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				Prologue

				She was always drawn to adventure, lured by the blurry beyond. She traveled by ship, by train, by horse, by donkey, by car, by cart, and by foot through windstorms, blizzards, and blazing heat. She loved the salty spray of the ocean, the sweep of sand in the desert, the crunch of mountain snow. It all made her feel content.

				On this trip she had sailed from New York to France on the SS Lafayette and overnighted to Turkey on the Orient Express, stopping in Constantinople and then continuing on to Ankara, by animal and araba to Anatolia, and by ancient car to Damascus and across the Syrian Desert to Iraq.

				Now on a rain-soaked day in March 1924, she was in Baghdad, a smartly dressed American woman in a British colonial building with a letter introducing her, Mrs. Marguerite Harrison, to the British High Commissioner, Sir Percy Cox.

				Sir Percy may have been too polite to ask, but surely he wondered why she was actually here, where she had been, and what her real intent was. The arrival of an American woman in Baghdad was an uncommon event. Then again, she was an uncommon woman.

				A privileged child of the Gilded Age, she married a man her mother despised, and when she was left a widow at thirty-seven, she rebelled again. She refused to wear widow’s weeds and went to work as a reporter, a culture critic, an author, a filmmaker, and a spy. An insatiable traveler and relentless explorer, she overcame sickness, hunger, cold, heat, and wet and risked her life through war zones in Europe, contested lands in Far Eastern Asia, and unmapped regions of the Middle East. With an unusual passion for history, she saw the world with a prescient view and a rare understanding of political consequences. Her top secret reports won high praise.

				Thanks to her good looks and advice she received in her youth, she hid her intellect, turned on her charm, and never lacked for male companions, whether platonic or otherwise. “Be intellectual if you must,” she was taught, “but learn to be charming. It will take you much farther.”

				Her escapades began at Radcliffe with a secret fiancé, and continued to Rome where, as a debutante, she was courted by a dreamy-eyed diplomat who turned out to be a rebellious Young Turk. Much later, she traveled to Berlin as a foreign correspondent, the first American woman to arrive in the enemy country after the Great War. She smoked, she drank, she wore her best evening dresses, dined with monocled counts, and danced with ardent socialists. Then she stole into Moscow, where she had a brief encounter with Trotsky at the Kremlin and a lengthy stay in prison at the infamous Lubyanka. But why?

				She sipped tea in Tokyo with the emperor of Japan and drank sour milk in Outer Mongolia with natives who had never bathed in their lives. She joked with generals, flirted with foreign ministers, and amused businessmen, some of whom fell madly in love with her. And all the while she trod on dangerous turf. But how? And why?

				Her British host suggested at once that she see Miss Gertrude Bell, a confidante of King Faisal. Mrs. Harrison had an image in mind of the well-known Miss Bell: a hard masculine type, with a formidable facade and an even more resilient interior. As she waited in Miss Bell’s office, with its high ceilings and tall French windows overlooking the Tigris, the surroundings seemed to confirm her thoughts. Never had she seen such a disorderly place, unladylike to say the least, with papers everywhere: books, pamphlets, reports strewn across the enormous desk, piled on the upholstered divan, stacked on the straight-backed chairs.

				Miss Bell swept in, looking as different from her mental picture as Baghdad looked from New York. She was the essence of femininity: her features were fine, her hair well coiffed, her gray velvet frock fresh from Paris. She was not so different, in fact, from her American guest.

				They eyed each other carefully and sized each other up with some suspicion. Miss Bell rarely found women to match her standards; Mrs. Harrison rarely encountered women known to be so tough. Each, however, quickly found a soulmate.

				

				…

				They were two daughters of the Gilded Age, scions of prominent families with gobs of money and generations of good lineage. Physically similar at five foot six, with auburn hair and blue-gray eyes, the British piercing, the American sparkling, each had a shapely figure, stiff spine, and self-assured bearing. Each was highly intelligent, fluent in at least five languages, well educated with an interest in world affairs, a strong knowledge of European literature, and an appreciation of the arts. Each loved riding, hiking, and flowers, and each had a passion for stylish clothes.

				Both were indefatigable travelers and stalwart explorers, but driven by what? Was it to escape their domineering mothers? Or to follow in the adventuresome steps of their fathers? Or was there something more? Each of them was patrician. Was each of them also a spy?

				Feminists not by their words but by their deeds, they did a man’s work in mapping new territory and mining new information. In addition, Miss Bell was a worthy diplomat, Mrs. Harrison a worthwhile reporter who had recently interviewed Mustafa Kemal, soon to be known as Ataturk, the new ruler of the new Turkish republic.

				Questions flew, from conditions in Turkey to the issues of Mosul and the situation in Iraq.

				Mrs. Harrison was eager to meet King Faisal, newly created monarch of the newly created state of Iraq, who relied on Miss Bell for much of his political life. She did not, however, have much success in posing her questions. Miss Bell fired hers as rapidly as shots from a rifle. But Mrs. Harrison would have another chance.

				“I am having a dinner this evening,” Miss Bell announced. “You must come to my house.” There would be a handful of guests, all of them important men, with good conversation in the proper dining room, continuing afterward over coffee and brandy on the chintz-covered chairs in front of a fire in the cozy drawing room.

				Miss Bell would wear her blue velvet gown, and the talk would ramble on among her friends: Late into the night, Mrs. Harrison held them all under her spell. “She is an American traveler and writer and an exceptionally brilliant woman,” Miss Bell wrote home to her father.

				Another discussion in the office was arranged for the following day, and after two hours the American was asked to dine again. This time the group would be larger and would go off to a ball at the British Residency, where the king would be in attendance. He had mentioned that he wanted to meet the American woman. Like Scheherazade, she beguiled her new acquaintances with her tales. But which were true? And which were missing large pieces? Spies have their own truths.

				She would have more tales to tell, more secrets to hide after she left Iraq, on her way to Iran in search of a wild nomadic tribe. In a day or so she would be off, hearing the call of her mysterious past and heeding the cry of her future.

			

		

	
		
		
			Part One

		

	
		
		
			CHAPTER 1

			Willkommen

			The Anhalter Bahnhof, Berlin’s gateway to the kaiser’s once mighty realm, seemed a shadow of itself on this January night in 1919. The crackle of guns was too far off to be heard, but the silence of fear muffled the usual hurly-burly and pervaded the ghostly hallways of the Romanesque railway station. No welcome mat greeted the few arriving passengers, only armed soldiers who guarded their path.

			Diplomats in derbies and soft dove gloves, movie stars in silks and feathers, bankers with waxed moustaches and starched collars had once disembarked here from Prague, Vienna, Paris, and Rome. Tonight the tired travelers who emerged from the Cassel train were mostly demobilized German soldiers returning from the war or businessmen hoping to find orders for their wares and services, but there was one smartly dressed American woman. Her shapely figure wrapped in a fur coat, auburn hair tucked in a fur hat, and manicured hands warmed in a muff, Marguerite Harrison moved through the soaring arches on her way to adventure.

