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      Douglas Kennedy’s novel, The Big Picture, was a national bestseller in the United States and has been translated into fifteen languages. His first work of fiction,
         The Dead Heart, was recently filmed as Welcome to Woop Woop. His most recent novel, The Job, ‘a furiously paced, compulsive thriller’ (The Times), was published to much acclaim in 1998. In addition to Chasing Mammon he is also the author of two other highly praised travel books: Beyond the Pyramids and In God’s Country. Born in New York City in 1955, he lives in London with his wife and two children.
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      The universal regard for money is the one hopeful fact in our civilization, the one sound spot in our social conscience. Money
         is the most important thing in the world. It represents health, strength, honour, generosity and beauty as conspicuously as
         the want of it represents illness, weakness, disgrace, meanness and ugliness.
      

      
      BERNARD SHAW, Man and Superman

      



      
      
      AUTHOR’S NOTE

      
      Set out to travel in pursuit of money – as I did at the end of the nineteen eighties – and you are immediately presented with
         a number of questions: Where should you start? What markets should you venture into? What is it about the world of the trading
         floor that actually intrigues you?
      

      
      From the outset, I realized that I simply didn’t have the economic nous required to write a conventional examination of financial
         markets and how they worked. I knew nothing about stocks, bonds, options or ninety-day bank bills, while acronyms like FOX,
         Forex, and EPS left me stupefied. And anyway, the years of Big Bangs (and even bigger crashes) had produced an entire library
         of books on the helter-skelter world of high finance – books frequently written by former dealers who not only understood
         the Daedalian intricacies of the marketplace, but also had the inside dope on where the dirty linen was hidden.
      

      
      There was no way that I could compete with such knowledgeable insiders. Nor did I want to. What interested me most about the
         marketplace was the way it illuminated attitudes towards money in a variety of cultures. I also didn’t want to loiter in every
         major bourse on the planet, in the hope of making the definitive statement on why man chases mammon. I immediately decided
         to strike Tokyo off my itinerary, as I didn’t feel I could add anything to the extensive analyses that already exist about
         the Japanese financial psyche. Similarly, in writing about Wall Street and the City of London, I decided to focus on a few
         individuals working within these fiscal arenas, rather than attempt a sweeping, panoramic overview. Believing that a travel
         book is a sort of fiction that happened – in which the narrative is shaped by the characters you meet during your perambulations – I set off with the attitude that I was simply a layman passing through a foreign territory I’d
         never ventured into before. And like all my other wanderings, what would interest me most about this journey into money was
         the stories I picked up along the way.
      

      
      As every financier will tell you, money talks. Spend some time in any financial marketplace, however, and you will discover
         that those who play with money also talk – and, in fact, are usually willing to talk very directly about their personal and
         professional lives. To travel in the realm of finance is to share in many a confidence. So, to preserve the anonymity of many
         of those who appear in this book, I have frequently changed names, occupations, and other personal details. The chronology
         of events, the whereabouts of meetings, the names of certain businesses or companies have also been tampered with. Occasionally,
         for the sake of the narrative, I have also amalgamated people’s stories. Just as, no doubt, they amalgamated aspects of the
         stories they told me.
      

      
      After all, in the world of the marketplace, the truth is not always the bottom line.

      
      Some thank yous are in order.

      
      Several companies and organizations were exceedingly helpful when it came to assisting me with transportation and/or accommodation.
         They include Virgin Atlantic, Qantas, Royal Air Maroc, Malev Hungarian Airlines, the Australian Tourist Commission, and the
         Hotel Royal Mansour in Casablanca. I would also like to thank the staff of Scott Gold-Blyth in London – and, most especially,
         Bronwyn Gold-Blyth – for arranging my journey to Sydney.
      

      
      While on the road, hospitality and/or inside information was provided by John Iremonger, Jane Addams, Leo Guen, Iren Kiss,
         Laszlo Tabori, Gwen Trimble and John Hoffman. Edna Carew – Australian financial writer extraordinaire – not only gave me permission to steal the title for my Sydney chapter from her, but also opened up the entire world of the
         Sydney marketplace for me. I owe her, at the very least, a bottle of Laphroaig. Just as I also owe several drinks to Susan Steele
         who painstakingly read the manuscript and, calling upon her considerable knowledge as a City financier, made certain that
         my financial language was up to scratch.
      

      
      While tethered to my desk, I also wrote about subsidiary aspects of my travels for a variety of newspapers and magazines.
         Hats off, therefore, to the following editors and publications: Christine Walker at the Sunday Times; Dylan Jones at Arena; Will Ellsworth Jones at the Independent Magazine; and Susan Jeffreys at the late, lamented Listener. Parts of Chapter 7 first appeared (in a very different form) in GQ. Alexandra Shulman and the late Michael VerMeulen allowed
         me to audition two sections of this manuscript before they appeared between hard covers. Michael – a great editor and friend
         – also read much of this manuscript as it was being written. He cheered me up with far too many bottles of wine whenever I
         had a bad stretch at the desk. More tellingly, his astute critical eye helped me ‘cut the crap’, as he put it in his best
         Chicago accent. His sudden death in August of 1995 remains, for me, one of the saddest benchmarks of the past decade. The
         reissue of this book would have pleased him – but, for me, it serves as a reminder that he’s not around any more. Four years
         after his death, that realization still bothers me deeply.
      

      
      The extract from Man and Superman is reproduced by permission of The Society of Authors on behalf of the Bernard Shaw Estate. The passages quoted from Alexis
         de Tocqueville’s Democracy in America in Chapter One are translated by Henry Reeve (Schocken Books 1961). The lyrics on page 176 are from ‘The Forecast Calls for
         Pain’, by Walker and Plan, and are reproduced by permission of Warner Chappell Music Ltd.
      

      
      D.K., London, December 1999
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