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In modern history, no experience has expressed the true meaning of Islamic jihad like the Afghan experience and not one was subjected to injustice as much as it did because all the non-Islamic elements and parties were on the alert and ready to fight this Muslim experience in Afghanistan with all their powers. Afghanistan is a country that has been occupied by the atheist communist forces which were faced by the local population who called for jihad against the enemies of Islam. The call launched was heard all around the Muslim world with hundreds of men joining the fight to defend their faith and principles. They all gathered in this great land whereas usually, they would only gather together in Mecca to perform the pilgrimage. It was probably the first time in modern history that Muslims gathered in such great numbers outside the holy land, raising the jihad banner and hoping to reach martyrdom and protect the Muslim nation. 

This rare and heroic movement in Islamic history was however overwhelmed and overshadowed by the incidents that occurred later on. Unfortunately, in the eyes of the world, the Afghan experience was depicted as being something bad and destructive whereas that was not really the case. This happened after outside powers interfered in the conflict and forced their point of view, while the Mujahidin leaders were busy fighting with each other following the Soviet withdrawal, and while other leaders were corrupted by power and victory and looted the cities and villages. By doing that, they misrepresented Islam and dealt a fatal blow to the Afghan experience as a whole. Furthermore, a number of Muslims who were fighting in Afghanistan went back to their countries and joined terrorist and violent groups. Finally the picture was destroyed by the people who came to power in Afghanistan and ruled in the name of Islam whereas in fact they defamed the image of Islam. When all of this had happened, very few people were able to see the good side of the Islamic jihad. The media also played an important part in disfiguring Islam, thus linking jihad to evil and excesses among other kinds of wrongdoings. Therefore, those who returned from Afghanistan were accused and convicted even before being judged or listened to. Their society looked at them suspiciously and was even afraid of them. With time, the enemies of Islam decided to replace all the great achievements of the Mujahidin with a number of excesses and mistakes. The defamation campaign intensified and those who took part in that great experience became ashamed amid their own families and people. The book that we have in our hands aims at restoring the dignity and pride of the Mujahidin by shedding light on the experience of an Egyptian national who never adhered to a specific group or party and who decided to follow the path of jihad without any hesitation. He considered that this was his religious and ethical duty and travelled to Afghanistan in 1988 to fight although he was not a fighter. He was a researcher who had completed his studies at the school of agriculture and who wanted to continue his research to earn a PhD in his field. But he decided to leave everything when he received the calling and chose to become a Mujahid with only one thing in mind: To defend the Muslim land until he achieved victory for Islam or reached martyrdom.

Our friend spent two years fighting in Afghanistan until he was injured in his leg during a military operation which crippled him and left him in a Pakistani hospital bed for seven months. During that period, he decided to write his memoirs which you will read in this book. He took his writings and went back to Cairo proud of the experience he has lived and the people he had met, and above all proud of the name he chose for himself: Abu Jaafar the Egyptian al-Kandahari. With that new name he was brought to life a second time in Kandahar after his first birth in Egypt. The author of this book is not a professional writer but maybe this gave the book the sincerity and truthfulness lacking in many of the books written on Afghanistan. His recollections end in late 1990 when the Soviets found no other way but to retreat. Therefore, the events that followed are not included in this book, especially in regard to the internal fighting between the Mujahidin leaders between 1992 and 1994 and the emergence of the Taliban movement and its seizure of power in 1996. We can thus say that those memoirs cover the period of innocence in the Afghan jihad history because that period was the most disfigured by the analysts and observers. I cannot say that I agree with the author’s memoirs in full or with everything he has written, but nonetheless, I cannot conceal the happiness and pleasure I felt while reading this book. We all needed to see that part of the Afghan experience because we needed to see the glass half full after the enemies of Islam wanted us to see if half empty. That is one reason for which I was so enthusiastic to introduce this book.

Fahmi Houeidi
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Introduction
I do not know exactly what drove me to write my experience and my memoirs in Afghanistan. I was very careful and wanted to keep my reputation clean while in the land of jihad so I never carried a camera with me and never allowed anyone to take any pictures of me. My family and friends did not even know that I was in Afghanistan except for very few close relatives. So why did I decide to describe what I saw there? Maybe because of the harsh conditions to which I was subjected, since I wrote this book while in the worst psychological and physical state possible. In the Kuwaiti Red Crescent hospital in Peshawar, I stayed for several months in a bed unable to move my body which was disfigured and my mind which was slipping. Even the painkillers could not stop the pain and the nightmares I was having. My situation was made even worse by some family problems. Everything around me was sad and gloomy and I needed to complain and explain my suffering but to whom? My visitors were fellow Mujahidin brothers in front of whom I had to show courage in order to strengthen their belief and their dedication to our cause, and at the time, I did not want them to know my real condition. One of the Afghan nurses noticed my despair and agony, so he proposed to listen to my story and I said him: “How can I complain about those who are good to me to those who are not?” Strangely he understood what I said although I expressed myself in Arabic. My only refuge was my pen. I noticed that each time I wrote a letter to my parents in Egypt I felt better although I used to tear up those letters later on. So I decided that the best thing to do was to write my memoirs. This was some kind of medication for me. Only then did I feel that my pain was worth it, since I was sacrificing myself for a greater cause. When I came back to Egypt I found many people who were anxious to listen to my story and learn about the situation in Afghanistan. But I also found many people who were very critical of the Arab-Afghan experience, considering us to be some kind of criminals. I always believed that the establishment of an Islamic state in Afghanistan would signal the end of the age of weakness and surrender. That is why I decided to write this book to show the reality on the ground, i.e. the reality that I have experienced. In these memoirs, I will describe the people I encountered as friends, walis and martyrs, not because I am dividing them that way but because this is how I perceived them and in the end, only Allah enjoys the power to judge them as he wishes. 

Afghanistan

Afghanistan is located in the heart of the Asian continent, bordered in the West by Iran, in the Southeast by Pakistan and in the North by Russia. Its citizens number twenty million people and the country is divided into two major mountainous regions: the eastern part is called the Hindu Kush, while the western part is called the Baba Mountains. There are also many rivers, the most important of which are the Gihon separating Afghanistan from the Soviet Union and reaching the Ural Sea, the Kabul River then the Halamand river. The mountainous regions are very cold during the winter and hit by snow storms, which is why the Hindu Kush Mountain is called the soldier killer. Indeed, many great armies perished and were defeated in it through history. It is not only a very difficult terrain but also very cold most of the year. The area surrounding Kabul is considered to be a real heaven on earth. Afghanistan was named the Switzerland of the East since it is without a doubt the most beautiful country in Asia, only rivaled in beauty by the occupied Kashmir region. In the North and Center of Afghanistan, nature is splendid with all its beautiful mountains, forests and rivers. In Afghanistan you can also find beautiful flowers and countless waterfalls, in addition to a great number of superb lakes. Afghanistan is also very rich in agricultural products mainly fruits and wheat. Not only is it self-sufficient in that regard but it also exports those goods to neighboring Pakistan and Iran. Moreover, there are large quantities of gas reserves in the country. Unfortunately, those riches are currently controlled by Russia. There is also gold and precious stones, and many indications point to the fact that there might also be oil reserves spread out in the country in huge amounts. This is probably one of the main reasons why the Russians decided to invade the country. The Soviets wanted to control the natural gas and the uranium present in the mountainous regions of the country. 

Afghanistan is divided into twenty eight provinces the most important of which being Kabul, Herat, Kandahar, Balkh and Nangargar. Moreover, around thirty three different nationalities coexist in the country while each maintained its own language and dialect. The Tajik and the Pashtu are the most important among them and one can even say that the Pashtu are the real and original people of Afghanistan, since Pashtu and Afghan are considered to be synonyms. They are mostly present in the center and southern areas and Kandahar which is their capital and the base of their language and tradition. The Fersawan are present in the North and Western areas of the country mainly in Herat and Bamian. There are also other nationalities like the Uzbeks, Tajiks, Tatars and the Balochs. Over the highest mountains of the Hindu Kush area, there are tribes from Kafiristan whose origins are not really clear. They too have their own language and they have never adhered to Islam until very recently and called themselves Nuristan. However most Afghans still call them the Kafiristan people since they decided to adopt the Salafi ideology and not the Hanafi School as did most of the Afghan people. Except for communism that is almost non-existent in Afghanistan anymore, there is no other religion but Islam. The majority was Hanafi until a number of Hazara tribes migrated from Iran and moved into the Bamian province. The fact that Shi’i Islam entered the country and that the Kafiristan tribe decided to follow Salafism angered most Afghans. The Afghan people love and adore Imam Abu-Hanifa al-Nomaan, but they also respect the other sects. Those seeking knowledge are called Mullahs and scholars are called Mawlays. The latter are respected in the country, enjoy absolute spiritual power and a major influence over the population, while many of them abstain from meeting with princes or accepting gifts. 

Until recently, education was all conducted in Arabic and religious education from beginning to end was taught in the Arabic language. As for civic education, it was done in Persian which is the language of the councils, army, literature and culture. Everyone in Afghanistan knows Persian in addition to the original language, expect for the Afghans of the South and especially the people of Kandahar. They only know their literary Pashtu language which is filled with Arabic expressions that were mostly taken from Persian, but is still considered the most difficult language in the world. It features around five thousand letters which are neither present in Arabic nor in any other language, and are quite difficult to pronounce. As for the Arabic language, it is taught even in governmental schools not as a foreign language but as a complementary language to Persian and Pashtu. Therefore, no one can become a scholar or a writer unless he knows the Arabic language.

Historical background
. 

Despite the fascinating beauty of the nature and the obvious handsomeness of the Afghans, one cannot help but be surprised by their steadfastness and their extreme poverty. These characteristics almost never change throughout the different generations although many other populations succumbed. If we were to look at history we would find that the revolutions undertaken by the Persians, the Arabs and the Berber failed to undermine the Umayyad dynasty and remove it from the throne of Islamic succession. When the Afghans undertook that action however, they were able to topple the state of the Umayyad which was considered by the majority of the Muslims to be an oppressive and violating state, establishing in its place the state of Bani al-Abbas. This state remained in place while relying on the people of Khorasan. Therefore when they left, it firstly fell between the claws of the Persians and the Turks while the caliphs became puppets. It was finally eliminated by the Tatars. 

Let us not forget that the Afghans were the ones who invaded India and destroyed its statues since the days of Mahmud al-Ghaznawi. They even left Kandahar in the early sixteenth century, invaded Iran and governed it for over ten years in what is referred to in modern history as being the Afghan leap. This modern Afghan history started off with a prominent figure that is still remembered by the Afghans until this day, is still respected and cherished and nicknamed Ahmad Shah Baba. He was the leader of the Abdali tribes and a governor over Herat. When Nader Shah the Persian died in 1747, Ahmad Shah with his Abdali forces walked to Kandahar, the place of pilgrimage for the rebels, and rallied the powerful Kandaharis who appointed him as king over Afghanistan thus gaining independence from Iran. He then left his capital Kandahar to the valley of the Sindh River, Lahore, Maltan and Kashmir, and entered Delhi, India’s capital, to save the Muslims from the slaughters of the Hindus who were being pushed by the British.

Ahmad Shah is considered to be the founder of modern Afghanistan. He was a powerful leader, an excellent administrator, a sponsor of literature, and the promoter of a great political renaissance who tried to spread science, justice and construction. During the days of Timor Ben Ahmad Shah, the English started instigating the Hindus and the Sikhs to rebel against Afghan dominance, while the political awakening emerged in Iran and threatened Afghanistan’s independence. For their part the Russians started perceiving Afghanistan with greed as the gateway toward greater India. Conflicts then emerged between the sons of Timor Shah who fought each other and came to power one after the other as some of them declared independence in one state or more. Shah Shujaa (who announced his control over the Peshawar state) resorted to the British against Dost Muhammad, who helped him and placed him on the throne in 1839. The people thus started to hate this family for its betrayal and turned toward the Barakzai family which was handling the ministry. However Britain supported the weak governors from Ahmad Shah’s family, so that this situation could be used as a pretext for the occupation of the country. The people staged an overwhelming revolution against the way with which Shah Shujaa was appointed and the entry of the British into Kabul. The rebellious tribes allied and defeated the British army which was completely eliminated in 1841 at the Khord Kabul crossing. This incident is considered to be the greatest catastrophe to have ever affected Britain at the time, while the British prepared for retaliation. Many wars erupted and Prince Shir Ali had to seek the help of Russia against Britain, which made the people turn against this prince because loyalty was among the most respected values in the ranks of the Afghans. Britain took over Kabul and Shir Ali fled to Mazar al-Sharif where he died in 1879. He was succeeded by his son Ya’kub Khan who was however taken captive in one of the battles with the English and sent back to India with his hands tied. The people’s eagerness to launch jihad was thus triggered and the scholars issued Fatwas regarding the obligation to wage such a jihad. They rallied around Sardar Ayoub and terrible battles took place between the armies of Great Britain and the courageous Mujahidin. The British army was crushed and Britain had to recognize that Afghanistan was an independent and sovereign state, thus succumbing to the fact it had to stop interfering in its internal affairs although the tribes never stopped interfering in British affairs in light of the scholars’ ongoing fatwas regarding the necessity to liberate India. The British therefore started barricading the mountainous chains separating India and Afghanistan. 

The Barkazai family remained in power. Abd al-Rahman then Habibullah then Amanullah who started resorting to European systems at the level of education, legislation, finances and administration, succeeded to one another. The Bolshevik revolution in Russia began pretending to be a good neighbor and signed a friendship agreement with Afghanistan in 1921, one of the articles of which featured Russia’s recognition of the independence of the Bakhara region. However, after the situation settled down the Bolsheviks broke their pledge and occupied it in 1923. Amanullah then indulged in a life of fun and luxury, was belittled by the scholars and conducted a trip to Europe with his wife who wore scandalous European outfits, thus violating the Shari’a and traditions of the country. When he returned, he issued orders against women’s veils and forced the clerics to wear European clothes as it was done by Ataturk. The people rebelled and fought the infidel king as the scholars issued fatwas saying he was an apostate. The king thus had to flee and relinquished his throne to his brother. Nonetheless, his brother was also unable to stand fast in the face of the people’s anger and Kabul fell in the hands of the bandit Basha-I Saqao who became king. The exiled leader in Paris Nader Shah returned and led an army with which he regained power from Saqao and was proclaimed king in 1929. However he was assassinated in 1933 and was succeeded by his son Muhammad Zahir Shah who remained on the throne until he was isolated by Muhammad Daoud, the founder of the republican regime in 1973.

The infiltration of Soviet influence.

The republican regime was the fruit of one quarter of a century of economic and cultural ties with Russia which was sponsoring the left wing group. This led to its gradual progress in the ranks of the students and intellectuals who studied in Russia and then started gaining control over the higher positions in the country. At this point, we cannot help but wonder why a royal, tribal, feudal and extremist system in terms of its conservatism and its insistence on traditions and religion, would become friends with the Soviets, protect the communist organizations and even exert nepotism to allow those rogue elements to assume important positions in the government and the army? The explanation is simple: Colonialism knew the secret behind the strength of the Afghans, since religious enthusiasm and consecrated social traditions were the reason behind the defeat of the British and their dissuasion from attempting to colonize Afghanistan. They thus started thinking of ways to shatter this religious creed and the adopted traditions in place. The solution as it was depicted to them by the bloody Satan was for Communism to govern the country and achieve this goal. The West agreed through an odd consensus to prevent any educational, economic, armament, or even commercial help from reaching the country at a time when it desperately needed it to cross from the Middle Ages to the modern ages. The West did that intentionally to push Afghanistan into the lap of the Soviets. The price required by the Soviets on the other hand was the sponsoring of and control over the government through its atheist agents. The communists controlled the high position in the state, until the so-called Muhammad Daoud staged a coup against his uncle Muhammad Shah who was prime minster, assumed the premiership in his place and gave the leftist groups wider prerogatives.

In 1966, Nur Taraki issued the first leftist newspaper which was the mouthpiece of the people’s party. The king at the time had little power and carried confused positions which encouraged Muhammad Daoud to turn against him in 1973, isolate him and proclaim the republican regime. He became the first president of the republic and sent Zahir Shah into exile in Rome. Daoud did not follow Marxist communism and settled for National Socialism like Abd al-Nasser, while the republican regime opened the arena before Soviet activities and influence. Nour-Taraki staged a coup in 1978 and brought the Marxist People’s Democratic Party of Afghanistan (Khalk) to power, thus rendering the authority in full an agent to the Soviet Union. For its part, the Flag Party supported this coup and the two communist parties merged. Taraki became head of the state and Amin became prime minister. The prisons were filled with scholars, students, intellectuals, and elements of the Islamic groups, massacres were perpetrated, and a countless number of scholars were killed. At this point disputes between the People’s Party and the Flag Party started to emerge which made the leader of the second Babarak Karmal flee to Eastern Europe. 

The Islamic movement and the Russian invasion

While the communist organizations were growing and flourishing in Kabul University, so were the Islamic movements headed by professor Niazi who studied in Al-Azhar and came back to work in the Shari’a Faculty in Kabul. The latter great educator was influenced by the Muslim Brotherhood in Egypt and the Jamaa Islamiya in the Indian subcontinent and became the spiritual leader of the Islamic groups in Kabul University. The enthusiastic young men who wanted to protect their religion and country from the overwhelming plague of communism rallied around him. Moreover, after they debated with the communists in the classrooms, shouted at them in the university square and clashed with them with unarmed hands, the conflict quickly evolved and turned into a bloody and horrid war in which both sides resorted to all sorts of weapons of destruction created by man except for nuclear arms. When the communists came to power, it was only natural for their first victims to be the young enlightened Muslims. They thus killed thousands among them and imprisoned thousands more while professor Niazi was the first victim of this barbaric regime. Later on the Unified Islamic Organization was divided between several organizations and parties due to the fact that some- including Hekmatyar who was the head of the military wing- believed that armed jihad must begin while Rabbani (the deputy emir of the organization) believed that the time had not yet come, that the Islamic movement was weak and that an armed struggle would jeopardize its very existence. In the meantime, Sayyaf (the strongest figure in the organization) was thrown in the dark prisons while awaiting a death sentence. During that period acts of heroism which were close to miracles took place, with a few dozen Mujahidin enjoying a faith of steel invading entire states. 

Many tribes also rebelled against the government of terrorism and oppression and large factions among the people rallied around the Islamic movement which was fighting the atheist communists. For its part, Taraki completely sided with Russia in the hope that it would help him crush the Islamic revolution which had almost reached its goal. Therefore, he signed a friendship agreement with the Russians in 1978. The year 1979 witnessed crushing battles between the government and the Muslim rebels as a union between the different parties of the jihad was established. At this point in time Russia felt it was necessary to replace its agents. It is in this context that Amin staged a coup against his master Taraki in 1979, killing him and most of his ministers. Consequently, Amin became head of the state and turned with all his power toward brutal oppression, executing tens of thousands and following a policy of barbaric torture against the detainees whose number exceeded twenty thousand. Amin received many Russian experts and soldiers to help the communist regime and protect it from the storms of the Islamic revolution. His rule was dyed with blood, as most of those who were killed belonged to the Afghan societal elite among university professors, teachers, students and religious scholars. However, the Russians saw that the coup governments were unable to extinguish the Islamic revolution which is why they decided to carry out that task themselves. 

On December 27, 1979 large numbers of Soviet soldiers were transferred along with their equipment to Kabul. The Russian commandos attacked the presidential palace and the radio station - while the Moscow radio announced that a coup happened in Afghanistan - and toppled Amin who was tried and executed on the spot, i.e.: Slaughtered the Russian way. Moscow then summoned its agent Karmal- who had escaped to Eastern Europe- and made him president of the state. The Russian armored vehicles crossed the border with one hundred thousand soldiers and Russia announced it interfered upon the request of the Karmal-led Afghan government. During the last days of 1979, the airborne Russian forces were controlling Kabul while the Russian infantry was controlling the state of Herat and some other cities. For his part, Karmal announced he was an extension of president Taraki and against Amin’s bloody regime. Russia did not pay any attention to the United Nations and the Security Council resolution because these committees did not protect the fools. The Russians thought that this was a mere military picnic, but the Muslim Afghan people stood fast before the powerful Soviet hurricane. Therefore, a few barefoot men with empty stomachs waged fierce wars against the Russian bear and the entire world knows what Russian violence means. The Russians for their part attacked like hungry wolves and committed so many horrors that would make Satan himself hide in shame after the sons of Adam surpassed him in evil and injustice. They destroyed safe villages with napalm bombs just for the sake of perpetrating terrorism. They kidnapped the women tortured the innocent and harassed the people in the worst ways. None of the most optimistic analysts expected the resistance to last more than a month in the face of the Russian bear which swallowed up Afghanistan as it had swallowed Samarkand, Uzbekistan, Kazakhstan etc. Not one population which was subjected to the claws of the Russians ever survived and the examples of Hungary and Czechoslovakia are still fresh in our memory. However, through their invasion of Afghanistan the Russians committed the biggest mistake in their history since they woke up the giant which had been asleep for far too long and offered a priceless service to the Islamic movement which was growing on Afghan land.

The Islamic movement was fighting the secular King while the people were supporting him. Is his name not Mohammed? Does he not offer money to the scholars and celebrate the Islamic holidays? So, the Islamic groups were considered to be rogue and the Islamic movement confronted the socialist then the communist governments while the people were completely disregarding this fight. How could a Muslim kill another? They thought that the infidels could only be called Michael and George and that jihad only targeted infidels. Very few scholars realized that the rulers were atheists and infidels and that they should be killed. However, when the Russians came, there was no longer any doubt. No one at this point dared say that the government was still Islamic, while the scholars stated in public that the Russians were infidels along with all those loyal to them, and that jihad was a duty. The people massively responded to the calls launched for holy jihad and rallied around the jihad parties headed by the Islamic movement which was previously perceived with suspicions and doubt. The people had learned that the latter were the true Muslims and that they were right about fighting the Russian agents inside the government. The people were unarmed and were facing the greatest military power known to history. What happened was never seen except during the days of the companions of the Prophet. Brothers killed their communist brothers, fathers killed their officer sons and women exposed their spying husbands. By doing that, the Afghans proved that their fathers, sons and husbands were no dearer to their hearts than Allah, his Prophet and the jihad. The people stood as one in a deadly fight during which they did not care about the losses or the victims. They fought with daggers and sticks since every ten Mujahidin had one rifle from the remains of World War One. They faced the great Russia with these old weapons which was madness by all earthly standards. However those who have Allah on their side have nothing to be afraid of.

This was a great labor for a great birth since the state of Islam is not created with wishes but with blood. Blood is the only thing that could quench the thirst of the tree of Islam so that it can rise high toward the sky. I do not think there is a Muslim population willing to offer two million martyrs, five million displaced and countless numbers of disabled and orphans. We do not have a higher price than that to pay for the establishment of the state of Islam. Therefore, either Afghanistan will rise or we will wait another century to achieve this great dream.  

From Egypt to the arena of the jihad

We would receive news in Egypt on the Soviet invasion of Afghanistan and the stories of heroism of the Mujahidin. The latter were filmed in their dirty clothes, their long beards and their basic weapons. It was indeed a wonderful scene, and a very impressive one. This moved me a lot and I felt that I was unable to stand idle and watch these men sacrifice their lives and blood for my history and religion. I wanted to join them and take part in their glorious struggle. Besides, it was my duty as a Muslim to do something. I could not watch while other Muslims were being slaughtered and murdered. It was also my duty to help contribute in the creation of an Islamic state and society. I thus posted on my room’s wall a picture of a newborn Afghan burned by napalm and screaming from pain and agony. Each and every morning I would take an oath and make a promise to this child that I will fight for him in Afghanistan. I used to have very tough nerves and was never moved the way I was by the Afghan struggle (and later on by the stone intifada of the Palestinian children). When I finished my education, I wanted to travel to Afghanistan but I was unable to get a passport before I completed my military service. So I considered it to be a training period but I was to be disappointed later on. During my military service I started my masters studies and after I was discharged from the army I decided to finish my studies before leaving Egypt. My project was adjourned for another two years until I received my diploma. By then I had no patience left and wanted to leave everything and join my beloved Mujahidin brothers. I prepared everything so that I would able to travel right after I finished my exams and I did not even wait for the results. My father tried to dissuade me, asking me to change my mind but surprisingly my mother encouraged me to go to Afghanistan. She even told me: “Nothing bad will happen to you. You will only face what God has written for you.” She was even the one who gave me the money for the ticket and insisted on going with me to the airport, but she lost her courage when I had to board the plane and burst in tears, asking me to be careful and not to put myself in danger. After that I learned that she did not leave the airport until the plane departed hoping that she might see me before the plane left the tarmac. After the boarding procedures were carried out normally, I was relieved since I was expecting the trip to get delayed for some reason and was worried that something might go wrong. It was the first time in my life that I travelled outside of Egypt and the first time I boarded an airplane. I was asking myself if I would be able to see Egypt ever again. For the first time in my life I felt I was an Egyptian citizen. After all, every true Muslim must be faithful to his religion and not to a country or a land. But it seems that loving one’s country is innate in all human beings. This feeling had nothing to do with the Arab nationalists since their ideals were introduced by the colonizers and the Turks and when they considered that pan-Arabism might strengthen the Arab countries the colonizers drove the countries in the region to fight with each other. They did not want the normal Egyptian working man to have anything to do with Palestine and they wanted the Syrian to become the enemy of the Iraqi. Thus the Arabs started fighting with each other over a few feet in the desert. Nationalism is a virus and a plague that our people need to get rid of.

On the plane I was accompanied by an important number of Egyptians, most of whom were doctors and teachers all heading toward the Islamic humanitarian organizations in Peshawar. When we received papers to fill on the plane before landing in Karachi, I could not understand much since they were written in Urdu. When I asked the Egyptians who were on the plane with me to help me out in filling this paper, they ran away from me as though I had some deadly disease. They refused to answer me maybe because they were afraid I was an undercover Egyptian intelligence agent! On the plane, there was a young man who was huge in size and had a long beard. I knew that he was a preacher and in the Karachi airport he waved back at me. He was very friendly and polite, filled my entry paper himself and helped me get in without any problems. He was used to visiting Pakistan so he knew his way around. We spent the first night in a mosque next to the Karachi airport and I was surprised to make the acquaintance of a Pakistani who talked Arabic with an Egyptian accent. He had previously visited Egypt to preach and spent most of his time in the Upper Egypt region. He wore very simple clothes, was very enthusiastic about the cause and was truthful in every word he said. He invited me to join him in preaching Islam but I told him in intended to fight with my arms and not with my tongue in support of Islam. After the dawn prayer we went to the airport and found a plane heading to Islamabad. When we left the capital’s airport, we were surprised by a number of taxi drivers all trying to get us into their cabs. They resembled the Egyptian taxi drivers, even at the level of their voices. We went to the microbus station and took one heading for Peshawar. I said goodbye to my preaching Egyptian companion after he wished me luck on my mission and went on his way. The scenery was beautiful, it was green on both sides and the villages were much similar to the Egyptian one. They were also built with clay and the children were watching the animals in the fields. Even the goats and the cows resembled the Egyptian ones and looked just like the cows drawn on the temples of the Pharaohs. Finally, after four long hours on the road, I arrived to Peshawar. I was very exhausted and had only one telephone number in my pocket. I performed the evening prayer in one of the mosques and noticed that all eyes were on me, maybe because of my Arab outfit or because of my prayer style. I did not know at the time that the Hanafi sect was different from the other Muslim sects in the way its followers performed their prayers. I called the number in my possession from one of the stores and the man on the other end of the phone gave me an address to meet him at. The store owner refused to take any money for that phone call. I gave the address to a driver and was finally able to arrive to the house of the Ansar. The tenants all came here from all Muslim countries to support their Afghan brothers in their fight. My neighbor for example was blond and I was so surprised to learn that he was German and that two years earlier - at the age of seventeen - he converted to Islam and had been involved in the jihad in Afghanistan for many years now. I felt so bad having lost nine years in Egypt on my studies, whereas I could have taken part in that struggle long ago. The house we were at offered food and shelter to all the newcomers and sent them to the training camps. Then it would receive them again before sending them to the different fronts. Other Mujahidin would visit the house for rest or to take a break. Many came to write down speeches or send letters and contact their families via telephone. The house at the time was directed by Sheikh Abdullah Azzam and it was called the services office. It gave the Mujahidin everything they needed, also supplying them with food and ammunition on the front lines. The services office also ran a number of religious and military training camps in Afghanistan for the Arab recruits and was in charge of many widows and orphans whose husbands and fathers died on the front. 

I preformed my Friday prayer in the Sabaa Leil Mosque where Sheikh Azzam used to give a sermon with his wonderful style. He had built this mosque to enable the Arabs in Peshawar to perform their prayers and named it after one of the first Arab martyrs in Afghanistan. The latter martyred man was a brave Yemeni who sacrificed his life for jihad and was able to meet his God as a martyr. The normal measure was for all the newcomers to go to the Sada camp directed by doctor Azzam. But I preferred to go to a new camp established for those who intended to stay longer on the battlefield. The training was of course harder and longer than the one in Sada and the best men in this camp were able to enter the newly established Al-Qaeda organization. It was an offshoot of the Islamic Army and was present on the front defending Islam and the land of the Muslims. I was not really interested in joining that new organization and only wanted to receive the best possible training. I had to wait for another week until the number of volunteers hit the wanted figure. In the meantime, I would go shopping in the markets while wearing beautiful Afghan clothes. I will never forget that one day, as I was walking in the street next to the Ansar house, I was met by a European man. He seemed to be an American who was most probably working with some Christian humanitarian organization. This man smiled at me and kept saluting me since he certainly thought I was Afghan. The Americans only respect the strong and powerful and they knew what the Afghans were capable of. During my stay, I noticed that the Afghan refugees in Peshawar wrote their slogans on the wall: “Islam zand abad, Russia, America and Israel merda abad”. Which meant: “Long live Islam and death to America, Russia and Israel.”

While in the training camp, I met Ibrahim al-Makni better known as Abu-Jabal who later on gave himself the nickname Assadullah. We were the only two Egyptians in the whole camp and I was struck by his enthusiasm and his bravery. He was so generous that if he had nothing to offer to the others, he would take off his own clothes or shoes and give them to his companions. We were called on right after the morning Prayer, were assembled in a number of cars and taken towards Jawer where the training was supposed to take place. It took us six long hours to reach the border city of Miranshah, while during that trip, Akrama the Algerian was appointed as our emir. He was a tall man with a long head, big muscles, strong facial features, a powerful voice and impressive looks. He knew Persian because he had spent around one year in the north then came specifically to join Al-Qaeda and had to go through that training session. In Miranshah, I was surprised by the arms market in which everything was sold. Indeed, all sorts of machine guns, rifles, heavy artillery, ammunition and guns were displayed in the windows of the stores while the sidewalks were filled with mortar shells. It was a Pakistani city but the clans seemed to enjoy great influence in it after the government stopped trying to control the powerful tribesmen. Men thus roamed the streets with Kalashnikov guns and ammunition belts wrapped around their bodies while their black turbans were worn like crowns over their heads. We reached the house of the Mujahidin in Miranshah to spend the night before proceeding with our journey inside Afghanistan to Jawer which is close to the city of Khost. The latter is a legendary city around which battles are ongoing and in which the men face a fierce Russian campaign every year to remove the Mujahidin siege imposed on it, while the exchange of fire in its different locations did not stop throughout the years of the jihad. 

The first martyr

Inside the guesthouse, there was a guard, a cook and a worker all of whom were Afghans. One of them asked me about Abu Kaka and I was surprised since no Arab could have given himself that nickname. However, I laughed a lot when I learned he wanted to call himself Abu al-Kaaka but that the Afghans were unable to pronounce the name properly. When evening came, we started hearing the sounds of the shooting and the cannons and thought there was a big battle going on after we saw the sky lit up with bullets. An hour or two later, a car carrying a wounded Arab man arrived. But, he soon took his last breath. He was from Yemen and we knew that since the Yemeni people enjoy a special skin texture. He was skinny and the emir of a group of Arabs whose stomach was torn by a fragment after a shell fell next to him on the battle ground. The old Afghan cook cried and shook our hands as though he was comforting us while none of the Arabs moved or even blinked. They represented millions of Arabs and Abu Jabal was the strongest among them. He kissed the martyr and wiped his blood with his hands to smell it, swearing it smelled like amber. He looked at the martyr as though he was pleased with what the latter had earned, reiterating the name of Allah out of fear of jinxing the martyr. For his part, Akrama called on those who still had strength to dig a grave for the body. I was extremely exhausted and tired and did not go, but Abu Jabal stayed up most of the night digging a grave for Abu Saleh the Yemeni. The next morning we all went to bury him and what was odd was that his blood did not coagulate and he was still bleeding from the stomach. When we arrived at the graveyard, there were many Afghans who had come to bid the martyr farewell and pray on his body. However, the Arabs would not allow it and a blind strife almost erupted between the two groups. That was the first time I ever saw or heard about sectarian bigotry and it was sad to see the Muslims fighting and showing hostility towards one another based on bigotry and close-mindedness. In an eruption of rage, the Arabs started blaming the Afghans for the things they put on the graves, seeing how the latter placed on the tomb of the martyr a flag that distinguished it from the other tombs. Luckily, an Afghan Sheikh contained the situation and talked to the Arabs in perfect Arabic, telling them that the Hanafi sect imposed the prayer on the martyr, “so if you do not want to pray on him, let the Afghans do it to put an end to strife”. Indeed, the Afghans performed their funerary prayer while the Arabs stepped aside in anger saying that victory was delayed by these unbearable decadent practices. Abu Jabal and I prayed with the Afghans and after the prayer, the Afghan Sheikh delivered his speech with his language that carried numerous Arabic expressions which allowed us to understand the context. He talked about the four righteous sects, the respect of the guests, the condemnation of division and the fact that the flags on the tombs looked like the crosses placed on the graves by the Christians which is why the Arabs did not like them. 

Iran from within

Quickly, the martyr was buried and the crowd dispersed but this scene was never erased from my memory. The Afghans insisted on praying on the Arab martyr while considering it to be a right that should not be disregarded, while the Arab stepped aside without partaking in the prayer. Truly, there are so many reasons for the decadence and backwardness of Muslims. After the funerals we crossed the border and went through bumpy roads for a few hours until we finally reached Jawer. The site featured three long tunnels dug in the mountains with a wide yard in front of them. There was one tunnel for the Afghans, another for the Arabs and a third whose entrance was blocked by aircraft shells and contained around forty Mujahidin who could not be saved and were buried in the tunnel which was considered to be their tomb. Here also I saw the same painful scene. In that same location, there were two prayer groups, one for the Arabs and the other for the Afghans. When I inquired as to the reason behind this separation: the Afghans said because the Arabs pray fast and the Arabs said because the Afghans delay the evening prayer. These reasons were unconvincing to me. The Afghans were affiliated with Sheikh Youness Khalis and they seemed to sympathize with the Arabs. How can we fight together and not pray together and will Allah’s victory come to us if we are like that? 

The training facilities were unfinished and we thus started building them. As we were working, we were raided by aircrafts. We firstly heard the aircraft bullets being shot, and then we heard the sounds of the planes. Our trainers shouted at us to hurry to the tunnels and most of us hid in the underground tunnels. Around twenty minutes later, we came out. At the time, I did not know I was going to fight with people who went on the rooftops to watch the aircrafts bombing them as though they were watching an exciting acrobatic show. Around ten days later, they transferred us to Jaji where the den of the Ansar was located to start training until the completion of the training facilities in Jawer. During our transfer from Jawer to Jaji our emir was a Kurdish young man, handsome, educated and enjoying his own perception of things. The Iraqi Kurds were numerous in Afghanistan and they spoke Arabic. They told me that only those who went to school knew how to speak Arabic as they were talking about the oppression of the Iraqi regime. I asked this Kurdish emir how he exited Iraq and reached Afghanistan. He told me he escaped through the Iranian border, moved between several cities, was arrested for entering the country illegally and thrown in prison. This was a rare opportunity for me to ask him about the situation in Iran. I expected him to mention the sectarian extremism and bigotry, the oppression of the Iranian inquisition, the tragedies seen under Wileyat e-Faqih, poverty and war as it was depicted by our media outlets. However, I was shocked to hear him saying that the situation in Iran was calm and stable, that the people were pleased with the revolution and the government, that the economy was flourishing and the markets extremely lively. When I asked him about sectarian bigotry he denied its existence in Iran, saying that the only bigotry was in favor of Islam and that throughout his stay in prison he never felt they looked at him differently because he was Sunni. He told me that at the beginning of the revolution (he was in Iran at the time), they did not have any movies fit for Islamic cinemas. Therefore, all the theaters played the movie Omar al-Mokhtar. The audience was so enthusiastic it almost partook in the battles of the movie, believing that Omar al-Mokhtar was Shi’i. They only realized he was Sunni at the end of the movie when he preformed the ablution before prayer. However, this in no way limited their enthusiasm toward him. He then told me (to show the extent of the people’s faith in the revolution and the Islamic state) that one of the officers in the navy was complaining to him about some personal problems. Our Kurdish brother suggested that he should leave the country at which point the Iranian officer said in protest: “How can I leave the state of Islam in a time of war?”

He also mentioned that Shi’i jurisprudence was somewhat poor since he had a young Iranian man with him in prison who had spent four years in jail without knowing when he would go out. His crime was that his hand brushed against a woman on the road and each time they took him to a judge he could not find in the Shi’i jurisprudence any sentence for this crime and would thus transfer him to a higher level of the judiciary without ever meaning to torture him with prison. The young man was extremely angry saying: “I wish I committed adultery. Had I committed adultery, I would have received a hundred lashes and then went home on the same day”. He then asked our Kurdish friend about the sentence he would get in his sect. he told him that in the Shafeei sect (the Kurds are Shafeeis), he would get less than one hundred lashes. The man thus shouted: “I am Shafeei! Starting today, I am Shafeei.” 

We reached Jaji and we found it to be a piece of heaven with its high mountains draped in pine trees, its wonderful climate and its water which burst out from the silent rocks. The camp featured a series of tents, a tunnel for weapons and ammunition, a kitchen and a bathroom made of cloth. Those tents overlooked a wide yard for shooting and sports. The goal behind this training was not just to learn about the use of arms and combat arts. It also aimed at subjecting the trainees to difficult circumstances and note the extent of their obedience, discipline, patience and morals. The training program was extremely strict and difficult, and the Mujahidin were given very small quantities of food. Sometimes, the trainers even ruined the food intentionally and we had to eat it because we were so hungry. I will never forget that many used to eat the barley of the poor horse. The emir of the camp was brother Abdul Maaz and the trainers were Abdul Khaleq, Moubsher, and Abu al-Shahid the Emirati who enjoyed high morals, was often quiet, never talked unless extremely necessary and enjoyed a high level of military discipline. He had received a fine training and therefore knew how to use all weapons, mastering tactics and combative arts although he was only nineteen years old. He had left medical school to engage in the jihad. As for Abdul Khaleq, he was Saudi from a Turkistani family as it could clearly be seen in his features. He was a high class military man but was funny, always smiling and enjoyed acute intelligence and an ability to lead and control. We used to wake up at dawn to perform the prayer then read the Koran for about an hour until daylight started overcoming darkness. We wore our sports clothes and gathered quickly in the yard to exercise for about an hour. We then ran outside the camp in mountainous roads that went up and down for another hour and by the time we returned we were extremely tired. We would then have a breakfast which would not have sufficed a young child, knowing that we were sometimes ordered to stop eating even before we finished this small portion. Then the theoretical courses on the use of arms would start before we rested for an hour and took a nap until the afternoon prayer. Afterwards we would either start digging tunnels or head out to collect wood, while sometimes we were even asked to perform useless tasks such as carrying rocks from one place to another. This hard labor thus continued until the evening prayer, during which we would pray then listen to a lecture which was often about Islamic morals and instigation to fight. We would then perform the last prayer of the day, have dinner, often featuring rice with mud or pasta which would require a hammer to break. Each of us was then informed about the hour during which he should stand guard, took the instructions and left. At this point, I would head to my tent wishing I could crawl instead of walking because my feet could no longer carry me. The most difficult thing for me was to wake up during the night to stand guard while completely exhausted. The shift lasted one hour and the guard would have to hide in a dark place so that he can see everything without being seen. It is much easier than standing guard in the Egyptian army but undoubtedly more efficient. We staged a march on foot once every week with each of us carrying his weapon and ammunition. This would take place after the dawn prayer and we would walk up steep mountains which is more difficult than walking on even ground. We would keep walking for eight hours straight, ordered not to drink water although the sweet rivers were flowing beneath our feet and we were dying of thirst. I remember that one time, I could not help but drink and such violations were registered so that they are later on used to assess the different trainees. 

We were a harmonious group of young men and our prevailing characteristic was absolute obedience and commitment to the instructions. Abu Jabal for his part was an archetype of obedience, effort in training and patience when dealing with hardships that could only be tolerated by those with a strong will. Therefore, his nickname was right on the mark: Abu Jabal [note from the editor: name meaning father of the mountain]. I remember that during one of those marches, he was carrying a heavy Grinov machine-gun, an ammunition box with five hundred shots in it and a bag containing wheat and sugar. When the march started it was extremely cold and we all wore thick coats. However, we soon felt hot because of all the walking and got rid of a lot of weight except for Abu Jabal who placed everything on his back, the arms around his shoulders and the ammunition in his hands, frowned and took off without paying attention to anything around him. Most of us got sick on the way because the walk was much longer than usual and because we were carrying a lot of weight. The trainer did not care about those left behind since he wanted to know who will continue speed-walking without stopping. Abu Jabal, may Allah have mercy on his soul, was the first in line. He was full of determination and enjoyed strong will. When we returned to the camp, his heavy coat was completely soaked in sweat and so were his clothes. I was surprised not because he endured the hardship of the walk but because he endured this heat. This man was born to be a soldier and he was the only one who could make an obstinate horse run like the wind, as though he was emitting enthusiasm from his fiery spirit.

Despite the massive efforts we were exerting during the training, Abu Jabal always made sure to perform all the prayers and chant the Koran with great modesty before his brothers although he had only repented six months ago. He astonished me and I wanted to learn his story. It was a Friday and we were cleaning up and washing our clothes before continuing the training as usual. I was washing my clothes next to a stream of water and was soon caught up by Abu Jabal and Akrama whom I asked to tell their stories and how they came to the land of the jihad. Abu Jabal came from a village in the Gharbiyya province. He had a diploma in agriculture and was a reckless and powerful young man; he was referred to as an example of errancy, while his village and the villages surrounding it used to avoid his evil. One day, as he was returning to his village through the agricultural roads, there was a man laying on the side of the road, stabbed with a knife but still alive. This man was known for his power and influence and this scene shook the spirit of Abu Jabal whose real name was Ibrahim. All the people around him were running away, unwilling to save the dying man so that they are not accused of having killed him. Ibrahim looked at him for a while and wondered: is this the same man who was filling the earth with chaos, power and fun? Is it the same one laying on ground between life and death? What will happen to him now? As he is dying, what will his fate be? Will he go to heaven or hell? God had taught Ibrahim the lesson of death and how lowly and futile this earthly life was. Because he had honor, he carried the dying man on his back and rushed him to the hospital but he passed away before reaching it. This was the point of transformation in Ibrahim’s life who started praying regularly at the mosque, relinquished his previous life, started memorizing the Koran and met with the religious youth. Moreover, as much as he was enthusiastic in his adoption of the wrong track, he also became enthusiastic about following the principles of true religion. He thus abided by every single principle of the Sunni sect, implemented them by the letter and forced people around him to do the same. He once heard that a librarian in his village was harassing the girls who visited his shop, so Ibrahim went there, closed the door from the inside, destroyed the shop and kept hitting that deviant until he almost killed him. During one of the discussions in the mosque, the young men started mentioning the events taking place in far away Afghanistan: the martyrs, the Russian infidels, the jihad, napalm, dignity… So Ibrahim stood and asked: “Is there a jihad taking place on this earth? Is that true? Where is that taking place? In Afghanistan? Where is that exactly?” He had heard that fighting was taking place there but did not know that the battle was between the infidels and the Muslims. He thought they were rebels like those of Costa Rica or Nicaragua. It was then that he decided to go to Afghanistan to seek martyrdom. Ibrahim had no middle ground solutions and at once packed his things, gathered money to be able to buy the plane ticket and took the train to Cairo. When he arrived to Cairo, he asked a policeman where he could find the Afghan embassy. He thought that the Afghan state was fighting the Russians, or that the Egyptians had asked the Mujahidin to run the embassy in Cairo. The policeman was surprised by the question so he asked him why he wanted to know where it was. Ibrahim said: “I want to fight in the name of God”. The policeman - aware of the situation - told him to go to the Pakistani embassy. And so Ibrahim went on his way looking for the Pakistani embassy. Once there, the Pakistani guard did not allow him to get in. So he told him: “I want a visa! I want to fight the jihad in the name of God”. The guard did not understand a word he said and did not allow him in, so Ibrahim lost his temper and started shouting and cursing at the guard. The latter threatened to call the police and a number of people passing on the street interfered, giving Ibrahim the address of the Pakistani consulate in the Jiza area next to the Russian embassy. Ibrahim did not speak English and of course did not speak Urdu. He only knew Arabic and expected everyone on earth to understand what he was saying. That is why he was unable to get a visa at the consulate, especially since he was openly saying he wanted to go there to engage in the jihad, thinking that might help him. After he lost all hope of getting a visa, some good people advised him to go to Saudi Arabia and try to reach Pakistan from there. He was able to obtain a visa to Saudi Arabia taking the sea and stayed with his sister who lived with her husband in the holy land. Things were very easy in Saudi Arabia since he was able to get his visa to Pakistan, no questions asked. When he told his sister and her husband why he wanted to go there, they reprimanded him and threatened to prevent him even if they had to use force. He pretended he had changed his mind but in secret took his things out of his sister’s house and went to the airport. I met him a few days later in Peshawar and built a strong friendship with him until his death. 

