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			Blowing up Russia is the first book to be banned in Russia since The Gulag Archipelago in 1974. It dramatically exposes how the spymasters of the KGB were able to survive the collapse of Communism. In a plot akin to the 1933 burning of the German Reichstag, secretive, murderous methods were used to catapult President Vladimir Putin into power.

			Alexander Litvinenko served in the Russian military for more than 20 years achieving the rank of Lieutenant-Colonel. In 1999 he was arrested and imprisoned on charges that were later dismissed. After continuing further charges (equally dismissed), he escaped from Russia, and lived with his family in Great Britain, where he was granted political asylum in 2001. He was murdered in 2006 in a sushi restaurant in London.

			Yuri Felshtinsky studied history at Brandeis University and Rutgers University, where he received his Ph.D, and was a Hoover Institute Fellow. He lives in Boston and is an expert in the history of Russian secret service from Lenin to the present day. He was one of the last people to speak to Alexander Litvinenko hours before he succumbed to radio-active poisoning by Polonium 210.
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			New Foreword

			Alexander Litvinenko was poisoned in November 2006 in London. Almost a decade on, something still prevents us from forgetting about this man and putting a period at the end of his life story. What is it?

			It is the remarkable but true fact that, while Litvinenko was alive, he was not listened to or heard. He gave dozens of interviews, most of which were published in the Russian émigré press and were not noticed by the main Western media or experts on Russia. Blowing Up Russia, the book he and I wrote and which came out in a special edition of the Novaya Gazeta newspaper in Moscow in August 2001, was not picked up by a single foreign publisher. Today, it has been published in many countries in the civilized world. And those who never heard of Litvinenko during his life remember in detail the story of his assassination. Even those who know little about the periodic table will have heard of Polonium-210, the toxin that killed him in an agonising way.

			After Alexander’s death, what many had regarded as fantasy turned out to be the truth, and in fact only the tip of an enormous, frightening iceberg called ‘Russia’s security services.’ This conglomerate,* which remained in the shadow during the years of Soviet rule, today owns and governs Russia as a private joint-stock company—a kind of corporation which pays dividends based on the percentage of shares in the hands of this or that shareholder, and whose shares are distributed among politicians and officials— most of them officers of the FSB and other intelligence agencies, or are purchased by Russian billionaires—a number of whom are also former employees or agents of the security services. It stands to reason that in such a system the greatest influence is enjoyed by the head of the corporation’s board of directors—Russian President Vladimir Putin. Nor is it surprising that he, too, is a long-time officer of the KGB-FSB, with the rank of colonel, and a former head of the Federal Security Service of Russia (FSB).

			Such is the background of what can only be called the public execution of Alexander Litvinenko in view of the entire world.

			* See my book The Putin Corporation (new edition, London 2012).

			In December 2012, at a pre-inquest hearing into Litvinenko’s death, counsel for Marina Litvinenko, Alexander’s widow, stated that ‘Mr Litvinenko had been for a number of years a regular and paid agent and employee of MI6 with a dedicated handler whose pseudonym was Martin.’ He stated that at the behest of MI6, Litvinenko was also working with Spanish intelligence, with a handler named Uri. Litvinenko was supplying the Spanish with information on organized crime and Russian mafia activity in Spain. Counsel added that the inquest should consider whether MI6 failed in its duty to protect Litvinenko against a ‘real and immediate risk to life.’ He suggested that there was ‘an enhanced duty resting on the British government to ensure his safety when tasking him with dangerous operations involving engagement with foreign agents.’

			Indeed, among the many documents Alexander gave me in London in the beginning of 2003 was one that shows in particular how close he had become to MI6. It relates to the visit of KGB-FSB general Sergei Ivanov to London from October 30 to November 1, 2000. The general was, at that time, Secretary of the Russian Security Council (he is currently the chief of the presidential administration, he second most powerful post in Russia after President Vladimir Putin). This 4-page confidential document about the highly-sensitive visit had been faxed from London to the British Embassy in Moscow on November 2, 2000 and was given to Alexanderby MI6 for expert analysis.

			Whether Litvinenko was in 2006 still working for MI6 on a permanent basis and for a salary, or whether it only appeared so to the paranoid FSB, was irrelevant. If Russia’s spy agencies picked up rumours in 2006 indicating that Litvinenko had begun to cooperate permanently with British and Spanish intelligence, this could have become, in Moscow, one of the main arguments in favour of a decision to eliminate him. Russia’s intelligence agencies would have assumed that their former spy had betrayed them. To be working in London for a fugitive Russian oligarch—Boris Berezovsky, another Russian émigré who died under suspicious circumstances, apparently committing suicide from a shower curtain rail on 23 March 2013—was one thing. To be working for the security services of two countries was quite another. For a former officer of the KGB-FSB, collaboration with foreign intelligence is sufficient grounds for a death sentence. A rare radioactive poison seems an unexpected way of killing a former colleague. However, Soviet (Russian) intelligence agencies have been using radioactive poisons for over half a century. The first recorded instance of a radio-active attack happened in Frankfurt in 1957, and involved the of Soviet defector Nikolai Khokhlov, a captain in the Soviet security services, who was given odourless thallium in a cup of coffee (a list may be found in Chapter 11 ‘The Age of Assassins’ in The Putin Corporation). In Russia, whether a rare radio-active poison has been used can only be answered by the FSB, which controls the laboratories that produce these poisons and which has no interest in making information about them public.

