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PRAISE FOR MICHAEL KATAKIS’ WORKS


Dangerous Men


“Dangerous Men is mesmerizing. These are wonderful, devastating stories, filled with dread and death, yet suffused with decency and love. I loved it.”

— Ken Burns

“In this powerful debut, Michael Katakis strips away the comfortable fabric of civilization to reveal painful truths… I was reminded of Ernest Hemingway’s darker stories from his own debut, In Our Time. Like that master, Katakis never fails to engage the readers imagination nor evoke a strong visceral response that lingers long after the book is closed.”

— Charles Scribner III

“A work of great sensitivity and lyrical beauty.”

— Raja Shehadeh, author, Palestinian Walks, winner of the Orwell Prize

“… stories that come back to haunt you like an Edward Hopper Sunday.”

— Patrick Hemingway

“… Katakis targets the human heart. His aim is straight and true.”

— William Hjortsberg, author, Falling Angel and Symbiography







A Thousand Shards of Glass: There Is Another America


“His is a voice full of common sense and simple humanity that seem to have been lost in contemporary America.”

— Dr. Henry Marsh, author, Do No Harm

“… Katakis writes with an economic elegance… and the passion and precision of a poet. This introduction is the most charming welcome to hell you’re ever likely to experience.”

— Rick Kleffel, National Public Radio USA






Traveller: Observations from an American in Exile


“Traveller is the work of a decent and honourable man a world where the deceitful and dishonourable have far too much influence. If you want to be reassured that the word humanity still means something, look inside.”

— Michael Palin, from his foreword

“I see Michael Katakis’ work as a postcard to the future.”

— Laura Jean McKay, winner of the Victoria Prize for Animals in That Country

“The prevailing characteristic of Michael Katakis’ travel writing is its humanity.”

— Susan Griffith, Perceptive Travel Book Reviews, 2010

“… Traveller is a remarkable work that manages to capture a world in words…”

— Rick Kleffel, National Public Radio, USA







Ernest Hemingway: Artifacts from a Life


“Evocative and revealing.”

— Kirkus

“Has power to delight… Hemingway enthusiasts will find it enjoyable.”

— Publishers Weekly

“This beautifully designed book highlights the author’s complex life and many personas.”

— Idaho Statesman






Sacred Trusts: Essays on Stewardship and Responsibility


“Some of our finest nature writers… They reveal a marvelous variety of motivations for stewardship as an approach to living in nature.”

— Los Angeles Times Book Review

“Sacred Trusts is a book that will excite you to awe and sadness and anger, and finally to a renewed sense of responsibility for our actions and life on earth. This is a wonderful book.”

— William Kittredge, author, Owning It All
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For Melissa






ONE The Letter



“I have little doubt that you have committed murder in the pursuit of justice, but yours is a justice that a civilized society can never admit to. Though necessary, the truth of it must remain in the shadows.”

WINSTON CHURCHILL TO SIR THANATOS BOYD, 1946



The old man walked up the grand staircase and knocked on the carved oak door.

“Yes?”

“Porter, sir.”

“Come in.”

“A letter, sir. The courier said it was from Sir David Chapman.”

Lord Harney rose quickly.

“Give it here.”

Grabbing the envelope, he cracked the waxed seal and removed its contents.


26 October 1948

Lord Nicolas Harney

The Athenaeum

107 Pall Mall London

Dear Lord Harney,

I write in response to your confidential letter of 19 October regarding information I might wish to share concerning Sir Thanatos Boyd and if, in my opinion, he can be trusted. While I do not know Sir Thanatos intimately, I have gleaned much about him from my years of friendship with his father, Lord David Boyd, and other acquaintances who served with him in the intelligence service. I am aware that in some circles it has become fashionable to speculate if what is said and written about Sir Thanatos is true. I can only speak to what I know. I leave speculation to others.

As to trust, guardedly I would say yes, but would caution before engaging his counsel. The man’s loyalty is to facts and he will not stop until a conclusion, based upon such facts, is reached.

I’m sure you’ve heard the stories, but in the event you have not, let me begin with his unusual name. Years ago, Lord Boyd was vacationing in Greece. En route to Crete, he met a Greek American woman from Chicago. Her name was Catherine Katzanzakis. To describe her as lovely would be understatement. Her beauty was equaled by her lightness of spirit and kindness of heart. David fell deeply in love and after a brief courtship they were married. Initially, because of Lord Boyd’s station, many of London’s leading hostesses sent hopeful invitations, knowing that the couple’s acceptance would assure a successful evening.

