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 For Danny’s son, who will know his  
 father in words and in spirit.  




May you grow up to be righteous,
May you grow up to be true,
May you always know the truth
And see the lights surrounding you.
May you always be courageous,
Stand upright and be strong,
May you stay forever young,
Forever young, forever young,
May you stay forever young.



— BOB DYLAN 







FOREWORD





It was in London that I first stepped into one of Danny’s offices.The office floor was divided into little cubicles. Danny wore a stylish suit topped with a splashy tie pulled from his trademark crazy collection. He introduced me to his cramped space, inviting me to lounge in a beach chair that sat beside him, a totally inappropriate piece of office furniture filling most of his cubicle. I sat in that beach chair and took a good hard look at the man of my life as he spun out a tale from another of his reporting adventures in the Middle East, quickly sweeping his fingers over the keyboard without looking at the keys, surrounded by mountains of papers and books. Touchstones from his travels surrounded him. He had spread a big black tapestry that said “Allahu Akbar”—“God is great”—in scrolling red Arabic letters. He had propped a larger-than-life-sized picture of Iranian revolutionary leader Ayatollah Khomeini, brought back from one of his countless trips to Iran. He also had the most amazing collection of little monster figurines perched on a shelf.

I could tell he was a fast thinker, constantly synthesizing new ideas. He was a man who was going to illuminate my life. Sharing his existence would be like turning the pages of a comic book packed with lots of fun, unexpected turns of events and plenty of plane rides. Most important, I felt I had met the man who shared my approach toward the world and stood committed to change the world for the better. Lying in his beach chair, an exotic spot in London’s gray, I felt great respect and trust in him.



As a journalist and sojourner of the world, Danny held no prejudices about the people we interviewed and met. He first and foremost considered the human being in front of him, regardless of religion, race or social status. Very suspicious of groups and organizations, he had a natural tendency to trust individuals. Once he started to work on an article, he would literally throw himself at it, working days and nights, trackingfacts for weeks and experiencing pure delight when he found the littlest detail that would make the story livelier. He liked to walk on beaten paths and discover tales of the unexpected. He was a hunter of human contradictions, as well as of the small and immense absurdities of existence. In reporting from mosques and villages, deserts and world capitals, he was witness to the difficulties of communication between humans. He was like a tightrope walker, a funamble, happily linking worlds with his writings.



As journalists, Danny and I traveled so much that we began to live without acknowledging borders. We were truly citizens of the globe. We were beyond cosmopolitan. Danny was Jewish; I am Buddhist. Danny was born in Princeton, New Jersey; I was born in Paris, France. Danny’s father was born in Israel, his mother in Baghdad, Iraq; my mother was born in Havana, Cuba, my father in Amsterdam, the Netherlands. We last lived together in Bombay, India, and last traveled together in Pakistan.Our commitment to journalism as our means of changing the world deepened every day. The world often seemed to be a mess, but it was our world and somehow our mess. It became clear to us that we enjoyed a privileged position. That enabled us to expose corruption, injustice and ignorance. It empowered us to question vested interests, fundamentalism and untruths. For us—for Danny—journalism epitomized the path for charting a better world future. Danny cherished truth more than anything. He called it his religion. He had undertaken a lifelong struggle against conventional wisdom. In all those respects, Danny was a hero—an ordinary hero.

We were legitimate citizens of the 21st century.



I can only hope that more individuals will think independently, give voice to their thoughts and take responsible action so that this world starts belonging to its people. It is our task to educate, inform and provide keys to people so that they will not be held hostage to the ignorance bred in every corner of the world. It takes courage.

Danny’s kidnappers tried to behead freedom. The absurdity of his death belied the life we lived together. We were journalists. We werefree. We met people and told their tales to the world. Nobody could harm us. Why would they? We were open-minded and respectful. We were not corrupt. We were not running after power or fame. We were not political or militants. We needn’t hide anything. We were ambitious. We believed ordinary people like us could change the world by changing the way people think about each other. We believed you only had to be a journalist armed with intellectual courage, curiosity, a writing talent, a solid sense of humor and a genuine willingness to fight your own limits.

The terrorists who killed Danny stood at the other extreme of what Danny represents. They could only wield their knife and cowardice against Danny’s intellectual courage and bold spirit. Danny died holding only a pen. They stole his life but were unable to seize his soul. By killing Danny, terrorists took my life as well but could not lay claim to my spirit. Dead and alive we will never let them win.I wish you a good journey through Danny’s writings. It is my sincere hope that his spirit and values will radiate from all of you who he inspires. I hope that, like me, you will be able to laugh with Danny as he navigates you through the absurdités de l’existence. Mainly, I trust that Danny’s flame will keep burning in you as it does in me, his wife.

—Mariane Pearl
Paris, France


April 2002






DANIEL PEARL (1963 – 2002)





Daniel Pearl was born October 10, 1963, at Princeton Hospital, New Jersey, the second child of Judea and Ruth Pearl. The Pearl family moved to California in 1966. In 1970, Danny had his first violin lesson and, in 1972, his first soccer lesson, beginning two love affairs that would last his entire life.In 1976, on October 16, Danny had his bar mitzvah in Jerusalem, Israel, and spent the next year living in Rehovot, Israel. He graduated from Birmingham High School in Van Nuys, Calif., in 1981 as a National Merit Scholar, and was ranked 15th in the country for his grade on the PSAT in English.

