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Chapter 1 

Yuri Yavlinsky looked up to see Mykola holding Oksana in his gloved 

hands. The exotic Royal Python was a favorite in the “Animals Island” 

exhibit at the Kyiv Zoo. Black with gold and tan blotches, it was coiled in 

a ball, a little tongue flicking from its small head. The terrarium lay empty.  

“What are you doing!” Yuri cried. “Where are you taking 

Oksana?”  

Yuri looked over Mykola’s shoulder and saw a silver Land Rover, 

a man dressed like a chauffeur standing by its open door.  

“For him?” asked Yuri, tilting his head towards the car.  

“Tak,” said Mykola. “The zoo is selling all the animals.” 

“How much?” asked Yuri. 

“For me? Fifty Hryvna,” said Mykola. 

“No, I meant how much did the director get? What did he sell 

Oksana for?” 

“I think 3000.” 

Yuri spit on the ground and kicked at the snow.  



“Fucking asshole. We can’t do this, Mykola. Oksana’s sick, for 

one thing. You see that white cheesy stuff in her mouth? The animals 

don’t belong to the director. This sucks.” Yuri shook his head. 

“Look, Yuri, I understand,” said Mykola. “But we don’t have 

money to feed all the animals. It’s a gift to some oligarch’s daughter. 

They’ll take good care of her.” 

“Fuck that!” Yuri said.  

Mykola shrugged. “They’re taking one of the brown bear cubs, 

too--Volodymyr. I know how attached you are to him. But there’s nothing 

we can do.” 

Yuri threw his cigarette on the ground, crushed it with his boot. 

Then he turned and walked toward the director’s office.  Like many of his 

compatriots, he could profit from better dental care. His skin was too 

white, and it itched. He wondered if he was lacking in vitamins. He kept 

his eyes keenly on the path before him as if the zoo were an obstacle 

course.  

He passed by the striped hyenas and several empty cages and 

turned up the pungent path by the elephants, where a group of students 

stood gazing. Then he climbed the stairs to the red brick administration 

building. The smell of dung hung heavy in the air. The dead eyed 

secretary kept him waiting a long time, but finally she allowed him into 



the director’s office. The room was paneled in fake wood. A crystal 

chandelier, missing many of its prisms, hung incongruously from a ceiling 

yellowed with peeling paint. The walls featured photographs of the 

director shaking hands with a variety of politicians.  

Evgeni Khrytor was a large man, overweight, with a pockmarked 

face and hair dyed the color of ink. He wore a blue serge suit and bright 

blue tie and held a cigarette in his left hand while offering his right to 

Yuri. “What can I do for you?” he asked. 

“It’s about the python, sir. It’s sick. I didn’t know if you knew,” 

Yuri said.  

“All the better,” said the director. “We got 1500 for him. If Mr. 

Melnik had waited a few days, he might have gotten it for free.” He took a 

drag on his cigarette, looking quite pleased with himself. Yuri knew he 

had pocketed the other 1500 for himself. 

“Are all the animals for sale?” asked Yuri, feeling queasy. 

Director Khrytor looked suspiciously at him. “Yuri, you know how 

much I care about each and every animal in the zoo, don’t you? But with 

this recession, the government cut our budget by 85%. I had to do 

something. I’ve tried to protect the primates, but frankly, nothing can 

work. We’re at the end of the line. Starting next week, we’ll be giving the 

animals away for free to anyone who can feed them.”  



The Director tapped the end of his cigarette into a tin ashtray on 

his desk. He paused before taking another drag. “But I’m glad you came 

in. I’ve been wanting to talk with you. I’m afraid we can’t meet our 

payroll again next week. I’m going to have to let everyone go except the 

vet and those with the most seniority. Yuri, you may be a natural with 

snakes and elephants, but what can I do? You’re young—you’re the first 

to go. I’m sorry.” He held out his hand. 

Yuri’s stomach churned. He was afraid he might throw up on the 

director’s Persian carpet. As he shook the director’s hand, he tried not to 

show his despair. He avoided eye contact, turned and started to walk out.  

“Yuri, before you go. The elephants’ beds haven’t been changed in 

some time. They really stink. Could you clean that up before you leave?”  

