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				For my wife, Sheryl WuDunn,

				and for our children—

				Gregory, Geoffrey and Caroline—

				because the burden falls hardest on family

				when a journalist covers wars, riots and epidemics,

				sneaks past checkpoints to cover genocide

				or crashes in a plane in Congo.

				When it came to getting in trouble,

				I was an incorrigible recidivist,

				but Sheryl’s love always shone through her exasperation.

				My previous books were written by the two of us together,

				so I finally have the chance to show appreciation

				and dedicate a book to her.

			

		

	
		
			
			
				
					Journalism is the graduate school from which you never graduate.

					—Pete Hamill

					Journalism will kill you, but it will keep you alive while you’re at it.

					—Horace Greeley

					Hope is being able to see that there is light despite all of the darkness.

					—Desmond Tutu

					Do not go where the path may lead; go instead where there is no path and leave a trail.

					—Attributed to Ralph Waldo Emerson

				

			

		

	
		
		
			Author’s Note

			Any full name in this book is a real one. In some cases, I use a first name alone to protect a person’s privacy; most are real, but a few are pseudonyms.

			Sometimes I quote dialogue from decades ago. Occasionally I had contemporaneous notes or writings that provided precise words quoted, but in most cases I had to re-create conversations from my memory and the memory of others involved. In such cases, I hope the thrust of the dialogue is correct, but the quotations are unlikely to be exact. I also know well from my own reporting career how memory plays tricks on us, and I expect mistakes have crept into this memoir. I am solely responsible for any errors, and this account is, like my life, incomplete and imperfect.

		

	
		
		
			1

			 

			A Plane Crash

			Journalism is an act of hope. What impels reporters forward is our faith that if we get the story and shine a light in the darkness, the public will respond and change will come. That’s why reporters rush toward gunfire, talk their way into drug dens, scramble toward riots and, in my case right now, take a small plane into the heart of the Congo civil war.

			Our adventures are not always well executed, however, and at the moment, I’m not brimming with hope. The plane is in trouble, and I’m petrified, thinking: So this is how I die. Not in old age, inconsolable grandchildren at my bedside on the family farm in Oregon, with the farm dogs giving up gopher-hunting to come inside and nuzzle their goodbyes. No, my end is looming far from family in a fiery plane crash in the vast Congo rainforest.

			I’m in a chartered plane with other journalists. Our small plane is sputtering, the pilot steadily losing control. It looks as if my ashes won’t be scattered on the farm and on the Pacific Crest Trail, as I had hoped, but rather my remains will mingle with termite mounds in a jungle on the other side of the world. A baboon or okapi may notice, but no one else will.

			Sheryl WuDunn, my wife, will get a call from Bill Keller, the New York Times foreign editor, saying that my plane is missing in a rebel-held part of Zaire and that everything is being done to locate the plane: It’s probably just a forced landing on a remote airstrip, or maybe the rebel army has kidnapped the plane and passengers for ransom. Then there will be air searches that prove unsuccessful, for it’s easier to find a flea in a baobab tree than a downed plane in the endless Congo basin.

			This is not what I want to be worrying about. I’m a perpetual optimist, so I conjure ways in which I won’t perish. Maybe the plane will reach a road or airstrip to land on. Or maybe a meadow will abruptly appear in the jungle and the pilot will somehow bring the plane down even without its landing gear.

			I know I’m kidding myself. I’ve seen the terrain: an endless expanse of forest. There’s no place to land. The plane is damaged and coming down. Time is almost up.

			It’s 1997, I’m the absentee Tokyo bureau chief of The New York Times, and I’ve spent more than a decade as a Times foreign correspondent, in Hong Kong, China and Japan. But now, as I huddle over my knees in the “brace position,” staring down at my white sneakers with my clammy hands clasped on the back of my head, as our propeller plane wobbles downward toward a crash, as the pilot struggles with the instruments of a plane that has lost its hydraulic lines so that he can’t even dump fuel, as I prepare for the impact and wonder if I will be torn apart by the crash or incinerated in the subsequent fire, or both, I keep thinking: It was not supposed to end this way.

			The idea had been to cover other people’s tragedies, not to become one. The plan had been to write a series of articles that might move hearts and policymakers. But we already have killed an innocent man, and his body is dangling from our plane as an emblem of shame. Somehow I’ve not only wandered into a Graham Greene novel, but I’ve become the well-meaning Quiet American who makes everything worse. I’m mortified as well as terrified.

			I can feel us descending, but since I can’t see anything more than my sneakers, I have no idea when the last moment will come. Will we hit in a second or a minute or ten minutes? Will I survive in good enough condition to wrestle the door open and help the injured out before the plane bursts into flames?

			The rainforest below is vast. The Congo basin is Africa’s largest rainforest, four times the size of California, Oregon and Washington combined. Its vastness turns humans into specks, a tiny part of a complex natural order. The basin is home to gorillas, elephants, bonobos, okapi, chimpanzees, crocodiles and twenty-foot pythons. The rainforest stretches into the horizon, largely unbroken by roads or signs of habitation. You look down through the airplane window and for long periods see no sign of humans, just an endless landscape of trees, hills and an occasional blue creek or river. It’s mesmerizing and humbling to see so vast an expanse in which humans have left so little mark.

			My satellite phone! It’s in my pack. Maybe I could use it to go online and hurriedly buy more life insurance? No. I dismiss the thought. The plane windows are too thick to allow a signal. My last purchase will not be life insurance.

			

			—

			My dream since I was a kid was to be a journalist flying into civil wars, covering humanitarian catastrophes, mobilizing a response. It had seemed so glamorous. In high school in rural Oregon, I had read about foreign correspondents with awe, and seen journalists on television shows like Washington Week in Review. I read globe-trotting correspondents in the Times, and in university I invited dates to watch movies about foreign correspondents like The Killing Fields and The Year of Living Dangerously. (My dates weren’t always impressed by my movie choices.)

			I had wanted that life quite fiercely, and I had toiled and sacrificed to achieve my journalistic dreams. I had spent thirteen years at The New York Times, mostly in the rarified world of the overseas bureau chief. I had won a Pulitzer and other prizes. And although it seemed too earnest to talk about in the cynical world of a newsroom, I was also engaged in another life task that remained incomplete: I hoped to pay forward the debt my family owed to the diplomats and journalists who rescued my dad in the aftermath of World War II. They took risks. They breached convention. They skirted boundaries. I owe them my existence.

