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	Russia interfered in “the 2016 U.S. Presidential

	Elections … It directed extensive activity, beginning

	at least 2014 … against U.S. election infrastructure …

	Russia’s goals were to undermine public faith in the

	U.S. democratic process.”

	Russian Active Measures Campaign and Interference

	in The 2016 U.S. Elections, Summary, Volume 1,

	—Select Committee on Intelligence, U.S. Senate, 2019.
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	It might even be possible to use fake information and 

	persuade people to believe lies.”

	—Dr. Alexander Pachenko, Chelyabinsk Institute, 1999. 

	This Novel

	 

	



	


Preface

	 

	Russia’s cyberwars against the U.S. originated in 1999, when a relatively unknown man named Vladimir Vladimirovich Putin became Russia’s President, and when protagonist David Knight arrived in Moscow to spy on Russia for the Central Intelligence Agency.

	Determined to make Russia great again, Putin—an ex-KGB agent—invested heavily in developing stealth cyberweapons with which to invade the U.S.

	Now, almost a quarter-century later, Putin has been successful in interfering in the U.S. presidential elections of 2016 and 2020 and in the normal functioning of many American corporations and institutions. And he used his cyberweapons as part of his invasion of Ukraine in 2022.

	This novel is the story of David Knight and all that he did to respond to the Russian threat.

	



	




	Chapter 1

	 

	Recruitment

	 

	David Knight let the phone in his new office ring.

	He had just moved from New York to New Mexico, where he expected everything would be chill. He wanted a fresh start, without any residue of his life in the Big Apple, without the anger and bitterness, and pain that gnawed at his soul and turned his nights into one long nightmare that only sleeping pills could tame. Sometimes even his alarm clock couldn’t wake him.

	It was an early August morning before the oven-dry heat of the New Mexico desert would set in. David was unpacking cartons of books into the empty shelves of his office in the Department of Economics at the University of New Mexico and was in no mood to be bothered by anyone looking for the previous occupant of his office. The caller would be transferred to the front desk to leave a message.

	Moments later, the secretary rang. Said there was someone on the line who insisted on speaking with him. She put the call through.

	“This is David.” Even he could hear his curt voice.

	“Hi, my name is Laura Johnson. Am I speaking to Dr. David Knight?” The voice was sunny and businesslike.

	“Yes. Who’s this?” He was surprised somebody knew how to reach him. He had moved from New York University to UNM to hide from the world, and now even a stranger could reach him.

	“Dr. Knight, I just read your paper about the Russian economy that you presented at Los Alamos National Laboratory and was very impressed.”

	“Thank you. I just gave it there last Tuesday. It’s an old one. How did you get hold of it?” He felt baffled by the call.

	“I’m not sure, but I was impressed by what it said. It’s unlike anything I have read on the subject.”

	David felt the paper belonged to a former era and a different person. For two years he was consumed by the changes in the Russian economy. He was sure he was onto something important about Russia’s economy and what it meant to the United States. He saw it, felt it, and woke up in the middle of many nights thinking about it but the rest of the world—every economics journal, every major newspaper, the president of NYU, and even his wife Elizabeth—didn’t, and the harder he tried, the more stinging the rejections became. And now this woman, Laura Johnson, called him from nowhere and expressed an interest in his work.

	He resented her for reminding him of a past he wanted to forget. She was on the line and he felt obligated to say something after she had complimented his work.

	“As you know, the paper outlines how to assess the health of Russia’s economy after its implosion in the past few years. But now, in 1999, Russia’s private sector is growing, and it is not counted as part of the economy. The viewpoint of my report is different from the accepted wisdom that Russia’s economy is in free fall. But it has no hard data.” David reached for several books from one of many cartons perched in the middle of his office and put them on an empty shelf.

	“That’s what I’d like to talk to you about.”

	“Look, I don’t have time for this,” he said and disconnected.

	Waves of anger rushed into his head. He was enraged by the intruder and felt justified ending the call abruptly. He thought he had put the bitter New York chapter behind him with his move to UNM. David wished he had not presented his paper at LANL (Los Alamos National Laboratory) and at Sandia National Laboratories in Albuquerque, as the chairman of his department had requested. He did not expect it to reach any readers outside the Labs, let alone someone who would call and remind him of his failed life back in New York.