Danny entered Stanford University that fall and soon afterward cofounded Stanford Commentary, a nonpartisan political newspaper. He graduated Phi Beta Kappa one semester early, with a bachelor of arts degree in communications.

Danny’s first professional job in journalism was with the North Adams (Mass.) Transcript. He also worked for the Berkshire Eagle, the Boston Phoenix and the San Francisco Business Times. 

He joined The Wall Street Journal in 1990, and he covered air cargo from the paper’s Atlanta bureau. Three years later he was recruited by the paper’s Washington bureau, and two years after that by the London bureau. Beginning in 1996, Danny worked as foreign correspondent for the Journal, first from London, then from Paris and finally from Bombay, where he served as the South Asia bureau chief.

Danny met his wife, Mariane, a Dutch-Cuban of French citizenship, at a party in Paris in 1998. The two were married a year later in Paris.

Danny was kidnapped on January 23, 2002, in Karachi, Pakistan, while reporting a story. He died at the hands of his captors. A few months before his abduction, Danny and Mariane discovered she waspregnant; a few days before his abduction, the couple discovered the child would be a boy.

In addition to his wife, son and parents, Danny leaves two sisters, Michelle and Tamara. His death is mourned by dozens of relatives, scores of friends, hundreds of colleagues and thousands of people around the world.












PART ONE


 Talking to Strangers 









 Danny had the ability to see the ordinary as extraordinary. He said he was interested in the shades of gray in the world, rather than the extremes of black and white. —TAMARAPEARL , Danny’s big sister 








Better than anyone, the Pearl family understood how Danny used his natural affection for the unfamiliar in searching for that middle ground. At his son’s memorial service on March 10, 2002, Judea Pearl explained:





Thirty-eight years ago, Ruth and I had the great fortune of observing a unique biological phenomenon. The child that we brought home had a peculiar syndrome: he had not one shred of malice in his bones.This child developed into a young man who filled our lives with joy, humor, love and meaning. We feel fortunate to have been influenced by him so profoundly, and we are lucky to have beautiful memories to guide us in the future.

But where did Danny get this zero-malice affliction? I know it did not come from my side of the family; I am not sure of Ruth’s side. But I am pretty sure that it was genetic in nature, because it showed itself when Danny was still in the crib.

When you pulled the pillow from under his head, Danny would not startle; his head would just relax into a new position, as if that is where he wanted to be all along.

If you tried to bully him, he would not cry nor bully back; he would just look you in the eyes till you realized for yourself how silly you looked.

When we told him he must sleep with braced shoes, to correct his toeing-in, he did not utter a single complaint. Night after night, for six whole months, he would just bite his lips and ask to be put into those awkward and painful braces.

Naturally, we thought that he was somewhat slow: A two-and-a-half-year-old boy who does not hit back must be, we thought. Therefore, when the nursery school teacher described him as a “born leader” with a six-year-old level of intellect, we made a special trip to the nursery school to make sure that she was talking about our Danny.

His kindergarten teacher later explained Danny’s secret. He is like a sponge, she said. Nothing escapes his eyes; he simply sees no reason to show it.

And that was also the secret of his subtle leadership. Kids sought his company not because he was outgoing—he wasn’t—but because he was secure, unassuming and unintimidated. He was not intimidated by bullies, or by rules, or by teachers—not even by his parents.

He was not intimidated even when one teacher stuck a swastika in his face and said, “You are wearing the Star of David, Danny? Look what I am wearing!” As Israelis, we were terribly upset. This was our first exposure to anti-Semitism, and we were sure Danny would be scarred for life. We even called experts from the Anti-Defamation League to assess the damage.

But Danny just narrated the incident in his matter-of-fact way, as if saying, “Upset? Why would I get upset if a teacher makes a fool of himself?”

One day Danny came home from school with a booklet full of new safety instructions. Among them we found one popular rule of the 1970s:

“Do not talk to strangers.”

After some discussion, we decided that we would not press this rule too seriously with Danny.

Little did we know then that “talking to strangers” would become Danny’s hobby, then his profession and, eventually, his mission and ideology.

And he sure learned to talk to strangers:

When he went on his first interview and forgot to put on a belt, he talked the taxi driver into loaning him his belt—just for the interview, of course.

People who we believed to be the epitome of boredom, Danny found to be intriguing.

He talked to strangers in jazz bars, on soccer fields, in barbershops and in train stations.

He talked to peasants and rulers, rabbis and mullahs.

He talked to winners and losers, to special strangers and to ordinary strangers.

He talked to strangers more than he talked to his parents. Little did we know that “talking to strangers” would one day invite this tragedy. Weeks after learning of his abduction, our family and friends were still playing with fantasies of how Danny talks his captors into coming to their senses and ending their silly game.

Until this very day, images of Danny talking them into playing a game of backgammon or humming a little tune are much more vivid than anything I will ever view on CNN.

We now know that the last group of strangers Danny talked to were strangers of a different breed, from a different planet. These were strangers that knew no talking.

They have silenced Danny’s voice, but not his spirit—the legacy of Danny’s lifelong “talking with strangers” will be forever in our heart.








For eleven years, Danny Pearl introduced readers of The Wall Street Journal to beggars and thieves, workers and rulers. Here are a few stories that show his capacity for turning strangers the world over into people we know.