As for Akrama the Algerian, he also told us his story. He was in high school and his Islamic beliefs had already started to surface and grow stronger. His French teachers were doing their best to take away his Algerian and Islamic identify, but the man was not afraid of speaking his mind and even using his muscles to enforce his ideas. He was also interested in journalism and contributed to an Islamic journal. At a very young age, Akrama memorized the Koran by heart and because his father was a very important cleric from the Maliki sect, he was also raised to be Maliki. But when he got older he adopted Salafism. After high school, he joined engineering school but was taken with the Afghan jihad and decided to leave his studies. However his father’s insistence and pressures made him stay until he earned his degree after which he directly flew to Afghanistan. The man fought many battles once on the ground and learned Persian. When he heard about the Al-Qaeda organization he wanted to join it but he first had to pass this training session. He told us many of his adventures and his experiences on the battlefield. 

It was a difficult period for all of us, but we were enjoying the daily hardships and having fun at the training camp. Every morning, we would start running enthusiastically while Abu Hareth would chant Palestinian jihadist poems. Unfortunately he was soon prohibited from chanting to us because of one sentence in the poem: “Sister of the martyr be happy and dance in joy.” Abu Hareth was a very interesting character, he was a simple worker who did not know how to write or read, but if you looked at him you felt yourself in the presence of a very imposing and respectable man. Whenever he spoke, you would think he was a great scholar and would feel the depth and strength of his belief in God and Islam. His closest friend told me that he was the strongest man he ever knew in Amman. Abu Hareth was thus able to close a whole street on his own, adding that he was a drunk back then and spent his life in sin. But a cleric succeeded in pulling him out of that life of lies and deceit and put him on the right track. He then asked this cleric if he could join the jihad but the latter told him that he could only teach him about Islam, adding: “If you want to fight you have to look elsewhere”, which he eventually did. We were over fifty members in the camp and all of us had university degrees but when we were asked to choose our group leader we all chose Abu Hareth. We also had another brother in the camp from the city of the Prophet Mecca. He was very dark in color and big but always smiling. He wore a long robe and had an imposing beard. We called him Mouhhib al-Oumma [lover of the nation]. One day, he was called upon by the camp leader and asked to leave. While getting his things together we asked him why he was ousted and he said it was because of his rosary! I then felt that Al-Qaeda was a radical Salafi movement although later on I discovered that this was not necessarily the case. Dr. Omar Abd al-Rahman visited the camp while accompanied by Osama Ben Laden who was known as Abu Abdullah and was considered to be Al-Qaeda’s emir. Both men talked to us and answered all our questions. I was very surprised to discover that Dr. Omar was less radical than his followers since the man seemed to be very open minded. At this point, I had to take a decision: did I want to join Al-Qaeda or not? We had an Iraqi companion named Osama who was a university professor and was very knowledgeable and polite. He used to give us lessons on modern science after the evening prayer. To our surprise and astonishment the man was also ordered out because it appeared they did not like his interpretations of the Sunna and the Hadith. The man who replaced him started his first lesson by saying: “One should not talk about something he has no knowledge of!” Then he described in detail what should be the punishment for anyone who gave religious lectures without knowing anything about the issue which might be interpreted the wrong way. That is why I decided not to join Al-Qaeda. I considered that those two incidents were sufficient to stay away from them. Every now and then, they would distribute papers asking us if we wanted to join Al-Qaeda and each time I wrote: “I do not want to”.

The Arabs defeat the Russian Commandos

Among the important incidents that happened to me during my stay in the camp was an injury in my leg after I fell off a mountain, after which I was rushed to a clinic by Abu al-Shahid in his own car. However, once we arrived we could not find a doctor. There was only one nurse who glanced at my feet and said it was no big deal and only needed a bandage. The clinic was especially created to treat the wounded Mujahidin but it was unfortunately not equipped well enough to treat any kind of injury. Surprisingly the Afghans present inside the clinic thought that I was hurt because of enemy fire and were all looking at me with respect and pride. I should say that one of the main reasons behind the Russian retreat and defeat was the bravery and heroism showed by the Arab recruits. When Mikhail Gorbachev took power in the Soviet Union he met with the main generals in the Red Army and asked them to prepare a withdrawal plan for Afghanistan or else the Soviet empire will collapse. They asked him to give them a six-month period to turn things in their favor. They said that within that period they would be able to close the Pakistani-Afghan routes in order to cut off the supplies coming to the Mujahidin, adding that after that period if things are not better, he may do whatever he pleases. They requested that during this short period they be given all the military equipment and men needed. They were thus reinforced with a great number of commandos from the Soviet Special Forces. The new campaign started in the Jaji area where the Arabs had their lion’s lair. On that front, thirty Arabs and a dozen Afghans were able to prevent the advance of the most powerful army in the world for a few months. The Soviets used all their weapons and all their power but were still unable to get past Jaji. The military analysts over the world had all their eyes on the battlefield counting the number of Russian commandos and the number of tanks and guns deployed by Moscow. A number of Arabs who participated in that epic told me later on stories that should be written down in gold letters. 

The Russians started bombing the mountain which the Arabs used as a fortification with thousands of missiles for ten consecutive hours. Then they dropped napalm bombs to burn everything alive, after which the commando forces began advancing while reassured that the area had been cleaned. Once they started climbing the mountain, the Arabs took them down one by one and from all sides. The men fighting in Jaji were new recruits and not experienced warriors and most of them had not even finished their training, whereas the Soviet special forces were real mules, over two meters tall and holding fifty kilograms equipment. These men in brown would hang a mortar on their belt as if it were some trophy or medal. Still, once in the face of the small, skinny and dark-colored Arab fighters, they would start running away. One Yemeni Mujahid scared one Soviet battalion on his own! Moukhtar was his name. He was hiding behind a rock watching the platoon advancing into the mountain while chanting Soviet songs enthusiastically. The force was headed by a major from the Special Forces, but Moukhtar only had one shot left since his ammunition had almost ran out. So, he hit their leader in his neck which made the soldiers flee in panic. 

Every Soviet soldier usually carried a shuffle in order to dig a tunnel within a few minutes. And this is what they did since they all dug trenches facing the mountain to prevent any Arab from coming out. However, a smart Egyptian Mujahid from the Upper Egypt region went down from the mountain in daylight from the other side and surprised them from the back, shooting all the Soviet soldiers in the head, each in his own trench! These heroic stories touched not only the Arabs but also the Afghans who used to cry in pride and joy while hearing the epics. The Jaji stories are countless and they all show the Arab recruits as having the upper hand over the well equipped and armed Soviet commandos. When the Arab jihadist movements called for mobilization in Jaji and asked for recruits, thousands of Afghans came to the rescue of all ages and from all the regions. Men over seventy wanted to fight as well as children no older than ten years old. They all wanted to share the fate of the Arabs of Jaji. This bravery even touched the Pakistani army with many solders deserting and joining their brothers in arms to fight the Soviet atheists. When the Red Army failed miserably in its campaign against Jaji, it went to Gorbachev and gave him the green light to take whatever measure he found necessary to end the communist involvement in Afghanistan. They did not try to close other border crossings, rather admitted defeat and considered that the best way for them was to retreat completely from the country. 

Back in the training camp, I was unable to participate in the physical activities for a few days because of my foot injury. But I could not stand watching so I resumed a minimal activity, jogging with them in the wonderful Jaji scenery. Ironically, the injury I received was a duplicate of the more serious one I would endure at a later stage. I remember how we trained to assemble the Kalashnikov in the mosque, and one day while one of our brothers was completing the exercise, a bullet went through the roof. When I reprimanded him saying you should check your weapon first since that bullet could have killed one of us, Abu al-Shahid looked at me and said very calmly: “Only Allah decides our fate.” That was the only comment he had about the incident that could have killed us! At the time, we were trained on all the weapons that were in use in Afghanistan like the Kalashnikov, the Grinov, the heavy machine guns, the Dachaka and other anti-aircraft weapons. Most of the weapons were used previously by the Vietnamese in their fighting with the Americans but they camouflaged them in the forest in order not to be easy targets for the Americans. As for the Afghans they did not know what camouflage meant. They used to put the machine guns and artillery on the rooftops of their own houses! We were also trained on the mortars and how to fire them properly on enemy targets. We were also trained on the RPG which was designed as an anti-tank weapon. The Afghans developed it to be used against the infantry while replacing the explosives with a hand grenade. The Russians thought that we were using a developed and modern American weapon! I liked this modified RPG because it was not heavy at all and very effective, and it thus became my personal weapon of use. We were also supposed to train on the PM heavy artillery and the 82 and 75 mm machine guns. But it seemed that the people in charge of the camp decided to end the training altogether once they made up their minds on who would be joining Al-Qaeda . Surprisingly, I was named in charge of the only gun I was not trained to use, i.e. the 75 mm machine gun! It became clear to me that the best training is the one you get during the actual fighting. The Afghan fighters used to follow their instinct and they always succeeded in hitting their targets. In Kandahar for example, they were planning the battle operations as if they had received the best military training in the most prestigious military schools in the world. Although most of them were illiterate but on the battlefield they were real leaders and master tacticians. We also received other kind of training: the way to crawl in the battlefield, how to bypass wires or traps and the way to conduct an attack or retreat. But still, despite all that, I can say in all honesty that I expected more from the training we had received, telling myself that I will get the needed experience and training from the battlefield itself.

Peshawar again.
Suddenly and without prior notice we were all called in to assemble in the square where we were ordered to give back all the material that belonged to the camp. We were asked to wear our civilian clothes because the training was over and the trainers declared the names of those who had been admitted and surprisingly out of the fifty brothers only three were picked. They even added that the three names were still on probation and will have to pass other tests. They said that those who were not accepted in Al-Qaeda will have to present their candidacy for a new training session. I was very happy that Abu Jabal was not accepted in Al-Qaeda because he deserved better in my opinion. He changed his nickname right after the camp ended from Abu Jabal to Assadullah. I agreed with him to go together to the front lines and since then we became inseparable. But still I was very surprised as to why he was not admitted in Al-Qaeda. After all, he was the strongest and bravest man, and he is the perfect fighter and leader. Maybe they did not pick him because he was very frank and got mad very easily. But I considered that to be a plus for a good soldier not a minus. Many of our brothers were saddened for not being accepted into Al-Qaeda. But even the camp supervisors admitted that this was one of the best camps they had ever held, saying that they might have been too strict. They thus added that they would immediately accept into al-Qaeda any man from our session who would like to repeat the camp; some of our brothers did join but the majority decided not to. On our way back to Peshawar, Abu Amer the Palestinian was assigned as our leader and we got into the cars and headed back to the city. I was looking at the faces of the brothers around me wondering who would be killed or injured in the upcoming battles. I wondered who would be accepted by God as a martyr and who would be able to enter Kabul victorious but only God knew what was written. On the road, Abu Amer decided that we should stop at a restaurant where we could all have a good meal. This was great news for us after a month and a half of bad food and hunger. But over lunch, I noticed that Abu Amer ate very little; he was indeed a righteous man. I was looking at him and saw a walking martyr. During training, he spent his time working in the kitchen, was very calm and respectable. He was a Palestinian who lived in Kuwait and decided to leave his quiet life in the oil-rich state and dedicate himself to the cause. My predictions in his regard turned out to be true since he became a martyr during the Jalalabad battles. He was lucky to meet his creator as a martyr since he truly was a good man may God protect him until the end of dawn. He died the best possible way since while he was asleep in the house in which he was staying, it was hit by a bomb and he never woke up from his sleep.

We arrived to the house of the Ansar and we were given the freedom to choose the front in which we wanted to participate. I wanted to go to Kabul since I considered that if we were able to conquer Kabul we would conquer Afghanistan but Assadullah insisted that we go to Kandahar because he was told it was the toughest and strongest front. He wanted to go there because the battles were fierce all year long; there was no difference between winter or summer. Besides, the Kandahri people were the real Afghans, brave and feared nothing and no one. The other provinces were populated by Uzbeks, Turkmen, Persians, Tajiks, Kirgiz. But in Kandahar they were all Pashtu, i.e. the real creators of modern Afghanistan. When a man from the Northern region asks you where you want to fight and you say Kandahar, he replied: “You mean with the Afghans!” The Pashtu language spoken by the Kandaharis is the literary one whereas the other regions speak other languages close to it. Assadullah had heard stories about Pashtu bravery, so he decided to join them and fight with them. In Kandahar, the battles took place in open space with no mountains or hideouts. The Soviet airplanes were very active and kept on bombing the region day and night. The stories we had heard of their epic battles drove us there to see for ourselves. The Soviet soldier was considered to be punished if he was sent to Kandahar, thus it was no surprise that they decided to retreat first from the Kandahar province while they stayed in Kabul and the North for a few more months. I tried to convince Assadullah that there were many Russian infidels in the Kabul area but all my efforts went in vein. How could I convince him since whenever he made up his mind, he never listened to anyone but himself? In the house of the Ansar we met a Jordanian brother who had a long beard and wore sunglasses. He was thirty years old and had spent many years in Afghanistan. He joined the discussion I was having with Assadullah and said that the best thing for us would be to go to Kandahar. He then started telling us some of the great jihadist stories and victories that had taken place in Kandahar. So I ironically told Assadullah: “It seems things will not be easy over there”. My comments made him angry so he shouted at me: “How can you be afraid while you are fighting in the name of Allah. Even if I get cut into pieces I will never turn away from jihad.” I started calming him down explaining that I was only joking with him, but I knew at that moment how much he wanted to be awarded with martyrdom. As for our Jordanian brother Abu Saleh, we will have a short lived but very painful friendship. We all went to the services office established by Dr. Abdullah Azzam to help the Arab recruits and equip them with the needed ammunition and in charge of sending them to the different fronts. When we asked that we be sent to Kandahar, the answer was simple: “We do not send anyone to Kandahar because the Arabs there are already numerous and because the cost of the trip is too high since one has to board an airplane from Peshawar to Quetta then cross the borders into Kandahar”. We were newcomers and knew nothing about the situation in Afghanistan and we thought the only way for us to enter the country and take part in the battles was through the services office or some Afghan party. So we went to a village next to Peshawar called by the Arabs Babi while the people of the area called it Babu. It was a village full of Afghan refugees where Sheikh Sayyaf decided to establish his headquarters. We went alone without any knowledge of the road or the local language. We took a bus and once there, we started asking about the location of the office of the Afghan Mujahidin Union Party. Luckily, we were able to find our way but the problem was how to talk to the guards and explain what we wanted from them. So the word official in Arabic came to my head and I started saying I wanted to meet with an official. Also luckily, the word existed in Pashtu, Urdu and Persian so they took us to a party official. When he found out we were Arabs, he called Muhammad Yasser to translate. I said to myself: “My God Muhammad Yasser, I know him, he is the reason why I came here”. The man came to Egypt to the Doctors’ Syndicate to stage a massive conference where I was able to see for the first time videos of the jihad and Mujahidin in Afghanistan. He also showed us hundreds of pictures of disfigured children and women and the Soviet military arsenal burned to the ground. This was what pushed me to come to Afghanistan. Yasser had also distributed pamphlets from Sayyaf requesting our help and assistance. The letter said: “If the jihad does not need men, men do need jihad”. I remember that on this day I broke through the hundreds of people in front of me to shake the hand of Muhammad Yasser. The man was after all an Afghan Mujahid and in charge of the ‘death platoon’, so I considered that handshake to be an honor and a pledge to enroll in Afghanistan. When I left the room that day, many ideas and thoughts came to my head. I put all the money I had in my pocket in a donations box and walked back home thinking of the jihad although it was not a short ride. But I did not feel anything. I was in another world. It was exceptionally raining that day and I was drenched in water but I did not mind it. I was happy and proud. I imagined myself on the battlefield conducting heroic actions and reaching martyrdom.

Through the wires, I heard a voice. Yes, it was that same voice asking: 

-Who are you?

-I am Abu Jaafar the Egyptian and I have my companion Assadullah with me.

-Welcome, but what do you want?

-We want to go to Kandahar.

-When did you come from Egypt?

-Two months ago.

-Did you have any training?

-Yes

-Where?

-In Jaji in Al-Qaeda’s training camp.

-Good, they will take you to a guest house and I will meet you there. Now let me talk to the Afghan who is sitting next to you.

They brought us a car that took us to the guest house where we found many Arab recruits and a number of teachers. The man in charge was an Afghan from the Prophet’s dynasty whose name was Sharif Agha, in Arabic we called him Sayyid Sharif. We waited for a few days until we were able to meet with Muhammad Yasser but to no avail. This time we were living with the Afghans. The village was Afghan and so were the market, the mosque and the schools. It was a rare occasion to get close to them and learn their habits. They wore a special outfit with a large turban which looked like a military beret and put on a wide shirt down to the knee with two openings on the side, large pants and a small vest. As for the women, they were completely veiled since no young woman was ever allowed to show her face. The mosque was always full as if every day was Friday while all the children studied the Koran at night trying to memorize it by heart. Those children knew Arabic and loved to try it with us and I do not know how they were able to differentiate us from the other Afghans since we wore the same costume. We got bored of waiting especially since the food was delicious which made us feel guilty as though we were eating poison. After all, we did not come to sleep well and eat good food but to fight. I asked Sharif Agha if he could arrange our transfer to Kandahar, to which he responded: “You do not want to wait until you meet Sheikh Sayyaf? He is still in Afghanistan but he will be back very soon”. He insisted and we insisted back so he asked us to get the permission from an important party official. So we went and got the signature. The paper was in fact a letter to the party officials in the city of Quetta so that they receive us once we are there. Ironically, when we arrived we were received because of that letter as VIPs. They thought we were important people inside the party although we were Arabs! They read the letter in Pashtu and we did not know what was in it but we did not mind their warm reception. Later on, I laughed because of all the obstacles we faced in order to reach the front since it became clear to me that we could have just went into Afghanistan directly and on our own, and would have been received by any commander with open arms.

To Quetta

We had no money to get an airplane ticket so we decided to take the train from Quetta in a long journey that lasted forty eight hours. I said goodbye to my friend Abu Thabet al-Najdi whom I had met in the training camp. He was a young nineteen-year old man, not very tall and very skinny. He had beautiful grey eyes, was dedicated to Islam and very cultivated. We would discuss politics, poetry, literature and history together. He was a literature student but I am not sure whether he was specializing in Arabic or English literature. Anyway, Abu Thabet decided to drop his studies and sacrifice his life for God and his religion. His health was bad and he always visited doctors. He was most of all afraid of the cold, so he always said: “Please Allah make me a martyr before winter comes”.  We connected instantly and when Assadullah and I were getting ready to leave Quetta I kissed him goodbye. He hugged me and was very affected by my departure. He said: “I know you have no money with you so take everything I have.” He put five hundred Rupees in my pocket and that was all we both had for the trip. After two years, I had the chance to meet Abu Thabet again after I went to Southern Afghanistan while he went North. He had learned Persian and I Pashtu. During those few years, we both went through many hardships and fought fierce battles. When we met again we had changed a lot. He came to visit me at the hospital when he learned that I was injured and I was so happy to see him. By then, he had become the emir of the training camp and an important Al-Qaeda military leader. He had changed mentally and physically since he was now full of muscles and very well built. He was not afraid of the cold anymore and was instead praying all day for Allah to help the Mujahidin in building the Islamic state we have always dreamt about. We talked a lot and remembered the past, the men we both knew and who had been martyred. We also debated literature and politics. We were in the middle of the Gulf war and next to me there was an Afghan Mujahid screaming from pain, saying please help me Muhammad the Prophet of Allah. Abu Thabet said to him: “Do not call on the Prophet but call on Allah the almighty”. So the illiterate Afghan fighter replied: “It is a sin to call on the Prophet and not a sin to call on America!” Abu Thabet did not know what to answer, so he told me quietly that the man had a point. He then stood and waved goodbye but burst into tears while taking out an envelope from his pocket that he left on my bed before running out from the room. I called him but he did not answer. I did not need any money and only needed him to stay a little longer with me. 

Back to our trip and while on our way to take the train, the young Afghan driver who knew we were Arabs and going to fight in Afghanistan refused to take any money from us although the distance was long. After getting us to our station, he burst in tears and waved goodbye. On the train, we met two young Afghans who turned out to be officers who had just graduated from the Sayyaf military academy. One was called Muhammad Rassoul, while the other Din Muhammad. They knew a little Arabic from their Arab colleagues at the academy and were full of hope and optimism. At night, while Ibrahim was sleeping, I left my seat and looked out the window since the train had stopped and Pakistani policeman went into the train. They surrounded the wagon and started checking the passengers’ IDs. Most passengers were Afghans and those of them who did not carry a refugee card were arrested and taken away by the police. The officer in charge asked me about my papers in Urdu and I answered back in English”

-I am an Egyptian and I do not speak Urdu.

-What are you two doing here?

-We came to preach.

-Passport?

-I forgot it in Peshawar.

-ID card?

-We have no IDs on us.

-You have no passport and no ID?

-Yes.

-Then give me a hundred Rupees.

-I have no money.

He searched me and when he found that I had no money on me, he left. My Afghan friends were embarrassed because I was searched and wanted to make me feel better. So they brought me a soda and one of them told me: “All this trouble we face, we accept it in the name of Allah”. I thanked God that Assadullah was asleep or else he would have made a fuss and got into a fight with the policemen. Finally after a long drive we arrived to Quetta and went to the Afghan Mujahidin Union Party headquarters. The place was similar to the one in Peshawar. When you enter, there is a big hall and a bathroom for the Arabs. At the time the place was empty except from the emir running it. His name was Muhammad Youssef the Libyan. He welcomed us thinking we were important party officials. He even went with us to the market to get what we needed for the front. Afterwards, we met Abdullah Khan, the party leader of all the Southern provinces. Quetta is a big city and the capital of the Balochestan region where the gas reserves were abundant. It was inhabited by Pashtu tribes who considered themselves to be more Afghans than Pakistanis and who spoke both the Pashtu and the Urdu languages. Although Quetta was the capital and was inhabited by the Baloch people, the official language of the province was the Pashtu maybe because the city was throughout history part of Afghanistan and a passage for the Afghan leaders to invade India. People all over Pakistan would visit it during the summer to enjoy its moderate climate. It was located on a mountain covered with snow in winter and enjoyed a wonderful climate in the summer. Quetta stood across Kandahar, the capital of the Southern provinces of Afghanistan. I should also mention that the Baloch people supported the creation of an independent state of their own. They were present in Iran, Afghanistan and Pakistan. Russia was supporting them financially and encouraging their separatist inclinations, especially within the leftist parties. Najib, the Afghan President at the time, was a Baloch and he supported that direction under Moscow’s orders and directives. They claimed that Pakistan was stealing all their wealth and that they needed to create a state of their own to benefit from the gas and other natural resources present in their land. We should also say that the region in general was not under the control of the Pakistani government since it was controlled by the local armed tribes involved in agriculture, drugs and commerce. But despite that, these people were very committed religiously and their society was a true Islamic one. When we arrived to Quetta, the Kandaharis had started a huge offensive against the communist forces after the Russians withdrew their troops from the area. They firstly attacked the gateways of the city before attacking Kandahar itself. They wanted to cut all communist supply routes to the governmental forces besieged inside the city. Before that attack, the Mujahidin had to take a long route to reach their positions in the neighboring areas of Kandahar in a trip that used to last many days, but after the success of their attack, one could reach their positions in less than fourteen hours by car. The success of the offensive enabled the Mujahidin from killing a great number of governmental forces and seizing massive quantities of ammunition but they were also able to surround the remaining troops inside the city and the airport area. During those battles, brother Muhammad Youssef who was he was a Palestinian living in Qatar was killed. He was a good looking man extremely loved by the Afghan Mujahidin. He was surprised by an enemy tank while he was carrying food to the fighters on the front, so he threw down the food and took his RPG but was hit by a tank whose shell tore his body into small pieces. While I was still at the guest house, the news of his death was still not certain, so his parents called every hour from Qatar to learn the latest news. Usually, Omar Khalil the Afghan receptionist would call any Arab he could find to take the phone call, so he called on me.

-Where is Muhammad Youssef? Do you have any news?

-He has just died on the battle front. 

-He is a Palestinian not a Qatari. He only lived in Qatar. Is that him you are talking about?

-Yes, he is the one who was martyred.

-Was he buried?

-Yes he was.

The woman on the other end hang up the phone without saying anything else. Soon afterwards, his little brother also joined him in heaven after he insisted on fighting in Kandahar. Later on, dozens of Qataris came to the city attempting to follow the steps of the great martyr Muhammad Youssef.

In the next room, there were around ten young officers who had graduated from the Sayyaf military academy. They were all in their twenties full of hope and optimism. The Russians were fleeing the scene and the Mujahidin were achieving success on almost every front. Among those officers were Muhammad Rassoul and Din Muhammad my companions on the train and I grew very close to them. The Afghan in his nature likes foreigners and welcomes them as long as they belong to the Hanafi sect. The officers were getting ready to conduct a military operation in the Kandahar area and were meeting with their leader known as Amir Nezami. So I started learning a few Afghan words from them, knowing that most of them spoke both the Pashtu and Persian languages. But they all advised me not to try learning the Pashtu since it was too difficult. Besides, it was not the official language of the country since the army, the state and the schools all used Persian. They considered there was no use in learning a language that was not spoken except in private conversations. I found out that the Persian language featured many Arabic words and that maybe half of the words were of Arabic origins. Next to our guest house, there was an Afghan school carrying the name of a martyr called Yehya Sanyour. When I asked about this martyr and who he was they told me that he was one of the first Arab Mujahidin and that he was passing through the Bamian province with supplies and ammunition for the troops when he was killed. The province was Shi’i and situated in the center of Afghanistan. Surprisingly, it was never occupied by the Russians and was not harmed by the ongoing battles as if it was in another country. This was made on purpose since the Russians wanted the Mujahidin to engage in internal fighting with the Shi’is while Iran was arming the Shi’i parties in Bamian. As he was leading this convoy, Sanyour was arrested by the Shi’i militias and when they learned that he was an Arab, they executed him on the spot and allowed the others to pass. When Sheikh Sayyaf learned about the incident he went with an impressive force and attacked the village responsible for that crime. He told them either you deliver to us the killers of Yehya Sanyour or we destroy the entire village. So the locals caved in and delivered the killers who were executed by Sayyaf on the spot. We were in Quetta waiting for a convoy carrying ammunition to enter the front lines with it and we were soon joined by another number of Arab recruits (around twenty five men) when finally the date of our departure arrived.

Kandahar.

Right before we left, Abu Khabib came to visit us. He was an Egyptian man considered to be one of the oldest Mujahidin in Kandahar. He had arrived four years earlier and was involved in almost all the major battles against the Russians. He spoke Pashtu and knew the recruits one by one. He was trusted by everyone so most of the donations that went to the Mujahidin passed through him. To the Afghans, he was the main source of supply since he gave them food, covers, money and cars. He was an important emir for the Arabs in Kandahar and the emir of the services office in Quetta. Therefore, he was under the command of Sheikh Abdullah Azzam, at least until then. Abu Khabib divided us into five different groups, appointed an emir at the head of each group and gave every emir a letter to carry to a commander on the front. My group was composed of Assadullah, Abu Dajana the Emirati, Abu Omar the Saudi and Zubeir the Meccan. We got into vans also carrying ammunition and food supplies and headed out on long and difficult trip that took us two days. The delay was mainly due to the many checkpoints put in place by the Pakistani army. And we also had to follow side tracks to avoid aircraft attacks.

We finally arrived to our destination after great trouble. We had the bad luck of having a crazy driver who drove very fast and very badly. When we arrived to the post, we did not find the commander whose name was Habibullah. The man was absent most of the time while his deputy Shirin was in charge of the daily affairs. We were well received and he gave us a tunnel to settle in. the Afghans spent most of their time with us trying to learn Arabic and they were very friendly people. Mullah Shirin refused to allow us to help them in rebuilding the tunnels that were destroyed by Russian air raids. He even wanted to take our clothes in order for his wives to wash them. He knew some Arabic so he told us: “They would be happy to do it”. But we refused and due to our insistence they allowed us to help them in their work. During that period we learned more Pashtu but what we wanted above anything else was to take part in the ongoing fighting. The system in place was that the outposts were positioned in the neighboring villages of Kandahar and that every back-post would send a number of men with their weapons to help out. The men would stay for a week in their positions then be replaced by those who were left back. These outposts were always combating the enemy and Mullah Shirin promised to send us to one of them after his emir Habibullah came and saw us. When he finally arrived, we felt we were in the presence of a real leader. The man was born to lead and command. I never saw him smile or laugh and he was always very serious. He welcomed us and when I asked him in Pashtu where the enemy forces where, he answered in perfect Arabic: “Brother, why do you say doushman? Say it in Arabic, it is much better. I love Arabic.”

Long live ignorance

Many Afghans knew how to speak Arabic because all the children at the age of five started learning the Koran in specialized madrassas, where they also learned math at the hands of a Mullah. But even in public schools, Arabic was taught to children as a foreign language. Once a student finished all his studies and all his books, he became a Mawlay and could teach at any madrassa. A true Mawlay would be one who has studied literary Arabic and studied all the Arabic books in detail. The Afghans respect those who teach in the madrassas a lot and consider them to be very important people, while they look at the school teachers as if they were of a lesser degree. The reason being that the first teach religion and Islam and know what is allowed by Islam and what is not, while the second teach the languages of the atheists and infidels along with other “useless sciences”. They consider that those who are taught in public schools become atheists and start wearing the outfits and costumes of the infidels. In other words, they think that public education pushes the children to become communists. Wherever you go in Afghanistan, whether deep within deserts or over the mountains, you will hear welcoming words in literary Arabic: “Marhaba”. “Kayfa Halok?”. Moreover, most of the Afghans not only know how to speak Arabic but can also read it and write it. Strangely enough, in some cases the Afghans even correct the Arabs as they are talking since most of the Arabs speak their native local languages with different accents. Just like the Arabs are all interested in learning the European languages, the Afghans are interested in learning Arabic. They cherish our language and even if an Afghan is illiterate, he would still try to learn a few Arabic words. I sincerely believe that it would be easier to Arabize Afghanistan than to Arabize Algeria for example. I was also struck by a strange phenomenon in Afghanistan which is the huge difference between the public governmental teaching and the religious one. Most students who went to public schools and reached secondary grades were wandering around in Pakistan, working in schools and hospitals and when I stayed for a few months in a hospital bed, I was able to get to know them better and discover how they thought and processed their ideas. The male nurses all graduated from public schools and considered that the Soviet Union was an unbeatable superpower. They also believed that the Mujahidin were wasting their time and that nothing would come out of their actions. But if you were to tell them that the Mujahidin were able to defeat the Soviets, they would reply by saying that America defeated the Russians. They were indeed fools, since although they were neither communists nor pro-American but Muslim believers, still their minds were programmed to believe what they were taught in school. For their part, those who were taught in religious Madrassas knew what the Mujahidin were capable of and were certain that Islam would prevail and defeat any superpower on earth with God’s help. These people were never impressed by modern technologies or aircrafts since their belief in God and their dedication to serve Islam made them realize that they were the unbeatable ones and that they could defeat any power and any army as long as God was on their side. They did not even care if the enemy had nuclear weapons or sophisticated missiles. I was very surprised by that contradiction since the well educated people did not trust themselves or their faith while those who were almost illiterate acted as if they were giants and conquerors. My only explanation for that is that Western education makes you weaker and renders a perfectly strong man frail and vulnerable. This is unfortunately what is taking place at this moment in our country and in all the Muslim countries where even the Islamic teaching has become subject to some Western interpretations. But not in Afghanistan where the Madrassas remained pure and where they still teach the way their ancestors used to do under the Abbasid dynasty. When I am asked how were the Mujahidin able to defeat the Soviets, I reply that the victory was secured by ignorance, then I would explain that had the majority of the Afghans been educated like those nurses who treated me, Afghanistan would still be under Russian occupation or even part of the Soviet Union. So I shout with all my voice to the officials and people in charge of education in the Islamic world: “Reform education, or else ignorance is much better for our people. Search for the reasons why the curriculums turn students into cowards, sheep and rats that have no confidence in themselves or in their religion. How can such people be able to learn, invent and innovate in their lives?”

Fighting positions

We asked our commander to send us to the fighting positions but he said we could not all go in one group. He thus divided us into two groups, one that would stay and one that would go and then we would exchange positions. We conducted a draw in which Assadullah and Abu Dajana were picked. Abu Dajana was a very gentle and calm young man. He was a poet whose poems had been published in many Islamic journals and he was also member of the Family of the Prophet. He had left the academy of literature where he used to teach English although the pay was very good and preferred to join the jihad. He told me once that he used to go into his room while he was still a child and cry over what was going on in Palestine in sadness and disarray. We rode the motorcycles behind the Afghans who became nauseous and took narrow and winding roads going through endless grape farms. On the way, we met the commander of the position to which we were heading and the man received us warmly. He was young, not over twenty five years of age and had a small beard. We continued the road toward the fighting positions in Arazi and saw the anticipated city, its buildings and the green dome which characterized it and rose above most of the other buildings. Each one of us had a weapon behind his back. I was carrying an RPK riffle which is a sophisticated Kalashnikov enjoying extreme accuracy and night vision. We reached Arazi and found there were already three Saudi Arabs who were Abu Maaz, Abu Bassir and their prince Abu Talha who did not last long with us since he was a student in the sciences faculty and was spending his holiday in the jihad. They were staying in this advanced post and never retreated to their back positions. The Arabs had a big room just for them and the enemy bullets reached and passed over our heads. The enemy would even inquire about the time of the prayer in order to bomb the mosque and shower the ablution site with bullets. The battle had finally become real and not one day passed without a group from this center approaching the barricades of the enemy and clashing with it with different types of weapons. Afterwards, the Mujahidin stayed in the trenches until the enemy fire calmed down, then returned to the advanced post. This was a daily routine which certainly did not cause many losses in the ranks of the enemy but carried great benefits for the Mujahidin. Indeed, it firstly aimed at annoying the enemy and at letting it know the strength of the Mujahidin, secondly at training the latter Mujahidin and maintaining their physical fitness, and thirdly as it was said by Assadek al-Amin: “If you do not invade, you will be invaded”. There are raid operations called by the Afghans ‘interception’, and are conducted every now and then as part of the plans of the Mujahidin to break the defenses of the enemy around the airport and the city. Their direct goal was to gain new positions and entail massive losses in the ranks of the enemy while getting the largest amount of spoils possible. 

Abu Talha was tall and skinny and as previously mentioned was specialized in chemistry. As for Abu Maaz, his nickname referred to a torture method since the Afghans pronounced the “aa” as “h”. The boy had graduated from the Shari’a School with high grades, and was offered a judicial religious position. However, like the latter man, he would not take the position because his heart had been filled with the jihad, the establishment of the state of Islam and the calling of the Koran and the Sunna. He was among the students of Sheik Ben Baz who was a man of high morals. Therefore, when night came, he prayed to Allah from dawn till dusk while giving lessons and chanting the Koran and the Hadith. He was short and skinny and wore thick glasses. We considered him to be the Mawlay of the Arabs and we brought him a big white turban like the one worn by the Afghans, since regular people wore black turbans whereas the scholars and the students wore white ones. As for Abu Bassir, he was a student in secondary school but he quit learning and dedicated his time to the jihad. He spent two years in the jihad, was funny, knew a little Pashtu and always joked with the Afghans. He let his hair grow although it was frizzy and looked like he was living in a jungle. The Afghans often complained about the length of his hair although many of them let theirs grow and fall on their shoulders. Their excuse was that they split it in the middle in accordance with the Sunna, which was not the case of Abu Bassir. In reality, the Afghans and especially the Kandahar population respected the Sunna to the farthest extent. Therefore, everything around them was either “Sunnat” or “non-Sunnat”. They thus wore white pants whose width in the middle should be equal to the width of their open arms. That is Sunnat. Even the special rope in the pants had particular standards that should be respected to be Sunnat. The turbans should be seven meters long and the tail of the turban five inches long. The turban should be completely black while black turbans with thin white stripes are rejected oddities only worn by the neglecting youth. I have read a lot and heard a lot about the Arabic word “Qulnouswa” but I only learned what it was in Kandahar. It was the hat worn on the head and around which the turban is wrapped. They call it the Khoula. When one of the Afghans asked me about the name of the Khoula in Arabic, I told him it was the cap, but the commander immediately corrected the information and said it was called a Qulnouswa. They were surprised why the Arabs did not wear turbans although the Prophet said: {turbans are the crowns of the Arabs}. As for the shirt which they called kamiss like in Arabic, it was different in Kandahar than in all the other cities of Afghanistan. Outside of Kandahar, it reached the knees and the openings on the sides reached up to the thighs. This according to the people of Kandahar is not Sunnat and is also shameful. As for the Sunnat kamiss in Kandahar, it reached the middle of the leg if not lower and its side openings were no longer than one inch. They wore a vest which they called sadri and was also different from the one worn in all the other states. Indeed, this vest was always thick and dark since they preferred to wear dark colors at all times. We should also mention the “bato” about which an Arab wrote a book to see how it is used. He called the book The Strong Bato and its Seventy Benefits. The bato is a long robe usually wrapped around the shoulder and used for everything. It is a mattress, a cover, a pillow, a turban, a belt, a bag to carry clothes or food, an ammunition bag, an umbrella, a swim suit, a shroud, etc. 

At this point there were six Arabs in the post while the leader was a young man not older than twenty three. He was very strict, enjoyed a strong personality and had full control over his men. In reality, the Afghans respected their leader to an astonishing extent, knowing that he did not enjoy any authority over them because they were all there willingly, did not have any material benefits and were entitled to leave whenever and wherever they wanted. However, because the men were often relatives of the leader or from his village, he had a certain moral control over them. In the case of joint posts, the leader did not enjoy this characteristic because his men were a mixture of elements from dozens of positions. Despite that, the Mujahid did not care if his commander were to scold him or even punish him. On the battle ground, they would serve their leader with their lives and had a philosophy in this regard. They said that the death of half of the Mujahidin was better than the death of the leader, since if half of them were to die, the leader would be able to command the remaining men and continue the jihad. However, if the leader were to die all the Mujahidin would scatter and leave the battle ground.

This new leader of ours was called Shir Ahmad Khund and they pronounced it Shir Mada Khund. Shir means lion while Khund is an expression of respect. Before the jihad, he was a speaker in a mosque and therefore mastered the Arabic language. He improved his knowledge by mixing with the Arab Mujahidin to the point where he even forgot the Persian language which is a second language to him. Therefore, whenever he tried to speak to a detainee in Persian, his Arabic would proceed him. Shir Mada upheld the prayer and all religious issues to the farthest extent. He used to punish any Mujahid who arrived late to the group prayer either by increasing his watch hours or by assigning him to clean the weapons. He monitored any behavior that went against the teachings of Islam and faced it with strictness and stringency. I remember that one day he summoned all the Mujahidin and ordered them to shave their heads. The Afghans implemented his order without any objection or resentment, while the Arabs refused to do so and asked him why they should shave their heads. He told them: “Because that is Sunnat”, to which they responded: “What is the proof for that!” He took an old yellow book and pointed with his finger to the holy Hadith {May Allah have mercy on the shaved}. We told him that this was only applicable in the pilgrimage, so he said it was applicable in the pilgrimage and at all times, adding: “You the Arabs like to argue”. Before dangerous missions, the commander used to gather the Mujahidin, stand on top of a wall or any other high platform and deliver a speech with a loud and clear voice through and from which we understood the few words of Arabic origins such as martyrs, spoils, violations of the Shari’a, etc. 

In Kandahar, we followed a stable nutritious system which never changed. In the morning we would eat breakfast after the dawn prayer and the break of light. Breakfast included green tea with bread crumbs from the previous day. As for the Afghans, they had traditions and rituals while eating which never changed. They would put a one meter wide and five to ten meters long carpet on the ground, would sit on it then the youngest would walk between them while carrying a pot and a pitcher to wash the hands of those gathered while starting with the youngest. The food is then placed on the carpet and they eat with their hands. They are then visited a second time with water and towels while starting this time with the oldest. As for tea, they do not place sugar in it, rather plates between every two men with pieces of sweets in them. Each of the men then places one piece in his mouth then sips the tea. The tea boy would tour the men with two big pots in his hands one carrying green tea and the other black tea and begin asking them one by one: “Do you want green tea or black tea?” Whenever the cup is empty, the tea boy would rush to fill it again and they could thus drink up to ten cups at once. No matter how strongly you were to refuse or express your unwillingness to drink more tea, they would fill your cup again. The only way for them to understand that you will not drink anymore is by turning the empty cup or placing it far from you. As I said, breakfast is always limited to bread and tea. As for lunch which follows the noon prayer, it included potatoes floating in a swamp of grease, hot bread and a milk-based drink which always raised disputes in regard to its content. The Afghans call it shlombi and according to them it is extracted from milk after its cream is removed. The Afghans always asked about its name in Arabic and the Arabs used to say it was rawb, while others would say zabadi, and others yogurt. This shlombi had the amazing ability to cause sleepiness. It is a thick liquid which they mix with water and salt. It is a bit acid and its distinguished flavor breaks the strong taste of the grease accompanying the potatoes. As for dinner. it includes bread and a soup made with cow grease and is rarely accompanied by any meat. Whenever there is no grease or potatoes, they fry onions which we eat with bread. Whenever there are no onions, they fry stale bread and we eat it with soft bread. During that stage of the jihad, we were never out of bread. Abdul Jabbar, the operations commander, was a young man of twenty five or twenty six years of age, tall, medium built and wearing a big mustache, a thick beard and thick eyebrows. Despite this look, he was very funny and laughed until he fell to the ground. He was in charge of the military operations and every day took out a group of Mujahidin who would clash with the enemy then come back. They refused to see all the Arabs participating in the operation and therefore the Arabs participated in shifts. 

The Afghans: a language and a race.

The Kandahari Pashtu is the literary language. As for Pashtu in the other provinces, it had many dialects. The Pashtu is one of the indo-European languages and is a linguistic family including other European, Indian, Persian, and Urdu languages. Therefore, Pashtu features many European words which came from the mother tongue of this family. They are not new and include words such as mour, bilar and rour. The first and the second mean mother and father respectively, while rour means brother and is similar to the French word frère. There are other words such as comandan, tol, which is all in English and the negation noun in Pashtu which is nashta is the same in German. They also use the negation no which is in English. The Pashtu resonates like French although we believe it comes out quiet rough when spoken by the Kandahari Mujahidin. However, I was surprised when I heard it spoken by children and found it soft and smooth. What is more important is the grammar and the structure of the sentence. The adjective for example comes before the noun unlike the Semitic languages. They thus say oubouri houkoumat, i.e. the temporary government. The same applies to Persian which features the words mater, bater, and brader, which mean mother, father, and brother and are much similar to the English language. 