			Over the years I had become aware of the downsides of the career of a foreign correspondent. This was a life that split up marriages. It could be unfair to kids and sometimes orphaned them. I had lost a good friend, a Times colleague named Nathaniel Nash, to a plane crash in the aftermath of the Bosnian war, and he had left behind his wife and an eight-year-old son and twin five-year-old daughters. Nathaniel loved his family and was prudent, but he boarded a government plane carrying Secretary of Commerce Ron Brown and died along with everyone else aboard when their plane slammed into a hillside in Croatia.

			How does a journalist balance the imperative of covering global crises with the imperative to be there for family members? Sheryl didn’t think I appreciated the risks, and now she was proven right.

			

			—

			My office is in Tokyo, one of the most comfortable Times bureaus, located in Tsukiji, right next to the fish market and some of the freshest sushi in the world. I should be there with Sheryl now, ordering a negitoro don and bathing it in so much soy sauce that our Japanese colleagues grimace. This should be my year of living luxuriously, not dangerously. But my whole career has been a restless one, steering clear of the White House and prestigious assignments in Europe, while gravitating to conflict and crises—just like the one my father had survived. I want to be in the thick of it. So Times editors let me escape the safety and comfort of Japan to fly into mass starvation and a civil war in Zaire, the tottering nation soon to recover its earlier name of Democratic Republic of Congo.

			I chose a different branch of journalism from the pack. Some reporters love roving the halls of Congress and asking pointed questions at press conferences. That’s important, but it’s not me. I’m impatient with journalism as stenography, and I don’t want to spend my life scribbling notes at news conferences. I’m pursuing change. I want to get on scene and figure out for myself what is happening. I want to invest journalism with purpose and harness it to a cause larger than ourselves. I envision journalism not just as a technical craft but as one with an ethical mission: a better world.

			That’s risky, I know. It can backfire and undermine journalistic credibility, for one journalist’s moral purpose is another’s megalomaniacal crusade. There’s an arrogance in assuming any journalist has the answers or can help point to a solution. But kids are starving to death here in Congo; if telling those stories forcefully can summon aid to save children’s lives, is that so awful?

			Probably it was in China that I left the straight-and-narrow journalistic path and took the road less traveled. One milestone came when I saw the government there crush the Tiananmen democracy movement, massacre its people and arrest my friends. Another came when a Chinese dissident asked me to help him escape to America. More broadly, I came to see how writing about humanitarian crises could make lives better on a grand scale. Once I was aware of the power of that spotlight, it was difficult not to use it. But now, as I crouch in a propeller plane staring at my shoes, my mission-driven journalism isn’t working out so well, and my stomach clenches at the thought of the effect of the plane crash on Sheryl and the kids.

			Colleagues have always teased me about my luck in journalism: “You go somewhere, and a crisis breaks out before you leave the airport.” Reporters said that with a touch of envy, for we dine uncomfortably on the misfortunes of humanity. Catastrophes had propelled my career forward in ways that felt unsettling: The world suffered, and I thrived. True to form, on this trip I had traveled somewhere and a crisis had arisen, but my luck seems to have disappeared. The basic rule of foreign correspondence is not only to get to the crisis but also to get back and file. Can I meet that test?

			I’m on this airplane because the Times wanted to call attention to the rebellion and war in Congo, and so did I. But let’s be honest: I was also drawn to a project with the allure of front-page stories. The United Nations Refugee Agency was a partner in this aim, for it wanted to call attention to a deadly refugee crisis in the center of the country. A young United Nations official, Filippo Grandi, was in charge and thought more news coverage would help galvanize resources to ease the refugee crisis. So Filippo, who would later head the refugee agency, chartered a Grumman G-159 Gulfstream plane to take reporters from Nairobi, Kenya, to Kisangani, in central Congo.

			I was one of sixteen reporters who turned up at Nairobi’s Wilson Airport on April 6, 1997, to board the twin-engine plane, which was thirty-two years old, more aged than some of the passengers. Dale, the pilot, was a good old boy from Oklahoma. He was a legend in East Africa: a superb pilot but also a cowboy. He had flown missions for the contras in Nicaragua and flown cargo into South Sudan for rebels there. Now he made a living flying people in and out of war zones.

			Dale was a burly man and a big personality who filled a room and a cockpit. Old-timers said he had a big heart that led him to fly humanitarian missions, but he camouflaged it with swagger, cynicism and loud wisecracks, often inappropriate. He stood by the plane steps as we boarded in Nairobi, flirting with the women and cracking off-color jokes.

			Beside me as we boarded was Steve Crowley, a Times photographer who was the opposite of a cowboy. Clean-cut, polite and charming, Steve was based in Washington, D.C., and normally wore suits to cover the president and Congress; he was more comfortable in the White House than in a war zone. Steve had asked for a field assignment abroad to broaden his experience, so the photo editor suggested he travel with me to cover the war in Congo.

			After boarding, we rolled down the runway in Nairobi with complete inattention to seat belts, took off and flew uneventfully toward our first stop, Goma in eastern Congo. The cockpit doors were open, and as we descended toward the Goma landing strip, I saw something disconcerting: a crowd of perhaps five hundred people gathered directly in front of us on the runway.

			“You can’t land in that crowd!” someone yelled to Dale as the plane rushed toward the ground.

			“Oh, they do this all the time,” he shouted back. “Last minute, they’ll move out of the way.”

			I held my breath as the plane descended, but Dale was right—the crowd parted like the Red Sea, as people laughingly ran aside at the last possible moment, waving joyfully. Dale seemed to know what he was doing after all.

			After we disembarked in Goma, the rebels who occupied the airport seized our passports. After some negotiation, they agreed to return them upon payment of a $100-a-person “fee”—which immediately disappeared into the rebel leader’s pocket.

			“I need a receipt,” I told him in French. “Anything more than $25, I need a receipt to get reimbursed.”

			“A receipt?” He looked blank.

			“Wait a moment.” I scribbled on a page in my reporter’s notebook: Received $100 from Nicholas Kristof for passport processing in Congo. “Just sign below,” I said. He squinted at it, not understanding the English but not concerned either, and he signed it. That would keep the Times accountants happy.

			In Goma, we visited the rebel headquarters and tried unsuccessfully to get a laissez-passer document that would get us through rebel checkpoints. The rebels were set up to fire grenades at government trucks but not to deal with journalists. After a few hours, we reboarded the plane and Dale took it to the end of the runway, turned around and paused for a few minutes while preparing to take off. Steve Crowley stood up and walked over to the cockpit to look at the mass of people in front of the plane and take a few photos. He returned, shaken.

