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			[A]s Geography without History seemeth a carkasse without motion; so History without Geography, wandreth as a Vagrant without a certaine habitation.

			—CAPTAIN JOHN SMITH, 1624
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			INTRODUCTION

			THE FIRST TIME I heard Forbes Smiley’s voice was at six o’clock on a summer Friday as I was drinking a martini at a Boston bar. It was a warm night after a long week, and I was almost down to the olive when I got the call. “This is Forbes Smiley, from the Vineyard,” he intoned, speaking in that rich, nasally voice I had heard so many people imitate in the months I’d spent researching a magazine article about his case. Though he’d been caught stealing millions in rare maps nearly ten years earlier, at the height of his career as a rare-map dealer, he’d never spoken to a journalist until now. With some persistence—and help from an old friend of his named Scott Slater—I’d finally gotten him to contact me.

			“I understand that Scott met with you and you had a conversation and that he thought it would be a good idea that I speak with you,” he continued. Maybe it was just the buzz from the martini, but I found myself having difficulty following his circuitous language. “Frankly I wish these kinds of things would go away and one might move forward. What I understand is that people are interested in the human story. When someone crashes and burns as I did, you learn certain things, and that may be interesting to some people.”

			After a bit more back and forth, he agreed to an interview, and we settled on some ground rules, chief among them that I would not report on his wife and son any more than necessary in order to tell his own story. A week later I was on a ferry to the island of Martha’s Vineyard, off the south coast of Massachusetts, to meet him. We talked for four hours at an outdoor picnic table, where I found him to be candid, thoughtful, and even funny. By the end of the interview, I was convinced that an article wasn’t enough space to tell his story. After a second interview a few months later, I broached the subject of a book.

			He initially threw cold water on the idea. “I’ll be straight up right now; I think it would be difficult to write without me saying a lot more than I am willing to say,” he said, adding tantalizingly, “I could tell you stories that would make your hair curl.” After a few months, however, he agreed through Slater to participate. I secured a book contract and began talking to friends, map dealers, librarians, and law enforcement officers. Only after I was well into the reporting did the stalling begin. We made another date to meet on the Vineyard, which he canceled. We set a time to meet in Boston, which he canceled.

			Finally, the night before another scheduled meeting in a Boston suburb, I received an e-mail from him. After speaking to his “closest confidant & adviser,” he said, he decided not to participate any further. “After talking it through, he is of the strong opinion that I am unable to [distance] myself from the emotional pain of these events to [ensure] that I remain within appropriate bounds. He considers the harm I might do to others, to my wife and family, friends, dealers & old clients—in something as involved as a book—too great a risk.” I wrote back immediately, expressing my disappointment but also telling him it was too late now to scuttle the project. Though I would like to have his participation, I’d be writing the book regardless. Despite several more attempts to contact him, I never heard from Smiley again.

			Over the next year, I persisted in filling in the gaps of the narrative that had been left open after our conversations. After talking with a wider circle of people, investigating a paper trail of court documents, and spending hours sifting through library archives and volumes of old maps, I began to piece together an answer to my biggest question: Why did a respected map dealer at the height of his profession betray those closest to him—and deface the artifacts he spent his life preserving? The more I researched his story, however, the more questions I uncovered—to the point where I began to suspect that his reasons for cutting off our correspondence had less to do with the advice of his advisor or the impact on his family, and more to do with his own fears of exposing secrets he had never revealed.

			—

			IN HIS ONE-PARAGRAPH short story, “On Exactitude in Science,” surrealist writer Jorge Luis Borges imagined an empire so advanced in the science of mapmaking that it was able to produce a map on a one-to-one scale—that is, as large as the empire itself. Such a feat, of course, is as impossible as it is undesirable. The very point of a map is to re-create an area in miniature, allowing us to envision, navigate, and control our world.

			The paradox of mapmaking, however, is that as soon as you begin shrinking a geography down to usable size, you necessarily are forced to misrepresent it. By making choices about what to include and what to leave out, you change the map from a document faithfully documenting an area to one furthering a particular point of view. Writing contains the same paradox. As soon as we start picking and choosing relevant details to “propel the story forward” (literally or figuratively), we change the story to fit the narrative.

			When I was growing up, I always found that the best books were those with maps in them. Like many children, I pored over the “There and Back Again” map in J.R.R. Tolkien’s The Hobbit, which both allows the reader to follow along with the journey and also plays an essential role in the plot. Personally, though, I was always more captivated by the sprawling map of Middle-earth in Tolkien’s The Lord of the Rings, thrilling to the long leagues of jagged mountains and dark-shaded forests bleeding off the margins of the page. That open-ended geography consciously raised the specter of other stories in adjacent territories occurring at the same time as the events described in the trilogy. That appeal to imagination made the world of the novels both less knowable and more real.

