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Preface

			Twenty short historical stories make up this book’s collection. They are neither chronologically arranged nor linked by shared events. What binds them instead is the vivid individuality of their protagonists—figures marked by talent, uncommon gifts, ingenuity, loyalty, nobility of spirit, and quiet resilience. With few exceptions, their names have receded into the shadows of history. In this book, the author makes a modest attempt to cast light on the events and lives of both distant and more recent times.

			This work is intended solely for information and literary purposes. It is based on a range of historical sources that may vary in accuracy and reliability. While care has been taken in its preparation, some details may be open to interpretation or subject to error.

			My particular thanks go to Dianne Erdos-Rush, whose help in many ways was invaluable.

			



	

The Noble Jew, Who Killed Sherlock Holms
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			In the 1893 story “The Last Case of Holmes”, Conan Doyle killed off his great detective. In a deadly embrace with his archenemy, Professor Moriarty, Sherlock Holmes plunged from the Reichenbach Falls.

			The world loved Sherlock Holmes dearly, and thus erupted in grief and outrage. And like Christ, Holmes was resurrected.

			The reading public’s joy was so overwhelming that no one gave a thought to the fate of the professor himself. A pity.

			On a dark May night in 1876, three men quietly walked along London’s famous Piccadilly. At the corner with Old Bond Street, they parted ways. One slipped into an alley, and the other two — one very tall, the other short and mustached — headed toward house number 39. This was where William Agnew’s art gallery was located. The pair stopped beneath a second-story window. The tall one cupped his hands, and the small one climbed up. Like circus acrobats, the big man tossed his partner upward until he landed on the window ledge. The smaller man took out a crowbar, pried the frame open, and slipped inside. By the light of a streetlamp, a portrait of a lady could be seen hanging on the wall. The little man cut the painting from its frame, laid it out on the floor, and spread a paste he had brought with him on the back of the canvas. This made it more flexible. He rolled it up, paint side out, shoved it under his coat, and climbed back down onto the giant’s shoulders. The entire operation took just a few minutes. And thus concluded one of the most sensational heists of the century.

			The thief’s name was Adam Worth, also known as Henry Raymond. He was born into a Jewish family in Germany in 1844. At the age of five, he was brought to America. His father opened a tailoring shop in Cambridge, Massachusetts. Nearby was Harvard, filled with rich, arrogant students — the children of privileged parents. What could a poor Jewish boy offer in contrast? Cunning and romance.

			Adam ended up in Boston and then New York, where he briefly worked as a store clerk — his only legal job ever. That’s where the Civil War caught up with him. He quickly left his boring post and enlisted in the Federal light artillery battalion, receiving a $1,000 signing bonus. In August 1862, Adam took part in a battle against the Confederates. The commander of his battery, Römer, reported that Sergeant Worth had been mortally wounded. And so, Adam Worth was officially dead. In reality, with a light wound and someone else’s documents, he re-enlisted — and got another bonus. For enterprising Adam, this was a decent business — risky, of course, but as they say, nothing ventured, nothing gained.

			The nomadic life of a volunteer deserter eventually brought Adam to New York — a metropolis of nonstop criminal activity. In the mid-1870s, the city had a population of 800,000, including 30,000 registered thieves, 20,000 prostitutes, 3,000 taverns, and 2,000 gambling dens.

			Adam chose to specialize in pickpocketing. Theft was a team effort, and before long, Worth was leading a gang. Business was booming, but in 1864 he was arrested and sentenced to three years in prison. He escaped after five months but learned several useful things in that short time — for instance, how to handle nitroglycerin when working with explosives (he had been sent to labor in a quarry). Most importantly, Worth realized that prison was awful — best to avoid it at all costs. That meant taking risks only when the reward was truly worth it. His high-level intellect and ability to quickly convert stolen goods into cash earned him the reputation of a boss in the criminal underworld — allowing him to direct operations while avoiding direct exposure. Helping him in this was his new partner, known in the criminal world as Frederika — or simply “Mama”.

			Her real name was Frederika Weisner. Like Worth, she was a German Jew. After her family emigrated to America, she married a haberdasher named Wolf Mandelbaum and became known as Marm Mandelbaum. She enjoyed cooking and relished the fruits of her labor — soon her weight exceeded 130 kg (over 280 pounds), and her round head and plump cheeks only added to the air of authority.

			She started with fencing stolen goods, then moved into resale, and eventually reached the pinnacle of her career: financing thieves and swindlers of all stripes — solo operators and organized crews alike. She was a firm believer in labor equality and encouraged the involvement of women from all backgrounds.

			Marm also succeeded in the academic realm. Not far from NYPD headquarters, she opened a school where children were taught the basics of theft. The most talented were trained in robbery and safecracking. At the master’s level, students learned to develop schemes for extracting money from citizens and banks — and the fine art of blackmail. The school flourished — until the son of a high-ranking police official enrolled. Marm decided it wasn’t worth the risk and shut it down.

			The Great Chicago Fire of 1871 made Marm fabulously rich. 90% of the looted goods ended up in her hands. Police estimated that over two decades, stolen goods worth between $5 million and $10 million (roughly a quarter billion in today’s money) passed through her hands.

			Eventually, the police decided to take her down. An undercover agent staged a marked theft that led officers to her warehouse. Compared to it, Aladdin’s cave was a joke: enough clothing to outfit an army; trunks full of jewels and silver; gold bars; antique furniture lined up along the walls; dozens of diamond scales. Naturally, she was arrested.

			“This is outrageous!” Frederika protested. “This is just my little consignment shop. I don’t know where people get these things.”

			Even her salaried lawyers could only get her released on $21,000 bail — about half a million in today’s money. Marm decided not to push her luck. She packed $1 million into small sacks and headed for Toronto, Canada. There she spent ten carefree years, growing both her fortune and her waistline. By old age, she weighed 350 pounds. Frederika Mandelbaum died in 1894 at the age of 75. Her massive casket was transported with great difficulty back to New York. In the memories of her friends and successors, Marm remained not only the queen of the underground market but also the hostess of a cultural salon — a two-story apartment above her office for formal dinners, dancing, and refined conversation among esteemed thieves and robbers.

			For Adam Worth, Marm Mandelbaum became his first teacher, partner, mentor, and role model. She introduced him to the elite circle of thieves who shaped his future. One of them was Maximilian Shinburn, a German Jew who arrived in America at 18 and spoke fluent English, French, Spanish, and Italian. He became a locksmith — which sparked his interest in safecracking. At the time, the main safe manufacturer in America was the Lillie Safe Co.

			Following the simple rule that the best knowledge comes from the source, Max got a job at the company under a fake name. Within a year, he became so skilled that he developed equipment capable of cracking any safe combination. His professional expertise drove the company into bankruptcy. Over the next 30 years, using dozens of aliases and a baronial title bought in Monaco, he stole millions, escaped from numerous prisons, organized some of the most famous heists of the 19th century, lived in luxury, and became one of Adam Worth’s main rivals.

			Adam had a completely different relationship with another regular guest of the salon, one Charlie Ballard, nicknamed “Piano Charlie.” A descendant of a respected and affluent family, Charlie had a good education. He spoke fluent French and German, played the piano professionally (hence the nickname), and was a tall and charming man. He had three passions in life: music, gambling, and women.