	Sunlight suddenly flooded the office and blinded him. It felt harsh and penetrating as a laser beam, not like the gentle, caressing early morning light in his place in New York. David reached for the blinds and stopped the intrusion.

	* * *

	Back then in New York, he didn’t need an alarm to wake him up in the mornings in his faculty apartment at NYU. The light from the outside and the constant hum of the city were more reliable than any clock. The early morning light stealing through the open bedroom window rarely failed to wake him with its gentle whispers, the way his wife Elizabeth used to.

	It had been a Friday and he was expecting a formal notice from the president congratulating him on receiving tenure—a faculty membership for life. He’d made a pot of coffee and could not wait for the first sip to get him going. A fragrant cup in hand, he took a few short steps to the living room sofa. He loved this time of day, grey, quiet, and beautiful, before the sunlight exposed the imperfections and ugliness all around. David had been waiting for this day, it seems, since he was born thirty-four years earlier.

	* * *

	By midmorning, he made his way downstairs for the three-block walk to work at the Department of Economics. Earlier, he had decided to shave his two-day-old beard and put on a fresh T-shirt. He did not bother to change his Levi’s. He went to his office to wait for the letter, where his friend and colleague, Bob Geller, joined him.

	* * *

	David had been slow to come to accept Bob who had grown up in a working-class, Jewish family in the Bronx. He attended public schools, drove a cab while in the doctoral program at the City University of New York, and landed a job in the private and snooty NYU. Bob knew how to play the game and had been tenured a year earlier. On the other hand, David had grown up in an upper-class home in ritzy Westchester County just a few miles north of Bob’s stomping ground. His father’s medical practice provided David the benefits of privilege, including private education at Yale and doctoral studies at the University of Chicago.

	Lunch time came and went but no letter. The two ran out of small talk.

	“Sorry, my friend. Those mailroom schmucks should do a better job delivering the mail. But no news is good news.” With that encouragement, Bob left for the Bronx before the Friday rush hour got really bad.

	* * *

	That night David went to bed early, hoping the grey morning light would carry him to a warm, trouble-free place, without a trace of anxiety about the letter. He lingered in bed, enwrapped in tranquility, content just to be. With nothing planned for the day, he could sleep late.

	The buzzer of his front door jerked him out of bed. Who could it be so early on Saturday? He hurried to open the door.

	“Good morning,” the mailman said.

	“Good morning,” David mumbled, his caffeine-free brain still asleep.

	“I have a registered letter for Dr. David Knight. Need some identification.”

	“Sure.” David went to his desk and returned with his driver’s license.

	“Thank you. Please sign here.” He handed David a card to sign, the letter, and the driver’s license. David signed the card and handed it back.

	“Have a good day,” the mailman said and left in a hurry.

	The sealed envelope was from the Office of the President of NYU. David’s pulse went into overdrive. He blinked to focus his eyes, as he went to read it in the privacy of his living room. It said: “I regret to inform you that after careful consideration, your application for tenure has been denied.” David couldn’t read the rest. His eyes stopped working, and everything turned pitch black.

	This can’t be happening to me, he thought. It must be a mistake, a typo made by a secretary too busy making her weekend plans. But the text was clear.

	This knockout left him lying in the middle of the rink fighting for his life. The previous one had broken his heart when Elizabeth divorced him a few months earlier after several years of marriage. What a prick! Couldn’t the president have waited until Monday to send him this termination letter in the campus mail? And why did he overturn the positive decision of his department and college? The president put the final nail in David’s coffin. He might as well have taken the coffin to the cemetery and dumped it six feet under.

	Crawling into a dark, deep hole would have been better than his reality. These things happened to other people; that they had happened to him took the life out of him. His disbelief turned into anger at everything. The whole system had betrayed him. His upbringing, grades, and education promised him a ticket to the good life. And now this blow seemed like a death of a kind at the tender age of thirty-four. No job, no wife, not even a real life. To make a bad situation worse, his parents reacted as if he had betrayed them. He was a nobody, a cadaver carrying his double failure and hopelessness. Leaving this life behind was his only way out.

	I must get as far away as I can, David thought, and decided to leave the noisy, dense, and hurried life of New York City for one in the slow lane of Albuquerque, New Mexico.

	* * *

	The phone rang again. David had a hunch it was Laura and was ready to take her on.

	“Dr. Knight, it’s me again, Laura Johnson.” Her voice polite but firm.

