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A Note from the Authors

This is a book about one man, but at the same time about the world he inhabited and, in his own ways, shaped. Yevgeny Prigozhin first acquired infamy for the overhyped role of his trolls during the 2016 US presidential election, then for his Wagner mercenary army. When we first started considering this project, neither of us was sure that he, as a person, deserved a book, especially as so much about his life, routines and family remained a closely, ever ferociously guarded secret. The story goes, for example, that one journalist who contacted Prigozhin’s press representatives because she wished to write a fairly vanilla ‘day in the life’ story about his eldest daughter Polina was told, first, that if she tried, they would get her sacked; then that her emails would be hacked and her secrets leaked; and finally, when she had the temerity to suggest that hers was really not that intrusive a suggestion, that her car would be run off the road and that she would be lucky not to be raped. She dropped the idea.

However, our feeling was that he represented an archetype of the Putin regime, whom we could use to explore some of our respective interests. Anna has long been tracking the way it outsources not just catering and cleaning, but statecraft and warfare. Having run into Russian mercenaries and militias in the undeclared war in the Donbas since it began in 2014, and watched how various tails could begin to wag the Kremlin dog (you can read more about this in her Hybrid Warriors), she thought that Prigozhin’s career through businessman to trollmaster to mercenary entrepreneur seemed a perfect example. This overlaps heavily with Mark’s view of Putin’s Russia (as explored in his We Need to Talk about Putin) as a modern state ruled by a medieval court, in which a class of jealous ‘adhocrats’ compete for the monarch’s favour, desperately aware of how precarious their position can be. Our notion, then, was that a book about Prigozhin could just as much be about all those other adhocrats and the system they had to navigate.

Of course, fate will have its fun with authors, and less than a month after we signed our contract to write the book, Prigozhin staged his abortive June 2023 mutiny and then, exactly two months later, died in a plane crash that we can pretty confidently consider a Kremlin hit. It made the writing process a little more frantic than it might otherwise have been, but at least it saved us having to write one of those final chapters full of conditionalities and speculations. More to the point, it confirmed our belief that this system, having successfully kept Putin directly and indirectly in power for 23 years, is now showing its age. It depended on economic expansion, to keep elites and masses bought off, and a monarch with the energy and attention to keep on top of the internecine conflicts in his court. With Russia now locked in a vicious and debilitating war in Ukraine, with its economy increasingly consumed by that conflict, and with a septuagenarian Putin seeming increasingly detached from court and country alike, the strains and stresses are showing – and Prigozhin’s mutiny was as much a symptom of this crisis as the desperate gamble of one man who felt he had nothing to lose. Nor just a symptom: it has also exacerbated it, demonstrating the moral bankruptcy of the Kremlin, the new tsar’s own limitations, and the degree to which the security forces, once assumed to be the backstop of the system, are growing disenchanted. A thug, an opportunist, a profiteer and a master of war criminals, Prigozhin may yet go down in history as the man who kicked the pebble that eventually became the rockfall which buried Putin’s regime.

We have to thank Robyn Drury at Ebury not just for taking on the book in the first place, but recognising that Prigozhin’s death did not mean the end of this book’s relevance. Beyond that, there are particular individuals whose help and work we wish to acknowledge, such as the assiduous researchers of Wagner, John Lechner and Jack Margolin, and the former mercenary Marat Gabidullin. Perhaps even more so, the intrepid Russian journalists who dared to dig into Prigozhin’s life and crimes, despite the very real risks they faced in doing so. It continues to be an inspiration that, even as Putin’s regime becomes increasingly intolerant and authoritarian, there are still so many Russians willing to shine a light into its many dark corners.

AA and MG, March 2024




CHAPTER 1

Thug

It was a beautiful overcoat: fine wool fabric, a touch of fox, newly bought. Even for the clientele of the Okean restaurant on the bank of the Neva River – and few in Soviet Leningrad could regularly afford to dine out, let alone at Okean – it shouted wealth and prestige. I am of the upper caste, the fine-dressed lady signalled, and I have access to things you lowlifes can only dream of, things money (rubles, at least) cannot buy.

