Moscow, Terry and I went to Kiev, then the capital of the Soviet Republic of Ukraine. The city was a lot smaller and sleepier than Moscow, but Gorbachev’s policy of openness was visible there too. Back in 1982, the people of the USSR had been scared to be seen talking to foreigners. In the Moscow we had just left, people actively enjoyed talking to us. It was the same in Kiev.

We ran into some students almost our own age, drinking beer on top of a grassy hill by a beautiful run-down church above Andriivs’kyi uzviz, a famous old street. They treated us to a few bottles and expressed their desire to live to see the end of the Soviet Union. Although Russian speaking, they didn’t feel Russian, and they didn’t feel Soviet either. However, they were certain that the Soviet Union would outlive them. As it turned out, it didn’t last the year.

Our next stop was Leningrad.

Physically, nothing seemed to have changed since 1982. Plaster facades were dirty and cracking everywhere. Huge palaces built by nobles had long ago been divided by the Soviets into apartments that were shared among several families. Typically, several generations of a family would live in just one room of these apartments, with other families housed in the others. All these people shared a single kitchen and toilet.

There was little public money for building maintenance, and since the state owned everything, nobody cleaned anything that wasn’t theirs. So the general rule was that if it was a public space, it was dirty and in terrible repair.

One day, as we were cruising down a canal on a small boat, passing the quietly decaying pastel palaces and apartment blocks, Terry turned and said, “This is incredible! There is so much that needs to be done here, and there is so much that will be done here. It makes me sorry I have to return to the US to finish law school. When you start making money here, don’t forget me.” I promised I wouldn’t.

That evening, the evening of August 18, 1991, Terry and I were staying at the Pribaltiyskaya Intourist hotel, a huge Soviet hotel complex built in an ugly brutalist style on a windswept island close to the Gulf of Finland, far from the center of Leningrad.

On the morning of August 19, I tried to wake Terry for breakfast. He was having none of it and told me to go on my own. So I walked over to the lift, pushed the button, and got in. As the door closed, a tall American looked down at me and said, “Do you speak English?”

“Yes.”

“So I guess we’re all going home.”

“What?”

“Haven’t you heard? There’s been a revolution! Gorby is out. There are tanks in the streets!”

“What?! You are kidding!”

“Turn on your TV, watch CNN.”

Shocked, I went back to the room and woke Terry.

“Terry! Terry, get up! There has been a revolution! Gorbachev is out! There are tanks in the streets! Your mom was right, and you can bet she’s worried. Call her!”

Terry cocked an eye. “Seriously?”

We then turned on the TV to find Swan Lake was playing on all the Soviet channels. This was something the Soviets usually did before making a huge announcement, as when a leader died or had been replaced. However, CNN was broadcasting live, and we watched in shock as tanks rolled into Moscow and then President George H. W. Bush spoke about the coup. It wasn’t really clear what was going on, other than a group of eight hard-line high communist officials and KGB officers were trying to remove Gorbachev from power, claiming he was “sick” at one of his country houses. I watched as President Bush urged the new government of the Soviet Union to honor its foreign debt and other international obligations. WTF? This thing wasn’t even over yet, and the president was treating it as a done deal.

What had I gotten us into? I wasn’t terribly worried about our personal safety. It seemed unlikely that people were going to go out of their way to kill foreigners. I just kept thinking, Is this coup really a done deal, and if so, how the hell do we get home?

Unfortunately, even though we were in a hotel specially built for foreigners, we just couldn’t get a call through to the US. In the Soviet Union international calls had to be ordered hours in advance. As we couldn’t afford to stay in the hotel indefinitely, we decided to leave that night for Moscow, where we could stay in one of Stefan’s apartments.

Just before we left the hotel, we watched President Bush make another speech on TV. He expressed his concern that Gorbachev’s reforms would be undone and said that this was a coup led by the KGB and the military. And then he said the magic words: “It’s also important to note that coups can fail. They can take over at first and then they run up against the will of the people.”

No shit.