			“Oh, my God,” Steve told me as he plunked down in the seat next to me. “The crowd has gathered again. They’re playing chicken with the aircraft.”

			I got up and walked a few feet forward to the cockpit. “You sure they’ll move out of the way when we take off?” I asked Dale. “There are more by the moment.”

			“No problem,” Dale shouted over his shoulder to us. “They’ll run to the side at the last minute.” He revved the engines.

			I took my seat again, too acquiescent, and Dale sent the plane charging forward at the crowd. I looked ahead through the cockpit window, and again, incredibly, Dale was right—the crowd parted, laughing and waving—and then he wasn’t. One man remained standing still as the rest of the crowd ran aside. He was in his fifties, lean and frail, bald, with a long face, and he was staring in puzzlement at us. I’ll never forget that look. He evidently had joined the crowd but had no idea what was going on. The man didn’t realize that this was a game of chicken, or maybe he was blind from cataracts or trachoma, glaucoma or river blindness; there are so many ways to become blind in central Africa. The man stood, stolid, a calm pillar in a sea of movement as our plane hurtled toward him.
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					A crowd begins to gather on the airstrip in Goma in front of our plane, a few minutes before we take off. Dale is on the left, and his co-pilot is on the right.

				
			
			I dug my hands into my thighs. Dale pulled the nose of the plane up, trying to get over the man, but there wasn’t time. He got the plane three feet off the ground and then we all felt the collision as the right wheel assembly slammed into the man at ninety miles per hour, killing him instantly and collapsing the landing gear. The plane shuddered, and in the hands of a less skilled pilot we would have crashed at that moment. But Dale managed to steady the plane and gain altitude.

			Steve, who was sitting next to me by the window, pointed wordlessly. There was the man’s body six feet away through the window, wrapped around the right landing gear. He was motionless and obviously dead.

			Inside the plane, we were stunned into silence.

			“Can you land again?” someone finally asked Dale.

			“I can’t land here,” Dale replied, his bluster gone, his Oklahoma accent thicker. “We just killed a man here. If we landed here, they might beat us all to death. I’ve got to find another place to land.”

			Dale turned around and stood up, framed in the cockpit door, as his Kenyan co-pilot stayed at the controls. Dale’s face was drained of color as he explained that the hydraulic lines had snapped, and without hydraulic fluid he couldn’t move flaps or other crucial controls.

			“We’re going to have to crash-land,” Dale bellowed, now with urgency. “The right landing gear is smashed. Get your seat belts on. You know the brace position?”

			He looked around at us. We nodded, but someone must have looked uncertain, because he explained: “Bend over with your head between your knees and your hands over your head. You want to make sure you protect your head, and you don’t want to slam into the seat in front of you.”

			We nodded again. Aside from Steve and me, our group included a camerawoman from CNN, a reporter from Agence France-Presse and a handful of well-established freelancers. Nobody managed to say anything. We were afraid to ask what we were really thinking: What happens when you try to land in a forest? What are our chances? Will we make it?

			“Get in the brace position when I tell you to,” Dale added curtly. “I’m going to see what I can do.” He turned and assumed his captain’s seat in the cockpit. The Kenyan was silent and concentrating on the controls. Steve was cursing himself under his breath. “What a stupid way to die,” he muttered. “I’m not afraid of dying, but I can’t believe I’m going to put my family through this.”

			I was feigning calm, as if I’d been in dozens of plane crashes. I scribbled notes in my reporter’s notebook about the unfolding catastrophe, to give myself something to do and to follow the perpetual journalistic instinct to bear witness to death and destruction. Even my own.

			For me, taking notes was calming. I thought of Sheryl and my boys. Gregory had just turned five, so he would remember me. But Geoffrey? His third birthday would be next month. Would his earliest memory be his dad’s funeral?

			Quick—should I write Sheryl and the boys a farewell note? Perhaps a note would comfort Sheryl, or soothe her distress over my finally managing to kill myself despite all her warnings. Or perhaps I should write a note to my unborn daughter, a self-introduction to the father she would never know. I turned to a blank page and thought for a few moments, my pen poised over my notebook. My fingers didn’t move. It was proving difficult to think of something suitably loving, witty and pithy when I was hurtling toward my death. I was thinking: What am I doing here?

			

			—

			We’re raconteurs, journalists are, so when we get together at a hotel bar, idly wondering what we can plausibly expense, we share stories. That’s what any memoir does, and it’s what I’m doing here, but this is also the tale of how journalism has been transformed over the last half century—ever since The Carlton-Yamhill Review published my first article when I was in eighth grade in 1973.

			When I joined the Times in 1984, it wasn’t all that different from the Times of the 1940s. But on my watch, journalism changed more than in any period since, well, perhaps since Gutenberg. I now sometimes file by satellite phone and contribute not just articles but also videos, podcasts, newsletters, Facebook posts. Public attitudes toward journalists have changed, too. I now have a drawer for death threats, so the police can sort through them if I’m found with a knife in my back. I see people cheerfully wearing T-shirts reading “Rope. Tree. Journalist. Some Assembly Required.”

			I try to smile at those shirts, but my heart breaks. When you’ve lost colleagues to violence and feared death yourself at the hands of mobs, your sense of humor about lynching is strained.

			We in the news business have made countless mistakes and too often been lapdogs rather than watchdogs, but this memoir is still a love letter to journalism. We are sometimes cynical, but journalism itself should never be. Its fuel is a sense of mission, a feeling of responsibility to record history on the run, a determination to get out and talk to people and uncover the truth. Even, as I said, to bring about change. That’s what drew Steve Crowley and me to Congo in 1997.

			The country was unraveling into a civil war and mass atrocities that would ultimately claim 5 million lives, according to mortality studies sponsored by the International Rescue Committee. That’s more than three times the number of lives lost in all the wars in American history, going back to the Revolutionary War. It’s the most lethal conflict since World War II. The Congo deaths, in a much smaller country than America, were mostly of civilians, often of children dying of hunger or disease as collateral damage, but also included massacres, mutilation and pillage. Women were raped, and men were castrated. Those Congolese, some of them my friends, are courageous people whose suffering too often went unnoticed—and precisely because the suffering went unnoticed, it was allowed to persist. As journalists, we don’t pack guns but we do fight back at mass murder with our own weapon, the craft of storytelling. And while journalism has changed so much over the last few decades, storytelling is fundamentally the same today as in the time of the Bible. Maybe it seems a lopsided battle, taking on gunmen with keyboards, but words can have impact. That’s why dictators and warlords murder dozens of journalists each year: They fear us, and they’re right to do so.