Zhenya was drunk and down on his luck. There he was, sitting with three of his friends: the toughened, ambitious female ex-convict Valentina, the older ex-convict Alexei and the underage tearaway Vladislav, with nothing to chew on but his own frustration, as his latest heists had gone badly. Why not go after this one, wasn’t she asking for it? The four of them followed her home in a taxi and then stalked her on foot. In the darkness of a dank alley, they accosted her and Valentina asked if she had any cigarettes. As she began reaching for her pack, Zhenya grabbed her from behind in a stranglehold. Even though Valentina threatened her with a knife, the woman screamed. So Zhenya just squeezed harder, until she lost consciousness.1 Vladislav, eager to prove himself, pulled off her boots, while Zhenya grabbed her earrings.

Hearing the police approaching, the four thieves fled, leaving the woman lying unconscious in an abandoned lot. But Vladislav, the slowest, was arrested. The Soviet police, the militsia, were not always the most efficient, but they were methodical. It wasn’t long before they knew who his associates were, and in a country where everyone had their propiska residence registration on file, it soon followed that the others were taken, too. And if the last time Zhenya had been caught for burglary, he had got away with a suspended sentence, this time the law wouldn’t be so lenient.2

The Outsider

It didn’t have to be like this. Zhenya – Yevgeny Viktorovich Prigozhin – was born in 1961 into a typical, middle-class Soviet intelligentsia family, his mother Violetta a doctor and his father Viktor, who died early, the nephew of a famous engineer who mined uranium in Ukraine.3 ‘My mum worked in the hospital, but not in any senior role,’ Prigozhin would recall years later. ‘Also, we had a grandmother to take care of. So we all fed ourselves, including our sick grandmother, on one ruble fifty kopecks a day.’4 While prone to embellishment later on, especially when playing down any sense of a comfortable childhood, he does not seem to be exaggerating in this case. In the worker’s state, many white-collar specialists were generally paid less than their blue-collar counterparts, and a doctor’s salary averaged just 100 to 150 rubles a month (£65–£100, according to the laughably unrealistic official exchange rate, but close to an average manual worker’s salary in the UK), well below the 200-ruble average income, and just a fraction of what the highest earners in the Soviet system made. Skilled industrial workers, senior military officials and professors could bring home up to 1,800 a month in some cases.5 Still, in the 1960s, it was perfectly possible to feed a family of three on one and a half rubles a day. Staples including bread, grain, cheese and milk were cheap, while poultry and beef, and even vegetables such as tomatoes and cucumbers, were readily available. Subsidised housing, however cramped, meant that you had a guaranteed roof over your head, and it was exceedingly difficult to get fired from your job.

Zhenya Prigozhin, in other words, lived no worse than the overwhelming majority of Soviet citizens, and as a doctor, his mother had both a certain prestige and, truth be told, more opportunities for some off-the-books earning than most, taking a payment here to expedite a treatment, earning a favour there by signing someone’s son off as medically exempt from national service. This was blat, the economy of favours, and integral to Soviet life as the centrally planned economy continued to fail to deliver the plenty that successive Communist Party leaders had promised. Soon, his mother remarried. Zhenya’s new stepfather was a ski instructor named Samuil Zharkoi. There are some suggestions that he may have had a somewhat heavy-handed parenting style, yet he did pull strings to enrol the boy in the elite Leningrad Sports Boarding School No. 62, to train as a cross-country skier.

But something cracked and, after graduation in 1977, Zhenya got mixed up with the wrong crowd. The problem was not poverty, or coming from a broken home, or any of the other clichés often mobilised to explain how youngsters turn to a life of crime. The problem was that he was surrounded by criminals who enjoyed a standard of living he felt he never could achieve just by playing the game. ‘There was a highly visible class of the elite, which consisted of children of high-ranking Party bosses, diplomats, department store directors, or any significant post in the food supply chain,’ a Russian entrepreneur of Prigozhin’s generation would recall. ‘That elite class had everything, and doctor families did not. Those people flaunted their wealth. They dressed better. They had cars, clothes. But corruption was widespread, and you couldn’t get a cushy job like that without first embezzling and then bribing your way to the top.’6

Yet even if you were willing, you still had to know the right people. Soviet society was not only riven by economic inequalities, there were also divisions of class and caste that, perversely, worked against the intelligentsia. Members of the Soviet intelligentsia imposed a certain moral and intellectual code on themselves and especially on their children. ‘An intelligent [member of the intelligentsia] simply cannot get a blue-collar job,’ the entrepreneur said. There were no legal or practical bars. Rather, although blue-collar jobs tended to pay better, there were rigid social constraints. A well-educated boy from an intelligentsia family was expected to stay within his class, and not just by his own family. In theory, there was nothing stopping him from becoming a janitor or a roofer but, if he did, he was stranding himself between his old class and his new one. At best, he would be considered an oddity and a source of fun by his blue-collar colleagues, at worst ostracised and bullied. He would be unlikely to rise through the ranks, and equally unlikely to be able to switch back into a white-collar profession. This was the irony of Soviet socialism: it created new class divisions and snobberies at least as rigid and oppressive as the bourgeois societies it affected to despise.