			Outside the station’s entrance, moonlight beamed from a clear dark sky, revealing empty streets where lines of taxis once stretched. Fatigued, yet exhilarated, she sat down on her leather luggage, crossed her legs at her ankles, and waited. Something would come along. It always did.

			She had made the trip to Berlin via Paris to Coblenz and then to Frankfurt in an unheated train filled with shivering workers on their way to factories in the east. Arriving on the enemy soil of Frankfurt in the pitch black of five a.m., she had had no pass, no permission, and no credentials; she could easily be imprisoned or expelled. Yet, with her perfect command of the German language, and a self-assurance that stemmed from patrician roots, she had confidence that, somehow, she would be allowed to stay.

			The hotel clerk in Frankfurt told her she was the first American he had seen in four years. All he wanted, he said, was “Ruhe und Ordnung,” peace and order, the national chant of the German people. He brought her an ersatz coffee made of chicory and peas and directed her to the office of the Workmen’s and Soldiers’ Council, where she asked for permission to travel to Berlin. With the cocksure knowledge he and his fellow Bolsheviks would soon take over the world, the bureaucrat in charge stamped a paper and handed it to her: Frau Marguerite Harrison of Baltimore had an official pass to travel as a journalist unhindered to Berlin. The next morning when she left, she learned she could go only as far as Cassel; Berlin was closed to all but the military.

			Crammed on a train with twice the usual number of passengers, a ride that took eight hours instead of the scheduled two, she arrived in Cassel, marched into military headquarters, and asked for permission to travel the two hundred miles to Berlin. She was turned down. Luckily, the major in charge succumbed to her flirtations. The military card he gave her was the gilded key to every city in the country. Storing the official pass safely in her purse, she was on her way to Berlin. Now, at the Anhalter Bahnhof, Marguerite Harrison, newspaper correspondent and secret agent, waited for a cab.

			

			…

			Born Marguerite Elton Baker, daughter of a shipping magnate and his noted hostess wife, Elizabeth Livezey, cared for by governesses and schooled by tutors, she was the privileged offspring of one of Baltimore’s richest families. Keenly intelligent, always daring and eager for challenge, she relished danger and was willing to accept the consequences so long as they delivered a more interesting life. As a red-haired sprite she climbed towering spruce trees; as a Radcliffe student she nearly ran off with her landlady’s son; as a debutante she was courted by princes; as a beautiful heiress she was betrothed to an impoverished man.

			Still eye-catchingly pretty at forty-one, she was no longer the social butterfly, Miss Marguerite Baker, who loved to drink champagne and flirt at parties. Nor was she Mrs. Thomas Harrison, wife of a prominent stockbroker/sportsman/clubman, who was a devoted father to their son. She was, instead, Mrs. Marguerite Harrison, young-looking widow, hardworking correspondent, undercover spy.

			Determined to tread the unmarked path, she craned her neck a little too far around corners and sniffed out trouble wherever it lurked. Her independence made her chafe at the rules, defiant toward authority. The first American woman to enter Germany since the start of the war in 1914, she was not only one of the first foreign correspondents in Germany after the Armistice; she was, more importantly, an American espionage agent. She faced far greater risks than ever before.

			Soon enough the slow clop-clop of a worn-out horse sounded on the street. She halted the driver perched atop the old droshky and instructed him in German to take her to the Bristol. The hotel was a palace of fond memories, of youthful summers spent on the Continent with her family.

			The ancient man looked at her, astounded. “The Hotel Bristol is abgesperrt!” Impossible, he cried out. “Only the Militar can pass through the Brandenburger Tor at this hour of the night, Gnadige.” The hotel may have been closed off to others, but not to the determined Madame Harrison.

			Undaunted, she pierced him with her steely gray-blue eyes and announced, “Ich gehöre zum Militar” (I belong to the military), and with the authority of an army officer she flashed her official pass from Cassel and swung her two bags and typewriter into the open carriage. Climbing onto the seat, she demanded the man get under way.

			An order was an order. The military ruled the fatherland. As German field marshal and military writer Colmar von der Goltz had written a generation earlier: “We have won our position through the sharpness of our sword, not through the sharpness of our mind.” So it was then; so it was now.

			Despite his grumbles about distant guns, the driver set off, nudging his weary horse down the Budapester Strasse. Within a few minutes, the sounds of rifle rat-a-tat-tat and machine-gun fire brought the man to a pause. “Shall I go on, fraulein?” he asked fearfully.

			“Gewiss,” she answered firmly. The carriage continued to the Brandenburg Gate, where a chariot driven by the Goddess of Victory reigned over the gate’s massive columns and looked down on its statue of Mars. Vehicles were verboten, but the soldier on guard, shocked at the sight of a woman alone and much impressed by her pass, allowed the droshky onto the Unter der Linden.

			The famed boulevard, lined with chestnut and lime trees, was home to the Kaiser’s Palace, the Opera House, embassies, and ministries. The carriage followed along the broad avenue to the Wilhelmstrasse, site of both the Reichstag and Reich Chancellery, where the national assembly and the chancellor carried out their work. Again, the woman heard the ominous sounds of guns bursting the air, but now the explosions were close.

			Crashes came from the rooftops, where government troops, their bodies bent low, their heads covered in steel helmets, aimed their machine guns downward. The rapid bullets bounded onto buildings and pavements; in return, the shots of Spartacists’ rifles ripped and snapped across the streets, and the droshky was almost caught in the crossfire.

			The driver wrapped his big fur collar around his head and whipped his old horse to go on; the American woman ducked down in her seat and used her suitcase to buffer herself from the bullets. It was a long few minutes until the cab came to a halt at number 5-6 Wilhelmstrasse; the elegant Bristol, the only hotel she had ever stayed at in Berlin, looked as deserted as a cemetery at midnight.

			Curtains were drawn, shutters locked, iron doors were bolted tight. She rang the night bell and waited in fear until she heard the click of a turning key. It wasn’t a cemetery ghost, but the night porter: “Um Gottes willen, Fräulein!” (“For God’s sake, miss”), he said, shaking his head as he pulled her inside.

			Glowing chandeliers lighted the lobby, and strains of Offenbach’s Tales of Hoffmann swirled through the air, assuring her that life went on here as she remembered, at least at the Bristol. “Willkommen zurück,” a clerk said, and relieved to hear the welcome back, she signed her name to the register. She joined the handful of guests brave enough to remain in Berlin, and while the orchestra entertained, she supped in the dining room, then retired to the quiet of her chamber. In the morning, she would get straight to work.

			

			…

			The coffee was hot and strong the way she liked it, the brötchen freshly baked, and the newspapers she ordered were stacked high. She took a bite of the crunchy roll and chewed over the articles. The news was grim.