Yuri glared grimly at the director and walked out. A cold wind 

blew dirt and leaves in the air and dark clouds were gathering. The smell 

of animals pervaded everything. He knew the order to clean the elephant 

pen was meant to demonstrate the director’s superiority. They all acted 

like that. They not only stole from you, but they also had to humiliate you 

as well.  

He walked towards the shed where his locker was, passing by the 

baboons. He stopped and watched a female grooming one of her babies 

and felt a strange desire to trade places with her. He wondered how many 



of the animals would end up in the private zoos of the rich and powerful. If 

we can’t take care of the animals, who the hell is going to take care of us? 

He wished there were zoos where someone would take care of him. 

At the cage with the baby gorillas. Lucy, the smallest, recognized 

him, scampered up to the bars, and stuck out her hand. “I’m sorry, Lucy,” 

he said. “I don’t have anything.” He felt himself about to cry but instead 

he turned and went into the shed and emptied his locker. 

After a minute he stopped and put his things back, turned and 

walked to the elephants. He picked up a shovel and entered through the 

back of the enclosure. There were only three elephants left. Two had died 

recently. The paddock was empty. The acrid smell made his eyes water. 

He took the power hose from the wall and used it to drill a hole through 

the layers of dung and straw so he’d be able to get his shovel down to the 

cement floor under the shit. The floor sloped to the rear where drains 

could carry away the urine and the water when it was cleaned. As he 

shoveled the putrid waste into a cart, the old bull, Danylo, sauntered in and 

waved his trunk at Yuri. The elephant’s eyes were bloodshot and 

unfathomably sad. 

 “Yo, Danylo,” said Yuri, looking up. He didn’t stop 

shoveling. He and Danylo were old friends. “What’s up? It’s getting kind 

of rank in here, old man.” The bull went over to his feed bin, but there 



were only scraps of hay left. His tail twitched. Yuri had managed to clear 

half the paddock floor. He took the power washer from the wall again and 

sprayed the floor down. He heard Mykola calling him and walked out the 

back. 

“Hey Yuri, how’d it go? Did you see the boss?” Mykola asked. 

“Yeah. I guess they’ve sold off what they can. Next week they’re 

going to give away the rest for free to anyone who can afford to feed 

them,” said Yuri. 

“You see, Yuri? I told you; they’re really democrats at heart,” 

Mykola joked. 

“Look, Mykola. It’s over. The boss let me go, said they can’t make 

payroll. We’re all out of a job, you too probably.” He looked at Mykola 

and nodded. 

Mykola shrugged. “I was expecting it.” They stood looking at each 

other, not saying anything. Finally, Mykola spoke again. “Hey Yuri, help 

me give that guy his bear cub. Then let’s go get a beer.” 

They walked past the lions, the zebras and the lone orangutan, 

provoking a wave of chattering. It was nearing feeding time. The large 

brown bears were swaying back and forth as if listening to some inner 

music while the cubs wrestled with each other. A group of mothers and 

their children stood watching. Yuri and Mykola entered from the back. 



The bears were used to them. Stocky with a muscular hump between their 

shoulders, they walked with an awkward pigeon-toed gait. Mykola carried 

a small cage the chauffeur had brought. Yuri threw a little food in a 

corner, drawing away the two adults and the male cub. Pulling the smallest 

cub, a female, away from her brother and enticing her into the cage left 

Yuri feeling hopeless.  

Mykola and Yuri carried the cage to the chauffeur waiting by the 

open trunk. The cub licked Yuri’s hand with her pink tongue. . The python 

was already in the back seat in a smaller cage that rested on a white sheet. 

Yuri and Mykola lifted the cage, gently tilting it to fit under the roof of the 

trunk, but the chauffeur came from behind and pushed the cage in with a 

jerk, sending the cub sprawling onto her head. Yuri wanted to hit him. The 

man slammed the trunk, got in the car and drove off. “Mother fucker!” 

Yuri shouted after him. 

When he turned back around, Yuri saw the director at the top of 

the drive. He seemed to be pointing at them. A small man in a blue suit 

and gold wire rim glasses, carrying a leather brief case hanging on a strap 

across his chest, walked towards him. 