It is clear through this memoir that the Arabic words are widely quoted, obviously due to the introduction of Islam. However, there is another linguistic phenomenon which seized my attention and was quite puzzling. They are religious terms that are not said in Arabic. For example Allah is khada, prayer limons, or namas, lent is rosia or rosa and ablution is odus, while the Arabic words used in all the other sectors are countless. Moreover, linguists over there translate the modern technical terms into Arabic to introduce them to their language. Therefore, airport to them is midan hawae, i.e. air square, although air is pronounced differently in their language. Glasses are said aynayki, although the eye, i.e. the ain is istarja in Pashtu and kay is a pronoun. Taera i.e. airplane is pronounced tayyara. I believe that the non-translation of the most important religious terms is due to the existence of a religion which prevailed in their land before Islam and is so rooted within them that they could not get rid of its terminology. The Afghan religions before Islam were Buddhism and Zoroastrianism. Anthropologists divide human beings into four main races: Caucasian, Mogul, Negro and Native Australians which is on the verge of extinction. The Mogul race includes the Chinese, the Japanese and the people who look like them. The Caucasians include secondary races which are the Arian race, the Anatolia race, the Alpine race and the Mediterranean race which includes the Jews, the Berbers and the South Europeans, as well as the Somalis, the Ethiopians and the North Sudanese although they were mixed with the negro race which is why they are called the negro-Caucasian race. The Afghans are considered to be Aryan Caucasians and are therefore linked to the Europeans, the Persians, the Indians and especially North India. However, it is commonly said among the Kandaharis that the Pashtu came from the Arab Peninsula despite the linguistic signs and the discoveries of anthropologists. However, the scientists learned not to deal lightly with the legends of the populations and their tales about their racial and geographic origins and the Arab features seen in their hair, their black eyes and their skin color confirm the claims of the Kandaharis. The Kandaharis are small-sized, strongly-built and are rarely fat despite the quantities of grease they eat. Moreover, although they are mostly handsome, they have thick eyebrows and mustaches, big beards and wide shoulders. The Kandaharis could easily be identified in any other state because of their exceptional clothes and features. On the other hand, all the other states recognize the courage of the Kandaharis who are very strict in regard to traditions and the Sunnat. Throughout my stay in Kandahar, I never saw a man with a shaved beard and even the men of the pro-communist government militias wore beards while non-bearded individuals could be seen in the other states although that is quite rare. The Afghans in general and the Kandaharis in particular cannot relinquish prayer or more accurately cannot miss a prayer, whether they are men or women. Among the most captivating scenes was the way the trucks stopped on the side of the road at prayer time and the way the men, the women, then the children aligned one after the other in the aforementioned order to pray. Assadullah was surprised to see how the common women insisted on performing the prayer. He said in this regard: “Those are the people, life is theirs and death is theirs”. What is truly odd is that their men may have been sinners but they maintained the prayer and what is even odder is that the communists themselves used to perform the prayer and especially the ignorant among them. The Kandaharis enjoy great stamina and patience and it is enough that they face death every day without them being forced to and without any financial enticements as it is the case with the elements of the governmental army. It is enough that they bury a dear one every day without being shaken by it. I will never forget how we had two Afghan brothers in one of the battles. One of them was killed and was carried to the back to be buried, and when his brother learned about his death, he thought that there was no need for him to leave the battle ground to bury his brother and said that the Mujahidin in the back will do what is necessary. They are humans like the rest of the humans and they definitely do not love death. However, they are like wounded lions and prefer death over oppression, believing that the bitterness of death is much lighter than the bitterness of shame, i.e. the shame of cowardice and the control of the atheists over the lands of the Muslims. I never prayed behind an Afghan without him raising his hands following the prayer and issuing the following call in Arabic: “O Allah kill the atheists, kill the Russians, kill the communists, the infidels and lead us away from them safe and sound. O Allah almighty.” Although generalization does not accurately convey reality, we can say that the Afghans do not like death even if for the sake of Allah. Back when the prayers for martyrdom where common among the Arabs, the Afghans were surprised by the Arabs’ wish to die. What is odd is that they were more patient than the Arabs to meet the death they despised. 

First Battle

Assadulah, Abu Dajana and I, were eager to engage in the real jihad and conduct a real shooting, but this eagerness was only matched by the fear from the first operation. Indeed, three quarters of courage is about getting used to the threat. We thus conducted a draw and I was not picked to go. Fortunately, the exit time was at three in the morning and Abu Bassir was deep asleep. When they tried to wake him up at that late hour, he said while overwhelmed with sleep: “Send someone else”. When they woke me up, I hurriedly rose, got ready in few minutes and took off with Assadullah and Abu Dajana. Also luckily for Abu Dajana, none of the present Afghans knew how to shoot a shoulder-carried 82 mm cannon on which he had received training. So they gave him the canon and I carried my sophisticated rifle and we headed out into the night, through the plantations and across the water canals. We performed the dawn prayer near the site of the enemy, each on his own like the Afghans usually do in these situations. We kept busy by chanting verses from the Koran and kept walking until we reached a number of old houses where we entered to find the leader pointing each group of Mujahidin in a direction, defining the targets toward which they should be heading and the trench they should resort to after the operation. We all hid in our positions when the sun started rising and I saw the buildings of the enemy around four hundred meters away. I also saw the red flags and the soldiers pacing the reinforcements while carrying their weapons. The commander had defined the target to Abu Dajana. It was a fortification with an anti-aircraft, anti-vehicles and anti-personnel Shilka cannon whose shots reached us during the prayer. This cannon was placed in a solid fortification and only emerged through a small hole. Abu Dajana’s task was to introduce his shell through this narrow whole, while similar targets where defined for the carriers of RPGs. As for those carrying machine guns like myself, their mission was to fire in the direction of the enemy to cover up the cannons operation because when they aimed, they were fully exposed to the enemy. A shower of bullets would prevent the enemy from shooting until we stopped shooting. For his part, the commander lay on top of a roof to watch the progress of the operation. Their launching signal was “Allah Akbar”. This is a terrible thing especially the first time because you do not know what could happen or the exact scenario. Despite that I felt amazingly calm as though the whole issue did not concern me or as though I was certain I will not get shot. The scream Allah the Almighty resonated and the shells of the soldiers of Allah were launched. I fired a few bullets then my weapon broke down. I tried to fix it because usually one of the bullets is squeezed. The shooting of the Mujahidin had ended and they resorted to the trenches to seek protection from the response of the enemy. However, I insisted on fixing my weapon and depleting the remaining ammunition I had left. I was in an open space and laying on the ground when the enemy started showering us with bullets before the mortar shells started falling on us. Finally my machine gun was working and I started shooting at the source of the enemy’s fire. But I was surprised to hear the commander shouting from behind me: “What are you doing? The battle is over! Hurry back to the trench.” Despite the heavy shooting the commander continued to check on all the groups to see if they were fine and well hidden in the trenches. We stayed in these trenches for about half an hour until the enemy almost stopped shooting. For his part, the commander was extremely happy because Abu Dajana had hit the target and destroyed the Shilka. Since that time, Abu Dajana became the specialist in using this cannon in all the operations that followed. We snuck back to our position and no matter how much I tried, I will never be able to describe the feeling of the Mujahid as he is returning from the battle while knowing he has accomplished something and did not have any wounded or martyrs. It is an indescribable feeling which is unparalleled by any other I have ever felt. We were welcomed by our colleagues who started asking questions and made us tea with some bread. That night, I ate the most delicious meal in my life before I surrendered to sleep. During this operation I learned an important lesson which is that rocket launchers are more important than machine guns during operations. However, during interception, machine guns were much more important because the rocket launchers were the ones covering the attack of the infantry which collided in a combat that could reach the point of using white weapons. We decided not to return to the original post in Zalkhan and to remain in Arazi. A few days later, we were joined by Abu Omar the Yemeni and Al-Zubeir the Meccan, and each time Mullah Shirin came to exchange the Mujahidin, he would ask us to return with him and rest. Nonetheless, we did not come here to rest and I asked him to bring me an RPG which he promised to do. A couple of days later, we went to carry out another operation and I borrowed the RPG from Abu Bassir. The scenario was the same as the last time, but this time I had to direct the rocket launcher which required me to stand exposed in the face of the of bullets and maintain my calm so that I can hit my target. Despite my previous training, I was a bit confused and this happens to all those who do it for the first time when they have the target in their range, pull the trigger and nothing comes out. Then they remember that they did not push the safety button, so they do, reposition the launcher and pull the trigger but the shell does not come out because it was not in the right position. That day I launched two shells on a fortification containing an anti-aircrafts and anti-personnel canon and I noticed that they did not hit the target. However, when I asked the operations commander Abdul Jabar about my shooting he said I hit the target. Had I asked any other Afghan the same question, he would have said the same thing for many considerations: Either to prevent the rookie Mujahid from hating the weapon he is using, to lift his spirits or just to humor him. Despite that I decided that my weapon will be the RPG which Mullah Shirin had brought to me after the very important operation carried out by the Mujahidin outside the city of Kandahar. 

Suicide operation.

This type of operations is unmatched throughout Afghanistan since the Mujahidin go through mine fields, across fortifications and enemy positions and sneak into the heart of the city which is the only thing remaining for the communists in all the state. In these operations, the number of Mujahidin usually ranges between one and two hundred and they are divided into groups each attacking an important position for the enemy and entailing massive losses in it. This is due to the fact that the enemy places few soldiers in the advanced positions around the city which are usually strongly fortified because they represent direct targets for the Mujahidin. However, the main concentration of soldiers is inside the city in areas with high soldiers density and little fortifications. For their part, the Mujahidin are interested in strategic buildings such as the radio building, the command of military intelligence and the military hospital which was turned by the communists into a military position. The Mujahidin leaders gathered in a so-called Shura and decided to enter the city. Usually, these operations are conducted every month or two. The preparations thus started, the launching day was defined and the Arabs in our post conducted a draw. I was chosen along with Assadullah and Abu Bassir to participate in the operation. 

It is something indescribable to sneak into enemy positions, across the mines and to walk in the streets and the markets of the city which we always looked at from the outside as though nearing them would pose a great danger especially to those who entered the city for the first time. The entire thing was so terrifying that a man like Assadullah whose heart was strong as rocks lost control for a few moments as we were proceeding in an organized queue towards the enemy positions from which the bullets were being heavily launched. At the time, I was surprised to hear Assadullah saying to me: “Abu Jaafar, the situation is serious this time. My real name is Ibrahim Atta and my address is Katama-Bassioun. If I am killed tonight you must tell my family.” I laughed and reassured him that he will not die that soon, because as the saying goes the bad always live long. Later on, I reminded him of that day every time I wanted to joke with him. Around fifteen Mujahidin left the post led by Mullah Shirmada Khund. Each of us was carrying his weapon and his ammunition. We performed the evening prayer on the way and as we advanced similar groups from the other posts where joining us. We walked by the river while it was starting to get dark. Some Mujahidin moved ahead to check the road and make sure it was free from any ambushes, as we were being showered by the bullets coming from the enemy positions. They did not know about the operation but this random and routine shooting was adopted all the time to scare away the Mujahidin. We aligned in one long queue because we had reached an area of mines and any step outside the line would have entailed the amputation of a leg or the loss of a martyr. We were now speaking in whispers before the whispers even stopped. We were completely facing the enemy position and sat down until the reconnaissance operation was completed. 

We could hear the enemy soldiers exchanging ordinary talk, laughing and listening to music. Suddenly one of the soldiers said mockingly: “How are you Mujahidin?” He did not know we were a few steps away from him and when the greatest among the Mujahidin of Kandahar learned about the incident later on he yelled at the commander of the operation because he did not kill the soldier and attack his post since disciplining him was more important to him then entering the city. We had to pass under the walls of the enemy position on the way between two posts only a few meters apart. The guards were standing over us and had they opened fire, would have annihilated us. Luckily, they did not feel our presence and even if they did, they would not have dared engage in clashes because the number of Mujahidin is usually quite large. If attacked they would leave their target and turn against the post from which the bullets were being shot in order to destroy it. Therefore, the soldiers chose to remain safe while once the government’s spies learned about the date of an operation, they would set up numerous ambushes before the Mujahidin. This happened once when the Mujahidin were going from one post to another and were ambushed. They immediately lay down on the ground and responded to the shots while crawling and carrying their wounded. Fourteen Mujahidin died in this ambush while many others were injured. The next day, hundreds of Mujahidin returned to the post while carrying cannons, dozens of 122 missiles, hawks missiles and around one hundred PM missiles and destroyed the army post which had ambushed them until it competently burned to the ground. When we asked the commander: “You know that these posts are almost vacant and that those who conducted the previous ambush have abandoned it and the martyrs are with their God. Why use so much ammunition?” The commander said using the same language as those trying to regain their bruised dignity: “We did not do it to retaliate for the death of the martyrs”. So we asked him: “Why did you do it then?”, to which he responded: “Because these evil doers made the Kandaharis do something they had not done throughout their history. They made them crawl on their stomachs like worms”. 

Laying on the ground and crawling are basic military methods, but in Kandahar, they prompt shame and are considered to be a sign of cowardice. The odd thing is that they would rather die than lay on their stomachs and they still recall the Arab who came to them from the training centers and who had been taught to lay on the ground whenever he heard the sound of a plane. When he did it before the Kandaharis, they burst out laughing and were astonished by the fear of the Arabs since as soon as they heard the sound of planes, the Kandaharis rushed to the rooftops to watch the planes bomb them. Back to the city operation, we crossed the minefields and the advanced enemy positions and we were roaming the city’s streets and neighborhoods which were dark and completely empty due to the curfew. Every now and then, one of the Mujahidin would whisper with joy: “This is my house. This is my uncle’s house”. We reached the mosque and we were welcomed by the imam who asked about the Arabs and shook our hands with warmth. We then performed the ablution and the evening prayer each alone, before an old woman came with a basket of bread which we divided among ourselves then sat while awaiting the launching of the operation. In the meantime, the leaders of the different groups went to inspect the targets after they spread their guards around the mosque. We started leaving the mosque in small groups, each headed by an emir who knew his exact goal, and started walking from one street to another with extreme caution until we reached the bazaar which is on the main street in the city. We then entered an old destroyed house overlooking a major position for the Khad (military intelligence). Our leader was Shirmada Khund who had defined the position that each of us should take to start firing. We sat in silence while awaiting the beginning of the battle. However, the general commander of the operation came to us at the last moment and told Shirmada that our group should not launch any missiles because our position was extremely dangerous and the enemy was surrounding us from the back. Had our position been exposed, they would have destroyed the place over our heads. Indeed, the battle started and the Allah Akbar shouts resonated to the point where they almost muffled the sound of their cannons and the rockets. The screams of the injured and dying soldiers rose while we were sitting still. The commander then ordered us to hurry out before the enemy started attacking the area with rockets. The enemy soon realized what was happening and started shooting toward the center and around it with unbelievable intensiveness. We began running in the streets while the mortar shells were falling all around us and their fragments were brushing against our heads, and while completely blinded by the smoke. We were besieged in a narrow street. Bullets were surrounding us from all sides and mortar shells were exploding behind us at times and in front of us at others. We were like mice in a trap and we had to take a risk. We thus exited the street and exposed ourselves to the intensive shooting but thanks to Allah, none of us was injured. We reached the mosque where the other Mujahidin had gathered until the bombing calmed down. However the enemy soon realized that the Mujahidin were inside the mosque because the bombing focused on it and its yard which was soon filled with shells. The walls started shaking due to the bombing and we hid in the ablution room next to the well while praying and expecting that each rocket will fall on our heads. The bombing continued for about an hour then started dissipating bit by bit. Nonetheless, we did not wait for it to stop since we believed that the enemy might be preparing a force to invade the mosque or might be setting up an ambush on the road. That is why we left the mosque, walked through the streets of the city and returned the way we came from after many Mujahidin stayed back to visit their families. On our way to our post, we crossed the advanced enemy positions and they had undoubtedly learned about the operation. Yet, they did not try to obstruct us and as we passed by them, we even felt they were holding their breath so that we would not feel their presence. On the way back, the groups of Mujahidin separated each according to its position. We reached our own position in Arazi while enjoying a great feeling, that of the soldier who had returned from the battle. I do not know whether this feeling was due to the fact that one had performed his duty or because he returned safe and sound. For their part, Assadullah and Abu Dajana were disappointed because our group did not partake in the combat. However I did not feel the same since what was important to me was to be in the heart of the threat whether it was I who was shooting or the enemy.       

Historic Break

Despite the boldness of the city operations, the terror they spread in the ranks of the enemy and the major targets they destroyed, in the end it was no more than an operation and not an interception. The Afghan use interception or “taarod” which is of Arab origins to refer to raids. The real and extraordinary talents can only be seen in interceptions and before we arrived to Kandahar such operations were ongoing day and night and from both sides. The Russians and the governmental army wanted to crush the Mujahidin while the latter were engaged in the battle of the wounded lions and completely refused the presence of the soiled with red faces and red banners on their land. And what a land it was, pure and virgin, never surrendering to an invader regardless of his strength. Alexander who conquered the world had to go around Afghanistan to reach India, while Genghis Khan who destroyed three wide empires could not conquer Khorasan (the Land of the Afghans) and had to wage terrifying battles before reaching every village and city. Despite the massacres, he perpetrated to terrify the Afghans, not one city surrendered to him without a fight and all the Afghans fought while preceded by scholars who were issuing fatwas regarding the necessity to engage in combat. These fatwas had a very strong impact on Afghanistan since whenever you asked an Afghan why are you fighting, he would not say because the Russians are occupying the country, because the communists are infidels and atheist or to defend the country and honor. I only heard one answer: “Because our scholars are saying that the jihad is our duty”. This country truly is the heaven of scholars.

Due to the fierce Afghan resistance, Genghis Khan swore he would never leave an Afghan alive on the face of this earth. Indeed, he adopted the policy of annihilation against the Afghans and some historians believe that this is the reason behind the brutality of the Tatar, one which was upheld in the other Muslim countries they conquered. At the time, Afghanistan was not an independent state and was part of the Khwarezmid state. Had it been an independent state with it armies and princes, history would have been different. In any case the Egyptian army led by an Afghan and a Chechnyan defeated the Tatar and Afghanistan was the first to get rid of the Tatar rule. India, the continent state never dared invade Afghanistan. Quite the contrary, since the days of Mahmud al-Ghaznawi, India has always been controlled one way or the other by the Afghan kings who invaded it at times and then later established states and empires in it. When the British imposed their authority throughout the region, they occupied China, India, Persia, Iraq, Syria, Egypt, Sudan, Africa, and North America. And while the English were at the peak of their strength, they wanted to subdue the people of Afghanistan so that their empire would become connected from India to Egypt. This is due to the fact that the Afghans were threatening the British presence in India after they were shocked by the disappearance of the Islamic rule from the country, and at a time when the scholars were proclaiming that the jihad against the British was a duty to liberate India’s Muslims. The guard posts which were built by the British on the mountains separating India and Afghanistan could still be seen every time we crossed the border, testifying for the courageous battles during which the Afghans would sneak through the mountains and ambush British soldiers. But what was the outcome of the British invasion of Afghanistan? During the first invasion, the British army was completely annihilated and the only one left to inform his people about the catastrophe was the campaign’s doctor. The British thus made massive preparations for the retaliation battle not only with military power, but also at the level of the renowned British ruse. They firstly generated commotion, field strife, and turned the emirs of the ruling family against each other. Chaos and fighting prevailed throughout the area, at which point the great British army was able to enter Kabul and appoint a king who was an agent working for it. However, the Afghans rallied around a young prince and staged a revolution against the British, thus defeating them and annihilating their armies. The British realized that the Afghans were wolves and not sheep, can lead but not be led. Britain was forced to recognize Afghanistan as an independent state enjoying sovereignty and stopped interfering in its affairs, although the Afghans never stopped interfering in British affairs in India. What is truly odd is that even the illiterate Afghans know their country’s history by heart and whenever we were to review the stories they told us in history books we would find them to be true. They often began relating their history by mentioning the invasion of the country of the Afghans during the era of Caliph Othamn Ben Affan. They mentioned the details of the battles with the Arabs and the Companions of the Prophets who were martyred here and there since the blockade on Kabul lasted two whole years. Until this day the graves of the Companions are still spread around the city and in Kandahar, there are graves for eighty among the Companions of the Prophet of Allah. Although the Afghan population was honored because the country was conquered by the Companions during the era of the Caliph, I always felt pride in their voices as they related this story because they exhausted the armies of the Companions and made them endure heavy losses. We often heard some Afghans saying to us: I am of Arab origins from this or that tribe which came to conquer Afghanistan. Any illiterate Afghan would tell you how Al-Ghaznawi conquered India and how his tribe fought Genghis Khan. Until this day, they still flaunt the number of martyrs who fell in each city that fought the Tatars and still mock the people of a city in the North because they surrendered it without a fight. As for the British invasion, it is still lively in their memories as though it happened yesterday. I have seen old men with grey heads fighting the Russians with their old rifles and saying they would oust them with these primitive weapons just like they ousted the British, while assuring that these weapons were better than the modern machine guns. How can such a people die? A nation whose men know how to die is a nation worthy of living. I will never forget something I read by al-Akkad
 about Afghanistan, in which he congratulated it on the eve of Britain’s recognition of its independence. I will quote it as it was said: “In our previous article, we said that the almighty creator wrote the document of independence of the Afghan nation when he put pride in the spirits of the people of this nation and rendered it inaccessible for the invaders and even more inaccessible for the colonizers. The colonizer has many questions about the different patterns in the nation, which could be answered through comparisons and facts. The history of the Afghans reveals that theirs is a strong nation, which shows patience in difficult times and confronts the hardships. It exploited its power throughout the centuries as a tool to maintain freedom and enhance religious immunity, and seldom used it as a tool to conquer, expand or impose its authority on its surrounding. This is how it perceived strength. It did not have the conquerors vision that is enjoyed by the people of the nations which are renowned for their cruelty and their disregarding of the risks of wars and invasions. This was not due to the lack of capability or to the unwillingness to reach greatness. It was one of the historical phenomena interpreted by the position of the Afghans and the role which the country chose for itself among the great Eastern states that surrounded the Afghans from the east, the west and the south. The Afghans were composed of many tribes which could not meet in a government of unity while the states around it were wide empires, including the empires of China, India and Persia (during the independence of the latter and back when it engaged with the Arabs in one state which is the state of Islam). What did Afghanistan do with these big powers? It was able to unify its tribes to maintain its independence and push away the tyranny, upheld its dignity, handle its own affairs and play an efficient leading role in it surrounding. Moreover, it was able to conquer its neighbors whenever it was necessary throughout three different stages in its history with the Islamic states. During the first, it was the balance of the state oscillating between survival or annihilation. The Umayyad state dissipated and was replaced by the Abbasid state the day Khorasan turned its back to the first and tilted toward the second. Then the Abbasid state became weak and was eliminated the day it lost Khorasan’s support. The second stage during which it proved its status in the state was when it provided the Abbasid with the ministry and succession from the Baramka, the Tahirids and the Samanids. The third stage was when it promised the state of Baghdad to conquer India and spread Islam in it. Its side was the only one catheterized with conquests and the spread of Islam at a time when the other sides of the state were being eroded piece by piece and were being attacked by the enemies from the outside and the rebels from within. The three Afghan states which rose to conquer India were the state of Bani Sabaktakin, the state of the Ghurids, and the state of Al-Kaylaj, namely Alaa al-Din. Sabaktakin was not an Afghan but he grew up in Afghanistan, his state was Afghan and the power which he relied on to ensure the success of his rule and the success of his conquests was Afghan. Islam entered India via two ways: That of conquests and that of commerce. After the Indus area was conquered during the Umayyad era, Islam did not witness more important conquests than the ones conducted by the Afghan states. In reality however, they did not spread Islam with the use of a sword. The latter was rather opening the door before them while wise policies and good treatment handled the rest and enjoyed a power of conviction which did what the swords and thrones could not do. The Muslim victory in India was considered divine by many Indians who believed in Islam because it was able to defeat much greater armies which were on their own countries and in their strongholds, among their supplies, with soldiers and funds flowing to them. The conquests of Islam were much more famous than the conquests of the old leaders whose memory in India remained linked to admiration and terror. Alexander was part of the latter and he did not even accomplish what was accomplished by the Afghan leaders and his conquests did not leave the impact that the Muslim conquerors left during their lives, after their death and until this day. The leaders of the Afghan state did not only conquer countries but also the hearts and minds. In their princes’ courts, one could see figures from the Farabi, the Bayrouni, the Ferdawssi, Onssori, Masjedi, Khawarezmi and al-Hamadani and they continued to gather around them the elite of each country they conquered despite the differences affecting their habits and languages. Among the effects of these conquests was that they introduced to India its most currently spread language, i.e. the Urdu language, which is spoken by Muslims and non-Muslims and is not equaled by any regional language. The Baghdad Caliphs appreciated the favors of these good leaders and thus gave them the titles “the protector of the kingdom” and “the right hand of the state” in addition to other titles related to the sultanate and the emirate. Therefore, the answer to the question evolving around the strength of Afghan morals is the following: They have strong morals, ambitions and willingness but have adapted this ambition and willingness to what suits them best, to what is beneficial to them and what is dictated by their national integrity. It was a population of tribes which were not gathered in one unified government and surrounded by major states. Whenever these states refused to recognize their freedom and protect their religion, they had to conquer them and postpone the establishment of the Islamic state and whenever they did accept this freedom and religion, these people maintained the dignity of the latter states as well as their existence within their borders and beyond their borders. They thus conquered countries which are now inhabited by ten times as many Muslims as the ones in their original countries.” End of quote.

Kandahar features all the authenticity of Afghanistan and especially the war characteristics, although the Kandaharis had been spared from military service ever since the Western systems were introduced to the army. This is due to the fact that they would not obey the orders of the officers and perform the acrobatic movements such as the military salute among other movements despite their blind obedience to their leaders. As for Kandahari courage, it was always cited as an archetype since no one could stand in their face, neither the Russians nor the governmental forces. During the days of the Russians, Kandahar was a piece of hell and the disobedient soldiers used to be sent to Kandahar as a punishment. The interception operations were conducted by the dozens every single day and the Kandaharis fought with steadfastness. They thus attacked then fled and when besieged, their commander would inquire: “There is no God but Allah?” To which they would respond: “There is no God but Allah,” and rush behind him, uncaring, crossing mine fields and completely disregarding the legs flying around and the body parts scattering all over the place. The Kandaharis used to burry massive quantities of ammunition and rockets. They never got tired from ordering ammunition and whenever they got the desired quantities, they would bury half of them beneath the ground and use the other half. One of the veteran Arabs in Kandahar related to us what happened during the last Russian campaign which aimed at crushing the Mujahidin who were besieging the city. It was a great campaign in which the Mujahidin were surrounded from all sides. They found themselves between two jaws with the Russian campaign on one side and the Russian forces at the airport and inside the city on the other. The fierce battles went on for several months, during which the ammunition of the Mujahidin was depleted. The Russians were relying on that factor after they had severed all means of contact with the besieged Mujahidin. However, their wager failed since whenever one of the leaders was out of ammunition, he would order his men to dig in a specific location and extract piles of new ammunition. Due to this method, the Russians suffered great losses and were forced to withdraw.

Kandahar contains the widest mine fields in all of Afghanistan, and Sheikh Sayyaf used to say to his Kandahari leaders whenever they requested ammunition: “You in Kandahar consume half the ammunition used throughout Afghanistan. That is why Kandahar has the highest rate of martyrs and disabled.” When the Russians withdrew, the Kandahari leaders gathered and decided to change their battle methods based on the developments. The Russians had left for good and Najib’s government was not expected to last more than a few days or weeks. The ammunition and the arms were aplenty and there was no need for additional bloodshed and martyrs. Therefore, the Mujahidin decided to settle for small operations in preparation for the last battle in which they will liberate the airport and the city. Until that day, the operations would be limited to the bombing of enemy positions with cannons and missiles to kill those who could be killed or prompt the escape of those who were scared. The government for its part completely changed its strategy, since after its goal was to eliminate the Mujahidin and control the entire Afghan territory, the goal became to stand fast in the face of the Mujahidin and concentrate the forces in a few well-fortified cities with massive military reinforcements. They did not try to impose their control on open areas, while it seemed that the Russians had learned this lesson during World War. Indeed, Churchill mentioned in his autobiography that Hitler’s mistake was that he insisted on defending all of Europe and that had he withdrawn his troops from Russia and Europe and focused on defending Germany, no power in the world would have been able to enter it. The Russians know very well how costly it would be to invade cities even for the strongest armies. Hitler’s entry into Stalingrad cost him around one million soldiers among the best German troops. Based on that, the communist government and Russia from behind it took a defensive position, as it seemed they had mastered this role or that the Mujahidin did not play their offensive role very well. Maybe this stage required the Mujahidin to possess heavy artillery such as tanks, aircrafts and cannons, and enjoy less concern for the lives of the civilians (from a purely military point of view).

The Arabs in Afghanistan were young men who loved to fight. They had different motives but were all, without any exception, eager to engage in combat, unwilling to settle for operations and calling for interception. They thus moved from one post to another based on the activity of each of them, and even left the entire state if the situation in it was calm. The Afghans for their part rarely fought outside their states and only if in the state right next to theirs. They admired the Arabs because they had come from such a distant away land, and always asked us this question: “Do you have parents? Do you have brothers?” They were surprised because we had parents and we left them to fight in a remote country. One of them once asked me: “If you are killed, where would you be buried?” When I told him that I would be buried here under whichever tree, he shivered and looked at me with surprise and admiration. Whenever the Arabs arrived to a new post they would start urging the commander to conduct an interception and instigate the Afghans for that purpose. On the field, there was always some sort of competition between the Arabs and the Afghans over who had more initiative. By doing so, the Arabs acquired the reputation of having no fear of death, rather of loving it, while the Afghans wanted to live as invaders all their lives then earn martyrdom in the end. The invader or ghazi in their language is the one who kills even one infidel. I remember once, commander Abdullah Khan (who is the man in charge of the Ittihad Party in the Southern provinces) was having a meal with a group of Arab Mujahidin. He commented on some positions by saying: “You the Arabs seek martyrdom early on but we want it at the end of life”. One of the Arabs responded to him by saying: “It always comes at the end of life”. The commander was surprised by this idea which had never occurred to him. Anyway, the Arabs had started complaining about the routine operations and wanted to conduct an interception. This request always bothered the Afghans since they considered it to be an accusation of inactivity made against them. Consequently, the leader said to us one day: “Where were you before? We have only started seeing you two years ago while we have been fighting for ten years. There is not one standing house in the entire state. When the raids come, we will see who will stand fast!”

Moving to Arazi  

We visited a few neighboring posts which included Arab Mujahidin, namely the center of Nour al-din. The man was Kandahari to the bone, tall, thick-bearded, wide-shouldered, wearing big mustaches and thick eyebrows. He had one artificial leg and one eye, and despite that he led the raids himself. He asked us: “In which post are you?” we said in Shirmada’s post. He smiled with malice and said: “I will transfer you from Arazi to another location.” During that time, there was a Shura, and indeed around two days later commander Shirmada came to us and told us that the entire force was moving to the village of Karezak. When we inquired about the reason he said there was a major operation underway and asked us not to tell anyone because it was a secret. When we urged him to reveal the details he finally said: “This will be an interception on the valley which controls the road between the airport and the city. It is a very important operation since the life of the city depends on the airport supplies and this step must be made before raiding the city.” We were very pleased with the news and immediately launched the preparations for our departure. On the promised day, each of us carried his arms and equipment and we started a long walk which lasted maybe four hours. The Afghans were surprised because we did not complain and did not drag behind during the journey. We owed that to the marches we conducted with Al-Qaeda. In some parts of the road, we would conceal our weapons beneath our clothes and walk individually because the enemy positions were close by and could detect us. We finally reached the abandoned Karezak village. Its empty streets, its destroyed houses and barren fields clearly showed the depth of the tragedy. This village was not alone since this was maybe the case of all the villages in Kandahar. Throughout my tours in Kandahar, I never saw one village whose people had not left it or in which one house had been spared from the bombing. I would even say that there was not one standing room in Kandahar. We headed toward one of the houses where we found some Mujahidin who had left a few days earlier to repair the house and prepare it to receive us. All the houses in Kandahar were the same. They were made of clay and included adjacent rooms overlooking a wide yard surrounded by a fence with a the small garden of grapes and grenadine, a well, a kitchen and an animal barn inside of it. As soon as we arrived, the commander allocated a special room for us. It was nice and windy because the genius of construction made them build thick walls of clay with a high ceiling in the shape of a dome and no windows. There was only a small vent and a small door which could not be crossed without bending. A place next to the well was immediately set up to be used as a mosque while one of the rooms was used as a warehouse for weapons and food supplies. We used the barn as a kitchen because the kitchen was fully destroyed. Since that day, I was separated from Assadullah because the transfer was made on two stages with Abu Omar, Abu Bassir, Abu Dajana and myself in the first batch, while Assadullah, Abu Maaz and Abu Talha were supposed to follow us. However, Assadullah chose to return to Al-Qaeda. Nonetheless, when he joined another post in preparation for his departure, he heard about a post in the area of Malajat which was very close to the enemy and in permanent clashes with it. He could not resist the temptation. In Arazi, new posts soon started emerging around us and were all rallying for the same purpose, to the point where the village contained around two hundred Mujahid. Abu Omar quickly left us a few days after we arrived. He was a Yemeni living in Saudi Arabia and despite his young age was married and had a child named Omar. I remembered the saying of Imam Ali: “Children make one a coward and stingy”. I am not accusing him of being a coward, far from it, since had he not been courageous he would not have left his house to begin with. However, bloody Satan always pushes men to question their intentions, goals, and methods and prompts them to fear the loss of sons and the discontent of the fathers. Those who can overcome these doubts are the ones who enjoy the mercy of Allah. Although the Mujahidin were preparing for the great operation to occupy the mountains controlling the road between the airport and the city, they did not settle for that and every now and then staged routine operations to strike other enemy positions as a way of practicing. One day a funny thing happened. A dozen Afghans and four Arabs led by an Afghan exited the camp to stage an ordinary operation, or so we were told. We thus headed towards a distant village and entered a big house where we found a large number of Mujahidin. From time to time a new group would join us. We ate a great lunch with rice in it (this was the first time I had seen rice in Kandahar), and we realized that the operation was not a small one but a dangerous interception staged against one of the positions. We met the doctor of the campaign who was young man who knew Arabic because he had studied in the schools of the Arabs in Pakistan and learned nursing in two weeks, which earned him the title of doctor. His name was Abdul Fattah. Following the evening prayer, each Mujahid grabbed his weapon and we left that house while sensing the fear of the battle. We saw one of the leaders who told us: “Wait, you will ride in the car with me instead of walking”. We told him: “We have an emir to whom you should talk”. They spoke together and we did not understand a word they said. Our emir did not speak Arabic so he signaled us to ride in the car with him, which was extremely pleasing to us because we had unhappy experiences with Afghan walking. The car took us down bumpy roads, though fields of thorns and we got stuck many times. When we got close to the enemy, the car lights were turned off. When we got even closer, the Afghans asked us not to talk so that the enemy does not hear us. It appeared we were very close to the fortifications of the enemy and we could see armed men standing on top of them. However, they exchanged signals with our men and we realized they were reconnaissance elements affiliated with us. We crossed narrow roads and we all caught our breath. The car stopped and the Mujahidin jumped out of it. We must have been face to face with the enemy but to our surprise we found ourselves facing our post in Arazi. We were very angry because they brought us back, did not include us in the fight and did not tell us where we were heading. The Mujahidin were having dinner but we refused to eat with them, so Shirmada came and tried to tone down our anger. I thus asked the other commander Ismail Khan: “Why did you bring us back?” He kept repeating with his broken Arabic: “Shirmada does not understand”. Each time he would repeat it, Shirmada would look at him while trying to conceal his anger. Suddenly, he burst out in Arabic: “What is it that Shirmada does not understand? You are the one who does not understand!” At this point we burst out laughing but this incident remained engraved in our memories. So that the comedy is completed, Shirmada was being visited by a Mawlay who certainly knew Arabic and wanted to show us he knew everything. So he started asking each of us about his place of origin. The first said Mecca and Mawlay quickly corrected: “The holy Mecca”. The second said he was from Medina and the Mawlay corrected: “The holy Medina”. As for the third he immediately responded when asked saying he was from holy Algeria and we all burst out laughing. At this point Mawlay realized that Algeria was not holy and started shouting: “You are fooling! Algeria no holy! Algeria no holy!” Ismail Khan was among the few leaders in Kandahar who combined bravery and benignity, who understood religion and politics and loved the Arabs greatly. He thus, brought us back because he pitied us and did not want to subject us to any danger. A few days later, Abu Bassir and Abu Maaz headed to an advanced PM rockets shooting position based on the results of a draw, while Zubeir the Meccan, Abu Dajana and I stayed behind. 

Wahhabi Strife.

The Mujahidin in the Karezak village were from areas which never mixed with Arabs and those among them who mixed with Arabs came out with very bad impressions for several reasons: Firstly due to the ignorance of the Afghans who had never interacted with any other population, never saw any habits except their own or any sect except theirs. Secondly because the Afghans extremely cherished the Hanafi sect to the point where leaving the sect is considered to be equal to apostasy although they recognized the four sects and did not consider a person to be a Muslim if this person did not belong to one of these four Sunni sects. Certainly, they believed that the Hanafi sect was the best one. Thirdly because of Wahhabi strife which is a long story. There is no doubt that the call of Imam Mohammed Ben Abdul Wahhab was a great reformatory call and the Imam and his followers deployed massive efforts to eliminate the oddities and the superstitions. Moreover, they did not settle for talking, engaged in a jihad, fought and rebelled against the Ottomans and invaded the Arab Peninsula and Iraq. Their war was deterred by kings, princes and sultans who were afraid for their rotten thrones. They were also fought by the deviant scholars, the scholars of Sufism and the jurists of the sects who were also concerned about their own positions. At the time, the English were occupying the Islamic world and started encouraging the Sheikhs of Sufism because they were callers for isolation and fatalism while the liberation movements were adopting Wahhabi ideas. The great revolution happened in India and was led by Sayyid Shamad Bin Arafat and this revolution and these Islamic actions were repeated in Algeria, Sudan and the Great Sahara. Therefore, a diabolic alliance was established between the scholars of the Sultan and the British and a great propaganda campaign especially in the Indian subcontinent was launched, saying that the Wahhabis were infidels and worse than the Jews and the Christians. They even said that the worshipers of cows were better than them. Certainly, this propaganda reached Afghanistan and was widely accepted in light of their extreme bias in favor of their Hanafi sect. If you were to ask any Afghan why he said that Wahhabis were infidels, he would respond: “They claim that God takes sides and that he is sitting on a throne, they do not follow any of the four sects and ban visits to the graves”. Until this point, his statements would be very balanced but he would then add another series of accusations. Indeed, he would continue saying: “They allow one to sleep with his own mother, they force those with five sisters to sleep with one of them, and they allow homosexuality and consider it to be like placing a finger in the mouth. They also despise and belittle the Prophet”. Certainly all these accusations are pure nonsense, yet the Arabs who came to the jihad did not take these circumstances into consideration and did not try to approach the Afghans, earn their confidence and call for the best relations. Moreover most of the Arabs were very young, had little knowledge but pretended to know everything. As soon as an Arab joined one of the posts, he would thus start analyzing and issuing bans until the Afghans learned the expressions: “This is prohibited, this is an invention, this is apostasy”. Certainly the Afghans started accusing the Arabs of being Wahhabis until proven otherwise and this made me adopt a certain policy over which I agreed with my friends. We decided to perform their prayer, earn their trust and not to address any topic of dispute. We even told them we followed the Hanafi sect in order to earn the freedom of rejecting certain things based on the fact that they are not part of the Hanafi sect. This policy was extremely successful. There was another post for the Mujahidin of Bashmul right next to us. They would visit every day, salute us and try to learn a few Arabic words. They insisted we should have lunch with them and took Shirmada’s permission so that we able able to visit them. It was clear that they had never seen Arabs before since they started hugging us, some of them insisting on kissing our hands. It is an Afghan costume for the person whom you visit to offer you something proving his affection. Therefore we came back that day with a number of rosaries among other gifts. The leader of this post was commander Faydullah, a young funny man who studied for a year in an Arabic institution in Pakistan and left school because he felt that his Arab professors were Wahhabis. He became commander although he did not acquire any military experience because his brother was a commander. Each Afghan would try to pronounce the Arabic words he learned as a kid. These words were enough for us to understand each other especially since most of the terms in their language are of Arab origin. The funny thing is that we sometimes deployed efforts to deliver the meaning of some words. We would thus use hand signals and miming and when they finally understood what we meant would shout the Arabic word we were trying to explain! They insisted we should have lunch with them every day and once, while we were sitting in the sun, I noticed they gathered around us in a semi-circle and started asking questions. I felt we were in a test and I signaled to those with me to let me answer their questions. Their first question was: “Is the combat now considered a true jihad after the Russians have left and after the Afghans have started killing one another while they are both Muslims?” In fact I was always confronted by this question which showed the confusion and the lack of awareness surrounding this dangerous issue. I started explaining with simple words in an attempt to deliver the message. I told them: “Of course it is a true jihad. There is no difference between a Russian communist, an Afghan communist and an Arab communist. They are all infidels.” One of them retorted: “Not all the soldiers are communists. There are ignorant among them and many who were forced to fight”. I responded: “If the Mujahidin win, the Shari’a will be adopted in the authority and Islam and the Koran rulings will prevail. However, if the communists win, with what will they rule? With the Shari’a of Islam or that of Marx and Lenin? Will they establish the state of Islam or the state of infidelity and atheism?” They looked convinced and satisfied but went on:

Q: Are cigarettes and niswar prohibited or allowed? (It is worth mentioning that cigarettes are very popular in Afghanistan while the niswar is a substance they put beneath the tongue then spit it after a while. Rare are the Afghans who do not use it)

A: We are not scholars. We did not conduct religious studies rather went to civilian schools and colleges. You have many scholars so why do you not ask them whether they are banned or allowed? (Certainly there are scholars in the Hanafi sect who had banned both and it would have caused me no embarrassment to have said they were prohibited as I truly believed. However, I was avoiding any religious disagreement with them so that they know we did not come to them to change their sect or spread a new jurisprudence, and to avoid opening an endless door of fatwas to which I do not know the answers. I also wanted to save the word prohibited for things which could not be tolerated)

Q: Is the visiting of tombs prohibited or allowed?

They were tightening the noose and I had to find an answer that would please Allah and allow me to avoid the accusation of Wahhabism so that we can proceed with the jihad for which we came. I thus tried to waste time until I put my thoughts together, and I asked them: “What visits? To the sick? Or the relatives?” To which they said: “We are talking about visit to the graves. The Wahhabis say they are prohibited and that we are wrong to visit them.” They said it with a tone of those complaining about the injustice that had fallen upon them. I thus told them:

A: That is not possible. The Prophet ordered the visiting of the graves after he prohibited it at first. He said {I had prohibited you from visiting the graves but now I tell you to visit them}. 

The Afghans were pleased with this statement but I continued: “However, the Prophet prevented women from visiting the graves because they would hit their faces and their chests while yelling, which angered Allah and harmed the deceased.”

The Afghans agreed with me with caution and anticipation which encouraged me to proceed: “There are also ethics to visit the graves. One should say peace is upon you, you were first and we will follow. One should not pray over the graves, walk on them or laugh over them.”

At this point the Afghans realized I was talking about something completely different and started looking at one another. Faydullah said:

Q: We meant the visits to the shrines of the imams?

A: The imams are like all humans and one is allowed to visit their graves as he is allowed to visit those of others. In other words, you visit the grave to contemplate death. 

Q: Can you ask Allah to forgive the deceased?

A: Yes certainly! You call on Allah to have mercy on the deceased, to forgive him his sins and lead him to heaven.