From what we could see on the ground, no one knew what was going on, and the game was very much still in play.

Whatever happened, we needed to get back to Moscow, so we talked our way onto a night train. Not a nice night train with cabins and beds, but one where you sat upright all night, and it took eight hours to cover the 600 kilometers (373 miles) to Moscow.

I don’t know what I expected to find in Moscow, but we arrived on the morning of August 20 into a surreal situation.

The plotters behind the coup had rolled tanks down the main streets, parking them at strategic locations all over the city. There were tanks at the beginning of Gorky Street, right by the Moscow Hotel, which was as close as any street got to the Kremlin. They had even rolled tanks up to the White House, the Parliament of the Russian Soviet Federative Socialist Republic. This was not the Soviet Parliament, but it was the seat of power for Boris Yeltsin, then president of the Russian Soviet Federative Republic, the most important member of the USSR. Regardless of stereotype, the Soviet Union and Russia were not the same thing.

In theory the USSR was a voluntary federal union of independent communist (Soviet) republics. As supposedly independent states, all members of the USSR had their own presidents and parliaments. However, the Soviet Union was an empire controlled by Russia. National identities, the use of local languages, and the expression of different cultures were all subject to control from Moscow. Resource allocation was also controlled from Moscow. All of this was a source of ongoing friction; and the glue that held the USSR together, military might and communist ideology, had been crumbling for some time.

Surrounding the Russian Parliament with Soviet tanks set something in motion. It wasn’t yet a “them against us” situation, meaning Soviets against Russians, because for Russians the USSR was us. But it wouldn’t stay that way for long.

The day before, while we were still in St. Petersburg, crowds of people had come to the White House and surrounded it, using their bodies as human shields to protect it from the tanks. Boris Yeltsin, to everyone’s shock, had then walked through the crowd and climbed one of the Soviet tanks besieging him. Standing on that tank, he had proclaimed the coup illegal. Urging the military to stand down, he had called for the population of the entire Soviet Union to go on strike until the people behind the coup withdrew and released Gorbachev, the USSR’s lawful president.

So when we arrived in Moscow from St. Petersburg, control of the Soviet empire was in play, and Yeltsin had come down on the side of Gorbachev. The streets were packed but not with demonstrators. People weren’t doing anything in particular other than walking around. Nobody really knew anything more than that there had been a coup and the new freer Soviet reality created by Gorbachev might be ending.

All the state television channels were still showing Swan Lake on an endless loop. The men behind the coup had made a broadcast or two, but at least one of them was drunk. Nobody knew what would happen.

The people who worked for cooperatives were particularly afraid. Doing business had until recently been speculation, a serious crime.

“They are going to arrest us all! It will be like the 1920s when everyone who started a business under Lenin’s New Economic Policy was later labeled an enemy of the state by Stalin.”

They weren’t overreacting. They feared losing not only their newfound success but also their freedom—and possibly their lives.

Meanwhile, on the streets things were getting stranger. I found myself climbing a tank with a Japanese tourist and having my picture taken with a tank commander who looked no older than me. While I was standing on that tank, it was suddenly surrounded by a group of screaming babushkas.

A Russian babushka is a wonderful, warm, and at times alarming sight. A grandmother who lived through the Second World War in Russia has probably seen terrible hardship. Russian grandmothers, warm and loving as they may be, are often tough as nails. In the USSR, grandmothers often lived with their adult children to help raise the grandkids, and they did a lot of the shopping and waiting in line. As respected authority figures, they were experts in yelling at misbehaving youth. Use foul language, litter, or cut a line, and in a matter of seconds someone’s lovable grandmother would be furiously tearing into the offender until amends were made.

Standing in front of the tank were a bunch of babushkas, yelling at the young soldiers beside me. “You’re not going to kill us! We are your mothers, your grandmothers! What are you doing?! Think about what you are doing!” And the kids in that tank looked miserable. They had no idea what they were supposed to be doing, but it was clear from their faces that killing their own grandmothers wasn’t it.

That evening, Terry and I decided to keep a low
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