	“I thought I made myself clear. Not interested,” he said, ready to disconnect again.

	“Wait, please don’t hang up. I want you to know that we believe in your work. We think you’re onto something important.”

	She must be toying with him. No one had told him before that they believed in him, except for his friend Bob who stood by him throughout his termination and implosion. This must be a cruel joke. But there was something sincere, almost soothing about her voice that intrigued him.

	“What do you have in mind?”

	“Dr. Knight, I work for a government agency in Washington, D.C. We are trying to answer the same questions that you raised in your paper."

	“That’s interesting, but as I said, I don’t have any hard data to answer those questions.” He hoped this would put an end to the call and he would go back to unpacking his books. Sunbeams entered his office through the gaps in the blinds and exposed dust specks floating in midair.

	“We would like to invite you to present your paper to some of our people here. Of course, we’ll reimburse your expenses."

	David was taken aback. Why a government agency would be interested in his work was beyond him. Everyone else had turned him down. Why now, after all he had been through? Instead of asking her these questions, he accepted her invitation without giving it the thought it deserved, maybe because she said she believed in his work.

	“Thank you, Dr. Knight. I’ll call you in a day or two to make the arrangements.”

	David put the receiver down, pleased and vaguely validated by the unexpected interest in his research, first by LANL, and now by this woman. Only then did he realize that he didn’t ask her which government agency she worked for and returned to unpacking, somewhat pleased by the strange call.

	What a difference a few months can make. One moment my work terminates me, and in another, I’m praised for my insight on the same work and am invited to present it to some government agency.

	* * *

	Two weeks later David Knight flew to meet Laura Johnson at the Central Intelligence Agency in Langley, Virginia, adjacent to Washington, D.C.

	The man at the Agency’s reception center called Laura to say she had a visitor. The woman who approached him as she exited the elevator looked in her thirties. She wore a plain blouse and skirt and flat shoes. Her face was void of makeup, her eyes hidden behind large glasses.

	“Hi. You must be Dr. David Knight,” she said politely.

	“And you must be Laura Johnson.”

	“I appreciate your making the time to come to the meeting. Let me show you around,” she said as they left the visitor area. “You know, this building and the grounds around it were conceived as a college campus full of brainy people.”

	“Did you always want to work on this campus?”

	“Not at all. I wanted to be a history professor, but I was recruited in my senior year at Bryn Mawr, and I’m still here ten years later.”

	As they walked through the first floor, Laura pointed to the cafeteria and the library and made small talk. “We have a much nicer rooftop restaurant with pretty views,” she said with pride. “Our meeting is upstairs on the third floor. I invited you and several other people from outside the Agency for us to get different points of view.”

	“Makes sense.”

	Laura treated David like a guest. She was cordial, polite, and a bit formal. She reminded him of his brainy female classmates at Yale, though shyer and reserved. Later, he would learn that she met her future husband at a party in Haverford College down the street from Bryn Mawr. He, too, was recruited by the Agency when he finished college. Both worked in the same building and had a young daughter. Not in a million years would David have thought Laura was an Agency person, had he met her on the streets of D.C.

	The meeting had the feel of an academic conference, with invitees from the Treasury Department and several universities. Laura welcomed everyone, then called on them to introduce themselves. David suspected that some didn’t use their real names. She said her office was interested in assessing the true health of Russia's economy. “We follow the information about the Russian economy that is published by the state statistics service, or Goskomstat. In the past few years, those statistics have been indicating an economy in free fall. Some newspapers, such as The New York Times and The Wall Street Journal, have been reporting that many people in Russia were going hungry and becoming angry. If this is true, then our State Department could consider propping up the Russian economy and supporting its young democracy, as the country moves toward a market economy. But we don’t know how Russia’s economy is really doing. That’s why we are convened here today.”

	The discussion began on how to measure or guesstimate the size of the private or underground economic activities in different countries, which could shed some light on the situation in Russia. David thought this was a bad idea but kept quiet. The guys from Treasury said that 5% - 10% of all economic activity in the U.S. is done under the table and goes unreported. Others reported the underground economies in Israel and the Netherlands to be between 20% - 40% of gross national product.