			Two months earlier Kaiser Wilhelm II had been forced to abdicate. Germans witnessed chaos as competing politicians turned their backs on the king and thrust themselves to the forefront. On November 9, 1918, three different men pronounced the monarchy at an end. Philipp Scheidemann, the white-haired, white-goateed minister of the Social Democrats and a supporter of the monarchy, stood at the balcony window of the Reichstag, while his colleague Friedrich Ebert listened in surprise: “The old and rotten, the monarchy has collapsed,” Scheidemann announced. “Long live the German Republic!”

			That same day, the moustachioed Max von Baden, moderate chancellor and member of the ruling family, surprised everyone by proclaiming the end of both the German monarchy and the German empire; and Karl Liebknecht, the pince-nezzed Marxist leader of the Spartacists, surprised no one when he spoke out from the palace of the ruling Hohenzollerns: “The day of revolution has come,” he declared. “We proclaim the free Socialist Republic of Germany.”

			Like many citizens, from poor laborers to successful professionals, the artist Käthe Kollwitz had been loyal to the empire: even the death of her younger son on the battlefield did not destroy her fealty. As von der Goltz had written, the German people, with their “passionate love for the Fatherland,” were “determined not to shrink from the hard trials” of war and were ready for the “self-denial and self-sacrifice that may wax mightier in our hearts.”

			But like Marguerite Harrison, Käthe Kollwitz was moved by authors such as Dickens who wrote of the injustices pressed upon the weak and the poor. As the war went on and she learned of its huge financial costs and human losses, and as she watched the growing despair of the hungry masses, her sympathies turned even more to the socialists. But she worried they might turn too far to the left.

			She had been strolling through the Tiergarten, Berlin’s sprawling park, to the Brandenburg Gate on that November afternoon when a copy of Vorwarts, the Social Democrats’ newspaper, was thrust at her. Reading the headline, she learned of the kaiser’s abdication. The fevered crowds pushed her forward to the Reichstag, and then to the Unter der Linden, where soldiers celebrated, throwing their cockades on the ground, shouting, “Long live free Germany!”

			Two days later, on November 11, the Germans asked for an armistice, and the Allies answered with a resounding “yes.” But they had their conditions for the vanquished, one of which, from the Americans, was that the Germans form a democratic state.

			With peace in mind, the members of the Reichstag, the German parliament, organized a provisional government led by the Social Democrats. Looming on the left were the Spartacists, named for the slave who led a rebellion against the Romans, ready to give their lives for the masses; hovering on the right were the loyal officers and militant monarchists, ready to die for the king. The result of all this had been an onslaught of strikes, demonstrations, and armed clashes.

			The German people may have survived the end of the kaiser, they may have smiled when he escaped to Holland, they may have cried when their own sons and husbands came home ravaged from the front, or didn’t come home at all; but now, in the throes of revolution, they did not know how to react, whether to laugh or cry. They were fighting after the reign of Wilhelm and the beginning of…who knew what?

			Tense as amateurs balanced on a tightrope, Berlin’s population greeted the last day of December with a sigh of relief and a gulp of trepidation. “The year 1918 ended the war and brought the revolution,” Kollwitz wrote in her diary. “We have finally crawled through the narrow shaft in which we were prisoned, in which we could not stir.” She, for one, felt hopeful. “We see light and breathe air.”

			

			…

			Days later, Germany was again at war, not with its enemies’ forces but with itself. Its socialists and Spartacists, militants and monarchists, nationalists and imperialists were wrestling inside their own tents and outside their own camps. Compounding the problems, the Spartacist leaders, Karl Liebknecht and his brilliant partner Rosa Luxemburg, founders of the Communist movement in Germany, were murdered.

			Rosa Luxemburg, a Polish-born Jew, had defied convention: a graduate of the University of Zurich and the rare woman to earn a doctorate, she was a leading thinker and activist of the socialist movement in Germany and a threat to the status quo. Her short stature seemed to grow when she spoke, her voice sang warm and melodic, her words cried out with passion to help the oppressed.

			Her lover, Karl Liebknecht, the only member of the Reichstag to vote against entering the war, had an intellectual air emphasized by his high forehead, thick brown hair, and spectacles. A born orator, his poetic images roused affection, his fiery speeches rallied the crowds to action.

			At the beginning of 1919, the pair founded the Communist Party in Germany and were arrested two weeks later. As the car taking them to prison drove through the Tiergarten, militant volunteers, part of a Freikorps, or anti-Communist militia made up of former soldiers, stopped the vehicle, yanked them both out, and beat them with rifle butts. Rosa Luxemburg was bashed in the skull; Karl Liebknecht was shot several times in the back.

			The attackers threw Luxemburg’s corpse in the Landwehr Canal, where it went undiscovered for two months. The same militia dumped Liebknecht’s body on the doorstep of the morgue. News of the leaders’ brutal deaths enraged their followers. The furious battle between the Spartacists and the government-supported Freikorps was under way when Marguerite arrived at the Anhalter Bahnhof in Berlin.

			

			…

			After the untimely death of her husband in 1915, Marguerite became a reporter for the Baltimore Sun, first as a socialite covering afternoon teas and charity dinners, then as a music and drama critic writing reviews and interviewing performers. In 1917, when the United States joined the Allies in Europe, she turned her attention to the war.

			She worked for the Maryland Board of Motion Picture Censors to protect movie audiences from German propaganda. She wrote avidly for the Sun to encourage support for the American effort in the war. She visited the Red Cross offices in Washington and wrote a series hailing the organization for its hard work and devoted staff. She traveled to New York and rode in the sidecar of a motorcycle to a secret army air camp on Long Island.

			Dressed in a helmet, goggles, and a leather coat, she was strapped into a seat on a small propeller plane. With the pilot seated behind her, the plane soared to thirty-five hundred feet and flew at ninety-six miles an hour, and she was thrilled. But then “it humped and bumped, then ceased,” and they plummeted into a field. “Engine trouble,” said the pilot. With the help of some mechanics, they soon took off again and made a proper landing two miles away at the hangar. She looked ruefully at her grease-covered white stockings and white shoes, but the experience left her enthralled and she had only praise for the pilots and the program.

			In her endeavors to promote patriotism, she won a front-page place for a series on women’s capability to work. Americans need not worry, she assured the public: women could support their families when their men went off to fight. To prove her point, she found jobs as a stenographer, salesgirl, and streetcar conductor. Then came the toughest work of all.

			Bethlehem Steel employed seven thousand laborers at their shipbuilding yard at Sparrows Point, Maryland, and every single worker was a man. Until, that is, Marguerite Harrison, “with great trepidation,” convinced the division head that she could do their jobs. In May 1918, the daughter of one of the country’s richest and most famous shipowners became the first and only woman in America to work as a laborer at a shipbuilding plant.

