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e in Farix, rn:.rl'llhur pummani me o his foan. ]

™y father isa scinntiss, an inbellectual, an crigined A man

* lving coumterdociowise, sleeping in the day and worke-
ingat right. He doas not hawe a job, despite his afforts to find
omie His room is forbidden terribory, 2 cavern where be reigns
like a bear; my mother doesn’t even sleep there.

My father hasw't bedt his bed for the kst few months. Tam
tooan o Do ussderstand this, but hi is struggling with a decp
adness and isclation thar besves him abwaya slightly our of
reach .ﬂ.pprﬂ'll_lmurr' and ahy, 1 g ta hizn. Fle i |:|li|‘.=:n'| ths
unkemgrt bed, leaning over only to put out cigaretts batta on
the floor between the bed frame and the wall,

"Eit,” he says, and | sense this moment is solemn. Al he
tells me, a5 [ remember it, i that he finds me a bit overseight.
He miales me promise that when [ grow up, [willgoon a deet.
1 say, “thn, Pepe.” I'd do anything to please him.
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“Miw that's a good girl,” my father
aayes, amd b extersds his hand o caress
e chusebe, T o emusual pesruee. Mgt
of the time, physical condack mema b
feel o real for him,

The naxt day, our mother tells my
brother, Satchd, and me we are leaving
fior the south of France, where we will
viglt emiz of her Friends. The rest hap-
e vy fast My mother, my brother
amd T biave far Marseille. My modher
returne i Paris almedt |B'|II.H|‘3|.EI:£|‘!|';
she aske what she shoukd bring hick far
us. “Bring back Daddy,” [ tell her. Four
days later, she returns. She hasn't even
stepped into the apartment when she
says, "It's over, kids. Your daddy bas
died.” She takes us to a bedrocm. My
Eace 18 wet=—mmy bears and my brodkber's
and mocher's nan together in ndefin-
ahli F‘ W hold each ctber and fall
asleep m the middle of the afereoson.

1 cddream about my Euther that day, 1t
is foggy and he & boarding a plane. [ wee
Bz back, bat he doesn't turn around.
He disappears into the belhyof the plane
and thee fog closes in, remosing any trace
of Tilen froen my aight.

Iea thae el sl menitha that Ballow,
my muther tries to explain away his
death, "Yom know your father...” she
mighe. | am tempted to say, “Ko.” “The
doctor told him to quit takimg, skeeping
pills,” she contimues, "but he took them
arrpway and his heart couldn't stand it.”

She would Hke to protect us from
everything, even our destiny. We newer
0 oo the cometery toodsit my father's
Erave, Wi very rarely talk abour b
he disappears in & fog, as in my dream. Life goes o6 and lmag-
imation takes over. But over the years, [ have pleced him
tapethir ke a human pazzle, taldng bits from my memary,
acTap l‘ql scrap, irying ta maki the pictare wehisle.

Eighd yaars aller oy Tallvars death, Sabchd is E}:ﬂm throwgh
some famnily archives. He opens a letter. | mmmediately recog-
nize my father's scribbling, [t s a suscide note.

“When one sees a mountain, one wanks to dimé bo the top,”
my father wrote. “But once you are there, itis only w discower
thist thi e tain b dkasppeaed, yoi don't see Ir asymaore.”

When my meather comia back, she simply aeya, “Yow hed
to fimd cut, 1 gaeas.” Qur father disd alose. He swallowed
barbiturates, He koew my Briel visit o firm bn his pearn that
summer afternoon womld be the Laat,

[ feel pain but also a strampe relief, as if [ have known &ll o
along that be killed himself, an intuition never confirmed by - £%
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-, words until then. As my picturs of miy father continoes to

fill im, MF ANGET and immpnl:lln.liﬂn have reraed iBnoe
unsderstanding, My Eather has become 2 real man, a man whe
kmew great traama and fear. At first 1 mistook him for a
cosiard for taking kis own life, but [ now sense that he sar-
viwed ax lang as he could, struggling against a constant
Feeling af being undit lor this world. Having prolonged his
life, he made the lives of sy Brather and me peasihle.

The night before 1 am to be married, 33 years after my
father's death, be appears to me once more in a dream, This
tinese, hi ks coming ot of the airplane. Be has come to attend
iy wanddling. He talies me in his arnes, and we dive together
imba a pwimming pool. My feture hushand, Daney, is watch-
ing the scene with his quietly trinmphant eepresaion. I ia
thie most beautiful dream [ have
ever hiad. Afber | wake, [ never suf-
fer from my father's absence again.