	Soon the discussion focused on the size and contributions of the private sector to the Russian economy. Private sector companies in auto insurance, clothing, food, printing, computers, real estate, and many other sectors were forming and growing quickly all over Russia and especially in the larger cities. The output of such companies was not reflected in the official economic statistics of Goskomstat. But how much of the economy did they constitute? And how were they preventing an economic free fall in the country?

	When David’s turn came to present his paper, he decided to go off-script. He gathered his thoughts, and in a low, whisper-like voice said: “I hear all those numbers about the U.S., Israel, and the Netherlands, but these numbers apply to functioning countries with free-market histories. On the other hand, Russia’s centrally-planned economy was upended in a very short time, even imploded. In the early 1990s inflation shot up, sometimes as high as 200% annually.

	“In 1998, the ruble collapsed and made most Russians even poorer. Everyone was buying and hoarding as many products as they could. The country was unstable and was being run by drunken thugs like Boris Yeltsin. If in some developed countries the unreported economy is as much as 20% - 40% of the formal economy, then this figure for Russia is at least 50%. And it’s not an underground or illegal economy the way it’s seen in the West. It’s simply private activity. The way Russians see things, any private economic activity is theirs alone and need not be reported to anyone.”

	David noticed some of the attendees nodding in agreement.

	“One last point,” David said. “If Russia’s economy is growing, a more assertive Russian foreign policy is not far behind. Economic and military might are generally connected. But the only way to get a more grounded estimate of the whole Russian economy is by conducting a study to estimate the size of the private sector and add it to the figures that Goskomstat provides about the public sector. The ideal is to survey private companies, but surveys are not allowed in Russia. Even interviews are forbidden. But meetings with owners and managers in the private sector are allowed and could provide some very useful information.”

	Now all attendees were nodding their heads. David wished the devil from NYU, President Browns, could have been present in the room to witness all this. He wished his parents could see how well he had done. Maybe this could convince them that his tenure rejection was not his fault. Maybe this would bring them close again, the way they used to be before his divorce. But he doubted it. They loved everything about his ex-wife: her looks, light complexion, lanky figure, cordial disposition, deep American heritage, and even her name, Elizabeth Bradford. Her ancestors settled in what later became the state of Massachusetts and a distant cousin served as one of its governors. ‘A real American’ is how David heard his mother describe Elizabeth. David knew they were heartbroken by the divorce and he felt they thought it might have been his fault. Since then, it seemed as if his parents divorced him, too.

	* * *

	Several days later Laura called him at his UNM office and asked him to develop a plan for such a study and fly back to the Agency. “This time the meeting will include my supervisor, Susan Dolton, the older lady who sat next to me at the last meeting, and two or three of my section colleagues.”

	Laura’s invitation excited him. It helped him deal with the rejection by NYU and feel better about his work and about himself.

	Who is to say what is the value of my work? Who is to say if it’s good enough to grant me tenure? And who is to say if the evaluators are qualified to judge my work? Whom should I believe: the NYU President or the Agency? Maybe neither. I’m the one in charge of my own work. After all, I come up with the study idea, conduct the research, and write the report.

	* * *

	The meeting with Laura and company went smoothly, and Laura handed him a consulting contract, a Non-Disclosure Agreement, and an authorization to do further background checks on him to sign. The contract was with a fictitious company, Research Data Incorporated. It spelled out what David had already provided her: the scope of his work, time schedule, deliverables, and cost. She also gave him a contact phone number ‘just in case’ and told him he was responsible for everything else: getting an invitation to visit Moscow, making hotel reservations, as well as identifying, contacting, and meeting owners and managers in Russia's private sector.

	“Basically, David, as a consultant, you’re on your own. You are a university professor studying the Russian private sector economy. Maybe you should consider preparing a business card saying this in English and Russian. You never know when you might need it, but that’s up to you. Your contractual relationship is with RDI only. Of course, the NDA requires that you keep this relationship confidential.”

	David signed the contract, the NDA, and the background check authorization, not fully knowing what was involved. But he did sense on an intuitive level that he had been recruited as a consultant to spy for the United States of America.

	He felt he needed to accept this assignment to redeem himself and feel worthy again. He wanted to do this to close the ugly NYU chapter of his life, to rely no longer on sleeping pills. Nothing else seemed to matter. Not the fact that he was not yet fully settled in UNM and not even the fact that he had just begun a romantic relationship with Toni Chavez, the young political science professor, whom he met at the joint reception their departments gave for their graduate students.