 —H.C. 
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IN INDIAN QUAKE,
DEATH HAUNTS THE LIVING




 February 5, 2001 



ANJAR, India—What is India’s earthquake zone really like? It smells. It reeks. You can’t imagine the odor of several hundred bodies decaying for five days as search teams pick away at slabs of crumbled buildings in this town. Even if you’ve never smelled it before, the brain knows what it is, and orders you to get away. After a day, the nose gets stuffed up in self-defense. But the brain has registered the scent, and picks it up in innocent places: lip balm, sweet candy, stale breath, an airplane seat.The smell had become acute around Gujarat state’s Kachchh province by Thursday. It was a pretty good gauge of how many bodies were trapped in any particular place. Numbers of dead are thrown about—25,000, 100,000—but nobody really knows. And it isn’t just the number that explains why the world’s media are here. AIDS will kill more Indians this year but get less coverage here. In India’s Orissa state, reports are emerging of starvation from drought. In Afghanistan, refugees are freezing to death in camps. But an earthquake is sudden death, a much more compelling story.

The New Delhi fire department, working to exhume bodies at a collapsed apartment building in the town Gandhidham, assumes an actual corpse is what a journalist would want to see and photograph. “Come closer, come closer, you can see the hand,” a firefighter says, beckoning. The spray the firefighters use to mask the smell doesn’t really work, and an older member of the crew pulls away and gags. The department has a crane and a hydraulic extrication device, but for some reason, when it’s time to search deep in a hole in the rubble, nobody has a flashlight. One firefighter produces a box of matches.

Ragendra Singh, manager of the Shiv Regency hotel in Gandhidham, is standing below a sagging beam that used to be above the second floor. “Come on in, it’s perfectly safe,” he says. After the earthquake, the second floor collapsed into the first floor. He points out the unbrokenwindows and says all the guests got out—luckily, there was nobody in room 113, which now has the kitchen from below sticking up through it. “All the televisions were perfectly OK,” he marvels. Five days after the earthquake, Mr. Singh and his family resume sleeping inside their suburban home, which has a slight crack in each wall. The door is left open during dinner, and if anybody notices the death smell pushing inside, nobody says anything. The next morning, a faint whiff reaches the roof, where Mr. Singh’s father, a retired army colonel pressed back into service for quake relief, shows off his pet pigeons. “Animals can tell when death is coming,” he says. “They pray to the gods to take them instead of me.”

The earthquake victims weren’t all poor people in mud-brick villages. Gujarat includes some of India’s richest businesspeople, even if they’re not known for flaunting their wealth. The hotel billboards are still standing—“Entertain your corporate clients in style,” “Free bowling,” “For your hard day’s night”—but the hotels are flattened. Owner-occupied villas seemed to survive better than apartments. Temples seemed to survive better than student dormitories. Is it random? Some Indians are pointing the finger at some builders, though the evidence is still circumstantial. “When money-making is involved, they resort to cheap materials,” opines Shaukat, translator for this Gujarat assignment.

Even amid the rubble, some people are quietly trying to get on with their lives: A child plays on the remains of a wall. Businessmen set up a sidewalk desk with typewriters and phones salvaged from their shipping office. At the Razdip apartments in Gandhidham, where locals say 40 people died, Ranjena Shah climbs through the top of a pile of rubble, under a slab that used to be her ceiling. Isn’t that dangerous? “I don’t have any clothing. I’m trying to salvage what I can,” she says, pulling out a plastic clock.

The desperate ones are charitable organizations trying to get their work mentioned. “Please flash this to the world. It will be very good for us,” says a white-bearded Nirmohananda Avadhuta, with a neatly typed handout about the international religious organization Ananda Marga’s work digging up corpses and sheltering survivors at its ashram. “When can we meet? When?” Mr. Avadhuta pleads, at a busy newsstand.

Maybe everyone really just wants to help. But why does MahantshreeDevprasadji Maharajshree, eighth in a line of gurus of the Shree Anandabava Seva Sanstha temple in Jamnagar, already have the photo album ready a day after his visit to the razed village of Jodia?Photos of the guru distributing water barrels and the guru talking with survivors are quickly posted on the Web site along with an appeal for funds. Later, a disciple of the guru phones asking for “advice” on their efforts to “adopt” Jodia. OK, why not send money to a big organization, instead of adding to the chaos among competing aid groups? “Yes, but we don’t want to be one of these organizations that tries to do everything everywhere and ends up doing nothing.” Seconds later, he talks about expanding from Jodia to other villages. That requires money. Publicity would help.

The ride around the shore of the Gulf of Kachchh, from Gandhidham to Jamnagar, usually takes three hours, but now it’s nearly doubled: The bridges have cracks, and white rocks have been laid out to confine vehicles from both directions to a single lane. Clothes lie piled up by the side of the road. Some trucks stop by the side of the road and unload their cargo to whoever gets there first. Kids sell donated bags of water to passing drivers. And that smell: It wafts in from nearly every village now. It sticks around, even days later, in the shoes, the camera bag, the computer bag, the notebooks.
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PORTRAIT OF THE ARTIST IN SEARCH OF
PATRONS IN THE HIGHEST PLACES




Andrew Vicari Paints Princes and War Heroes; Flattery Doesn’t Get Him Very Far


 July 25, 2000 



RIYADH, Saudi Arabia—There was a time when a court artist could make his career with a single flattering painting of Napoleon on a horse. Modern warfare hasn’t been so good to Andrew Vicari.Mr. Vicari is portraitist to the royal families of Saudi Arabia and Monaco and, by his own reckoning, one of the great living painters. His crowning work was a collection of more than 100 paintings of the generals, diplomats and battles of the 1991 Gulf War. But the Saudis lost interest. The paintings are warehoused at great expense in the south of France, protected by security guards and a $75-million insurance policy. “It has nearly bankrupted me,” says Mr. Vicari, who is 62 years old.