			In March of 1869, Charlie and an accomplice robbed a train carrying a safe with $100,000. The owners of the money turned to the Pinkertons. For the famous detective agency, the case was an easy one. The culprits were tracked down and located in Toronto, where Charlie and his friend were living it up in one of the city’s most expensive hotels. After lengthy legal proceedings, Ballard was extradited to a New York prison to await trial. No one was more upset than Madame Mandelbaum; Charlie was a very popular musical figure in her salon, and his place was there—not in a prison cell. “Besides,” thought Frederika, “Charlie isn’t exactly overflowing with brains.” But Adam certainly was, so Marm quickly assembled a crew led by Worth to bust Charlie out. Naturally, everything was done with precision: the tunnel under the prison wall, the timing, and the escape itself. The success of the operation brought Adam and Piano Charlie so close that they decided to become partners—and remained so for life.

			On November 23, 1869, the Boston Post ran a sensational front-page headline: the National Bank of Boston had been robbed of about $200,000. That figure was very understated. In fact, as the Pinkertons later assessed, the thieves had gotten away with $1 million (approx. $2.3 million today) in cash and securities. Worth and Ballard—yes, they were the ones who had shocked the citizens of Boston—rightly assumed the Pinkertons would come after them. This meant only one thing: Charlie’s musical career and Adam’s role as an audience member were both heading for a prison stage. There was only one way out: board a steamship and sail to England. But new names were needed. Charlie chose “Charles Wells.” And Adam...

			On June 18, Henry Jarvis Raymond—founder and publisher of The New York Times, a senator, a man of principle and morality, a true gentleman—passed away. He embodied all the qualities that Adam deeply respected, despite his “profession.” Since the original bearer of such a fine name no longer had any use for it, Adam decided to become Henry Judson (not Jarvis) Raymond.

			Soon, two wealthy Americans took up residence in Liverpool’s “Washington” hotel. They occupied the best rooms, dressed fashionably and expensively, and introduced themselves as being in England on extended business.

			Before long, they met a 17-year-old blonde of Irish descent named Katherine Louise Flynn—just “Kitty.” At 15, Kitty had run away from home and, in just two years, had come to understand the advantages of a life of luxury—and had vowed to achieve it. The two rich Americans were, of course, milestones on that path. Her charm, beauty, and youth were undeniable arguments. It’s unclear who was first, but both Mr. Wells and Mr. Raymond soon found themselves at the Irish girl’s feet. The Americans were not only wealthy but also friends, partners, and gentlemen. So, they dined with Kitty together, but slept separately. Both proposed marriages, though there was room for only one bride. Ballard, with his significant height advantage and musical talent, won the duel for Kitty’s hand—which didn’t mean that Adam lost access to the beauty’s bed. Piano Charlie, even if he’d wanted to, could hardly object. The fact was, back in America, he already had a wife and two children—a detail Kitty, of course, didn’t know. But Adam always had it ready as a handy piece of blackmail.

			With the money left from the Boston bank job, the friends purchased part of the Grand Hotel in Paris and rented several large and comfortable apartments across the street. Their new venture was called the “American Bar.” The interior was decorated with paintings, marble, expensive vases, and mirrors. On the second floor were cozy tables and sofas, where guests could enjoy drinks and newspapers—everything needed for a pleasant time for Americans visiting Paris. The charming Kitty served as hostess. Charles, naturally, was in charge of the music. But on the upper floor, Adam set up a full-scale illegal casino. There was a hidden button behind the bar that triggered a secret alarm. Adam only needed a couple of minutes to transform the gaming rooms into a quiet reading salon. The Paris police conducted several raids on the suspicious establishment, but found nothing—just men reading newspapers. Besides, Adam always knew in advance when a raid was planned—he had his own people inside the police force.

			Soon, the “American Bar” became a magnet not only for the American and British underworld but also for the entire European criminal network. Worth promoted the place as a meeting spot for criminals in search of work or refuge. One evening, the managers of the Boston bank—on a business trip in Paris—had a lovely time at the bar. Of course, they had no idea that the charming venue was funded with money stolen from their own vaults.

			And so it went until the winter of 1873, when another guest walked through the bar’s door. He took off his expensive coat, sat at a table, and ordered a drink. Only amateurs would fail to recognize him. Neither Piano Charlie nor Adam Worth were amateurs. The guest’s name was William Pinkerton.

			His face was familiar to almost every criminal in the Western world. Together with his brother Robert, they were managing directors of the Pinkerton National Detective Agency, which was founded in 1850 by their father, Allan Pinkerton, a Scotsman who had emigrated to the United States in 1842. After their father’s death in 1884, it was William who took over the agency, which later became a forerunner of the FBI — the Federal Bureau of Investigation. But even back in 1873, the Pinkertons had already gained international fame and respect. Any criminals pursued by the Pinkertons began to feel very uncomfortable.

			Many years later, when he had already become friends with William, Adam admitted that he had been very alarmed by his visit to the “American Bar” back in 1873. He recognized him instantly and immediately offered him another drink on the house. William gratefully accepted the offer, fully aware that he was being served by the man who had robbed the Boston bank. They chatted amicably about mutual acquaintances on both sides of the law, and Pinkerton took his leave. In fact, William was in Paris on business completely unrelated to the successful trio. But Adam was very frightened. He couldn’t believe that Pinkerton wasn’t secretly digging into his affairs.

			During the short time he spent at the bar, Pinkerton figured out that a warning system existed and informed the Paris police. This time, the gendarmes didn’t miss. They discovered the whole set of tools and arrested Ballard. After being released on bail, he flew off to London, and Adam and Kitty gathered everything they could carry and joined Charlie in England.

			Today, the premises that Worth once used for gambling are now bedrooms of one of the most expensive Parisian hotels — the Grand Hotel Intercontinental.

			In London, the married couple Wells and Mr. Raymonds settled in with a lavish lifestyle befitting successful American businessmen. They lived in a huge house with tennis courts, a shooting range, and a bowling alley. In addition, Adam rented an apartment on Piccadilly, a central London street.

			Such a scale was required by the underground criminal organization Worth was building. He employed hundreds of thieves, swindlers, bank and train robbers, counterfeiters of securities and documents. Naturally, only a select and trusted few knew who was at the helm, who developed the operational schemes, approved the plans, and collected the main profits. These people were the ones Adam received in his luxurious apartments.

			The scale of the business required Worth’s presence in different parts of the world: Europe, the Caribbean, South America, and even Africa. Adam bought a 34-meter yacht. In 1874, a lightning-fast raid on a bank in Kingston, Jamaica, added $10,000 to the treasury. While the police were still investigating, the yacht was already far out at sea.

			The yacht was also used for family matters. Kitty was now a mother: by 1877, she had two daughters. It’s unlikely that any of the three could say with certainty who the father was. But Worth always considered them his children, looked after them, and supported them in every possible way. In favor of Adam’s fatherhood speaks the fact that Kitty found out about Charlie’s bigamy, which caused her indignation and contempt. Moreover, Charlie drank heavily and had lost all the charm of his youth. Charlie was the only one in Worth’s circle whose drinking Adam turned a blind eye to. For everyone else in the organization, strict discipline was enforced, with a categorical ban on drunkenness, cruelty, and low behavior. “A man with brains doesn’t need a weapon in his pocket — there are always other ways,” Adam used to say.