On a few occasions, I had the good fortune of attending some of those parties and witnessed how a room sparkled with affection and conviviality upon their arrival. Those were happy times. Catherine became a valued friend to many and I have never seen two people more suited to one another in my life. In the second year of their marriage, Catherine became pregnant. The birth had been difficult. A month after the child’s arrival, Lord Boyd accompanied the maid taking Lady Boyd her breakfast. The child’s nurse, sitting beside the cradle, stood as they entered the room. Lord Boyd tried to wake his wife. She was dead. A brain aneurism. In that moment of incomprehensible loss, David, possessed of madness, moved toward the newborn. The nurse screamed and then, with the assistance of the maid, the women attempted to slow his advance until others, having heard their screams, arrived. As he was being restrained, Lord Boyd screamed something over and over again. Even now, after so many years, I can still see the poor man standing beside Lady Boyd’s grave in the rain. The funeral, per David’s instructions, was brief, with no words spoken and no hymns sung.

Months later, family and friends gathered at Saint James Church for the child’s christening. David had not chosen a name and Reverend Peter Elgar, at a loss, whispered something to Lord Boyd. Just as Elgar was about to continue, David turned to the assembled and with a haunting calm spoke the name he had screamed months before. “Thanatos,” he said. “The child’s name shall be Thanatos.” He then walked out, leaving all in shocked silence.

As I’m sure you remember from university, Thanatos, twin brother of Hypnos, the god of sleep, was the ancient Greeks’ personification of death.

Lord Boyd had little to do with the boy. How-ever, with respect to his late wife’s memory, he met his responsibilities concerning the child’s education and care. Never knowing his mother and sensing his father’s rejection, Thanatos might have been condemned to a lonely childhood had it not been for Mrs. Dorthea Tildey, the head cook, affectionately known as Tilly. She loved the boy, whom she nicknamed Taney. Tilly told Taney stories about his mother and assured him that his father, though heartbroken, loved him very much. Even now, Thanatos takes tea with Miss Tildey every Thursday in the home he purchased for her.

The tutors that surrounded Thanatos described him as brilliant, dark, and shy. His teachers observed a love of animals and spoke of their discomfort when he stared at them with an unsettling concentration. They took note of his gifts in mathematics, science, and history as well as his odd habit of rearranging dinnerware into strange patterns before eating. At age six, after learning where his food had come from, he declared that meat represented fear and death. He remains a vegetarian. What follows is quite remarkable.

Thanatos entered Jesus College, Oxford. He was one year behind Thomas Edward Lawrence. The two students recognized the other’s peculiarities and that began an odd friendship. The two were often seen in discussion with Lawrence pointing to unfolded maps and Thanatos dissecting a recent scientific theory. University lore says that one afternoon a woman interrupted one of their exchanges. Hester Fields, who has since gone on to become the renowned Cambridge biologist, is said to be the only person, besides Lawrence, who ever made Thanatos reconsider a decision. Both men thought her brilliant. The three became inseparable. After university, each went their separate way, but fate would soon intervene and Lawrence and Thanatos would be reunited in deserts far from the comforts of Oxford.

In his third year at university, Thanatos was approached by Sir Edmund Guile. Guile created the clandestine service that became the Special Operations Executive in the last war. After receiving reports about an odd and brilliant young man, Sir Edmund travelled to Oxford. A keen observer of men, Sir Edmund quickly surmised that Thanatos cared nothing for causes and was instead drawn to complicated problems that required complex analysis. Sir Edmund also understood that the young man would never be persuaded by appeals to duty or country and made clear in his reports that the man would not submit to authority. Sir Edmund’s success in recruiting Thanatos is the beginning of the myth that surrounds Sir Thanatos today.

In 1913, Thanatos travelled to Syria. In Carcemesh, Lawrence was working with the archeologist Leonard Woolley. Thanatos recruited the men and developed a plan to conceal their intelligence work under the guise of scholarly research. Under the cover of a map survey, they traveled areas of potential military interest. That led to Lawrence and Thanatos serving together in the desert campaign. Lawrence and Gertrude Bell established relationships with tribal leaders while Thanatos travelled through the desert with a small band of Arabs. His mission was to identify the best locations for sabotaging the Hejaz railway and he devised a method he termed ‘repetitive breaking.’ The methods were simple and direct. He has since been credited with what has come to be known as guerrilla warfare. Thanatos tutored Lawrence on how, with a small band of men, he could attack, retreat, fall back into the desert, and attack again. The point was not victory by one heavy blow. Rather it was to exhaust the enemy mentally and physically by making them repeat the same task over and over again while incurring few, if any, losses of his own.