	* * *

	Shortly after, David went to work on the complicated logistics of his mission. He needed to generate a visit invitation from Russia, which would land him a visa and enable him to make hotel reservations.

	Little did he know that his New York failure would propel him to the most exciting and exhilarating period in his life, poised between the great promise of love and service for his country, and sheer terror.

	 

	



	

	Chapter 2

	 

	Mission

	 

	David’s flight from the U.S., via Munich, arrived at Moscow’s Sheremetyevo International Airport around midnight on October 24, 1999. A plane full of loud German businessmen, looking to export their products to the newly-opened Russian market, made his trip uncomfortable, if not downright unbearable. The Germans loaded up on beer and bratwurst, served freely by polite stewardesses with permanent smiles. Soon the plane felt like a flying Oktoberfest beer garden full of noise, hearty laughter, and the sharp scent of brats and burps.

	David ignored the party. He was preoccupied with his upcoming assignment and kept to himself. But the man sitting next to him turned his body towards the American and began making small talk. The German was beaming, his voice loud and jovial. David told him he was a university professor studying the Russian economy, when the man asked him, “What do you do?” Like many of his brethren, he was dressed in a dark suit and cheerful grin. The man told David he was planning to add another location to his Moscow dental clinic that he opened a year earlier.

	“You know,” he said with a mischievous expression on his red, alcohol-washed face, “there is a lot of money in bad Russian teeth. It’s like a goldmine.” He laughed loudly, raised his half-full glass, said, “Prost!” and emptied it in one gulp.

	David couldn’t help but feel as if the Germans were about to invade Russia once again, this time with their investments and know-how, not guns and tanks, like in WW II. He looked forward to the landing.

	* * *

	The dimly lit, eerily-quiet airport made it difficult to see clearly in the cavernous arrival hall. The place had the feel of a military camp with armed guards in every corner, on the grounds, and overhead. Sweat popped on his upper lip each time he passed one of the guards. Entering a country—particularly Russia—under false pretenses invited arrest and torture.

	* * *

	He escaped this chilling thought to Toni’s warm embrace back in sunny Albuquerque and to their first encounter at the joint graduate students reception back in September. He had been reluctant to attend, but the suffocating heat in his stuffy, rented adobe home had numbed his brain and dulled his senses. Attending the reception, he thought, could free him from his rot and demonstrate support of his graduate students.

	By the time he arrived, the reception was in full swing. David recognized his chairman, Andy, and two other faculty members from his department. He also spotted several of his graduate seminar students.

	Andy introduced him to the head of the Political Science Department, John White—a tall man with a Midwestern accent, a pot belly, and a permanent smile. He was quick to introduce him to the other political science faculty. “Dr. Knight, I’d like you to meet Dr. Antonia Chavez, who just finished her doctoral work. She is a new hire like you, so you might have some things in common.” White turned and walked away.

	“It’s nice to meet you, Antonia. I am David.”

	“It’s nice to meet you, too. Please call me Toni. Antonia was my great grandmother.”

	David took a serious look at the short, young woman standing in front of him. Toni seemed more like a graduate student than a professor and appeared uneasy. She had a round face, shy smile, big amber eyes, and curly black hair. She was natural-looking and unassuming, one of sparse makeup and words. Not like the NYU women, who dressed to impress, wore assertive makeup and perfume, and walked around with an air of self-importance. Her body was covered with a large blouse with tiny printed flowers and a long skirt, probably hiding a few extra pounds she had put on studying for her doctorate. There was something warm, appealing, and inviting about her, and he opened up when she asked, “So what brought you to UNM?”

	“Well, I didn’t make tenure at NYU and decided to move as far away as possible.”

	“Makes sense.” She appeared unsure what to make of his stunning disclosure. 

	“How about you?” he asked.

	“I’ve just received my doctorate from the University of Colorado and am back at UNM.”

	“Back?”

	“Yes. I got my B.A. in political science here. In fact, Dr. John White was one of my professors. So for me, it’s coming back home in more ways than one.”

	“What do you mean?”

	“I was born and grew up here in New Mexico. My ancestors came from Spain five hundred years ago. Our family has lived north of here in Antonito for many generations, and many of my friends are native New Mexicans.”