They realized they were going nowhere with me and maybe they thought I knew nothing about them or about Wahhabism. We passed the test successfully and it was the most difficult test I ever had to go through in my life. They trusted us greatly and felt we were more knowledgeable than them. They thought they were blowing this graves issue out of proportion since we were Hanafis and were not acting like them. 

I have always wondered about the best way to spread the ideas and the calling. When doing so, should one insist on his opinions and spread them regardless of whether or not they clash with the prevailing customs and superstitions, or would it be wiser to gradually introduce the calling, try to meet the others half way and not clash with what the people have become accustomed to and what has been rooted deep within their hearts? The half way method was followed by the students of Christ and the callers before Christianity. This method was extremely successful since there are more Christians than the followers of any other religion, although this method filled Christianity with superstitions and rendered it a religion of trinity, not a religion of unity. As for the zero tolerance method, despite its extreme difficulty and the rare responsiveness to it if not its total rejection, it is the method of the Prophets at the head of whom is our Prophet Mohammed. The infidels did everything to get him to show the least bit of respect to their Gods while the Prophet insisted on thwarting their dreams which allowed them to worship a stone they carved with their own hands. Although few responded to the calling, this method protected religion from oddities and decadence and kept it pure as it came from the sky. I would like to return to the Sirah of the Prophet which is a beacon guiding the people toward the right path. What the Prophet did was the only way to spread the calling again. He followed a gradual method since at the beginning he said to the people that there was no God but Allah and that he was only the Prophet of Allah. He then told them about heaven, hell and the afterlife, ordered them to do good and prevented them from vice but also asked them to be patient and to discontinue the hostilities. I wonder why? Certainly not because his followers did not know the art of combat since any Arab at the time was a combatant before anything else and certainly not because they had not reached the level of sacrifice for religion. Therefore, it was undoubtedly due to their limited number and to the fact that any battle or combat will entail the elimination of the Muslims and therefore the annihilation of the unification calling. On the day of the Badr battle, the Prophet prayed: {May Allah annihilate this non-worshiping gang today}. He would roam Mecca while the city of Kaaba was surrounded by three hundred pagan icons being worshiped without a God. He would pray in the mosque in light of this situation, and would not call on his followers to break the icons during the night since they could obviously not do it in public. He chose the difficult way because that was the right way. Peace and blessings be upon him, he chose to destroy the statues which were present in people’s hearts firstly, before removing the stones from the ground. 

So in my opinion, the right method for the calling is not to make any concessions over the principles of religion and not to say about something that is banned, that it is allowed. We must also know that there is a time for everything and not everything known should be said. Moreover, there is an important rule in religion related to the propagation of virtue and the prevention of vice. In this context there is a famous story which occurred during the days of Ibn Taymiya back when the Tatars were claiming to be Muslims and were spreading corruption, murder, theft and rape all around them. The Sheikh of Islam along with his students encountered Tatar soldiers drinking wine. The students thus scolded them in an attempt to prevent them from practicing this vice. The Sheikh for his part told his students: “Let them get drunk!” His students were surprised, but he added: “If they do not drink wine, they will awake from their drunkenness, will kill people and perpetrate theft. Alcohol is undoubtedly banned but is much better than killing and bloodshed”. It is with this understanding and this jurisprudence that we must deal with our Afghan brothers. We are above all facing a fateful battle while the radio of Najib is incessantly accusing the Mujahidin leaders of being Wahhabis and while “Najib the bull” is claiming to be fighting in defense of the Hanafi sect which the Wahhabi infidels want to erase from the pure Afghan land. As for the London radio which is heard by all the Afghans, it is continuously playing the tune of Wahhabism by talking about the Wahhabi parties, the Wahhabi Arabs, the fact that Saudi Arabia is helping the Mujahidin to spread Wahhabism and the fact that the parties are opening schools to teach the Wahhabi sect to the youngsters. It was aired by all the radios around the world in the Afghan language to influence them and make them lose their compass. There was the Iran radio which was motivated by sectarian tensions and the disputes with Saudi Arabia, and the radio of America which only helped the Mujahidin to defeat the Russians and not to establish an Islamic state. I could see for myself the results of this intensive propaganda. Therefore, if you were to ask any Mujahid what he thought about the leader of the party to which he belonged, he would say without hesitation: He is Wahhabi. Sometimes, he would even volunteer to tell us that the party leader is Wahhabi without being asked. Whenever we inquired: “So why are you fighting under his command?”, he would say: “We will get rid of the Russians and the communists first then we would fight and eliminate the Wahhabis.” This was not only the opinion of the common people but also that of the majority of the young leaders. What was odd was that the party leaders facing accusations of Wahhabism in Afghanistan, were the same ones facing accusations of Sufism in the Arab Peninsula which reveals there was a global conspiracy to fuel strife between the Mujahidin and those sympathizing with them in the Arab countries and at the same time fuel strife between the commanders and their followers among the Mujahidin. This situation required patience and intelligence to deal with these conspiracies being weaved to generate dispute, hijack ten years of jihad, the blood of a million and a half martyrs and a countless number of handicapped, widows and orphans. This method that we adopted completely changed the way the Afghans perceived us, even the way those who used to harm the Arabs based on previous experiences perceived us. Among the latter was Abdullah Khan who used to ignore the Arabs, but one day came to kiss our hands saying: “You are not like the rest of the Arabs. You are Mujahidin like us.” Moreover we did things which were never done by the Arabs before, such as collecting wood, digging trenches, preparing food, cleaning the weapons and standing guard. We also treated the others nicely and politely to the point where they started loving us more than they loved themselves. When Mullah Shirin visited us to change his men, he got me an RPG as he had promised. However, the weapon was an old Russian model (maybe the first ever invented), was extremely heavy, completely inaccurate and had no scope. 

The invasion of the mountain.

The preparations for the big battle had started and the target was to control a chain of mountains overlooking the road between the airport and the city. The mountain featured a chain of consecutive summits filled with fortified positions. The airport-city road went between this mountain and another close to it. That is why the Afghans called this operation the valley operation. The mountain was located on the edges of the desert, i.e. at the extremity of the famous grape farms. Next to it, there where the remains of a village which was once extremely lively. As for the airport it was around four kilometers away from the mountain and the city around two kilometers away, from the other side of course. The reconnaissance groups would go out early in the morning and get very close to the mountain to monitor every single thing happening on it. At night digging groups would go out to dig trenches near the mountain in carefully chosen positions. Some mine experts would sneak out at night, remove the mines surrounding the mountain, while on moonless nights, they would go up the mountain to remove the mines in preparation for the invasion. The latter adventurers were led by a man over thirty who was among the best I had seen in this area of expertise. Every night, he would return with a heavy load of mine detonators, explosive hand grenades and other types of explosives. He was called Hajj Muhammad. He had one eye since the other was lost in the jihad and he did not settle for removing mines, thus sneaking into the alleys crossed by the enemy’s armored vehicles to place anti-tanks mines. Every now and again, they would explode and completely destroy a tank or a truck. Mines expert are the most important elements in any raid since they head the group and are the only ones who know their way in the minefields.

A trench for the mortar cannons and PM cannons was dug at an appropriate distance and the preparations were underway while the enemy was not sensing anything. I remember that once we were digging a trench near the mountain during the night and we could hear the soldiers engaged in ordinary conversations while showering us with bullets the whole time without even knowing we were there. This random shooting which occurred day and night and in all directions was a routine. Mountains of ammunition were spent during this war. The Mujahidin chose one of the big rooms in the destroyed village near the mountain and made it their headquarters. D-day finally came. The ammunition was loaded in a pickup truck during the night and was unloaded far from the site so that the enemy does not hear the sound of the cars. The ammunition was then carried by the men on their shoulders to the exposed and dangerous location in the village near the mountain. We could not speak out loud, light a fire or go out during the day. The food was delivered to us from Karezak, the main headquarters for the mountain operation. It was a dark night, extremely cold and we were all sitting in the rooms that had no doors and with nothing to keep us warm, not even a blanket. We discovered the presence of another group of Arabs who had come to participate in the interception. All in all, there were ten Arabs with different types of weapons. In the morning, the groups of Mujahidin which reached one hundred and thirty fighters were divided. I thought that this was too large a number but in reality this battle would at least require five hundred soldiers, a heavy artillery cover and air protection. Each of the summits of the mountain chain carried a major enemy position composed of a number of fortifications and trenches. The plan of the Mujahidin was to focus the attack with all sorts of weapons on the first position and attack the other positions on the mountain at the same time to keep them busy. The Mujahidin were divided between the positions which were previously set up facing the mountain. Following the afternoon prayer, the groups headed towards their position while the group of Arabs and I were placed with Hajj Muhammad, Ahmadullah, Faydullah who was the commander of the operation and around four other Afghans. Ahmadullah was a young man in his twenties. Tall, muscled and completely blond although this was a rarity in Kandahar. He was also extremely funny. As for Faydullah he was commanding his first operation. His case is one of the rare cases in which the command is inherited and not earned through competence. Among the Arabs were Abu Zubeir the Meccan, Abu Mossab the Najadi, Abu Maaz the Najadi and Abu Dajana the Emirati. Hajj Muhammad led us across the grape fields and the remains of the village. The location in which we were supposed to stand during the battle was the roof of the last house in the village. The only thing that concealed us from the enemy was a meter high clay wall. As for our bombing shelter it was an ordinary room that could have protected us from bullets but not from the rockets and the shells. I was carrying an RPG and so was Faydullah. Ahmadullah was carrying an 82mm cannon and we had a light Grinov and a CTK machine gun. The rest were carrying Kalashnikovs. Each of us took his position and Ahmadullah had an assistant carrying the ammunition and refilling his weapon while I had Abu Mossab to help me in that. The operation was scheduled after sunset and we all held our breath while awaiting the launching. These were horrible moments of anticipation. Faydullah showed us the target toward which we should aim and we all took a look at it very carefully so that we are not spotted. I was very surprised when I saw the soldiers playing ball and shouting, while one of them was sitting on top of the fortification shaking his legs carelessly. At the time, they did not know that within a few moments the doors of hell were going to break loose. When we stood up, our position was extremely exposed and dangerous. We all started whispering prayers and I felt extreme terror since the most difficult thing about battles is the pre-battle stages. 

Suddenly the Allah Akbar scream resonated and all the positions on top of the mountain, especially the first summit, were showered with ammunition. Two shells had been launched toward the enemy when Faydullah yelled at us to head back to the room and he rushed away along with three Afghans. I thought that the battle was over and almost followed them had I not seen Ahmadullah standing like a lion with the cannon on his shoulder. Usually a person would shoot then hide behind the wall to refill his cannon, but not Ahmadullah who nether hid nor bended. His assistant was refilling his cannon while it was still on his shoulder and he took his time aiming while completely disregarding the bullets passing around him. None of his shells missed and one of them even burned the fortification of the enemy and triggered a great fire. I saw all the Mujahidin continuing to shoot and was surprised that Faydullah escaped while he was the operation commander. Two mortar shells fell right behind us and we lost vision for a few moments. It was one of the mortar shells of the Mujahidin since it was inevitable for one or two of them to miss before the aim is adjusted. Indeed the mortar shells began hitting the enemy positions at the exact location and I can say that not one bullet exited the targeted location and that not the least bit of resistance was seen. The great element of surprise and the intensive shooting completely destroyed the position and the violent response came from the other fortifications which had risen after the first moments of astonishment and began striking the Mujahidin. Luckily no aircrafts where sent that day and the battle lasted around an hour. Nonetheless, the Mujahidin did not invade the site since they preferred to force the enemy to surrender or escape, if not they resorted to infiltration and attacked the enemy unexpectedly. During the shooting, I noticed that all the shells I was throwing where falling beneath the target by a large distance. I thus realized that the aim was not sound, that I was shooting based on instinct and was just wasting ammunition. Therefore, when Faydullah called me, I joined him to hide in the room which in fact did not provide much protection. When Ahmadullah’s ammunition ran out, he followed us and the enemy started attacking the region with all sorts of weapons while the cannons and the tanks shook the earth beneath us. All the Mujahidin were laughing and joking expect Faydullah who was completely terrorized and who was listening to the sound of the bombs before they even hit the ground while staring in obvious fear. This was his first operation, he was young and he grew up aboard in Pakistan. Therefore he lost many Afghan characteristics. I will meet Mullah Faydullah another time but in completely different circumstances.

Happy Mujahid.

The carrier of the Grinov was a funny Afghan or so I thought until I realized he was happy because of poppy use. His clothes were old and he walked barefoot with a few spells wrapped around his neck. Most of the Mujahidin had stopped shooting and resorted to the trenches except for our friend who remained in his place and even went up to a completely exposed position while shooting, dancing and singing: “The enemy is finished.” The enemy thus started firing toward him with all sorts of RPG shells that were passing directly over his head while he was extremely happy, shooting from his machine gun then raising it high and dancing. What was surprising was that he was not even scratched. At this point I would like to comment on the poppy issue in Afghanistan since the Western media outlets are intentionally depicting the Mujahidin as being a group of junkies who are fighting the government to maintain their trade. Yes, large quantities of poppy are planted in Afghanistan in the areas of influence of the tribes and the Mujahidin do not enjoy full control over these tribes and certainly do not want to turn the jihad against the government into a battle with these tribes. In the areas which are completely subjected to the influence of the Mujahidin, all poppy farms were burned to the ground, all the addicted were sanctioned, music tapes were banned, the Zakat is collected and religious courts were put in place. In Afghanistan, the entire population fights under the command of the Islamic elite and the entire people cannot be exactly the same. Therefore, the cases of poppy use are rare and individual cases and those involved are sanctioned. However a few posts are not very strict in their punishment and throughout two years I never saw a happy Mujahid except for our friend. This shows that this issue is not a widespread phenomenon. 

We went back to the headquarters near the mountain and the hall was filled with all the Mujahidin who were between one hundred and thirty and one hundred and fifty. No serious injuries were seen and no one was martyred. The food came and we had dinner in a climate of happiness and fun, while the aircrafts continued to hover over the place although they did not bomb it and the shells were falling on us from the airport and the mountain without hitting the room. There is no doubt that the rallying of all the Mujahidin in one unfortified room was a major military mistake. What was worse was that the Mujahidin dropped their alertness following the beginning of the operation and started lighting a fire to cook, while completely disregarding the smoke coming out near the room. Moreover they started roaming at night with flashlights, thinking that the enemy only saw the flashlights of the Arabs. 

Infiltration by night

In the morning the Mujahidin went out to their positions and the bombing continued to target the communist fortification on the first summit, while the exchange of fire with the other positions was ongoing. Once the Mujahidin were certain that the first fortification was completely empty since not one bullet had exited it all day, they prepared a raid group picked among the Mujahidin but refused to allow the Arabs to participate in it. There were around ten individuals headed by Hajj Muhammad who knew the area by heart. This operation was more of an infiltration than an invasion since they used the darkness of the night to go on top of the mountain while the Mujahidin were keeping the other positions busy by clashing with them. The Mujahidin found piles of ammunition, supplies and weapons which were destroyed by the bombing, as well as blood marks although they did not find any corpses. They gathered a few light weapons, mattresses, covers, clothes and shoes and I will never forget that one of the members of this infiltration group did not have any shoes and was walking on the ground which was filled with thorns. He wanted to borrow shoes to go up to the mountain and did not find one man who would lend them to him. He thus came to me and told me he will get shoes from the enemy and return mine. However, I was so hopeful that I would be able to participate in the infiltration that I apologized to him. So he went up to the mountain and walked on the thorns while barefoot and got what he wanted. Since the Mujahidin gained control over this summit they used it as a position to attack the next one, and whenever they controlled the next one they attacked the one after it. The morning that the first summit was conquered, the Arabs went up with the replacement group because the Afghans usually replaced their fighters in the dangerous positions so that no one stays in them more than a day or two. This is very wise method to avoid wrecking the nerves the Mujahidin. After one day of resting, one’s power and enthusiasm are astonishingly renewed. For its part, the enemy was showering this summit with large amounts of bullets that would have been enough to annihilate the entire human race. Even the snakes came out of their holes in panic, while we hid from this bombing in small caves which we convinced ourselves were safe. We stood in this position while under a bombing that was one hundred times fiercer than the bombing of the Mujahidin which made the communists flee this summit. 

Close combat.

The exchange of fire with the next summit was horrible and one day in the afternoon and while the clashes were at their peak the Mujahidin became filled with the euphoria of the battle and advanced to invade the next summit which was filled with trenches and mines. I saw Ahmadullah acting as an angry lion and pouring his shells without missing a hit. The soldiers could not resist this hurricane and fled before they were killed or detained. It was a real raid and a face to face combat. However, amid this commotion, the aircrafts showed up and dropped large quantities of bombs to the point where I thought that the mountain was going to crumble. The heavy artillery struck the Mujahidin while the tanks were seen coming from the airport and were out of reach for our weapons. The mountain commander that day was Abdullah Khan whose perception of the Arabs we had changed. When the situation escalated, he realized that the losses of the Mujahidin were going to be massive and he became concerned about the Arabs. He thus gave us large quantities of hand grenades and told us that this was our share of the spoils, ordering us to return to the headquarters. I argued: “How can we leave while the battle is ongoing?”, but he strongly insisted by saying: “The tanks are here and there will be many wounded”. I told him: “We do not care. That is why we are here.” He would not hear anything and shouted at us to leave, he said he was the commander of the mountain and that it is was up to him. For my part, I did not feel there was any reason for us to leave and I was so angry as I was coming down the mountain that I did not care about an aircraft which passed over my head with its terrifying sound and dropped a bomb extremely close to us. The entire mountain was rocked by the impact and the Afghans were astonished because I did not even bend my head. Back in the room they started whispering about the incident and looking at me with admiration. I was thus filled with pride and this was the first corruption of the heart. How easy it is for the heart to be corrupt. However Allah wanted to bring me back on the right path and on the same night while I was waiting my turn to perform the ablution, a mortar shell fell near us and I was the only one who dropped to the ground. In the meantime, the Mujahidin on the second summit which they had taken over, stood fast in the face of the aircrafts, the tanks and the cannons which were bombing them all night. It was clear that the government was very eager to protect this strategic position which would have allowed whoever controlled it to isolate the city from the airport. Nonetheless, the losses in the ranks of the Mujahidin were not as great as the commander had thought, while the spoils were numerous: Rifles, machine guns, cannons, ammunition, large quantities of rice, lentils, sugar, meat and potatoes. The Mujahidin had the dinner which was prepared by the communists and at night Shirmada who was considered the commander of all the Mujahidin in Karezak and was rather an administrative commander and not a military one, came with a number of Mujahidin to replace those who had fought the battles during the previous days. He insisted we should return with him and rest. I tried to convince him otherwise but he was ill-tempered and could not stand any kind of arguing. We thus returned with him along with a large number of wounded who had fell during the fierce battles that occurred that day. They were placed in the back of the truck while drenched with blood. We had four martyrs and we reached the open road where we found a pickup truck waiting for us to take the wounded. We unloaded them from the back and placed them in the car. Suddenly, I saw Ahmadullah sitting on the floor with his back on the wall while his clothes and face were all drenched in blood. A tank shell had fallen near him and ripped through his body. I felt chills and yelled: “Ahmadullah are you ok?” He said to me verbatim: “I am fine. This is not a problem. The Mujahidin were victorious and I am fine.” I could not contain myself, leaned over him and kissed his head. When he tried to get up to ride in the car of the wounded I tried to help him but he would not let anyone get close to him and took it upon himself to stand alone and proceed towards the car while almost falling on each step and repeating: “For Allah’s sake anything can be overcome”.

Bad American weapons.

On our way back, we crossed the site of the mortar of the Mujahidin and found it had blown up and killed the three fighters who were operating it. This was due to the American ammunition and this story is dedicated to the naïve who thought that the Americans had honor or were not hostile to Islam, to show them that the Americans do not care about us and do not take us into account. At the beginning of the jihad, the American ammunition was perfect but as soon as the Russians withdrew and when it started to look as though the Mujahidin will be the victors, each box of ammunition started to carry a booby-trapped bomb which would explode inside the cannon and tear it to pieces along with the Mujahidin standing around it. The Mujahidin were well aware of that fact and tried to counter it. Therefore instead of placing the shell inside the cannon manually, they would rap an iron ring much like a horseshoe around the hole of the cannon to prevent the shell from sliding inside of it. Then this ring was connected to a rope. The shooters would thus hide in a barricaded shelter near the cannon and pull the rope. The shell would fall inside the hole of the cannon where the detonator is located, get launched in peace or explodes inside the cannon without entailing human losses. Despite the strict instructions to follow this system, during the big battles the Mujahidin were so eager and enthusiastic that they would disregard these threats. The inevitable result was the collection of the remains of the Mujahidin from around the cannon. The stupid Americans believed that the people can forget these acts. This situation continued until a black American Muslim who worked in an American arms factory came and gave Sheikh Sayyaf the code written on the booby-trapped shells, and we started removing the aforementioned shells from the boxes of ammunition while taking the previous precautions into consideration as well. The Americans panicked following the sudden Russian decision to pull out from Afghanistan since they had armed the Afghans to fight the Russians for the next twenty years. This sudden Russian withdrawal rendered Afghanistan an Islamic state with a large arsenal of weapons and men and with no one standing in their face. Therefore they pressured Zia ul-Hak into closing the border and preventing the flow of supplies from Pakistan to extend the term of the communist government until they were able to plan strife and conspiracies. The man was forced to close the border and met with the leaders of the Afghan parties to explain that to them. Sheikh Sayyaf once told us that Zia ul-Hak would sit with them on the floor and eat with them using his fingers and that they scolded him and yelled in his face without ever feeling he was the head of a state and was treated as any other Mujahid among them. Zia ul-Hak told them he was forced to close the border for reasons he could not reveal but reassured them that this would only be in form and that they would be able to introduce supplies in secret. However the Americans knew that and wanted to kill Zia ul-Hak by any means. For his part, he also knew about the American plans and never went anywhere without the American ambassador thinking they would never sacrifice the latter. But they did not care about the ambassador and crashed Zia ul-Hak’s airplane along with this ambassador. May Allah have mercy on your soul, O Zia ul-Hak and lead you to his wide heavens. Upon his assassination, the Mujahidin named the biggest mosque in Kabul (as the city was still under communist control) the mosque of martyr Zia ul-Hak. Shortly after, the Americans assassinated Sheikh Abdullah Azzam thinking that by doing so they had eliminated the Afghan jihad. When Benazir Butho was elected, her electoral campaign was directed toward America and could be summarized by the ousting of the immigrants, the closing of the border, and the discontinuation of the Pakistani nuclear program. During her term some Arabs were complaining but found that Sheikh Sayyaf was reassured. He told them that things were going well and when they asked him for additional clarification he said that the generals of the Pakistani army met with Benazir following her election and told her to rule whichever way she wanted provided she did not get close to two prohibited issues: The Pakistani nuclear program, and the Afghan jihad. They warned her that if she were to address any of these two topics, there would be a coup the next morning. 

It seemed that the American weapons did not come for free and we heard that it was selling one stinger missile for hundreds of thousands of dollars. These rockets were extremely efficient against all sorts of planes. They were shoulder-carried and as soon as the green light was on, it meant that the rocket had picked up the waves of the plane’s engines and the shooter only had to pull the trigger for the rocket to follow the aircraft regardless of its ability to maneuver. The stinger could not be fooled by the heat bombs or metal objects because it followed the sound of the engine and not its heat. We heard that the Pakistanis dismantled this rocket and were selling it to the Mujahidin in exchange for a few thousand Egyptian pounds. I spent the night in Karezak and the next morning I took Shirmada’s permission to go to Zalkhan and get a scope from Mullah Shirin. When I arrived, I found out they had completed the new building. They welcomed me and I told Mullah Shirin that my RPG was not accurate and could not be adjusted and that I needed a scope. He got me two and told me to choose whichever one I wanted with a smile on his face. I liked the shape of the black one and chose it. He looked at me with malice and told me that this was the right one and I knew he was testing me. I came back to Karezak and tried the scope and found that it needed certain adjustments. I spent long hours working on it which was extremely surprising to the Afghans who rarely used the scope and often shot on instinct which was only doable for short distances. In the meantime, the entire village was subjected to raids conducted by air since the communists soon realized that the village was the headquarters of the Mujahidin who attacked the mountain. We had no anti-aircraft weapons and were eating lunch when the sounds of the planes resonated as they attacked at a high speed, breaking the sound barrier and generating a sound that was much more terrifying than that of the giant shells that could contain up to one ton of explosives. The Mujahidin immediately stopped eating and ran outside. I thought they were going to spread or hide in the grape fields which were in the shape of trenches. But I was surprised to see them running to the rooftops and yelling at the pilots for having missed the target, saying: “Such donkeys!” I truly do not know which of the two were the donkeys since if the target was missed this time, it will not be the case next time. 

Painful tragedy.

During the night I went with the group that was on call with the scope I had always wished for. No sooner had we neared the headquarters of the Mujahidin in the village next to the mountain that we met one of the fighters who told us that a tragedy had occurred. The room in which the Mujahidin gathered was attacked by the aircrafts and was destroyed to the point where there was a hole in the ground. Naturally, the communists were able to detect the smoke rising from the kitchen, the intensive activity around the room and the light that was on during the night. They knew that this was the headquarters of the Mujahidin and sent aircrafts at noon during prayer because they knew that the fighters would be performing the group prayer regardless of the circumstances. Luckily, there were only eight men in the room while there were usually one hundred Mujahidin praying and eating in it. That day, most of the Mujahidin were on the mountain. I watched as they were digging to look for the corpses. Five corpses were lined up and covered while the only survival among the eight men was doctor Abdul Fatah whom we had met before during the interception we never conducted. The doctor was standing close to the door at the time of the bombing and was buried under the rubble for two hours. I do not know how they got him out alive after that. The corpses were intact except for the strings of blood coming out of their noses, mouths and ears. They died due to the air pressure. When Faydullah saw me, he opened his eyes and stared at me with surprise and terror as though he had seen a ghost. He yelled: “Abu Jaafar? Are you alive?” He had seen the corpse of Abdullah Khan and he looked a lot like me, only fuller. They thought that I became bloated after I died. I was very sad for Abdullah Khan and remembered how only yesterday he was making sure that we remained out of harm’s way. May Allah have mercy on his soul and accept him as a martyr in heaven. This mountain battle turned into a bitter conflict since the government was insisting on maintaining it while the Mujahidin wanted to take it more than anything else. Shirmada told me: “We cannot conquer the city unless we control this mountain and the government knows that very well.” When the battles become fierce, the Mujahidin no longer care about the losses regardless of how heavy they are. They do not even look sad, merciful or panicked. It was as though these losses were completely natural and as though the absence of losses was the awkward thing. 

The continuation of the mountain battles.

The next day the usual battles occurred, the planes kept bombing the positions of the Mujahidin and the heavy artillery bombs kept showering us from the airport. A martyr or two fell each day and a number of Mujahidin were injured. Mines often exploded even outside the hours of the clashes because the mountain was fully mined except for a few specific tracks which were only known by the government soldiers. On the morning of the fourth day of the battles, the Mujahidin rallied their forces and attacked the following positions. Their attack was fierce and the communists were forced to pull back, leaving behind as usual two soldiers who continued to fight while hiding in one of the solid trenches. I was always puzzled by this phenomenon and wondered: Are these soldiers hard-line communists who refused to withdraw and were fighting till death for the sake of their cause or were they forced to cover up the withdrawal of their colleagues? The shells of the Mujahidin could not destroy their strong fortification and they were able to stop any attempt undertaken by the Mujahidin to advance with their rifles whose ammunition never ran out. This situation continued all day but when night came three brave Mujahidin snuck up to the trench of the soldiers, killed one of them while the other who was speaking to his command on the radio surrendered. The freed area was very wide and equaled almost half the size of the mountain. It featured many positions which were destroyed by the bombs of the Mujahidin and most of them were set on fire. There were roofed and fortified circular trenches to stand guard and watch, as there were trenches for big weapons (Zikoyak-Dachaka-Dummilla) that were taken by the Mujahidin with a massive 362 cannon. What was surprising was how they were able to take it up to the mountain and what was even more surprising was how the Mujahidin were able to bring it down. There was an underground room with wooden walls containing good furniture. It was certainly the officer’s room. The Mujahidin also took large quantities of ammunition, light weapons and supplies. 

Following the martyrdom of Abdullah Khan, the commander of the mountain was a young man not over twenty years of age but completely fit to occupy this position. His name was Ayat Khan and when I first saw him before I knew he was the new leader, I said to myself he was the fittest to lead. He had strong features, sharp looks and his eyes conveyed strictness and determination. This man was born to be a leader. What I liked the most about the Afghans was how well they chose their leaders. Yes Faydullah was not up to the level but they immediately isolated him the next day. They enjoyed a high level of flexibility which is not present in regular armies that are governed by laws, lists, and seniority. In order to allocate the spoils, they would all gather after the operations and divide these spoils between the posts which participated in the fighting. To facilitate this process they held some sort of an auction between the leaders of these posts. They would thus start for example with a tank for one hundred thousand Pakistani Rupees i.e. around ten thousand Egyptian pounds. The leader who paid the highest price which is often equal to fifteen thousand Egyptian pounds would get the tank. After all the spoils are sold to the commanders participating in the operations, the money is divided equally or based on the number of men in each post. The commander would then give some of the money to the Mujahidin affiliated with him, then spend the rest on buying food and on necessary expenditures. The money earned by the Mujahidin from these spoils is very modest and can in no way be a motive to engage in these lethal battles as some might think. Even the common Mujahidin are embarrassed to take anything from the spoils before they are divided. I will never forget that on the day of the mountain interception, we were extremely exhausted, thirsty and hungry. I found within the communists luggage a bag filled with candy. I took one and started distributing it to the Mujahidin who all refused to take any and told me that I will suffer great pain because I took from the spoils. Sheikh Abdullah Azzam had told us that the food of the Mujahidin and the food of their beasts were allowed to be taken from the spoils even before the division. However, since I could not convince them, I spit out what was in my mouth and put the bag aside. The violent bombing of the post continued and a shell was falling on us every ten seconds. The hits were amazingly accurate which is why we could not use the trenches of the enemy because the heavy bombs would have been enough to destroy them over our heads. We found a cave in the mountain and hid in it. It had no roof, but it would have been impossible to strike us unless the shell were to fall directly on top of us which was extremely difficult to do. The communists knew exactly where we were which is why the shells were falling a few meters away from us. We were following the adjustments being made since the first shell fell five kilometers away, the second four meters away, the third two meters away and the fourth right on the mark. However, it fell on the rocks which served as our protection. I always envied the communists for their ability to accurately detect and strike the target whether with light or heavy artillery. There is no doubt that regular armies enjoy great advantages in comparison with the guerilla men who only enjoy the advantages of courage and initiative. The Mujahidin launched a last fierce attack to completely liberate the mountain and the enemy followed its same old method since all the soldiers withdrew while leaving two men behind, clashing with us and deterring our progress. We followed our previous methods as well, since some of the Mujahidin snuck out at dawn and detained the two soldiers. The mountain was fully liberated while the airport-city road went right beneath us. What remained was the second mountain facing us. After the first mountainous chain was liberated that way, the bombing by aircrafts, tanks and cannons grew more intensive and violent. I was so pleased to see the Mujahidin standing fast in the face of these hits which would have been sufficient to force entire brigades and infantry units among the governmental or Russian forces to run away. The Mujahidin believed that it was dangerous to keep that many of them on the mountain because this increased the number of losses. They thus drew a tight plan to stand guard and only kept ten men at a time on the mountain to engage in skirmishes with the enemy on the opposite mountain, sleeping up and changing guards during the night and clashing with the enemy during the day. At sunset ten other men would arrive with their weapons, ammunition and food and replace the previous ten. This happened every day while the post near the mountain was cancelled and transferred to the Karezak village under the command of Shirmada Khond. I adored this mountain and would not leave it with the replacement groups. We were in February and it was extremely cold especially at night. We would wake up to find the ground covered with a layer of frost which soon melted as the sun came up. Nonetheless, the weather was definitely better than in the North. Next to the place where we were sleeping, there were the corpses of three communist soldiers which were left there so that we would be bothered by their stench. The Mujahidin wanted to throw them from the top of the mountain to get rid of the smell but were afraid to do so! The odd thing is that the Afghans who were strong and brave and who were far from civilization which rendered the spirit softer, were scared from the corpses of the dead. They were not scared of them while they were alive and carrying death in their cannons. It was extremely strange and when I saw what was happening I volunteered, dragged the corpses for a certain distance then dropped them off the mountain top. They looked horrible and terrifying but this site made me happy since I could not have pity on them. This news travelled across the surrounding posts as though I had performed a heroic action. The night shift was very pleasurable especially during the last part after silence prevailed over the camp, the moon disappeared and the cannons of the enemy were silent. There was peace, a pure sky and shining stars. The guard had to climb on the top of the mountain, lay down and surrender to meditation with nothing to bother him except for the salute coming from the machine guns of the enemy, to which he would respond with a similar or a better salute then go back to his meditation. The enemy on the other mountain was right in front of us, the airport on our right and the city on the left. Every night I would see massive clashes on the border of the city with the flashes of the missiles, the explosions and the shots shining violently and intensively. It was a breathtaking scene. The Mujahidin fighting these battles were so brave and when I inquired about them, I was told that they were the men of Mullah Muhammad Ayoub Agha. At the time this name did not mean anything to me and I did not know that Assadullah was involved in these events. In the morning, we would break the ammunition boxes and burn them to get warm. This exposed us to the enemy but death by shells was much better then death from the cold. I was taken with a young boy who was not over fourteen years of age, lighting a fire and making tea. I was surprised to see he spoke Arabic and asked him: “How long have you been in the jihad?” He said six years. I was astonished and inquired: “How old are you?” to which he responded by saying he was sixteen, which meant that he was in the jihad when he was ten. And as I understood from him he had been using weapons since that time. I asked him if he had any parents and he replied: “Yes but they are in Pakistan.” I said: “Did they give you permission to come to the jihad?” I will never forget his answer since he told me verbatim: “The jihad is a duty and does not require the authorization of the parents”. As usual he had learned Arabic at the mosque and was taught by a Mawlay. These Sheikhs are the one who issue fatwas to their students telling them that the jihad was a duty and sent them to the fronts. There are even specialized posts which only include Mujahidin who are students and who conduct the jihad while learning. After tea, the clashes with the communist mountain began. The two mountains were exactly seven hundred meters away and I noticed that on the measurement device of the Grinov which hit its targets accurately. The enemy would hide behind a small rock and fire from the Grinov without ever getting tired, while the RPG shells of the Mujahidin always missed the target because the distance was too far and the targeting devices were inaccurate. Moreover, the air would shift the course of the shell. I was convinced that there was no point in shooting since even if we were to hit the target, we could not have harmed the enemy since the shell was in no way going to destroy the solid rock behind which the enemy soldiers hid. The Afghans insisted that I should shoot from my weapon since it seemed that the sight of the Arabs as they were fighting was pleasurable to them. I saw no point in shooting, stood facing the enemy and used the scope which only reached up to five hundred meters. I thus estimated the remaining two hundred meters, and the course of the rocket after it was shifted by the air and fired. This took time and he enemy was still showering me with bullets. Surprisingly the shell hit the target and the Afghans started shouting with joy. The enemy responded violently with around ten consecutive shells which revealed that my own shell had raised their anger. The Afghans rushed to use my weapon although they did not know how to shoot while using a scope.

Hashemite Dignity.

Haji Muhammad was asked to conduct a cleansing operation in the mountain to remove all the land mines in the area. This was no easy task since during the day the area was under enemy fire and at night the operation could not have been conducted because of the dark. We insisted on the commander to allow us - Abu Dajana and I - to help Haji Muhammad in his task. The latter was a brilliant straightforward man who was very gifted in disarming land mines in particular. Whenever he would touch a mine with his hand he would disarm it, and he was so fast that none of us were ever really able to see what he was doing exactly. He was undoubtedly faster in cleaning an area from all land mines than any special machine. We would walk behind him in order to make sure that we do not step on any wire since most of the mines were booby-trapped hand grenades set to explode upon contact. There was also another type which is a bigger one used against the vehicles and not against personnel. In both cases Haji Muhammad was a master in disarmament. While on the mission with him, he spotted a big land mine, went straight towards it and tried to disarm it but to his surprise and ours it seemed that this mine was set in a different and more complex way. He shouted at us to step back but kept his calm, and executed a very complex and difficult disarming operation that was successful to our relief. This incident was not even worth mentioning in the adventurous and exciting life of Haji Muhammad that was full of danger.

Another day, we were disarming a land mine on the opposite side of the airport area where we could easily be spotted by the enemy forces, and Haji Muhammad insisted on carrying out the mission and went ahead of us all. I was right behind him followed by Abu Dajana. When Haji finally decided to sit down and disarm a mine, a huge explosion shook us all and we became covered with dust. However, he kept disarming the mine as if nothing had happened. But once he finished he started running away towards the mountain while shouting: “Come come, run fast they have spotted us”. So I followed him, but when I looked back I saw Abu Dajana running barefoot while the terrain was full of thorns. So is shouted at him asking how he lost his Russian-made military boots! When we finally reached a safe place he sat next to me with his legs drenched in blood. So I asked him what happened to his shoes and why he had taken them off and he answered: “I did not take them off. They flew off due to the explosion”. His hand was also hurt from the explosion. In fact the enemy did not spot us or shoot at us and it was Abu Dajana who by accident stepped on a wire, thus detonating a land mine. The fact that this explosion took place two meters away from us and did not get us all killed can be considered a miracle. For his part, Abu Dajana was very happy after the incident and proud not because his life was safe and unharmed but because he lost blood on the battlefield and in the name of Allah. As for Haji Muhammad he was not supposed to go there anymore before a few days in order for his temper to calm down and be able to focus again. But instead he had his lunch and went back to the land mine as if nothing had happened. As for myself I preferred to stay in the camp and not to go with him again and when we returned to Karezak the news of what happened had already reached the men.

Afghan dignity. 

One day while we were all sitting in Karezak having tea, we heard huge explosions and saw the enemy aircrafts right over our heads. The Mujahidin’s first reaction was to run to the roof and watch the scene. It was an important raid carried out by at least ten aircrafts. The target was a neighboring mountain just two kilometers away from our own position. This large number was surprising since in the past the enemy would only use one or two aircrafts in its attacks. Anyway, the attacking planes were bombing the target with heavy fire and all at once. The scene resembled the explosion of an atomic bomb. I felt so weak and so inapt and asked myself what we could do in the face of such power? At that moment, what we were all doing seemed like a childish game since the Soviets could crush us with their aircrafts. But to my astonishment, I heard the Afghans around me shouting Allah Akbar. I did not understand what was going on: the Soviets were bombing us and we were chanting happily and dancing. But soon after, I discovered that the planes were hitting the mountain where the communists were positioned and killing all their targets. So I wondered whether or not they hit their own positions by mistake? Are the pilots true Muslims and bombed the communist positions on purpose claiming it was a mix up? Only God knows what really happened that day. Anyway the Mujahidin did not waste one minute and ran towards the targeted mountain to find that all the governmental soldiers had been killed. This is how we were able to control the valley leading to the airport and the road that passes through it. God was right when he said in his holy book: {You did not kill them but Allah did}. O Allah your power is really unmatched and so great in protecting the Muslims and Islam.

Satan’s whispers.

The guard shifts on the mountain were changed on daily basis, and I had already spent one month there. At first, the bombardment was fierce and would not stop one minute, day and night, and our resistance was a real miracle. Luckily, the enemy was not able to proceed with this intensive bombing for a long time, and gradually the bombing started to ease although it never really completely stopped. So the guard shifts became routine and boring missions, and I was able - on my spare time - to think about all the experiences I had witnessed and lived. It was maybe a period during which I allowed Satan to whisper in my ear. We were told during training that fear was normal at first, but that with time it would dissipate completely. But the opposite happened to me, since at first I did not care about any danger but then started fearing for my life. It was only very recently that I had started having those fears, thinking about death all the time. Before I came to Afghanistan, I thought of myself as being very courageous and I was never afraid of anything. I was not really afraid of death maybe because I was so far away from the battlefield, the blood, the body parts and the danger. But when you see death with your own eyes and when you are permanently in danger, you cannot help but fear death. Maybe it was a lack of faith on my part, since Abu Dajana for example wished for death and Abu Maaz was praying all day long to get killed. I tried to be like them but I could not. I tried to love death but I could not, maybe I was afraid of the unknown where one enters a new world with other laws and regulations. Fearing the unknown is much worse than anything else in this world. I always told myself that God was so merciful to take the martyr and allow him to sit next to him. This is how I used to comfort myself. I hated death but told myself it would be for a greater good. But that did not make me a better man since I was weaker than my brothers in faith who wanted to die, loved martyrdom and sought it. God the almighty was right when he said: {you should wish for death before you meet it, since you have already seen it while waiting for it to come}.

Myanjoy and odd human samples.

The mountain in which we were positioned lost its strategic importance with time, especially after the Mujahidin changed their attack plans in a drastic way. The orders that came from Peshawar said that the men were to attack the city but the Mujahidin organized a Shura meeting for their leaders and decided not to attack the city. This was because they had received a delegation from the city asking them not put the lives of their women and children in danger. They also reminded them that their own families were still inside the city and could die in such an attack. Hekmatiar came and tried to solve the problem himself asking the families of the Mujahidin to leave the city within a one-month period, thus allowing the Mujahidin to prepare tents to receive them. However, the city’s inhabitants refused to escape, saying that if they were to leave the city they would die from hunger and thirst in the mountain. As a result, the field commanders decided not to attack the city although by then it had become very easy for them to enter it. But they were stopped by fear over the safety of the inhabitants since the communists might decide to retaliate by bombing the city and its inhabitants with their aircrafts. This decision was surprising especially since it went against the decision taken by the leaders of the parties in Peshawar. This showed that there was something wrong in the system since the party leadership did not enjoy complete control and authority over its own members, while the power of the field commanders increased increased to the point where it turned the party into a mere bread and ammunition provider. Maybe the only exception to that was the party of Hekmatiar, i.e. the Islamic Party, whose members were completely loyal to their leader. In the Shura, the field commanders decided to occupy the airport instead of the city itself, although the biggest concentration of communist forces was at the airport. So they put a plan of attack: To dig a large trench inside the security passageways of the communists in the airport area. Secrecy was essential for this plan to work because the governmental forces should be caught by surprise when the attack is carried out. The Mujahidin were helped in accomplishing their plan by the grape fields surrounding the airport which were already in the shape of trenches. The digging was carried out at night and succeeded in breaking the defensive lines of the communists in an area known to the Afghans as Kamarband. The enemy positions at the North and right side of the trenches felt nothing and were unable to spot the Mujahidin. The Kandaharis succeeded in surprising the enemy and in camouflaging their attack before it had started.

The Mujahidin began tightening the siege around the airport in preparation for the invasion. At the time they were around ten kilometers away from the airport and were trying to advance, thus pressuring the external security belt. The bombing of the Mujahidin on the airport had become incessant, the mountain battles grew cold and the large part of the fighters moved from the Karezak village to the Myanjoy village near the airport fortifications. Even Ayyad Khan himself, the commander of the mountain operations, became the commander of the joint center in Myanjoy. This village was located near a massive and important enemy fort, which was considered the key of the first security belt. The Arabs also moved to this village which we could see from the mountain top and it was much like a forest extending outside the planted area while surrounded by the desert from all sides. The Myanjoy post was being subjected to intensive bombing by aircrafts, cannons, and rockets to the point where we were amazed there were still people alive in it. When we went to this dangerous position, we found another group of Arabs: Sadiq the Tunisian, Abdul Rahman the Saudi, Abdullah the Saudi and Abu Rabih the Yemeni. Their Emir was Abu Taha the Indian who had been participating in the Jihad for over two years and was an extremely likable person, simple and easy to get along with. He was extremely educated and knew six languages. He came from the Malbar state in south India and the Malbar language was his original one but he also knew Indian and English. When he joined college in the Northern region, he also learned their language, and his masters’ degree was in the Arabic language. When he came to the Jihad, he mastered the Pashtu language. He graduated from the faculty of Nadwat al-Ulema and thus reached the highest level of Islamic studies in India. Abu Taha used to memorize a lot of pre-Islamic poetry, loved the books about the Sirah and Arab history. Before he came to Afghanistan, he only knew literary Arabic. However, after he mixed with all sorts of Arabic nationalities, he started to master many dialects. He used to complain about the fact that this ruined his literary language. He was very close to me, maybe because of his culture and our joint interests. We used to discuss politics and religion and later on, when I was injured and stayed for months in the hospital, Abu Taha did me a favor I will never forget: He stayed with me in hospital to keep me company and I hope that if he is still alive, Allah will allow me to see him again one day. I know how much the sight of my wounds bothered him, but despite that he overcame this anxiety to take care of me and by doing so, proved that brotherhood in faith was stronger than blood ties. The odd thing is that a state inhabited by over a billion people and possessing a nuclear arsenal, was afraid of young and skinny Abu Taha. Some Libyans wanted to marry Indian women. They thus rode the train from Peshawar to India and were arrested by the Indian authorities at the border because they considered every Libyan to be a terrorist. When they learned that they were Mujahidin in Afghanistan, all their questions focused on Abu Taha the Indian: “What did he look like? What was his color? What did he do exactly?” The Libyans did not even know that Abu Taha existed or who he was!