For someone as clever and ambitious as Zhenya, an elite school that trained athletes who went on to compete in the Olympics seemed like the best ticket, until it wasn’t. Maybe it was the competitive pressure, maybe it was the lack of any material incentive, knowing that no matter how much you achieved, you’d never be able to afford the kind of clothes that those people wore. Or maybe it was simpler: he was good – ‘he wasn’t just athletic, he was also well-read’, a schoolmate would recall – but he turned out not quite to be good enough.7 He would later claim that he dropped out of school – and lost the chance to be a professional sportsman – because of an injury, but there seems no evidence to support this; it was more likely, rather, that Zhenya was simply doing what he did throughout his life and refusing to acknowledge any failures.

He was smart enough to be able to dream of a specialist career, but not so smart or intellectually disciplined that a top university would welcome him, especially at a time when there were quotas limiting how many students of Jewish heritage (his father came from a Jewish family) would be accepted. He was athletic enough to be able to dream of the fame and comfort of life as a top-tier sportsman, but not quite enough to attain it. He was ambitious, but the system seemed to offer him no opportunities to match. Besides, everybody was breaking the law, so why not him? Whether out of anger, or disillusion, or simple acquisitiveness, Zhenya turned to crime. Soon after graduating from school, after a brief stint as a physical education trainer, he was arrested for petty theft and on 29 November 1979 convicted in Leningrad’s Kuibyshev District Court. As he was still just 18 years old, though, he was sentenced merely to two years’ probation.

Nonetheless, Soviet authorities had a great deal of say where people got to live and work, and this was especially true of a convicted felon. The court ordered Zhenya to move to the nearby provincial capital of Novgorod, where he was assigned a cot in a dorm and work in a chemical plant. For a boy from a ‘good family’, it must have been a demoralising blow. On offer was a potentially redemptive path: do his work, keep his head down, save up some money and later get into a decent university and back on the straight and narrow. But according to friends and acquaintances, ‘Jacko’, as he would soon come to be known, did not do straight and narrow. The teenager had an impulsivity and what one of his gangmates would call an ‘inner cruelty’ that supercharged his ambition.8 He fled back to Leningrad where, if he had already been labelled a thief, he was determined to be a good one.

Jacko made friends with a former convict four years his senior, Alexei Bushman, and quickly became the de facto leader of a small gang of thieves, even though several were older and more experienced in the ways of the underworld. Throughout his life, people would comment on his uncanny ability to dominate any group of which he was a part. For instance, in the holding cell into which he was briefly locked for his very first theft, the 18-year-old novice managed to intimidate a room full of experienced criminals into submission after they had tried to bully him. It was a formative lesson: Zhenya had found a way to channel his drive and ambition into something that could actually pay. In a year or so of robbing apartments, it was Jacko who picked the targets and led the heists. Their loot – crystal vases and china, a leather steering-wheel cover, a set of ballpoint pens – may not sound like much, but as scarce ‘deficit’ items they were exceedingly valuable: all told, they were worth about a year’s salary on the black market.9 But even more importantly, for a boy like Zhenya, they were status symbols. His zeal may have driven the heists, but it ultimately didn’t keep him free. Days after their violent robbery of the woman in the expensive coat on 20 March 1980, he was arrested and this time jailed not just for fraud and robbery but also for violating the terms of his parole. The Soviet courts took a dim view of recidivists. On 6 October 1981, he was sentenced to 13 years in a high-security correctional labour colony.