			Hundreds of petty crooks and prominent professional thieves owed their invisible boss, Henry Raymond, not only their means of livelihood but very often their salvation from arrest and prison.

			By 1875, Adam Worth had quite comfortably settled into the role of Henry Raymond — a wealthy, successful man, far removed from any trouble, which was a significant achievement for a specialist in such an exotic profession. Alas, it didn’t last long...

			Max Shinburn, a baron and “safecracker” turned into an enemy. Most likely, the rift was caused by his attempts to court the charming Kitty. Worth was furious.

			Piano Charlie, comrade and bedfellow, while remaining friends with Max, decided to try his own luck. He went to New York, where, without Adam’s brains but with unlimited access to a bottle, he quickly landed in police hands, was tried, found guilty of the Boston bank robbery in 1869, and sentenced to 20 years in prison.

			But the most painful blow to Adam came from his beloved Kitty. She packed a pouch of jewels and flew off to New York out of boredom with London. There, quickly grasping the market situation and realizing the undeniable demand for her charms, Kitty found her place in the escort business. Adam begged her to return and marry him, but Kitty refused. The love triangle fell apart, leaving deep scars in Adam’s heart for the rest of his life. It seemed life couldn’t get any worse. But no, that wasn’t the end of it.

			At the beginning of 1876, John Worth, Adam’s younger brother, arrived in London from New York. A simple, easily manipulated man, penniless and with a wife and two children in America, he was desperately seeking help from Adam. But Worth, with his luxurious lifestyle and a heap of troubles that had fallen on him, needed financial support himself.

			One way to replenish his finances was through forging bank checks and cashing them. Adam could entrust the simple task of exchanging one currency for another to his brother. But even that operation proved too much for him: he got arrested. Adam now had a new headache — to get John out of jail on bail, hire a good lawyer, and minimize the punishment. Of course, the money was available. But under English law, the person posting bail had to be a respectable citizen with a solid reputation and standing. If that person were Henry Raymond, and the police — already watching him closely — began digging into his background, it could end badly. No, it had to be someone from a different circle. John’s bail was set at 3,000 pounds sterling — a substantial amount.

			On May 27, 1876, Adam, accompanied by the towering “Junky” Phillips — a man with a reputation for particular cruelty in the criminal underworld — was walking down Old Bond Street, the heart of London’s gallery district. A large crowd had gathered near the William Agnew gallery — tickets were being sold for the viewing of a portrait of Georgiana, Duchess of Devonshire, painted by the famous artist Thomas Gainsborough.

			Georgiana Spencer, a third-generation aunt of the late Princess Diana, was naturally gifted with beauty, a graceful figure, elegance, and sensuality. Over time, these qualities were joined by political activism, a fondness for alcohol, and a passion for gambling. But what most captivated the public and historians alike were her love affairs.

			At 17, Georgiana married 25-year-old William Cavendish, the Duke of Devonshire, and thus became a duchess herself. William and Georgiana had little in common. It also turned out that he already had a child from another Spencer — a dressmaker named Charlotte. Charlotte soon passed away, and Georgiana raised the girl.

			In 1782, the duchess met a certain Lady Elizabeth Foster, who was experiencing emotional distress after parting with her husband and two sons. The women grew close, and Georgiana eventually invited Elizabeth to live with them — healing would be easier in their household. And so it happened: Lady Foster moved in with the Duke and Duchess of Devonshire. Both spouses comforted Elizabeth — each in their own way. That, of course, caused a full-blown scandal. While it was common for a nobleman to have a mistress, living all together under one roof was excessive. The two women began taking turns bearing children for the duke: Georgiana had three, and Lady Foster had two. Perhaps out of boredom, or to spite her husband, Georgiana also took a lover — Charles Grey, who later became Prime Minister of England. Her husband kicked her out over the affair. But Charles wasn’t particularly eager to have her either.

			By the end of her remarkable life, Georgiana had lost nearly all her hair, became bloated, alcoholic, and impoverished. She died of liver disease at the age of 48, and Lady Foster became the Duchess of Devonshire.

			Thomas Gainsborough painted Georgiana several times. Sometimes, in frustration, he would throw down his brush, exclaiming, “No, I can’t capture her grace on canvas!” In 1783, he completed his final version — a full-length portrait of Georgiana, which hung in the duke’s house. Sometime in the 1790s, the painting disappeared. How, where, when, and why — remains a mystery. Perhaps during another one of his affairs, the duke, irritated by Georgiana’s Mona Lisa-like smile, ordered the painting removed from sight.

			In 1841, London art dealer John Bentley was traveling through the countryside in search of rare works of art. On the morning of September 17, by some twist of fate, he ended up in the home of an elderly schoolteacher, Anna Maginnis. While sipping tea she had offered, John noticed a portrait of a woman hanging above the fireplace. There could be no mistake — it was Georgiana, Duchess of Devonshire, by the hand of Gainsborough.

			Except now, she had no legs. The old lady didn’t know where the painting came from, but patiently explained to the shocked Bentley that since the picture didn’t fit above the fireplace, she had cut off the legs and burned the scraps.

			After brief negotiations, Mrs. Maginnis agreed to sell the portrait — which she believed depicted a relative — for 56 pounds. Passing through several hands, the painting was eventually acquired in 1876 by William Agnew for his Bond Street gallery. And now, crowds were gathering at the gallery door to see the duchess.

			Adam Worth’s mind was working with focused precision. He sent “Junky” to buy two tickets and waited two hours for his turn to see the portrait. Georgiana was the answer to all his problems. He would steal the painting from the gallery and, in exchange for its return, force the gallery owner to post bail for John. While the painting was being “returned,” John would leave England, and no one would suspect Henry Raymond. It was a flawless plan.

			While Adam admired the duchess’s beauty in his home on Piccadilly, proud of his clever hands and perfect plan, the need for the theft vanished. John was released thanks to the efforts of a crafty lawyer.

			But Adam could no longer part with the painting. The stunning woman on canvas replaced the living Kitty he had lost. Worth had succumbed to a Pygmalion effect. Adding to this was the resemblance between his and Georgiana’s love lives — both involved a trio. As his attachment grew, Georgiana became the dominant figure in their dynamic, and Adam — her servant. He kept Georgiana in a suitcase with a false bottom. She traveled with him all over the world: to South Africa, where he orchestrated a major diamond transport robbery in 1878; to America, where his men cracked safes in 1886; to Canada, where he was finally arrested — though they never found the false-bottomed suitcase or the hidden painting. The inspector questioning him never realized that Henry Raymond was actually the infamous Adam Worth. From 1886 onward, Georgiana lived in various warehouses in New York. Every time Adam visited the city, he made sure to see his lady.

			In 1892, Adam traveled to Liège, Belgium. He had two goals: one noble — to visit Charles Ballard, imprisoned in a Belgian jail, perhaps even help him escape; the other professional — to relieve the Liège bank of some of its cash reserves. But everything went wrong: his old friend had died in prison. And the heist, which for reasons known only to Adam he attempted personally, failed — and he was arrested. A search of his hotel room uncovered burglary tools and business cards with the name Henry Raymond. Adam admitted that was the name he had lived under for the last 25 years. The investigation did not go beyond that. Belgian police requested assistance from their English and American counterparts.