And so, Mr. Vicari returns to Saudi Arabia, looking for somebody to buy “the most important work in the history of art since the Napoleonic era.” That is how Mr. Vicari described his paintings in an unsuccessful pitch to Saudi Arabia’s defense minister, Prince Sultan bin Abdul Aziz.

It was the Napoleonic Wars, in a way, that drew Mr. Vicari into battle. “Have you read ‘War and Peace’? Well, you must,” Mr. Vicari exclaims in his booming voice, over dinner at the Riyadh Intercontinental Hotel, where he keeps an executive suite year-round as his local studio. The novel inspired Mr. Vicari to spend more than two years painting his own masterpiece, which he called “From War to Peace in the Gulf.”

Mr. Vicari realizes he is an anachronism. Born in Wales to Italian parents, he had his first gallery sale at the age of 18. He was outraged to see how much money the dealer kept and vowed to work like the old masters—selling directly to a wealthy patron, preferably royalty. “I went out to America in the 1960s,” he says. “I wanted Nelson Rockefeller asmy patron, but little did I know he hadn’t a bloody clue about art.” Translation: The late Mr. Rockefeller liked abstract art. In 1973, a friend took Mr. Vicari to Saudi Arabia, where his traditional oil paintings won favor with royal advisers. He got lucrative commissions for series, including “The Triumph of the Bedouin” and “The Majesty of King Faisal.” The Saudis even let Mr. Vicari paint women without veils. And he painted princes, charging $80,000 or more per portrait. “He is bigger than anyone,” says Saad Al-Showiman, a Riyadh gallery owner.

On January 15, 1991, the deadline for Iraq to withdraw from Kuwait or face war, Mr. Vicari flew from Paris to Riyadh, feeling an artistic duty: Hadn’t Lord Byron died helping Greece win independence from the Turks? he points out.

War life wasn’t so bad for Mr. Vicari. He fell into a circuit of dinner parties and receptions that were barely interrupted as Iraqi Scud missiles fell around Riyadh. “It was a great time,” recalls Jacques Berniere, French ambassador during the war. “We were all provisional bachelors”: diplomats, businessmen, generals and Andrew Vicari (who is, in fact, a bachelor). Soon, Mr. Vicari had everybody sitting for portraits.

“It’s partly ego—someone wants to paint you because you’re involved in some significant historical event,” says retired Lt. Gen. Robert Johnston, an aide during the war to Gen. Norman Schwartzkopf. Mr. Vicari drew them both. And with his friends’ help, Mr. Vicari saw battlegrounds firsthand: the just-liberated Saudi town of Al Khafji, the still-burning Kuwait oil-well fires.

Even a war of instantaneous video feeds had room for a few painters. The Imperial War Museum in London commissioned artist John Keane, who caused a stir by painting Mickey Mouse next to a shopping cart full of missiles. The U.S. Army dispatched four painters to portray the everyday life of troops. American artist Susan Crile witnessed the Kuwait oil fires and painted four dozen renditions, most of which she still owns.

“This isn’t the easiest thing on earth to sell,” says her dealer, Valerie McKenzie of New York’s Graham Gallery. “People don’t want to acknowledge modern warfare.”

Prince Khaled bin Sultan, business-savvy Commander of Joint Forces in the Gulf War, put up $7 million for Mr. Vicari’s work, which commenced in a style befitting the artist’s patronage. Mr. Vicari set up aone-acre studio in a former bus factory outside Nice, to allow him to work on four battlefield canvases at the same time. He traveled first-class with bodyguards and a biographer.

Prince Khaled, now retired from the Saudi military, sent a brigadier general to inspect Mr. Vicari’s work, and set up a committee to ensure that no allied leader was slighted, no important battle neglected. The Gulf War series ballooned in number from 125 paintings to 235. Mr. Vicari’s Gulf War series was to tour world capitals—Paris, London, Washington, Cairo, Kuwait City, Riyadh. Peter Cannon-Brookes, a British art curator working on the international tour, says some of the paintings were so large he was having trouble figuring out how to get them into the great exhibition halls in these places.

Then suddenly, in the summer of 1992, the prince pulled out. He settled the outstanding expenses, and took home just seven portraits of himself and his relatives, Mr. Vicari says. Did the Saudis lose enthusiasm because Islamists were grumbling about American troops remaining on Saudi soil? Was Prince Khaled diverting his energy into his memoirs, “Desert Warrior,” which tried to correct the perception that the Saudis had contributed little to the fight against Saddam Hussein? Were Mr. Vicari’s tanks less impressive than his horses? Nobody answered these questions. “The Saudis are not good about explaining themselves,” says Ollie Akel, a former Exxon executive who helped Mr. Vicari with finances. Prince Khaled declines to comment.

Mr. Vicari tried to find another backer, but in Saudi Arabia and Kuwait, he says, “nobody wanted to hear about the war.” He landed a commission in China through a diplomat friend, and forgot about the Gulf War. “Then my bank rings me and says, ‘You’ve got to do something, you’ve got a huge loan out.’ ” He sold his Monaco penthouse, laid off his staff and stopped staying at the Hotel Crillon in Paris. Once again, he tried to unload “From War to Peace”—insisting, still, that the paintings be sold as a block.