	* * *

	David followed the Germans toward the slow-moving passport control line. Everyone waited quietly in the cold hall, as if waiting to be court-martialed. Even the boisterous Germans were silent. The grim-looking men at the control booths took their time examining every passport, picture, and visa over and over. At times, their gaze went below the counter, probably checking names against a list of suspects. They repeated this action, hoping to ferret out the guilty. The Soviet Union had been dissolved in 1991, but in the airport, every foreigner was still considered an enemy, especially if they were U.S. citizens like David. Would he betray himself? He got a grip on his nerves, determined to avoid the possibility of being caught, mentally repeating his cover story as he plodded inexorably toward the rough-looking man in the booth. Damn! His heart was pounding harder and faster. Worse, his mouth went dry.

	* * *

	David had no problem planning his mission to extract valuable information from Russia. He could do it blindfolded. With billions of dollars at stake, the U.S. needed to know how Russia’s economy was really doing before helping it and its nascent democracy. His cover story was easy and credible, too: he was a professor of economics at the University of New Mexico, in Albuquerque, studying the Russian economy. Such a cover or working for the American International Development Agency had been common for all kinds of less-than-friendly work of many Americans abroad. And a job in a U.S. embassy was almost a declaration of untoward intentions.

	In this, the U.S. was not alone. Foreign embassies in the U.S. were full of undercover agents. There was almost a tacit understanding among all countries that this was acceptable, even beneficial, because spies reduce the likelihood of war. In a way, spies could be seen as peace workers. If a country knew what its enemy was up to through spying, it could respond appropriately and peacefully. This way, countries could deter each other and avoid war. Of course, Russia knew the common covers that U.S. spies used and was intent not to let foreigners like David in.

	In 1999, Russia was still closed to outsiders. Foreigners had to be invited by an academy, an institute, or a government agency to get an entry visa. David didn’t know anyone in Russia who could invite him, let alone arrange the meetings he needed for his mission.

	His attempts to generate an invitation would have dead-ended, were it not for Tom McConnell and John Brady. Tom, a white-haired man in his fifties, with a round belly and an open smile, was a member of the Department of Economics advisory group and a managing director of the New Mexico office of a large international accounting firm. That German firm’s new office in Moscow was able to arrange David’s meetings, but they were unable to get him an invitation to enter the country.

	It was John Brady, the young and cheerful managing director of the local phone company, who gave him a lead—an upcoming internet computing conference in Moscow.

	David pounced on this shred of information like a wild cat to generate an invitation and hotel reservations. The fax he sent the Russian organizers read: “Arriving a few days before the IBM representatives. Please issue my invitation for October 24 through October 31. Thank you for your help. Dr. David Knight.” Within days, everything fell into place—visa, hotel reservations, and meetings.

	* * *

	David was still standing in line. Tired from the long flight and cold from the October chill, he waited for his verdict in the dimly-lit airport. The passport control line continued to inch toward the stony-faced man in the booth, and with every step, David’s heart pounded harder and faster. He feared what the man in the booth might do to him if he found out that David was not who he said he was. He repeated his story in his head to quiet his nerves. He knew he had to be calm and collected, but terror was raging inside him. When his turn came, he tried to control his body, didn’t dare smile or make small talk. David was facing a Red Army firing squad. He licked his lips in a vain attempt to moisten them.

	The man examined David’s face. “Sir, what is the purpose of your visit?”

	“To attend a conference about the internet,” David said through his dry throat. His racing heart refused to slow down. His cheeks burned.

	The man reviewed David’s papers several times. “The conference starts in two days. You are too early. Please step aside.” He pressed a buzzer, and another officer came to take David to a side office. David was in trouble. Whatever came, he had to be careful.

	Keep cool. Don’t volunteer any information, and for God’s sake don’t smile, for that might be seen as a sign that you have something to hide. Remember your story.

	* * *

	The officer motioned him to sit on a chair across a big, messy desk inside the office. On the desk was a big ashtray full of ashes and cigarette butts, giving the air a stale, unpleasant odor. The officer then sat behind the desk and began questioning.

	“Mr. Knight, what is the purpose of your visit?”

	“To attend the conference on the internet,” David repeated what he had told the man in the booth.

	“What is your profession?”

	“I’m a university professor.”

	“What do you teach?”

	“Economics of the internet.”

	“Where are you staying?”

	“Ukraine Hotel.”

	“Why do you want to attend an internet conference here in Moscow?”

	David was at a loss for words. He did not have a prepared answer and took a few
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