My 2001 1 s mensoon season i
Mlumbai, Inclia, The air i a0 moiat
that my hand sticks to the leather
arm of the chair whiere Danoy is sit-
ting next to me, My husband and [
merved bo India the year before, when
Daneyy became the Soasth Asia bureaa
chief for The Wall Streer Journal.
Wi [ et Dy, 1 bonea [ wons neally
im loye. For the Brst time, 1 lowed &
man for who he was and oot for
what my father had failed to be
We have been marvied for almost
v years mow, and | konow Damey
s i b a parent. Bt unlil:
i, | have nives kncwwn Bar cerdain

k& Youneed a sense of purpose inlife that is
stronger than the obstacles in your way. 9%

whether | want to hewe & child ar nor. My fatker’s death left
e with devabr. You cam never lnow il a persen will just dis-
appair. But then sgain, Lalie never knis that [ was going to
lowe anpume as deeply as [ love my hushand.

My fatheer's swiclde mote taught me that to live docsn't only
mean to be alive. You meed a sense of purpese stronger than
the ohstacles you fed in pour way. Sowhien you give bieth e
i chili, yesa st do mes than exercise a bialogical privilege
Bl spunii ame bar give birth, yom must also give hope,

That hot, humid night, [ ask my husband for the first and
ondy time, “Why do pou want to have a child®

“To continwe,” Daney anawers without hesitatian, “te
perpenaate sysell.” [ ook st him, sitting at his handmade
desk aurrausnded by newspaper dips, files and natehooks,
Ha i npeming the firet buresy of the Joorea! in Mumbai, 2
daunting task that he faces with optimism and courage. 1
realize thare is no peead for me to thdnk teice; [ know 1wl
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kave no problem giving hope wo the child of sach a man.

Epyeral wecks larer, 1 take o home pregnancy test. When
s the ressles, 1 stast o soreaen and run ot of the bath-
roorm, completely forgetting to put my underwear back on,
Danmy is alarmed. | rash inte hiz arma: The beginning of a
little us is now growing inside of me.

e e B Karachl an the day after the attades on the Waeed
Tradie Comter. Mot af thi joernalists cowering Seath Asia,
Danny inchaded, are following the trail of al Caeda to Pakisan
o imvestigate the story.

Danmy is resparching an article ahowt the shoe bomber,
Richard Reid, whosse attempt to bloss up a flight from France
iy thiae UPritiond Stanes wias thasted wiien a flight steersdan found
him trying to ignite hidden explo-
gives. [anny goes to meet someons
Eve Eselieves will introduce him toa
Mofuslion lsadar b warts bo interes.
Instead, ke is Tured into a trap.

1 amn six months pregnant when
ey bushame i kidnapped by al Qaeda
terrorists. When Danmoy is abduocbed,
I spend every minute of the next
momnth in Karachi struggling to get
Fuim sot free. 1 Eight ke | sy bave
before—using everything 've
biearnsad about life and death, love and
faith. | spenad a slrepless wesk seanch-
img, Danany’s comnpukes fior clues. § pot
rogether an investi patiee team that,
fow b firsk Eimn ever, unikes joar-
rulizts with Pakistani palice and FEI
agenis in a rescue effort, pouring my
emotional energy mbo supporting it
a0 nooone will ghee up hope.

Inctide: popself, | ge beyorsd fear e
a place whare the terrocists can’t
sz h me or even mparyte me From
Daziny, Inimy heart, | bnow oy has-
Band i diefying them ag much ae 1 am, [ don't know whether
w will hoth make it cat alive, but 1 kmow our spiritual vie-
tory oever those who hold bim is certain. Bverywhere | go and
in everything [ do, car child is with me. It is as if our three
soils kave alvesdy merged lata ane.