			In the U.S., Max Shinburn — long harboring a grudge against Adam over past dealings — was in prison. From the newspapers, he learned the details of the robbery and a description of the detainee. This was his chance! He negotiated with the authorities for a reduced sentence in exchange for revealing who the Belgian police had captured.

			Shinburn’s revelations shocked the Belgians. Could he be trusted? Soon, both the New York police and Scotland Yard confirmed: yes, it was indeed the world’s most dangerous criminal — Adam Worth, also known as Henry Raymond. The only ones who remained silent and offered no assistance to Belgian detectives were the Pinkertons. Their word carried great weight, and Adam knew it.

			While awaiting trial, Adam was twice hinted that his release depended on the return of the Gainsborough painting. Adam categorically denied any involvement.

			The jury deliberated for five hours. The result — seven years of hard labor. Prison was incredibly difficult for Adam. There, he learned of the deaths of those dearest to him: Charley Bullard, Frederika Mandelbaum, and most painfully, his beloved Kitty. Released two years early, he emerged from prison aged and ill.

			Adam rented a small room, his finances depleted. But that no longer mattered. Soon, he would be rich again — his Duchess of Devonshire would return everything to him. He just had to choose the right path.

			Adam returned to New York. Everything was in order there—Georgiana was still hidden in the secret compartment where he had left her. Adam was certain that the only person he could trust, and who could help him discreetly and profitably part with Georgiana, was William Pinkerton. Adam had deeply appreciated Pinkerton’s silence during his Belgian fiasco. He wrote the detective a letter, proposing they begin negotiations.

			Both agreed to meet at Pinkerton’s office. Their conversation began around noon and lasted into the late evening. Then continued the next day. And the day after that. Worth laid out his entire life before Pinkerton, starting with the days of the Civil War. In great detail, he described all the thefts he had committed in New York, Boston, London, Paris, South Africa—the particulars of Georgiana’s theft and how he had hidden her for 20 years. He spoke of his friends, accomplices, and enemies. Finally, they arrived at the terms for returning the painting. At the end of the three-day conversation, they shook hands like old friends. The wheels were now in motion for Georgiana’s return.

			For the first time in his career, Detective Pinkerton agreed to help a thief dispose of stolen property in exchange for a reward, without prosecution. At the same time, he couldn’t expose himself as an accomplice to a criminal. It was no easy task. William informed Scotland Yard that a trustworthy client had come forward, stating that he had learned from a wealthy, terminally ill American the location of the painting. Before dying, the man wished to help return it.

			The game between Worth on one side, Scotland Yard on the other, and Pinkerton in the middle, lasted two years. On January 16, 1901, the British police reported that they accepted the terms of the deal. The son of the old gallery owner, Sir William Agnew—Moreland Agnew—arrived in New York on March 16, 1901.

			Georgiana’s repatriation was scheduled for the morning of March 28. At the agreed time, a knock came at the office door where Moreland Agnew and Pinkerton were waiting. Standing on the threshold was an elderly courier holding a rolled-up package. Pinkerton had no doubt it was Adam himself, disguised for his final grand performance. He handed over the package and silently disappeared, closing the door behind him. After carefully examining the painting—and it was indeed Georgiana—Moreland confirmed its authenticity.

			There was no written contract for the terms of the deal, but rumor had it that Adam received $25,000 and Pinkerton $593.35 for his services.

			You might think that would be the end of the story—but Georgiana’s adventures didn’t stop there. Twenty-five years earlier, when old William Agnew had acquired her, he had made a deal to resell the painting to J.P. Morgan. Had it not been for the nimble fingers of Adam Worth, the portrait would have long hung in Morgan’s collection.

			At that time, Junius Morgan was one of the wealthiest men in America. Now, his son owned an empire worth more than the entire land value of 22 western states. He controlled a railroad network stretching over 33,000 miles. The J.P. Morgan company had 341 directors and 112 corporations under its umbrella. And Morgan collected art, buying up everything he could find.

			When Georgiana returned to Agnew, Moreland called John Pierpont Morgan. Buying the painting his father once wanted was a sentimental gesture for the son. On April 8, 1901, Moreland Agnew disembarked in Liverpool with the painting in hand, and by April 12, she belonged to Morgan.

			Georgiana became one of the crown jewels in the inheritance that Morgan’s children rushed to divide after his death on March 31, 1913. However, the Duchess of Devonshire was overlooked. She was simply forgotten. In 1960, she was briefly displayed to the public—but that was it. Eventually, the portrait ended up in the hands of Mabel Ingalls, one of Morgan’s last granddaughters. It occasionally hung in her New York apartment, though more often it was stored in a closet. Mabel died in December 1993 at the age of 92. Her heirs decided to put Georgiana up for auction at Sotheby’s.

			On July 13, 1994, Sotheby’s put the Duchess of Devonshire up for sale. The bidding was fierce. But each new offer was immediately topped by a certain Mr. Smith sitting in the front row. In the end, he was the one who won Georgiana.

			When the excitement died down, he revealed his full name: Nicholas Smith of the firm Knoedler & Co., legal representatives of the true new owner of the painting—the Duke of Devonshire. Quoting Adam Worth, “the lady had come home.”

			With the loss of Georgiana, who reminded him so much of Kitty and had become a part of his life over the last 25 years, Adam turned inward. He drank heavily, his health deteriorated. His old friends only wanted money from him, and he cut off contact with them as well. His only comfort came from the letters he regularly exchanged with William Pinkerton. Their relationship had long grown into a true friendship marked by deep mutual respect, which they both cherished.

			Adam died on January 8, 1902. He was 58. His tombstone reads:

			“Adam Worth, a.k.a. Henry Raymond – ‘The Napoleon of Crime.’”

			Of course, Conan Doyle couldn’t bring him back to life the way he did Sherlock Holmes—but he found another way to immortalize him. “The original for the sinister criminal Moriarty was Adam Worth, who stole the famous Georgiana in 1876 and hid her for 25 years,” Sir Arthur once admitted to a friend.

			Adam passed on his extraordinary talents to his children. One of Kitty’s daughters—almost certainly Adam’s child—married, and her son, Juan Trippe, became the founder of Pan American Airlines, the world’s largest airline until 1991. And Adam’s legitimate son, Harry Raymond, who began as a messenger earning $4 a week, became a top investigator at the very agency—Pinkerton’s—that had hunted his father for half a century.

			“Everything comes full circle,” said the esteemed Sir Arthur Conan Doyle.

			



	

Genghis Khan – Legacy, Heirs and Gravediggers

			[image: A statue of a man with a beard and mustache is lying on a map.  AI generated content]

			Just a little over 20 years ago, humanity stepped into a new millennium—a new thousand-year era. The main concern of everyone at the time was, of course, the so-called “Millennium Bug”—a potential failure of computers that controlled almost every aspect of modern life. Amid this technological anxiety, a global game initiated by leading magazines and newspapers went somewhat unnoticed. This game aimed to determine the most outstanding figure of the passing millennium—whether in terms of great achievements or the scale of atrocities committed.

			The list of candidates turned out to be quite limited. Famous figures and their biographies shuffled from one ranking to another, with only their positions changing. Among them stood one figure of unparalleled polarity. The Washington Post named him the “Man of the Millennium,” while Time magazine labeled him the “Villain of the Millennium.” His name is Genghis Khan.