			I can still see the two-tone version of the map that folded out of a red leather–bound edition of The Lord of the Rings that sat on my father’s highest shelf. In those days, I suppose, reading fantasy novels was for me a way to grow closer to my father, who like many men of his generation seemed to me a distant territory. He had piles and piles of them stacked by his bed, stuffed into overflowing bookcases in the den, and filling shelf after shelf in the basement. Most of them contained maps, and I can still see the borders of their imagined earths in my mind—Cimmeria and Amber, Shannara and Xanth, Prydain and Pern. And I can still smell their musty pages as I opened them to the maps—always first to the maps—and began navigating their geographies before reading their stories.

			The other love my father and I shared was for traveling. He worked as a sales rep for a computer company and continued to make sales calls across New England as president of his own company. We hit the road for family vacations as well, and I can clearly see him in his cockpit, with everything he needed close by—the radio, a bag of salted peanuts, and that sheaf of folding state maps simultaneously offering freedom and control. I loved sitting next to him in the passenger seat, folding and unfolding the maps as the trip itself unfolded. It gave me a feeling of control over the landscape—and maybe some control over our relationship as well, navigating a simpler topography than our familial bond.

			As I got older, I continued to love maps. In junior high school, I spent hours creating my own fantasy worlds on hexagonal graph paper, piling continents full of cities, mountains, forests, of my own invention. In high school, I plotted my own road trips with friends, and after college, I traveled farther afield, backpacking across France and India, always with map in hand. In those days before Google Earth and GPS, I felt like I could find my way anywhere as long as I had a map, offering me ownership of places where I didn’t even speak the language.

			Eventually, I began collecting maps as well, focusing on subway maps of places I’ve lived or traveled over the years—Washington, Paris, London, Barcelona, Moscow. They line the walls of my apartment as I write this, each a skeleton of a city reduced to its essential form. I like reading the names of the stops on their colored lines: L’Enfant Plaza, Charing Cross, Passeig de Gràcia, conjuring up worlds in my imagination as efficiently as the fantasy maps of my youth.

			I know I’m not alone in feeling that cartographic allure—since I started working on this book, countless people have shared with me their own enthusiasm for maps. Some love them for the beauty they express, others for the sense of order they represent. Some thrill to their promise of adventure, armchair or otherwise, and others cherish their familiar depiction of a territory close to home. For everyone I’ve spoken with, however, there is something intensely personal about this cartographic connection. Despite the way they express a shared geography, maps are tools of the imagination first, mediating a relationship between an individual and a place.

			—

			GIVEN THE LOVE I’ve always had for maps, it was natural that I’d become intrigued by the story of E. Forbes Smiley III—that deliciously old-money name opening the door to the rarified world of map collecting and map collectors. I read about him in The New Yorker in October 2005 with fascination—first, for the maps themselves, these historical documents that were at once beautiful and flawed, and second, for this strange character at the center of the crime, so mysterious in his decision to despoil the world he loved.

			The New Yorker article, however, was written before the case went to court, and without Smiley’s voice to offer his explanation. When I heard Boston Public Library was opening a new map center in which Smiley had played a bit of a role, it seemed opportune to revisit the story. Initially, the timing seemed good, since Smiley had decided he finally wanted to tell his story. His son, E. Forbes Smiley IV, was getting old enough to use Google, and he wanted at least one chance to offer his version of what had occurred.

			As I spoke with Smiley, I found a mass of contradictions—someone who was at once so capable and at the same time so deeply flawed. The irony of the story, as I came to understand it, is that this man who was stealing maps had so clearly lost his own way. Perhaps what made maps so appealing to him was the same thing that made them appealing to me—that sense of control they give over our surroundings, no matter how much control we have over our own lives. Researching his story, I became just as intrigued with the stories of those who made the maps he stole, each with their own passions and rivalries. As I spoke with Smiley and those around him, I found myself writing the map of a man, a profession, and an obsession. And like any good map, his story ultimately bleeds off into the margins between the known and the unknowable.
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			FIGURE 1  JOHN SMITH. “NEW ENGLAND,” FROM ADVERTISEMENTS FOR THE UNEXPERIENCED PLANTERS OF NEW ENGLAND. LONDON, 1631.

			

			

			June 8, 2005

			E. FORBES SMILEY III couldn’t stop coughing. No matter how much he tried to suppress it, the tickle in the back of his throat kept breaking out into a hacking cough, drawing glances from the patrons sitting around him. The glass fishbowl of a reading room at the Beinecke Rare Book and Manuscript Library at Yale University was quiet except for the low hum of the air-conditioning and the clicking of fingers on keyboards, making Smiley painfully aware of the noise he was making. At one point, he pulled a handkerchief out of his pocket to muffle the sound. As he did, an X-Acto knife blade wrapped inside fell softly onto the carpeted floor. He folded the cloth and put it back in his pocket, oblivious to what had just happened.

			Smiley was in the Beinecke this morning to study some rare atlases in preparation for the London Map Fair, an annual gathering of hundreds of map collectors who came to the British capital to buy, sell, and trade antiquarian maps. As one of the top dealers in the field, Smiley hoped to use the event to climb out of the financial hole into which he’d recently sunk. Over the years, he’d become expert at recognizing different versions of the same map from subtle typographical variations, an ability that could translate into thousands of dollars when deployed at the right moment. By refamiliarizing himself with some select maps, he hoped to be ready for any opportunity in London.