As for Sadiq the Tunisian, he was also one of my brothers in faith. We agreed to a very far extent maybe due to the similarities in age and culture. Sadiq was a Captain and a pilot in the Tunisian air force and had Islamic tendencies. He had had enough of the situation in his country due to secularism and the clear hostility toward Islam. The intelligence services had their eyes on him because he performed all the prayers, which is a dangerous accusation in the Tunisian air force. His communist, nationalist and liberal friends would thus make claims against him before the security bodies, saying he was an extremist and a member of the Islamic groups. Of course, all of these were fabrications. Yes, he was a pious Muslim, but he had no ties with any Islamic groups, did not know anything about them and did not know the difference between them. He felt danger lurking from all side and started expecting his arrest at any moment based on fabricated charges which could cause his imprisonment or execution. He also became very afraid and worried and decided to leave everything and head toward the Jihad, hoping to find martyrdom. His trip however was extremely odd. He enjoyed a yearly vacation which he was entitled to spend in any European country. He earned the necessary authorization and travelled to Greece with a military passport. From there, he got a visa to Pakistan quite miraculously since there are rules and laws governing the traveling of the military: The army to which he is affiliated must approve and there are restraints placed on the entry of people like him to other countries. In any case, Sadiq reached Pakistan without a Rupee in his pocket and without knowing the language or even English. All he knew was the French language which no Pakistani had learned. He did not carry any address and did not know how to reach the Mujahidin. All he had was an old copy of Al-Jihad magazine with an address that was no longer valid. After extensive efforts and adventures, he reached Peshawar where he met with Sheikh Abdullah Azzam and told him his story. The Sheikh said to him: “Do not be scared, you have survived the oppressive people”. He called him Sadiq and sent him to training. He was with me during the Al-Qaeda session but I did not meet him at the time. After they had welcomed him in Al-Qaeda, they rejected him because the organization was afraid he was affiliated with the intelligence services. He came to Kandahar where I met him, and I swear to Allah he was the best Mujahid in terms of patience and faith. Maybe he was not reckless on the battle ground but that did not mean he worked for the intelligence services. Sadiq got married to a Pakistani woman after many hardships and obstacles. Allah gave him a daughter called Mariam and maybe I will be able to relate the story later on. As for Abu Rabih, he was a young man from Yemen with high morals like the majority of the Yemenis, especially the ones from the North. He was funny and smiley, which is why he was liked by all the Afghans. He spent some of the time with us in Kandahar but when the famous Jalalabad battle erupted, he went to the city and stepped on a mine resulting in the amputation of both his legs. Despite that, he did not lose his sense of humor and did not even leave the Jihad. He got artificial limbs and returned to proceed with the task. What was odd about this Jihad was the fighting handicapped. Indeed, many of the Mujahidin and even the field leaders were fighting with artificial hands while others were climbing the steep mountains with artificial legs. Commander Khalid, head of the Jalalabad operations, had an artificial leg, Mullah Noureddin, the most famous Kandahar leader, also had an artificial leg and one eye. Maybe that was because those who tasted the bliss of the Jihad could no longer distance themselves from it or from the battles, the impact of the explosives and the sound of the bullets. 

We spent almost two weeks in that advanced position in Myanjoy and there were two types of operations: routine operations, during which the Mujahidin would approach the fort of the enemy by around ten meters, hide in the grape trenches and start showering the fort with all sorts of weapons before returning to their base - and these operations were necessary to prepare for the invasion of the fort - while the other type of operations featured the launching of PM rockets on the airport’s tarmac and installations. The PM cannon was well camouflaged in the grape fields with a trench by its side serving for the protection of the Mujahidin from the aircrafts’ bombings and shells. There was also an artificial water pond behind the cannon to prevent the earth behind it from becoming heated. Abu Taha was the emir of the Arabs and he was running things quite well. He made sure that the Afghans participated with us during prayer and in the meals to enhance familiarity. He organized the day between religious lessons which were given by Abu Maaz, the Mawlay of the Arabs, and the reading of the Koran. He assigned me to handle lessons in the Sirah which I would read from a renowned book. The Afghans wanted to spare us from the night shifts but we insisted on performing the watch tasks for the sake of Allah. We even took shifts alone throughout the night, although this was somewhat dangerous because the Afghans behaved in a way which was only understood by the Afghans. Once, some Mujahidin entered the center at 2am while shooting. Luckily, the guard was Afghan since had he been an Arab, he would have killed them instantly. They were in fact just firing in joy after a successful battle and I am not sure how the guard understood that they were not trying to invade the camp! The camp was always under heavy bombings that went on day and night. The aircrafts were conducting their raids on a daily basis and approaching the ground to the point where one day I wanted to hit one of them with an RPG launcher but was stopped by my commander who shouted at me: “There is no use in doing that!” The shells were being dropped a few meters away from the rooms of the post, shaking the ground, digging massive holes and removing large trees from their roots. Every fragment of thick metal was around one-meter long, and despite its thickness, had an edge sharper than a blade. The airport was very close and we could hear the airplanes heating up on the tarmac, while Sadiq was the one who explained that sound to us. 

Once, we were performing the noon prayer in a grenadine field near the post, when the aircrafts emerged with a deafening sound much like thunder. Thanks to Allah, none of us left the prayer although the bombs fell close to us and we were showered with fragments. Also thanks to Allah, no one was hurt since as a big fragment brushed against the head of Imam Abu Maaz, he had a reflex reaction then continued the prayer. Whenever we reminded him of that, he would laugh and say: “I was adjusting myself so that my neck is cut off for the service of Allah.” Abu Maaz also went to Jalalabad after he visited his parents in Saudi Arabia. He stayed in the city following the battles during which the Mujahidin advanced toward the airport. The progress then stopped and the communists gathered their strength and waged a counter and surprise attack which pushed the Mujahidin back. A few Arabs refused to retreat and Abu Maaz was one of them since he stood with one Arab Mujahid and one Afghan Mujahid in face of an entire army and defended the position on one of the hills in a heroic initiative that is rarely seen. He showed extreme courage and met his Allah as a martyr as it was his wish. May Allah have mercy on his soul, he was extremely pious and loyal. He left his judicial position in Saudi Arabia and chose the dust of the battles. He was dedicated to his calling and fought all the superstitions in a diplomatic way since he never forgot that one day his his Sheikh and professor asked him: “Why are you going to Afghanistan”, he responded: “To conduct jihad”, at which point his Sheikh replied: “Rather jihad and preaching”. 

There was a very odd man with us in this post. His name was Mustaqim and he was 22 years old, of average height and weight and was cross-eyed. Despite that, he always hit the target accurately and had they made a model of courage, it would have been in his image. Maybe this was not about courage, but rather about recklessness. He had spent five years in the Jihad during which he never visited his parents. He was not even an Afghan but a Pakistani from a Pashtu tribe living next to the border. He knew Urdu although his mother tongue was Pashtu and he enjoyed the same habits as the Afghans. He was highly respected because the Mujahidin had great appreciation for courage. Mustaqim was very close to the Arabs because he considered he came to support the Afghans just like the Arabs. For his part, Abu Taha knew Urdu and acted as a translator through whom we learned all that was happening around us in the post. Mustaqim’s weapon from which he never parted was a shoulder-carried 82mm cannon the use of which he mastered. He had a man who carried his ammunition for him and when the operations started, the Mujahidin would bomb the fort from their trench which was only 50 meters away and then hide from the counter attack of the enemy by sitting inside the trench. Our friend however would sit on the edge of the trench and keep shooting despite the heavy bombing of the enemy which targeted him personally. The surprising thing was that he had not been hit until then. One day, while the Mujahidin were hiding in the trench before the operation, he stood up to locate the communist guard who yelled at him: “Where are you from?” Mustaqim responded: “I am a Mujahid. Who are you, you son of a dog?” The guard thus shot at him but Mustaqim did not move or even blink. When the guard was done, he yelled: “Even donkeys shoot better than you. Let me show you how it is done.” He picked up his cannon and the guard disappeared instantly! In addition to his courage, he was funny and always joked around with the Afghans and the Arabs. Whenever he was pleased with the Arabs, he would say: “With Allah’s will, every Arab will conquer, every Pakistani will conquer and every Afghan will be martyred.” When he was upset with us, he would say: “With Allah’s will, every Pakistani will conquer, every Arab will be martyred and every Afghan will be martyred.” When I asked him one day why he had come to the Jihad, I understood that he wanted to marry the daughter of the Sheikh in the village. Her dowry was the Jihad in Afghanistan. What a smart Sheikh! Is someone like Mustaqim prone to stay alive until the end of the Jihad? This confirmed to me that these tribes were still Islamic, anti-atheists and anti-communists, unlike what one might think in light of the leftist and nationalistic tendencies encouraged by Moscow and Kabul. 

Although Mustaqim was more of a Pashtu Afghan than a Pakistani, he was unlike the Afghans pleased with the election of Benazir Bhutto. He used to listen to her speeches on the radio with extreme admiration. We tried to explain to him that she was hostile toward religion and the jihad and his only excuse was that her father was killed unjustly. In reality the Afghans despised the Pakistanis because they elected a woman and they called her Khanazir Bhutto [note from the editor, meaning: Bhutto the pig]. They used to say that had they found a man, they would have elected him and considered that women’s status in Pakistan was extremely decadent, although if you were to compare between women in Pakistan and women in our countries, you would feel that Pakistan was closer to Islam. I saw with my own eyes how the Afghan women respected men. They firstly wore a one piece cloak which was thick and covered their entire body and even their eyes. Even if they saw a man or more on the road, they would bow and turn their heads to the wall at a specific distance until the man passed by before they started walking again. This is of course only seen when they are alone. However, when they have a man with them they do not do that because men are considered to be their protectors. In any case, the Islamic concepts are not well defined among the common Mujahidin, since most of them and especially the Kandaharis loved Daoud although he was the first to introduce the communists and pave the way before their entry. This is due to the fact that the communists turned against him and killed him and his family to implement Marxism. The Afghans considered Daoud to be a martyr and still refer to him as Baba. All our efforts to tell them the truth in this regard went in vain. Mustaqim also faced another odd situation since one day he was riding his bike while completely reassured when an air raid suddenly occurred. A great shell fell next to him, and he flew a long distance, found himself naked with his bike completely destroyed. Yet he was not harmed and he could not believe what had happened to him, returned to the post and immediately sent one of the Mujahidin to the market to buy him three cases of sweets to distribute to the Mujahidin in celebration of his survival. Among the unforgettable Afghan figures was Mullah Muhammad Rassoul, who was twenty years old but destroyed by the war and shattered by all the wounds and the injuries. Therefore, when you saw him you would think he was sixty years old, had been fighting for a long time and had engaged in fierce battles. Despite that, he was fun to be around, knew the principles of the Arabic language and insisted on learning it from us. He never got tired of asking us about the meaning of each word in the Arabic language, but also tried to teach us Pasthu through the poems which he had memorized. Almost all the Afghans knew these poems which spoke about martyrs, the jihad, and the departure away from the parents and the loved ones. One of them said: “The spirit of the martyr leaves this world while his clothes are soiled with blood. When I saw him I said may Allah have mercy on your soul.” Whenever the Afghans heard this chant with its sad tune, they would cry. The Afghans called all poetry: love poetry. Which did not prevent them from having love poetry although they rejected it and believed it was unfit for the Mujahidin. I remember that one day I heard Muhammad Rassoul reciting verses which I condemned and blamed him for but then he assured me they praised the Prophet and not the beloved one. The poem said: “My beloved has black eyes. My beloved is very beautiful.” As for Hanzala’s poem, I never have and never will hear a sweeter poem. It had infatuated the Arabs who taped it on cassette and circulated it from the Ocean to the Gulf. It was unfortunate that I had never heard or read about Hanzala before that although I do love history and especially the history of Islam. The honorable Companion of the Prophet Hanzala, while conducting his marital duties with his bride, was called upon by one of the men of the Prophet who said: “O knights of Allah, head to battle.” He ripped himself from his bride’s arms and rode his horse to catch the Prophet’s brigade. This rush even prevented him from performing the ablution. Following the battle, the Companions checked their martyrs and found Hanzala among them. Amazingly, water was dripping from his body. When they told the Prophet about it, he said: “The angels are washing him, ask his wife about him.” When they asked her, she told them about Hanzala and the Muslims called him “angel wash”. The Afghan poem relates this story with great magnificence and genius. I only remember its first verses which translate as follows: “Come Hanzala. Do not be late for the conquest. Leave the earthly marriage and follow the army of the Prophet.” 

Muhammad Rassoul enjoyed a special status in the post due to his seniority in the Jihad and his mastering of all weapons and cannons although he was almost blind after an RPG shell passed in front of his face and rendered him quasi blind. Despite that, he was a master in the use of mortars. He could not see the lines on the scope and resorted to men who read it to him and implemented his orders by adding three millimeters or two. The Afghans called these scopes ayniki [eyes]. I used to tease him by saying: “You have beautiful eyes and he would think I was admiring his scope”. One day he made me feel his body and I could not find one inch of skin without a metal fragment beneath it. He used to tell me the story of each injury among which was a strange story which happened to him under the Russians during the first jihad. At the time, the Mujahidin were groups of suicide bombers. Muhammad Rassoul snuck one night near a Russian position on the road which they used and as he had expected ten Russian soldiers came joking and laughing. As soon as they were close to him, he rose and pointed his machine gun in their faces. They were so surprised that they froze and he yelled at them: “Sit down! Sit down and put your hands over your heads.” He then shot them all and sent them to hell. Muhammad Rassoul continued with his broken Arabic: “Not all the Russians were killed and one of them was only injured. So, he threw a hand grenade at me and hit me. I responded by throwing a hand grenade at him and all the Russians were then killed.” When Muhammad Rassoul learned that Sadiq was a pilot, he started asking about aircrafts and it turned out he was testing him since his questions were about helicopters which Sadiq knew nothing about. When the latter answered, Muhammad Rassoul shouted: “You are wrong!” Then he started correcting the information while assuring that he saw it with his own eyes. However he became convinced that Sadiq was a pilot and promised him to bring him an aircraft which he would ride with him and fly over Kandahar. He was not kidding since he had previously taken an aircraft and did not know what to do with it. Worried that the Russians might take it back, he blew it up with the Mujahidin and threw it in the big river. Muhammad Rassoul told me that at the beginning of the Jihad, they had no RPGs or anti-tank weapons. So, they used to climb the tanks, close the small glass windows with clay to render the tank completely blind and unable to move. As soon as the soldiers opened the vent, the Mujahidin would throw their hand grenades inside of it if the tank did not surrender by turning its tower backward. In reality, the likes of Muhammad Rassoul are people who were raised on the Jihad, who loved the fight and who kept from getting married due to that. Therefore, the only 28-year old Afghans who were not married yet were from this category of people who engaged in fierce wars and never enjoyed a safe day. Some of them had not seen their parents in years, although they were only a few hours away. The latter included the likes of Muhammad Rassoul, Abdul Razeq the First, Abdul Razeq the Second and Mustaqim. No one however would believe that these giants were deeply sad when the Russians pulled out and no one will ever understand this feeling except for those who have been through the same thing. 

Egypt in the eyes of the Afghans

Most of the Afghans knew Gamal Abd al-Nasser and loved Sadat greatly which is why they liked the Egyptians and preferred them over the rest of the Arabs. The other reason is that Egypt is the country of Al-Azhar from which many of their scholars and judges graduated, such as professor Niyazi, Rabbani, Mujadadi, Mohammadi and Sayyaf. Also, Egypt beat the Mongols, stood up to the crusaders and fought the Jews. History in Afghanistan is not a past but a living present known by the common people and the intellectuals alike. And another reason which may be the most important one behind the love for Egypt in Kandahar in particular is Hamdi. Indeed there is not one Mujahid throughout Kandahar, especially among the veterans, who did not know Hamdi. Therefore, the conversation that was reiterated whenever I went to a new post went as follows:

-
Where do you come from?

-
I am Egyptian

-
Ah from Hamdi’s country? Do you know Hamdi the pilot?

I asked them about this Hamdi and learned his story. He was the first Arab to set foot in Kandahar and maybe the first Arab to ever set foot on the land of the Afghan jihad. At the time, there were no Islamic charities or any Arabs even in Pakistan. Hamdi left the Egyptian army where he served as a combat pilot and joined the Mujahidin at the begging of the Russian invasion. He did not belong to any Islamic group or to any organization and was not even a regular worshiper before he came to Afghanistan. However the nation of Muhammad is filled with good which erupts on any occasion that is worthy of sacrifice. Hamdi left his position, money and prestige and chose a life of depravation and terrible threats. He wore the outfits of the Kandahris, learned their complicated language and followed their Hanafi jurisprudence since he did not have one before. He surpassed them in courage and initiative and they thus appointed him as their leader, becoming a Kandahari commander with all the meaning of the word. He was like the Afghans, since he did not hesitate to hit the Mujahid who disobeyed him. They gave the leaders wide prerogatives. The battles at the time featured the ambushing of military tanks and convoys while these ambushes included a few Mujahidin carrying Kalashnikovs, one carrying an RPG while Hamdi carried a Grinov. They would hide near the road taken by the tanks and whenever one passed by them they came out of their hideouts and destroyed it completely. They had to wait for the tank to be in the right position to hit it with the RPG, but the Kalashnikov carriers were very impatient and so eager that they would come out from hiding, run toward the tanks and shoot at them. This of course ruined everything and forced Hamdi to point his Grinov towards the Mujahidin and threaten he would kill whoever even raised his head before being ordered to attack, knowing he would never has hesitated to carry out the threat. The Mujahidin loved him more than they loved themselves and their children. In Kandahar there was no virtue surpassing courage except following the Hanafi sect and Hamdi combined these two virtues and excelled in them. He was severely hit after having spent four years in battle, when a tank shell fell near him and ripped him to pieces. He was sent for treatment in London and was never heard from again. However his spotless track remained on the minds of the veterans from the generation of Muhammad Rassoul and Abdul Razeq. The Afghans for their part always assumed that all the Egyptians were as courageous as pilot Hamdi and these Egyptians were often up to those expectations. Another coincidence was that the Egyptians who fought in Kandahar were extremely tall and the Kandaharis thought that all the Egyptians and the grandsons of the Pharaohs were giants. They believed that the Egyptians were the most beautiful people on earth because Yusuf, peace be upon him, came from Egypt, while each young man hoped he could marry an Egyptian girl. Although they saw Egyptian faces like mine, they never changed their minds. Their perception of Gamal Abd al-Nasser was that he was an Islamic leader, a hero who beat the British and the French in Port Saed and deterred the war of the Jews. We did not find it hard to correct this picture since they knew he enjoyed tight relations with Russia. It was enough for us to say to them he was a friend of the Russians to convince them he was no good. Sheikh Sayyaf mentioned that the Afghan tribes were provoked by the news regarding the 1967 defeat, rebelled, besieged Kabul, entered it and asked the government to send the army and the recruits to the war with the Jews. They surrounded the Egyptian embassy and started yelling in demand of visas to go fight the Jews. This is when the embassy’s tea boy came out and told them that Egypt did not need their services. Sheikh Sayyaf saw this with his own eyes. In Sadat’s case, we found it extremely difficult to convey the real picture to the Mujahidin for several reasons, firstly because he ousted the Russians from Egypt, and this is a great action in the Afghans’ viewpoint, secondly because he retaliated for the 1967 defeat and vanquished the Jews in the 1973 October War, thirdly because he provided the Mujahidin with massive quantities of arms, ammunition and supported them on the international level, and fourthly because they believed he was Hanafi and that this was the reason behind his support. I will never forget how one of the leaders got mad because I criticized martyr Sadat who was as he said Hanafi without whom “we would still be fighting with stones and daggers”. In reality Sadat had provided the Mujahidin with valuable military aid at the most critical time and the Mujahidin had not seen mortars, RPGs, Grinovs, light machine guns or Sakr missiles except when Sadat offered them these arms. However, they could not understand the motives behind this aid, since back then Sadat was suffering a lethal Arab and Islamic isolation because of the peace agreement he signed with the Jews. Indeed Egypt had been ousted from the Arab League and the Islamic Conference Organization and most of the states severed their diplomatic relations with it. Sadat wanted to break this isolation by any means necessary and he was also undoubtedly against communism and the Soviet Union out of love and infatuation for America and the West. The policy of openness toward the West generated the hostility of the Egyptian leftists, Nasserites and nationalists and made them conspire against him. Russia and the socialist countries encouraged the campaign targeting Sadat and severed their relations with him. He thus found himself in the midst of internal and external hostilities with the socialist powers. Therefore, it was natural for him to condemn the Russian invasion and colonization of the weak populations. Certainly Sadat did not send one bullet to the Mujahidin before getting the green light from America. Moreover America might have been the one that ordered him to send this aid because it strongly condemned the Russian invasion out of concern for its interests in the region and hoped that the Russians would learn a lesson in Afghanistan, similar to the one it learned in Vietnam. No matter how much we tried to explain this to the Afghans we always failed, while our strongest argument was that Sadat was not governing with Islam, obstructing the Shari’a and defending the Jews and the Americans. We never dared tell them that the Islamic groups were the ones that assassinated Sadat. In reality, Egypt considered this issue to be highly lucrative and started selling the arms and ammunition to the Mujahidin after they used to be given for free. Moreover, it even started selling them to the communist government and we always took Egyptian arms and ammunition from communist positions since they were engraved with the expression: the plant of Shoubra al-Kheima and the Arab manufacturing committee. The idea of getting killed in this distant place with bullets manufactured next to my home was not comforting. The Afghans for their part were proud that a Muslim people was making these weapons since the Kalashnikov made in Egypt was more efficient than its Chinese, Czech or Yugoslav counterparts and not that different from the Russian. After one or two rounds of shooting, the Chinese Kalashnikov and its likes would heat up and the iron would expand, which diminished the momentum of the shot that would fall a few meters away from the shooter. As for the Russian and Egyptian weapons, they never heated up regardless of the rounds of bullets that were shot and during the distribution of the spoils, they were treated equally. The Egyptian mortars were also better than the Chinese, although the light machine guns made in Egypt were mediocre to the point where the Afghans called them diwana, i.e. the crazy one, because they kept shooting whether we pulled the trigger or not. 

Frenchmen

Foreign journalists and correspondents from all nationalities were roaming Afghanistan and the only question they asked as thought they had all agreed on it was the following: What will you do after the independence? The Afghans hated non-Muslim foreigners in an unprecedented way and considered them to be morally and physically decadent infidels. Mullah Shirin commented on the presence of French journalists with sorrow and bitterness saying: “We used to kill them until they came up with this safety invention”, since journalists used to carry safety papers signed by one of the leaders of the parties, although they were not always spared. The Afghans did not differentiate between the European nationalities. They were all English and any blond person was either Russian or English. They only knew the populations which had invaded them or the ones which they had invaded. One day, a Japanese journalist came to us and he extremely admired the Afghans whom he may have perceived as being an extension of the Japanese samurai. He was praying with them when Abut Taha asked him: “Are you Muslim?” he said: “No, but I will study Islam when I come back”. He was surprised by the presence of the Arabs and even more surprised by the fact that their emir was Indian, so Abu Taha explained to him that Islam did not know nationalistic segregation and added that such segregation was prohibited by the Prophet. This Japanese journalist was polite and respectful, unlike the French journalists who smoked heavily, despised the Mujahidin, and wanted to trigger strife between the Arabs and the Afghans by accusing the Arabs of being Wahhabis. The Afghans would have killed them had the Arabs not protected them. They spoke with Sadiq because he knew French. There was once a journalist and a photographer who were terrified and would jump whenever a shell fell near us. When an aircraft shell fell closer than usual the journalist yelled and dropped on his rear end which made the Afghans burst out laughing. When the Frenchman learned that Sadiq was a Tunisian pilot, he was surprised about how he could live in these destroyed homes and between these savages, promising to get him political asylum in France and to get him a good job. Sadiq laughed at him and said:

- Here, I am the happiest man on earth and I do not want your whole world.

The Frenchmen asked:

- Why are you so infatuated by this war?

- Because God is fighting with the Mujahidin and supporting their victory. 

At this point, the Frenchman laughed and said: 

- Had it not been for the French Milan missiles and the American Stinger missiles, you would not have won and the Russians would not have pulled out so do not bring God into this.

-While coming to this center did you see the giant shells? Did you not notice that those which hit the target did not explode and that the ones that missed it exploded?

-The Russian manufacturing is not good.

When the Frenchmen asked the traditional question regarding what we will do following the establishment of the Islamic state, Sadiq said: “We will engage in the jihad for Allah and invade the whole world”. The cigarette fell from the Frenchman’s mouth who became extremely terrified and started reiterating the expressions of peaceful coexistence and neighborly feelings as though he was begging us not to. We are like lions that were raised with sheep, unaware that they were feared. The Frenchmen laughed and I do not think he ever thought about repeating this experience again.

The soldiers surrender.

Due to the intensive pressures exerted on the fort, a soldier or two would come every couple of days to surrender, although the communists took away the soldiers’ shoes to prevent them from running away. Therefore all the escapees had to walk barefoot on thorns for a long distance while showered with bullets. Despite these measures the surrender operations did not stop. One day a tall bulky soldier came to us after having come up with a funny way to escape. He hid a pair of light rubber shoes under his clothes, and during his guard shift, he took his weapon and escaped. Usually the soldiers surrendered their weapons to the Mujahidin since they always carried arms which they offered us thinking that this obligatory present was a condition for their safety. The Mujahidin for their part treated them very generously, by giving them civilian clothes and a turban and letting them know they were safe. There is no doubt that the Afghans are honorable rivals and that the Arabs cannot compete with them in that. The Afghans offered those who surrendered to fight with them but they usually preferred to go to Pakistan. One of them from the northern state of Samanjan, assured us that he used to be a Mujahid but that the military police arrested him while he was visiting his parents and recruited him. Since then he had been awaiting the opportunity to escape, mentioning the names of some Arabs who were engaged with him in the jihad in the North. He assured the Mujahidin that during the first days of the invasion, he killed seven Russians among men and women while they were responding to nature’s call in a destroyed site. The funny thing was that this soldier only knew Persian and that the present Afghans did not. Therefore one of the Arabs who served in the North acted as a translator between Afghans! 

Two soldiers also arrived barefoot with RPGs and Kalashnikovs. They assured us that they killed the officers, broke into the weapons warehouse and carried a large number of arms. However they grew tired of carrying them and got rid of them on the road. This story was confirmed by the spies of the Mujahidin later on. The soldiers spent days removing the thorns from their swollen feet. And the odd thing was that these thorns did not damage the feet of the Kandaharis who were more afraid for their shoes from clay, and thus took them off and walked barefoot on the thorns without them going through their thick skin. One of the surrendering soldiers was surprised to learn that there were Arabs among the Mujahidin. He said: “So what we were told is true”. This soldier was a big poppy user and asked for some from the Mujahidin. They explained to him with a lot of patience that they were Muslim Mujahidin fighting for Allah and they did not use this stuff. He was extremely surprised and asked while raising one eye brow and lowering the other: “Is poppy prohibited?” He then tried to get on the Arabs’ good side by telling us: “Long live Saddam Hussein”, the Arabs yelled back: “Saddam Hussein is an infidel”, to which he quickly replied: “Long live Imam Khomeini”, to which the Arabs responded: “Khomeini is a Shiia infidel”. The poppy user was extremely puzzled and asked: “So whom do you support?” Another soldier came while carrying a large sum of money which he had saved from his salary throughout the years he spent in the army, since regular recruits earned high salaries which were offered to them to join. Normally this money is not taken away by the Mujahidin. Yet, they asked him to give it to them and when he hesitated they explained to him they were afraid that someone might take it from him on his way to Pakistan. They thus promised to give him a receipt which he could cash in from the party’s office in Quetta. Certainly he was in no position to object and I doubted that he would ever take one Rupee back from this large sum and so did he. As for the treatment of the detainees, it was completely different. If the battle cost the Mujahidin martyrs, they would kill as many detainees. However, if the position is conquered without martyrs, they would use the detainees to conduct hard labor then release them after a year or two based on their behavior in detention. If the detainee is an officer or a pilot they would exchange him with prisoners from the Mujahidin and if the detainee is a member of the communist party, he is inevitably killed regardless of his grade unless he can be exchanged with important commanders or Arabs. The Afghans treated their prisoners so well that the Arabs were always mad at them. Indeed, they would eat with them, drink with them, wash their hands before the meals, clothes them and let them roam freely. What was even amazing was that they put their names on the night guard shifts and sleep while the detainees guarded them with weapons in their hands. More strangely, they would not hesitate to kill them after all that. Not everything in Afghanistan can be understood. The communist government for its part refused to exchange Arab detainees except for Russians or pilots. Strangely, they exchanged living detainees with the corpses of pilots while completely disregarding the ordinary soldiers and refusing to exchange them for Mujahidin even if it was one hundred soldiers in exchange for one Mujahid.

Panic at night.

We once woke up after midnight to the sound of a loud voice shouting at the Mujahidin that the tanks were coming. Indeed their loud sound resonated from afar and the Mujahidin jumped from their sleep each grabbed his weapon and headed to face the tanks by the river which they had started to cross. They thus showered the tanks with shells, forcing them to turn around and give up fighting with the believers after Allah offered them victory. One of the Mujahidin came back wounded and carried on the shoulders. His injury was very serious after he was burnt in the stomach, thighs and genitals. He was shivering from pain but not one sound of complaint came out of his mouth because that would have been shameful not only for him but also for his post, village and tribe. He did not allow any of the Afghans to help him and wanted this task to be carried out by an Arab. However, none of us knew first-aid and Abu Taha assigned me to do this job. I had no other choice. The site was hideous and his pain was certainly unbearable, so I hoped I would be injured in any way expect being burned. On another day, a Mujahid returned from an operation with a bullet in his thigh which they took out with a sharp blade without any anesthetic or pain killers. His body was shivering from pain but he was smiling. Either these people are not humans like us, or they have a will of steel. The wound was then cleaned with an anesthetic and covered up, then the man stood up limping a little and no one found that this called for his dispatch to the clinic in the back lines. 

Quetta again.

During those days the clouds of strife between the Arabs and the Afghans were gathering on the horizon against the backdrop of the Wahhabi accusations still being cast against us by Najib the bull and the ill-intentioned scholars affiliated with him. This was also the case of the London radio which was heard by all the Afghans because it related the details of the battles in Persian and Pashtu on a daily basis and the voice of America radio, Monte Carlo, and the agents whom Najib had placed in the ranks of the Mujahidin. Najib claimed he had ousted the Russians and that he was now fighting the Arab Wahhabis and the Muslim brotherhood (Hekmatiar- Rabbani- Sayyaf) in defense of the great Hanafi sect. I will never forget the day we took over communist positions and found that the soldiers had left behind alcohol, nude pictures, Russian books and communist partisan newspapers. We also found another thing which would never have occurred to us: a large book headlined ‘Al-jihad is a duty’. I was extremely surprised and thought that it belonged to a believer soldier who covered up his faith. However, when I went through the book I saw that it was filled with the expression ‘infidel Wahhabis’, as it seemed that the conspiracy was starting to bear its fruits. Another annoying thing happened with Sadiq losing his weapon, thus rendering our position extremely awkward since weapons in Afghanistan were extremely precious. We wanted to go to Pakistan to get weapons from the party to give them to the commander instead of the lost one. This commander was Ismail Khan, who previously had pity on us and brought us back in the car without including us in the operation. He was in Quetta at the time. When we met him and told him what had happened, his face turned red. We thought he was mad then it turned out that he was ashamed and started apologizing to us saying that this was due to a petty thief and explaining that the leaders did not know what was in the hearts of the Mujahidin to see whether they were truthful or hypocrites. When we told him we were willing to pay for the Kalashnikov, he strongly rejected our offer by saying: “Most of what we have in our hands in terms of weapons was given by you. You have left your fathers, your women, and your world behind and came from a far away land to defend us and fight with us. We would give you our lives and those of our children”. In reality we had not seen a sweeter and more loyal man than this Mullah Ismail throughout Afghanistan. He had a calm face, filled with purity and piousness and he met his Allah as a martyr only a few months after that day. The Arabs were deeply sad and what was noticeable was that all the martyrs were the best men and I could swear I never saw a martyr except from the best men around with everyone’s recognition, since the martyr’s ethics entail extreme strength. We thus knew the ones who will be martyred before the beginning of the battle from the glow on the face and the divine lights radiating from their eyes. 

Sheikh Akil

I was extremely surprised when I knocked on the door of the Arabs’ guest house at the Ittihad Party and Assadullah opened the door. We hugged for a while. The last information I had of him was that he returned to Peshawar to join Al-Qaeda while in reality he did not leave Kandahar during that period and served in the post of Mullah Abdul Razeq under the command of Muhammad Ayoub Agha. We were very pleased with this unexpected meeting and pledged never to part again regardless of the reasons. He related to me the quasi legends about the post of Abdul Razeq which I saw daily from the mountain, how it was a mere dozen meters away from the enemy and how combat was ongoing in it day and night. Assadullah had come to get blankets and clothes and bring them back with him to his post from Sheikh Akil, the director of the Saudi Red Crescent in Quetta and the man in charge of the Holy Mecca Hospital specializing in the treatment of wounded Afghans. Sheikh Akil had massive financial capabilities which I do not know whether they came from the budget of the Red Crescent or from donations. What was important was that he offered a great deal of aid to the Mujahidin on the front. Sheikh Akil was a person worthy of contemplation since he had a strong character and yet he would appear to be modest to you most of the time. He is a good administrator, feared by those who work with him despite his young age since he was not over forty. He undoubtedly hoped that the Mujahidin would come out victorious but all that he cared about was the calling in which he believed and which he tried to spread with insistence and perseverance. He thus gave based on the extent of the acceptance of the Salafi calling. Certainly the Calling and Jihad Party led by Mawlay Jamil al-Rahman earned the greatest share of this aid, but although all the Mujahidin from the different parties got something from him, they did not love him. In their opinion, he was undoubtedly Wahhabi. I personally sensed how some party officials complained about him because he disregarded them and directly dealt with the Mujahidin on the fronts by giving them cars, trucks and money which encouraged the small leaders to neglect the orders of the party and maybe even defy them while relying on their own sources of funding. They also believed that these funds were being spent by the Mujahidin on commodities, thus expanding the transportation means and buying more food and clothes whereas they would have been better spent on the purchase of arms and ammunition through the party. Moreover, the party could allocate the supplies to the different regions based on their military importance which changed from time to time. I personally supported this view. In any case Assadullah had gotten what he wanted from Sheikh Akil if not more, due to the audacity he had to ask for something and insist on it with enthusiasm. The Sheikh undoubtedly admired him and gave him large quantities of heavy blankets, thick coats, military boots, dried dates, medicine, religious books and luxurious Korans which the wise among the Afghans were eager to get. As for the common elements, they were suspicious because these Korans did not carry the names of Allah at the end as it was usually the case in the Afghan ones. All these things which we spent a lot of time gathering and arranging filled a large truck, but the Sheikh did not settle for that and gave him 8000 Rupees so that he could get married because one of the Afghans admired the courage of Assadullah and promised to give him his sister in marriage unlike what the Afghans and especially the Kandaharis usually did since they always refused to marry their women to someone from outside the tribe, let alone to someone from outside of Afghanistan. This showed how much they respected the virtue of courage and the level reached by Assaddullah in this area. 

Nasrallah Kaka.

Before leaving Quetta, Benazir Bhutto had settled in the presidency of the state and allowed the return of Mahmud Khan, the communist who was sent to exile by Zia ul-Haq and who is considered the uncontested leader of the Balochistan province, fighting for independence from Pakistan to establish the state of Balochistan based on Marxist principles. The man had a strong and organized party with a wide popular base and closely cooperated with Najib’s Afghan government. He always caused problems for the Afghan Mujahidin and immigrants. In any case, this wretched man headed a strong movement upon his return in support of Najib and the ousting of the Afghans from the province and the liquidation of all Islamic parties. He staged loud demonstrations all around Quetta and organized popular conferences and strikes to see to it that his demands are met. However Allah has soldiers which he only knows about and we saw the emergence of Nasrallah Kaka (Kaka means uncle from the father’s side and Mama means uncle from the mother’s side and they are common titles in this country since we know the names Haji Mama and Muhammad Kaka). The latter led the Jamma Islamiya group in the Balochistan Province and responded to Mahmud Khan’s campaigns with similar ones, thus staging loud demonstrations which roamed the streets of Quetta while carrying green banners on which the expression “There is no God but Allah” was written, as well as slogans praising the Islamic rule and condemning communism and atheism. These demonstrations were concluded with a wide popular conference to which senior Islamic figures were invited to deliver speeches on this occasion. Moreover, an exhibition was held for the pictures of the Afghan jihad and the tragedies of the wounded and the handicapped attended by delegations representing several populations who suffered persecution or conducted jihad, including delegations from Kashmir, Kurdistan and Iraq. I attended the conference as a viewer along with Abu Zer the Libyan Kandahari who knew Nasrallah Kaka very well. When the latter asked him to deliver a speech on behalf of the Libyan people who are suffering from communism, he apologized elegantly but put me in trouble. They were speaking in Pashtu which I had only vaguely learned and since Abu Zer wanted to elude the deliver of the speech, he told him: “My friend Abu Jaafar the Egyptian is an excellent orator and ready to deliver a speech now”. Nasrallah smiled at me and shook my hand and I thought that Abu Zer had just introduced us. In reality he had told me that I would be speaking right after the current speech. For my part, I shook his hand in consent while still thinking it was an ordinary introduction. A few minutes later I was surprised to see him introducing me as the next speaker, so I looked at Abu Zer, found a malicious smile on his face and understood what had happened. I had no problem with delivering a speech and stood on the podium with an interpreter by my side. I had come face to face with an audience several times during the Friday sermon and this was not new to me. I realized that the topic was communism and the fact that it was not a good thing and had studied communism at the university as an economic theory. I thus delivered a purely scientific speech and undermined the theory from its foundation by using examples of failed communist experiences in all locations. I then talked about Afghanistan and how communism was defeated in it economically, politically, militarily and intellectually and how Russia was forced to withdraw with its head between its tail before the steadfastness of the Mujahidin, the believers and unifiers. Nasrallah extremely admired my speech and asked me to join him on the tours he was planning on conducting in the cities of the province, but I apologized to him saying I only knew Arabic, to which he said that they would translate my words. I told him that I would not replace the jihad with anything and he asked me to think about it. Following the conference the students of the party presented a satirical play mocking the Russian army and the government of collaboration. At the end of the play, the Mujahidin raided the stage where the Russians and the agents were drinking and fornicating, at which point the attendees started rooting and applauding. The conference had an unprecedented success. Unfortunately, this Mahmud Khan did not settle for words and demonstrations and had a strong militia of extremist communist recruits which fought the Mujahidin in Afghanistan and might have been one of the factors behind the delay that affected the conquering of Kandahar. Apparently Najib had promised the Baloch in Afghanistan self-determination while the motto which they wrote on their tanks and cannons was: “Either a country or a coffin”. I do not know whether they wrote it with blood or with red paint but in any case the Mujahidin always forced them towards the second option.

Legendary leader Abdul Razeq.

Our preparations were soon completed and we packed our luggage in an old car from the post of Muhammad Ayoub Agha along with the brother of the commander, his deputy and a number of Arab and Afghan Mujahidin. I rode in the front cabin with the deputy commander because I had an acute headache while the rest rode in the back over the numerous bags. We took off at dawn and reached the border city of Jaman which is pronounced Shaman around three hours later. We crossed the Pakistani checkpoints after a symbolic search and returned to Afghanistan once again. Right at the border, we saw the tanks of the Mujahidin with their Islamic flags and their towers pointed toward the Pakistani border as though saying to them: we have a state and a government, a border and an army. These tanks were affiliated with the great commander Abdul Samad whom I will meet later on. We continued driving in our old car. It was winter time and the floods obstructed the road every now and then and swallowed large trucks most of the time. Thanks to Allah we arrived safely to the center a little after midnight. I was extremely exhausted and after we were welcomed, we headed to the room allocated to the Arabs and fell in a deep sleep. In the morning, the Afghans unloaded the car under the supervision of Assadullah who insisted that all the goods be allocated to the other posts as well. He thus divided the blankets, the shoes and everything else based on the number of fighters in each post and sent a message to the latter posts to come and pick up their share. Abdul Razeq came from his advanced center when he learned about Assadullah’s presence. I could not believe it when Assadullah told me that this person was Abdul Razeq whom I had always heard about. He wore clothes which were in limbs, was barefoot and his white turban was almost black from dirt. This was extremely unusual since the Afghans always took care of their looks, always wore beautiful clean clothes and always combed their hear. You will never find an Afghan without a mirror on him to check himself up from time to time. Not only that, Abul Razeq’s hair was frizzy and filthy and all sorts of flees and bugs were playing around in his small beard. He was skinny, of average height, had a very pale face that was a little dark but I could not tell whether it was him or the dirt. Nonetheless, despite this look, he carried a great heart stronger than rocks, a will of steel which never caved before the great difficulties, and great intelligence seen in his deep dark eyes. I was destined to live with this wondrous leader for three months during which I saw the utmost heroism, legendary courage, convoys of martyrs, limbs of the wounded, the good doings of the honest and the betrayal of the hypocrite. I saw the drive of the patient and the escape of the terrorized. We carried the equipment we had left and headed out to his advanced post where we were received by a number of Arabs who included Abu Tamim the Egyptian, Ismail the Egyptian, Abu Ayoub the Algerian, Abu Dajana the Algeria, Sayyaf the Egyptian, and Abu Dajana the Yemeni among others. There were around twenty Arabs from all nationalities while there were no more than ten Afghans. The position of the Mujahidin was in a very strange location since it was considered to be inside the border of the city, in an area whose houses had been completely destroyed by the bombing and the battles. We were a few meters away from the enemy, only separated by a street. This was in the suburb of Malajat or as they pronounce it Mala Jat. No one can imagine the violence of the bombing which hit such a dangerous position. However, the aircrafts could not bomb us since we were too close to the enemy and these planes could not differentiate between us and them, since the location was extremely narrow. But apart from the aircrafts, we were continuously showered with the shells of all sorts of lethal weapons, tanks, heavy artillery and heavy Russian mortars which they called Gerni i.e. the mountainous and the Zikoyak whose massive shots penetrated our rooms through the walls. There were also the Dachaka, the Mila, and the machine guns operating day and night. Going back to these days I am amazed by how we could sleep in the midst of all this terror. The shell fell in the heart of our post and a few meters away from us, often hitting its target. A few days before we had arrived, a shell hit one of the rooms and detonated all the mines and ammunition in it. Thanks to Allah the room was empty and no one was hurt. Another shell removed half of the kitchen’s sealing, a third destroyed the ablution well and a fourth went through the roof while we were eating but did not explode thanks to Allah. The rooms in which we hid were not fortified. They were ordinary clay rooms, with fifteen-centimeter thick clay ceilings. The only fortified room was the weapons room although this fortification did not protect it from tank shells and heavy artillery. In short, we were a group of suicide bombers led by a reckless commander. Our position was four hundred meters away from the enemy while the operation trenches were only thirty meters away. As for the post, it was an abandoned house featuring a number of rooms with a yard in the middle. The distance separating the post from the enemy included destroyed homes which were part of the city. The enemy for its part surrounded this area of influence of ours from three sides. We were in the center of the enemy position, even in the center of the city because the headquarters of the Wali and the government of the province were behind us. Certainly these headquarters were well fortified and used as a military position. They were several floors high and the shuts emerging from them and the ones hitting them were countless. Moreover we were a few steps away from the sports stadium which was also turned into a military position. As for the radio building, it was quite prominent and featured a high building with the camps of the military intelligence right beneath it. Across the street of death, we faced large fortifications which hosted soldiers and skilled shooters, backed by an army unit and the intensive presence of the military intelligence. In the North, there were high mountains carrying positions for the enemy as well as cannons which always targeted us. We were so close that we spoke to the enemy soldiers and they spoke to us, that we insulted them and they insulted us, we killed them and they killed us. Not one week went by without bidding a martyr farewell and since the majority of the Mujahidin were Arabs, so were the martyrs. There were two types of operations: the shooting went on all day, while the big clashes erupted after sunset. The night shifts carried a special importance because this place had a dangerous precedent. It was the position of Commander Abdul Latif who was accompanied by a few dozen men. There was a traitor between them who put sleeping pills in their food and took the night shift. When the enemy soldiers snuck in, he showed them the location of the Mujahidin who were sound asleep and killed them with axes so as to avoid the sound of bullets. This place remained vacant for a period of time, until Abdul Razeq came with his men to continue the task. Therefore he would not settle for one guard and always put two on opposite sides while switching them every hour. For their part, the Mujahidin slept with their arms and ammunition next to them, ready to deter any attack by night.