			What was unexpected was that Litvinenko hung on for longer than others—23 days—which made it possible to establish not only the cause of death, but also to determine the nature of the toxin with which he had been poisoned. In recent cases of poisonings, all traces had vanished by the time poisoning was suspected or indeed could be investigated.

			Anna Politkovskaya, for example, almost died at the beginning of September 2004, when she was poisoned aboard a plane to North Ossetia. Politkovskaya was intending to cover the hostage crisis in Beslan, which began on September 1, 2004. It was believed that Politkovskaya, who enjoyed great respect among Chechens, could take part in negotiations with the terrorists and obtain the release of the hostages. It was vitally important for Russia’s security services to prevent Politkovskaya from arriving in North Ossetia, since in such an event the credit for putting an end to the crisis and for rescuing the children would go not the Russia’s security services, but to her. Aboard the airplane, Politkovskaya, who had prudently refused to eat any food, asked the flight attendant for a cup of tea. Then she fainted, fell into a coma, and woke up in a hospital. Politkovskaya survived, but she was too late for the negotiations with the terrorists in Beslan since she had spent those tragic days in intensive care. In the end, she would be shot and killed on 7 October, 2006, a month before Alexander.

			‘Congratulate me. I just became a British citizen. Now they won’t dare to touch me. No one would try to kill a British citizen.’ These were the words with which Alexander Litvinenko greeted me on October 13, 2006, in London, at a memorial service for Anna.

			Nineteen days later, on November 1, 2006, Litvinenko was poisoned. On that day, he met with several people who had come to London from other countries: FSB agents Andrei Lugovoi, Dmitry Kovtun, Vyacheslav Sokolenko. With his former colleagues, former FSB Lieutenant-Colonel Alexander Litvinenko drank green tea.

			That evening, Litvinenko felt ill. He experienced nausea and began to vomit. Litvinenko immediately realized that he had been poisoned. He dissolved some potassium permanganate in water—a common Russian treatment, which he learned in the army—and started drinking it and throwing up intermittently. He developed stomach spasms and difficulty breathing, his temperature dropped, his pulse became irregular. This is how Litvinenko spent the first day after his poisoning.

			On November 2, an ambulance was called. The doctor said that it was a seasonal infection. Litvinenko was told to drink water. He continued vomiting, but instead of vomit some kind of foamy liquid came out of his mouth, approximately every twenty minutes. He had stomach cramps and developed severe diarrhoea with blood.

			On November 3, another doctor was called. He said that Litvinenko was suffering from an infection, but did not rule out the possibility of food poisoning (no one suspected deliberate poisoning). An ambulance was called and Litvinenko was taken to the hospital. He was put on an IV and his blood was taken. The results of the blood analysis were not bad, but the doctors said that he should remain at the hospital. Alexander was promised that he would be able to leave in three or four days. His wife, Marina, said that they would keep him at the hospital for the time being, since they had found some kind of bacteria. All this time, Litvinenko kept his condition secret. Neither his friends nor the police were told anything about it. He did not want people to find out in case he might not be believed that he had been poisoned.

			By this time, Alexander could not eat or drink. He had lost 33 pounds. But he believed that he had survived. By the end of the first week of his illness, he had already realized that he had been poisoned, but he thought that he had saved himself by washing out his stomach with potassium permanganate, as he had been taught in the army.

			‘You know, if I were given a choice: either to go through all this a second time or to spend a year in a Russian prison, I would choose a year in prison, honestly. You can’t imagine how bad I feel,’ he told me.

			Abscesses appeared in his throat. Doctors thought that this was a reaction to the antibiotics—the flora had been killed and an irritation had appeared. After another couple of days, he could no longer open his mouth. All of the mucous membranes were inflamed, the tongue could not fit inside the mouth. His hair started to fall out. At this point, doctors thought that his spinal marrow had been harmed. Litvinenko was transferred to the cancer ward and the initial theory of thallium poisoning was mooted.

			The police became involved in the investigation. Litvinenko was prescribed a thallium antidote (‘Prussian blue’). But the antidote was already useless, since it could have worked only during the first 48 hours after the poisoning. Meanwhile, a week had already passed. Furthermore, ‘Prussian blue’ was an antidote against thallium. But Alexander had been poisoned with polonium-210, which became known only on November 23, a couple of hours before his death, when Litvinenko’s urine was sent for analysis to the Atomic Weapons Establishment at Aldermaston — the only laboratory in the U.K. that could detect radiation poisoning from a poison that emitted alpha radiation.

			If Litvinenko had died ‘like everyone else,’ two or three weeks after being poisoned, and not hung on until November 23, then we would have never known that he had been poisoned with polonium; that a group of FSB agents had taken part in the poisoning; that the poison had come from Moscow; and that the participants of the operation had flown back to Moscow. We would have still thought that Litvinenko’s death raised more questions than it answered, and that there was a chance that he had died of food poisoning or an allergy to sushi that he had eaten on November 1 at 3 p.m. at a sushi restaurant.

			From a bus ticket for city bus 134 that was found in Litvinenko’s pocket, British investigators established that Litvinenko had not yet been contaminated with polonium-210 when he had gone to meet with Lugovoi and his colleagues, and that the exact scene of Alexander’s poisoning was the Millennium Hotel. The bus ticket had been purchased near Litvinenko’s home in North London. From there, Litvinenko had gone to meet with the men from the FSB at the Millennium Hotel. The hotel was the first location that Litvinenko visited after he came out of the bus. Traces of polonium-210 were found on the saucer and cup from which Litvinenko had drunk green tea with the Russian agents. It followed from all this that it was not Litvinenko who had brought polonium to his meeting with Lugovoi and company, but that the group of FSB operatives from Moscow had brought polonium with them for their meeting with Litvinenko.