			The story of how Temujin—the man who would proclaim himself Genghis Khan—came into the world is filled with pursuits, adventures, love, and suffering.

			It was the year 1162. The events took place in the Mongolian steppe, which transitions into the Gobi Desert in the south and is bordered by mountains to the north, separating it from Siberia. A young warrior named Chiledu rode across the steppe, humming a simple Mongolian tune, content with life. Behind him, in a cart, sat his beautiful young bride, Hoelun. He had traveled far to her tribe, known for its beautiful women. Most likely, he had worked for her father for several years before finally earning the right to take her as his wife.

			This was the path of the biblical patriarch Jacob, who labored seven years to marry Rachel. However, in Mongolia, there was another way to acquire a bride, stealing her.

			Watching from a high hill was Yesugei, who, summoning his brothers, began pursuing the unsuspecting lovers. The chase is way superior in speed. The outcome was clear: Chiledu would be killed, and Hoelun would be taken captive.

			Realizing their fate, Hoelun tore off her blouse and threw it to Chiledu. “Ride away alone and save yourself! This blouse carries my scent”—for Mongols, scent held mystical significance—”Remember me, find another wife, and be happy!” These were her parting words. Chiledu galloped away, and Hoelun was taken by Yesugei.

			Soon, she gave birth to her first son. According to legend, the newborn clenched a blood clot in his tiny fist—a sign of fate, though its meaning was unclear even to his parents or the tribal soothsayers. They named him Temujin. After him came four more children. Two of the youngest, a son and a daughter, were named Temuj and Temulun, derived from the Mongolian word temul, meaning “will and determination in pursuing one’s goal.” Temujin’s life would prove that his name was well chosen.

			Yesugei, it turned out, had another wife, Sochigel, and two children with her. When Temujin was nine, his father took him on a journey to find a bride—more likely an attempt to remove him from the household, as conflict with Begter, Sochigel’s eldest son, was inevitable.

			On their way, they encountered a family with a girl named Börte, slightly older than Temujin. The children liked each other, and it was agreed that Temujin would stay as a groom-in-waiting and a laborer. On his way back, Yesugei was poisoned and returned home gravely ill. He sent for Temujin, but the boy arrived only in time for the funeral.

			The family was left without a father, husband, and protector. Two women and seven children under the age of ten were abandoned to survive in the harsh Mongolian steppe, where success depended on hunting, fishing, and defending against rival clans. Normally, a deceased man’s brothers would take in his widow and children, but in this case, no one wanted to support nine extra mouths. The relatives packed up their tents and left, abandoning Hoelun and the children to die.

			They would have perished if not for Hoelun’s resilience. Just as she had once saved her beloved Chiledu, she now fought to save her family. She gathered wild berries and edible roots and hunted small animals with sharpened sticks. Temujin did his part by fashioning arrows from bones, cooking meals, pitching the tent, and skinning animals for clothing. These hardships hardened him and taught him how to survive the steppe’s brutal challenges.

			Eventually, they joined a small clan of distant relatives, where Temujin befriended Jamukha. They swore a blood oath of brotherhood—among Mongols, the highest form of loyalty. In time, however, they would become blood enemies. But for now, the family survived.

			As his father had foreseen, conflict arose between the elder sons of different mothers. By Mongol law, Begter had the right not only to rule over his younger half-siblings but also, upon reaching a certain age, to marry his father’s widow (though not his own mother). This was unacceptable to Temujin. He complained to Hoelun, but she defended Begter:

			“This is our tradition. Your real enemies are the ones who left us to die in the steppe.” But Temujin was unconvinced. With the help of his younger brother Khasar, he ambushed Begter with bows and arrows, killing him and leaving his body for the wild beasts.

			With this act, the family transformed from mere outcasts into criminals. Among Mongols, fratricide was a grave sin. Though Temujin tried to hide in the mountains, he was eventually captured and enslaved by the very people who had abandoned his family—the Taichiud tribe, which was related to his own clan. However, during a drunken feast, he managed to escape.

			By then, Temujin was sixteen. Many years had passed since he had last seen Börte, but he had never forgotten her. He searched for her family and—miraculously—found them. Everyone was alive and well, and Börte, despite being eighteen, had never married. Her father was still willing to give her to Temujin.

			The young Mongol was overjoyed. He dreamed of a peaceful nomadic life leading a small clan—his wife, mother, stepmother, siblings, and a few loyal friends.

			But in 12th-century Mongolia, the primary occupations were hunting and warring with other clans. The strong were given gifts to maintain alliances, while the weak were raided—their possessions seized, their women taken, and the uncooperative killed.

			The Merkits, Hoelun’s original tribe, remembered how Yesugei had stolen her from the rightful fiancé and decided to restore justice. They no longer wanted Hoelun—she had served her purpose, raising five children—but Börte was another matter. Temujin’s young wife became their target.

			The attack on Temujin’s camp began in the darkness of the pre-dawn morning. It was a woman’s keen hearing that saved them—she felt the ground trembling under the hooves of approaching horses. His brothers, Kholum and Sochagel, managed to escape into the steppe, while Borte hid in one of the carts. That was where they found her. She was taken away to the Selenge River, where the Merkits lived.

			A moment of truth. Temujin could forget about his young wife, just as his would-be father, Chiledu, had once done when he left Hoelun to her kidnappers. He himself would likely have to steal a wife, as his father Yagusei had done, since no self-respecting Mongol clan leader would give his daughter in marriage to a man who had lost his previous wife to abduction. There would be no major surprises on this path.

			The other option meant war with the powerful Merkit clan. Temujin’s small family posed no real military threat. He needed strong allies. Among the Mongols, this required joining a powerful khan’s community, which meant placing himself in subordination.

			A year before this, when Borte married Temujin, she brought a luxurious sable coat as her dowry. It was supposed to be given to the groom’s father. But Yagusei was dead, so the young couple decided to gift it to Yagusei’s relative, the head of the large Ong Khan clan. By accepting the coat, Ong Khan symbolically recognized Temujin as his son and accepted his submission. Temujin sought out Ong Khan in the steppe, told him the story of Borte’s abduction, and asked for support in attacking the Merkits. Ong Khan, who had his own grievances against the Merkits, not only agreed to the alliance but also suggested bringing in Jamukha, Temujin’s sworn brother. Temujin readily accepted.

			The entire campaign was brief and ended with the defeat and capture of the Merkits, the plundering of their goods, and, most importantly, the emotional and joyous reunion of the young couple.

			Temujin’s nomadic life changed significantly. He was no longer just a shepherd and hunter—he was now a warrior. He had his own detachment, and within Jamukha’s clan, where he lived for a year after defeating the Merkits, he held a special privileged position. Additionally, he became a father. However, the legitimacy of his fatherhood was questioned not only by historians but by the couple themselves. Even the child’s name was ambiguous—Jochi, meaning “visitor” or “guest.”

			By 1181, Jamukha began to grow irritated with his partnership with Temujin, while Temujin, in turn, resented the superiority that Jamukha, considering himself of “noble bone,” constantly made him feel—viewing him as a mere mongrel in the inter-clan lineage. The tension between them escalated into a 20-year feud across the vast Mongolian steppe.

			In 1189, Temujin convened his first Kurultai—a gathering of families, scattered troops, relatives, and followers. Attendance signified support and recognition of the organizer as a khan, while absence implied silent rejection, if not outright hostility.