In 1916, American newsman Lowell Thomas arrived in Cairo in search of a dramatic story. After hearing rumors about a strange and secretive man, Thomas focused on the brooding Thanatos, believing him to be a perfect subject for public consumption. However, unlike Lawrence, who struggled with conflicting desires for anonymity and notoriety, Thanatos abhorred attention and preferred to remain in the shadows. Thanatos convinced Thomas that Lawrence was the genius behind their military successes. The rest of that constructed story you, and the world, know. As hard as Thanatos tried to keep his activities secret, admiring voices began giving the game away. At the first Cairo Peace Conference, Gertrude Bell gave an interview. First she praised Lawrence and then, with an odd aside, went on: ‘However, it is that odd Greek American English boy, Thanatos Boyd, who made the success of our mission inevitable.’ Thanatos was horrified. His name was now public. Reporters descended upon Cairo determined to learn all they could about the man Lawrence called friend and Miss Bell had declared brilliant.

At the conference, Thanatos was appalled by rumors that Britain did not intend to keep its promises regarding Arab independence. Lawrence had known about the secret Sykes Picot agreement. Thanatos had not. After learning of the plan, Thanatos tried to persuade General Edmund Allenby to disobey the civilian orders. Allenby made clear that to do so would be treason. Despite appeals from Lawrence and Sir Edmund, Thanatos resigned his commission and returned to London. In 1919, Lawrence asked Thanatos to attend the Paris Peace Conference. He declined and declined again in 1921. For Thanatos, the matter was closed. The two men never saw each other again.

Back in London, Thanatos, much to his father’s disapproval, joined Scotland Yard. As senior officers had feared, Thanatos’ well-known contempt for authority did not take long to surface. He listened to his superior’s orders and then proceeded to do what he thought best. What made his actions so infuriating, beyond the insubordination, was the fact that he was solving difficult cases. Boyd’s successes brought him more of what he hated—notoriety. The newspaper’s constant reporting of his real or invented exploits made it impossible to continue. After three-and-a-half years, he resigned

The next three years are shrouded in mystery. Boyd disappears and his disappearance sets off a frenzy of sensationalized stories. Headlines around the world implore readers for help in finding the missing man, with The Times offering a 10,000 pound reward for any verified news of his whereabouts. One paper declared that because of an unsettled feud, he was the prisoner of a desert tribe. Another assured readers that he was living in Montana with an Indian shaman, delving into the afterlife’s secrets. And, of course, there were the stories of Sir Thanatos’ ‘tragic and untimely’ death. Not a word was true. The truth was, and continues to be, that no one knows where Thanatos had gone, with the possible exceptions of Hester Fields and Miss Tildey and neither have ever spoken a word about it. What is known is that a banker who was walking to work saw Sir Thanatos rushing down Regent Street and reported it to the police. Boyd had simply reappeared on a beautiful autumn day. No interviews or explanations have ever been given.

After his return, Thanatos engaged in private detective work and again proved himself by solving cases the authorities had been at a loss to close. The new head of Scotland Yard, Major Ronald Brice, who had served under General Allenby, was acquainted with Boyd’s reputation. However, unlike his predecessors, Brice respected the man’s talents and privately shared his contempt for authority. The two got on well and Major Brice, despite his superiors’ objections, sought Thanatos’ assistance with some of the Yard’s most challenging cases. During those two years, Sir Thanatos enjoyed a pleasurable existence. There was interesting work and teas with Hester Fields and Miss Tilly. However, in 1939, fate stepped in again and the painful events that followed brought out something dark and dangerous in the man.

In late 1939, Sir Edmund approached Sir Thanatos about a new unit being considered. The clandestine service would confront the growing threat from Nazi Germany. The organization would engage behind enemy lines to disrupt the enemy and gather intelligence. Many of the tactics developed by Thanatos in the desert campaign would be employed with the addition of political assassination. In 1940, Winston Churchill gave permission for the creation of the Special Operations Executive and Thanatos Boyd became one of its first instructors.

Working at a secret location, Boyd was impressed by Miss Atkins’ attention to detail and seriousness. Technically she was his superior, but Atkins quickly identified Thanatos’ need to be untethered from organizational formalities. Many recruits found Thanatos intriguing. ‘He was handsome with a touch of danger,’ one woman recalled. ‘He was serious and accepted, or thought he had, the possibility that many of those he was training would soon be dead.’ Boyd took an unusual interest in one recruit. Her name was Noor Inayat Khan and she was the daughter of the revered Sufi mystic, Hazrat Inayat Khan. She was twenty-nine years old. Witnesses reported hearing Thanatos and Noor in discussions about the tenets of Sufism and how those tenets did not allow her to turn away from Nazi depravity. Though an atheist, Thanatos was said to have softened. It was as if Noor had found a place in the man that was moved by her decency and courage. Vera Atkins believed that Thanatos cared deeply for Noor and possibly, for the first time in his life, fell in love. Given what followed, I believe that to be true. Atkins and Thanatos accompanied Noor to the airfield where she would leave for her mission in northern France. As a parting gift, Atkins gave Noor a gold broach that would remind her of England and could, if needed, be used as a bribe in an emergency. Before the flight, a witness observed Thanatos standing in the background and Noor walking up to him and kissing his cheek. His head was bowed. Noor whispered something to him. They would never meet again.