			So far, the trip hadn’t gone well. The previous night, he’d woken up miserable in a cheap hotel. It wasn’t the kind of place he’d usually stay. He favored luxury hotels, where he could see the look of surprise and interest flit across the faces of people when he let it be known he was a map dealer. He looked the part, too, with graying hair swept back over his ears and a long, oval face ending in a narrow, patrician chin. A pair of silver wire-framed glasses perched on his nose, and he invariably wore tweed or navy blue blazers. That, along with his Yankee-sounding name, usually caused people to assume he was from “old money,” an impression Smiley did nothing to correct.

			When people thought of Forbes Smiley—as he was universally known by friends, dealers, librarians, and clients—a few words inevitably sprang to mind: gregarious; jolly; larger-than-life. He spoke with the resonance of an Italian tenor mangled by a nasally Waspish affectation. His voice, like Daisy Buchanan’s, was “full of money.” When he made phone calls, he made sure to announce that he was calling “from the Vineyard.” His upper-crust affectations, however, were tempered by a charming self-deprecation. He’d ingratiated himself with many a librarian by inquiring after her spouse or children, and reciprocated with entertaining stories of travels around the world or the progress of the new home he was building on the Vineyard.

			Most of all, people thought of his laugh. For years, friends had reveled in Smiley’s laugh, which rolled up out of his belly and wracked his body in a cackle that only increased in volume the longer it went on. It was the kind of laugh that in college had earned him free tickets from theater producers, who sat him in the front row to egg on the audience. And it generally caused people to excuse the pretension that crept into his voice when he was expounding on any of his obsessions—architecture, New England history, the blues, and, of course, maps. Whether they liked him or not, his colleagues and rivals in the map business had all been seduced by his knowledge, which in certain areas exceeded that of anyone else in the world.

			On the morning of June 8, 2005, however, none of the librarians at the Beinecke’s public services desk recognized him. Had they known him, they would have been shocked at the transformation he’d undergone. In addition to the cough that had developed overnight, he was suffering from a splitting headache left over from a night of drinking. Smiley had been drinking a lot these days—it was the only thing that took his thoughts away from the problems that multiplied in his mind whenever he was sober. As gifted as he was at remembering details about maps, he was abysmal at managing the details of the business through which he earned his livelihood. No matter how entertaining his stories, the truth was that he was overextended and hemorrhaging money.

			The stress had taken a physical toll, leading to a constant pain in his back for the past two years. This morning, it was particularly awful. Each time a cough wracked his body, fresh bullets of pain rocketed up his spine. Smiley made two phone calls that morning: one to his wife and one to a client; neither ended well. His spirits were already sinking as he headed across town to Yale’s campus. If anyone had stopped to wonder, they might have thought he looked strange in a tweedy olive blazer on this warm summer day. Then again, Yale was full of eccentric professors who might be found doing just that. Probably no one gave him a second glance as he crossed the Beinecke’s broad plaza to enter the building.

			—

			THE BEINECKE LIBRARY’S modern architecture is an anomaly among Yale’s predominantly Gothic-style buildings. A heavy granite lattice creates a series of squares on its façade, each framing a thin, octagonal sheet of translucent white marble. On a sunny day, the sun bathes the interior mezzanine in a soft, church-like light. Inside, the library resembles nothing so much as a giant literary aquarium, with a rectangular tank of steel and glass stacked with five stories of weathered bindings—a literal tower of knowledge. Completed in the 1960s, the Beinecke remains one of the largest libraries in the world devoted exclusively to rare books. Nearly two hundred thousand volumes fill its tower, with space for a half million more in its subterranean stacks.

			Smiley entered at the mezzanine and headed downstairs, where a much smaller aquarium tank houses the library’s reading room. On his way, he passed by one of the jewels of the Beinecke’s collection: a six-foot-long framed world map by Henricus Martellus dating from 1489. As Smiley—and few other visitors—knew, the one-of-a-kind map is the closest representation we have to Europeans’ worldview on the eve of Christopher Columbus’s first voyage. Smiley stopped at the public services desk to request the books and atlases he’d come to see, then headed into the reading room, where he sat at a window table looking out on a sunken courtyard of white marble sculptures. For a while he worked, leaning over books hundreds of years old, carefully taking notes in pencil.

			As studious as he looked, he was feeling a fresh sense of desperation by the time he left to get lunch around eleven. Sitting in a coffee shop around the corner, he turned his options over in his mind. He could take the train to New York today and fly to London a day early in hopes of putting together a deal before the map fair began. Or he could abandon the whole plan and head back to the Vineyard, saving the expense and hoping to find another way out of his financial mess. 

			While he sat pondering his predicament without reaching a conclusion, the situation in the reading room had changed radically in his absence. Smiley may have missed the X-Acto knife blade that fell from his pocket, but a librarian named Naomi Saito had not. The Beinecke’s librarians make regular sweeps of the room to ensure that materials are handled properly—and to subtly alert patrons they are being watched. As Saito had entered to make her check, she immediately spied the blade on the floor. Few objects could be more disturbing to someone who works in a building full of rare books than a tool that can separate the pages of a book from its binding. Saito picked up the blade in a tissue and walked back out of the room.