			I myself met Andrei Lugovoi at the same time as I met Litvinenko—in 1998, in Moscow. I also remember our last meeting very well: on the evening of October 12, 2006, I accidentally ran into Lugovoi with a person I did not know on Piccadilly in the center of London. We stopped and talked for several minutes. I was going in the direction of Piccadilly Circus, they were going in the direction of Park Lane. (Only later did I discover that the man I did not know was Dmitry Kovtun.)

			At that time, Lugovoi was a former officer of the KGB-FSB, a former head of security for the dissident Boris Berezovsky, and a convicted criminal who had served a fourteen-month prison sentence for being an accomplice of Berezovsky’s. After Alexander’s murder, he was made a member of the Russian parliament—the State Duma. In a short time, he became the owner and proprietor of a whole network of security firms, who are licensed by the FSB. In other words, the Russian government and the FSB do everything to show that Andrei Lugovoi, the former convict, is a valued agent of the FSB’s central office, whom Moscow will never surrender.

			Moscow really did protect Lugovoi—the only other person to be honored in Moscow in this way—20 years after the murder he had committed—was Ramón Mercader, the assassin of Trotsky, who had spent 20 years in a Mexican prison for killing the world-famous revolutionary.

			Yuri Felshtinsky, July, 2013

		

	
		
			Foreword

			THE LAST TIME I talked to Alexander was by phone on November 8, 2006. Around 5 a.m. Boston time, I received a call from the Moscow newspaper Novaya Gazeta with the request to comment on the incoming information that Alexander had been poisoned. I asked them to call me back later, and dialed Alexander’s mobile. At that time he was already in a London hospital. He told me that he had lost around 15 kilograms of weight, that his body was rejecting all food and liquids. But his voice was very strong, and we talked for at least 15-20 minutes, maybe longer.

			That day, Alexander believed that he had survived the assassination attempt. He understood that he had been poisoned; he knew that this was done by Russia’s Federal Security Service (FSB), and he was sure that the order had come from the President of Russia, Vladimir Putin. But he was also sure that he had survived, and that the worst was over. I did not ask him many questions, thinking that he was too weak to analyze the situation and to answer my inquiries. “In a few days,” he told me, “I will be home. We will have time to talk later.”

			On the 23rd of November, Alexander Litvinenko died. He was a former Lieutenant Colonel of the Federal Security Service’s special anti-organized crime unit. This was his profession. This was his life. I had known him since 1998. That was a very difficult time for him. He had received an order from his superiors, and for the first time in his life, he did not know what to do. The order was to kill a very rich Jewish Russian who had accumulated a lot of money during the Yeltsin era in Russia. The name of that Russian Jew was Boris Berezovsky, who at the time was a government official—the Executive Secretary of the Commonwealth of Independent States.

			Alexander made his choice. He came to Berezovsky and told him about the order. He went public with his story at a press conference, declaring that some top generals of the FSB were definitely breaking the law and giving their junior officers illegal orders.

			This was the end of Alexander’s career with the FSB. He was fired.

			I met him for the first time the day he was getting ready for that historic press conference.

			Alexander was a very energetic person. An athlete, he neither smoked nor drank—a very rare case for a man in Russia. We talked a lot. I had just come to Moscow, where I had not lived since 1978, when I had immigrated to the United States. Everything was new to me, and I was ready to listen. He told me stories of his life for hours. Many of his stories were terrifying, since he worked for the powerful

			FSB and lived a very difficult life. Some of the stories I did not like at all: stories about the atrocities of the Russian army in Chechnya, about Chechens who were burned or buried alive, graphic descriptions of tortures.

			Alexander knew that, sooner or later, he would be punished for his “betrayal” at that press conference, and that even the rich and influential Boris Berezovsky would not be able to help him. He was right. In March of 1999, Alexander was arrested and imprisoned for a fictitious “crime” that the government claimed he had committed some years earlier.

			By the time he was released from prison in December of 1999, I had already left Russia and Mr. Putin soon became President. I did not like what Putin was doing with Russia from the very beginning of his term, when he dissolved the high chamber of the Russian Parliament, reintroduced the old Soviet Hymn, and promoted into top government positions his old friends and colleagues from the FSB. Many times, I remembered one of my earlier conversations with Alexander, in the office of Boris Berezovsky in Moscow. Alexander said that if Putin came to power, he would start purges. People would be killed or arrested. “I can feel this. He will kill all of us as well. Trust me. I know what I am saying.” This was in the beginning of 2000, shortly before Putin became President. How could Alexander have known that he would be arrested? How could he have understood Putin so well so early, when others still considered him to be a modern democratic leader?

			At that time I was involved in my new study, investigating the apartment building explosions of September 1999 that had taken place in several cities across Russia and claimed the lives of more than 300 people. This was the largest terrorist act ever committed in Russia.

			I came to the conclusion that those terrorist acts had been conducted by the Russian security services and blamed on the Chechens in order to start the Second Chechen War (which indeed began shortly following the attacks, on September 23, 1999). But there were many things that I could not know or understand. I needed Alexander. So I flew to Moscow to see him and ask for his help. We talked through the night. He told me that something very similar to the explosions of

			1999 had taken place in Moscow in 1994, prior to the First Chechen War and the previous presidential election. “Find everything you can about Max Lazovsky. He was an FSB operative and he was in charge of the terrorist campaign of 1994. If you understand Lazovsky, how he operated, how his organization was built, you will understand everything. But,Yuri, be careful. If anyone else finds out that you are investigating Lazovsky, they will kill you, since they will figure out very quickly that you are interested in 1999, not in 1994. But the key to everything is Lazovsky and his system.”