“Are you Yuri Yavlinsky?” the man demanded.  

Yuri looked at him suspiciously. “I am.” 

“Were you born on August 14, 1985 in the city of Odessa?” 



“I don’t understand. Who are you and what is it you want with 

me?”  

“I’ll explain in due course, but first I must find out if you are the 

right Yuri Yavlinsky,” the man said. 

“I suppose I am,” said Yuri.   

He wondered whether he should invite the man to meet in the 

administration building, but the little man in the cheap blue suit was 

already reaching into his briefcase. He pulled out an official looking 

document with a seal on it. Yuri wondered whether this might have 

something to do with some inheritance from his mother’s state pension or 

some insurance policy. He tried to make eye contact, but the bureaucrat 

would not look up. 

“Mister Yavlinsky, you are hereby summoned to the tax 

inspector’s office on Wednesday, October 30, 2013 at 9 a.m., precisely. 

Do not be late.” He thrust the paper into Yuri’s hands and took out a pen 

from inside his jacket. “Sign here.”  

Yuri scanned the document. He was ordered by the tax court to 

testify at a preliminary hearing on a default judgement the next morning at 

the chief prosecutor’s office. He was further advised that he could be 

accompanied by legal counsel, if he so chose. There was some official 



language he didn’t understand and then this final line, “Failure to attend 

the hearing in person will result in your immediate incarceration.” 

Yuri felt his heart miss a beat. “What does this mean? I don’t make 

any money to speak of. I don’t own anything. You must have made some 

mistake.” 

The little man continued to hold his pen out for Yuri to sign. Yuri 

tried again to make eye contact, to no avail. He took the pen and scribbled 

his signature at the bottom of the page, then handed the document back to 

the man. The official reached into his briefcase again and took out an 

onion skin copy of the summons and handed it to Yuri. “Nine a.m. 

tomorrow.”  

Yuri stood for a minute watching the man walk back up the 

driveway to his small, black government car. The world made no sense. 

 

 

Chapter 2 

A convoy of black Ladas swung into the circular driveway of the Cosmos 

Club. Sandwiched between them was an armored silver Mercedes-

Maybach S600, small flags affixed to its front fenders in which sat Viktor 

Raskolnovitch, reportedly the richest man in all of Ukraine. 



 The cars halted in front of an ornate wrought iron entrance under a 

canopy supported by marble columns and a row of Grecian statues. A 

dozen bodyguards in black sports outfits holding Kalashnikovs sprang 

from the Ladas and took up positions around the entrance. The lead guard 

inspected the lobby, then spoke into a walkie talkie. Doormen, costumed 

in red and gold, opened the doors of the Mercedes. Three stunning blond 

women emerged, covered in furs. Snow flurries and a blustery autumn 

wind swirled around them. Victor made them wait as he finished a phone 

call inside the car.  

 The lead guard dismissed the doormen with a nod of his head 

and offered a hand to Raskolnovitch as he got out from the back seat.  

Dressed in a tan cashmere overcoat trimmed in ermine and a brown fur 

hat, Raskolnovitch entered the club surrounded by his female escorts.  

Inside hung a row of gleaming chandeliers under domed ceilings 

covered in Italian-inspired frescos. Twelve-foot gilded mirrors lined the 

walls, reflecting the splendor of those who entered. Original works by 

French impressionists reminded guests that they were blessed to be in a 

temple of wealth. The Cosmos Club served the richest and most powerful 

men in Ukraine. There were no female members.  

Relieved of their coats and hats, Raskolnovitch and his party 

entered a large atrium under a stained-glass ceiling. All three escorts wore 



couture cocktail dresses, one in a red silk outfit that showcased her 

abundant cleavage, another in a blue kimono style dress that was slit 

almost up to the waist. and the third a purple flapper outfit with cascading 

ruffles. The three blonds were each considerably taller than 

Raskolnovitch. The dozen or so lunch guests turned as one to see them.  

Raskolnovitch was a short, stocky man in his mid-fifties, wispy-

haired, with a nose made crooked from an earlier career as a professional 

boxer. He was unnaturally tan, dressed in a dark suit with a tie designed 

like a Miro painting. On his wrist was a gold and diamond encrusted 

Rolex, a gift from Ukraine’s president.. It was, he thought, his talisman.  