In 1997, British newspapers reported that Iran had offered to buy the paintings for GBP 5 million (more than $7.5 million at current exchange rates) and burn them as un-Islamic. “I think that was Andrew” who came up with that, says Mr. Vicari’s former biographer, Daniel Curzi. “They wouldn’t have printed it if it was false,” retorts Mr. Vicari. “I went into hiding for two months.” Not that most of the art worldwould have noticed. Mr. Vicari’s name doesn’t appear in major European and American artists’ directories, and he says none of his 4,000-odd paintings has ever come up for auction. ( Leonard’s Price Index, however, does list one Vicari landscape as selling at a 1991 U.S. auction for $412; Mr. Vicari says it actually was painted by a student of his who signed Mr. Vicari’s name.)

The artist has marked up pages of Who’s Who in the World to show that he has a bigger entry than Margaret Thatcher and Bill Gates. He has begun to work on an autobiography to be called “Scenes From an Interesting Life” by compiling an index of 500 important people he has met. On June 29, Mr. Vicari reports good news by telephone from Riyadh: Prince Khaled’s vizier has just promised the prince will build a museum and buy the rest of “From War to Peace.” For how much? “I don’t know. It will be a huge sum.” So far, Mr. Vicari has heard nothing further. But he is confident, drinking wine in a Paris café and musing about what is next for the “king of painters, painter of kings.” He may go to Luxembourg and paint a portrait of the Grand Duke. Then again, he adds, “Vladimir Putin is a great friend. Maybe I’ll do something with him.”
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SEARCH FOR MERCY ENDS IN TEARS ON
QUIET KOSOVO STREET




 December 2, 1999 



KOSOVO POLJE, Yugoslavia—President Clinton came to Kosovo last week pleading for a little ethnic reconciliation. This reminded me of my first trip here, in June, when I searched in vain for a story about ethnic Albanians and Serbs moving beyond their hatred.“Reconciliation? I don’t think anybody’s working on that yet,” one relief worker told me. I was undeterred. Albanians should be angry with police officers, soldiers or local militias who shot civilians and burned houses during the war that ended in June. But ordinary people? I didn’t even understand how people could tell the ethnic groups apart on the street.

“Albanian or Serb?” I quizzed my ethnic-Albanian translator, pointing to a pedestrian as we drove through Kosovo Polje, an ethnically mixed town near the provincial capital of Pristina.

“Serb.”

“How can you tell?”

“The way he walks.”

In my search for a pocket of ethnic harmony, I tried the new soccer team (no Serbs), a once-mixed jazz band (no gigs), even a mental hospital. There, ethnic-Albanian nurses told me the Serb staff had fled, told the patients to leave too, and taken the telephones. Hearing that Albanians and Serbs were working together to revive train service, I ventured into the main train station. Serb guards told us to “get lost” after my translator told them his name (names being the other way Albanian and Serbs tell each other apart).

Only one encounter seemed to offer any hope for Serbs and Albanians living together. It took place on a quiet residential street here. And last week, on a return trip to Kosovo, I decided to see if the story had a happy ending.

In the third house on the right lived Rade Volic, a 70-year-old ex-rail-roadworker. Mr. Volic is a Serb, but the kind who avoids the word “Shqiptar,” a slur against ethnic Albanians. His wife, Jelka, who is 64, served me the same dark oriental coffee Albanians serve.

Next door lived Hamit Fazliu, 68 years old, a retired mill worker and ethnic Albanian. He and Mr. Volic, neighbors for 30 years, worked to stay friends, even as neighborhood Serbs were meeting in the late 1980s to discuss harassment by the ethnic-Albanian majority, even as Albanians were losing their jobs and seeing their children thrown out of schools during the 1990s, even as an Albanian guerrilla war for independence and a Serbian ethnic-cleansing campaign began.

On March 27, soon after the North Atlantic Treaty Organization bombing began, Serb vigilantes shot up Mr. Fazliu’s house while he cowered on the living room couch. Mr. Volic says he persuaded the vandals not to burn the house. Mr. Fazliu spent the night at Mr. Volic’s house, then left Kosovo. In June, Mr. Fazliu’s nephew, Bafti Fazliu, showed me the gutted home: glass shards everywhere, the kitchen stripped bare.

In their own tidy home, the Volices showed me a letter their neighbor had written while taking shelter with them. “What will happen, nobody knows, but let this be proof that Rade is a good man, and his wife, and I’m very thankful,” it read. Still, the Volices weren’t sure they would stay. All around, neighbors were pooling their money to rent trucks to move to Serbia proper.

That was four months ago. KFOR, the NATO-led military force, is more organized now in its efforts to protect Serb villages, but there are few mixed neighborhoods left. My Pristina-based translator said he hadn’t spoken the Serbian language in three months.

I visited Mr. Fazliu first. He now had furniture, a television, new cabinets. He said he had made the rounds of neighbors at first, telling how Mr. Volic had helped him. But lately, he was asking Mr. Volic not to speak with him on the street.

“Some of my relatives don’t understand,” he said, especially the ones who had had immediate family members killed. He said he was trying to help the Volices in quieter ways, buying them bread so they didn’t have to go out, helping them find a buyer for their house.

Next door, the Volices greeted me warmly, and asked if I could help them determine if the German-mark notes they were about to receivefor their house were real. They had gone with one of the many Albanians who knocked on their door asking to buy the place. KFOR was “very nice,” but they were tired of rocks being thrown through the window, and they were moving in four days’ time to live near their daughter and son in Belgrade.