			I left Moscow the next morning, on September 24, 2000. With me, I brought the notes that became the skeleton of our book Blowing Up Russia: The Secret Plot to Bring Back KGB Terror. This was my last trip to Russia.

			That same night in Moscow, we also discussed Alexander’s escape. He had been released from prison, but was under 24-hour surveillance by the FSB. Two cars with three persons in each followed him during the day. One car was always on duty during the night. I saw this with my own eyes when I came to see him. He had no future in Russia, and his next arrest was only a question of time.

			In May 2000, I made my first and last attempt to negotiate with the FSB —to see if I could make some kind of deal with them and to obtain a guarantee of immunity for Alexander. It seemed to me that the nine months which Litvinenko had illegally spent in prison were more than enough “punishment” for the press conference of November 1998. Through a middleman, who had no relation to the FSB, I arranged to meet with Litvinenko’s old boss, FSB General Evgeny Khokholkov.

			“Only it won’t be easy for you to talk to him,” Alexander warned me. “He is a very serious person, a fighting general. So be careful with him. And one more thing... He was shell-shocked in action. When he gets mad, he doesn’t show it, but he starts to stutter a bit. All of us knew that if Khokholkov starts stuttering, that’s it—it’s the end for everybody.”

			The meeting took place on May 22, in a private restaurant on Kutuzovsky Prospect, in an affluent neighborhood well known to Muscovites. The person who had organized our meeting had informed me that it would most likely be possible to buy Litvinenko’s life and freedom for several million dollars. And to be honest, my expectation was that, in the end, everything would come down to an ordinary bribe, as often happens in Russia.

			I arrived at the little restaurant at 7:30 in the evening. The sign on the door said “closed.” I opened the door and went in. It was a cozy place, and in the middle of the room a table was already set. The cook, who was arranging the table, was receiving instructions from the owner, a tall, broad-shouldered man.

			“I’m probably early?” I asked the owner. “I’m here to meet with General Khokholkov.”

			“No, no. You’re right on time,” the gracious owner replied. “Come in, welcome. I am General Khokholkov.”

			“So this restaurant is yours?” I asked, surprised, not having planned on beginning our conversation by talking about restaurants.

			“Yes, it’s mine. And the cook is mine. I brought him with me from Tashkent. He worked for me in Tashkent. I used to be stationed in Tashkent, you know.”

			Thoughts flashed through my mind. Tashkent. The capital of Uzbekistan. The Uzbeki political mafia. Khokholkov had been stationed there when Uzbekistan was part of the Soviet Union.

			“You know,” Khokholkov went on, “I don’t have this restaurant to make money. I have it for my friends. It’s very convenient. It’s a place where you can go, sit down, have a conversation—like you and I now. Where would we meet if this restaurant wasn’t here? On the street? My cook, by the way, is very good. Do you drink vodka?”

			“I do.” “Wonderful.”

			The general poured each of us our first glass and the conversation took off.

			I tried to determine whether the FSB was prepared to leave Litvinenko in peace, and if so, on what conditions. I had only one argument. Litvinenko had already served a nine-month sentence. This was enough of a punishment for his “crime,” and if the FSB could guarantee that Litvinenko would not be harmed, then I was ready to make a deal and guarantee that Litvinenko, as a former agent of the FSB, would not make public the compromising information that he had in his possession.

			In response, the general explained to me that there would be no forgiveness for Alexander; that he had gone against the system and this was something not permitted to anyone; and that the nine months which he had already spent in prison were only the beginning of his problems. And that if he, General Khokholkov, were to run into Litvinenko tomorrow by accident, then he would strangle him with his own two hands.

			As he said this, the general showed exactly how his hands would grip Alexander’s throat. And Khokholkov’s face, which up to that moment had been quite kind and calm, suddenly changed and become frightening.

			A pause followed, which seemed to me very long. The silence was broken by the general.

			“I meant that f-f-figuratively, of course, f-f-figuratively,” he said, stuttering heavily.

			“Actually,” he continued, having calmed down a bit, “of course there is a way out of the situation. The FSB used to have an economic department. It employed 300-400 of our agents, who specialized in economic issues. You know, today, with the growth of the market economy, there’s been a sharp rise in economic crime. People steal money from the government, open casinos, stores, restaurants, don’t pay their taxes, and conduct all business in cash. It is completely impossible to keep track of them. In order to deal with these crimes, the FSB created a new economic department. Well, our common acquaintance, Berezovsky, convinced the president to shut this department down. He told the president that it had been created to help the FSB extort money from businesses. And 300-400 of our best experts were fired. They have families, children. And they have nothing to eat. So if Berezovsky restores this department, then probably Alexander Litvinenko can be forgiven.”

			“So this restaurant is a place where the hungry children of out-of-work FSB agents can get a free meal?”

			“That’s exactly right, as a matter of fact,” Khokholkov replied, quick on his feet. “Because we ourselves, as law enforcement agents, have very low salaries. We can’t even afford to go to normal restaurants. No money.”

			“But Berezovsky told me that once, when he was staying at one of the most expensive hotels in Switzerland, he came down to the pool and saw in that pool General Alexander Korzhakov — the retired head of President Yeltsin’s security apparatus.”

			“That was just a present to him from all of us. He himself does not have a ruble in his pocket. So each of us contributed a ruble or two, all the agents who knew him, and bought him a trip to an expensive resort as a present.”