Reform

One didn’t listen to the ponderous speeches of the Communist Party’s general secretaries if one could avoid it. With their repetitive, obsessive citations of Leninist doctrine, their obligatory quotations from past Party congresses, and their dogmatic proclamations of the obvious filled with meaningless factoids, they were not just tedious, they seemed to have little connection with the realities of Soviet life. But on 17 March 1985, the newly appointed general secretary, an energetic and (relatively) young man who talked dangerously straight, came to Leningrad to give a speech. After some ritual praise of his predecessor, he began talking of the need for a ‘decisive turn’ in policy, of the need to ‘speed up the country’s social and economic development’. It was unheard of – you couldn’t simply complain about standards of living like that. ‘Everyone in the Soviet Union was glued to their television screens that day,’ The Times’s Moscow correspondent Louise Branson would recall. ‘For the first time, the Soviet leader talked like a simple normal person.’10

The very word that Mikhail Gorbachev used in passing, perestroika, literally rebuilding, might be a staple of any normal, elected Western politician promising structural change, but in the Soviet context, where difficult things were just not said openly, and where challenging dogma was so existentially dangerous, it was revolutionary. Gorbachev was just beginning his own journey, which would start with his believing that the system was fundamentally redeemable, just needing some housekeeping and modernisation, and end with him all but turning against the Party and ultimately signing the Soviet Union out of existence. In the process, the economy would effectively collapse and the ‘fraternal bonds’ holding this multi-ethnic empire together fray and break. At first, though, this was a time of excitement and growing optimism.

Gorbachev would preach glasnost, loosely translated as ‘speaking up’: a more honest reappraisal of the country’s blood-soaked past and its dysfunctional present. In time, this would spin out of control as there were just too many skeletons in the Party’s closet for this to be manageable. In the early days, though, it promised a new era, one in which people were citizens and not subjects. Previously banned books appeared on the shelves, and people who had once derided Soviet newspapers as little more than badly printed toilet paper lined up to read them in their thousands, such that copies had to be displayed on stands in the streets since they sold out so quickly.

Gorbachev also hoped to tap public enthusiasm to reform the moribund economy. Just as glasnost encouraged civic agency, perestroika would see efforts to harness entrepreneurialism. Through small businesses called kooperativy, cooperatives, the idea was that people would find that hard work and enterprise would be rewarded – legally. For many, it was, but reform would increasingly expose fundamental contradictions in the system. How could private business and the planned economy truly coexist? How could a Party that had presided over industrial-scale murder and repression claim legitimacy? How could a reform programme promising to work within Soviet rule of law cope when the logic of those reforms undermined or dismantled that very system of legality?

Gorbachev came to power hoping to preserve the system through reform; instead, he destroyed it. The optimism of the early years would give way to anger and misery. The cooperative movement was largely strangled by bureaucratic obstructionism and predatory officials. Party conservatives increasingly openly conspired against Gorbachev, and would eventually even launch an abortive coup against him in August 1991. The economy lurched into crisis: by the later 1980s, sausages, grain and butter were being rationed in most of the country and even the spartan simplicity of Zhenya’s childhood seemed like a lost time of plenty. Nonetheless, the public energy and enthusiasm Gorbachev had unleashed would not disappear. Instead, people turned to new causes, from anti-Soviet nationalism to religion, from get-rich-quick schemes to an emerging ecological movement.

Life in the Zone

Zhenya saw none of those things, though. At least not in real life. He didn’t line up to read the newspapers pasted up on public noticeboards, he didn’t take part in the demonstrations, and he certainly didn’t have a chance to set up a kooperativ as soon as the Law on Cooperatives was passed in 1988, like his friends on the outside were doing. Until his early release in 1990, when the Soviet Union was already in its death throes, he was ‘sitting’ in Russian parlance, stuck behind barbed wire in what was known as the Zone, the Soviet penal camp system.

Old hands in the criminal subculture of the vorovskoi mir, the ‘thieves’ world’, would claim that their real life was that lived inside the Zone. Rather than the prisons of the West, the Soviets – and the Russians after them – largely sent their criminals to penal colonies. There, living in crowded barracks blocks, the inmates largely kept their own code exalting thuggish machismo and made their own rules, exploiting and abusing those who broke them out of ignorance or defiance.11 A newcomer to a barracks might find a clean white towel laid down like a doormat, for example. The temptation might be to step over, but those in the know would calmly wipe their feet on it, demonstrating that they felt at home. Tests like these determined who got a decent bunk and who was relegated to the coldest or hottest corners; who could sleep sure in the knowledge that their meagre possessions would not be stolen; who would be forced to do the worst jobs.