			A central job of a journalist is to get people to care about some problem that may seem remote. How do we engage readers so that a crisis in Congo or Yemen feels tangible enough to inspire them to write to a member of Congress? How do we make palpable the climate change that threatens the planet?

			A first step is getting there: boarding dubious planes, talking one’s way through checkpoints, fighting off bedbugs, shaking hands with gunmen so they’ll be less likely to shoot you. Reporting rests on this faith that truthfully capturing the reality on the ground makes a difference and serves a higher purpose. Scratch a cynical journalist and an idealist bleeds. What draws us into this business certainly isn’t money or family-friendly hours but in part some notion that journalism upholds the public interest.

			So I’m writing this book not so much because of my stories but because I believe in our journalism. I hope to remind people of the power—and responsibility—that news organizations have not just to produce quarterly earnings but also to shine a light on what can be changed in the world, even as some people profit from the darkness.

			Sure, I cringe when I turn on the television and see commentators pontificate or manipulate the public. Our ranks have encompassed charlatans and hate-mongers, including Father Coughlin, Rush Limbaugh, Bill O’Reilly, Sean Hannity and Tucker Carlson. All this is amplified today: Good journalism has never been so outstanding as it is today, and yellow journalism has rarely been so vile. Yet for all journalism’s faults, for all the disrespect directed at it these days, I’d still argue that journalism is a calling with purpose and meaning. We tilt at windmills for a reason, and occasionally we hit something.

			Journalism is an act of hope. It rests on the conviction that excavating the truth makes a difference, that sunlight is a disinfectant for government, that reporting can be a battering ram on behalf of people suffering injustice. I’ve lost friends because they stood up to dictators and fought to uncover wrenching truths—in Syria, Iraq, Turkey, Somalia and elsewhere. Other friends have been imprisoned or tortured. A Kurdish journalist I know has still not recovered after he was imprisoned for his writing and his wife was brought in and raped in front of him. I honor these journalists, and I know their work made a difference. I’ve seen how accountability journalism can get officials jailed while extricating innocent people from prison. The spotlight of journalism can raise the cost of torture, war and genocide and save vast numbers of lives. Since my late friends can’t tell their stories, let me try to share something of this crazy life, where we hear gunfire and sometimes rush toward it.

			It may seem strange that a journalist should emerge from a career covering war, genocide, sex trafficking and addiction talking brightly about hope. But the truth is that while my reporting has shown me the human capacity for evil, it has underscored even more the human potential to intercede, to solve our problems and to bend that arc of the moral universe toward justice. It has also been a privilege to get to know extraordinary figures who make me feel better about humanity. I’ve interviewed warlords and terrorists, but the people who have left the deepest impression are the saints who give their all to make this a better world. They remind us that when we are tested, humans are capable of unimaginable courage, strength, resilience and goodness. Archbishop Desmond Tutu’s ability to laugh, in the face of all the evil he confronted, lives in my heart; it is a wild, infectious, glorious cackle, often self-mocking, and it both warms me and reminds me that we humans, at our best, constitute a work of art.

			When a columnist interviews such heroes, or when a local reporter covers a city council meeting for a weekly newspaper, we mostly take notes in a reporter’s notebook. You’ve probably seen these notebooks. Journalists all across America use them: They’re four inches by eight inches, half the size of a stenographer’s pad. They fit into a back pocket or a jacket pocket; mine lives in my left hip pocket. Reporter’s notebooks are convenient because they have plenty of room for notes but are unobtrusive and can be hidden quickly if you run into an angry mob. It was such a notebook that was in my hands in the plane over Congo.
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					Sharing a joke with Desmond Tutu during a panel discussion. Credit: American Academy of Achievement.

				
			
			These notebooks date to the reporter Claude Sitton, a son of the South who covered the civil rights movement for the Times. Brave, pathbreaking reporters like Sitton and many others, white and Black alike, risked their lives to convey the reality of Jim Crow to the public, and their work had a far-reaching impact. “The civil rights movement would have been like a bird without wings if it hadn’t been for the news media,” said Representative John Lewis, the civil rights leader whose skull was fractured while leading the march in Selma in 1965. One way of judging the importance of news coverage, Lewis noted, was that white racists first beat and incapacitated the reporters and only then attacked Black leaders.

			Sitton wasn’t partisan and he wasn’t a crusader. He was utterly committed to accuracy and never toned down a story because it was inconvenient or didn’t mesh with his larger narrative. Yet he did have a larger concern for justice and refused to be a loudspeaker for southern politicians seeking to mislead the American public.

			As the civil rights movement began, journalists typically carried stenographer notebooks. White racists would club those carrying such notebooks. So Sitton cut stenographer notebooks in half the long way, so that he could hide one in his pocket. Later he found a stationery company in Richmond, Virginia, willing to make these narrow notebooks, and he bought a case of them and shared them with friends on the front lines. Their use gradually spread through the journalist ranks. For a time they were called Claude Sitton Notebooks. When we use them, we honor Sitton’s commitment to go to hell and back to get the truth. Because that is what we do.

			

			—

			A French journalist behind me in the plane suddenly howled in alarm. “My seat doesn’t have a seat belt,” he shouted.

			“Then lock yourself in the toilet in back,” Dale yelled back through the open cockpit door. “That way you won’t be thrown around.”

			The reporter started to walk back to the toilet but then stopped.

			“No!” he wailed. “I don’t want my body found with my head in the toilet. That would be too undignified!” There was a ripple of nervous laughter. It was a release—we were all eager for distraction—and the Frenchman tried wedging himself on the floor in front of his seat.

			“Look at the plane door and the lever to pull to open it,” I said to Steve. “Study how it opens. There could be a fire. We may have to get out quick.”

			Steve nodded. He looked stricken.

			“Look,” Steve said, pointing out the window at the body. “Something’s gone.”

			The lower half of the dead man’s body, which had been swinging in the air, had dropped off.

			In the cockpit, Dale was wrestling with the plane, trying to direct it even as the controls didn’t work properly.

			“It’s time,” Dale shouted over his shoulder. “We’re coming down. Get in the brace position.”

			I tucked my reporter’s notebook in my hip pocket so it wouldn’t fly around. “You okay?” I asked Steve.