			“I see. But Litvinenko has told me that there is a videotape of you losing tens of thousands of dollars at a casino in the course of a single evening.”

			“That was in the line of duty. I was on a case. We were conducting an operation in a casino. I was given official funds to gamble with, and I lost them, so to speak. Naturally, afterward, the casino reimbursed me the money I had lost. I mean, reimbursed us, the treasury, the government. So maybe there is a videotape, but there was no crime, just work for the government.”

			“Isn’t there another way to leave Litvinenko in peace without restoring the economic department? You understand, we’re not just going to abandon him and we’re not going to let him be eaten by you. You were his boss, you have a better idea of how much Litvinenko knows and what he is capable of doing. If you don’t leave him alone, we’re going to fight you. You shouldn’t underestimate us. We don’t have any guns or official FSB IDs, but Berezovsky has money and influence, Alexander has information, and I have knowledge. You shouldn’t underestimate us. If you don’t leave Litvinenko alone, we will fight. Believe me, it won’t seem like a minor matter.”

			“It’s already 12:30 a.m.,” Khokholkov said. “I have to get up early for work tomorrow morning. You probably have to go home, too. Do you have a car?”

			“No, I’ll catch a taxi.”

			“Don’t worry. My cook will drive you home. You know, Moscow isn’t so safe at night nowadays. You and I have had a frank and honest talk. You shouldn’t underestimate us either. And above all, don’t overestimate Berezovsky’s influence. As for what you’ve said, I have no doubt that you have a lot of knowledge. I’ve been to a lot of places myself. I speak several European languages. So—you shouldn’t underestimate us.”

			Khokholkov had not brought up the subject of money. I did not say a word about money either.

			“Here’s the story,” I told Alexander when I saw him. “It’s bad. You and Marina have to get out of here. You won’t survive until the end of year. In the best case, they’ll put you in prison. In the worst case, you understand for yourself.”

			We did not finish that conversation on that day. I came back to Alexander’s apartment on the night of September 24, 2000, when I flew in to discuss our future book with him.

			The plan was extremely simple. In the next two weeks, Alexander was to cross the border, and he would choose the place for the border-crossing by himself, without letting anyone know about it in advance, myself included. As soon as he crosses the border, I fly out to meet him, wherever he is, to make sure that everything is really in order, that he is really outside the country and not in the office of an FSB prosecutor. I then let Marina Litvinenko know that Alexander is free, and Marina goes to a travel agency and buys a vacation travel package for herself and her son Anatoly to any European country-wherever it is easiest to get a visa. She pays whatever it takes to get out of the country as soon as possible. As soon as Marina and Anatoly have left Russia, I make contact with the embassy of some Western European country or the United States, quickly arrange for asylum for Litvinenko’s family, and the operation can be considered complete. “You just cross the border. That’s the main thing. The rest you can

			leave to me.”

			“I’ll cross the border,” Alexander told me. “Don’t you worry about that.”

			Less than two weeks later, he did indeed cross the border. In the Russian city of Sochi, Alexander boarded a steamboat that, since the times of the Soviet Union, had been traveling between the ports along the coast of the Black Sea. In the old days, all of these ports had belonged to the great empire of the USSR. The empire fell apart, the ports become parts of different countries, but the little steamboat still followed its old route. Alexander arrived in Sochi and boarded the Black Sea steamboat with his Russian passport. He bribed the border guard $10 not to check for the name in his passport on the list of persons who were not permitted to leave Russia, and those $10 secured him passage to the nearest Georgian port. From there he traveled to the capital of Georgia, Tbilisi, and then he called me. I immediately flew out to Georgia. In the meantime, Marina Litvinenko was already in the process of obtaining a two-week travel package to Marbella, Spain, in order to enjoy a vacation in the south of Spain with her son Anatoly and a group of Russian tourists.

			For Alexander, the next few days were the most difficult. Our only hope was that the FSB would not realize what was going on quickly enough—that they would not notice that had already lost track not only of Alexander, but of his family as well. It was a race for time, and every hour counted. Everything was going according to plan, but Alexander was nervous. And he could not call Marina. Any phone call could be intercepted and ruin everything. Our schedule was all worked out. By a certain date and time, I was supposed to arrive at the airport in Malaga and meet Marina and Anatoly there. I left Alexander in Tbilisi and flew to Spain as planned. And while I was on the plane, as Alexander later told me, he broke down and called Marina from our Georgian mobile phone, at the risk of ruining the whole operation.

			“Marina, where are you?”

			“We’re taking off. I’m going to lose the connection...” was all that Marina had time to shout.

			And the connection was lost.

			I was standing at the bottom of the escalator in the Malaga airport, waiting for the group of Russian tourists. Marina and Anatoly had almost no luggage. According to her instructions, she was not supposed to take with her anything that could in any way suggest to Russian customs officials and border guards that she and Anatoly were going to Spain not for two weeks, but forever.

			As soon as I spotted their faces, I called up Alexander: “Your family is in Spain.” I drove Marina to the hotel in Marbella, following the group of Russian tourists, and explained to her the plan of action. I spent several days in Marbella, until Marina and Anatoly got used to the situation a little bit, and then flew back to Georgia. Meanwhile, Alexander was rushing around Tbilisi like a caged tiger.