			When her supervisor, Ellen Cordes, arrived shortly after noon, Saito showed her what she’d found. Cordes knew that custodians had cleaned the room in the morning—so whoever had dropped the blade was probably still there. She scanned through several dozen reader cards and immediately focused on Smiley, who had by now returned to examine more books. Looking up his website and seeing he was a dealer of rare maps made her even more nervous. Cordes called over to Sterling Memorial Library, which houses Yale’s main map collection, and wasn’t reassured. The head of the department told her that Smiley had recently looked at some folders later found to be missing several maps, but the matter had been dropped for lack of proof. Finally, Cordes contacted the Beinecke’s head of security, Ralph Mannarino, who kept watch over Smiley at the front desk while Cordes went into the back room to look at the materials Smiley had examined.

			Smiley continued his research, oblivious to the attention he’d attracted. He requested more items, among them a dark brown leather case with raised ridges along the spine. He slid it open in the middle, a musty odor wafting from an olive-green cloth case inside. Smiley folded out the sides into an irregularly shaped cross, uncovering a sheaf of rough-cut manuscript pages inside.

			On its title page were the words:

			A D V E R T I S E M E N T S

			For the unexperienced Planters of

			New England, or any where.

			O R,

			The Path-way to experience to erect a

			P L A N T A T I O N.

			Below them was written an even more unwieldy subtitle:

			With the yearely proceedings of this Country in Fifhing

			and Planting, fince the yeare 1614. to the yeare 1630.

			and their prefent eftate.

			Alfo how to prevent the greateft inconveniences, by their

			proceedings in Virginia, and other Plantations,

			by approved examples.

			With the Countries Armes, 

			a defcription of the Coaft,

			Harbours, Habitations, Land-markes, Latitude and

			Longitude :

			and, to Smiley’s purpose:

			with the Map, allowed by our Royall

			King C H A R L E S.

			Below that, finally, was the name of the author:

			By Captaine I O H N S M I T H, fometimes Governour of

			V I R G I N I A, and Admirall of N E VV-E N G L A N D.

			—

			CAPTAIN JOHN SMITH was a soldier, explorer, writer, and part founder of Jamestown, the first permanent English settlement in North America. He’s probably best known, however, for his association with the story of Pocahontas, the Powhatan Indian maiden who supposedly saved him from death. The truth of that story has been hotly debated over the years—especially since the only source for it is Smith himself, who first told it seventeen years after the supposed event. One fact seems clear, however: The two never had a romantic affair, despite numerous depictions to the contrary. Smith was twenty-eight and Pocahontas only eleven, and nothing in the historical record suggests they were ever anything more than chaste friends.

			The real-life story of John Smith, in fact, is more colorful and complicated than a Disney-fied tale of interracial love. The son of a yeoman farmer, he pined for overseas adventure from a young age. After a brief sojourn as a teenage mercenary for the Dutch, he designed his own crash-course curriculum in the military arts, covering everything from Roman military strategy to demolitions. From there (again, according to Smith) he fought in European battles against the Turks, earning the rank of captain before being captured and held as a slave in Istanbul. After killing his master, he escaped into Transylvania and briefly sojourned through Russia and North Africa, returning to England in late 1604.

			Smith never explained what made him sign up with the Virginia Company’s expedition to America in December 1606. It doesn’t take much, however, to imagine how irresistibly the lure of that adventure must have tugged at him. If even half his later accounts can be believed, he had seen firsthand how knowledge, bravery, and hard work paid off in his promotion from a common soldier to an officer. Here, now, was a chance to distinguish himself in the New World, where the old social strata wouldn’t apply. Some historians have, in fact, seen Smith as one of the very first adherents of the American Dream, championing a new meritocracy to replace the aristocracy of Europe.

			The idea didn’t go over so well. Clashing from the beginning with the higher-ranking “gentlemen” aboard ship, Smith was clapped in irons barely a month out of England and accused of instigating a mutiny. By the time the expedition arrived in the Caribbean, one of his chief accusers had erected a gallows, and Smith only narrowly avoided being hung. After that inauspicious start, the expedition’s leaders must have gotten a shock when they touched land at the mouth of Chesapeake Bay and opened the sealed orders to reveal the names of the seven men chosen by the Virginia Company to govern the colony. There, among the names of the rich and highborn gentlemen, was one exception: John Smith.

			Smith gained his release and cleared his name to take his place among the governors of the colony—but wasted no time in stirring up a coup against the colony’s president, whom he accused of hogging the colony’s meager stores. By all accounts, the first year in Jamestown was a disaster. The gentlemen farmers who ran the colony placed their hopes on a resupply from England, rather than planting and harvesting their own fields. When that relief didn’t come, starvation and disease set in. Within twelve months, half the original 105 colonists were dead. At the same time, the settlers had to deal with Native American tribes, who carried out repeated raids on the colonists occupying their land.