			With a show of bravado, she stepped out of her silk peignoir and into a rugged uniform of khaki cloth overalls, laced up a pair of ankle-high, brown leather boots, snapped a cap on her head, and reported to work. For one week she toiled from early morning to evening, full time and overtime, doing what no one believed a woman could do: she tackled pneumatic drills, climbed towering ladders, swung hammers, dug with chisels, and pounded twenty-five rivets into steel. With every rivet, she said, “I felt I was helping to drive another nail in the Kaiser’s coffin.”

			She ached in muscles she never knew she had, but her strength convinced the doubting public. On her last day, when she stopped to say goodbye to the policeman at the gate, he told her: “I’ve got a new opinion about the nerve of women. I always said that women could never do the things I’ve seen you do…I’m ready now to believe all of ’em could do it if they had the chance.”

			She had proven to her readers that if their men were drafted to fight overseas, women could take their place at home; mouths would be fed, essential jobs would be filled. What’s more, she said of the adventure: “I have had the most wonderful, the most unforgettable experience of my whole life.”

			

			…

			Despite the paper’s prominent display of her series, she no longer felt gratified by her work: typing patriotic stories in the newsroom was adequate, but she was eager to take on a more active role. She informed the government of suspected spies at home and, restless to report from the frontlines, she offered to cover the war in Europe. But she ran into a firewall when she learned that women were officially barred from the war zone. Refusing to give up, she explored a different route.

			As a child of the Gilded Age, she had traveled to Europe annually with her parents and younger sister, meeting people from all walks of life, from the queen of England to the quartermasters on her father’s fleet, the Atlantic Transport Line. As a girl she visited the London home of J. P. Morgan; as a worldly adolescent she had tea with Sir Henry Lucy, the editor of Punch. She lunched with the author of Dracula, Bram Stoker; had drinks with the Shakespearean actors Henry Irving and Ellen Terry; and dined with Arthur Sullivan, who, with W. S. Gilbert, created The Pirates of Penzance and other comic operas.

			By the time she was a debutante she was dining and dancing with Winston Churchill. Four years older than her, he had a paternal ancestry of British aristocrats and elites and a maternal pedigree of Jeromes, an American family of princely wealth. A graduate of Sandhurst, Winston had already been elected to serve in Parliament.

			He was the handsome, fair-skinned son of her mother’s friend Jennie, and her ambitious mother’s candidate for the man she wanted her daughter to marry. Each time Marguerite set off for a party where Winston was also invited, Elizabeth Baker offered simple advice: “Be nice,” she urged her daughter. Marguerite tried. But the romantic young deb was not impressed.

			He invited her out to suppers, but instead of paying her compliments he furrowed his brow and bored her with somber talk of the Boer War, from which he had just returned. “He was too serious,” she said. When the music played, he asked her to dance, but proceeded to step on her feet. “He was an awful dancer,” she added, conceding years later, “he is undoubtedly one of the greatest men in the world today.”

			There were evenings with barons and earls and prized invitations to other events, the most treasured of which arrived in August 1900: an invitation to Buckingham Palace for the Royal Garden Party. After hours of practice sweeping her right foot behind her left, back straight, knees bent, and holding out her skirts, she joined a lawnful of ladies fluttering about the palace grounds. Parasols in hand, hats blooming with feathers and flowers, pastel dresses ruffling in the breeze, they tittered and tottered and queued up to be presented to the queen. The short, chubby royal Victoria, Queen of the United Kingdom of Great Britain and Ireland and Empress of India, was the longest-reigning British monarch in history.

			Marguerite described the moment: “I curtsied to a little old lady in black wearing a hat like an inverted bowl and sitting in a Bath chariot drawn by a small donkey attended by an old Scotsman in Highland costume,” she said drily. The old woman “bowed slightly and uttered something unintelligible, and then drove on.” It was three years after the Golden Jubilee, and Victoria was the most powerful woman in the world. But the younger woman was not impressed. “She was not my idea of Queen Empress,” the American declared.

			

			…

			Marguerite may have had a sharp tongue, but wherever she was, she was cosmopolitan and self-assured, unusually fluent in languages, with exceptional recall and an ability to listen as well as to speak, all qualities essential to work in intelligence. She knew when to be sweet and when to be tart: she could charm a duke over cocktails, banter with a workman over a beer, or discuss art and literature with an intellectual. In the summer of 1918 she applied to the navy to be a spy.

			The secretary of the navy turned down her application. He refused to hire a woman. With help from friends she tried again, this time with the army, and this time she was invited for an interview. If she passed, she acknowledged, she would be taking on “a career that promised nothing but danger and uncertainty.” If she succeeded, “my effort would never be publicly recognized.” But if she failed, “I would be repudiated by my government and perhaps lose my life.” For a woman who savored adventure, the prospects were delicious.

			Her first encounter with military intelligence had the spicy whiff of undercover work. Instructed to appear at the Hotel Emerson at the corner of Calvert and Baltimore Streets in downtown Baltimore at three p.m. on Saturday, September 28, she arrived at the smart hotel, entered the grand lobby with its soaring marble columns and chandeliers, sidestepped the ladies in large hats and flowing dresses, observed the men in fedoras, and waited until she was approached by an unknown man.

			Armed with her name and description, clad in civilian clothes, Colonel Martin introduced himself and led her off to a quiet space for conversation. In the modulated tones Marguerite had learned from her stern yet caring governess, Miss Gillet, she spoke with ease. Chatting for a few minutes about this and that, Colonel Martin asked a series of questions and she answered, poised and self-assured, comfortable within the guidelines set by Miss Gillet, who insisted that small talk was as important as grand ideas.

			“Be intellectual if you must,” the stout, corseted woman insisted, “but do not let anyone see it. It is fatal. Learn to be charming. It will take you much farther.”

			On the forms, the colonel said, she had referred to her facility with languages: “I have an absolute command of French and German, am very fluent and have a good accent in Italian and I speak a little Spanish. Without any trouble I could pass as a French woman and after a little practice, as Swiss German,” she had written.

			And so, he tested her ability. “She spoke German with such fluency that I questioned her as to where she learned it,” he said in his report. Might she have lived in Germany? he asked. Oh no, she assured him graciously, she had always lived in Maryland. Did she have German ancestors? he wanted to know. Shaking her head, she replied that her family went back eight generations in America. Her father’s side arrived from England before the Revolution; her mother’s side sailed with William Penn and the Friends.

			Why was she so eager to get involved in the war? he wondered. She was fond of adventure, she said in the clipped style of St. Timothy’s, the exclusive girls’ school she had attended from the age of twelve. Was she afraid? Not at all, she answered, waving off the notion with a manicured hand; she was fearless. Most importantly, she had an intense desire to do something for her country. But what about romance? Love affairs? There were many, she could have said, but mostly in the past.

			They started at seventeen, when her mother suggested she attend Radcliffe, where she could complete her education and, more importantly, polish her social skills. The new school offered young women the same collegiate experience as Harvard offered to men. At the onset of the academic year in Cambridge, Massachusetts, Elizabeth found her daughter a suitable room in the home of a highly respected family.