			After losing sight of Alexander and Marina, the FSB immediately deduced that the Litvinenkos had run away. Correctly concluding that their escape had in all likelihood been organized by me, the Federal Security Service of the Russian Federation decided to try catching us through my mobile phone, which the FSB knew. Every half hour, I kept receiving phone calls on my mobile phone from two people who wanted to find out how I was doing and what the weather was like in Boston—my old acquaintance who had organized my meeting with General Khokholkov in May, and FSB Major Andrei Ponkin, who had been assigned to Litvinenko’s family by the FSB in the role of “family friend.” I told them in detail about my own life and the weather in Massachusetts, and I could not turn off my phone, since it was my only connection to Alexander and Marina. Our only hope was that we would be faster and more mobile than the flying squad of hired killers that the FSB had dispatched to Georgia. And we were.

			By this time, the American embassy in Georgia had already been alerted to the situation. The US security services began discussions with me regarding the fate of the Litvinenko family. But the US embassy in Tbilisi could not meet our time constraints. And when, in our opinion, the situation became critical, and Alexander calculated that the FSB’s hired assassins had already arrived in Tbilisi, we flew to Turkey-without letting the American embassy know about it, since we had no reason to believe that that the FSB was not listening in on our negotiations with the US embassy. Turkey was a country that required no entry visa either for Alexander or for his family. After bringing Alexander to the Turkish city of Antalya and leaving him at a hotel, I immediately flew to Spain, where Marina and Anatoly were waiting for me, in the already familiar Malaga airport. On October 27, I brought Marina and Anatoly to Alexander in Antalya, to a five star hotel where we registered under a false name (under my own name, I rented several rooms at a hotel in a different part of town, but naturally we never even set foot there).

			The US embassy in Georgia handed over the Litvinenko case to the US embassy in Turkey. But even here, we had no sense that the embassy would make a quick decision about granting the Litvinenkos political asylum. Naturally, all of this was very upsetting to me, and I flew back home to Boston in order to continue my negotiations with the CIA on the spot. So that Alexander and his family should not remain in Turkey alone, Alexander Goldfarb took the next flight from New York to Antalya. Both he and I were flying through London. But in Heathrow Airport our paths crossed only by telephone. I briefly described the situation to him and flew to the States, where the CIA definitively confirmed their decision not to accept the Litvinenkos.	

			On November 1, Goldfarb flew them out to London, where Alexander and his wife and son asked for asylum. In August 2001, several chapters from our future book were published in Russian in Moscow’s Novaya Gazeta.

			Since then, several people who had been assisting us were killed. Vladimir Golovlyov and Sergei Yushenkov, members of the Russian Parliament (the State Duma), were helping us to transport the forbidden tapes of the banned documentary Assassination of Russia, based on the book. They were both gunned down. Golovlyov was killed on August 21, 2002, and Yushenkov on April 17, 2003. Yuri Schekochikhin, a member of the Russian Parliament and the deputy editor-in-chief of Novaya Gazeta, where the recently murdered Anna Politkovskaya worked, was poisoned. He was in a coma for some time and died on July 3, 2003. I had met Schekochikhin in Zagreb, Croatia in June 2001 and had given him the manuscript of Blowing Up Russia for publication in his newspaper.

			At the end of 2003 we printed 5000 copies of the Russian edition of Blowing Up Russia in Riga, Latvia. This edition was shipped to Moscow for sale, legally and openly. But the shipment was confiscated by the FSB on its way to Moscow. The government stated that the book revealed the state secrets. The greatest, of course, was the fact that the Russian security services had been behind the terrorist acts of 1999. Thus, for the first time since the 1970s, when Alexander Solzhenitsyn’s books were prohibited in the USSR, a book was officially banned in Russia.

			Despite those killings, we continued our work and collected new materials. We did as much as we could. We tried to be safe and to stay alive. We failed. I lost my co-author, six years after he landed in London. On November 1, 2006, he was poisoned, and this edition of Blowing Up Russia will have a foreword signed only by me.

			YURI FELSHTINSKY
February 4, 2007

		

	
		
			Introduction

			We did not reject our past. We said honestly:“The history of the Lubyanka in the twentieth century is our history....”

			N. P. PATRUSHEV, Director of the FSB 

			From an interview in Komsomolskaya Pravda on December 20, 2000, on the Day of the FSB 

			THE PEDIGREE of the Federal Security Service of the Russian Federation (FSB) scarcely requires any comment. From the very earliest years of Soviet power, the punitive agencies established by the Communist Party were alien to the qualities of pity and mercy. The actions of individuals working in these departments have never been governed by the values and principles of common humanity. Beginning with the revolution of 1917, the political police of Soviet Russia (later the USSR) functioned faultlessly as a mechanism for the annihilation of millions of people; in fact, these structures have never taken any other business in hand, since the government has never set any other political or practical agenda for them, even during its most liberal periods. No other civilized country has ever possessed anything to compare with the state security agencies of the USSR. Never, except in the case of Nazi Germany’s Gestapo, has any other political police ever possessed its own operational and investigative divisions or detention centers, such as the FSB’s prison for detainees at Lefortovo. 

			The events of August 1991— when a rising tide of public anger literally swept away the communist system—demonstrated very clearly that the liberalization of Russia’s political structures must inevitably result in the weakening, perhaps even the prohibition, of the Committee of State Security (KGB). The panic which reigned among the leaders of the coercive agencies of the state during that period found expression in numerous, often incomprehensible, instances of old special service agencies being disbanded and new ones set up. As early as May 6, 1991, the Russian Republic Committee of State Security was set up with V. V. Ivanenko as its chairman in parallel to the All-Union KGB under the terms of a protocol signed by Russian president, Boris Yeltsin, and chairman of the USSR KGB, V. A. Kriuchkov. On November 26, the KGB of Russia was transformed into the Federal Security Agency (AFB). Only one week later, on December 3, the president of the USSR, Mikhail Gorbachev, signed a decree “On the Reorganization of the Agencies of State Security.” Under the terms of this law, a new Interdepartmental Security Service (MSB) of the USSR was set up on the basis of the old KGB, which was abolished.