The most unfortunate risked being ‘lowered’, or being made into petukhi, ‘roosters’ – euphemisms for being sexually exploited by other male prisoners and in the process turned into outcasts. At the end of 2022, when Prigozhin was at the peak of his power, two self-styled criminal godfathers going by the underworld nicknames Grisha Moskovsky and Sasha Kurara claimed in videos released on social media that Prigozhin had been ‘lowered’, and forced sexually to gratify them and other inmates.12 It seems most likely that this was a smear campaign organised by his enemies, precisely to undermine his reputation as a tough guy. There had, after all, been no suggestion of this in the previous decades, and many of the details simply did not fit. Nonetheless, the very fact that his rivals targeted his macho prison reputation demonstrates how important this was to his later image, and how it became an asset rather than a stigma.

After all, contrary to Moskovsky and Kurara’s claims, Zhenya seems to have thrived in the Zone. He had knocked about with ex-cons enough to have picked up the basics of the criminals’ code, and that ‘inner cruelty’ stood him in good stead. He may not have enjoyed his time in the notoriously austere Soviet penal system, but he certainly immersed himself in the ways of the vorovskoi mir. Indeed, the first thing Zhenya did in jail was get a tattoo of a woman across his back, done by a convict tattoo artist or kolshchik (‘pricker’), using a makeshift needle and ink mixed from rubber, soot and urine. He was so proud of it that he even showed it off to the judge who handed down his sentence.13

The perpetual wannabe had finally found his place. Indeed, the prison system in which he would spend the next nine years offered not only its own opportunities for him to be schooled in the hard rules of the vorovskoi mir, but also to discover his entrepreneurial talent. At first, by his own account, he was unruly and recalcitrant, in and out of solitary, losing part of a finger in unknown circumstances (he was happy for people to assume it was the result of some violent altercation, but others have suggested an industrial accident). He seems to have come to realise that there was little to be gained in trying to buck the system, though, and rather more from working with it. He applied for vocational courses, read everything he could lay his hands on (in the free time he did not spend working out, for example, he was reading, recalled one fellow prisoner14), and then applied successfully for a transfer to a timber-logging labour colony, AN-24/34 in the Republic of Komi. The work there would be physically gruelling, but it also offered greater freedom of opportunity, which is likely to have been part of his calculation. Equally happy to reward an apparently reformed character and also to find workers able to handle the hard work of logging, the authorities obliged. There, he soon set up a small business, presiding over inmates who would craft souvenirs out of offcuts from the workshops or pilfered materials, to sell on the outside. What they earned was trivial by most standards, but a small fortune for those otherwise eking by on token prison allowances.

To be able to get away with this, he could not just rely on his own force of character. Zhenya needed the blessing of the two rival sources of power in the colony: the senior vor (‘thief’) and the camp authorities. At that time, most of the high-security colonies were so-called ‘black’, rather than ‘red’, in that the real power inside rested with the career criminals rather than the prison officers. Nonetheless, there was no way an enterprise of the scale of Prigozhin’s could have been maintained, much less the knickknacks smuggled outside for sale, without the connivance also of the guards, as they still controlled passage into and out of the colony. Zhenya seems to have had no problem navigating this complex informal political environment, another talent that would serve him well in his later career. As one businessman who worked with him in the 1990s recalled, ‘he always looked for people higher up to befriend. And he was good at it.’15

So this was Yevgeny Prigozhin on the eve of the collapse of the Soviet Union at the end of 1991 and the emergence of a crisis-ridden new Russia. His had not been a hard childhood, at least not by Soviet standards, and it certainly was not the case that he had lacked the chance for a normal, decent life. Yet there always seems to have been a tension between his ambitions and his opportunities – until he found himself in the Zone. There, so many of the characteristics that would shape his later life came into their own. His capacity to bully and intimidate, a vice on the outside, became not just a survival skill but a source of authority in the colony. The entrepreneurial instincts and capacity to balance multiple businesses that would allow him to build his Concord Management and Consulting group, spanning everything from catering at St Petersburg’s schools to running the Wagner mercenary group in Africa, first really began to be evident in his capacity to build a business empire behind bars.