Sheikh Babou.                  

In addition to the two guards, there was a man over sixty whom we called Sheikh Babou. He was also an odd character, tall, skinny with prominent features. This man did not sleep during the night and did not eat from the food of the Mujahidin unless he cooked it himself. If not, he would wait several hours after we ate to make sure nothing happened to us then eat. He roamed around the center and near the enemy all night, carrying his weapon and shooting from time to time while talking to the soldiers, either to curse them or to call on them to adopt Islam. This aimed at achieving many goals. He was saying to the enemy that we were alert, thus giving them the impression that the Mujahidin were present and deployed in all the areas of influence in order to prevent them from sneaking up on us and mining our advanced trenches and shooting sites. He would also watch the guard so that he does not sleep or does not miss his watch at the right time. Furthermore, he mined the roads leading to the post then raised these mines at dawn. His calls and shouts against the soldiers still resonate in my ear: “You communists, you infidels, you Russians, you sellers of the nation.” They would respond to him, curse at him and accuse of being an agent to America and a Wahhabi. He would thus remind them of history and religion and try to instigate their faith. If they were not affected by his talk, he would immediately change his tone and call them the soldiers of the devil, thus provoking them to shoot at him and waste their ammunition. One day he fired several shots toward them to provoke them, but when they responded mildly, he yelled: “Why are you not shooting are you out of ammunition?” The shots and rockets began showering him from all sides while Sheikh Babou could not stop laughing. He had a store in the city which he would go to every two or three weeks, open it for a few days then come back with information and news. Sheikh Babou spent his life in the army under the King and under Daoud before he retired. He showed me a certificate proving that, which is why he enjoyed the respect and appreciation of the soldiers in the city. They saluted him whenever he passed by and he even had friends who were officers. One day he returned to the post along with one of these officers. He usually carried his arms until he got near the entrance of the city, buried them and entered as a peaceful citizen to open his store. When this officer asked him for a quantity of poppy, he told him that it was free in Malajat and that any quantity he wanted was a gift from him. He made him think that he was planting poppy outside the city. Therefore, this officer whose name was Ghafur came to get his fix. Of course he left the city in civilian clothes and when Sheikh Babou reached the area where he had hid his weapons, he excused himself under the pretext that he needed to respond to nature’s call. He took out the arms he had buried and led him to the post at gun point after he took away his revolver. The officer remained a hostage in the center for several months during which he claimed to have returned to the right path until he earned the sympathy of the Arabs who started giving him money and equipment from time to time, although Abdul Razeq had reservations. However, he himself treated the detainee very well, brought him hot water to the bath and maybe even washed his hands before eating. The Mujahidin who gathered around the food carpet would test him and disregard the arms present close to them until they were reachable for him. They even put his name on the night shifts. One morning they took all the tools and money he had and led him outside the post, and when the Arabs inquired as to why, Abdul Razeq told them they were taking him to court. Of course Abdul Razeq’s court was the Kalashnikov!

Precious catch.

On my first day in this post we went out in the morning with Abdul Razeq who divided us between different sniper groups. Each group had to monitor the places overlooking the streets of the city. The majority of the passersby were soldiers although there were women, children as well as civilian and military vehicles just like in Pakistan. The sniper group was supposed to hide very well and monitor the road behind the enemy position so that the RPG carrier and the remaining elements of the ambush would strike any tank, armored vehicle or military vehicle then run to the trenches until the enemy’s response calmed down before resuming the attacks again throughout the day. Whenever a soldier or several soldiers appeared the machine gun carriers would attack or sometimes even target them with RPGs. Assadullah and I were in the same group as Abdul Razeq and the location he chose for us was a dozen meters away from the sports stadium. The stadium was fortified with sandbags and concealed sniper soldiers. On our right stood the headquarters of the Wali which were extremely fortified, while separated from the stadium by an empty yard overlooking a street around seven hundred meters away. This position was extremely dangerous since it was not fortified and we could only hide behind a one-meter high wall, most of which was destroyed. The soldiers knew that this was our shooting location which was a dozen meters away from them. In front of us a bit to the left, there were enemy positions in the stadium, on our left the enemy positions at the beginning of the street of death while the headquarters of the Wali stood on our right. In order to increase the challenge, Abdul Razeq planted a long white flag with the slogan of the Islamic Union Party and the expression there is no God but Allah written on it. The flag was filled with holes caused by the bullets but remained standing and pointing toward the sky. A trench was dug and covered with tree leaves, clay and rocks behind our dangerous shooting position. We would resort to it after each strike until the situation calmed down, then sneak up to the wall again and monitor the road. This was my first day in the post and it was my best day ever. We brought dried dates and the tea tools in preparation for a long day but returned two hours later because we had accomplished something which made Abdul Razeq – who is never convinced- become convinced that this was enough for the day. We had killed five soldiers, one after the other. When the first soldier crossed that street we showered him with bullets until he dropped in the middle of the road. Then we ran to the trenches for about ten minutes until the bombing calmed down and returned to the same position. The reactions of the passersby who saw the corpse laying on the ground were very different and some ran away yelling, without giving us time to shoot them. The second one we killed was a soldier driving his bicycle. He stopped to check the corpse and met the same fate. We hid again and when we returned there were two soldiers trying to carry the corpses but were shot by the shells of righteousness and collapsed next to their companions. At this point we were facing a fierce and violent bombing which lasted a long time. One of the mortar shells fell near the entrance of the trench and almost destroyed it over our heads. The Zikoyak and the Dummilla kept showering the region until they thought we left the location because we usually used the same position once and twice at the most on the same day before moving to another. However Abdul Razeq rendered the first corpse a bait with which he hunted the others and did not wish to leave except with a precious catch. We snuck up again to the wall and sat to watch the road. At one point I turned to the soldier wearing a metal helmet and sitting in the stadium fortification and I was extremely surprised because we were in his range, about twenty meters away from him, and he was a first class sniper. Why did he not hit us when we stood up to shoot? In reality they were cowards and they feared that the shooting would be directed at them. They thus hid until we stopped then showered the rocks behind which we were standing with bullets. An unfortunate man was so stupid he stood watching the corpses in astonishment and was torn apart by our shots. Abdul Razeq was so pleased and satisfied and believed I brought him good luck. We returned without making tea as I had hoped we would and when our companions at the post learned about this outcome, they were so pleased and began mocking the stupidity of the soldiers while the bombs were falling all around us without anyone caring.      

Sniping and routine clashes

Only a few days after I had arrived, I became accustomed to the place and even became used to the ongoing bombings. Assadullah and I formed a group and we were given freedom of action by the commander. I used to carry my RPG which I had spent long hours fixing while Assadullah carried a Kalashnikov. We would go out in the morning to take sniping positions in very dangerous places that no other Mujahid would dare settle in. The positions were not protected by any trenches since after all, Assadullah was very reckless and it was as though he was defying death. I knew through my own experience that there was no use in trying to reason with him which is probably why he loved taking me with him on his tours. One situation that I will never forget took place while we were passing through a very dangerous area but perfect for snipping positions. We chose a wall that covers the death road where the military vehicles and the civilians alike passed by. So we both dug a hole in that wall and Assadullah was able to point his Kalashnikov while I took another position that allowed me to use my RPG. Suddenly a tank stopped in the middle of the road, and a soldier in civilian clothes emerged from it. Assadulah whispered to me to fire my RPG, but I told him he might be a civilian. He said: “Hit him! I can assure you that he is not.” The problem was that a group of other civilians were gathering around the tank so I told Assadullah: “They are Muslims”, at which point he shouted as if he was going to lose his mind: “Why don’t they immigrate?” Soon after, his saying became well known all around the Kandahar area among the Arab Mujahidin!

The Mujahidin used to go out at sunset headed by Abdul Razeq, thus leaving the post empty expect from a couple of men who would guard it. Abdul Razeq used to divide us into groups to be deployed on the front line facing the enemy forces. The men had Kalashnikovs, RPGs and PM cannons. The mortars were all run by the Arabs who were in charge of choosing the targets and firing the shells. We also had a couple of 122mm cannons that were under the direct control of Abdul Razeq, and whenever he used one of them to launch a shell, it meant that the attack had started. The clashes would last an hour after which we would go back to our positions. This was the daily routine I used to watch from the mountain in the past while wishing I could take part in it. From afar, it looked splendid, but once I became part of the attack I felt it was a routine operation. After all, we were facing strong fortifications in which only a handful of soldiers were positioned. We were not protected by any trenches or fortifications and were rarely hit, so what would the case of the soldiers? The emir of the Arabs in our post was called Abu Tamim the Egyptian. He was a tall young man from Alexandria although his family was originally from Upper-Egypt. He was very funny and friendly and always tried to dissuade Abdul Razeq from proceeding with some of his military plans but to no avail. He also tried to tone down Assadullah’s enthusiasm without any success. The latter was a very honest man, but would get angry in no time. The clash between both men took place when Abu Tamim tried to forbid Assadullah from performing the prayer on the roof of the house in which we were positioned. The latter only liked to recite the prayer on the roof where he could easily be spotted by the enemy forces who were only 250 meters away from us as if he was telling them: kill me! They would fire at him and the bullets would pass over his head while he continued as if nothing had happened. They even used him to know the exact distance that they should be adopting to fire at us with all kinds of shells. When Abu Tamim told him this was the last time he recited the Koran from the rooftop, Assadullah lost his temper and told him: “My emir is Abdul Razeq and not you”. When Abu Tamim found out that both Assadullah and Abdul Razeq were not listening to him he preferred to leave the post altogether and fight elsewhere. Although we spent a short period of time with him, but still he was an unforgettable man. He was specialized in the 122mm and PM cannons. He taught me how to use both and even how to carry the 122mm cannon that was usually carried by two men on my own. That is why they called me the acrobat, a nickname they gave to the powerful and adventurous men. When I was injured later on and when Abu Tamim learned about my injury, he rushed to the hospital although he was in Jalalabad. He abandoned the front and preferred to be my companion and only left me after he was ordered to go to Khost since preparations were being made to attack the city. At the hospital, he not only took care of me but also of all the Mujahidin who were with me. Later on, Abu Tamim became a very important figure and leader in the military wing of Al-Qaeda, and I also learned that he became a professor teaching the recruits on the PM cannon. At last Khost was liberated and I am sure that it was partly due to him.

Our position in Kandahar was one of the most important positions on the battle front, and all the Mujahidin would come to it seeking martyrdom. Every day two or three men would come equipped with weapons and ammunition and ask Abdul Razeq to join him and be under his command. He would welcome them in open arms and take them with him on the spot on combat missions. Thus our position became more prominent than it really was, since the enemy had huge shooting power while our position contained no more than twenty men. Abdul Razeq used to keep a letter that he had received from the army commander in Kandahar. This important general wrote to him saying: “Great and honored leader Abdul Razeq Khan, please stop firing at us and we will pay you whatever amount of money you ask for”. When the messenger requested an answer from Abdul Razeq to take back to this officer, he told him I will answer him back tonight. On the same night he answered back with fifty PM missiles! The Arabs positioned in Kandahar had all heard of Commander Abdul Razeq and would all take leaves from their commanders to join us for a day or two. Abdul Razeq would always welcome them and hope that they would join us for good because he suffered a shortage in men. After all, there were only five Afghans under his command and while he contributed in sending an important number of enemy soldiers to hell, he also sent many Mujahidin to heaven. Very few men were able to stay with him and they were like him, namely Babou, Abdul Sattar, Abdul Wakil and Assad Alrahman. He always welcomed and preferred the Arabs in his post since they were as reckless as he was.

Abdul Razeq wants independence.

In the meantime, work was underway inside the tunnels that should lead the Mujahidin into the airport. The work was headed by a young commander named Abdul Rahman Agha who was under the command of Muhammad Ayoub Agha. He was our commander’s relative, twenty years old, tall and very muscular. He would visit us in our position and participate in some of our operations. Agha is a title held by the people who come from the Family of the Prophet. I was very surprised to see that they were very numerous in Afghanistan. In our countries, you would rarely meet one person who comes from the Prophet’s Family, so I wondered whether they were really relatives of Hassan and Hussein or were just pretending? If that was really the case, then the only explanation would be that the people from the Prophet’s Family left the Arab land and took refuge in Afghanistan away from the persecution to which they were subjected to by the Umayyad and Abbasid dynasties. In reality I should say that the Aghas were the friendliest and likable Afghans I ever met and they loved and cherished the Arabs more than anyone else in their country. Maybe that was due to the fact that they considered themselves to be originally Arabs.

During the days when we were still in Karezak, we had a companion who was only sixteen years old and was also from the Family of the Prophet. He thus used to wear a white turban. Naturally he was not supposed to participate with us in the kitchen duties, and people were supposed to kiss his hand when shaking it but they never did maybe because of his young age. The young man was cultivated and still learning at a madrassa. He knew Arabic and his Sheikh encouraged him to engage in jihad. He used to spend most of this time with the Arabs and was very proud of us and of our friendship. He also slept with us in the same room and always praised us. Like all Afghans he used to enumerate the merits of the Hanafi sect all the time. Once however, he saw one of our books talking about the spoils. He read: “All the sects allocate one fifth of the spoils to the Family of the Prophet, and this was only contradicted by Abu Hanifa.” His face thus turned red as he said: “They are not giving us our fair share of the spoils”, and since then, we never heard him say one good word about the Hanafi sect! 

Abdul Rahman Agha was the logical candidate to replace Abdul Razeq as the area’s commander. I felt that something wrong was going on between the two relatives. Abdul Razeq even told me that although he started the jihad ten years ago under the command of Muhammad Ayoub Agha and is still under his command but he preferred to have a margin of maneuver of his own. He told me how he started the jihad while he was only fifteen years old and how they would spend a whole day with nothing to eat except maybe some bread, and despite that would go down from the mountains at night to attack the Russians. During those years, Abdul Razeq learned how to use all kinds of weapons available in Afghanistan and he was also a mine expert succeeding in becoming the most prominent figure in Muhammad Ayoub Agha’s organization. But the latter was not supportive of his decision to take such a close position to the enemy forces in Kandahar (our current position) especially since he was not aware of that decision. One day, he came back from Pakistan and found out that Abdul Razeq took a number of men and weapons and made this place his new position. So he could not do anything but accept the fait accompli. Many commanders and leaders were contacting Abdul Razeq, asking him to join them. Even the Shi’i and the communists used to enter in contact with him and offer him enticements, but he always rejected all those propositions not because he was loyal to Muhammad Agha whom he considered to be just a weapons and ammunition supplier, but because he did not find any worthy leader who could give him orders. He was even ready to take his independence from Ayoub if he could secure another source of supplies and tried to get the needed weapons directly from the party headquarters. In other words, he wanted to become an official leader over a specific area just like Muhammad Ayoub and not a subordinate. Abdul Razeq asked his Arab friends to try to pressure the party leadership for that purpose. Thus they contacted commander Abdullah Khan, the leader of Al-Ittihad Party in Quetta, but the latter categorically rejected the idea, telling them: “If he is fighting in the name of Allah, why does he want to be independent?” Until now I cannot say for sure if Abdullah Khan’s reaction and decision was right or wrong. On the one hand, Abdul Razeq deserved to be an independent leader and commander whose opinion could be heard in the Shura council, but on the other he was as unwilling to obey Sheikh Sayyaf as he was to obey Muhammad Ayoub. Surely he would not have respected any order coming from the party leadership except if he agreed with it. Unfortunately, that was a quality shared by most of the Kandahari leaders.  

Strangely though, Abdul Razeq was not originally from Kandahar but from the neighboring Halamand province and many men from Halamand were fighting in Kandahar since their province was already liberated. Abdul Razeq was very smart and his mind was very sharp although he acted the wrong way when dealing with some simple matters and insisted on his position without recanting his mistake. For example, every day at sunset and throughout many months, he launched the attack against the communist positions at the same time. The enemy of course learned his tactic and waited for us in its fortifications. If we were late for whichever reason, the governmental soldiers would start shouting at us: “Come on, hurry up, we are tired of waiting! Finish the ammunition you have so we can get on with our dinner”. When he finally agreed to change the timing of the attacks, the results he achieved were amazing.

Abdul Razeq in Palestine.

A man like Abdul Razeq must have a heart of steel since jihad - unlike what many people think - does not soften one’s heart and rather hardens it. Most Mujahidin would complain to me saying how their hearts had become tougher and their tears ran dry. They no longer cried during prayer and even poetry no longer affected them. True, there were still saints among us who would burst into tears during prayer or during any discussion of heaven and hell, but they were very rare cases. Maybe I saw one or two of them throughout my journey, one of whom became a martyr while the other is still waiting for his turn. Abdul Razeq, like most of the Mujahidin, never panicked or feared any situation. He did not even care if he was killed or injured. He spent his life since he was a child in the midst of the battlefields between blood and body parts. He once revealed to me why he always preferred to launch battles after sunset and it was without a doubt the strangest reason ever. He said he could not sleep if he did not fight before going to bed, just like other men could not sleep if they did not have dinner! One day he asked me: “Why are you not waging jihad against the Jews in Palestine?” I told him we could not, so he asked: “Why not?” I said that the borders were closed, at which point his surprise became even greater and stated: “Russia was unable to close down our borders with Pakistan or its borders with us since the Mujahidin were crossing the river and conducting operations inside the Soviet Union and coming back.” So I told him that it was not only Israel which was closing down its borders but also Egypt and the other Arab countries. I said: “If you try to cross to Palestine, you will be killed by the Arabs before the Jews even get the chance to do the same”. We had among us a Mujahid from Palestine who had a magazine which included pictures of the Palestinian intifada. I brought him the magazine and he saw the pictures of the children fighting the Jewish settlers with their hands and with stones. He was astonished and told me: “Don’t they have Kalashnikovs?” I told him they did not. So he said: “How is that even possible? You Arabs have money, why do you not buy Kalashnikovs?” When he saw the picture of the Israeli soldier who was heavily armed hitting an old Palestinian woman with his weapon while she was trying to hang on to her son who was being taken by the Israeli soldiers, he was very touched. I was observing his face turning red and his eyes almost burst into tears. But a man like Abdul Razeq probably never cried in his life. He called all the Afghans who were with him to show them the picture and then he took a decision and said: “I must go with my men to Palestine, I will also take the Arabs with me.” Then he asked:

-
Are there no mountains in Palestine?

-
Of course there are mountains.

-
Good then there should be no problem.

-
How will you even get there?

-
We will arrange for a car and stock it with weapons and go there directly.

-
You would have to cross Iran then Iraq then Jordan and all these states will block your way.

-
You live in the city right? You only know how to use tarmac roads, but if you leave them you will find a large land with no boundaries or governments. Hashish is being planted here in Afghanistan and it goes to Iran then Turkey without anyone even being able to see it or stop it. 

-
But we first have to liberate Kabul and establish an Islamic state in Afghanistan then Allah will open the way for us to liberate Iraq, Syria, Jordan and Lebanon. Then we will fight the Jews.

He was very disappointed by what I had told him, and God only knows who was right and who was wrong. He never accepted the idea of boundaries, and considered that jihad could be carried out regardless of the obstacles facing it. Although he was a very tough man but the fact that he was Afghan also meant that he had a sense of humor, so one day I asked him while he was playing with the bugs and other insects that were all over him: 

-Why didn’t you get married?

-Oh marriage is a big problem.

-Why is that?

-Because it is very cold in Afghanistan and if I get married I will be obliged to take a shower every day!

I did not know if he was serious or hated to shower to the point where he preferred not to get married. Of course he had never been to Pakistan and the only time he thought of going there was to conduct a terrorist operation against a Christian school where the sons of the refugees studied. It was only due to our protests that he abandoned the idea. We told him that this would lead to the death of dozens of innocent Afghan children. But he believed that their death would serve as a lesson to the parents so that they do not send their children to Christian schools anymore. He never even visited his own parents who lived in the neighboring Halamand province, only a few kilometers away from him. What kind of human being was he? He only knew how to do one thing in this world, i.e. to fight, and did not want to know anything else. If we want to understand the psychology of Abdul Razeq we must first differentiate between two types of courage: There is the reckless type which comes in the genes and is inherited. Assadullah can be taken as an example in that regard since he would throw himself in front of death not thinking about anything. While the other type is the gained courage, the one that you learn from your own experiences and that grows with you. After engaging in many battles and seeing so much blood and body parts, everything becomes a routine for you and you do not care about anything else anymore. Abdul Razeq was from that second type, and if we perform a psychological analysis on him, we would say that he was very patient but also very stubborn. One might think that there is no difference between Assadullah and Abdul Razeq but the truth is that there is a major one.

Attempted assassination on Abdul Razeq  

Abdul Razeq was not loved or liked in Kandahar, I do not exactly know why, maybe because he was not from the city, or because of his recklessness and his unilateral way of action. He always refused to listen to his leaders and commanders when they asked him to stop his dangerous daily attacks. They wanted to safeguard the lives of the men with him and spare them from certain death, or maybe they were jealous from the reputation he had gained and from the important number of Arabs who had rallied around him. Maybe commander Abdul Latif (whose men were slaughtered in our current post) felt that Abdul Razeq had taken away an important position that belonged to him. Anyway, one day a bold assassination attempt was carried against Abdul Razeq. Indeed, three unknown Mujahidin came to his post and asked the guard if they could meet with the commander, which was something very common. The unarmed guard was a young man, maybe sixteen years old, but who resembled Abdul Razeq a lot. His name was Besm-Allah. He told the three men that Abdul Razeq was inside and asked them to follow him. He led the way to the place where the commander was present but they thought that this young man was Abdul Razeq and that he was trying to trick them. So, one of them raised the Kalashnikov in his face and tried to shoot him, but the young man was able to grab the weapon and turned it away from him. The shooting kept going until the Kalashnikov was empty, so the unknown man threw his weapon and ran off. Besm-Allah was hit with a bullet in his leg, but he kept running behind the shooter until he was able to catch him. The other Mujahidin in the post came out as soon as they heard the shots being fired and were also able to arrest the two remaining attackers.  

Abdul Razeq took them to a dark cave for interrogation. After a while, he asked for me so I came in and closed the door behind me but was unable to see anything. Suddenly, Sheikh Babu put the light on in the face of one of the attackers. The scene was heartbreaking: His face was bloody and he was unable to see anything in front of him. Abdul Razeq asked a question but the man did not answer him on the spot so Sheikh Babu hit the man with his weapon in the face. It seemed that two men broke down and confessed that they were with Commander Abdul Latif that they did not know the third man who wanted to kill Abdul Razeq. They added that the killer had just come from Pakistan one day earlier, and told them this morning that he wished to visit Abdul Razeq. They said that they only showed him the way and did not know that he wanted to kill the commander. Abdul Razeq believed them because they did not participate with the killer in the shooting or else they would have been able to kill Besm-Allah on the spot. Besides he said that they did not run away after the killer ran. Anyway, we found the commander’s picture in one of the assassin’s pockets and he confessed that he wanted to kill him and thought that Besm-Allah was the commander. But he never confessed to us and did not reveal who had sent him here despite the torture to which he was subjected. Most probably he was under the influence of poppy and did not feel anything since it was clear from the way he talked that something was not right with him. Abdul Razeq looked at me and asked: “What do you think?” I said that the man should be sent to the Islamic court to be judged there. I knew in advance that he had asked for me in order to listen to the man’s confession so that the Arabs do not complain after he executed him. But I did not want to put this on my conscience since I did not know if the man was a communist, a hypocrite, a hired assassin or a misled Muslim. Besides, the Islamic courts were very strict and would even sentence commanders or field leaders if they did something wrong. One time, a battle took place between two commanders so they went to court and asked for its ruling. The judge decided to arrest them both and beat them up before throwing them in jail. This judge and his court gained great respect in the Kandahar area because of that.

Of course Abdul Razeq did not like what he had heard from me, but he did not show it on his face and said: “Well, we will send him to court”. He took all the money that was on him and led him out while accompanied by a group of Afghans. He told the Arabs he was going to the Islamic court but I bet that he took the man straight to his grave. What was most surprising about this story was Besm-Allah and his power of endurance and how he was able to stop a trained assassin from completing his contract, run after him despite his injury and succeed in arresting this criminal. He did not go to the doctor, insisted that he was fine and was only treated with antiseptics. On the second day, he went out with us on our tour as if nothing had happened and although he was still very young, he was the best archetype of Kandahari men. Imagine this man after a few years of jihad, maybe he became another Abdul Razeq if he was able to stay alive!

Abu Dajana a martyr.

We wanted to destroy the enemy’s Zikoyak which was an anti-aircraft weapon but was used by the communists against individuals. They placed it on the rooftop of one of the buildings covering the road of death. They put in a way that made it impossible for our shells to hit it, since it was well protected and fortified from all sides. This bloody Zikoyak was however keeping us from moving freely since it used to fire at us with such intensity that we had all to hide. One day, we were standing in a place not far from the Zikoyak and only separated by the street, when the enemy men were able to spot us and started shouting and pointing their weapon at us. Instead of hiding, Assadullah decided to shoot at the Zikoyak with his Kalashnikov although the fortifications around it made it impossible for mortars to break it. Assadullah was so enthusiastic that he started shouting: “The Arabs are real commandos and they will slaughter all the communists.” He was responding to previous provocations coming from the communists who used to say that they will slaughter all the Arabs in our position just as they did with those who preceded us. I tried to prevent him from proceeding with this madness but he pushed me away and kept exchanging fire with the Zikoyak until his ammunition ran out. Then he came back safe and sound to my surprise and we went back as if nothing had happened. I was pushing him while he was still shouting and screaming: “Dirty communists, Najib is a nobody and the Arabs are the real commandos”. He was walking barefoot so I asked him: barefoot commandos? To which he laughed and said: “This is the new trend!” 

A Tunisian friend came from Pakistan to join us after he had run his errands in Peshawar. He was accompanied by Abdullah al-Roumi and Abu Dajana the Yemeni. The latter was injured so he stayed for two months in Quetta recovering. He was a very handsome young man but short and skinny like all Yemeni people are. He was very calm and the first time I saw him I knew he would be lucky and achieve martyrdom. They came one day prior to the Zikoyak incident that Assadullah and I faced. Abu Ahmad the Saudi and Abu Dajana insisted on accompanying us to implement the plan we had put in place: We should first be sure that the Zikoyak was inside its fortification since it was movable, then we should hit it with an RPG shell right through the small hole opened for it to shoot. I had spent long hours fixing the scope for that purpose. The operation required a strong and brave heart like that of Assadullah since the shooter would have to stand uncovered and in plain sight facing the Zikoyak alone with many enemy snipers positioned in the same street and enjoying many years of war experience. But I had to do this task on my own because it was my weapon and I was the best man to use it. Assadullah asked Abu Dajana and Abu Ahmad to take a different position than mine in order to engage with the enemy and distract its attention away from me. This way the Zikoyak would be pulled up and I will be able to hit it with my RPG. Assadullah and I dropped to the ground facing the Zikoyak and we watched it fire at our brothers’ positions. This was exactly our plan. Abu Dajana came towards us running and assured that that the Zikoyak was inside the fortification and we told him that we had already seen it. It was now my turn to engage in the action: I had to climb a ladder to get to the roof and point my RPG towards the fortification’s narrow opening. I climbed the ladder while terrified since there was a chance I would never come back down on it again. I sat on the top-stair and bent down so that the enemy would not see me and started monitoring the hostile positions while preparing to stand up and aim. Suddenly Abu Dajana yelled: “Wait until I go spot the target”. He wanted to see whether the shell was going to hit or miss, then return to his first position while Assadullah stayed the whole time at the bottom of the wall. I waited enough time for them to arrive, gathered my strength, stood up, placed the cross sign on the opening of the fortification and fired. I did not wait to see the result, threw myself from the top of the ladder and rushed toward Assadullah who was still laying on the ground to watch the target. I sat next to him; he put his arm around my neck and said: “You are excellent”. I could not believe myself, looked up and saw the smoke coming out from the fortification. I was more happy than I ever was but happiness is always short-termed since Abu Ahmad came running to us while shouting. I asked him what had happened and he said that Abu Dajana was killed. I felt a dagger go through my heart and asked him if he meant that Abu Dajana was shot. However he assured me that the latter was killed. Assadullah had positioned them in a very dangerous location, in the midst of an open arena only separated from the snipers of the enemy with a wall, most of which was destroyed. Abu Dajana and Abu Ahmad were sitting next to a big destroyed hole in the wall to stand guard. This was the first location from which they had fired a little while ago. When Abu Dajana saw the shell entering the fort, he could not contain himself, stoop up and yelled: “Allah Akbar”. But someone was watching him and the bullet hit him right between the eyes. He immediately collapsed and moved to heaven. We rushed to Abu Dajana’s position but could not approach him because the area was exposed and the bullets were going to rip through whoever dared emerge. We sent Abu Ahmad back to the center to tell the rest about what happened, then Assadullah suddenly run toward the corpse while the bullets were following him. I found it necessary to follow him. We dropped to the ground next to the body. Its face was pale, its head was drowning in a pool of blood and its arms were wide open. The shooting intensified and I thought we took the same bait and will be drinking from the same cup which we delivered to them the first day. I told Assadullah that we should wait until the Mujahidin came but he insisted we should carry him. I tried to explain to him, that as soon as we will lift our heads they will shred us to pieces. However he did not care and told me: “I will carry him alone and you wait for the arrival of the others”. Naturally I did not do that, and we placed our arms behind our backs while Assadullah grabbed his arms and I his legs and ran as fast as we could while showered with bullets. I could not believe we survived. We took refuge in one of the destroyed houses and the Mujahidin soon came with Abu Ahmad and a carrier in which we placed the martyr and took him to the post. Everyone was sorry except Assadullah who acted as though nothing had happened. He contemplated the martyr’s face with eyes filled with joy, and even envy saying: “Look at this face. He is smiling. Smell, smell his turban, its smells like musk he is worthy since he was treated for two months then returned. He wanted martyrdom”. He then kissed him several times as though he was kissing a living person and not a corpse. 

Abdul Razeq did not waste any time and we soon carried the body to the graveyard of a nearby village. I was surprised to see around sixty Arabs who had gathered from all the posts of Kandahar while wondering how the news spread that fast. A large number of people walked behind the martyr as we were reaching the graveyard. The people in the village had started digging the grave and I hoped to Allah he would be buried without any problems from the close-minded. But to no avail. The objections started even in regard to the way the grave was being dug and as expected the Afghans wanted to pray on him, while the Arabs strongly rejected that. Abdul Razeq was wise and since he wanted to please the Arabs, he changed the Afghans’ opinion and buried the martyr. He had not been here for half a day since he came during the night and was buried at noon {no one knows what tomorrow conceals and no one knows in which land death shall lurk}. This was not the end of Abu Dajana’s story since the spies revealed to the enemy that a great Arab gathering was being staged in the village to bury one of their martyrs. As soon as the burial was over and while we were still in the graveyard, the heavy artillery started attacking our position. Even the dead were not spared from their harm. We hurriedly tried to leave but the bombs followed us as though they were seeing where we were headed with their own eyes. We hid in a shop, at the extremity of the village and bought from the shop-owner large quantities of food and sweets to the point where he almost ran out of stocks. The man was very pleased and whenever we tried to leave he would beg us to stay until the bombing calmed down. During the funeral, we had chosen an emir for the Arabs. I told him it would be wrong to gather in one place which is why we left in batches, each containing around seven fighters. As soon as the last group left the shop a bomb hit it directly, completely destroying it and killing the shop-owner. He did not even live to spend what he had earned from us, while it was clear that there was a spy directing the enemy’s cannons remotely since this is the only explanation for what happened.

Abdullah al-Roumi kills the prince of the Calling and Jihad Party.     

Usually Abdul Razeq retaliated for the death of the martyrs. So during the night, and as we were preparing to go to sleep he entered our room and asked Assadullah to follow him. We saw he had prepared a 122 mm cannon which Assadullah carried and walked behind Abdul Razeq. We did not know where they were headed, but after a while we heard a great explosion and when they returned Assadullah told us that Abdul Razeq was not the son of humans! They had snuck outside the positions of the communists and placed a rocket before the officers’ room and detonated them. When I asked Assadullah about the accuracy of the shot, he burst out laughing and said that the rocket and the room door were a few meters apart. Abu Dajana had brought along with him an Egyptian Mujahid called Abdullah al-Roumi. I had planned to ignore the man in these memoirs because he did not do anything meaningful and because he had a frail personality and never amounted to anything. However, I recently heard after I left the jihad scene, he conducted a horrible action which renders it my duty to mention what I knew about him before God and history. Abdullah al-Roumi killed Sheikh Jamil al-Rahman the prince of the Calling and Jihad Party (the only Salafi party in Afghanistan) with three bullets then killed himself with the fourth. Al-Roumi was short, almost beardless, skinny and ill-tempered. He worked as a correspondent for the Arab Jihad magazine affiliated with Sheikh Abdullah Azzam. He never told us about that when he came to the post and hid his camera because he was afraid that the Arab Salafis would object to him using it. I blamed him for that and told him there was no consensus over the prohibition of photography and that had I been in his place, I would have showed my camera without caring about the objections. I told him that the ban on photography was not mentioned by Islam since it did not exist during the days of the Prophet and that the Hadith meant the banning of drawing because it claimed to equal the divine power of creation which is only held by Allah. As for photography, it is like the imprisonment of shadows and as though someone was looking in the mirror and seeing the image which was created by Allah. Therefore, the one taking the picture could not claim to be the creator of this picture. In any case, he was greatly pleased with my opinion and began criticizing the Salafi scholars who banned photography. This reached the point where his words even raised the anger of Assadullah due to the attacks they carried against the scholars. Assadullah thus scolded him fiercely and almost hit him had we not interfered to save him from the claws of the latter. As usual, Assadullah regretted his recklessness and apologized to him with sweet words, warning him however against repeating his accusations. What I deduced after I watched Al-Roumi throughout this period was that he was very emotional and very opinionated and had a great ability for spite. Moreover, he could contain his anger and swallow up any insult within moments as though nothing had happened, at least in form. In addition, he did not have any courage and was so terrorized that he could not even tolerate the site of the wounded and the dead. He thus left the post before anything happened to him, although it was not shameful to elude the emirate of Abdul Razeq. He clearly hated the Saudis in general, whether in terms of the government, the individuals and the sect (if we were to consider non-denominationalism to be a denomination) and it was clear that he belonged to the Muslim Brotherhood although I was certain that it was only an ideological belonging since the MB selected its members very thoroughly and would never have allowed such a shady figure to be an active member in it. As for his work in Al-Jihad magazine, it did not mean anything since Sheikh Azzam resorted to whoever was available, regardless of their belonging or ideals. I met Al-Roumi again in Peshawar after Abdul Razeq’s post was liquidated. He urged me to write to him about the martyrs of the center, which I did and which he presented for publishing. He was sick at the time and I noticed that his eyes were yellow and that his activity quite limited. Maybe this illness had something to do with his nerves but the doctors would know better. He made me doubt, he was working for the intelligence bodies due to his contradicting states, his suspicious questions and his odd behavior. Certainly I pushed away these thoughts based on the saying: “Some doubts are sinful”. I met him again when I wanted to perform the pilgrimage and was seeking the completion of my traveling measures, the most important and dangerous of which being a letter from the Egyptian embassy asking the Saudi embassy to give me a pilgrimage visa. This meant that I had to register at the embassy to get the letter, which would certainly mean the placement of my name on the black list because any Egyptian in Pakistan was in the opinion of the Egyptian authorities either a terrorist or a drug dealer. Many Egyptians falsified this letter especially since the Pakistanis were the masters of falsification and there was not one seal they could not copy. It was even said that the Saudi government had doubts about the right visas but never about the falsified ones. Anyway, we were living in the rest house of the Union (Sayyaf) in Islamabad until all the procedure was completed. Al-Roumi was staying in the rest house of Sheikh Jamil al-Rahman. He came to visit us from time to time under the pretext that he also wanted to perform the pilgrimage and was trying to complete the procedures. During that period, I realized that he was dealing with the intelligence bodies since he was eager to know the names of those who got false letters. I had told him that I will get a false one but instead headed to the embassy, registered my name and got the original one. He almost killed himself trying to find out who had given me the letter which he thought was a fake. After having spent almost two months hanging around in Islamabad to know who was falsifying the seal of the Egyptian embassy under the pretext that he wanted to perform the pilgrimage, he did not go to the pilgrimage despite the easy measures. Another odd thing happened to confirm my doubts when he was once arguing as usual with one of the Saudis about a religious issue. Suddenly, after he was overcome by enthusiasm, he completely transformed, he started talking strongly and logically and stood up in determination looking unusually well built, whereas he usually stuttered and spoke with a lot of confusion. Then, when he realized what had happened, he started stuttering again and put his hat on his head in a miserable way as usual and returned to his previous shape. I watched this hat and wondered why he insisted on wearing such a big one which was twice as big as the normal ones and gave him a naïve or even a ridiculous look. Then I watched his clothes and thought that no young man who had graduated from university would wear such non-matching items to the point where he could not have looked more funny even if he had tried. I then became certain that he was an intelligence agent when I warned him that if I travel to Egypt and get arrested, I would know it was because of him because he was the only one who knew my real name. He did not comment on my words as though I did not say anything. I was destined to meet him again when I was shot and sent to the Afghan Surgical Hospital then the Kuwaiti Red Crescent Hospital. He came to me and asked me to write about the Arab martyrs in the battle in which I was hit. I was in no state to write but he insisted and came back several times for the same purpose. I asked him for books and magazines which he brought to me in large quantities so I thanked him and regretted my previous doubts. However, he soon reminded me of them as he was visiting one day, took the books I had read and left. As soon as he was gone two Libyan Mujahidin who were with me in Kandahar arrived. Abdullah al-Roumi knew them of course. They were tall, bulky and wore massive beards. Their look gave the impression they were terrorists and even terrorist leaders although they were ordinary Mujahidin with good hearts and no organizational affiliations. However Al-Roumi was duped by their look and their Libyan nationality as though every Libyan was a terrorist. He thus returned quickly and claimed he had lost his notebook, went to the bathroom in a hurry returned and sat on the empty bed next to me. He exchanged a few words with us then fell asleep, while it is certain that no one can fall asleep that suddenly in a strange place and while it was still that early. He thought that we will address important and secret issues and will not doubt that he was not asleep. The Libyan brothers were surprised at how fast he fell asleep. I planned to write to the Jihad magazine, to warn them about him. As soon as the Libyans prepared to leave, he woke up and left with them. I was reluctant for a few days, thinking whether or not I should write to the magazine. Then I let go of the idea based on the fact that strife is worse than murder and that some doubts were sinful although other doubts made sense. I had completely forgotten about the issue until I was surprised to read in Al-Muslimoun magazine: “Abdullah al-Roumi kills Sheikh Jamil al-Rahman with three bullets in the head then commits suicide with the fourth”. This was extremely surprising. Al-Roumi who peed in his pants when he saw Abu Malik’s severed hand dared commit suicide? How could that be? It seemed that facing death was not always a sign of courage. What remains to be mentioned is that al-Roumi came from the city of Alexandria and graduated from law school or so he told me. I made sure to convey the image I had of him with truthfulness and loyalty while I do not know whether he was insane, an intelligence agent or both. I never regretted anything more than his suicide since those who commit suicide live in hell forever. He undoubtedly knew that, so why would he do it? It is likely that the guards of Sheikh Jamil shot him and said he committed suicide to close the door of strife. All I can do is call on Allah to forgive him and have mercy on his soul in the hope that he did his deed under the influence of some mental or psychological disturbance which would spare him from the responsibility before Allah. I am absolutely certain that the service office, the Jihad magazine and the Muslim Brotherhood had nothing to do with this stupid act. I started thinking about the strife which this crime could generate since it could affect the relations between the Salafis and the MB, between the Egyptians and the Saudis, and between the Afghans and the Arabs. Despite the fierce dispute between the Hanafi Afghans and their Salafi citizens, and despite the fact that the majority of the Afghans wished they could kill Sheikh Jamil, they could become angry because he was killed by an Arab, which will cost them the love and loyalty of the Afghans, while even the Salafis among them will despise the Arabs after they used to love them more than they love themselves and their children. Moreover, the relations between the Islamic party (Hekmatiar) and the Calling and Jihad Party (Jamil al-Rahman) could deteriorate, which would probably lead to infighting especially in the Konar state. What a stone which hit seventy birds in one shot!

The Alexandrian friend.

While we were in Abdul Razeq’s post, we were joined by another Egyptian Mujahid. He was truly a friend since I had never seen someone with a purer heart, a sweeter tongue and a brighter soul. He was Abdul Rahman the Egyptian, coming from the city of Alexandria and a student in engineering school. He left his studies one year before graduation, was tall and bulky, somewhat blond and extremely handsome. His eyes were filled with piousness and goodness and had memorized the Book of Allah although he strongly opposed this expression since he considered that only Allah possessed this ability. He knew the Koran by heart with a wondrous excellence. He even knew the number of each verse and the verses which were similar to it either in meaning or in content. He knew the previous verses and the following ones and the odd thing was that he had an extremely weak memory. He would hand me something then look for it after a few minutes. He had no memory in almost everything except the Koran, glory be to Allah the generous giver. Moreover, he did not settle for the memorization of the Koran but also the interpretation of each verse. Therefore, whenever you asked him about a word or a verse he would tell you that Al-Kortobi said this and Al-Tabri said that etc. He recited the Koran all the time even while sleeping and certainly stood before us during prayer. The Afghans could not stand praying behind him since he often forgot himself and recited a part or two in the same prayer over and over again. He was certainly not born like that since he grew up like an ordinary young man in an ordinary family, but was the object of a spiritual awakening which always strikes young men yearning for ideals. This youth stage is the only stage in a man’s life in which he has the opportunity to witness this spiritual and ideological awakening. Allah wanted the greater good for this friend of ours because Allah looks into the hearts of human beings and leads their purest on his righteous path. Abdul Rahman saw the people around him fighting over a mortal wreckage while death awaited everyone, both the strong and the weak, the rich and the poor, the young and the old. It does not let anyone go. He became aware of death and decided to work for his afterlife before he is lost in the dark alleys of the world and to memorize the book of Allah. But how could he do that while his studies and his family did not leave him one free hour nor during the day nor at night. He thus decided to leave both his studies and his home, rented a room in another neighborhood and started studying the Koran while settling for very little to survive. He memorized the Koran in two years and visited the house of Allah. His spirit had become pure and his soul clear, to the point where he never got bored of mentioning Allah day and night, and even while asleep. He went to the Holy Land and began praying in the Holy Shrine. He would roam the old house hundreds of times, drinking nothing but blessed water for days and eating nothing more than a beans sandwich on other days. He was known in Mecca for having blessed prayers and the people would call him into their homes to pray for them and help their sick. He earned some money from the math classes he gave to students in the yard of the Holy Shrine but would not take any money for the chanting lessons he gave. He was with me in the pilgrimage and I witnessed what I will relay to you: He was listening to a prayer chanted according to him by Allah, and I will not tell the details of how I mocked him at first, so Allah made me hear the same thing for a second, thus forcing me to believe him. I am certainly the last person who may have illusions and I have seen dozens of martyrs whom it was claimed smelled of musk while I did not smell anything and denied these claims. I never humored anyone in this regard although I knew they were martyrs. He had heard about the jihad while in Saudi Arabia and became determined to perform this higher Islamic duty. Anyone who saw him could not help but love him dearly. Was this due to his goodness which reached the level of naiveté? Was it due to his modesty? Was it because people quickly talked to him? Was it due to his smiley face? All the latter were undoubtedly signs of Allah’s love for him. When he came to the jihad he spent a long training period (around six months) in the Sada camp which allowed him to master the use of many arms and mines. He was especially assisted by the fact that he was an engineering student who knew how to make the proper scope calculations and adjustments. He then came to Kandahar and joined us in Abdul Razeq’s post. Assadullah was yearning for the Koran and could not separate from him. Abdul Rahman had come to the post on an ordinary visit but was infatuated with it and whenever he roamed the other posts to deliver his chanting lessons he would talk to them about Abdul Razeq and his post as though there was no other jihad in Afghanistan except in it. We both constituted a duo in interception and bombing, just as Assadullah and I were a duo during the day. I would set the scope of the RPG and whenever the Afghans passed by, they laughed at me in secret. When I hit the Zikoyak however, I was surprised to see Abdul Razeq summoning me the next day and telling me: 

-You will be using the 70 mm cannon which is thrown in the warehouse.