			At the same time, the old KGB, like some multi-headed hydra, split into four new structures. The First (Central) Department (which dealt with external intelligence) was separated out as the new Central Intelligence Service, later renamed the External Intelligence Service (SVR). The KGB’s Eighth and Sixteenth Departments (for governmental communications, coding, and electronic reconnaissance) were transformed into the Committee for Governmental Communications (the future Federal Agency for Governmental Communications and Information, or FAPSI). The border guard service became the Federal Border Service. The old KGB Ninth Department became the Bodyguard Department of the Office of the President of Russia. The old Fifteenth Department became the Governmental Security and Bodyguard Service. These last two structures later became the President’s Security Service (SBP) and the Federal Bodyguard Service (FSO). One other super-secret special service was also separated out from the old Fifteenth Department of the KGB: the President’s Central Department for Special Programs.

			On January 24, 1992,Yeltsin signed a decree authorizing the creation of a new Ministry of Security (MB) on the basis of the AFB and MSB. A Ministry of Security and Internal Affairs appeared at the same time, but only existed for a short while before being dissolved. In December 1993, the MB was, in turn, renamed the Federal Counterintelligence Service (FSK), and on April 3, 1995, Yeltsin signed the decree “On the Formation of a Federal Security Service in the Russian Federation,” by which the FSK was transformed into the FSB.

			This long sequence of restructuring and renaming was intended to shield the organizational structure of the state security agencies, albeit in decentralized form, against attack by the democrats, and along with the structure to preserve the personnel, the archives, and the secret agents.

			A largely important role in saving the KGB from destruction was played by Yevgeny Savostianov (in Moscow) and Sergei Stepashin (in Leningrad), both of whom had the reputation of being democrats, appointed in order to reform and control the KGB. In fact, however, both Savostianov and Stepashin were first infiltrated into the democratic movement by the state security agencies, and only later appointed to management positions in the new secret services, in order to prevent the destruction of the KGB by the democrats. Although, as the years went by, many full-time and free-lance officers of the KGB -MB-FSK-FSB left to go into business or politics, Savostianov and Stepashin did succeed in preserving the overall structure. Furthermore, the KGB had formerly been under the political control of the Communist Party, which served to some extent as a brake on the activities of the special agencies, since no significant operations were possible without the sanction of the Politburo. After 1991, the MB-FSK-FSB began operating in Russia absolutely independently and totally unchecked, apart from the control exercised by the FSB over its own operatives. This all-pervading predatory structure was now unrestrained by either ideology or law.

			Following the period of evident confusion, resulting from the events of August 1991, and the mistaken expectation that operatives of the former KGB would be subjected to the same ostracism as the Communist Party, the secret services realized that this new era, free of communist ideology and party control, offered them certain advantages. The former KGB was able to exploit its vast personnel resources (both official and unofficial) to position its operatives in virtually every sphere of activity throughout the vast state of Russia. Somehow, former prominent KGB men began turning up at the very highest echelons of power, frequently unnoticed by the uninitiated: the first of them were secret agents, but later, they were former or serving officers. Standing at Yeltsin’s back, from the very first days of the events of August 1991, was KGB man Alexander Korzhakov, former bodyguard to the chairman of the KGB and general secretary of the Communist Party, Yuri Andropov. Retired GRU colonel Bogomazov headed the security service of the MIKOM GROUP, and the vice president of the Financial and Industrial Group was N. Nikolaev, a KGB man of twenty years’ standing, who had once worked under Korzhakov.

			Filipp Bobkov, four-star general and first deputy chairman of the KGB of the USSR, who in Soviet times had been the long-serving head of the so-called “fifth line” of the KGB (political investigation), found employment with business tycoon Vladimir Gusinsky. The “fifth line” numbered among its greatest successes the expulsion from the country of Alexander Solzhenitsyn and Vladimir Bukovsky, as well as the arrest and detainment in camps for many years of those who thought and said what they believed was right and not what the party ordered them to think and say. Standing at the back of Anatoly Sobchak, mayor of Leningrad (St. Petersburg) and a prominent leader of the reform movement in Russia, was KGB man Vladimir Putin. In Sobchak’s own words, this meant that “the KGB controls St. Petersburg.”

			How this all came about has been described in detail by the head of the Italian Institute of International politics and Economics, Marco Giaconi, who teaches in Zurich. “The attempts made by the KGB to establish control over the financial activities of various companies always follow the same pattern. The first stage begins when gangsters attempt to collect protection money or usurp rights which are not their own. After that, special agency operatives arrive at the company to offer their help in resolving its problems. From that moment on, the firm loses its independence forever. Initially, a company snared in the KGB’s nets has difficulty obtaining credit or may even suffer major financial setbacks. Subsequently, it may be granted licenses for trading in such distinctive sectors as aluminum, zinc, foodstuffs, cellulose, and timber. These provide a powerful stimulus for the firm’s development. This is the stage at which it is infiltrated by former KGB operatives and also becomes a new source of revenue for the KGB.”