1kencew thirsgs are baak when Danny's cagtors acouse him
o baingg & CIA agent and then a sy from Massad, the [zrasli
imtellipence agency. Mo one believes those claims—aot even
thee terrorists. 54l they dhoose to take Danmy’s life and make
a spectacle of the murder. They decapitate him on cansera,
loping thar televiston channals srousd the world will Broed-
cast it. | am 34 years ald whin 1 become 5 widner, bwen years
yousiger tham my mother was when my father took his e,

Tharee months later, [ am alone in the delivery room at the
Baternité des Lilas in Paris, the diric Danmy and 1 had chosen

together. For me, this moment is an intense encounter . .

between life and death, with me standing between them, —
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-, | am on the delivery table, stlently

=

addressing my been mdéi-—ona unharn,
the other dead. Giving birth o ous balry
in my ultimate act of antitereorism. [
s parpebating Duniy.

Tiuring the pain of childbirth asd
thowe difficult Lask thres months, 1
kst thak there is anly one answer ti
those wha killed Danny: life, Giving
karth olfiers me the courage bo deny the
nerrarlsts their geal. [ write down my
beliefs for myself:

Thay warit o kil oy in m [ Lok,

They want o peratpn: e

[ ke metion.
Thuy wat war; [ fight for padce.
Twilll s e seweeids oo £ ey ST,

Sa Damny dies snd Adam is borm
Whies wa first see each other, my child
amd I, wew i quliet for @ e sepamida ind
then we both ooy, Por me, it s the ory
af humamity brisssepiing coer evil, Mo 1
undaratand there s something benseen

Self expression

“What will yoa tell him?” peopli: ash
e, Bt fieed w0 xadd, Ehey can't even Jook

at Adam, Bt b pasts bds face right up |

inba thelra, playfully searching thelr
souls, This gestuse resminds me of his
father, hoth anapologetic and sweet.

“1' cedl bt e truth,” | sy, because
U0 CATOGE 250 fFrom PO 0T SHoTE
My father taught mne this.

But which truth will T tell Adam? The |

o comveyed by berrarkats who ssnt ot
the videntape of 1y boshand's killing.
im arder o intimidate? In that case,
Duarny's e waoald e disfisued by the way

hee diedl. Hix baliefs would bave died with |

B, teen o plinces, a5 the berrowista tried
i do when they destroyed bis body.
Chrwedll [l miy sody the truth Pansy
fesaght 30 hard to convey? I soesone
put @ gun bo yous head and you bad oo
doubt he weuld use it, would you smile?
And il yeu smiled, what would it meant
I beeliewe that in Danny's courage at
that crucial messent, In his abdliey to

k& | know that there is only one answer
for the terrorists whao killed Danny: life. 99

people wh love each other that even
diearh can't eraee, Thezein, perhaps, lies
the definition al hope.

1 muasvse our kaby Adam. "W should
call Bim Aidam., after ehe first man,”
Dranny once sabd. He wanted to cele-
‘hrats the many bloodlines that weald
define our som, From his dad's side,
Adam e a quarker lewgi and a quarter
Paliak. From me, he is Cubas sad
Dugch, Adam iz the antithesis of the
mesraps perpetrated by fundameneal-
int erroutsts: He s the Toisg proof that
human beings are able o embrace ar
may ethnircitiiz i the world can offer.

It last picturs sver Lakes of Danmy,
a photo that traveled the world in am
imutant over the Internes, he has a gon
ait Tiis hesad amd 2 smile o his Eace. While
everyome armund mi saw the gun, Tens
e mrmibie, 1 amiled with him, and eried.
Aulim s now almss 3 yzars old, He
runs everymhers and has the open
heamty af an angel. 1 like the way hie
iztends his arme to strangses, confident
that whomver bhalda kim will lowe Bim.

Wkt One al 10 coplen o Beckiiss | S8 5o
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ehoww that his apioes could not destroy
b sanuil, ligs the Foture of or child. Dwill
ey toralse Adam toamils is the face of
life ax Daery amilid in the face of death,

Sularn will reeseer get to helim this s
a gafe world. But he will know you can
defy it even in the worst cdocumstances.
i will erseranamd thart you mvaet choose
wour truth and Hve ap toit.

i s b B0INE 10 change the weeld)”
Daney predicted, in his enthusiastic
wery: Adams sometimes looks at Tanmy's
pictuses and blows him kisses. Unlske
iy meotkeer, 1 hane bang pictures of my
child's fathers in kis reom. find when
the day comes for Adam to see the
plotos of his dad in captivity, 1will not
try to hide tha eewth from him. [ will
peant &t the last picture of Damny asd
ﬂu?mwm".’rnh-tmlh,hhp’i'
That s over soul.” And | o fudam will
wnderitand. | can see bt in bis smile. =
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