			He nodded and managed a weak smile. He had adjusted a film camera and a digital camera, and both were sitting on his lap. You could almost see him thinking: What’s the appropriate exposure for a fireball?

			“You?” he asked.

			I shrugged and pretended that this was just a typical day in the life of a foreign correspondent. We tightened our seat belts and leaned forward in the brace position. And waited.

			A nanosecond later I feel gossamer threads lifting my hopes again. It’s the irrepressible optimism of a family of survivors who work to maximize odds. I know that I’m lucky to be in an aisle seat near the door, and I’m ready to lunge toward it. I’ve studied the door release so closely that I could manage it in the dark if needed. My dad survived against all odds, and he and my mom raised me to surmount barriers.

			So, somehow, as the small plane is plummeting into the central African jungle, I still am chasing hope.

		

	
		
		
			2

			 

			Overthrowing the Patriarchy, in Eighth Grade

			My journalism career was born at the west end of Yamhill Grade School, where the big kids ruled. The school was a long, one-story, red-brick building with first grade at the east end and rowdy seventh- and eighth-graders at the west end. At the beginning of my eighth-grade year, some of my classmates decided that Yamhill Grade School should have a school newspaper, and they held an organizational meeting after school. I didn’t go, because at that point I wasn’t so interested in newspaper work. The next morning my friend Brad Larsen hailed me in the hallway.

			“We formed a newspaper,” he said. “We all wanted to write for it, but no one wanted to be editor.”

			I shrugged, not particularly interested, and asked: “So who will be editor?”

			Brad smiled craftily.

			“You,” he said. “We chose you as editor, because you weren’t there to say no.”

			I suspect the English teacher, Michael McDonald, suggested the arrangement. He taught vocabulary and was extremely impressed that I knew the word “archipelago”; that seems to have been my qualification for editing a newspaper.

			Actually, although McDonald and my classmates didn’t know it, I did have experience in the newspaper world. When I was in kindergarten, a family friend gave me a John Bull Printing Outfit, a toy printing system with movable type. My mother showed me how it worked: You inserted the rubber capital letters on a block so as to spell words, rolled it on an ink pad, then pressed it on paper. My first “newspaper” covered an incident involving my best friend, Thomas, and his sister, Margarita:
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					My first journalism effort. Unfortunately, I neglected to recruit a copy editor.

				
			
			That was the entirety of the newspaper, and Thomas and I went door to door selling copies for two cents each. We were indignant that when we showed our newspaper to potential customers, some would read the entire newspaper and then refuse to buy it.

			The injustice perhaps soured me on journalism until I got to Yamhill Grade School. My childhood before that was a bit of a blur, for my parents were academics—my father a political scientist, my mother an art historian—and we bounced around when I was young from Chicago to New York City to Palo Alto to Waterloo, Canada. I didn’t know where I was from.
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					I was a handful for my mom.

				
			
			My mother grew up around Chicago, where her family had lived for generations, while my father was Armenian. He was Polish. He was Romanian. I’ll explain shortly, but suffice it to say that while his identity was complicated, this much was clear: He was a refugee. In 1952, my dad had been sponsored to come to the United States by a group in Oregon, and he fell in love with the state. While he left Oregon for graduate school, he was always plotting to return. In 1971, we made it. He took a pay cut to leave Waterloo and take a job at Portland State University, and my mom soon landed a professorship there as well. For $65,000 we purchased the world’s most beautiful farm. It was nestled in the hills above Yamhill, where the Willamette Valley melts into the Coast Range. The farm had seventy-three acres of forest, cherry orchard, hay field and cattle pasture, plus a couple of ponds and a spring.

			I was thrilled. After so much wandering—I had lived in nine homes my first twelve years—I loved the farm and felt a deep yearning to put down roots and find my community. Yamhill itself was then home to 540 people, with a single flashing red light, a general store, an agriculture feed store, a phone booth and four churches.

			On my first full day at Yamhill Grade School, in seventh grade, I walked down the gravel road from our farm to the school bus stop two-thirds of a mile away. It was a blustery November day: dark, chilly and drizzling slightly but also achingly beautiful with shades of green so rich that Oregon should trademark them. I did not of course take an umbrella, because Oregonians scoff at umbrellas. We believe it only encourages rain.

			It felt spooky walking down the hill through the forest, especially the lonely section that passed a spring and an abandoned homestead shack. Trees and dense foliage lined the narrow driveway, and I tried not to imagine cougars lying in the bushes, tails slowly waving, ready to pounce on their breakfast.

			At the bottom of the hill I met my neighbors, also waiting for the No. 6 school bus.

			“I’m Bobby,” said a solid fifteen-year-old, three years older than me. “And this is Mike, my younger brother.” Mike, who was nine, made a face, and Bobby pretended to swing at him.

			“What’s school like?” I asked after introducing myself.

			Bobby shook his head dismissively. “I’m going to quit as soon as I turn sixteen,” he said. “Then I’ll join the marines like my dad did. He lied about his age to join the marines at sixteen during the Korean War and got shot twenty-two times!” He paused and we all nodded solemnly to acknowledge the magnificence of being so thoroughly perforated.

			“He’s okay now?” I asked.

			“He’s strong,” Bobby said. “He works at the mill.”

			“You’ll meet him,” Mike burst in. “He can show you how to shoot like they do in the marines.”

			“We can go shooting,” Bobby added enthusiastically. “I’ll show you my guns. Much more fun than school. You’re going deer hunting, right?”

			“I don’t know,” I said.

			Mike started jumping up and down, miming that he had a rifle. “Bam, bam, bam!” he said, firing wildly.

			“Lots of deer around,” Bobby said. “And some elk and bear. Sometimes a cougar.”

			“Umm, do the cougars ever bother humans?”

			“I’ll protect you,” Mike shouted, pointing his imaginary rifle around. “Bam! Bam! Bam!”

			“And I’ve just started a trapline that I’ll show you,” Bobby added. “I’m going to catch raccoons and other animals, skin them and sell the pelts. Some of the trapline is actually on your property.”

			“That might be a problem,” I said hesitantly. “We have a dog. Wouldn’t want her to get caught in a trap.”

			(I was actually thinking: You put out steel leg traps for animals to get caught in! Is there anything more cruel? One of my favorite books was Rascal, about a boy and his pet raccoon.)

			“I’m going to get a trapline, too,” Mike interjected with typical exuberance. “Then I’ll have enough money to buy my own guns.”