On 17 June 1943, Noor flew to northern France under the codename ‘Madeline.’ By 24 June, her network had been betrayed. It is believed that the traitors were Henri Dericourt and Renée Garry. On 13 October, Noor was arrested and taken to SS headquarters at 84 Avenue Foch in Paris. She attempted escape on two occasions. On 25 November, she succeeded but was recaptured and transported to Germany. Noor, along with agents Yolande Beekman, Damerment, and Elaine Plewman were taken to Dachau. At dawn on the following morning, the women were led into the camp’s yard. They held hands. After SS officer Wilhelm Ruppert read the death sentences, he walked behind Noor and savagely beat her before executing her and the others. Once confirmed, Atkins informed everyone of the women’s fate. Witnesses remember Thanatos moving slowly across the room and telling Atkins that he wanted to be informed of every detail. He demanded to know the names of all who were present at the murders. One witness said he seemed to grow darker and more menacing before their eyes.

On 29 May 1946, Wilhelm Ruppert was executed in Bavaria. A photograph of his execution shows a man pulling the gallows lever. The man is Thanatos Boyd. One year after Ruppert’s execution, Renée Garry disappeared, and two former SS officers and one soldier were found brutally murdered in Italy. Former SOE agents believe that Thanatos Boyd murdered Garry and the others. With little more to go on, others, including myself, have come to believe those suspicions are more than likely true.

After the war, Thanatos resumed his work as a private detective and continues to do so today. His notoriety continues to fuel many outlandish stories, but some, like the disappearance of Garry and the hanging of Ruppert, have only furthered the public’s interest. That is all I can tell you. I urge you to think carefully before any contact is made because, his accomplishments and brilliance aside, I believe Thanatos Boyd to be the most dangerous man in England.

Yours sincerely,

Sir David Chapman









TWO Meeting



“It is the illusion of simplicity that disguises what was sitting beside you all along. Waiting.”

SIR THANATOS BOYD



In the small apartment overlooking Jermyn Street, Gertie sat on the edge of the bed, meowing. Thanatos Boyd rose precisely at 7:20 a.m. and walked into the kitchen. He spooned out Gertie’s food and made a cup of tea before sitting at his desk. After reading some correspondence, he checked his diary. Lord Nicolas Harney, Athenaeum 11:00 a.m.

Thanatos shaved, dressed, and then cut a piece of apple and wrapped it in his handkerchief. From the kitchen cupboard he took four almonds from a tin and put them in his coat pocket. Walking down Jermyn Street toward Jameson’s Grill, he stopped in front of Piccadilly Arcade where Mrs. Evelyn Woods, accompanied by her black Labrador, Beatrix, sold bouquets of flowers.

“Good morning, sir.”

“Mrs. Woods,” he said tipping his hat. “Hello, Beatrix.”

“She sits there and looks down the street, she does. It’s like her day don’t begin until she sees you, I swear.”

“Is that right, Beatrix?”

Thanatos bent down, scratched Beatrix’s ear, unfolded his handkerchief and removed a slice of apple. Beatrix licked his face and gently took it.

“I never seen a dog who loves apples like Beatrix. She could eat um all day she could. All day.”

Thanatos dropped coins into Mrs. Woods’ box, but took no flowers. The two had an understanding. She would give them to someone who needed something to brighten their day. Every morning she would tell him about who’d gotten the flowers the day before.

“Yesterday, it was a wee girl, it was. She seemed down, poor thing, but she smiled when I gave her mum the flowers. Pretty smile it was. Same today?”

“Same.”

“God bless.”

At the restaurant, Thanatos sat at the same table and ordered the same breakfast he always did. Tea, porridge, one egg, two pieces of well-done toast, and orange marmalade. He moved the silverware into different patterns and insisted that everything had its own plate. The porridge would come in a bowl, the egg on a plate, and a dish for each piece of toast. After breakfast, he walked down Waterloo Street, past the Athenaeum, across the Queen’s Road, and into St. James Park. He sat on the same bench and watched the variety of birds begin their day. The little squirrel who greeted him every morning followed his own routine. He would jump on the bench and move closer until he was sitting beside him. Thanatos reached into his pocket and presented him with an almond. The little creature took it, disappeared, and reappeared until all four almonds had been collected. Noticing the time, Thanatos made his way to the Athenaeum.
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