He stopped to tell the women  they would be dining alone while he 

went on to his meeting in a private room off the main dining area. They 

obediently withdrew to a round table in front of a massive fireplace 

bookended with enormous bouquets of orchids and roses..  Raskolnovitch 

and his lead bodyguard entered through a door hidden in a quilted silk 

wall near the fireplace and two other bodyguards took up positions on 

either side of it, their hands folded in front of them like choir boys. 

Three men, seated at a polished cherry wood dining table covered 

in white linen, rose as Raskolnovitch entered. The taller of the men, an 

American, Ralph Peterson, introduced himself with what Raskolnovitch 

recognized as a broad New England accent, holding out a large hand to 



him. He was outfitted in a pin-striped charcoal-grey suit, a blue shirt, and a 

narrow red club tie with a gold tie clip. His hair dyed chestnut.  The two 

men shook hands. Peterson’s grip was firm. His eye contact was a bit 

competitive, Raskolnovitch thought.  

Next to Peterson was his Ukrainian-American interpreter, a former 

State Department translator, notable for his goatee and oversized black 

glasses. Raskolnovitch took a seat across from them, next to his 

accountant, Dmitri Prokofiev  wiry as a weasel. 

Before they all sat down, a tall, broad shouldered man with a shock 

of brown blow dried hair and heavy-lidded, aggrieved eyes strode in with 

studied nonchalance.  

“Hi, I’m Paul Manafort,” he said to the American. 

“Ralph Peterson,” the man responded. “We’ve met before.” 

Manafort squinted. “Whereabouts?” 

“Memphis, 1977, the Young Republicans Convention. I was a 

member of the Team, one of your whips when you were managing Roger 

Stone’s campaign for chairman. I worked with him throughout the 

Northeast on the Reagan campaign after that while you were managing the 

South. You actually gave me a job in the Treasury Department after the 

election when you ran the White House personnel office. You had quite 

the mustache then, I recall,” he said. 



Raskolnovitch regarded this talkative American, who smiled like a 

Cheshire cat. “Thirty-seven years ago. Seems like yesterday.” He rubbed 

his chin. “Ralph Peterson, Ralph Peterson,” Manafort mused. “Yes, I 

remember now.  You went to my alma mater. You were the one who 

threw up on Roger’s shoes the night we partied on that Mississippi paddle 

boat.” They both laughed. 

 “You know, Paul, I got introduced to this deal by Arthur Cohen, 

but when I saw you were the one putting it all together, I didn’t hesitate,” 

said Peterson. Looking across at the other men who were left standing, he 

added, “But we can reminisce later. Please excuse us, gentlemen.” They 

all took their seats.  

The maître d' entered with an $18,000 bottle of Louis Roederer, 

Cristal Brut 1990 champagne, which he held for Raskolnovitch’s 

approval, then poured a glass for each of them.  Raskolnovitch welcomed 

them all in Russian and offered a toast for the success of their project. He 

had invested a lot in this scheme. “You have come a long way. I want you 

to have every comfort while you’re in Kyiv.”  

Peterson thanked Raskolnovitch in English for hosting him. “May I 

call you Viktor?” he asked. Raskolnovitch waited for the translation, 

smiled and raised his glass to him.  



“Viktor, I know very little about you,” Peterson said. “I did the 

usual due diligence. I learned you own the finest collection of Faberge 

Eggs in Ukraine, that you were a helicopter pilot in Afghanistan, and you 

went from salesclerk to owning the company in two short years. Most 

impressive. But tell me, in your own words, how’d you make your 

fortune?” He stopped and took a sip of water. 

After the translation, Raskolnovitch leaned forward and said in 

Russian, “Actually, in this country it’s very easy to make money. The 

difficulty is spending it.” He gestured in the direction of Prokofiev. “This 

is why I have Dima. He’s a certified genius. You know, he graduated first 

in mathematics in all Ukraine, and this in a country well known for 

mathematicians. We’re a good team, Dima and me.”  