-This canon is the only weapon I have not practiced on.

-This is no problem at all. 

-How am going to use it if I know nothing about it?

-After ten or twenty missed shots you will become a great shooter. Training is so easy.

I often remembered the conversations in the language in which they occurred, for two reasons: Firstly because this depicts the exact psychological state and conveys the situation accurately. And secondly because I loved this language and the way they tried to deliver the meaning to people who did not speak it. It gives me great pleasure to recall these sentences and expressions. In any case I became the man in charge of the 75 mm cannon in every operation. It weighed around fifty kilos and I had to carry it to the shooting locations then bring it back to clean it up afterwards. I spent long hours trying to set the scope. When we were joined by Abdul Rahman, Abdul Razeq saw that he was tall and bulky and made him my companion in the shooting of the cannon. Luckily, he had received excellent training on it and we would thus set the scope in the morning then try it in the evening until we became certain of our level. We often disagreed over these settings and the final judge was actual shooting. War is really the best way to train for war, since the arms which I had not trained on became my area of expertise. I did not disappoint Abdul Razeq since I mastered this cannon completely. We would take it around five hundred meters away from the post, install it on its base in the face of the enemy position with nothing protecting us, then shoot from the same location every day. It was natural for the enemy to detect us and shower us with bombs even before the operation since we often set it up and adjusted the scope while the bullets fell all around us. Due to Allah’s mercy, as soon as I got to the location and started positioning the cannon, I was completely disconnected from the world around me and could not feel the bullets brushing against me. My mind would stop processing anything except for how to aim the cannon and shoot my ammunition. Abdul Razeq divided the Mujahidin into groups, each of them watching the line of confrontation from one of the sites. Each group had an Afghan commander and the go signal was a 122 rocket shot by Abdul Razeq. I never realized the seriousness of my position while I was using the 75 cannon. One time the Afghan group commander was absent and Abdul Razeq sent me as a group commander and sent another Mujahid with Abdul Rahman to operate the 75 mm cannon. During the operation, I looked toward the 75 mm cannon and saw how the bullets and the bombs were falling on it during the shooting and could not believe that I faced this situation every day because I never felt it. Upon my return I asked Abdul Razeq to change to shooting position of the 75 mm cannon but to no avail. One day, while we were shooting at the officers’ room in the communist position a light flashed before me and I did not pay any attention to it. I thought it was a shell like the hundreds that exploded during the clashes. However, when we entered the trench upon the completion of the operation I saw an Afghan Mujahid who was sent by Abdul Razeq to ask about me and Abdul Rahman then returned to reassure the commander. When I came back the latter told me I was right and that this position will be changed for a period of time. From his location on top of one of the buildings where he lay to watch the clashes, he saw the bomb that was thrown by the enemy toward the cannon and how we were only protected from it by a tree which was several meters away from us to the right. He was convinced he should change the time of the operation. However the new position we adopted was even more dangerous. It was somewhat far from the post to its right side and faced the street of death but by a sufficient distance. It featured buildings or what were buildings at some point in time before they were completely destroyed to the ground. The new post was extremely exposed and close to the mortars of the Mujahidin, therefore it was known and monitored. The radio building could be clearly seen and we rendered it a target for our shooting. But Abdul Razeq told us that there was no point in shooting the same building and that we had to drop a bomb right before the building where the military intelligence camps were positioned. I remember one day that due to a miscalculation, the bomb did not fall in front of the building but went up toward the sky until it disappeared. Abdul Rahman told me it was going to hit the outskirts of the city on the other end. And we were very sad because we got scared for the people. However our spies told Abdul Razeq that it was very effective. On another day we went out to shoot and each group assumed its position in preparation for the right moment. It was noon, and Abdul Rahman and I sat down while awaiting the signal. Suddenly a massive shell fell right behind us and generated a massive explosion which rocked the ground beneath us covering us with dust. But the cannon stayed in its place and so did we. I was quite amused, not knowing whether this was due to the fact that we did not get hit or out of love for adventure. Therefore, when Abdul Rahman told me we should head to the trench I told him with an amused calm: “We were not ordered to do that”. I actually wanted to stay where we were and launch all the ammunition we had but Abdul Wakil came running to tell us that the commander had ordered us to return to the post, which we did. 

Abdul Wakil the Shi’i who converted to Hanafism.

This Abdul Wakil was a strange Afghan. He was around nineteen years old, tall, extremely white and extremely nice with very high morals. He stuttered a little but was very courageous. He was considered Abdul Razeq’s deputy and his right hand man. He often divided the groups of Mujahidin between the different confrontation positions and transferred orders and instructions from Abdul Razeq to each group. He also gathered the Mujahidin after a while from hiding in the trenches to ensure that everyone was fine. He wrote and read letters to Abdul Razeq who was illiterate but also aimed and shot PM shells and 122 mm shells which did not need a cannon and could be placed on the ground or on any clay or wooden base, linked to several regular radio batteries with an electrical wire and launched when power was connected to it. Wakil would sneak out and set the rockets facing the enemy’s sensitive positions and set their directions exactly, a thing which he had come to master after he had shot hundreds of them. The soldiers once saw him setting up a rocket and pointing it toward them, so they started shooting at him with their machine guns. He hid behind a wall but the bullets would not stop and despite that he insisted on connecting the wire to the missile while completely disregarding the calls of the Mujahidin for him to come back. In times of battle, people do extremely dangerous things while unaware of their recklessness and the threats facing them. This is undoubtedly a gift from Allah. What was odd was that Wakil was a Shi’i who converted to the Hanafi sect or so he claims before the Mujahidin, just like we claimed to be Hanafis. The Shi’is in Kandahar have a special entity and status. There are many posts for Shi’i Mujahidin and some of them were trying to lure in Abdul Razeq. However it was impossible for them to lure in one Afghan since this was the uncontested country of Abu Hanifa. Wakil was an inhabitant of Kandahar and he visited his family in the city from time to time. Sayyaf the Egyptian was in charge of the mortars and he kept Wakil with him during the shooting to check the accuracy. When the first shell was launched Wakil watched it rise in the sky with admiration while mumbling: “Great shot!” Nonetheless, when it started descending, his whole expression changed and he yelled: “Muslims Muslims”, while on the brink of crying. He told us that his house was in the location where the bomb fell. During the night, Abdul Razeq allowed him to sneak out to check on his parents. He found them well and brought his younger brother along to play in the post of Abdul Razeq which was feared by the bearded and bulky men. What was funnier was that this small seven-year old kid, was on the watch list during the night and we slept in the same place where twelve Mujahidin were slaughtered while guarded by a seven-year old who was exchanging fire with the soldiers with great courage. 

Abdul Wahed martyred.

One morning, as it was still too early and while we had not yet drank tea, a group of Mujahidin arrived to carry out an operation. This was a regular event which often occurred but the reason why I am telling you about this operation is because it entailed an Afghan martyr called Abdul Wahed who was part of the visiting Mujahidin groups. As soon as the commander of the group talked to Abdul Razeq, he summoned us and we were ready within a few minutes. We went out to the shooting positions and Abdul Wahed did not grab my attention since he was like the other thousands of Mujahidin. However Assadullah noticed him since he was walking barefoot on the ground filled with frost and thorns. He thus decided to give him his shoes after the operation. We headed to our usual posts and while mine was far from that of Abdul Wahed, Assadullah was close to him and could see him. The plan was to shoot the enemy positions with machine guns, rockets and shells in the early morning then resort to the trenches to cover up from the enemy’s response. Abdul Razeq gave his orders to those carrying Kalashnikovs not to shoot more than two rounds of ammunition, but Abdul Wahed kept shooting even after the Mujahidin went to hiding and despite the incessant shots of the enemy. Abdul Wahed stood alone, shooting, while extremely happy. However, a mortar shell fell right behind him and threw him away after his body was torn apart by the fragments. None of the Mujahidin saw what had happened to him and when the bombing of the enemy quieted down, we exited our trenches to head toward the post. Assadullah found him laying on the ground in a pool of blood (Assadullah is known for his extreme self-control). He walked up to him and found him calling: “O Prophet of Allah, O Prophet of Allah”. Assadullah told him: “Do not include anyone with Allah, just say Allah”. So Abdul Wahed started praying for his God. Assadullah informed the Mujahidin of what had happened and we quickly collaborated to take him to the post where we put him on a carrier and took turns on the long road leading to Hajji Askar where there was an Afghan who had received training in first aid. When we arrived, that doctor cut off Abdul Wahed’s shirt and took it off. We saw a large and deep hole in his back caused by the fragments and it was clear that he was dying. The doctor signaled the commander saying there was no point in trying to save him, so we carried him back to the post from which he came, while throughout the journey his movement was dissipating bit by bit. We reached the post while he was still breathing and he was placed in a room with no other Arabs present expect me and Assadullah. I do not know why, but the Afghans asked us to stay with him until he took his last breath. They closed the door and we started contemplating his face fighting death. There was pain on his face but it was disappearing bit by bit. Suddenly his eyes lit up and he smiled. I swear that he smiled then departed from life while that smile was still on his face. Assadullah prayed then leaned over the martyr and started kissing him. We performed the ablution and prayed on him after we made sure that the door was closed. We prayed despite the blood on our clothes and I do not know whether that is right or not. We went out and told them that he had passed away and that we wanted to wait for the burial. However, Abdul Razeq rejected our request saying: “Come along, we have a lot of work to do”. On the way back, he wanted to alleviate the Arabs’ sadness, so he brought us large quantities of crabs which were widely spread in Kandahar’s canals and ponds. I was very surprised by this behavior since I knew how much the Afghans were disgusted by this animal and even prohibited its consumption. But Abdul Razeq did not care about anything if it pleased the Arabs, asking us nonetheless to grill it in secret and eat it somewhere far so that none of the Afghans could see us. When the commander saw one of the Arabs with a crab in his mouth, he almost threw up but contained himself saying: “We truly do not need arms. It would be enough for each Arab to put a crab in his mouth and attack the enemy and they would all run away terrified.”

Assadullah burns the Koran.

A dangerous event occurred but clearly showed the open-mindedness of Abdul Razeq and how much he was holding on to the Arabs since had it not been for him, the situation would have ended in a terrible massacre. The location which is the arena of our military activity is one of the city’s suburbs filled with destroyed and abandoned homes. Either the people took everything before they left or all the furniture and equipment were used by Mujahidin, often as wood. The only thing that was left in every house was the Koran. Was it left to protect the house or did those who looted the houses feel ashamed to take the Koran? Abdul Razek always said that the people did not protect the Koran assuring: “In all of these houses, I have never found one Rupee while the Korans are everywhere.” In any case, there was a Koran in every one of these wrecked homes and they were quite old. Some of them were handwritten and constituted rare manuscripts hundreds of years old. However, their presence amid this rubble ruined them and unfortunately some of them were used in an improper way. This could only be done by the Russians since even the Afghan communists would not dare do that. Assadullah was extremely affected by his situation and asked some of the Arabs about what to do with these Korans. The men, may Allah forgive them, said he should burn them while disregarding the traditions of the Afghans. Assadullah thus toured these houses and collected all the Korans he could find then set them on fire. And where did he do that? Inside the kitchen and without any precautions to prevent the Afghans from seeing him. Two Afghans walked into the kitchen and saw this horrible scene: Assadullah throwing the Korans in the flames. The Afghans were so surprised they froze in their places then one of them whispered while in complete astonishment: Communist. They thought that Assadullah was a communist because he dared burn the Koran, ran out, got their weapons and stormed the kitchen while brandishing their arms in Assadullah’s face. Abdul Razeq followed them and scolded them, slapped them in the face, took their arms away and ordered Assadullah to extinguish the fire. The latter had insisted on proceeding had the Arabs not contained the situation, literally carrying him outside the kitchen and extinguishing the fire. The Arabs then started explaining to Abdul Razeq that in light of the destruction and humiliation to which the Korans were being subjected, it was rightful in their sect to burn them. They thus asked him what should be done in these circumstances according to the Hanafi sect, to which he responded: “The Koran should never be burned. The only way in the Hanafi sect is to soak it in water until the ink disappears then put in the river.” He told them that they shocked the Afghans by burning the words of Allah for whom they had been fighting for ten years. However, he showed understanding since that was the opinion of one of the four sects. Abdul Razeq then convinced the Afghans that what the Arabs did was not against religion. Yet no one ever dared repeat that again, not even soak them in water and the Korans were returned to their places. Soon enough everything returned to normal as though nothing had happened while Assadullah remained the Arab who is famous among the Afghans for his courage. Although he often argued with them, they used to love this trait about him in particular and say: “Assadullah has the real temperament of a Kandahari.” He always laughed with them, fought with them and hand wrestled with them as all Kandaharis loved to do. Moreover, he had enthusiasm and was continuously trying to talk to them with words that were neither Arabic nor Afghan which made them laugh even if he did not mean to cause that reaction.   

A suicide mission.

In the meantime, the communist forces were intensifying their attacks and their shooting on our position. Day by day their shells would hit us closer which was very dangerous for all of us. The enemy put a Zikoyak on top of a high building which was previously used by Kandahar’s Wali. Because it was a very high building, the Zikoyak’s shots were a source of threat to all of us especially since its bullets were able to cross one room into another. We were unable to even move one meter inside our own position which was something that we could not accept or tolerate. But the problem was that we were unable to identify from which window the shots were coming especially since the floor where the weapon was positioned had ten windows. I talked with Assadullah about it and we both agreed that the best way for us was to sneak into the building at night, kill all the soldiers inside of it and destroy the Zikoyak. We were faced with one problem: the land mines that were spread around the imposing building. We discussed the issue with Abdul Razeq who expressed technical objections. We thought that the only obstacles we faced were the land  mines but he told us that it would not be a problem since he knew a safe way in. He said that the problem however was that the building had no doors or entrance and no ladder to climb to get inside. He informed us that the soldiers positioned in it received their ammunition and food using ropes and that they switched shifts also by using ladders made of ropes and after they exchanged a password. We tried to convince him that we could outsmart them but to no avail. I believed that this operation would not be riskier than the ones we had previously carried out but that if we were to succeed we would deal a strong blow to the enemy forces and put our hands on large amounts of weapons and ammunition. Abdul Razeq wanted us firstly to spot the exact location of the Zikoyak and see if we could destroy it with a shell. He thus asked Assadullah to conduct a suicide mission that he knew would please the latter a lot. He asked him to go on the rooftop of our position and fire a few shots towards the enemy building in order to force the enemy to use the Zikoyak while Abdul Razeq will be watching carefully from which window the fires came out. Assadullah was very happy with this new mission and went on the roof and started shooting as he was required. The enemy used its frightening weapons and started shooting at him but he did not care the least bit. I asked him to go down because Abdul Razeq had ordered him to fire only a few shots adding that he must have spotted the window from which the fires were coming out by now, but he refused to listen to me. I knew that nothing will get him down from that roof and that he was going to be killed. This angered me a lot so I returned inside one of the rooms in the post. When Assadullah ran out of ammunition, he asked the Afghans to give him with some more and they got him all the ammunition that was in our possession. When he finally came down, it was only because all the ammunition in our post ran out and I could not believe that he was still alive and was not even scratched. Indeed {seek death and you will be given life}. I always believed that saying. Assadullah had escaped death before during another more terrifying operation in which he was only separated from the Zikoyak by one street and also survived. I believe that no one would be a better recruit for a suicide mission than Assadullah and I still cannot understand why Al-Qaeda did not take him in. Maybe it was because he was not very disciplined and did not give any importance to military rules. But anything can be learned except courage and bravery which is something one is born with and cannot be learned or acquired except in very few cases. 

The commander came back and told us that he was able to spot the Zikoyak’s exact location and my mission the next day was to hit it with a 75 mm cannon. I was accompanied on that mission by Abu Amer the Palestinian who had previously trained with us in Al-Qaeda’s camp and who was since then running around the battle fronts to find out where he could find the Al-Qaeda people and join them. Abdul Razeq asked us to go to a specific location from which we would be able to hit our target easily. The only problem was that the position was not covered and was open for all to see. It was located between a destroyed room and a tree, so we carefully camouflaged the cannon with the tree and I began setting the scope. I later asked Abu Amer whom I had previously talked about while we were together in the training camp, to set the scope as he saw fit because I believed he was a blessed man who in my opinion had reached the level of a Wali. We decided not to launch our attack in daylight since it was too dangerous and waited for the night to start the operation. When night came, we hit the target and returned to our post. Since that day the Zikoyak became out of order and was never used again. 

Abu al-Shahid in our Post.

I cannot describe how much Assadullah was happy and thrilled about the visit made to us by the Al-Qaeda delegation especially since he always wished to join them. The delegation’s emir was a Libyan who was not only very respectful but also very polite, but I have forgotten his name. What surprised me the most was that they did not choose Abu al-Shahid to be their emir. The latter had exceptional leadership skills and was not only very courageous but also had received the best military training ever. The delegation stayed at a nearby position and would come to visit every day and participate with us in the combat operations. Abu al-Shahid remained with us after Assadullah found him a place to stay. He stuck to him like his shadow and took him with us on all of our tours in places that not many Mujahidin had seen, not even Abdul Razeq himself. Abu al-Shahid for his part was extremely surprised when we took him from one destroyed location to another until we reached a position right behind the enemy lines, and showed him the soldiers standing with their back to us. Unfortunately we were unable to shoot at them because this would have entailed our certain death. Still Abu al-Shahid engaged with us in crazy and fierce battles and I was able to relate to the surprise he felt toward what he was witnessing especially since he spent his life and then as a trainee inside the camps. Moreover, Kandahar was different than all the other provinces, Abdul Razeq was different than all the other commanders and the position we were in was without a doubt exceptional. But he always showed great courage and enthusiasm. In one of the operations, we took a sniping position and started showering the enemy with bullets while completely uncovered. The enemy began shooting at us from all sides and we were hit by an RPG. Yes, we were hit since it hit the wall that was right behind us. As a result, we were all covered in dust and Assadullah said: “It seems they have spotted us, let us move!” So, Abu al-Shahid who was usually very serious started laughing and answered: “You think?” We had told the commander that Abu al-Shahid was our trainer and that he taught us how to fight, so he gave us permission to use any weapons we wanted at any time. We took a PM cannon and positioned it in the location where I almost got shot with Abdul Rahman. I was very happy to carry out that mission because I knew what a great shooter Abu al-Shahid was and knew that he would be able to hit and destroy valuable targets for us. It was noon, so we slowly camouflaged the cannon. The man was a master and he knew how to deal calmly with any situation. He shot his shell, hit his target then moved back slowly despite the heavy fire to which he was subjected. He was not scared nor bothered by the bullets that were falling a few centimeters away from him, completed his mission then pulled back.

On another day, we took a 122 mm cannon to the street of death and wanted to hit a position in which we knew there were many enemy soldiers. This shell is usually used to hit positions ten kilometers away but we wanted to use it to hit a target only a few meters away! While putting the cannon in place, we were spotted just like Abdul Wakil was before and bullets started falling us. Assadullah however did what Abdul Wakil did since he insisted on proceeding with the mission despite the heavy fire. Abu al-Shahid was very courageous but he was not reckless, still he did not try to dissuade Assadullah and felt compelled to help him out. As for myself, I hid behind a wall, but what is a wall in such situations? We were not able to put the cannon in place to attack our target but Assadullah insisted not to leave it behind so we took the risk of pulling it and taking it back to our post. I could not believe that we came out alive on that day, and Abu al-Shahid was very surprised to see that the battles on our front were taking place at such close distances. He told us that he had never seen that on any of the Afghan fronts. Strangely enough, when he was injured it was at another location much less dangerous than ours.

Abu Malek loses his arm.

In the meantime, the bombing on our position intensified and we were hit by shells and bullets on a daily basis. Finally the prohibited happened: the enemy waited for praying hours to start bombing us and one bomb fell in the middle of the room while we were performing our evening prayer. Fortunately and miraculously, none of the thirty Arabs who were present were hurt. But unfortunately, Abu Malek the Palestinian was not that lucky since while he was performing his ablution, the bomb hit him and created a one-meter hole in the ground. I was present in the room when we were hit by the shell but it did not get my attention. Suddenly, an Afghan rushed into the room screaming “Arabian, Arabian”. I understood that one of the Arabs was hurt so I ran to the place where the shell had fallen and found Abu Malek buried in a hole and screaming from pain. We helped him get out and cleaned the dust off of him but were shocked to see that he had lost his arm. We rushed him to the only nearby doctor (or rather the trained nurse), who once saw the wound took me to an adjacent room and told me: “There is no use. We cannot fix his hand and it has to be amputated. Are you fine with that?" I said: “His cousin Abu Bilal is with us and he should be the one to make such a decision”, so I called him and told him what the doctor was saying. He asked the doctor to do whatever he saw was best. The doctor gave Abu Malek many anesthetic shots but to no avail since the man was still in pain. The doctor then proceeded with the operation and cut off the hand from the rest of the body then put a bandage on the wound. We then took Abu Malek to the guest house of Muhammad Ayoub Agha using a car driven by Assadullah. We chose this place because it had a hospital and a real Arab doctor. When we arrived, they immediately took him into surgery and gave him a real anesthetic and started operating on him. But even there, Abu Malek continued to suffer as though no anesthetic could affect him or ease his pain. I was unable to watch the horrible scene so I left the room and waited outside. Abu Malek was a very tough man with a strong and violent character. He was very tall and extremely handsome. He once told me a strange story and I do not know if telling it will anger or please him, but I will tell it anyway. He lived in America a full American life with all the meaning of the word. He escaped from Jordan after he tried to assassinate King Hussein for purely political reasons that had nothing to do with religion, since he did not know anything about religion at the time. When he settled in America, he lived like a single man in a foreign country. One day, as he was waiting for his American girlfriend to arrive, he became mad because she was late and began thinking. He suddenly realized he was living the wrong way. It is odd how a soul is created by Allah then inspired by its decadence and piousness. Suddenly, and without giving it a lot of thought, he decided to repent, become a true Muslim and head to the jihad in Afghanistan. In no time, he went from one side to the opposite one and as soon he reached the decision the girl knocked on the door. He threw her out, washed up and prayed maybe for the first time in his life, and tried to find ways to reach the land of the Afghans. His cousin Abu Bilal who was living a life much similar to his, was hit by the sudden transformation of his friend and cousin. He tried to change his mind by all means but to no avail. At this point he had also started suffering a major psychological conflict and one day as he was riding the bus and sitting quietly with the struggle ongoing within him, he jumped off his seat and yelled as loud as he could: “Abu Malek is right! Abu Malek is right and I am wrong!”, while the passengers around him thought he was insane. The two men came together to the land of the struggle and after a period of training headed to the Konar province and participated in conquering its capital. The commander of the operation was Sheikh Jamil al-Rahman, the emir of the Calling and Jihad Party because it was the province to which he belonged. The Arabs’ gains from this battle were massive but the emir of the Arabs decided alone and without consulting with the Mujahidin that the Arabs did not want anything. Abu Malek was extremely mad (and he had the right to be so), left the province and joined us in Kandahar. Through a couple of situations I realized that he was not an ordinary person. He was brave, violent, non-fearful and very difficult to control. I thus decided to spare him from clashing with the others and assigned him to conduct a mission requiring boldness to satisfy his combat instincts while at the same time allowing him to remain independent from the others. Indeed, I trained him to use the 75 mm cannon and he was very pleased with that. However, he was hit and stayed in Peshawar to receive treatment for a long period of time since he could not go anywhere else. His hand continued to hurt even after the wound had healed maybe because of the infection which affected it. I met him around a year later in Peshawar and found him crushed, desperate and mad about the Arabs partisanships and ideological and racist struggles. I was very sad because this was not the Abu Malek I had known and I believe that the main reason behind his misery was that he could not find a role in the jihad and was not about to return to America’s decadence. He could not even return to his parents in Jordan and could no longer stand Peshawar and its Arabs. When I drove him and his cousin to Assadullah’s post we were accompanied by Abdullah al-Roumi who later killed Sheikh Jamil al-Rahman. He was terrified by what happened to Abu Malek and chose to return with him to Pakistan. While in the post of Mullah Assadullah, I met an Afghan who spoke Arabic and who asked us about our post. When he learned we came from Abdul Razeq’s post, he told us he knew it because he fought in it for several weeks. When I asked him why he left it, he laughed and said: “Because I am not in a hurry to enter heaven”. We returned with the horrid Russian jeep, and on our way back the brother of the commander and his deputy gave me a tour of the Malajat posts. He used me to beg for ammunition from these posts and they usually apologized saying they had little or none. However when they saw an Arab drenched in the blood of his Arab companion asking for ammunition, they would open their warehouses, gave us what we wanted, kissed my hand and welcomed me. In one of the posts, they called the Mawlay to talk to me in Arabic. However he was very shy and kept quiet although they scolded him: “How can you claim you speak Arabic while you are not talking to the Arab?” He stayed quiet until he heard me speak in Arabic and was a little reassured, so he told me: “I read Arabic a lot and I understand it very well but I have never spoken it before”. When we returned to Muhammad Ayoub Agha’s post, they wanted to keep me for several days maybe so that I would do more begging but I could no longer stand it and returned to the post of Abdul Razeq which had become my home. Indeed, I never left it except to bury a martyr or give a lift to an injured, and whenever I was away for a few hours, felt as though I was sitting on burning coal. 

The post is destroyed.

The cannons of the communists started hitting with extreme accuracy, thus destroying large parts of the post which was so damaged it could no longer be inhabited. Abdul Razeq decided to move to another location which is closer to the enemy posts as though he was defying them and punishing them for the damage they had caused. We began fortifying the rooms that were picked, built thick walls from the inside but left the roof as it was. We worked in this place with extreme secrecy while avoiding being spotted by the enemy. It was with great difficulty that I convinced Abdul Razeq that it was necessary for the enemy not to know this new location. Therefore he prevented loud prayers and kept the kitchen in the old location so that the enemy would think we were still in it. Even the arms and ammunition warehouse was left in the old place because the room was fortified and it would have been dangerous for us to sleep next to it. Abu al-Shahid the Qatari and Akrama the Algerian worked with us in the new post in a serious and enthusiastic way and on the day we celebrated the completion of the works, Akrama took the permission of his Libyan emir to stay with us. We were joined by a Mujahid from Egypt. His name was Abu Ayman and was a clerk in the Calling Committee in Quetta, participating with us in the military operations from time to time. He was extremely funny and happened to come from Al-Gharbiya province, i.e. from the same province as Assadullah. It was natural for us to adopt him during the period he stayed with us in the post. He would go out with us in the morning to exchange fire and despite his limited combative experience and the thickness of his glasses, was able to kill a communist soldier, asking us to conceal this out of fear he would grow a big ego. Soon after he had spread an atmosphere of fun he left while carrying memories which I believe will never be forgotten. When I was hit, he repeatedly visited me may Allah bless him. We also received Abu Hamza the Jordanian who was in charge of the services office of Sheikh Abdullah Azzam in Quetta. He was also funny and spread a climate of joy around him. The odd thing is that it is very rare for a person in the jihad to meet an unpleasant person. Abu Hamza toured the fronts from time to time to distribute aid then returned to Quetta. When he came to us we were finishing the building of our new post and had to steal the doors of a few houses to complete the construction. These houses were located in the area of influence of the enemy. And all the Mujahidin were busy with the construction works. I thus asked one of Abu Hamza’s guards to come with me and stand guard until I removed the door. We returned with a big solid door which made Abu Hamza burst out laughing. Therefore, whenever he visited me at the hospital later on he used to shout: “You door thief! I have seen you with my own eyes so do not deny it”. Whenever the post was destroyed, Abdul Razeq would increase the pressure on the enemy as though he was trying to tell them that the situation will not change, while although the Mujahidin were busy with the construction works, the operations were not affected. On a dark, cold and rainy night Abdul Razeq decided to attack the enemy since he recently started liking the unexpected timing of the operations. We exited the post and it was so dark that none of us could see his own hands, and we could not maintain our balance due to the mud on the road. Abdul Rahman suffered the most because he had bad eyesight and slipped every few steps, thus hitting walls and obstructing our progress. He was walking behind me and I felt he had disappeared, so I went back to see where he was and found him standing behind the wall thinking that the convoy had stopped. The commander wanted to spare him the suffering and asked him to stay where he was until we came back to get him. However, he refused to do that and almost cried while begging until he was allowed to come along. In reality, the operation surprised the enemy and before we could reach the trenches, we heard the sound of the ambulances. 

Abd al-Basset Abdul Sammad fights alongside us.

Sayyaf the Egyptian came from the countryside, from a village close to that of Assadullah. They knew people in common, but only met in Kandahar. Al-Gharbiya province in particular offered two martyrs to the Afghan jihad currently resting side by side in Kandahar. In any case, Sayyaf the Egyptian was extremely talented in reciting the holy Koran with the voice of the great readers, to the point where those listening to him never questioned the fact that this was the voice of Abd al-Basset, Al-Menshawi or Al-Tablawi. Certainly the one mostly adored by the Afghans was Abd al-Basset who received special attention. 

We had come up with a new tradition since the first time we adopted it, it had a great impact. In one of the operations, we made Sayyaf carry a microphone and as the enemy was performing its usual random shooting and as each Mujahid took his position, Sayyaf began reciting Surat Al-Kafirun with the voice of Abd al-Basset. The enemy thus began listening and stopped its random shooting. In the meantime, Sayyaf was still reciting and repeating the Surat while abstaining from moving to the next one until after he repeated it around five times and in different ways. The enemy was listening and was taken by the sweet sound and the surprising situation. As soon as he completed the recitation, we opened fire extensively and in an intentionally exaggerated way to confuse the enemy. Therefore its response reflected this confusion and we almost died from laughter that night. The next day, as soon as Sayyaf started to chant again, he was showered with bombs which made the situation even funnier. Sayyaf continued to chant whenever he wanted to provoke them, even if there was no operation. 

Farewell Abu Ayoub.

I had previously mentioned how Abu Tamim the emir of the Arabs was killed and how the Arabs wanted to elect Assadullah in his place but he was so surprised and strongly rejecting that position, choosing Abu Ayoub the Algerian instead. By doing so he had a purpose since Abu Ayoub, unlike the majority of the Algerians, was lenient and easygoing. He never held on to his position which allowed Assadullah to go on all the adventures he wanted. But Abu Ayoub left after a while. He was a young educated man with extremely moderate opinions and stands. However I learned later on, that as he was in Peshawar, he ran across a number of Algerians who carried the Takfiri ideology, did not participate in the battles but settled in Peshawar preaching about the righteous path of Allah. Abu Ayoub thus started perceiving the Mujahidin as being sinners fighting the atheists. I was extremely surprised by this change which affected Abu Ayoub’s way of thinking and believed it unlikely for someone as knowledgeable as him and as naturally inclined towards moderation as him to truly adopt these extremist thoughts. Nothing ever happened on the front to justify that and there was only one explanation I could give to it: The circumstances in Abdul Razeq post were so tough that they had an impact on his psyche. He thus found no other way to justify his departure from the jihad except through this position. Certainly Abu Ayoub did this subconsciously because he would never have done it on purpose. The latter Takfiris had training centers inside Afghanistan and whoever responded to their ideas was taken to these centers to receive training without participating in any jihad. One day an air raid targeted this center and Abu Ayoub confronted it with uncanny courage. A fragment hit him in the head, and he met his God as a pardoned martyr with Allah’s will.

Conflict over power.

After Abu Ayoub left the post we had to choose a new emir for the Arabs. But we wanted Abdul Razeq to pick him. However he would say: “I am not Arab. You are Arabs and you choose your emir”. We thus gathered in what the Afghans called the Shura and they wanted to choose me, but I eluded this appointment and named Sadiq the Tunisian who was the oldest among us and the former officer in the Tunisian army. His job was to lead and everyone agreed. I had previously talked about Sadiq the Tunisian and wish to repeat that he was an honest and loyal person. I do not know why it was later said that he had ties with the intelligence bodies since no person can hide his true self in difficult circumstance such as the ones we were facing. In these situations, even the smartest man becomes an open book and you could read what was happening in his heart right on his faces. Maybe the Tunisian intelligence which was maddened by the escape of a fighter pilot from its air force spread this about him and fabricated evidence proving it. Abu Khabib, the emir of the Arabs of Kandahar, had been absent for a few months after he went to Saudi Arabia. There was a desperate need to choose someone to manage our affairs in the meantime. It would have been very dangerous for all the Arabs to gather in one place and choose an emir for the Arabs of Kandahar and believed it would be better that the emir of each post represents the Arabs with him. They all gathered from the different posts to pick an emir while the one who raised this issue and sought the election of an emir for the Arabs instead of Abu Khabib was Abu Zer the Libyan then the Kandahari. He was one of the veteran Mujahidin and spent most of his time in Kandahar. He mastered the Pashtu language, enjoyed close ties with Sheikh Sayyaf and was considered to be among the officials of the Ittihad Islami Party. He was a friendly person and extremely smart, even the smartest among the Arabs. He had received a high level training especially in the use of explosives and carried out sabotage operations targeting the ammunition warehouses of the enemy and other operations which could be referred to as terrorist actions since he booby trapped cars and placed them in vital areas in the cities that were still under the control of the communists. He came to Kandahar and remained in a post close to us for a period of time. Throughout that stage he was busy booby trapping a large truck with massive quantities of explosives in preparation for its introduction to the city. The car was parked next to the rooms near the plantations. The Afghan leader was in Pakistan and his deputy who was a young man from the city and his family was still there.  He opposed this method, but did so the Afghan way thus waiting until Abu Zer almost finished his job and detonated the car with an RPG rocket. This explosion could have completely erased the post and all those who were in it, but luckily or due to the precautions of Abu Zer who placed the car in the opposite direction of the post, the wave of the explosion went in the other direction. I saw the largest part of the heavy engine around two hundred meters away from the car and it was almost the only part left from it. By raising the issue of the election of a new emir, Abu Zer wanted to be this elected emir. However he was disappointed when the emirs chose Sadiq the Tunisian but did not despair after he found out that Sadiq was new to the jihad and knew nothing about Kandahar. He thus started directing him as he pleased with extreme kindness and intelligence. I hope that my words are not interpreted as though I was saying that Abu Zer was an opportunist or a disloyal person. He was a loyal man, smarter than average, enjoyed partisan affiliation and limitless ambitions. People like him are more useful to any cause than dozens of loyal idiots and there is not one person on the face of this earth who can be completely selfless all the time or he would be an angel and there are no angels on earth. When Abou Khabib returned, he found another emir for the Arabs. In reality he enjoyed a wide experience in the management of the Arabs’ affairs and in dealing with the field leaders, party heads and charitable organizations. He thought that Sadiq had monopolized the affairs of the Arab Mujahidin and their first meeting was somewhat cold. He gave Sadiq some money and supplies to distribute on the Arabs but Sadiq told him: “I was a temporary emir until your return. Now that you are here, you must have your position back.” Abu Khabib was extremely pleased and went back to running the affairs of the Arabs and allocating the aid on the Afghans with competence and integrity. He was very simple and very kind to the point where some thought he was naïve. He loved the Mujahidin dearly and was worthy of the trust placed in him whether by the Afghans or the Arabs. One day I came across an old edition of the Arab Jihad magazine and Abu Khabib was the correspondent in the South. He mentioned in a weekly report that the Kandaharis engaged in a battle in which they destroyed forty tanks. I laughed and told him: “That was a bit exaggerated Abu Khabib.” He was surprised by what I had said and assured me that the figure was true. I was not convinced until I passed by a wall whose end could not be seen from both sides. This wall was composed of destroyed tanks gathered by the Russians from all around Kandahar and placed that way to protect their areas of influence from the attacks of the Mujahidin. This wall was dozens of kilometers long and contained a massive number of tanks which rendered the destruction of forty tanks in one day plausible. Unfortunately, after this area fell in the hands of the Mujahidin, the wall started to melt since the Afghans turned into spare part collectors and rivers of steel started flowing into Pakistan. Luckily, this wonderful sight was photographed by many lenses before it melted. Abu Zer visited us in Abdul Razeq’s post and was surprised by how dangerous our position was. He sat with the commander and Sheikh Babou and gave them a wise advice to limit our attacks to sniper operations since one of those who surrendered (a security officer responsible for the sector facing our position) had informed him that the bombing was not entailing any damage because the army’s fortifications were extremely solid. When Abu Zer wanted to bring him to our post, he refused saying: “I surrendered to save my life not to end it”, thus drawing an accurate map of the army’s positions and giving it to Abu Zer who in turn gave it to us and was extremely beneficial. The commander and Babou were listening to him with respect and I was surprised when they told me that Abu Zer was an important official in the Ittihad Isalami Party i.e. not just a Mujahid passing by like us. When he left however, Abdul Razeq completely ignored his advice and he was right to do that since had it not been for the bombing which was not entailing any damage as it was claimed by this officer, he would not have surrendered to the Mujahidin. 

Abdul Sattar martyred.    

The martyrs in our post were falling one by one and this time it was the turn of Abdul Sattar the Afghan, Abdul Razeq’s right hand man. He had been gone for weeks in Pakistan and met his Allah the same day he returned just like it had happened with Abu Dajana. There is no other explanation for this phenomenon except that the violence massively to the point where within several weeks in Pakistan, the situation in the post became very different. The Mujahid returned while accustomed to a certain level of caution or after a couple of months of calm civilian life, and required an adjustment period to restore his physical and psychological fitness. As usual, Assadullah did not react despite their friendship and looked as though he envied Abdul Sattar for the heavenly goal he attained. Despite the presence of nearby and dug out graves ready in the event of any emergency, the martyr’s colleagues wanted to bury him in his village or what one day used to be his village next to the remains of his martyred relatives. We took shifts to carry him that long distance and Muhammad Ayoub Agha attended the burial. Upon the end of the ceremony, every one lined up and Ayoub Agha started distributing beans and sweets to the Mujahidin who showed great respect to him. However, I noticed Abul Razeq’s disgust toward his leader and I do not know how his men can be loyal to him and to Ayoub Agha at the same time.

Assadullah glows.

When the Arabs in the post multiplied, they were divided between three prayer groups because the place was extremely narrow. Assadullah decided to unify the groups by building a mosque that would fit them all. He started gathering the clay from the destroyed homes, allocating the Arabs’ tasks and began building skillfully as though he had been doing it his whole life. He never got tired and worked all day and most of the nights, sleeping for an hour or two then standing guard from 2 until 3 in the morning. He had booked this hour which did not change as it was the case with the schedules of the others so that he could get water from the well after his shift, light a fire to heat it for the Mujahidin, pray then wake the Mujahidin up for the dawn prayer. He loved the men dearly and during that stage entered a new phase of loyalty and dedication. Maybe he did not feel these changes which increased by the day but I noticed that in him. The more dedicated he grew, the more loved he became by those around him to the point where Assadullah was considered the archetype of the true Mujahid among the Arabs of Kandahar and all those who knew him. He grew thinner with the fasting and his prayers made him more calm and demure. He stopped his usual fighting and his fun became limited to a mere smile. After we returned from Abdul Sattar’s burial, he asked me to forgive him. I was surprised and asked him why? To which he said that he looked at the horizon and could read into the future. He said: “Soon you will take shifts to carry me as we did with Abdul Sattar today”. But I responded jokingly: “Do not be sad. I promise to carry you from the post to the grave and not take shifts with anyone”. At this point I had no idea that I would have to honor this promise soon, very soon. 

Farewell Assadullah.