			Formally still a vassal of Ong Khan, Temujin reaffirmed his loyalty and submission, explaining that he called the Kurultai with the idea of uniting the Mongols under Ong Khan’s leadership and asking for his blessing. Ong Khan was satisfied with this, and Temujin set about organizing his still-small inner circle. Unlike traditional Mongol customs, he assigned key positions not to relatives but to his two most loyal and long-standing comrades—Borchu and Jelme. Having learned from his own bitter experience, Temujin placed loyalty above kinship. His closest circle was called the “Orda” (Horde). It included, first and foremost, trusted cooks—to guard against poisoning—and a personal guard: 70 for the day and 80 for the night.

			In 1196, Ong Khan invited Temujin to join a raid against the Tatars, who lived south of the Gobi Desert. The victory was swift and complete. But more than the victory itself, Temujin was struck by the wealth and prosperity of the Tatar camps. Even Tatar children wore silk garments embroidered with gold.

			Compared to them, even the richest Mongols looked like beggars. The secret was simple: the Tatars lived close to China, with its advanced production and trade networks. The lesson was clear—China meant wealth.

			The following years were filled with relentless wars. Against Jamukha, who in 1201 declared himself Gur-Khan, or supreme khan of all warriors—an open challenge not only to Temujin but also to his patron, Ong Khan. Jamukha was defeated, though he himself survived. And since some of his allies were Tatars, Temujin turned against them again in 1202.

			By now, he was 40 years old, and no longer just a horseman and archer. His focus had shifted to improving military tactics and strategy, as well as organizing his growing army and entire clan.

			He noted that the traditional immediate looting of enemy camps significantly slowed their advance and often allowed the enemy to regroup and resist again. So plundering during battle got banned. He centralized the collection and distribution of captured goods according to rank and merit, including women and children. Those who disobeyed his orders were completely deprived of their share of the spoils.

			As a result, a massive number of impoverished Mongols rallied under his banner.

			According to Mongolian war traditions, captured enemies were either killed or turned into vassals and servants. Temujin convened a Kurultai (a general assembly) and proposed that all Tatars shorter than the pin holding a cart’s shaft should not only be spared but also recognized as full-fledged members of the Mongol tribe. He personally sent a Tatar boy to be raised by his mother, Hoelun, and strongly supported mixed marriages. Setting an example himself, in addition to his beloved Börte, he took two Tatar sisters, Yesugen and Yesui, as wives.

			Many Mongols followed his lead. The Tatars held a higher status than the Mongols, and over time, many of them rose to prominent positions and wielded great power. Eventually, the world simply began referring to this people as “Tatars.”

			Another innovation was the organization of the army. At its core was a unit of 10 “brothers.” These men were not necessarily blood relatives, but their bond was even stronger than kinship—mutual aid, support, rescuing the wounded, and carrying away the dead were absolute duties. Next came the hundred, consisting of 10 such “brotherhood” units, then a thousand, and finally, the largest formation—10,000 warriors.

			By the early 13th century, Temujin’s army numbered around 80,000 men. Formally, he was still a vassal of the aging Ong Khan. Temujin, who demanded absolute loyalty from his followers, adhered to the same principle himself. He proposed a marriage between his eldest son, Jochi, and Ong Khan’s daughter. However, Ong Khan refused and instead attempted to lure Temujin into a trap and eliminate him for good. The “War of the Khans,” as Mongolian chronicles called it, lasted for two years. In the end, Ong Khan, his relative Taiyang Khan, and even Jamukha were all killed. They had all belonged to Mongolia’s ancient aristocracy. And the victor? A lowborn, impoverished outcast—Temujin.

			Now his domain stretched from the Gobi Desert in the south to the Arctic tundra in the north, and from present-day Manchuria in the east to the Altai Mountains in the west.

			In 1206, he convened another Kurultai. Tens of thousands of people from various nomadic tribes filled the steppe, bringing their horses and livestock. They set up tents, cooked food, drank fermented milk, sang, danced, and praised their new leader. Temujin proclaimed the creation of the “Great Mongol Nation” and declared himself—not the Khan of all Khans, but Genghis Khan. The word “Chin” in Mongolian means “strong,” “fearless,” “unwavering”—like a wolf, from whom all Mongols trace their lineage. Thousands of shamans beat their drums, blessing the new Khan. His closest followers lifted him onto a carpet and carried him to the throne.

			There were no palaces, no grand parade, no special tribunes for honored guests. For thousands of miles, only the open steppe stretched in every direction, resounding with cries of “Uri, uri!”—the Mongol equivalent of the Christian “Amen.” In time, this Mongolian chant transformed into the battle cry “Ura! Ura!”

			A monumental task lay ahead for the new Khan. He had created a new nation. Now, he had to establish order and governance. The only legacy he inherited was the nomadic way of life of various clans. Everything else, Genghis Khan had to invent himself.

			He began with the army, placing his four sons and his most loyal followers in command.

			Then, he created the Great Law, which prohibited all internal feuds and conflicts. It was based on the traditions and familiar lifestyle of the nomads but was universal for all, allowing different groups to manage their own affairs as they saw fit.

			The first part of the law completely banned the abduction of women, the enslavement of any Mongol, and any potential causes for disputes, recognizing all children as legitimate.

			Another section of the law declared all religions equal, with religious leaders and their properties exempt from taxation.

			A strict ban on seizing power by force was imposed—only elections via the Kurultai were considered legitimate.

			Every family or military unit was held responsible for the actions of its members. If one person broke the law, the entire family was held accountable.

			For the first time in history, when rulers governed by the will of the gods, Genghis Khan declared that the Great Law applied to everyone—including the Khan himself.

			Genghis Khan devised a unique method to instill laws into daily life—he ordered that they be set to music and sung during military campaigns, much like how modern soldiers sing about duty, women, party loyalty, or national pride. Mongol warriors sang about laws, rules, and order.

			A Mongol man’s life was dedicated to two services: family and the army. All able-bodied men aged 18 to 70 served in the military, either as soldiers or in related roles.

			Unlike the armies of the world, where infantry was the backbone, the Mongol army was 100% cavalry.

			As a result, it had no supply problems—warriors lived off their horses, drinking their milk, eating their meat, and hunting for food. They sustained themselves with what they captured. This allowed the Mongol army to move with unprecedented speed and stealth, as their supplies of dried milk and meat eliminated the need for campfires during rest stops, making them nearly invisible in the vast steppe.

			A close study of Genghis Khan’s military legacy by Hitler was reflected in the theory of “Blitzkrieg.” Horses were replaced with tanks, supply trains were left far behind, and soldiers were given a specially developed drug that allowed them to stay awake for 72 hours. Western Europe was occupied in a matter of days, and the European part of the USSR in just a few months.

			Mongol military ethics were also fundamentally different. In most armies, soldiers are taught to fearlessly sacrifice their lives for a leader, ruler, homeland, or ideology. Genghis Khan never called on his warriors to die for him. Unlike generals, marshals, and emperors of all nations, he valued the lives of Mongol soldiers. They were strictly forbidden from talking or thinking about death, even mentioning fallen comrades. Every soldier, both on the battlefield and beyond, was to consider himself immortal. For a Mongol, there was no honor in merely participating in a battle. Honor and glory were found only in victory, no matter the means by which it was achieved.