			The college lectures began, but Marguerite’s attention soon drifted from the classroom to the drawing room. Her landlady’s son, attractive, alluring, and claiming to love her, became the object of her studies. They walked together along the narrow cobblestone streets, whispered sweet words behind the elm trees, and by Christmas they were secretly engaged.

			At home for the holidays, he wrote her romantic letters that her mother discovered. When Elizabeth sniffed through the pages, a battle ensued. Weeks later Marguerite was yanked out of Radcliffe and hauled off to Italy, where she trekked around the museums and perfected her Italian. Back in Baltimore, two years later another romance arose. Swept up in the arms of a popular southern gentleman, she danced on puffs of dreams, but her mother saw only clouds. The handsome young man may have had social assets, but he also carried financial liabilities. This time when her mother towed her off to Italy, the trip took a different turn.

			Soon after boarding the ship, Marguerite was pursued by a dashing man with parted black hair and sweeping black moustaches. Vittorio Emanuele, the count of Turin and grandson of the king of Italy, paid her lavish compliments, and she, despite her proclamations of love for the man back home, batted her eyes and made clever comments in response.

			Suave, sophisticated, and famous throughout Europe, the count had defended his country’s reputation and defeated Prince Henri of Orleans in a sword duel. It didn’t take long before a romance blossomed. Her mother’s hopes may have run high, but for Marguerite the liaison was only an amusement. “All men were fair game, to be bagged for sheer sport,” she later said.

			Days after, ensconced at the Grand Hotel in Rome, she noticed a dark-haired man with pale skin and smoldering brown eyes. He was “different” and “exotic,” and his looks were tantalizing. Seated near him in the dining room, she could hardly turn away. And he took notice of her.

			When she and her mother arrived for tea at the home of a family friend, there he was. The clever fellow had done some sleuthing, found a mutual acquaintance, and asked for an introduction to the beautiful young American. He bowed and kissed her hand: he was Reshid Sadi Bey, secretary of the Turkish embassy in Rome, an aristocrat and a diplomat, and poison for her mother’s dreams.

			He was political and poetic, an important member of the rebellious Young Turks, a writer who left her spellbound. His voice made her tremble; his letters “were poems of prose.” He taught her philosophy and quoted John Stuart Mill; he was a Muslim and taught her about spirituality and religion; he was an expert on Ottoman politics and taught her about foreign affairs of all sorts.

			He took her on long drives and spoke to Marguerite in tones that made her feel “indecent,” she said. “He fascinated me more than any man I have ever known.” It was as if he put a spell on her. When he pleaded with her to marry him, she felt bewitched, as though she could not give him up. But his charms were lost on her mother, and Elizabeth Baker drew the line. Besides, the young man in Baltimore was drawing her back. She daydreamed of life with him: a cozy home in Maryland, a family of their own, a prominent place in the social set.

			

			
				
				…			

			Now, here at the Hotel Emerson with Colonel Martin of Army Intelligence, she was a Baltimore socialite indeed, but also a widowed reporter restless for something more in life. She was eager to visit the battlefront in France, and even more, to find out what was occurring in Germany, the source of so much reputed evil. Behind the enemy barriers, she sensed “momentous movements in progress.” She craved the opportunity to uncover the truth about the country she had visited many times in her youth and the people she felt she had once known well.

			She would not only have the chance to bring the war home to readers sitting in their living rooms, she would have the means to inform men in government whose decisions could affect the fate of multitudes. Working for Military Intelligence would provide her with the ability to observe the war and unlock its mysteries; more importantly, it would enable her to help “make the world safe for democracy.”

			She focused her attention on Colonel Martin. Intent on his questions, she heard him ask worriedly, would she get caught in a compromising situation? She shook her head and refuted his suggestion. She was “callous to love affairs,” she said, and long past the foolish stage at the age of thirty-nine. “She could easily be considered 15 years younger,” he wrote.

			“She is a cultured lady,” he stated, “of very attractive personality and of high intelligence.” He confirmed she was a staff reporter for the Baltimore Sun and noted that she had an appointment that very afternoon to interview the widow of President Cleveland. She said she could go to Europe as a correspondent for the Baltimore Sun, writing “harmless feature stories,” and assured him her editor would be the only one to know of her secret work.

			Hired! declared General Marlborough Churchill, head of the Military Intelligence Division of the United States Army. She met the general in his office at Military Intelligence, not far from the White House at Sixth and B Streets. He presented a commanding figure, elegant and trim, with piercing gray eyes, a firm chin, and a straight mouth slow to smile.

			She found him delightful and charmed the Harvard graduate, a commissioned field officer, with her easy conversation. They had much in common, from his friendship with her father-in-law, Joseph Ames, an aeronautics adviser to the military, to their shared memories of school days in Cambridge, Massachusetts. She even knew his distant relative Winston Churchill. Most importantly, they were aligned in their admiration for the president and agreed with Wilson’s belief it was America’s manifest destiny to be a world leader.

			Her orders were to go to Switzerland, where she would be given a new identity, and with a new name and new passport, she was to sneak behind enemy lines. But her fantasy of high drama was erased when the Germans called for an armistice. Along with most of the world she felt relief; nevertheless, she also felt disappointment. She paced the floor waiting to hear from MI, but knew in her heart that her efforts were no longer needed.

			As Woodrow Wilson told Congress: “We know only that this tragic war, whose consuming flames swept from one nation to another until all the world was on fire, is at an end.” It was too soon to assess the outcome.

			The world lost twenty million people in the Great War, and although governments around the globe suppressed the news, tens of millions more died from an outbreak of influenza. Those who survived lost their footing: regimes were toppled, revolutionaries seized power. Hunger, disease, and unemployment took hold, pushing desperate people to overthrow their governments. Empires crumbled like chunks of coal into ash. Fatigued from the battlefield, haggard from starvation and the search for scraps of food, demoralized by the disappearance of jobs, men and women young and old, peasants and townspeople, uniformed and civilian, searched for answers. What would come next?

			The call from Marlborough Churchill took her by surprise. She was to go to Paris, where the peace talks were soon to begin, report to Colonel Alexander Coxe, speak to no one else, and receive her new orders.

		

	
		
		
			CHAPTER 2

			Undercover

			Masses of Very Important People filled the French city. Presidents and prime ministers flanked by their minions, four-star generals and full admirals bursting with brass, discreet diplomats and inconspicuous spies, tense note takers, anxious interpreters, and pink-cheeked clerks had all gathered for the discussions. Seated at long tables in chandeliered halls, huddled in quiet corners of hotel bars, or convening on slushy streets, they were there to discuss the aftermath of the war. The subject on every agenda, whether written or implied, was: how will the winners be rewarded and how will the losers pay?

			From the point of view of the American president, Woodrow Wilson: “There shall be no annexation, no contributions, no punitive damages” for the enemy. “National aspirations must be respected,” he said, “ ‘self-determination’ is…an imperative principle of action, which statesmen will henceforth ignore at their peril.”