It was a tearful moment. The Volices had built the house thinking their children would live there. Over coffee and Serbian grape liquor, Mrs. Volic talked about how happy she used to feel returning home from Serbia proper and seeing the white felt hats ethnic Albanians wore. Now “there are extremists on both sides, and good people suffer,” she said. I wished them luck and said goodbye.

My driver was across the street. “I was worried, I thought maybe those Serbs killed you,” he said. And then: “The people who bought this place are crazy. They could have it for free. The Serbs are going to have to leave anyhow.”

“Thank you, Agim,” I said, as we rolled toward Pristina. “Thank you for reminding me that I’m in the Balkans.”
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JOINT FORCE: A TOUGH U.S. COP WITH A
DAUNTING BEAT: PEACE IN THE BALKANS




Officer Grady Places Serbs, Albanians Side by Side—and Gets Mixed Results


Training in ‘Human Dignity’


 December 9, 1999 



PRISTINA, Yugoslavia—The last time Officer Donald Grady II made any headlines, he was losing a racially charged battle to reform the Santa Fe, N.M., police department. Now he has revived his career in an improbable way: building ethnically mixed police departments in the Balkans.Consider the task. Struggles over the makeup of the police forces helped start the last two Balkan wars. Here in Kosovo, ethnic-Albanian separatists targeted Serb police officers for assassination. Serb police took part in some of the worst atrocities against Albanians during the NATO bombing that ended in June. Since then, attacks on the dwindling Serb population have taken hundreds of lives, including that of a Serb professor dragged from his car by a mob during a recent Albanian celebration.

And Don Grady wants Serbs and Albanians to patrol the streets together.

Now consider the man: a 46-year-old grandfather, six-feet-five-inches tall, black, nonsmoker, nondrinker, notoriously unforgiving with fellow cops. Don’t tell Mr. Grady that police scandals such as the Rodney King beating are isolated incidents. “Every system is perfectly designed to get the results that are achieved,” he says. In Pristina, Kosovo’s chaotic provincial capital, Mr. Grady scolds drivers who pull into the crosswalks and walks on a retaining wall to keep his boots out of the puddles. He has already removed one subordinate for missing deadlines.Mr. Grady, whose favorite movie is “The Wizard of Oz,” doesn’t like hearing that his plans won’t work. And he’s scoring some successes in the region. In Bosnia, he got Croats, Serbs and Muslims to patrol together. In Kosovo, as deputy police commissioner of policy and planning for the United Nations mission, he helped put a class of 175 Kosovo Police Service cadets—including seven Serbs—on the street earlier this month. The cadets have gotten along reasonably well, and a second class began last week, with 28 Serbs.

It isn’t a real police force yet. Cadets are unarmed, training under the U.N.’s international police officers, who in turn rely for protection on the NATO-led troops in armored carriers. But the soldiers are handing over power to the police. And NATO officers hope the sight of Serbs and Albanians in the same police uniforms will help persuade minorities to stay in Kosovo and stem fears that the West is allowing ethnic cleansing in reverse.

The police deployment has been rough at times. One female ethnic-Albanian cadet got her nose broken by an angry mob when her Tunisian supervisor took her into the Serb section of the divided city of Mitrovica. Bad judgment, says Mr. Grady. Delays and absurdities have marked the overall U.N. operation in Kosovo. The U.N. set play for local cops at just $26 a week, one-fifth what it pays janitors in the same building. (It’s a different budget, the U.N. explains.) Some Serb cadets are picking up monthly cash stipends from the Yugoslav government, while Albanian cadets are believed to be getting money from the Kosovo Liberation Army. That’s a clean slate compared with trying to battle entrenched interests in U.S. police departments, Mr. Grady says. “I believe this can work,” he says. “It’s just a matter of paying attention to the details.”

In Kosovo, Mr. Grady produces flowcharts, talks of “float time” and “critical path,” and doesn’t travel much beyond the 10-minute walks from his apartment to his office in Pristina. But it’s impossible to miss what’s going on. Renting an apartment from a Serb, he had to get a Kosovo Liberation Army certificate for the door to stop break-in attempts by bandits who see Serb apartments as fair game. An ethnic-Serb cleaning lady stops him in the hall of the U.N. police headquarters one morning and complains that her relatives want to return to Kosovo but can’t because they fear attack. He has no ready answer.

“Everybody keeps saying how much better Kosovo is now than before,” Mr. Grady says, walking among Pristina’s nighttime strollers. “Well, better for whom?”

Like many black officers, Mr. Grady entered policing hoping to help clean it up. Before becoming a deputy sheriff, the Wisconsin native recalls, he’d been slammed against a police-car door by patrolmen looking for another black man. His first stint as police chief was in Bloomer, Wis., where, asked to dole out tickets for snow-shoveling violations, he gave one to himself and several to the mayor. He had learned, in a brief army career, to do things by the book. Hired in 1994 as police chief of Santa Fe, Mr. Grady tried to break up what he called an “old boy network” in the police department, which hadn’t had an outsider as chief for decades. He demanded fewer specialists, more community stations and strict enforcement of rules, such as no free coffee. City Hall backed him, citizens wrote letters of support, but police officers held a no-confidence vote, which Mr. Grady lost 103–5.

The battle got national media attention when Mr. Grady insisted officers wear clip-on neckties for safety reasons; Hispanic leaders protested that their round-the-neck bolo ties were a state symbol. Santa Fe’s tiny African-American community held a rally casting Mr. Grady as a victim of racism. Race was always in the background, says Isaac Pino, former city manager, who recalls that a city councilor asked whether he really wanted to hire a black man to run a mostly Hispanic department. Still, Mr. Pino, who eventually withdrew his support for Mr. Grady, recalls that “his management style was a little despotic.”