He waited for the translation before continuing. “You asked how I 

made my fortune. I’ll tell you. It was very simple—a matter of basic 

arbitrage. I worked for a big company, buying and selling tobacco. When 

Ukraine won independence from Russia, there was little cash and much 

inflation. The old way, buy cigarettes for cash. The new way, borrow 

money, buy on credit, and wait while the price of cigarettes goes up and 

up. I also eliminated middlemen. Today, we control 99% of all cigarettes 

in the country, also a few steel mills.” 



Listening to the translation, Peterson nodded. “You make it sound 

easy,” he said. “But please, if you don’t mind my asking, with so much 

cash, how do you protect yourself from all the mafia we read about in the 

states?”  

Raskolnovitch had kept his face implacable as the American spoke, 

but when he heard the translation, he turned to Dima and burst out 

laughing. These Americans are so naïve, he thought.  

He waited to respond as five waiters came in bearing plates of foie 

gras garnished with wild pears in a licorice sauce. When they left, 

Raskolnovitch stood up. “Yes, it’s true, much mafia in our country,” he 

nodded, “but they don’t bother me.”  

His expression turned fiercely proud, as if defiant. To the 

amazement of his guests, he slowly removed his suit jacket and tie and 

undid the top four buttons of his shirt. The two Americans across from 

him remained frozen in their seats. Pulling his shirt over his left shoulder, 

Raskolnovitch exposed a tattooed star and a more intricate tattoo of a 

domed church, a leaping stag, and a rifle wrapped in chains.  

“I am Vory,” he said in Russian. He tapped the star. “It means I 

spent time in labor camp, in the north, very cold, very hard. When I was a 

young man, I killed a policeman who tried to rape my mother. In the gulag 



I became Vory. Vory are like brothers. The Mafia won’t hurt Vory.” He put 

his shirt and jacket back on while the interpreter translated.  

When he sat down, the silence was as brittle as frost. “Please, I 

explain,” continued Raskolnovitch. “Vory are thieves, like a gang, but a 

good gang, like family, with its own language and own laws. We helped 

each other survive in Stalin’s gulags and also here; but now thieves are 

bigger, working with the state, and the Vory have grown smaller.  There 

are too many problems in Ukraine. We need a lot of protection. To 

survive, one must have a krysha, as we call it, a ‘roof.’ My krysha is the 

president.” He tapped his watch. “I helped make the president and he is 

very grateful.” 

Paul Manafort smiled, but said nothing. Raskolnovitch saw him as 

a rival for the president’s affection and didn’t trust him, but a deal is a 

deal, he thought.  They ate their hors d’oeuvres in silence as they digested 

the conversation. The main course arrived: fricassee of lobster with 

chestnuts and pumpkin in a devil sauce followed by a dessert of pistachio 

and kumquat with red currants marinated in Arbois wine. Each side spoke 

among themselves without translation as they ate. Victor was happy to let 

them ruminate and plan, to have their English waft into the air. 

When the dishes were cleared and a Taylor Fladgate Scion Vintage 

Port was served, they finally turned to the matter at hand, the purchase of 



the old Drake Hotel on Park Avenue in New York City and the 

construction of a 65-story luxury skyscraper:  “Bulgari Tower,” with 

apartments, a mall, private club and a spa. The project, its partners brought 

together by the seemingly redoubtable Paul Manafort, would be the largest 

commercial real estate deal in America. Victor expected a rich spoonful 

from this dessert.     

Manafort spoke up. “Gentlemen, we agreed to put $10 million 

down and $880 million US upon closing, all in cash. It’s a generous offer, 

we know, but a good one for our partners.  So we are very happy,” he said. 

Peterson stood and raised his glass in toast. They all followed.  

When they were seated, Manafort continued standing. “My friends, 

everything has been agreed,” he said. “We will take ownership through a 

holding company, CMZ Ventures. The parent company is owned by a 

consortium of New York and offshore companies registered in Panama, 

the Cayman Islands, and Cyprus. All very legal with little tax exposure. 

The biggest companies, like Apple, do the same. Besides me, the investors 

are all Ukrainian, like our host, but the ownership of each company is also 

held by other companies registered in two dozen countries, like 

matryoshka dolls folded inside each other.”  