			France, England, and Italy had harsher ideas. The French, led by Prime Minister Georges Clemenceau, were still licking their wounds over their bitter defeat by the Germans in 1870; the British, led by Prime Minister David Lloyd George, and the Italians, headed up by Vittorio Emanuele Orlando, were carrying long lists of grievances from the more recent, very rotten war.

			With all due respect to President Wilson, whatever the end results, certain information was needed to make judicious decisions on reparations, limitations, and amends. But the disposition of Germany was unknown. Under direct orders from General Churchill, now working in Paris, Marguerite Harrison was to assess the weaknesses and strengths of the enemy.

			Her assignment was to determine with an objective eye the political, economic, social, and psychological conditions in Germany. Who was in power and who was most likely to take control? How strong were the socialists? The Bolsheviks? The centrists? How much food was available? How much fuel? How productive were the factories? What was the mood of the people? How did they feel about making peace? Would the Germans feel remorseful or recalcitrant? Humbled or humiliated? Would they seek retribution or renewal? With her covert assignment imprinted on her mind, and her typewriter close to her side, she arrived in Berlin under cover as a special correspondent for the Baltimore Sun.

			

			…

			After she finished working in her room, scouring the newspapers, clipping some articles and translating others for her MI reports, Marguerite left her hotel and sauntered onto the Unter der Linden, not far from where Käthe Kollwitz had stood. There was much she wanted to do, but because of the fighting, the Wilhelmstrasse was barricaded and government bureaus, cold and dark from lack of heat and electricity, were shut. She had a list of people to contact and offices to visit for her press pass and papers; they would have to wait. Instead, she wrapped her coat tight against the January chill and strolled the city, observing the mood of the people.

			Her orders had been to analyze who was in power, who was a threat, who would come out on top. The popular street was a good place to start. How different it was from Paris, where she had stopped before coming here; the French capital ached from months of aerial bombardments and cannon assaults. The Place de la Concorde and other hallowed areas were strewn with guns, tanks, shrapnel, and the shards of conflict. The facades of some buildings, like the faces of some soldiers, had been blown off; other buildings under construction stood half naked and abandoned.

			Oddly, the war had left Berlin unscathed. No enemy bombers had strafed the city, no Allied tanks had touched its avenues. Yet, here too, a pall of mourning covered the streets as widows and mothers grieved for their lost men, and the men who returned home hunted for jobs and rummaged for food. The city was filled with detritus of another kind.

			The light that Käthe Kollwitz had seen at the end of the tunnel was clouded with gunpowder; the air suffused with the smell of death. War had come on its own terms, from the German people themselves. Steel-helmeted soldiers stood with fixed bayonets, grenades in their hands, machine guns at the ready. Blood still smeared the sidewalks, and traumatized veterans sat on the ground like the living dead.

			Marguerite walked past mournful widows and children shrunken from hunger, past angry strikers and fuming demonstrators, past curious onlookers and confused observers, and inserted herself into their groups, a frau easing her way into their conversations. She heard denials that the Germans had been defeated by the Allies, despair that the Kaiser had stepped down, disgust with those who still wanted a monarchy, mutterings against the Jews, and utter dread of the Bolsheviks. If she heard nothing else, it was clear that the German people felt it was the end of the world as they knew it. But as Kollwitz had said, it may have held the promise of something better.

			

			…

			The Social Democrats in charge of the provisional government had pledged universal health care and free elections for all German citizens, male and female, from the age of twenty-one. Voting was called for January 19, 1919, marking the start of German democracy: it was the first election for representatives to the new parliament and the first time that German women were permitted to vote. American women had not yet won universal suffrage, and Marguerite was eager to watch the historic event in Berlin.

			Smoothing the way with butter and chocolates, she was already friends with Johanna, her lively chambermaid at the Hotel Bristol, and on Sunday they went together to the polls in Charlottenburg. Despite the soldiers in the streets, long lines had already formed. With so many men killed in the war, the queue they joined was composed mostly of widows and grieving mothers, some poor and wearing old coats made of rabbit, others well off in mink, some with clear opinions of the candidates, some with no idea whom to vote for.

			A woman in the line told her that there were three men in her household, and each one favored a different politician: she was so confused, she could not remember which name to choose. One thing was for certain: the turnout was huge, and all were eager to cast their vote. Marguerite could report that the most popular group was the center Catholic party, and that German women were no more conciliatory than the men.

			As soon as the government offices reopened, she headed to the press bureau. The endless questions about how and why she was in the city tested her patience, but knowing a misstep could cause her serious problems, she flashed a smile, piled on her charm, and kept her temper in check. A few hours later she possessed her press card, a Berlin residency permit, and a ration card needed to purchase weekly provisions: a half pound of meat, three ounces of barley, less than an ounce of butter, a little margarine, and some bread. It was no wonder Johanna was pleased by her gifts of food.

			The press card gave her access to government buildings and barricaded streets but did not protect her from government patrols, who saw everyone with suspicion. Soldiers were quick to stop vehicles and question their passengers. One night when Marguerite was crossing the canal where Rosa Luxemburg’s body had been thrown, her car was halted. The soldier asked if she was carrying any arms. In a good mood after a dinner with friends, she laughed and answered that she only had two hand grenades.

			Her humor hardly pleased the soldier. She was ordered out of the cab while he searched her pockets and her muff. Not finding anything there, he lifted the seat cushions and poked them with his rifle. Still unsuccessful, he cross-examined her until, finally convinced she was innocent, he sent her on her way. In a city boiling with rage, any expedition or digression, even a cab ride or a joke, had its risks.

			

			…

			The struggle for power turned Germans into a family divided in crisis: they may have valued blood over water, had common loyalties and mutual enemies, but rivalries were rampant and jealousies unbridled, and each side viewed the other as an existential threat.

			On one flank stood the supporters of the monarchy, former officers and landowners, staunch defenders of the fatherland and their old way of life. Militaristic and aggressive, eager to install a new king and revive the empire, they were ready to throw their fists and aim their firepower at any threats to their turf.

			At the other end stood the Bolsheviks who called for radical change. With an intense drive to improve the lives of workers who had suffered under the kaiser’s thumb, the Spartacists were ready to take the revolution to the streets. Their Workmen’s and Soldiers’ Councils, now running the cities, were only the first step. They aimed for a Bolshevik government like the one in Russia.

			In the center were the Social Democrats. Like adolescents searching for their identity, they were impatient for their independence, ready to test democracy, but anxious about giving up their past. The fierce belligerence of the leftists threw them off keel, and in their fear, they turned to the right, calling on the Freikorps to stop the Bolsheviks from taking over.

			It was Marguerite’s goal to meet with them all, assess their strengths, analyze their ideas, and report the information to Military Intelligence. She carried a list of contacts from all sides, names given to her by MI officers and by friends and associates, that ranged from retired officers to young radicals.