			After strategically and morally organizing his army, Genghis Khan launched a series of campaigns. His goals? There were several. Some enemies had to be avenged for past insults and humiliations, but that was not the main point. The Mongols lived as nomads, hunting and raising livestock. They did not mine resources, manufacture goods, or engage in trade. They had no scholars, astrologers, engineers, or doctors of their own. The only way to improve their lives was to take all of this from those who had succeeded.

			In 1207, Genghis Khan sent his eldest son, Jochi, to the lands the Mongols called “Sibir.” There, forest hunters and reindeer herders lived. This land has since been named Siberia. Jochi returned with a stockpile of warm furs and forest products—there was little else to take. However, the local people agreed to become Mongol vassals, and as a sign of alliance, Jochi left his daughter to marry a local chief.

			Another vassal was added in 1209—the Uighurs, who had a far more advanced culture and economy. They practiced Islam, had a written language, and books. Genghis Khan always held religion and scholarship in great respect. Today, the Uighurs, residents of western China, face constant persecution from central authorities attempting to eradicate Islam and all things non-Chinese.

			These were relatively easy campaigns. The next one, however, lasted four years. It began in 1211 and targeted the eastern Khitan state of Jin, with its capital, Zhongdu—modern-day Beijing. By 1215, Zhongdu was destroyed. Many of the defeated joined the Mongol army, and caravans laden with silk, carpets, pillows, lacquered furniture, paper fans, porcelain dishes, metal knives, military armor, teapots, and perfume jugs began flowing into the steppe from China. The Mongol tents filled with jewelry, ivory, coral, and lapis lazuli. Their tables were now set with wine, honey, and tea.

			While Mongol women milked camels and horses, cooked food, and mended clothes, they were entertained by Chinese magicians, acrobats, singers, musicians, and fortune tellers. Mongol settlements became filled with tailors, healers, astrologers, interpreters, and jewelers. No other ruler in history had ever showered his people with such wealth, goods, and services so suddenly. All of this fell upon people who still lived in tents, kindled fires with dried horse and goat dung, and spent their lives as nomadic herders.

			But the more you have, the more you want. “More, more!” cried this once-nonexistent nation, now barely two decades old. This desire for “more” once again drove Genghis Khan to war. And before his death, he bequeathed this war to his successors. They faithfully carried out his will for the next two generations.

			Genghis Khan himself had only one final campaign left. In 1219, at the head of a 100,000-strong army of Mongols, Uighur allies, and Chinese doctors and engineers, he arrived at the borders of Khwarezm. The names of the conquered cities flashed past like station signs seen from a speeding train: Otrar, Urgench, Bukhara, Samarkand, Merv, Nishapur, Herat, Ghazni, Peshawar, Tbilisi, Derbent, Astrakhan. Today, these lands belong to Uzbekistan, Tajikistan, Kazakhstan, Afghanistan, Georgia, Turkey, Iran, and parts of Russia.

			There were a few defeats, but mostly a string of minor victories, plundered cities, and millions killed. The Mongols executed selectively. The first to be eliminated were the local nobility and aristocracy—Mongols planned to govern themselves or find loyal administrators. Next, the entire enemy infantry was wiped out—the Mongols were a cavalry army and had no use for foot soldiers. But professionals were carefully selected and spared. This included all literate people: engineers, doctors, clerks, astronomers, judges, teachers, and performers. Special honor was given to translators and religious leaders, regardless of faith. At that time, Khwarezm was home to Muslims, Christians, Jews, and Buddhists alike.

			After capturing a city, Mongols immediately organized “mobile propaganda brigades.” Their task was to spread reports of Mongol successes. These teams rushed ahead to the next cities, detailing how many people had been killed, who had been spared and why, along with recommendations on how to move from one category to the other.

			By 1223, Khwarezm was completely subdued. Celebrations of victory, administrative reorganization, disputes among his own sons and grandsons, and the shipment of spoils back to Mongolia delayed Genghis Khan’s return home for several years. When he finally set out, age, injuries, illness, and exhaustion caught up with him. In late summer of 1227, on his way back to his beloved Mongolia, Genghis Khan died.

			The events surrounding his burial and the location of his tomb became a mystery. What is known is that his warriors brought his body back to Mongolia and buried him anonymously in the steppe—without monuments, mausoleums, statues, or pyramids, with only a single stone. According to Mongol customs, the body was to remain undisturbed, as the soul was no longer there. After the secret burial, Genghis Khan’s soldiers sealed off hundreds of square kilometers of land, declaring it the “Great Taboo.” No one except his family members was allowed to enter. This remained so for 800 years. The Mongol Empire had long since collapsed, many foreign armies had swept through its steppes, but the “Great Taboo” in the heart of Asia remained closed and inaccessible.

			Instead of a tomb, the legacy of Genghis Khan became the true inheritance of humanity. Above all, he was a great warrior. First, this allowed him to unite scattered steppe families into a single Mongol nation. In just 25 years, this newly unified force, under his leadership, conquered more land and people than the Roman Empire did in 400 years. Today, the territories once under Mongol rule span 30 countries, home to nearly 3 billion people—including China, Iran, Pakistan, Korea, southern Russia, Georgia, and many others.

			It should be noted that Genghis Khan’s Mongol army never exceeded one hundred thousand warriors. The foundation of its success lay in the tactics of using a mobile and well-organized cavalry force that was not burdened by supply lines, administrative command structures, roads, or communication networks but was united by a single spirit, rigorous training, and resilience.

			On the eve of World War II, Japanese, German, and Soviet military scholars began deciphering and translating Mongolian chronicles, which had only recently become accessible. They sought to uncover the secrets of Genghis Khan’s military successes. The Germans published a book of translations, but they never had time to study it—its entire print run was destroyed during the Allied bombings of Leipzig. Meanwhile, Stalin, in search of Mongolian military secrets, ordered the tomb of Tamerlane—who had proclaimed himself a descendant of Genghis Khan—to be opened, as well as a search for Genghis Khan’s own burial site. Several expeditions returned from Mongolia empty-handed.

			However, Tamerlane’s (Timur’s) tomb was indeed opened. On the inner surface of the coffin, an inscription was found: “He who opens my tomb will unleash upon the world a conqueror more terrifying than myself.” It would sound like something out of an Indiana Jones movie—if it hadn’t actually happened in June 1941 - the beginning of Germany’s “Blitzkrieg” into Russia. And Tamerlane was reburied at the end of 1942—right before the turning-point victory at Stalingrad. Hard not to believe in such a prophecy!

			In the territories he conquered, Genghis Khan preferred to deal not with small principalities but with unified, large vassal states. He consolidated his vast empire—populated by peoples of diverse cultures and histories—into a single new world order. Before him, Europeans knew nothing of China or India, and vice versa. Genghis Khan connected the world under his rule through diplomacy and commerce.

			The Mongols invented nothing, created no new religions, and wrote no books. They cultivated no new crops. They were concerned with only one thing: the movement of goods, ideas, and knowledge across their empire. For this reason, literate people, multilingual individuals, artisans, and religious figures—regardless of their faith—were exempt from taxes and often appointed to court positions. German miners were sent to China, while Chinese doctors traveled to Persia. In Europe, Chinese noodles, playing cards, and tea appeared, while Parisian craftsmen built fountains in the Mongolian steppes. The Mongol army had English translators; Uyghurs taught the Mongols to write. Christian churches were erected in China, Buddhist temples in Persia, and mosques in Russia.