			I needn’t have worried much about Bobby’s trapline, or Mike’s ambitions to start one. Bobby moved his traps off our property so the dog wouldn’t get caught, but he wasn’t industrious about setting or checking the traps and soon grew bored of them. Mike never started a trapline. Bobby and Mike were always better at talking about how to make money than at earning it.

			School Bus No. 6 arrived, we boarded, and as a new student I found myself a celebrity. Many of the kids at Yamhill Grade School had been there since first grade, making any new kid a curiosity. Questions were fired at me in a friendly way:

			“You living up on the cherry orchard place?”

			“What grade are you in?”

			“You play football?”

			“Or baseball?”

			“How are you at basketball?”

			“How are the deer up there? You seen bucks up there?”

			“I heard there’s a three-legged deer up there somewhere. Runs perfectly fine. Not sure what happened to it. Maybe someone shot its leg off.”

			“Can I go hunting in the woods there?”

			“You seen Bigfoot yet? Billy Beard says Bigfoot lives up in those woods.”

			“I know Bigfoot is up there,” the boy named Billy Beard interjected. “It’s a fact.”

			“You’re at the end of the road, right? Be careful when you go by the McKoon place. Mrs. McKoon’s crazy. She shot one of the Harringtons’ cows.”
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					Collecting hay bales with my dad on the family farm. The farmhouse is in the background. The cherry orchard is below the house.

				
			
			“Where are you moving from?”

			“How’s fishing in your big pond? That great blue heron eating all the fish?”

			Mike and Bobby helped answer the questions. Bobby was a bit shy, but Mike took pleasure in showing off his new neighbor. Once we got to Yamhill Grade School and walked inside, the seventh-grade boys took over the hospitality committee and were very welcoming—and very focused on how I would contribute as an athlete. Billy Beard took charge of me at recess and warned me about Bigfoot, the legendary ape-man of the Pacific Northwest, as he had me shoot baskets. He was appalled that I couldn’t shoot a jump shot.

			“Just like this,” he said, and the ball would go swish. Then I’d try a jump shot and would miss by a mile. I felt my popularity crumbling.

			Seventh grade had sixty students and two teachers. Math and science for seventh and eighth grade were taught by Richard Newby, a genial man who was very religious, very kind and deeply rooted in the community. Trying to teach science to seventh- and eighth-graders would test Job, but Newby never got angry or upset.

			For a science teacher, his views of science were idiosyncratic. He regularly showed us “science films” that came from a Bible supply house and taught us that Darwin was wrong and Creationism was right. One film argued that the story of the Creation propounded in Genesis was literally true, suggesting that the Earth was only thousands of years old, not 4.5 billion years old.
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					That’s me as a student at Yamhill Grade School, victim of a dubious haircut at home.

				
			
			

			—

			To my surprise, I Ioved editing the new Yamhill Grade School newspaper. We put out issues on our own schedule, covering school news and including an editorial by me thundering against the Vietnam War. I was largely reflecting my parents’ views, for they were liberals who closely followed the news. NPR was always playing in our house, and we were the only household in Yamhill that subscribed to The New York Times. It arrived by mail, a week late. I began reading the Times myself—gravitating to the features and to the columnists.

			The school newspaper gig afforded me the opportunity to write for the local newspaper, The Carlton-Yamhill Review. I wasn’t paid but was happy to be exploited. At fourteen, I gained my first professional byline, writing a story on deadline about the Yamhill sixth-grade class making a day trip to Seattle. And I experienced what most journalists know in our hearts is an attraction of the profession: the ego thrill of the byline.

			To the discomfort of our principal, whose mild manner was belied by the paddle he kept in his office for disciplining students, I used the school newspaper as an instrument for editorial crusades. This also fit well with another new interest: girls. I thought maybe my newspaper role could help me win their hearts. And thus was my first journalism campaign born.

			Yamhill Grade School had a rule that girls couldn’t wear blue jeans, and this deeply annoyed them. No blue jeans to school in a farming community?

			I penned a mocking editorial asking what Yamhill Grade School was afraid of. Was it something to do with the denim fabric? No, because girls were allowed to wear jeans so long as they weren’t blue. Something with the blue dye in blue jeans? No, because girls were allowed to wear blue pants as long as they weren’t denim. Aha, I concluded: The Yamhill Grade School administration must have engaged in research in chemistry to show that the combination of denim, blue dye and female flesh is toxic. I asked the administration to lay out this evidence—or let girls wear blue jeans like the rest of us.

			Girls loved the editorial. The principal didn’t like the snark but quietly tweaked the dress code to allow girls to wear blue jeans. Half the student body enjoyed a better quality of life as a result. The power of the press! My campaign had succeeded in its three aims: 1. Impress girls. 2. Give me something to talk about with girls. 3. Overthrow the patriarchy.

		

	
		
		
			3

			 

			A Family of Spies

			A tortuous family history helped turn me into the kind of reporter I became. We Kristofs were spies, prisoners and refugees, and we were rescued by strangers. All this shaped me, so my story begins before I did.

			My father grew up in a noble Armenian family in eastern Europe, in an area called Northern Bukovina, where the flag kept changing. It was successively overseen in the last few hundred years by the Ottoman Empire, Russia, Galicia, Austria-Hungary, Romania and the Soviet Union, and since 1991 it has been part of Ukraine. It was Austria-Hungary when my dad was born and Romania when he was growing up, and his was an idyllic childhood, with thousands of acres to roam—my father loved to hunt wild boar—and in place of school a team of French and German governesses, plus a Romanian tutor.

			Our family is a reminder that identity can be complicated. When people heard my dad’s accent and asked about his origins, he would say he was Romanian. To the same question, my father’s sister would say she was Armenian. And my father’s brother would say he was Polish. My uncle would phone and speak to my father in Polish; my aunt would call and speak to him in Romanian.

			Although my grandfather was fully Armenian, no one in the family still spoke Armenian when my dad arrived on the scene. The main language in the house was Polish (my father’s mother was a Pole from Lviv). Meanwhile, the language of the village was Ukrainian, the government language was Romanian and the cultural languages were French and German. Our family was Armenian Catholic, and my grandmother went to a Catholic girls school in Lviv so strict that girls weren’t allowed to bathe naked; they had to wear a nightdress to protect themselves from themselves.