			However, the years from 1991 to 1996 demonstrated that despite being plundered rapaciously by the coercive state structures (who acted both openly, and through organized criminal groups under the total control of the secret services), Russian business had managed, in a short period, to develop into an independent political force which was by no means always under the full control of the FSB. Following Yeltsin’s destruction in 1993 of the pro-communist parliament, which sought to halt liberal reform in Russia, the leaders of the former KGB, who had gone on to head Yeltsin’s MB and FSK , decided to destabilize and compromise Yeltsin’s regime and his reforms by deliberately exacerbating the criminal situation in Russia and fomenting national conflicts, first and foremost in the North Caucasus, the weakest link in the multinational Russian state.

			At the same time, an energetic campaign was launched in the mass media to promote the message that impoverishment of the general public and an increase in criminal and nationalist activity were the results of political democratization, and the only way to avoid such excesses was for Russia to reject democratic reforms and Western models, and follow its own Russian path of development, which should be based on public order and general prosperity. What this propaganda really promoted was a dictatorship similar to the standard Nazi model. Of all the dictators, great and small, enlightened and bloodthirsty, the one chosen as a model was the most personable and least obvious, the Chilean general, Augusto Pinochet. For some reason, it was believed that if a dictatorship did emerge in Russia, it would be no worse than Pinochet’s Chile. Historical experience, however, demonstrates that Russia always chooses the worst of all possible options.

			Until 1996, the state security services fought against the democratic reformers, since they saw the most serious threat in a democratic ideology, which demanded the immediate implementation of radical, pro-Western economic and political reforms, based on the principles of a free-market economy, and the political and economic integration of Russia into the community of civilized nations. Following Yeltsin’s victory in the 1996 presidential election, when Russian big business showed its political muscle for the first time by refusing to permit the cancellation of the democratic elections and the introduction of a state of emergency (the demands being made by the pro-dictatorship faction in the persons of Korzhakov, FSO head M. I. Barsukov, and their like) and, most importantly, was able to ensure the victory of its own candidate, the state security services redefined the major target of their offensive as the Russian business elite. Yeltsin’s victory at the polls in 1996 was followed by the appearance, at first glance inexplicable, of propaganda campaigns dedicated to blackening the reputations of Russia’s leading businessmen. Heading up the vanguard in these campaigns were some familiar faces from the agencies of coercion.

			Russian language acquired a new term, “oligarch,” although it was quite obvious that even the very richest man in Russia was no oligarch in the literal meaning of the word, since he lacked the basic component of oligarchy, power. Real power remained, as before, in the hands of the secret services.

			Gradually, with the help of journalists, who were operatives or agents of the FSB and SBP, and an entire army of unscrupulous writers eager for easy, sensational material, the small number of “oligarchs” in Russian business came to be declared thieves, swindlers, and even murderers. Meanwhile, the really serious criminals, who had acquired genuine oligarchic power and pocketed billions in money that had never been listed in any accounts, were sitting behind their managers’ desks at the Russian state’s agencies of coercion: the FSB, the SBP, the FSO, the SVR, the Central Intelligence Department (GRU), the General Public Prosecutor’s Office, the Ministry of Defense (MO), the Ministry of the Interior (MVD), the customs service, the tax police, and so on.

			It was these people who were the true oligarchs, the gray cardinals and shadowy managers of Russian business and the country’s political life. They possessed real power, unlimited and uncontrolled. Behind the secure protection of their identity cards from the agencies of coercion, they were genuinely untouchable. They abused their official positions on a regular basis, taking bribes and stealing, building up their ill-gotten capital, and involving their subordinates in criminal activity.

			This book attempts to demonstrate that modern Russia’s most fundamental problems do not result from the radical reforms of the liberal period of Yeltsin’s terms as president, but from the open or clandestine resistance offered to these reforms by the Russian secret services. It was they who unleashed the first and second Chechen wars, in order to divert Russia away from the path of democracy and towards dictatorship, militarism, and chauvinism. It was they who organized a series of vicious terrorist attacks in Moscow and other Russian cities as part of their operations intended to create the conditions for the first and second Chechen wars.

			The explosions of September 1999, in particular the terrorist attack that was thwarted in Ryazan on September 23, are the central theme of this book. These explosions provide the clearest thread for following the tactics and strategy of the Russian agencies of state security, whose ultimate aim is absolute power.

			The reader may find the genre of this work somewhat surprising, something between an analytical memoir and a historical monograph. The abundance of names and facts and the laconic style of presentation will come as a disappointment to anyone hoping for an easy-reading detective story. As conceived by the authors, this book should be distinguished from superficial journalism and belletristic memoirs by its intrinsic faithfulness to historical fact. It is a book about a tragedy which has overtaken us all, about wasted opportunities, lost lives, and a country that is dying. It is a book for those who are capable of recognizing the reality of the past and are not afraid to influence the future.

		

	
		
			Abbreviations and Terms

			AFB Federal Security Agency.

			CIA Central Intelligence Agency (USA).

			CIS Commonwealth of Independent States.

			FAPSI Federal Agency for Government Communications & Information.

			FBI Federal Bureau of Investigation (USA).

			FSB The Federal Security Service of the Russian Federation.

			FSK The Federal Counterintelligence Service; then FSB.

			FSO Federal Bodyguard Service.

			GRU Central Intelligence Department.

			KGB Committee of State Security.

			KRAZ Krasnoyarsk Aluminum Plant.

			MB Ministry of Security.

			MCHS Ministry of Emergencies.

			MO Ministry of Defense.

			MSB Interdepartmental Security Service.

			MUR Moscow Criminal Investigation Department.

			MVD Ministry of the Internal Affairs.

			NTV TV channel.

			O RT TV channel.
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