When he sat down, Ralph Peterson rose and offered another toast 

in English. The interpreter translated and they all stood and raised their 



glasses. “Nostrovia,” said the Russians. At that,  Prokofiev excused 

himself. “Time visit loo,” he said in English. Manafort followed him. 

Peterson and hius translator spoke quietly to each other. Across 

from them, Raskolnovitch was bent over his phone. 

“Well, Ralph, are you happy?” asked the interpreter.  

Peterson smiled. “Like the monkey who peed on the cash register 

said, ‘Pretty soon, this is gonna run into real money.’” 

Victor kept his head down as Peterson took a sip of the port and 

then continued. “It’s a good deal,” he said. “Our creditors will be very 

happy. I’m a little nervous about all these offshore shell companies; but, 

like Paul said, there’s nothing illegal about that. But I wonder where all 

this cash came from and who the unnamed silent partners are. If the source 

of it is illegal, we could get in deep shit for money laundering.” 

Raskolnovitch put down his phone and spoke to them in almost 

flawless English. “My friends, you have nothing to worry about. It’s all 

very legitimate. Maybe some taxes are not paid and some officials got 

good bonuses, but that is how business is done in Ukraine. In the U.S. you 

have lobbyists. Bribery is institutionalized in your country. But not to 

worry. Everything’s clean.” 

Peterson’s eyes widened. “You speak English?” 

“When I have to,” Raskolnovitch said . 



 

  



Chapter 3 

Rabbi Morris Weissgold sat at a window seat in a café across from the 

bombed out Citizens Against Corruption office on Bankova Street in 

Kyiv, waiting for Dora to come out.  The storefront window was boarded 

up with plywood. Yellow crime scene tape circled the building like some 

sick idea of gift wrap. The glass and debris that had littered the street was 

gone. Halfway through his fourth cappuccino, when a woman in a black 

raincoat and short blond hair stepped out of the office and locked the door, 

Morris felt his heart speed up. He recognized her immediately. 

He left a large tip, slipped out of the café, and began to follow 

Dora at a discreet distance from the other side of the street. She walked 

with a Pilates posture and a chin-up determined stride. Three blocks from 

her office she got on a number 5 tram. Rabbi Morris texted his driver, who 

came up quickly. Twenty stops, later they saw her get off before the gate 

to a complex of white Ukrainian Baroque buildings topped with gold 

onion shaped domes. Although he had grown up in Ukraine, this was his 

first visit to the famous monastery of Pechersk Lavra. Who was Dora 

meeting in such a holy place?   

Rabbi Morris watched her fall in with crowds of pilgrims, 

parishioners, and tourists entering the Dormition Cathedral, as if she too 

was entranced by the heavenly sounds of bells ringing from the Great Bell 



Tower. He sped up, closing the gap between them. When he entered, he 

lost sight of her for a moment, her blond hair now hidden under a black 

scarf. Moving closer, he looked up at the domed ceiling covered with 

frescoes of angels and martyrs and at the soaring columns. As a line of 

solemnly chanting monks, swinging incense burners, proceeded to the 

altar, carrying icons, he mouthed a prayer to himself. Even a devout if 

unorthodox rabbi could find solace and relief from intrigue in such a 

place.  

He was pressed in just behind her, his chin almost resting on her 

head. Her hair smelled like lavender. He began to softly chant with the 

monks, his voice deep and mournful. She tried to turn her head to see 

whose voice this was so near to her, but the two of them were pressed too 

closely together. After a few minutes he began to whisper her name, as if a 

prayer, Dora Osatinskaya, Dora Osatinskaya, Dora… 

Now she jerked around to face him. “Uncle Morris, oh my God, 

Uncle Morris!” she said in English.  

He took her by the hand, pushing through the crowd into the bright 

sunlight outside, and led her to a wall in the back of the cathedral that 

overlooked the Dnieper River and the city of Kyiv below. 

She threw her arms around him. “It’s so good to see you, Uncle 

Morris, my favorite uncle!”  



“Your only uncle,” he remarked.  

“Well, you’re still my favorite.” She looked at him quizzically. 