			Her letters of introduction included a note to Nina Bryce Turnbull, a Philadelphia socialite married to an aristocratic German officer. The well-respected general Hans von Below had led fourteen divisions against the Allies on the Western Front. Marguerite sensed their meeting might be uncomfortable, but she knew it was worth reaching out to them: the couple had many influential friends in Berlin.

			With a slight case of jitters, she joined the couple for tea and cakes and found the taste more bitter than sweet, as she met the enemy face-to-face. The white-moustached Prussian, bullet headed and thickly built, greeted her with a stiff bow and a cold shoulder. She stayed silent while the general addressed her with contempt, acknowledging the Americans’ weaponry but berating the incompetence of their men, especially at the Argonne. She listened while the tea in her cup went cold.

			It was, indeed, the costliest battle the Americans had ever fought, not only in equipment and materiel, but in the loss of twenty-six thousand lives. Yet the Germans had lost even more. In the end, exhausted and demoralized, with over two million dead and twice as many wounded over the course of the war, they had held up a white flag and called for an armistice.

			Frau von Below held her nose high and kept her opinions to herself. She was, Marguerite thought, a handsome woman who, before the war, was noted in the social pages of the Washington Post for her royal friendships, her lavish wardrobe, and her diamond tiara. Divorced in 1906 and married to von Below a few months later in Buenos Aires, where he was advising the Argentine army, she was a loyal fan of the kaiser and a member of the court. To help the war effort, she told a Dutch journalist, she had taken cooking lessons, and she remarked that the German hausfrau had become “the strongest ally of her husband in the field.”

			The erstwhile American was more condescending than her German husband, angrily scorning President Wilson for joining the Allies and scoffing at the notion that the Germans had lost the war. As irritating as her comments were, Marguerite held back her annoyance and turned on her charm, amiably comparing notes on mutual friends and friends of friends, tossing in a little gossip, bringing her hostess up to date on their lives. Her politesse paid off: a few days later she was invited to dine at their home.

			

			…

			The group that gathered at the von Belows looked as stylish as any at a smart Parisian dinner: ladies shimmering in silk evening dresses, jewels sparkling on their ears and arms and around their necks; the men, starched and polished, standing stiff and straight, their hair gleaming with pomade, their moustaches waxed and combed to a point.

			The dinner table, equally brilliant, glowed with shiny silver and Bavarian crystal, and the food brought in by the servants was plentiful and well prepared. But it was the distasteful conversation that caught Marguerite’s attention.

			The guests, all former officers and their wives, subscribed to the nineteenth-century theory of pan-Germanism, which asserted that all German-speaking people should live under the same red, white, and black imperial German flag. They swore their fealty to the kaiser, followed orders without question, and would proudly lay down their lives for the fatherland. Together with them, Marguerite lifted her glass of Sekt to toast the hosts and joined the nationalist conversation. Sipping her German champagne, she nodded and smiled and laughed in all the right places, taking mental notes for the report she would send to MI.

			They began their discussion with the Social Democrats, waving them off as left-wing socialists. Their greatest concern, they affirmed, was the Bolsheviks, who were spreading “the poison of the Russian revolution.” Like many Europeans and Americans as well, they were convinced that the Communists, with help from Russia, were plotting to invade the West and overthrow its governments.

			Between bites, the guests sprinkled spice on their meal, peppering the conversation with anti-Semitic remarks. The Jews, they insisted, were to blame for everything: they were the leaders of Marxist thinking, they had profited from the war, they had caused problems for the economy, and they were behind the new government.

			Marguerite kept a cool front while she boiled inside. Some of her father’s closest colleagues were Jews, men like Albert Ballin, the Hamburg shipping magnate, who until his recent death had been a strong supporter of the kaiser, and Gustav Wolff, whom she had known from her childhood. The German-born shipbuilder had given her “a lasting friendship and respect for the Jewish race,” she wrote. Though Judaism was a religion, not a race, her sympathies were clear.

			Still, it was important for her to befriend the von Belows and their guests, to learn more about their thinking and what they planned to do. Showing her interest, she joined her new acquaintances for concerts and cabarets. More often, she dined with them in the best hotels. Food and wine were plentiful for those who could afford it: at the Bristol and the Excelsior, she chose from menus that offered thick soups and eggs, fowl, game, and filet of beef, fresh salads, and rich ice cream smothered in chocolate sauce. On more than one occasion, the oysters slid down like silk, but as she bit into her main course of wiener
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					Marguerite Harrison, Turkey 1919. Sitting cross-legged on the ground, enjoying a meal with villagers in the Taurus Mountains.
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					Marlborough Churchill, head of the Military Intelligence Division and in charge of Marguerite’s espionage activities immediately after the Great War.
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					Walter Rathenau, Berlin 1920. He was a leading industrialist and intellectual who became foreign minister in the early days of the Weimar Republic.
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					Käthe Kollwitz, Berlin. A major artist, she lost a son in combat and wrote in her diaries of the painful aftermath of the war.
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					Marguerite Harrison, Moscow 1921. She made the hat and outfit from men’s shirts given to her by an American vistor to Russia.
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					Berlin 1919. Street fighting between the Freikorps and the socialists.

				
			
			
				
					[image: ]
				

				
					Ralph Van Deman, called the father of military intelligence.
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					Stan Harding. She sought thrills that put people in harm’s way.
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					The anarchists Alexander Berkman and Emma Goldman. Marguerite said Goldman’s experience with the Bolsheviks made her “a much better American.”
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					John Reed and his wife, Louise Bryant. The leftist journalists became disillusioned by Bolshevik brutality. “John was a real American,” his wife said after he died in Moscow in 1920.
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					Lubyanka 1920. Over the entrance to the dreaded prison were the words “It is prudent to insure your life.”
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					Solomon Mogilevsky. Marguerite called her Cheka interrogator “a stimulating and resourceful enemy.”
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					Marguerite Harrison, 1920, at the Polish/Russian border. She was accused by the Bolshevik government of being a spy for the Poles.
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					Gertrude Bell, 1902. She was the chief British spy in Baghdad during the Great War and a close confidante of King Faisal of Iraq.
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					Marguerite Harrison, Turkey 1923. Wearing her pith helmet and safari jacket during the filming of the silent movie Grass.
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					Marguerite Harrison, Turkey 1924. Setting off from the Syrian/Iraqi border on a “Bedouin airplane.”
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					Merian Cooper. Wartime flyer and filmmaker who was always grateful to Marguerite for saving his life in prison.
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					Ernest Schoedsack. He had a cheerful air but no patience for women on a film shoot.

				
			
			
				
					[image: ]
				

				
					Marguerite Harrison, Iran 1924. With Bakhtiari tribesmen on the migration across the Zardeh Kuh.
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					Iran 1924. The Bakhtiari regal barge on the icy Karun River.
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					Arthur Blake. British actor who changed Marguerite’s life.
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					Marguerite Harrison, 1924, fashionably dressed in her astrakhan hat and coat and her diamond brooch.