			That the colonists survived at all was probably thanks to Smith, who was put in charge of relations with the tribes. No matter how much Smith caused trouble or puffed himself up, there was no denying his singular gifts as a colonist. Through a combined strategy of trading with friendly tribes and preemptively attacking hostile villages, he kept the colonists protected and ensured enough food to make it through the first years of settlement.

			It was at this time the Pocahontas legend was born. Just before New Year’s in 1608, Smith was captured by the Native American chief Powhatan, regional overlord of the area’s many tribes, who laid him out on a pair of rocks for execution. At that moment, the chief’s daughter Pocahontas interceded, begging her father to spare his life. Later biographers have surmised that the whole affair may have been a ritual involving a mock execution that Smith mistook for the real thing. But whatever the truth, Powhatan became a sometime friend to the English and Smith walked free of captivity once again. Over the next two years, Pocahontas served as an invaluable aide to Smith in negotiating with the natives and supposedly saved his life a second time by warning him of an ambush set by her temperamental father.

			The colonists eventually elected Smith president, and he simultaneously made Virginia both a meritocracy and a dictatorship with his famous edict: “He that will not work shall not eat.” His leadership, however, was all too brief. Never one to disguise his contempt for his social betters, he made a long list of enemies, who were by now actively lobbying in England for his removal. The Virginia Company had already sent a new governor to replace him when Smith suffered a tragic accident. On an expedition upriver, his powder bag accidentally caught fire, badly burning him. He left the New World injured and disgraced, just two and a half years after he had arrived.

			—

			BACK IN LONDON, Smith nursed his wounds and his resentments against the Virginia Company. The following winter, he saw his convictions sadly vindicated when the new leaders’ ineptness led to a famine known as the Starving Time. The population, which now numbered five hundred, plummeted to sixty as colonists resorted to boiling boot leather, and in some cases each other, to survive.

			For the next few years, Smith busied himself writing books about Virginia, criticizing his enemies and building up his own role in the enterprise. In one of them, published in 1612, he included a map of Virginia produced from his surveys and conversations with natives. Not only was it the most accurate map of the region to date, but also it remained in use for more than three hundred years. In time, he learned to play the political game well enough to secure another expedition, funded by a group of investors out of Plymouth. They gave him orders to explore the coast of “North Virginia” for whale oil, fish, and furs. But Smith saw another opportunity: to correct the Virginia colony’s mistakes and claim a new settlement for England—and for himself.

			He set sail with two ships in 1614, reaching the coast of what is now Maine and sailing a small boat in and out of harbors, making careful notes of fishing banks, anchorages, and native settlements. As he did, he grasped for a new name to solidify England’s claim on the area—and separate it from Virginia. With a bold stroke, Smith coined a new title for the entire region from Maine to Cape Cod: New England.

			The name stuck. The Plymouth Company officially confirmed it upon Smith’s return and gratefully appointed him “admiral” of the new territory. They even outfitted him with a small fleet for his return journey, consisting of two ships and sixteen colonists. Unfortunately, they never made it. French pirates captured his ship off the Azores and took Smith captive again for several months. True to form, he escaped by taking advantage of a storm to commandeer one of the ship’s boats, taking with him a manuscript he’d started about his latest expeditions. Published in 1616 as A Description of New England, the book was part adventure yarn, with him as the swashbuckling main character, and part advertisement for the virtues of the region, which he breathlessly extolled as an unspoiled paradise of codfish and pine.

			“Could I have but the means to transport a colony, I would rather live here than anywhere,” he gushed, baldly spelling out his heretical notion of a country based on merit. “Here every man may be master and owner of his own labour and land,” he wrote. “If he have nothing but his hands, he may set up this trade; he may by industry quickly grow rich.” To further promote the area, he worked with a Dutch engraver named Simon van de Passe to produce a detailed map of the coastline (Figure 1). Though an American Indian guide had helped him affix native names to the villages they had seen, he decided a bit of sycophancy couldn’t hurt his cause. So he sent out a copy of the map to the fifteen-year-old crown prince, Charles, to humbly request he add his own names.

			The prince obliged, naming the Charles River after himself, Cape Anna after his mother, and Cape James (previously known as Cape Cod) after his father. Further asserting English dominance, he renamed various native settlements after English cities— changing Sagoquas to Oxford, Aggawom to Southampton, Anmoughcawgen to Cambridge, and so on—and added London to a blank spot along the coast. The resulting map is an unprecedented act of virtual colonization, claiming a huge swath of territory with a fictitious geography that served both Smith’s and England’s purposes.

			In the end, however, Smith never saw his dream realized. After bad winds scuttled another expedition in 1617, Smith was never again able to navigate the political waters to fund a new voyage. He spent the remainder of his life in England, dining out on his adventures and writing books to establish his legacy. His map of New England, however, did soon make it back to the New World. When the self-styled Pilgrims set out from Plymouth in 1620, they used it to steer the Mayflower around Cape Cod toward a site Smith had described as “an excellent good harbor, good land; and no want of any thing but industrious people.” Whether through coincidence or design, the harbor they chose had the same name on Smith’s map as the city in England from which they’d set out. They took it up for their new colony: Plimouth.