			Genghis Khan ruthlessly destroyed local aristocracies and hereditary privileges, instead promoting individuals based on knowledge, skills, and loyalty. Along the traditional Silk Road, he established postal stations where couriers could change horses and camels, receive food, and find shelter. For the first time in history, a free-trade zone was established. He introduced diplomatic immunity, abolished torture, and instituted the death penalty for banditry and terrorism. Genghis Khan left his successors such a well-ordered system that they managed to maintain it for another 150 years.

			Genghis Khan’s four sons—Jochi, Chagatai, Ögedei, and Tolui—became his direct heirs. During his lifetime, their father taught them to speak little and express their intentions through actions. He urged them to be true leaders who would not be satisfied until their people were happy.

			“Have a clear vision and goals,” he advised. “Without them, you will not be able to govern others—nor even your own life. Avoid ostentation and material wealth. By chasing glittering trinkets, expensive clothing, fast horses, and beautiful women, one can easily lose sight of one’s purpose.”

			A wise summation of a lifetime of experience. But when has anyone ever truly followed their father’s advice? Jochi died young—likely not of natural causes. The remaining brothers recognized Ögedei as the Great Khan, making him the formal ruler of the empire. He had two great passions. First, he immediately opened all of his father’s treasure hoards—filled with silk, gold, and the spoils of countless campaigns—and began distributing them in handfuls, chests, carts, and entire camel caravans. It was intoxicating to feel like a god! His second passion was drinking. He drank fermented mare’s milk, got drunk, passed out, woke up, and drank again. Of course, Ögedei took part in no military campaigns. Instead, he focused on building the city of Karakorum. There, he constructed places of worship for every imaginable faith—Buddhists, Muslims, Christians, Taoists—so long as they came and brought goods.

			By 1235, however, the treasury had been significantly depleted, and there arose a need to replenish it. The method was well known—conquering new lands. A kurultai (grand assembly) was convened. Opinions were divided: some were drawn to India, which Genghis Khan had only briefly touched but which was deemed too hot; others dreamed of Persia, Baghdad, and Damascus. The final decision was paradoxical: they chose to divide the army into two parts—one would march north to Europe, the other south to China. A war on two fronts—something no one had attempted before or since, until 700 years later, when America fought simultaneously in the Pacific and in Europe.

			The Mongols had already gained experience in northern warfare in 1223, when their army, led by Genghis Khan’s most senior and skilled general, Subutai, systematically defeated, plundered, and then unified the fragmented Russian cities of Smolensk, Galich, Chernihiv, Volhynia, Kursk, and Suzdal. After his victories, Subutai allowed himself some time to rest in Crimea, where there were excellent pastures and coastal trade hubs bustling with merchants from Genoa.

			Now the Mongol army was led by Batu, the son of the late Jochi, while General Subotai, who could no longer mount a horse, served as his advisor. The campaign began in 1238 with the capture of a vast territory along the Volga, which became a base camp. From there, the Mongols advanced southward. Ryazan was the first to fall. By December 1240, with the conquest of Kyiv, Russia was finished: a Mongol cavalry force of about 70,000 warriors swept through present-day Hungary, Poland, and Germany, reaching the walls of Vienna—covering nearly 7,000 kilometers in a single year. Here, the “Tartar plague,” as it was called in Europe, halted; further advance was impractical due to the lack of pastures for their horses, and each Mongol warrior had at least five.

			The European aristocracy, nobility, and common people were shocked by this invasion. They could not explain who these wild, bloodthirsty people were, where they came from, or why they had come. Seeking answers, they turned to theologians, who quickly provided an explanation: these were the Jews of the Diaspora. They had escaped from Babylonian captivity but failed to find their land and thus descended upon Europe. “Moreover,” Christian chroniclers reported, “the year 1241 corresponds to the year 5000 in the Jewish calendar, when the Jews were expecting the coming of the Messiah or the restoration of the House of David.” Unable to resist the Mongols, Christians turned against the defenseless Jews. To make enemies easier to recognize, the Church ordered Jews to wear distinctive clothing and special badges.

			On December 11, 1241, Ögedei Khan collapsed into another drunken stupor—this time, never to rise again. By then, the other three sons of Genghis Khan were dead, and his grandsons took the stage. One of them, Batu, returned to Russia and founded the Golden Horde.

			The conquest of Europe brought little treasure to the Mongols. There was no silk, no carpets, no medicine, no gold. From Saxony, they could take craftsmen, miners, and translators, but Russia did not even have those. So Batu made a deal with Italian merchants who had established trading bases in Crimea. In exchange for goods brought by Genoese and Venetian traders from all over the world, he allowed them to trade Slavic captives across the Mediterranean. These slaves were in high demand everywhere but were especially prized by the Egyptian sultan. Thanks to Batu, an entire Slavic army emerged in Egypt. This ultimately created a massive problem for his cousin Hülegü. The Slavs not only fought well but had firsthand experience with Mongol military tactics and tricks—many even spoke Mongolian.

			By 1258, Hülegü had conquered vast territories of the Muslim Persian empire. Damascus and Baghdad fell—something that neither the Crusaders nor the Turks had achieved in 200 years (Baghdad would not be occupied again until 2003, by the British and Americans during Saddam Hussein’s rule). The Muslim world was on the verge of total Mongol domination. It would have happened if not for the very same Russian Slavs sold into Egypt by the Genoese. On September 3, 1260, near the Sea of Galilee in Israel, the Mongols clashed with the Egyptian Sultan’s army, consisting of Russians, Armenians, Georgian Christians, and Turkish Mamluks. This was the Mongols’ first major defeat and marked the end of their westward expansion.

			By 1300, another grandson of Genghis Khan, Kublai Khan, had pushed the eastern borders of the empire to the Pacific Ocean, incorporating the territories of present-day China, Siberia, the Far East, Korea, Burma, Vietnam, parts of India, and Tibet. His success was not due to military talent—he had none—but rather to his intelligence and adaptability. “China must be ruled by the Chinese,” he declared. He and his court took Chinese names, built a Chinese capital, and established a Chinese administration—becoming, in a way, more Chinese than the Chinese themselves. In the heart of his new capital, the future Beijing, Kublai Khan recreated a miniature Mongolian steppe—the Forbidden City—where Chinese access was restricted, and he and his family could enjoy their traditional nomadic way of life. Behind its high walls lay a small Mongolian paradise.

			In 1274, Kublai Khan turned his attention to Japan. He assembled a fleet of about a thousand ships carrying 20,000 Chinese and Korean warriors, along with Mongol cavalry. The first attack was successful. The samurai retreated from the shoreline, and the Mongols returned to their ships, preparing for a decisive assault the next morning. That night, however, a storm arose—a “divine wind” or kamikaze, as the Japanese later called it. The storm scattered the fleet, sending it into the ocean, and two-thirds of the warriors perished, mostly drowning. This marked the end of Mongol expansion to the east.

			By 1300, the grandsons of Genghis Khan had built an empire stretching from the Mediterranean to the Pacific. This was the peak of Mongol glory. Afterward, the empire began to decline—slowly but surely. There were many reasons for this, but one of the most significant was an unexpected consequence of the vast transportation and trade network the Mongols had
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