			Even names were malleable: The Armenian family name was Khatchikian, the Polish version was Krzysztofowicz and the variant used in Romania was Kristofovici. There was a “Von” before it during Austria-Hungarian times to signify nobility, but much of the time, my dad went by his Polish name: Władysław Krzysztofowicz.

			World War II interrupted the idyll and left the family heartsick. Nazi Germany and the Soviet Union were fighting each other in Northern Bukovina, and both sides slaughtered civilians. My family regarded both the Nazis and the Soviets as barbarians. One of my relatives was a Polish army officer who was among some 22,000 Poles murdered by the Soviets in the Katyn Forest massacre in 1940. It was clear that if the Allies triumphed, the Soviets would seize our properties and perhaps wipe out our family. Yet our family had deep ties to Poland, and it was equally clear that if the Nazis won, much of Poland would be swallowed up and a long night would fall over Europe. My father’s village, Karapchiv, had a large Jewish minority that would be at enormous risk if the Nazis prevailed.

			Romania initially sided with the Nazis to fight off the Soviets, and my dad was drafted into the Romanian army. He was an interpreter and courier, and one day in 1942 he was housed near Stalingrad in the home of a Russian woman, an enemy. He saw that there was an empty bedroom but didn’t want to impose on her—plus he was full of lice—so he rolled his sleeping bag out on the kitchen floor. “No, don’t sleep here,” she told him. “Come with me.” She led him to the room of her absent son, and then she cooked dinner for my father.

			“Why are you doing all this for me, when you’re on the other side of this war?” my dad asked her.

			“My son is fighting with the Soviet army,” she replied. “I don’t know where he is. But I hope that if he needs a bed, someone will be decent to him even though he is the enemy. I’m treating you as I would want my son to be treated.” My father often spoke of that moment of humanity in a war mostly devoid of it. The Romanian army was poorly provisioned and suffered huge losses; one of my father’s best friends was run over by a Soviet tank, and many others perished in other ways. In early 1943 he became very sick, was demobilized and returned home.

			When I was growing up and other kids talked about their dads heroically battling the Nazis, I kept quiet. I didn’t want to admit that my father had actually fought for a year on the same side as the Nazis. Then Romania switched sides in the war in 1944 to join the Allies, so my father had the distinction of being the only parent around who had been on both sides of World War II. But that didn’t seem a good thing to brag about.

			There was more to the story, though. The Krzysztofowicz family, facing the choice of supporting either the Nazis or the Soviets, chose neither and instead spied against the Nazis for the West. The family participated in the Bolek II Polish resistance network, which carried intelligence on the Nazis through Poland, into Romania and on to a secret radio transmitter in Bucharest run by a family member. The information was then broadcast to Ankara, which relayed it to the Polish government-in-exile in London.

			Looking back, this was an extraordinary action by my family members. By helping to defeat the Nazis, they were increasing the likelihood that the Soviets would seize our family properties and perhaps send family members to Siberia. By spying on the Nazis, they were working against their interests as well as risking their lives. One of the heroes of the family was my cousin twice removed, Izabela Krzysztofowicz Jaruzelska, a sworn member of the Polish resistance. With her daughter and son-in-law she dared challenge the Nazis on their own turf in Nazi-occupied Poland. It was her son-in-law who ran the secret radio transmitter in Bucharest that the Bolek II network depended on.

			The couriers working for the Bolek II network used our family properties as safehouses, and my grandfather supported one particularly brave courier, Aleksander Rybicki, who for years had been running perilous missions across borders from Poland. Rybicki was wounded several times and once escaped arrest by the Gestapo only by jumping off a moving train. His wife, Kazimieri, was arrested by the Nazis in 1942 and refused to disclose Aleksander’s whereabouts; she was sent to Auschwitz and died in the gas chambers there. After Kazimieri’s arrest, Aleksander Rybicki continued his courier missions, and my grandfather supported his work financially. Our family also told him that if he was ever arrested while crossing into Romania, he should claim to be a relative of ours.

			That’s what happened: In February 1943, Romanian border guards captured Rybicki as he crossed from Poland at night. He said he was fleeing Poland and was a relative of ours, and my aunt Litka went to the police station to see him. “I saw the terror in his eyes,” she said, and she vouched for him, saying he was a cousin.

			I was able to obtain from Romanian security archives the files on my family, including those from this incident. “Brave, admirable woman, Litka!” my translator, Gelu Trandafir, emailed me after going through the documents. “She must have been beautiful and influential, because she completely stunned the soldiers.” I remember Aunt Litka as a somewhat reserved, even stodgy elderly woman, but the archives show that she buffaloed the soldiers into allowing her to speak privately with Rybicki and then walk out with his suitcase, which had a false bottom. In it were three important papers with intelligence eagerly sought by the Allies about the Nazi military in Poland and the Nazi concentration camps. Litka passed them along to her contacts in the resistance, and they were forwarded to the Allies in London.

			The next day, however, the captain in charge of the border post sent troops to the area where Rybicki had been arrested. There was snow on the ground, so trampled snow showed the location—and in the daylight the guards found a flashlight with microfilms that Rybicki had thrown away when he was detained. This changed everything. It was now obvious that Rybicki was not a simple refugee but a spy supported by our family. Litka hurried off to the border post to negotiate with the captain, who laid the microfilms in front of her. She lit a cigarette. Her confession in the security archives records her next step: “I also lit him a cigarette, and seeking to take advantage of the captain’s carelessness I set fire to the film.”

			That was Aunt Litka? I would never have imagined this from the elderly woman I remembered, who stood out mostly for her love of her dog and her horses. The archives record that the captain frantically extinguished the fire and then angrily demanded a large bribe. After extensive negotiations, my grandfather gave Aunt Litka $1,050 to bribe the captain, who burned the microfilms himself. The espionage seemed to have been hushed up. But the bribe was equivalent to many years’ salary for the captain, who promptly quit and married—and it was too much money to conceal. People talked, and the Gestapo got wind that something was afoot.

			In June 1943, two cars showed up at our family home and arrested Aunt Litka and my grandfather; two weeks later the authorities also arrested my father and uncle. They were all taken to Bucharest for interrogation, but Romanian officials had some wiggle room under the Germans and tried to protect my family. The Romanians let my family members get together to concoct alibis. Most important, the Romanians did not allow the Gestapo to interrogate and torture my father or other family members. Aunt Litka’s statements in the security files are fascinating: At first, she says almost nothing, and then she steadily amends them as others in the spy ring make confessions that she must respond to. In the end, Aunt Litka was sent to a concentration camp in Romania, along with Rybicki, but she insisted (falsely) that no one else in the family was involved, so my father and grandfather and the others were released.