			More settlers followed in later years to found Massachusetts Bay Colony. Despite his contributions, however, Smith found his reputation slipping away in future years as both colonies prospered without him. The last book he wrote before his death in 1631, Advertisements for the Unexperienced Planters of New-England, or Any Where, was an anxious work, full of unsolicited advice drawn from Smith’s experiences of more than a dozen years before. In it, he built up the Massachusetts colonists at the expense of the Virginians, even as he lost no opportunity to tout his own accomplishments in establishing Virginia for what it was. And, so his contributions to New England wouldn’t be forgotten, he also included an updated version of the map he’d created of that territory fifteen years before.

			—

			SITTING IN THE READING ROOM of the Beinecke Library nearly four centuries later, Smiley carefully turned the water-stained frontispiece of the book to reveal a map folded into a rectangle about six by eight inches wide. He spread it out on the table, examining the copper-engraved image he practically knew by heart. Unusual for maps of this time period—or any time period—a portrait of the mapmaker fills the entire upper left-hand corner of the page. It is the only known portrait of Smith, drawn by van de Passe when the captain was thirty-six. He looks proud and wary, with shoulders thrown back and piercing eyes staring over a bushy beard and waxed mustache. In the portrait Smith eschews the ruffled collar of a gentleman in favor of a patterned leather jerkin, his hand resting lightly on the pommel of his sword—solidifying his reputation as a soldier and adventurer.

			Carved around the portrait are the pits and points of the New England coastline. Despite a few notable errors, the map is regarded as the first accurate depiction of the Massachusetts and Maine coastlines, and the foundation for generations of maps that would come after it—all the more remarkable considering the short period of time Smith spent surveying. On this new map, Smith updates some names, writing the word “New” above Plimouth, and adding the recent settlement of Salem. But he left the other names given by Charles, now King Charles I, in place, perhaps hoping settlers might one day adopt them. (In the end, the only ones that have survived are Plymouth, Cape Ann, and the Charles River.)

			For generations of collectors, the map is also notoriously difficult to pin down. Smith produced no less than nine different versions, or states, of the map, with subtle updates and corrections between 1616 and 1631. Copies of the same book have different maps depending on who printed it and when. And copies of the map continued to be reproduced long after Smith’s death. In some cases, booksellers peddling a copy of one of Smith’s books inserted a state from another book or a facsimile copy, which an inexperienced eye might mistake for an original. To a serious collector, all these slight differences matter a great deal. The state of the map and its rarity could mean a difference of tens of thousands of dollars in a sale.

			Smiley knew this well. In fact, he was one of the few people in the world who knew just how rare this map was. Smith’s map of New England had become scarce on the market, with copies now coming up at auction once or twice in a generation and fetching anywhere from $50,000 to $100,000. With that thought in mind, Smiley refolded the map down into its original rectangle, about the size of a letter envelope. The map was already free in the book, its four-hundred-year-old glue long since having given way and separated from the binding. Smiley waited until he thought no one was looking and then quickly slipped the folded page into the pocket of his blazer.

			At the circulation desk a dozen yards away, the Beinecke’s head of security, Ralph Mannarino, was still watching Smiley for signs of suspicious behavior. Now as he watched Smiley get up to check something on the computer, he noticed that he seemed to be fidgeting with something inside his blazer pocket. That Smiley was even wearing a jacket on such a warm day seemed strange to him. As Smiley went to sit back down, Mannarino decided to call Yale Police for backup.

			The call went to Detective Martin Buonfiglio, a tall officer with a gray mustache, who was dressed in a plainclothes uniform of a sports coat, tie, and khaki pants. He was just sitting down to lunch at a nearby pizza house. “Someone found a razor blade at the Beinecke,” his sergeant told him.

			Buonfiglio shrugged. “So?” he said. “Call someone on patrol.”

			“They are really upset down there,” the caller insisted. “I need you to check it out.”

			With a glance at his uneaten pizza, Buonfiglio left the restaurant and walked the several blocks to the library, arriving by two o’clock. Once there, he went into the back office with Cordes, who explained the situation. “So what did he steal?” the detective asked.

			“We don’t know,” answered Cordes. So far, she said, they hadn’t seen him steal anything— they’d just seen the razor blade and the suspicious behavior.

			Buonfiglio sighed. If he was going to arrest Smiley, he’d need more evidence than that, he said. “Do you have a camera?”

			Cordes told him that the library did have security cameras but, due to patron complaints, didn’t turn them on without permission from the president’s office.

			“Turn it on,” Buonfiglio insisted, as he put in a call to his superior officer, Lieutenant Bill Holohan, for further instructions. The call went to voice mail, and so Buonfiglio waited along with the librarians. Around three o’clock he watched Smiley get up from his table and head back upstairs to the Beinecke’s storage lockers, looking like he was ready to leave. Buonfiglio considered calling a patrol officer to intercept him, but he worried an officer might be too aggressive. Finally, he decided to follow himself, trailing a few paces behind as Smiley walked out the front door.