				
			
		

	



OEBPS/images/9780385545099_cover.jpg
THE MYSTERIOUS s.
LIFE OF
MARGUERITE
HARRISON,
SOCIALITE SPY

GER

“A compelling story that pulsates with the
energy of a thriller”—The Wall Street Journal







OEBPS/images/008_Wall_9780385545082_ins_art_r2.jpg





OEBPS/images/009_Wall_9780385545082_ins_art_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/007_Wall_9780385545082_ins_art_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/002_Wall_9780385545082_all_map_r1.jpg
RUSSIA

__POLAND
2 TS

( i
e
3

Arabian
Peninsula

i~

e,
iy - Z-J"m‘*
X3 S

ek
s
— \)

X

o A

.

e

MONGOLIA "8 pmatar

Lo i
INNER

_~~ MONGOLIA

=

FAR EASTERN
REPUBLIC






OEBPS/images/003_Wall_9780385545082_all_map_r1.jpg
RUSSIA

Arabian Peninsula





OEBPS/images/9780385545099_title_page.jpg
FLIRTING

WITH

DANGER

THE MYSTERIOUS LIFE OF

MARGUERITE HARRISON, SOCIALITE SPY

JANET WALLACH

Doubleday
New York





OEBPS/images/001_Wall_9780385545082_all_map_r1.jpg
Europe
7919-1920

FINLAND

ESTONIA {

Vs

RUSSIA

! z

N
LITHUANIA 11‘

=, JKovio 5o
! *Vilna ¢

Moscow






OEBPS/9780385545099_nav.xhtml

		
			Contents


			
						Cover


						Also by Janet Wallach


						Title Page


						Copyright


						Contents


						Dedication


						Map: Europe, 1919–1920


						Map: Far East, 1922–1923


						Map: Middle East, 1923–1924


						Prologue


						Part One
					
								Chapter 1: Willkommen


								Chapter 2: Undercover


								Chapter 3: The Birth of Weimar


								Chapter 4: Entanglements


								Chapter 5: Ominous Hints


								Chapter 6: Spider’s Web


					


			


						Part Two
					
								Chapter 7: Agent B


								Chapter 8: Into the Unknown


								Chapter 9: A Clever Woman


								Chapter 10: Safe Dreams


								Chapter 11: Nightmare


								Chapter 12: Shock


								Chapter 13: A Brave Front


								Chapter 14: Orders


								Chapter 15: Do Svidanya


					


			


						Part Three
					
								Chapter 16: Changes


								Chapter 17: Dragons and Bears


								Chapter 18: A Stiff Upper Lip


								Chapter 19: Return


					


			


						Part Four
					
								Chapter 20: Somewhere, Anywhere


								Chapter 21: Friendship


								Chapter 22: Wild Men


								Chapter 23: Where the Soul Flows


								Chapter 24: Disillusion


					


			


						Part Five
					
								Chapter 25: Transformation


					


			


						Illustrations


						Acknowledgments


						Notes


						Bibliography


						Index


						About the Author


						Illustration Credits


			


		
		
			Landmarks


			
						Cover


						Cover


						Title Page


						Contents


						Start


						Copyright


			


		
		
			Print Page List


			
						iii


						v


						vi


						vii


						xii


						xv


						xvi


						1


						2


						3


						4


						5


						7


						8


						9


						10


						11


						12


						13


						14


						15


						16


						17


						18


						19


						20


						21


						22


						23


						24


						25


						26


						27


						28


						29


						30


						31


						32


						33


						34


						35


						36


						37


						38


						39


						40


						41


						42


						43


						44


						45


						46


						47


						48


						49


						50


						51


						52


						53


						54


						55


						56


						57


						58


						59


						60


						61


						62


						63


						64


						65


						66


						67


						68


						69


						70


						71


						72


						73


						74


						75


						76


						77


						79


						80


						81


						82


						83


						84


						85


						86


						87


						88


						89


						90


						91


						92


						93


						94


						95


						96


						97


						98


						99


						100


						101


						102


						103


						104


						105


						106


						107


						108


						109


						110


						111


						112


						113


						114


						115


						116


						117


						118


						119


						120


						121


						122


						123


						124


						125


						126


						127


						128


						129


						130


						131


						132


						133


						134


						135


						136


						137


						138


						139


						140


						141


						142


						143


						144


						145


						146


						147


						148


						149


						150


						151


						152


						153


						154


						155


						156


						157


						158


						159


						160


						161


						162


						163


						164


						165


						166


						167


						169


						171


						172


						173


						174


						175


						176


						177


						178


						179


						180


						181


						182


						183


						184


						185


						186


						187


						188


						189


						190


						191


						192


						193


						194


						195


						196


						197


						198


						199


						200


						201


						202


						203


						204


						205


						206


						207


						208


						209


						210


						211


						212


						213


						214


						215


						216


						217


						218


						219


						221


						222


						223


						224


						225


						226


						227


						228


						229


						230


						231


						232


						233


						234


						235


						236


						237


						238


						239


						240


						241


						242


						243


						244


						245


						246


						247


						248


						249


						250


						251


						252


						253


						254


						255


						256


						257


						258


						259


						260


						261


						262


						263


						264


						265


						267


						268


						269


						270


						271


						272


						273


						274


						275


						276


						277


						279


						280


						281


						282


						283


						284


						285


						286


						287


						288


						289


						290


						291


						292


						293


						294


						295


						296


						297


						298


						299


						300


						303


						304


						305


						306


						307


						308


						309


						310


						311


						312


						313


						314


						315


						316


						317


						318


						319


						320


						321


						322


						323


						325


			


		
	

OEBPS/images/005_Wall_9780385545082_ins_art_r1.jpg






OEBPS/images/006_Wall_9780385545082_ins_art_r1.jpg






OEBPS/images/003_Wall_9780385545082_ins_art_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/004_Wall_9780385545082_ins_art_r2.jpg





OEBPS/images/018_Wall_9780385545082_ins_art_r2.jpg





OEBPS/images/019_Wall_9780385545082_ins_art_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/021_Wall_9780385545082_ins_art_r2.jpg





OEBPS/images/022_Wall_9780385545082_ins_art_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/002_Wall_9780385545082_ins_art_r2.jpg





OEBPS/images/020_Wall_9780385545082_ins_art_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/012_Wall_9780385545082_ins_art_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/011_Wall_9780385545082_ins_art_r2.jpg





OEBPS/images/014_Wall_9780385545082_ins_art_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/013_Wall_9780385545082_ins_art_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/016_Wall_9780385545082_ins_art_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/015_Wall_9780385545082_ins_art_r2.jpg





OEBPS/images/017_Wall_9780385545082_ins_art_r2.jpg







OEBPS/images/010_Wall_9780385545082_ins_art_r1.jpg
j B B

TOTLE]






OEBPS/images/001_Wall_9780385545082_ins_art_r1.jpg