			It was far worse for those arrested on the Polish side of the border, for the Germans were in direct control there. Cousin Izabela and her daughter, Teresa, were arrested and brutally tortured by the Gestapo, and then transported to Auschwitz, where Teresa was subjected to medical experiments. Izabela died in Auschwitz on December 9, 1943, but Teresa survived. (Teresa spoke of this period only once that I know of, saying that the Auschwitz doctors’ experiments had left her feeling like minced meat.) Izabela’s son-in-law, Boguslaw Horodynski, who ran the underground radio station in Romania, was imprisoned by the Romanians and the radio station shut down. Petru Groza, a future leader of Romania, was in the same prison as Horodynski and described him as “this wonderful man” who “calmly runs the entire collective establishment [of Polish prisoners], smoothes out internal divisions, presents the prison administration with their grievances; in brief, with fatherly care and authority, he steers the boat on which these shipwrecked sons of yesterday’s Poland seek to reach the shore of their once homeland and happiness.”

			When Romania switched sides in the war in 1944, Aunt Litka was released along with Rybicki and Horodynski. But it was only a temporary reprieve. After the war ended, Rybicki was arrested by the Soviets in 1946 and sent to Siberian prison camps for the next decade, mostly toiling in mines. He finally made his way back to Poland, moved in with his mother and eked out an existence working for a museum until his death in 1983.

			In the immediate postwar period, Horodynski lived in Romania and was recognized as a hero—too publicly. He attended a joyous celebration on Romania’s National Day, December 1, 1945, to mark the end of the war, with most of the diplomatic corps attending. There the British ambassador made a catastrophic error. In the presence of the Soviet ambassador, he hailed Horodynski for his cooperation with the Allied forces and contributions to winning the war. The Soviets arrested Horodynski the next day, apparently distrusting anyone who had worked with the West.

			Horodynski was sent to a labor camp in Kolyma, Siberia—which Solzhenitsyn described as the “pole of cold and cruelty” in the Soviet Gulag. Horodynski reportedly was forced to toil in a mercury mine. American and British officials asked Russia for mercy, and Romanian prime minister Petru Groza personally asked Stalin to intercede—to no avail. Horodynski’s fate is uncertain. One version is that he died in the Gulag in 1952. The other is that he was released in 1956, probably in an amnesty by Premier Nikita Khrushchev, and died while trying to walk back to Poland.

			So much heroism, so much tragedy. My father told me stories about these people as I was growing up, and how could I not be inspired by the courage of these relatives of mine confronting the Nazis and Soviets alike and struggling against impossible odds to keep the candle of freedom burning?

			As a journalist, I’ve heard countless people apologize for autocrats. The left was soft on Mao, and the right has been soft on Putin. I hear: You can’t apply Western standards to other countries. Sure, mistakes have been made, but economic growth has been strong. This is a fractious country that needed a strong hand. What about Guantánamo and Abu Ghraib—the United States violates human rights, too. To make an omelet, you need to break some eggs.

			I hear those arguments, and I flinch—for Izabela was one of those broken eggs. Horodynski was sacrificed for the Soviet omelet. My father almost was shattered as well.

			

			—

			The Soviets seized Northern Bukovina in 1944, appropriating my family’s lands and wealth. My dad fled south on horseback to Romania, taking back roads to evade capture by the Soviets or murder by Ukrainian nationalists. A xenophobic Ukrainian militia had already massacred thirty-four Jews in the village and attacked Armenians along with other landowners. They had buried alive my great-aunt and great-uncle, and now they killed our farm manager and his wife.

			As my dad fled to southern Romania, the iron curtain was falling across Europe. Soviet soldiers were de facto kings, and one night in the Romanian town of Craiova, several drunken Russian soldiers amused themselves by clubbing my father and nearly killing him, leaving him bloodied in the street. For decades afterward, he would have nightmares about that beating, and as a child I would regularly wake in the dark to hear his screams and then my mother’s frantic efforts to wake him.

			“It’s just a dream, it’s just a dream,” she would say.

			The screams would fade, and he would sit up. “It was so real,” he’d say. “I’m sorry.”

			In my eyes as a little boy, my father was strong and capable of anything, and it was difficult to imagine what could spark such terror in him. As I grew older I understood that my father’s loathing of every form of despotism came from his family history, losing multiple relatives to German Nazis and also to Soviet Communists. If my columns show a passion for human rights, it’s inherited as a Lamarckian trait.

			My dad desperately wanted to escape the Communist bloc. It wasn’t that he was particularly repressed, for he had a decent job in a forestry company. But he had nothing to look forward to. “I was ready to risk my life,” he wrote in an essay. “I could not resign myself to live the rest of my life without any hope.”

			In September 1948, he swam the Danube River in the dead of night to escape Romania and landed, breathless and exhausted, on the Yugoslav side of the river. Yugoslavian police promptly arrested him and sent him to a concentration camp and later to an asbestos mine and finally to a forest logging camp. But he was the only educated person at the logging camp and soon was entrusted with helping run it. As a result, he was allowed to make a trip to Belgrade, where he slipped into the French Embassy.

			My father met a newly arrived French diplomat, Robert Morisset. In diplomatic terms, my dad’s imprisonment was none of France’s business or Morisset’s, for my father wasn’t a French national or even a Yugoslav national. But Morisset saw a chance to do good: After listening to my dad’s story, Morisset wrote to the Yugoslav authorities inquiring about my father’s case. It was a short, simple inquiry, but it was enough to force some official to look up my father’s file and add a notation that there was foreign government interest.

			Morisset also gave my father a laissez-passer document with instructions to hide it while in Yugoslavia; it could antagonize local officials but would help him get a French visa if he ever managed to leave Yugoslavia. My dad sewed the document inside the lining of his jacket. Morisset also added my father’s name to a French Foreign Ministry list of people who should get a French visa if they managed to escape Yugoslavia. I’ve long wondered why a French diplomat was so helpful to a refugee on leave from a prison camp who simply wandered in one day, although it couldn’t have hurt that my father spoke beautiful French.

			It turns out that Morisset helped many Romanian refugees in Yugoslavia. This was not his job, and indeed Morisset may have gone rogue to some extent. After the collapse of Communism, a Romanian publication called Revista Memoria ran a tribute to Morisset and noted:

			
				His diplomatic task was not to help
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