			—

			CICADAS WERE WHIRRING in the trees as Smiley left the library. He figured he had just enough time to visit the research library in the Yale Center for British Art, which had one more atlas he wanted to examine before the fair in London. The day was now pushing eighty-five degrees, and Smiley started sweating almost immediately under his blazer. The long hours hunched over in the reading room had also taken their toll on his back, which throbbed with pain as he walked.

			Detective Buonfiglio waited behind the corner of the building, watching through the glass as Smiley stopped and put his briefcase down on the low concrete wall edging the Beinecke’s courtyard. Smiley opened the briefcase and looked around to either side before closing it and continuing. Buonfiglio followed twenty feet behind as Smiley crossed to a pedestrian walkway heading south toward the art museum, keeping a screen of pedestrians between Smiley and himself as they walked (Figure 2).
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					FIGURE 2  SMILEY’S NEW HAVEN (SHOWING SMILEY’S ROUTE, JUNE 8, 2005).

				

			

			
			After a few dozen yards, the walkway opened up into a large courtyard in front of the Sterling Memorial Library. Buonfiglio was glad Smiley didn’t enter the building, where it would be difficult to follow him without being noticed. Even so, he faced a dilemma. If Smiley was heading to his car, then Buonfiglio had only a few moments in which to make an arrest. But without probable cause, he had no right to stop and search him. If it came to it, he could do an illegal search—at least he’d get back whatever Smiley stole, even if he failed to get the pinch.

			As he followed behind Smiley, he kept trying to reach Lieutenant Holohan for orders, but again the calls went to voice mail. He had to make up his mind on his own. For a moment, he thought he lost Smiley as he reached the end of the pedestrian walkway at Elm Street, a busy avenue with three lanes of fast-moving traffic. Buonfiglio looked around wildly before just spying the back of Smiley’s head continuing down High Street. The detective quickly crossed behind him. The street narrowed, with heavy stone buildings on both sides casting cool shadows over the sidewalk. Smiley stopped just before the Harkness Tower, Yale’s landmark two-hundred-foot clock tower, where he once again put down his briefcase on another stone wall. Again he opened it, looked both ways, and closed it.

			Smiley was oblivious to the detective on his tail, still preoccupied with the weight of his indecision about whether or not to go to London. He crossed the street and continued walking for a half block before realizing he’d passed his destination, the Yale Center for British Art. Walking down the other side of the street, Buonfiglio closed the distance, thinking Smiley was heading for a parking lot behind the museum. When Smiley turned around, Buonfiglio ducked into a barbershop, watching him as he entered the door to the museum on his left. Almost immediately, Smiley realized that he had entered the museum’s gift shop, rather than the main entrance, and left as soon as he went in.

			Warily, Buonfiglio crossed back to the other side of High Street and followed Smiley as he turned the corner and once again passed the museum. He froze as Smiley suddenly turned back, walking right past him, then finally turning right under a stone arcade that covered the entrance. Inside, the lobby of the museum was mercifully cool. Smiley crossed the lobby, passing by two sculptures—a bronze of an armored man striding confidently forward with laurels on his head, and a modern stone sculpture of a woman looking back over her shoulder, one eye a gaping hole.

			He handed over his briefcase at the coat check and began walking toward the elevator. That was when he heard a voice behind him asking him to stop. He turned around to see a tall mustached man wearing a jacket and tie approaching him.

			“Hi, I work for Yale. Were you just over at the Beinecke?” asked Buonfiglio.

			“Yes,” Smiley said quickly. “I’m a researcher. I go there a lot.”

			“Is this yours, by any chance?” Buonfiglio asked, unwrapping the X-Acto knife blade from the tissue paper and showing it to Smiley.

			“Yes, it is. I must have dropped it,” Smiley replied, adding a bit nonsensically, “I have a cold.”

			Buonfiglio tried his best to appear nonchalant, knowing Smiley had no obligation to cooperate. “Well, folks over there think you might have taken something by mistake,” he said. “Do you mind if I take a look at your briefcase?”

			“Of course,” Smiley said. “No problem.” He walked back to the desk, retrieved the briefcase, and opened it up to the policeman, revealing a jumble of papers that included several maps. “I’m a collector,” Smiley said. “These are my maps.”

			Buonfiglio could see that Smiley had gone pale and that thick white saliva had begun to form in the corners of his mouth, sure signs of nervousness. “Look, I don’t know what’s what and who belongs to who,” Buonfiglio said after a glance at the maps. “Would you mind coming back with me to the library?”

			“Of course,” Smiley said again.

			As they were leaving, Buonfiglio finally received a call back from his superior, Lieutenant Holohan, who arranged to pick them up outside the museum. As they drove toward the Beinecke, Smiley mentioned that he might miss his train. “Don’t worry,” said Buonfiglio. “If I have to, I’ll drive you to New York myself.”