On one level, when he stepped out of the colony a free man in 1990, wearing the old suit he had worn when convicted, nine years previously, and carrying a small bundle of possessions and a travel warrant home, he was a man out of time. The 1980s had transformed the Soviet Union, empowered a new generation and brought free enterprise out of the black market and into the open. The old unspoken rules of Soviet society – ne ver’, ne boisya, ne prosi, do not trust, do not fear, do not ask – were seemingly banished. Yet they had been central to life inside the Zone, where the values and instincts of the 1970s still held sway.

On another, though, Prigozhin was a man already prepared for the coming decade. The end of the Soviet Union ushered in a time of troubles, in which a handful would become vastly rich while most went hungry, in which organised and disorganised crime alike would prey on the emerging capitalist market, and in which the old rules no longer applied while the new ones were yet to be made. Mercedes-Benz would sell more bulletproof limousines in 1990s Russia than in the rest of the world put together and if in Soviet times everyone had spare rubles because there was nothing in the shops to buy, now everything was available, but no one had any money. Ambition, enterprise, cunning and a willingness to use violence and threats would be essential to prospering in this brave new world, and Zhenya had them all.

Then again, there was another man who had missed out on the early promise and optimism of perestroika, returning to a country of failed ideals and broken promises, where brute force ruled both the streets and the halls of power. This was a middle-ranking, middle-achieving KGB officer by the name of Vladimir Putin, who had spent the period 1985–90 in East Germany. Returning to a Motherland in crisis and trying to make their way, both of them had to hone the new skills that were in demand, each in their own way, and they were destined to meet and have their fates intertwined.




CHAPTER 2

Entrepreneur

When is a banana not a banana – or at least not just a banana? When it is quite literally the taste of a world that had been so long denied to most Soviet citizens. In 1990, as the Soviet Union was opening up, many of the creature comforts that Westerners took for granted were coveted as exotic luxuries by people accustomed to deficits, and who saw them more on screen than in real life. Hamburgers, denim jeans, bananas – these simple things were in such high demand that people queued up for miles for McDonald’s, and street-corner rubbish bins were buried deep in banana peels. All this pent-up, unmet demand offered enormous business opportunities for anyone with the hustle and entrepreneurship to make and move product.

Someone like Yevgeny Viktorovich Prigozhin. Later in his life, after he had become rich, got himself at least part of a university education, and was rubbing shoulders with statesmen and dignitaries, he would recall of the days when he just got out of prison: ‘It so happened in our country that many were imprisoned. For them it became a serious school of life. This did not break many, but on the contrary, they became real men and patriots.’1 It is no coincidence that the criminal slang for prison is akademiya. For so many inmates, this is where they learned more than just the ways and language of the underworld. Who needed university when you had just graduated from prison, which taught you all you needed to know about an economy where rules had been replaced by force?

Hot-dog Millionaire

Fresh out of prison with nothing much to do, but apparently eager to clean up his act, 30-year-old Yevgeny initially followed his mother’s example and enrolled at the Leningrad Chemical and Pharmaceutical College. Who knows what might have happened had he simply become a pharmacist, but he soon dropped out, although not too soon to have caught the eye of Lyubov Kryazheva, an attractive younger student who, despite his criminal record and the nine-year difference in their age, would marry him in 1991.

Yevgeny was in a hurry, doubly so once he was married. He first took a job at a car dealership. There he sold patched-up Zhigulis, the archetypal boxy Soviet car, a tacky duplicate of a 1960s Fiat design, out of a ramshackle lot on Prospekt Energetikov, a brutalist multi-lane highway in the east of the city. Like so many others at the time, though, he also had a second job, teaming up with his stepfather to make some quick money. They set up a kooperativ and opened some kiosks on Apraksin Dvor, known as Aprashka, one of the burgeoning and notoriously dodgy open markets of Leningrad (or St Petersburg, as the city was once again officially named from 6 September 1991). There, he started selling hot dogs: again, what may sound a pretty banal delicacy, but at the time an iconic taste of the West, taking the sosiski sausages that had long been a Soviet staple, but



The Man in Grey








The Administrative Entrepreneur






When Zhenya Met Vova















EPUB/xhtml/prh_core_assets/images/logo_large.png





EPUB/xhtml/prh_core_assets/fonts/avantgarde-regular.otf


EPUB/images/cover.jpg
Prigozhin, Putin
and the new
fight for the
future of Russia





EPUB/xhtml/prh_core_assets/images/title_page_logo.png





EPUB/xhtml/prh_core_assets/fonts/avantgarde-bold.otf