“But what are you doing in Kyiv and how’d you know I’d be here?”  

“I just wanted to make sure you were in one piece after… you 

know. And as for locating you, the Company knows everything,” he said. 

“Don’t joke. How’d you find me?” 

“I followed you from your office. I wanted to make sure no one 

else was. They’re not. Besides, it’s fun being in the field again. I needed to 

refresh my stalking skills.” 

She stepped back from him and asked, “Did mom put you up to 

this?” 

He laughed deeply. “No, but she’s worried, naturally. I called her 

when I learned about the bombing, reassured her that you were OK.” 

“Am I?” she asked. 

He smiled. “I told her they only wanted to scare you. They picked 

a time when no one would likely be at your office.” 

“How reassuring, Uncle Mo. Thank you. I’ll try and remember 

that.”  

“Your parents were practically on their way to Newark Airport 

when I told them I was already coming,” he said. 



“That’s screwed up,” she said. “I suppose you promised to bring 

me back. Get me some desk job at a trading firm in Weehawken.” 

“Not a chance,” he said. “You know me better than that.”  

He wondered whether this was the time to ask for her help. Her 

anti-corruption investigations exposed her to danger, as the bombing of 

her office attested; but what he wanted from her posed an existential threat 

to the powers that be. He decided to wait a bit longer. He didn’t want to 

push her into it. The dangers were too real. But hadn’t she already chosen 

this path?  

She looked at him uncertainly. “Are you still a rabbi?” she asked. 

“Once a rabbi, always a rabbi. But I’m a freelance rabbi, so to 

speak. I do a lot of subbing for other rabbis, like a substitute teacher.”   

She glanced around her. “Still working for Darth Vader? Mom said 

you were on loan to the White House.” 

“Not anymore. Couldn’t stand all the gossip in the West Wing 

cafeteria. I’m not much of a desk job kind a guy.” 

“That‘s putting it mildly,” Dora said. 

“Decided to go private,” he continued. “I’m a free dog now, a dog 

who’s been let out of the kennel.” He cocked his head. “But I put your 

name on a watch list before I left. The new guy on the Ukraine desk called 



when the Citizens Against Corruption office got bombed. Who do you 

think’s behind it?” he asked. 

“Who knows? Could be almost anyone. We’ve exposed a shitload 

of corrupt officials,” she said. 

“That investigation you did of the Prosecutor General’s office sure 

got a lot of attention at the White House, by the way.” 

“Pissed off a lot of people here too. The PG’s at the top of the food 

chain.” She stared at him with cold blue eyes. “So, if mom didn’t send 

you, are you here for work?”  

He grinned. “I am,” he said, looking around him, “but it’s secret.” 

He held his index finger over his mouth. “That’s why I came to see you. I 

think you can help me.” 

 “No way.”  

An older couple sat on the wall near them. Morris and Dora got up 

and walked slowly back towards the bell tower. “I just need your help 

getting some information,” he said. 

She stopped and turned to face him. “You know I won’t do 

anything with the CIA. I can’t. I’m an investigative journalist. My job is to 

expose corruption. That’s our only agenda. If we’re seen as agents of a 

foreign power, we’d lose any credibility.” 



He smiled. “I would never compromise you, Dora,” he said. “But 

I’ve got some important information you should know about—and I think 

we can make a trade.” 

She looked doubtful. “What’s it about?” she asked. 

“It’s about massive corruption and a threat to the western alliance,” 

he said. 

 “Don’t exaggerate, rabbi.” 

“I’m not,” he said, fixing her with his smile. 

 “And what would you need from me?” she asked 

“I need to get some bank records from a couple offshore shell 

companies. I think you could probably use some more creative methods to 

find them that I can’t.” 

She stared at him, and Morris could tell she was deciding whether 

to trust him. Finally, she relented. “Tell me what you’ve got.” 

He exhaled. “OK, you know who Paul Manafort is?” he asked. 

“Sure, he’s the scumbag political advisor who helped Ukraine’s 

sleazy president return to power.” 