			—

			WHEN THEY ARRIVED at the Beinecke, the officers asked Smiley to stand in the back of the mezzanine near the lockers, while they spread out the maps from his briefcase atop a glass display case. While he’d been gone, staff members had been frantically looking through the books he’d examined to see if any maps were missing. That wasn’t as straightforward as it might seem. Rare books might have any number of maps inside them—and different editions might have different maps, or have been missing maps before they even arrived at the library. Most of the cataloguing, meanwhile, was maddeningly incomplete, sometimes referring simply to the number of maps in a book, or including just the generic word “maps” without additional information.

			One exception was the Smith book, which the catalog record clearly listed as containing his map of New England. Looking through the documents the police officers had recovered, however, library supervisor Ellen Cordes didn’t see the Smith map among them. She asked Smiley if he had the map, and he demurred, only saying he knew of the map and it was rare. But he continued to insist he had brought with him all of the maps he had. By this time, Smiley felt strangely calm, his mind almost blank, as if the whole experience was happening to someone else. He’d get out of this, he told himself, and when he did, he would make some big changes in his life. The only strong sensation he felt was the pain in his back, which throbbed more acutely the longer he stood.

			Holohan stayed upstairs with Smiley as Buonfiglio went back and forth to the office downstairs to consult with Cordes. “You’ve got to tell me what he stole,” he said impatiently. “Otherwise I got to release this guy.”

			“Did you search him?” asked security head Ralph Mannarino, telling Buonfiglio how he had seen Smiley fidgeting with his coat.

			“I’m lucky I even got him back here,” said Buonfiglio. But when he got back upstairs, he mentioned Smiley’s fidgeting to Holohan.

			“Would you mind just showing us if you have anything in your pocket?” Holohan asked. Smiley pulled a credit card from the inside pocket of his blazer. As he did, however, Holohan noticed there was still a bulge there. “What else do you have in there?” he asked.

			Smiley pulled out a folded piece of paper, saying, “Oh, I forgot about that.”

			Back in her office, Cordes unfolded the paper to see the portrait of John Smith staring out of the upper left-hand corner, along with the familiar outlines of the New England coast. In the bottom margin was writing in pencil she recognized as belonging to Henry C. Taylor, a benefactor of the Beinecke who had donated many maps and had a distinctive way of writing his s’s.

			“That’s our map!” she cried.

			“Are you sure?” asked Buonfiglio.

			“There is no doubt in my mind.”

			Buonfiglio brought the map back upstairs and asked Smiley where he’d gotten it.

			“I bought it from Philip Burden, a map dealer in London,” he answered.

			Buonfiglio pressed him: “So if I call this guy, he’s going to know you, and he’s going to know you bought this map from him?”

			Smiley put his hands to his head, pressing his fingers into his temples for a few moments. “I’m not sure,” he said. “Maybe I didn’t get it from him.”

			Buonfiglio had heard enough. “You are under arrest for larceny in the first degree,” he said, turning him around as another officer handcuffed him. Buonfiglio led Smiley outside, reading him his Miranda rights as a cruiser from the New Haven Police Department pulled up to take him to headquarters to spend the night there in jail. 

			—

			AS SMILEY WAS GRAPPLING with his sudden reversal of fortune, the librarians at the Beinecke were doing the same thing. They put the maps in a safe while continuing to go through the books Smiley had looked at that day. And they finally looked at the security tape from the reading room and saw what they’d missed before: Smiley furtively ripping another map out of an atlas.

			Called Speculum Orbis Terrarum (Latin for “mirror of the world”) and published by Flemish cartographer Gerard de Jode in Antwerp in 1578, the book contained dozens of exquisitely etched maps hand-painted in blues, greens, and pinks. Right after the cover page, de Jode had included a two-page world map copied from his fellow cartographer Abraham Ortelius before the two had become rivals (Figure A). After the first edition, he swapped it out for another world map, making copies of it extremely rare. On the open market, it could fetch as much as $150,000—if it could be sold. The trouble was, all the copies of de Jode’s atlas had been well catalogued, making an unknown copy near impossible. Out of recklessness or desperation, Smiley had taken it anyway, ripping it from the binding of the 427-year-old book. As he did, some of the fragile paint flaked, opening a small tear in the middle of Persia.

			The other maps from Smiley’s briefcase that the Beinecke was able to claim after examination weren’t quite as valuable, but they were still significant. One rare map came from a small book with a blue leather binding by English explorer Luke Foxe recounting his 1631 expedition to find the Northwest Passage across America. Due to its scarcity, the map was worth about $50,000. The last map the Beinecke identified came from a brown leather book redolent of tobacco smoke called The Principall Navigations, Voiages and Discoveries of the English Nation. Written by geographer Richard Hakluyt in 1589, it contained a rare world map copied from Ortelius that was worth more than $75,000.

			As the librarians looked through Smiley’s briefcase, however, they quickly realized it contained more maps than they could identify as their own. Of the eight maps inside, only four came from books Smiley had viewed that day. The fact begged the obvious questions: Where had the others come from? Had they been stolen too? Buonfiglio contacted the FBI, which sent out an alert to
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