Mr. Grady concluded the battle was simply doomed from the start. He resigned, got a Ph.D. in applied management from Walden University, Minneapolis, and put his name up for international jobs, though he had never been abroad. The U.S., which now has 700 police officers overseas, was relatively new to international police work, and the State Department was looking for strong personalities such as Mr. Grady to make a mark. “The Europeans are always complaining we send old, fat cops, so we send him through the door,” one U.S. official says. Leaving his wife in their Albuquerque home, Mr. Grady flew off to build a police force in Brcko, a city whose status was left undecided in the 1995 Bosnia peace agreement. There, former colleagues say Mr. Grady’s decisiveness won him respect, if not affection. When a Serb mob gathered infront of an international-administration office, Mr. Grady went through the crowd with a translator, asking what was bothering the Serbs and inviting their leaders to come inside to talk. During an August 1997 riot, Mr. Grady saw his car set on fire and his police force trapped. Convinced that someone had obtained a copy of the evacuation plan, Mr. Grady learned to hide information from locally hired staff.

As a U.N. police supervisor, Mr. Grady had broader firing power than a U.S. police chief. He got rid of half of the purple-uniformed Serb police force, relying on Croats and Bosnians to identify radical members. Mr. Grady held police-chief meetings to get Brcko’s Muslim, Croat and Serb police to work together, and when Serbs boycotted, he made sure they knew what decisions they had missed.

“How do you make a child go to school with somebody they know hates them? You show him the benefits,” Mr. Grady says.

Just as Brcko was showing results, fighting in Kosovo heated up. In the fall of 1998, it became clear the province would soon have an international police force. The State Department sent Mr. Grady to the Vienna-based Organization for Security and Cooperation in Europe to start planning. His scheme was to get a new local police force running quickly by having internationals train local officers one-on-one and gradually giving them more autonomy over three years. Mr. Grady even sent a team to refugee camps in Albania to find candidates for a new Kosovo police force.

The U.N. ended up getting the police job instead of the OSCE, but the U.N. adopted Mr. Grady’s basic plan. The U.S. fought with European officials to put an American near the top of the U.N. police mission: again, Don Grady, who got local police as part of his portfolio. Police recruitment was already under way when Mr. Grady arrived. The U.N. got 23,000 applications, but almost all from Albanians. A few Serbs who did apply turned up on lists of war criminals. Doubts arose within the U.N. whether building a local force quickly was a good idea. But Mr. Grady was so optimistic that he pushed for hiring more older police—to give the force a natural retirement rate in years ahead.

In the academy, Serbs got hard stares and threats from Albanian classmates, and went absent for several days. The OSCE, which runs the police academy, coaxed them back, and the training—which included “human dignity”—drew them closer. In an anecdote thatquickly made the rounds of international officials, a group of cadets went into town and encountered neighborhood youths who asked, “Where are the Serbs?” Albanian cadets told them, “We’re not Serb or Albanian, we’re Kosovo police.” Still, at a graduation ceremony, the crowd applauded only Albanian names.

Mr. Grady has an integration plan. Set up a meeting among Albanian officers and a Serb moderate, let them exchange concerns. Then move to small groups, perhaps five Albanian officers meeting five Serbs to talk about local problems. Then put an Albanian officer into a Serb area, for a few minutes at first, then eventually full-time, relying on the support of the Serbs from the meetings. At some point, replace this officer with another Albanian. “It’s not a complicated process,” Mr. Grady says.

An “information collection and analysis team” works the cafés and gauges ethnic tensions. Kevin Smith, one of the officers in the unit, says he managed to find a few moderate Serbs and Albanians sitting together as friends in divided Mitrovica. Their advice: It’s much too early to put an Albanian in a Serb area.

Already, though, Mr. Grady’s ideas are being tested around Gnjilane (pronounced “Jee-Lahn”), a region south of Pristina where four Serb cadets are training as officers. Serbs are being murdered every few days—with bullets, hand grenades, mortars—and nobody will admit to being a witness, the Gnjilane police station’s mostly American commanders say. They respond to calls using a color-coded map, with green shading for Serb villages, yellow for Albanian, red and green for the few remaining mixed villages.

The tattered police station is in the same spot as always. Most of the officers were Albanian until November 19, 1989, when the Yugoslav government fired the Albanians, former police employees say—part of Yugoslav president Slobodan Milosevic’s crackdown on autonomous Kosovo. The owners of two shoe stores across the street say they often heard screams coming from the station’s upstairs rooms. They say Serb officers demanded cash from them, on the excuse that they weren’t allowed to hold deutsche marks, though local Albanians are divided over whether any of the current Serb officers were involved in abuses.

One recent Tuesday, a joint military-police patrol pulled over aweaving truck. Mile Filipovic, a Serb who had been a longtime traffic officer before joining the Kosovo Police Service, asked the driver for his registration—in the Serbian language. The Albanian truck driver shouted, “I know you, and I’m going to kill you tonight,” and was arrested by the peacekeeping troops for the threat, police officials say. Mr. Filipovic got a lecture.

The next day, during roll call, Serb cadets protested that nobody told them they had to speak Albanian. The station’s Serbs had two days off, and rumors circulated that Mr. Filipovic wouldn’t come back Saturday.