“Exactly, but he’s a lot more than that. He’s one of the most 

significant political operatives of the past forty years.” He went on to tell 

her how Manafort and his partner Roger Stone helped elect Ronald 

Reagan, then monetized their insider connections with a new kind of 



lobbying group that also managed political campaigns. If their candidate 

won, they had access to all the key players in the government, a unique 

advantage that earned them millions of dollars. 

 “You’re still not telling me what this has to do with Ukraine. It’s 

just politics. It’s nothing illegal.” They sauntered back to the wall. Dora 

took out a bag of breadcrumbs and started feeding the pigeons.  

“You’re right,” Morris said. But Manafort, he told her, was 

brought to Kyiv to help rebrand and rebuild the Party of Regions after the 

2004 Orange Revolution toppled the regime. “He succeeded by pandering 

to Russian speakers and bashing NATO. Six years later, with Manafort’s 

help, the president was reelected. The oligarch who was the main backer 

of the party was so happy with Manafort he bought him a $3.6 million 

apartment on the 43rd floor of Trump Tower as a thank you gift.” 

“Nice bonus,” said Dora.  

“Yeah. But you can imagine how Washington freaked out. 

Manafort was turning one of our most important allies against us and 

pushing Ukraine back into Russia’s orbit.” 

“That’s seriously fucked up,” said Dora. “But I don’t see where I 

come in.” 



The bells of the Great Bell Tower began ringing again. A crowd of 

worshippers streamed out from the Cathedral. Morris and Dora moved to 

the end of the wall, scattering the pigeons. 

“We think the president is laundering vast sums of money through 

some offshore shell companies set up by Viktor Raskolnovitch, an 

oligarch who’s the main backer of the president. We need to find out 

what’s in those shell companies.” 

“And how am I supposed to do that?” she asked. 

“We’ve managed to identify several of these accounts. The real 

owner’s names are hidden behind a ‘nominee director,’ some kid whose 

passport was bought or stolen and used to incorporate the company. He 

probably has no idea how his identity was used. We want you to find some 

way to use him to get copies of these accounts.” 

“OK. Suppose I do this. What does this have to do with Paul 

Manafort and ‘the threat to the Western alliance’?” she asked. 

He told her how the FBI was monitoring a deal that Manafort had 

put together with a Who’s Who of Ukrainian mobsters to buy the old 

Drake Hotel in New York. Most of the funds were from Semion 

Mogilevich, the Don of the Russian Mafia who was on the FBI’s Ten 

Most Wanted list. The other secret investors were Dmytro Firtash and 

Oleg Deripaska, both considered top associates of organized crime, and 



that same Viktor Raskolnovitch, who started out selling bootleg cigarettes 

and now controlled most of the heroin coming out of Afghanistan. 

“It was all a massive scheme to launder funds,” he explained. 

“Send ‘dirty’ money to reputable banks in New York for what appears to 

be a legitimate real estate deal and then send back ‘clean’ money from 

those banks to various accounts in Europe. Then the deal fell apart.” 

“Elegant,” said Dora. She looked at Morris and squinted. A minute 

passed. She picked at one of her nails. “So, if I understand this, my office 

got blown up last week and now you want me to investigate the mafia? 

Am I missing something?” 

“Not the mafia, just Raskolnovitch. The FBI is dealing with the 

Russian mafia. Our interest is with the President of Ukraine. Manafort is 

his political brains. Raskolnovitch is his main financial backer. We know 

very little about him. The French are also investigating him for bribes paid 

to a former French president. It could help us a lot if we could get a look at 

the accounts of some of his offshore shell companies.”  

He looked at her intently. “Dora, you’re always reminding me to 

‘follow the money.’ Ukraine is in the final stages of negotiating an 

association agreement with the European Union. The stakes could not be 

higher for Europe and the U.S. We need to get as much information as we 



can about the president and his inner circle.” He stopped, realizing he was 

talking too much.  

After a bit of silence, Dora spoke. “You know, Uncle Mo, when I 

was in high school I had two idols, Bruce Springsteen and you. Neither of 

you has ever disappointed me. I got into this anti-corruption game because 

I wanted to be like you. I never imagined I’d be sitting here in Kyiv with 

you like this discussing something this big or this dangerous.”  

She emptied the last of her breadcrumbs on the ground. “When do 

we start?” 
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