Saturday morning, American patrolman Manny Stinehour drives into Mr. Filipovic’s all-Serb village to pick him up. At the front porch, the cadet’s wife insists her husband didn’t have problems with Albanians before. “It’s a learning experience,” Mr. Stinehour tells her, as her husband appears in the blue uniform, buckling his belt for work.

Mr. Stinehour, of German–Puerto Rican descent, quit his job as a patrolman in Killeen, Texas, to take a one-year Kosovo posting, which pays better than most U.S. patrol jobs. Riding past Gnjilane’s street markets, Mr. Stinehour says he’s known suspects back home to spit out slurs like “big nose Mexican” while he’s arresting them. He figures the big problems in a community usually come from outsiders: in Killeen, gang members; in Gnjilane, terrorists.

Riding with Mr. Stinehour today is Lubisa Mitrovic, a Serb 19-year police veteran who has a different view. Though Mr. Mitrovic is friendly with some Albanian colleagues, he says, “The Albanian cadets know who is doing the shootings. I don’t know why they won’t tell us.” Mr. Mitrovic says he still drives to a Serbian town every month to pick up his old $260-a-month pension from the Yugoslav government, and isn’t sure the extra pay from the U.N. justifies the risk. “If Mr. Stinehour weren’t here and I walked this street now, it’s 100% that I’d be kidnapped, even in a police uniform.” (Mr. Grady says he recently helped convince the U.N. to raise local police salaries by 50%.)

Success here will be partly a question of avoiding the worst. Gary Carrell, regional police commander for Gnjilane, was a police monitor in Banja Luka, a Bosnian town where three Serb policemen were car-bombed in a postwar power struggle. He’s concerned that the names of four Albanians detained for recent kidnappings might correspond tonames of four of his cadets. He’s upset that the U.N. hasn’t yet provided all of the 327 international officers he was promised. But he’s glad to have an idealist such as Mr. Grady on his team.

“We need people like that,” Mr. Carrell says. “It’s easy to say, ‘It will never work out, why bother.’ This is a long, painstaking process.”

Or, as station commander John Selby puts it, “Our civil war was 130 years ago. This is just three or four months.”
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THIS FILM HAS A BUS, EXPLOSIONS AND
VEILS: CALL IT ‘IRANIAN SPEED’




Tehran’s Take on Hostages Has an Interesting Twist: Americans Hold Passengers


 November 19, 1996 



TEHRAN, Iran—Sixteen years after the fact, the full story of the Iran hostage crisis is about to reach the silver screen.The audience meets the protagonists in the opening sequence. But these hostages are on a bus, not in an embassy. And they’re Iranian, not American. Their captors? U.S. soldiers, of course. “Sandstorm,” an Iranian film scheduled for release here in February, doesn’t devote any screen time to the 52 American hostages who were held for 444 days by militant students after the November 1979 storming of the U.S. embassy.

Instead, the film focuses on 44 Iranian bus passengers who were detained for about three hours in April 1980 after their vehicle stumbled upon a remote desert site, where American helicopters and planes were grouping for a planned assault on Tehran that failed miserably.

As in any good suspense film, there is the obligatory cast of sympathetic characters: a health worker riding the bus because her car broke down, pilgrims on their way to a holy site, a bus driver who comically mistakes the invading planes for UFOs.

Things turn nasty when the Americans surround the bus and start slapping the passengers around to find out if any are revolutionary guards. The hostages argue in hushed tones whether to run away or cooperate with their captors. They rush off to tell authorities when they are freed, and the Americans flee. Later in the film, one passenger who returns to the site is martyred when he stands too close to a U.S. helicopter that blows up.

The plot is historically accurate—albeit with the details embellishedin the great movie-making tradition. The film’s writers say that focusing on the bus injects some needed drama into the actual events. After all, the Americans never did encounter any Iranian soldiers during their aborted mission. They flew home after losing three helicopters to dust storms and equipment problems; eight Americans died in a midair collision during the retreat.

Dwelling on Iranian “hostages” is “revisionist history,” says Wade Ishimoto, a top commando during the 1980 mission and now a special-operations expert at the Sandia National Laboratories in New Mexico. “In terms of the law, we took some hostages,” he acknowledges, but “our intentions were totally different” than Iran’s hostage takers. The only harm he recalls coming to the bus passengers: The driver, who tried to run away, got bopped on the head, and a passenger’s laundry somehow ended up on a U.S. C-130 transport plane and was never returned.

Not that Hollywood hasn’t taken a stab at revising the story of the Desert One rescue mission. The only movie to deal with it, the 1986 film “Delta Force,” opens with a four-minute sequence recounting the American retreat. Then it spins off into a fictional tale about Arab terrorists who hijack a jetliner to Beirut. “Sandstorm” director Javed Shamaghdari of Mahreb Film Corp. in Tehran marvels: “How could the movie maker actually ignore all the events that happened before those four minutes?”

When asked why his film doesn’t deal with the U.S. hostages, Mr. Shamaghdari crosses his arms, leans back in his office chair, and says that they weren’t relevant. The U.S. was really trying to pull off a coup—not rescue its countrymen, he says. “It’s such a silly excuse for an attack like that.”

Mahreb Film had no trouble getting its script approved by Iranian film authorities. While Western audiences have embraced Iranian art films like the poignant “The White Balloon,” Iran’s Islamic government is pushing for more films that spread the message of the Iranian revolution to the world, especially war movies. Mahreb had already proved itself with the film “On the Wings of Angels,” which portrays martyred soldiers as angels. The government helped fund “Sandstorm,” and provided some old American helicopters for the filming.
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