When the Afghan Mujahid who had promised Assadullah to give him his sister in marriage arrived, the latter asked me and Sadiq to take him to the post of Ayoub Agha and set the wedding date. However, I asked him not be mad if this Afghan tried to elude him and he told me: “I am no longer the Assadullah you knew”. He had gotten 8,000 Pakistani Rupees from Sheikh Akil for that purpose but the Afghan told him that his father was on another front and that the wedding would take place upon his return. We thus came back to the post and on that night Assadullah had a vision which he related to me the next morning after I acquired a reputation in the interpretation of dreams. He dreamt he was in his house in Egypt asking his brother to go propose on his behalf to one of their neighbors. While he was talking, he heard the prayer in the village’s mosque, so he left his brother and ran toward it. It was a clear vision which did not require a lot of thought. I thus told him he was going to be martyred which gave him great pleasure and lit up his face. The next day, he saw himself walking while followed by four brides. One of the Mujahidin had a much more exiting vision since he saw him driving a bus filled with brides. Such visions only had one explanation. They did not mean death, rather life, the real life. They heralded heaven and the rewards of the patient. He finally saw a different vision. He dreamt there was an Arab martyr wrapped in a blanket in the big room where we ate as the Arabs surrounded him with deep sorrow. I told him: “Maybe one of the Arabs will be martyred soon,” but never guessed it would be Assadullah himself. One night, and during a regular operation in which I unfortunately did not participate, Assadullah was accompanied by two Libyans and they were carrying an RPG. One of the Libyans was using this weapon for the first time and they were positioned in a destroyed house overlooking the enemy post across the street of death. The RPG launcher had to climb up the ladder, reach the roof and launch the rocket upon the beginning of the battle. It is known that all those who use this weapon for the first time will commit certain mistakes by forgetting to put the shell in its right position. Assadullah adjusted the position of the shell for him and when the rookie tried another time, the shell did not come out because he had forgotten the safety button. Assadullah thus clicked the button and took the weapon from him to show him how to shoot. This entire process took a long time during which the Mujahidin had almost stopped shooting and the enemy was starting to respond violently and intensively. Assadullah did not care, pointed the weapon toward the source of the shooting and issued his usual shout: “Allah Akbar”. As he pulled the trigger, a Grinov bullet hit him in the head and the words Allah Akbar were his last. They were a great conclusion for his entirely white and pure page. I cannot describe how saddened the Arabs and the Afghans were, while the odd thing was that our Libyan brother did not mind about Assadullah’s fall off the stairs, grabbed the weapon, shot all the shells he had after Assadullah had taught him how then came down and was surprised to see that Assadullah had died since he believed he was only mildly injured. He carried him to the post as his soul met his God and since he was fasting I hope he drank from the rivers of heaven. When they brought him lifeless, I could not contain myself and the whole world around me turned black. The martyr was wrapped in a blanket - and this was the first time that any martyr is wrapped in a blanket - and it was one which he had brought to the Mujahidin from Sheikh Akil while carrying in his pocket the dowry of the bride which he had not seen and will never see. The Arabs gathered around him in the big room while he was wrapped in a blanket as he had envisioned the scene. We had a terrible night since he was no ordinary person. A grave was dug up for him near the post of Muhammad Ayoub Agha next to the grave of another Arab Mujahid whose nickname I have forgotten. There is no problem in him being forgotten by all the creations of Allah as long as God remembers him. In the morning, we placed the martyr on a carrier and Abdul Rahman and I held it from the front and proceeded toward the graveyard. Usually we took shifts because it was a long road but I remembered the pledge I had made to him although jokingly and felt I had to honor it. When Abdul Rahman saw me refusing to switch, he did exactly like me although he did not know the reason. I have no idea how the Arabs all around the state learned the news but they all walked behind his body to the graveyard. I did not completely grasp the situation and was so surprised that I could not cover his face with dirt and was unable to do him this last favor. I sat next to his tomb for about an hour after the others had left, praying for him and reading the Koran. Abdul Razeq was mad at what he thought was pity from my part for the death of Assadullah. He left a great vacuum which was felt by all the Arabs of Kandahar since the post became a lonely place, the operations became boring and even the sniper operations lost their glow. Therefore, I saw that the sorrow felt by Sayyaf was justified since they enjoyed a deep existential bond which entailed an irresistible wish to follow him. Assadullah was not the first Arab or Egyptian martyr to fall from our ranks but he was a unique person rarely seen in a lifetime. Once again I returned the dowry to Sheikh Akil and may Allah have mercy on his soul, Assadullah had made me promise to distribute all that he had on the Mujahidin in the event of his death. However, Abdul Rahman wanted to send his bag and all his belongings to his family in Egypt. A few days later, an Afghan came to me with great shame, asking: “What are you going to do with Assadullah’s things?” Abu Hamza immediately told him: “Call your colleagues and distribute the martyr’s possessions on them”. I did not object based on his last will, although Abdul Rahman was very mad and told me: “You have no idea how valuable these things are to his family,” to which I responded: “Maybe they would have increased and renewed their sorrow.” Assadullah had given the address of Abdul Razeq’s post to his family in Egypt and received a letter from his village carrying this odd address: Quetta - Kandahar - Malajat front - Muhammad Ayoub Agha post - Assadullah the Egyptian. How did a letter carrying this address get past the Egyptian authorities and how did it reach the isolated areas of Kandahar while carrying countless postal stamps! In reality it was a painful letter and we thanked God that it only reached us after he had parted. It was sent by his brother who scolded him, made fun of him and reminded him of the money he had borrowed from his siblings to travel. He even reminded him of the shoes he had borrowed from him. This brother, may Allah forgive him, did not know that Assadullah was distributing hundreds of shoes on the barefoot Mujahidin without keeping one for himself and walked barefoot on the frost and the thorns. Whenever an Arab gave him a pair of shoes, he would hurriedly give them to a barefoot Afghan. He also blamed him for having left his two old and mortal parents and gone to ‘waste time’ in far away countries without ever caring about the way his parents lived and about who was spending on them. This letter made Abdul Rahman cry to the point where his eyes turned red. He thus took it to Sheikh Abdullah Azzam in Peshawar and told me that the Sheikh was greatly moved by this letter and that his eyes were filled with tears. He thus asked everyone around him to leave, spent four hours writing a letter to Assadullah’s parents and sent them a sum of money. He was a pious Sheikh may Allah have mercy on his soul and lead him to his heavens, and I learned later on when I visited Assadullah’s village that his parents never received anything and had been questioning his death until I confirmed it to them years later. What was odd was that his mother was relieved and as I bid his brother farewell, I was astonished by the resemblance between them and cried as though I was bidding to Assadullah the Egyptian farewell. Days will pass, years will pass, and I may live on this earth for a long time and forget everything, but what is certain is that even if I were to forget my own name, I will never forget you Ibrahim. Peace be on you, peace be on you Ibrahim in both worlds.

Akrama martyred.    

When Sheikh Babou saw how saddened I was by Assadullah’s martyrdom, he took me by the hand and told me he was going to show me something. I walked with him from one destroyed area to the other until we were very far from the post. We reached a corpse, rather a skeleton in a military uniform and he told me that this was a communist officer. He then started to shoot it in a vindictive way, at which point I told him not to do that and we left. We were now positioned in the new post which was closer to the enemy than the first one that was destroyed while the arms and ammunition warehouse and the kitchen remained in the first. Loud prayers and lights during the nights were prohibited but despite that the enemy forces soon discovered the new post and we could not continue mocking them for long as they were shooting at an empty position. We were joined by Akrama the Algerian after he had taken the permission of the emir of Al-Qaeda and I had talked about him at the beginning of these memoirs. He was extremely tall, strongly built and had sharp features. He was the archetype of the perfect soldier in terms of his courage, military discipline, physical strength and personality traits. Even Abdul Razeq said after he saw him in certain situations: “If I had twenty men like Akrama, I would have conquered the city of Kandahar.” Abdul Razeq decided to do something which seemed very odd to us. Indeed, he wanted to stop traffic on the street parallel to the street of death. He decided to build a fortified room behind a destroyed wall overlooking this street’s intersection with another street that was important and vital and crossed by dozens of armored vehicles, military vehicles officers, soldiers and people on a daily basis. We started building this room under the cover of the night with extreme caution and calm. We rendered the walls thick, made of clay and around one hundred and fifty centimeters high. The roof was made out of tree trunks and covered with clay and rocks. In the wall facing the enemy, we opened up narrow hole for shooting. The room was located next to a blueberry tree. And I do not know if the enemy knew about it or not but allowed us to complete it and celebrate its building and the blocking of the road during the night. Abdul Razeq’s idea was to keep two Mujahidin in it twenty four hours a day while carrying RPGs and Grinovs to prevent the infantry or the vehicles from crossing that road. I felt that Abdul Razeq was becoming crazier by the day and such a plan would never have worked unless carried out the way we used to carry out the previous operations, i.e. by shooting then running to the underground trenches, not from a room above the ground and completely exposed to the enemy from all sides, regardless of how fortified it was. However, Abdul Razeq was certain of the success of his idea, and in the morning gave Akrama the Grinov and a Yemeni Mujahid an RPG. Akrama seemed worried and he talked to Abdul Razeq who took the RPG from him and gave it to me, which made Akrama more reassured since he saw how I handled that weapon. Abdul Razeq also selected a group of Arabs and Afghan Mujahidin in order for the first day to be one of intensive shooting. We stood behind a wall near the new room monitoring the road. We saw a jeep parking and an officer stepping out of it to speak with a number of soldiers. Abdul Razeq signaled me to hit it. So, I immediately headed to the room with Akrama and an Afghan Mujahid called Mahmud. Akrama begged me to hit the car in my place so we switched weapons and he climbed on the roof, pointed the RPG toward the car and destroyed it. He came down to the room exhilarated and entered it while the shots and the shells of the enemy were showering us. I used to put the weapon on one of the narrow holes and shoot without seeing the target and without allowing my body to face the opening. The same was done by Mahmud. However as soon as Akrama walked up to one of the holes to watch the burning car, he was pushed backward. This happened in less than a second and I did not understand what went on. I wondered what had pushed him back and when I looked at him, my heart was torn apart. It was a horrid site since his back was laying on the wall and his head was wide open. His brain was intact and in its place but the bones of his head above the eyebrows were non-existent. I could not describe how I felt at that moment even if I wrote around hundreds of books. The tragedy was that he was still alive and stayed alive for a few hours. I saw blood flowing from his head as though it was a fire hose. His blood was thick and was running in an intensive way like a river that would not dry up. During these difficult moments, the enemy poured all its anger on the room in an indescribable way. The missiles were exploding while shaking the ground beneath us and the Zikoyak, Shilka, and the Dummilla shots went through the wall and the Grinov shots among other machine guns penetrated through the holes. Mahmud ran away without looking back along with the other Mujahidin including Abdul Razeq who could probably not come closer to the room. It never occurred to me to leave Akrama like that and run away. Despite the intensive bombing, I tried to pull him out from this dammed room but he was a heavy giant. I tried to push him while maintaining his head in an upward position so that his brains would not fall out. He was breathing heavily, inhaling almost naturally but exhaling with violence. I thought he could be saved and collected his head’s bones and put them in my pocket. I tried to pull him out while keeping his head in an upward position but to no avail. The shooting was intensive, the Mujahidin had ran away and Akrama was breathing heavily. I felt impotent and started hitting the ground with my head. I wanted to do something for him but could not. Had he died, it would not have been a problem but my wish to save him as soon as possible, my inability to do that, the fleeing of the Mujahidin and the intensive shooting made me suffer a quasi nervous breakdown. After a while, the enemy’s bombing calmed down and the Mujahidin came back. Akrama was still alive and breathing heavily. We pulled him out very carefully and Abdul Razeq was astonished that he was still alive despite this massive injury. We carried him for a long distance until the Ayoub Agha post as his breath gradually quieted down. By the time we reached the post he was already dead. I was exhausted and had to leave the post for a while. The Ayoub Agha post was hosting a meeting for the Shura leaders. Abu Zer was attending it, and noticed I was on the brink of collapse. He told me: “I am going to Quetta today and you will come with me. I had no objections but told him I should take Abdul Razeq’s permission first. Abu Zer thus spoke to him and the commander came to me and said: “Do you want to go?” I told him: “Yes for a few days then I will return.” He asked: “You will return?” I assured him that I would not be away for more than four or five days and he told me to go. At the last minute I remembered Akrama’s bones and handed them to the Mujahidin so that they are buried with the remains of the lion laying in Kandahar. I remember that only the night before, we were arguing whether Algeria’s martyrs had reached one million or one and half million and Akrama insisted they were one million and a half and started reciting with great enthusiasm the famous poem: “The people of Algeria are Muslim and to Arabism they belong”. I remembered the days of training in Jaji and the story of the donkey which angered Akrama to the point where he shot him with his Kalashnikov and how Sheikh Abdullah Azzam asked him to apologize for killing the donkey. I remembered his courageous positions and how Abdul Razeq said that he would have conquered the city with twenty men like Akrama. O Akrama, you courageous knight, had you lived, you would have had a great life. O great pious one, you did not settle for memorizing the book of Allah and thousands of Hadiths but also wanted to perform the highest duty in Islam. Blessed be thy martyrdom for you are loved by Allah because strong believers are dearer to Allah than the weak ones. You were strong in body, spirit and faith may Allah forgive us and you, amen.    

Abu Anas al-Wali the Yemeni.

When I reached Pakistan, I felt peacefulness and my internal struggles calmed down. However, one or two days after we arrived, we heard that Sayyaf the Egyptian was martyred and Abu Anas was gravely injured. This caused me a great sorrow which is only known by Allah. I was not sad because of Sayyaf’s death or because Abu Anas was injured but because I was not with them. I felt I was responsible for what had happened since had I been there, I would not have allowed Abdul Razeq to repeat the foolishness of that dammed room ever again. As usual, Abdul Razeq had decided to retaliate for the death of the martyr with a great operation staged the very next day. He thus rallied his men inside the room and around it and prepared large quantities of rockets and machine guns. Sayyaf and Abu Anas were positioned near the room and on the right side behind the destroyed wall. During the clashes, a PM shell fell between them, killing Sayyaf and injuring Abu Anas in several parts of his body, the most dangerous of which being two fragments which penetrated his head from the back, crossed his brain and reached his forehead. This injury entailed a semi paralysis, amnesia, mental retardation and the inability to speak. He had become a corpse that could only shiver. When he reached the hospital, the doctors believed he was about to die and left him to await his fate. However, he did not die and the doctors were astonished. They summoned a prominent Pakistani doctor who was specialized in such cases and who also looked extremely surprised. He performed a surgery to take out the two fragments from his forehead and when I visited him at the hospital it was very painful to see what had happened to him. What was odd was that he recognized me and gave me a big smile although he had amnesia, which baffled his companions. He could only move half his mouth, his right hand and his right leg in a regular circular action as though he was swimming on his back. His reactions clearly pointed to a mental retardation and he went back to being a baby, to the point of even forgetting how to talk. Abu Anas was a young Yemeni and the people of Yemen have the purest of hearts, and as it was said by Mustafa, peace and blessings be upon him, {teach them the prayer, they will teach you the calling}. The Yemenis are the best people I ever dealt with. They were sweet, modest, enjoyed high morals and pure souls. As for Abu Anas he was among the best Yemenis I had ever met. He had loyalty, piousness and modesty to the highest levels. He graduated from the schools of the Muslim Brotherhood in Yemen and joined the police academy. He was about to graduate when he was struck by the wish to head to the jihad, thus leaving the academy and joining the forces of the strangers, glory to them.

One day I asked him: “Would it not have been better for Islam for you to graduate from the police academy and rise up in the police corps? Maybe Allah would have used you to do greater good for Muslims”. He looked at me without saying a word but his silence had said a lot. I knew he was an extraordinary man and that he had become a Wali of Allah. After a while, his brother came from Yemen and took him back home. I was so happy when I heard that he was better and that he had started learning how to talk, may Allah protect him with his mercy and show us the greatness he could do. 

Sayyaf the Egyptian martyred.

As for Sayyaf the Egyptian, he has a long story filled with lessons. He came from one of the villages of Al-Gharbiya province which is not that far from Assadullah’s village. It is calm and secure, its farmers are good and simple and his family was sweet and numerous including many kids other than Sayyaf, with a father and a mother who were brought up on goodness and simplicity. Sayyaf the Egyptian had polio, and clearly limped as he walked. Our hero got a diploma in calligraphy and went to Jordan due to the difficult living conditions in Egypt. In Jordan, he worked in a shop which drew banners and advertisements and despite his love for the Koran, he was very lenient at the level of his religious duties, praying at times and abstaining at others. His colleagues at work and his roommates happened to be from the Islamic Sahwa and kept urging him to pray more regularly while he kept eluding them. The turning point in his life happened one day as he was busy drawing and a colleague of his urged him to stop working and go with him to the evening prayer. All his pretexts failed and when this brother insisted Sayyaf lost his temper and said things to him which may be considered sinful. He brother thus left with sorrow in his heart. However, Sayyaf felt bad for the way he behaved, sat on the ground in astonishment then rose and ran to the mosque, washed up and kept crying although he had fulfilled his duty. Since that day Sayyaf’s life changed and the good companionship, his sound mind and his countryside religious upbringing were of great help to him. He thus started taking interest in religious readings and Islamic magazines and one day he read the Islamic al-Oumma magazine which featured a report on the Afghan Mujahidin. This topic took his mind off of everything else and he became taken by the jihad just like thousands of other young men from all around the globe, from Senegal to the Philippines. He was unable to resist the temptation to participate in the creation of an Islamic state, the state of Allah, and tried to get a visa to Pakistan using all possible means. However, Buttho was in power and the matter was not easy at all. She had decided to make it very hard for any Mujahid to obtain a visa to Pakistan and ordered all the Pakistani embassies and consulates around the world to be very tough in regard to this issue. But the man would not take no for an answer and this affected his job performance since he would go to work while his mind was on the jihad battlefields. His boss discovered what was going on in his head and tried to dissuade him, telling him that these were not real Mujahidin and that they spent their time using hashish. He told him that the men in Afghanistan were nothing but bandits. The old man was a Palestinian who told Sayyaf that he personally knew Abdullah Azzam when he was a young man, adding that the latter was nothing but an American agent. This nonsense did not convince Sayyaf at all and to make things worth, his own colleagues and friends started making fun of his quest, telling him he was a limp and could not do anything on the battle ground. Others said to him that the jihad did not need more men. I think the brothers told him that because they were jealous of him and his noble quest, or because his insistence to go to Afghanistan showed their own weakness. Sayyaf was tormented between his colleagues and his boss who were all asking him not to go to the land of jihad. But when he almost lost his mind, his boss had pity on him and took him to the Pakistani embassy while accompanied by his Pakistani wife, and said to the people there: “This is my wife and this is my nephew and we want to visit our relatives in Pakistan”. Sayyaf was finally able to get the visa he awaited for so long. It was a visa to heaven and he was so happy about it that he left the embassy while dancing and screaming in the street and waving his passport. With the money he had put aside, he was able to buy the airplane ticket and immediately after his arrival headed to the Sada camp for training. He called himself Sayyaf the Egyptian and engaged in many battles in the province of Konar. He was even among the first men to liberate it from the communist control. But soon after, all the Arabs left the state to look for new battles and Sayyaf chose Kandahar because he knew fierce battles were ongoing in it. He came to the province with a number of Mujahidin from the Jihad and Calling Party and settled with them in the village of Ternkotal. The place was far from the city itself on the right side of the airport region. It was an open desert area that was very far from enemy positions. The group he came with was Salafi and affiliated with Sheikh Jamil who was among the very few Wahahbi Afghans. Therefore, he did not dare open an office close to the city out of fear from the Afghan Mujahidin who would not hesitate to kill them all. They considered Wahhabism to be worse than Judaism or Christianity, although they never denied that Sheikh Jamil was a Mujahid and they even cooperated with him in a number of military missions without ever allowing him to set foot next to their posts on the outskirts of the city itself. Sayyaf stayed for a few months with his friends in the desert. But during that period, he was unable to shoot even a single shot, and was never able to see any enemy positions or vehicles. He thought that he made the wrong choice and that Kandahar was not the fierce place in which huge battles took place. He would always ask the Afghans: “Where are the battles taking place?” He did not know that the place he was in might stay calm for months but that suddenly hell could break loose. After all, there were only two possibilities: either the Mujahidin attack and occupy the airport area or the enemy forces attack the Mujahidin positions and try to annihilate them. The battle would then have to take place in the open desert. Soon after, he had the chance to participate in stopping a communist attack on the Mujahidin positions in a huge battle in which heavy artillery and aircrafts were used. The situation was very dangerous which drove the Mujahidin around the city of Kandahar to send reinforcements to Sayyaf and his friends. Only then did he find out that there were other Mujahidin and Arab positions in Kandahar. After the communist forces were defeated, Sayyaf said to himself that he will no longer wait for the communists to attack, came to Abdul Razeq’s post and became one of its main pillars.

He was a very funny man and he always brought joy to the room. He had the ability to imitate people and voices which pleased us a lot, especially when he imitated the voices of the Koran readers. He was truly the comedian of this feared post, specialized in the use of mortars and mastering shooting. He did not care much about clashes or sniper operations and established deep ties with his countrymen. Therefore when Assadulah met his God, Sayyaf’s life completely turned around. His fun dissipated and his face became serious. He insisted on partaking in sniper operations and on participating in the clashes, relinquishing the shooting of mortars especially after he had a vision which kept him awake all night. Next to one of the city’s mosques, there were many enemy positions and Sayyaf targeted them without caring whether or not some shells fell on the mosque. In his dream, he was shooting as usual and some shells were falling on the mosque as usual when suddenly he saw white doves carrying away the bombs which almost hit the mosque. Sayyaf felt how sinful it was for him to hit the mosque and when I explained to him that white doves stood for angels, he became determined to stop shooting the mortars. He thus replaced Assadullah on the sniper trips and was astonished by the positions we used. I noticed he wanted to follow Assadullah by any means, and he started to have martyrdom visions almost every day. He once dreamt he was trapped in a destroyed house like the ones surrounding us and trying to exit it. Whenever he climbed through a window, or broke through a door, he found himself still standing in the rubble, until he opened one door and reached a magnificent garden with green trees that were too wonderful to describe. I thus heralded his martyrdom and his rise to heaven and his joy was indescribable. When Akrama was martyred and many incidents followed, Sayyaf met his God as a martyr drenched in his own blood. His recommendation was that he be buried next to Assadullah and I do not know whether or not the Mujahidin respected his wish. May Allah have mercy on your soul O Sayyaf and introduce you to his heavens along with the Prophets, the martyrs and Assadullah. The Prophet once said that there were among the believers men who respected their promises to Allah. Some of them died while others continued to wait but never changed their path.

For my part, I am still waiting for my turn, may Allah have mercy on your soul, O Sayyaf since while God excused you, you did not excuse yourself and while he lifted your embarrassment you did not lift it off yourself. May Allah help your old parents since you were the oldest of their sons and their only provider. I do not think that anyone loved the jihad and the Mujahidin like you did. Rest in peace since your place is reserved in the heavens with Allah’s will.   

The Arabs leave Abdul Razeq.

When the news about the martyrs of the post started circulating, Sheikh Abdullah Azzam issued instructions to Abu Khabib to get the Arabs out of the Abdul Razeq’s post. It was a difficult day for the latter since the only men left were Arabs after he got all his Afghan men killed. Sadiq told me that he was extremely mad and told Abu Khabib: “Take them all. I do not want any of them. Abu Jaafar is enough for me and he promised he will return”. When I was late, he became delusional and started talking to himself while repeating: “He will be back. Abu Jaafar will be back. He promised me that.” This reached the point where they thought he was going insane. In the meantime (as soon as I heard the news about Sayyaf and Abu Anas) I headed to Kandahar again. This time however I was detained by the floods and spent several days waiting for them to dry up along with the convoys of supplies because the great Kandahar battle had started and all the parties had sent arms, ammunition, and Mujahidin to help with the operation. Unfortunately, the floods were terrible and carried great, shallow and fast rivers crossing the desert from North to the South. Nonetheless, despite their shallowness the cars which tried to cross them got stuck in the sand and were buried as though in the middle of quick sands. After we waited for a long time for these floods to dry up, we returned to the border and were hosted by a young Egyptian doctor in charge of the first aid unit. Many Arabs had come from the other provinces to participate in conquering Kandahar. We saw countless of wounded arriving, while the injuries of some of them were decaying because the cars transporting them drowned in the floods and they remained for days with nothing above water except for their heads. I was very surprised because most of these wounds were dangerous and deep and remained floating in polluted water without any treatment. Yes they were decaying but how did the Mujahidin not die? It was truly odd. They were frozen, neither screaming nor moaning as though their bodies had become human rocks. Kandahar was truly a mine of men and men nowadays are very rare. 

The great battle in Khosh Ab.

I previously talked about the preparations of the Mujahidin to invade the airport and how they kept digging a trench crossing the great farms and the security belt surrounding the airport for months, without the enemy feeling anything. The trench was around three meters wide and two meters deep, and although the enemy positions were on the left and right side, no one noticed anything because the digging works were being conducted during the night and with extreme secrecy. This trench almost reached the tarmac from which planes took off and landed, since the Kandaharis had mastered the art of surprising the enemy. As I said before, the raiding of the airport went against the wish of the party leaders in Peshawar who preferred to raid the city. However the field leaders had pity on the population and decided to raid the airport instead of the city despite all the forces and the massive equipment in it. This shift caused the loss of the importance of the aforementioned mountain since there were fears that the supplies would reach the city’s forces from the airport and not the other way around, considering that the forces in the city were much less than those in the airport. Another important point should be taken into account: The fact that the Mujahidin were digging these trenches for several months while taking shifts with all the other posts without this information reaching the enemy only had one meaning, that the Mujahidin were not infiltrated and that there was not one hypocrite or spy among them. The plan was to take over the enemy positions on both sides of the trench –and they were fortified and mined positions- head toward the airport and shatter the enemy forces. This plan was extremely courageous and these battles were called the Khosh Ab battles i.e. the pure water battles, because the area was full of water springs. What is good about the Mujahidin is that they appreciated the talents of men, since despite the mutual coldness affecting the relation between Abdul Razeq and the leaders of Kandahar, they decided during this Shura council to appoint him as the commander of the great operation. This pick was made right on time since he was extremely disconcerted by the departure of the Arabs. Almost all the Mujahidin of the province participated in these operations and all of a sudden Abdul Razeq had become the commander and emir of around five thousand of them. He performed his tasks with great success, invaded the positions on both sides of the trench, personally removed the mines and headed the different groups. As it was usually the case in Kandahar, the enemy was totally surprised and its action and thinking were completely paralyzed. These battles carry a great lesson which I would love to convey to the new generations of Muslim Mujahidin so that they know the value of patience, even if from one person and even if this person is an infidel. Within a few days, the men had invaded the positions on both sides and only one remained at the end of the trench on a high hill. There was only one position left for the Mujahidin to reach the passageway of the aircrafts and take over the airport while the enemy was still in a total state of panic. All the militia soldiers defending this post ran away except for one kid who stood alone and obstructed the progress of the Mujahidin towards the airport for about two weeks. 

Farewell Abdul Razeq.

Unluckily, the Mujahidin lost Abdul Razeq before this courageous bastard obstructed their progress. I do not think that one individual could have stopped the commander no matter how courageous he may have been. Abdul Razeq was heading a raid group when he saw a hand grenade hanging on a tree. This grenade was booby-trapped and would have exploded upon contact. Since he was an expert in mines, he headed toward it to secure it. But the grenade was not only booby-trapped but was also a bait, since underneath it, a PM shell had been buried to act as a mine. The thin body of the man who had a greater impact on the enemy than that of a whole army was ripped into pieces. The knight thus stepped down for the first time in ten years. For the first time, he rested without being bothered by the sounds of the battle, or to be more precise without savoring these sounds. Allah sent me a vision through which I knew that Abdul Razeq was going to be martyred at a time when I was behind the floods, not knowing that he was participating in the Khosh Ab battle or that he was killed. I had a dream in which I was roaming the area around Abdul Razeq’s post. He was wearing white clothes, a white turban, his face was lit up, and his body full of health. He was sitting on the ground. I approached him with extreme pleasure. However he turned away from me, but I continued to walk toward him until he smiled at me and started talking to me joyfully. When I learned what had happened to him, I realized the meaning of the vision and he was among those whose jihad was accepted by Allah. When he first turned away from me in the dream, it was because I was late in coming back to him and when he later returned, it was because he realized I was obstructed by the flood. This man loved me dearly and I loved his courage, patience, persistence and enthusiasm. All of these characteristics were hidden behind this thin body, the old clothes and this negligent look. Behind this appearance there was a rough diamond which could only be appreciated by those who have experienced battles and men. Rest in peace Abdul Razeq since while I am writing these words there is no more Soviet Union, no Khalk party, no Bartashan, no Najib the Bull and Afghanistan has become an Islamic state with the Koran as its constitution and the Hanafi denomination as its sect. this amazing outcome was firstly due to Allah, but also to proud souls and young hearts such as yours, Ahmadullah’s, Mustaqim’s, Abdullah Khan’s, Abdul Wahed’s, Abu Dajana’s, Akrama’s, Sayyaf’s and Assadullah’s. Your pure blood has washed away the decadence of the atheists from Kandahar.  
Courageous bastard.

We go back to this courageous bastard, who halted the progress of the Mujahidin. He was from the militia of Ossmet Khan i.e. not a soldier but a mercenary from the worst kind of people created by Allah who fought in exchange for money, alcohol and women. They had no other virtue except for the pre-Islamic courage which was instated in them by the devil. Therefore, they never eluded a battle and none of them could ever be captured as long as he had one bullet left on him. This sinner was extremely steadfast, since despite the fact that his companions fled, he remained alone in his fortification on the top of the hill, with food and ammunition. His weapon was the light Grinov, that wonderful weapon which was never surpassed by any other (in the Egyptian army, it is called the heavy machine gun). All the shells of the Mujahidin failed to damage this fortification while this bastard did not sleep neither by day nor by night and stopped any infiltration or invasion from whichever side with this machine gun of his. He also prevented the Mujahidin from advancing towards the airport while the latter were tapping his contacts with the airport and learned that he was alone. They heard him begging the enemy to send him water. He did not want ammunition or food just water, pledging he will not allow one Mujahid to cross to the airport. The men tried everything with him but to no avail. Finally, the commander who replaced Abdul Razeq decided to go up there himself, choosing the best leaders of the raiding groups. Late at night they started crawling toward the fortification while removing the mines on their way. They wanted to capture the man without clashing with him, but when they became at a stone’s throw away from the fortification, one of them could no longer control himself and his courage betrayed him. There were clear and strict instructions not to shoot but this fearful Mujahid fired his weapon before they had reached the fortification. The bastard was thus alerted and opened fire on them. They exchanged fire but his position was fortified and high while theirs was completely exposed. The result is known since they came back licking their wounds and carrying their martyrs. During these odd days, the army woke up from its surprise, gathered its forces, strengthened it nerves and began receiving supplies from the other provinces and the city. The counter attack was thus launched. It should be said that the Mujahidin of Kandahar showed unique steadfastness in that trench in the face of the armed vehicles, the air bombing, the cannon shells and the flow of infantry units and militias. For almost a full month, all of these forces were unable to get the Mujahidin to leave that trench. Nonetheless, they endured massive losses with around 500 martyrs and 2,000 wounded, realizing there was no point in staying and withdrawing from the trench. The Khosh Ab battles generated extreme psychological pressures in the ranks of the Mujahidin, especially when their forces were obstructed in Jalalabad in front of the airport after they had succeeded in launching a great attack from the Pakistani border and until the airport. Almost the same thing happened in Kandahar. The steadfastness of one fearless individual led to all these unfortunate results, which is a great lesson to whoever believed that victory was linked to the number of troops or to equipment. Victory comes with patience and superiority is that of the spirit. This bastard may have been an infidel and a sinner but there is no doubt that he had strength and courage, may Allah damn him.

Strife in the ranks.
In the meantime, and while the Khosh Ab battle was at its fiercest, an extremely dangerous thing occurred. A large council including all the scholars of Kandahar gathered and issued a statement saying that the Arabs were Wahhabis and infidels. The statement also ordered each leader to get rid of the Arabs with him or to oust them. I am mentioning this incident because I pledged to relate all that I saw without concealing anything and because it is inherent to life and the nature of human beings for situations to keep changing. This incident did not emerge from vacuum since it had roots deep within history. I previously mentioned the problem of Wahhabism in Afghanistan. I will summarize at this point the causes of the problem. Around 1000 years ago, the Muslims became convinced there were four sects and that all else was blasphemy due to the presence of many opinions on the Islamic arena and the loss of the Muslim scholars with their philosophies, claims, tendencies and even violent revolutions. Sectarianism reached acute levels to the point where whoever converted from one sect to another was considered an apostate. Then there was the European invasion and later the cultural invasion which made the people forget about sects and even about Islam altogether. In Afghanistan however, there was no colonialism, and sectarianism was upheld since the middle ages. A Wahhabi calling thus emerged in the form of a revolution against all the superstitions which burdened Islam and against the odd ideas that infiltrated Islam from the creed of the Hindus, the Jews and the Christians. It was a revolution against the decadence of the backward scholars, the oppression through traditions and the inability to face the predicaments of our current times. It was an overwhelming calling and awakening, which allowed new blood to flow in the dying body of Islam. It was also an armed revolution against the Ottoman state which was considered a symbol of the Caliphate to which all Muslims around the world owed loyalty because it was fought the European countries and the Russian continent since the days of Osman Ertuğrul, and until Wahid ed-din . The entire issue appeared to be a betrayal of the Caliph and Islam since the Ottoman state was being stabbed in the back while it was fighting the infidels and protecting the Islamic world from the overwhelming flow of Christians. This Wahhabi revolution was a force to be reckoned with, since it invaded the Arab Peninsula and took over Mecca and Medina which were two very important cities for the Ottoman Empire. How could the holy sites exit the control of the state of the Caliphate and how could it then continue to be the state of the Caliphate? The Wahhabis then started heading toward Iraq while the Ottoman army could not deter them. The Turks thus resorted to Muhammad Ali and the rest of the story is known. What is important is that the Ottomans had to disfigure this new calling and fabricate the worst accusations against it so that the people would disregard it. In light of the Turkish political and religious hegemony, the result was know in advance. Moreover, the Wahhabi calling was confronted by the Sheikhs of the Sufi ways who controlled the spiritual lives of all the Islamic populations. Their battle with the Wahahbis was one of life or death and since the Wahhabis were calling the Sufis infidels, it was normal for the latter to respond by accusing the Wahahbis of being infidels. Let us not forget that the scholars of the different sects grew afraid for their status or were influenced by the intensive propaganda emerging from all sides. However, the problem did not stop at this level since colonialism and especially the British one, fueled the fires and triggered strife, granting massive funds to whoever attacked or made accusations against the Wahhabis. The reason for that was that the British knew the exact reason behind the decadence of Muslims and wanted them to remain asleep, drunk and busy with the shrines of their leaders, magic and superstitions. They did not want Muslims to be conquerors. Before the colonials planted the seeds of nationalism, socialism and democracy in Islamic land, all the revolutions were religious and against colonialism. The people who followed the superstitions could not have rebelled and therefore the callers for revolution against colonialism were the Wahhabi Sheikhs (and what is happening today is not a good example for that) as it happened in India, Algeria, the Great Sahara and Sudan. It is known that the Mahdi of Sudan visited the Hijaz and was highly influenced by the Wahhabi Sheikhs. He then returned, staged a revolution against the English and ousted them from his country. Therefore, it was only natural for the British to focus their efforts on fighting the Wahhabi calling. They did not settle for paying money to whoever attacked the calling but started establishing groups claiming prophecy or even divinity such as the Qadianism, Ahmadiyya, Babism and Baha’ism. Among the main foundations of these groups was to annul jihad and accuse Wahhabism of infidelity. Clearly, Afghanistan’s proximity to India caused it to be influenced by India’s schools and scholars especially since Hanafism was the sect of India’s Muslims. Moreover, the fact that Afghanistan was also influenced by Iran cannot be denied although the sect in it was the Shi’i one. Nonetheless the Iranians governed Afghanistan for a long time as the Afghans governed them, and Iran’s culture is widely spread in Asia while the religious books in Afghanistan and India are written in Persian although they are Sunni books. For their part, half the Afghans speak Persian and as it is known, the Shi’is are the worst enemies of Wahhabism and vice versa. All these historic, geographic and cultural factors interacted to generate this unique situation in Afghanistan, since the Afghans’ insistence on heritage and traditions, their isolation from the world surrounding them, their religiousness and sectarianism which were not alleviated by the European culture since the country was never colonized, the widespread illiteracy and the control imposed by the ignorant Sufi Mullahs over religious education all led to the consecration of anti-Salafi ideas. When the Afghan Jamaa Islamiya rebelled against the collaborating government the accusation was ready-made: They are Wahhabis and Muslim Brotherhood elements (the Afghans see no difference between the Wahhabis and the Brotherhood). However, following the Soviet invasion, the people were forced despite their will to join these Wahhabi parties in order to defeat the Russians. Soon enough America’s funding secured the establishment of other parties whose leaders were carefully chosen to be the natural enemies of the Muslim Brotherhood and Salafi parties and when I was in Afghanistan, the propaganda was at its fiercest. Najib and his communist gang wore the mask of piousness, claimed he had ousted the Russians and that he was now fighting the evil Wahhabis among the Arabs and the Afghans. Iran was incessantly waging its propaganda war against the great Satan (America) and the smaller Satan (Saudi Arabia) and naturally against Wahhabism. After America and the West were helping the Mujahidin, they grew afraid that the extremists would gain control over the rule and started classifying the leaders. Therefore, Hekmatiar became the extremists’ commander and the Arab Mujahidin the Wahhabis, and the Voice of America and London radios began playing the tune of Wahhabism day and night. The goal was clear after it became in America’s interest to see the Mujahidin engaged in infighting and to see Afghanistan turning into another Lebanon. In the meantime, Najib had agents among the Mullahs and spies spending massive amounts of money to buy off the Sheikhs who did not need any encouragement to trigger disputes and were even racing to wake up dormant strife. May those who woke it up be damned. Despite what I had previously said, I do not consider myself to be a Wahhabi or a Salafi because I have important reservations over both of them:

-I believe it is fine to follow a sect as it is fine not to.

-I would never say that Allah created Adam in his own image in the sense that is meant by the Salafis. 

-I say that Allah in heavens means that Allah is above heavens since he cannot be limited by the sky. There are countless pieces of evidence in which “in” is used in Arabic to indicate “above”. For example: I will crucify you in the palm tree branches and the space revolving in the sea. 

-I believe that the prohibited imaging is the one drawn by hand. As for photography, it is allowed as long as its subject is allowed. There are dozens of other details to which this opinion applies, but this in no way belittles the positive aspects in the Salafi calling. I do not deny that I have seen great Salafi scholars as I have seen great Hanafi scholars.

The natural outcome of these factors and the intensive propaganda campaign was that meeting which I previously mentioned and was held by the Sheiks of Kandahar who issued that statement. In reality, the Arabs played a major role in that since they were arrogant and blatant in regard to their calling, and they acted as though they were better and as though they knew better. Moreover, they carried great fanaticism toward the simplest things and were even the most fanatic about the most futile things. Despite that, there was a direct reason which entailed that statement. The Calling and Jihad Party was classified as being Wahhabi to the bone while its founder, Mawlay Jamil al-Rahman had studied in Saudi Arabia and was considered among the first Mujahidin. He came from the liberated Konar province and received massive financial aid from the kingdom. Naturally he was interested in spreading Salafi religious schools which is exactly what provoked the Afghans who considered him and those around him to be infidels and rogue sinners. I have previously mentioned there were some posts affiliated with him in the Kandahar desert near the airport and they exerted massive efforts to be allowed to be present around the city and in inhabited areas. However, Kandahari bigotry was like no other and despite the money paid by Sheikh Akil (the director of the Saudi Red Crescent in Quetta) and the use of grants and enticements, he failed to get the Kandaharis to accept the presence of even one post for the Calling and Jihad Party. Nonetheless, money enjoys an irresistible influence over some souls and a young leader in Malajat announced he joined the Salafi party and received funds, arms, supplies, ammunition and Arab fighters affiliated with the party. The other commanders thus lurked this new Salafi post and awaited an opportunity to attack it. The Arabs in the posts affiliated with Sheikh Jamil enjoyed a special status and considered themselves to be teachers and guides. They were young, had little experience and little knowledge but despite that claimed to know everything and rushed to issue Fatwas, bans and prohibitions but also accusations of infidelity. This Kandahari commander was not Salafi and only claimed to be so. He thus tolerated what the Arabs were doing with extreme patience and a heart filled with spite and disgust. One day, something provoked him to the point where he revealed his identity. He was returning from a battle along with his Arab and Afghan men and they passed by a graveyard near an abandoned village. As it was usually the case, the Afghans who highly respected the graves of the martyrs planted long polls carrying flags of different colors. The Arabs accompanying them could not stand these acts and started breaking the polls and stepping on the graves maybe inadvertently. This scene was enough to topple the Salafi mask of the commander who pointed his weapon toward the Arabs, threatened to kill them ousted them from the post and cursed Wahhabism, Saudi Arabia, Sheikh Jamil and Sheikh Akil. This position of his may have aimed at avoiding the expected attack of the Kandahari Mujahidin who had already started harassing him. He did not waste any time and immediately started roaming the posts, telling them the story and how he was never Wahhabi, only claiming to be so to fool Sheikh Akil and get arms and funds from him. This story and the propaganda which accompanied it was the direct reason behind the meeting of the Kandahari Sheikhs and the issuance of the Wahhabism statement. The commanders however refused to relinquish the Arabs although it was not easy to disregard the calls of the scholars, while party leaders at the highest levels acted to extinguish this strife. Hekmatiar came in person to see what was happening and wanted to build a post just for the Arabs. But Abu Khabib rejected the idea since he was afraid that the Kandaharis would attack the post considering it a Wahhabi one. The leaders of Hizb Islami thus pledged to protect the Arabs and Hekmatiar set a meeting for the scholars of Kandahar who were loyal to the parties so that they would issue a statement contradicting the previous one. Despite that, Abu Khabib was concerned about the Arabs and decided to distance them from the province until the situation calmed down. Most of the Arabs headed to different provinces while others returned home. Some Arabs stayed in Kandahar and refused to leave it while their leaders refused to allow them to leave. The reason for that is probably the fact that these Arabs had become more Kandahari than the people of Kandahar. Even the difficult Pashtu language was mastered and the Arabs spoke it as though it was their native language. Among the latter were Assad al-Rahman the Algerian and Abu Jaafar the Saudi. When I saw that the situation had escalated and that Abdul Razeq was killed, I returned to Quetta after I had had enough and doubts started to fill my heart.

Oubouri Houkoumat.

While I was in Quetta touring its suburbs and moving between the Ittihad guesthouse, the services office and the Saudi Red Crescent, the interim government of the Mujahdin was proclaimed and called Oubouri Houkoumat. Sheikh Sayyaf became prime minister, Sheikh Youness Khalis interior minister, Hekmatiar foreign minister and Rabbani education minster as I recall. This step was met with great pleasure by the Mujahidin and the immigrants, as this government was recognized by Saudi Arabia, Bahrain, Malaysia and Sudan. I will never forget that we were praying in a big mosque on Friday and the majority of the worshipers were immigrants. When the prayer was over, they all gathered around the dark-skinned Arabs, shaking and kissing their hands. I was surprised and did not know why they were doing that until I learned that Sudan had recognized the government of the Mujahidin. The Afghans thought that all the dark people were Sudanese and I was extremely pleased because this scene corrected the image I had of the loyalty of the Afghans to the leader of the jihad. The pleasure caused by Sudan’s recognition clearly showed the love and loyalty enjoyed by the leaders of the parties among the Afghans. What was odd was that during that period, the leaders of the parties all visited Quetta, including Youness Khalis, Rabbani and Hekmatiar who later on headed to Kandahar. They all came and I personally met Sheikh Khalis who invited us to come see him at his party’s headquarters in Quetta. One morning Abu Khabib gathered us and we all headed to the headquarters to have breakfast with him. I was surprised by the simple security precautions since there were only one or two guards carrying Kalashnikovs standing on the door and as soon as they saw Abu Khabib, they welcomed him and those with him without searching us. When we entered, the Sheikh stood up and shook our hands with a little embrace as it was usually done by the Afghans. He was an old and frail Sheikh but his stature showed he was a strong man in the old days. He had a big beard which he colored with henna to hide the white hair, and welcomed us in perfect Arabic. The eating rituals were the same with the only difference that the food was soft and delicious. Abu Khabib told us that the Sheikh Khalis made this visit to check up on his commanders in the south, telling them he had no supplies or money before they started making their demands. He came to tell them exactly that and to give them the choice between loyalty to him despite these circumstances or joining any other party without any regrets or blame. All his commanders expressed their loyalty to him and renewed their pledge, assuring him that what they had was enough until the party was able to overcome this financial setback. The Sheikh did not talk to us much and I could not form an impression about his personality, his tendencies or creed, although it was clear that he represented the traditional culture in Afghanistan, in addition to a few enlightened concepts.

A meeting with Rabbani.    

When Rabbani visited Quetta, he performed the Friday sermon in one of the mosques in Arabic, then Pashtu then Persian. Sheikh Akil invited him for dinner at the Saudi Red Crescent and all the Arabs attended this meeting. Sheikh Rabbani talked and answered the questions of the Arabs which allowed me to form a clear idea about him, his personality and ideas. When he delivered the Friday sermon at the mosque, I saw that he could speak Arabic eloquently, while when he delivered his sermon in Pashtu, the Kandaharis were upset because apparently he did not know the language. One of the Afghans said to me while commenting on that with anger: “He speaks Pashtu like you”. That is why his Pashtu sermon was short. However, he spoke lengthily in Persian and was extremely eloquent but I could not understand anything. Back at the Saudi headquarters Sheikh Akil prepared a luxurious feast which featured the most delicious meals while Rabbani came along with his followers and guards. He was a small man unlike the way he appeared in pictures and magazines. I noticed his high morals and politeness. He had one of his sons with him, wearing a camouflage military uniform and was not over ten years old. Sheikh Rabbani put little food in his plate, took a few bites then thanked Allah for the meal. After dinner, Sheikh Akil welcomed the prominent guest followed by a statement delivered by Rabbani to thank the Sheikh for this feast and address the overall situation of the jihad. He then took the Sheikh’s permission to allow the Arabs to ask a few questions. I was the first one to talk since I was very concerned that the Mujahidin’s gains will be lost as usual. I asked: “It is no secret that India is helping Najib’s regime and some believe that it could replace Russia. Others believe that Iran has agreed to cease the war with Iraq so that it has time to act in Afghanistan. Are the Mujahidin prepared for these options?” Rabbani gave a short answer which was quite exhaustive. He said verbatim: “After what happened to the Russians in Afghanistan, I do not think that anyone will think about interfering in our affairs.” The questions of the Arabs then started flowing all revolving around the prevailing superstitions and the accusations of Wahhabism. The Sheikh justified the oddities introduced to Islam by ignorance, saying: “Is there a Muslim people around the world who do not have such oddities?” Maybe he was alluding to Saudi Arabia. He then started explaining why the Afghans upheld the Hanafi sect, and indicated that this was not an invention and was worthy of respect. He added that the Arabs should respect the will of the Afghans to uphold this sect, relating a story which happened to him not too long ago. There was a big school in Peshawar helping and housing the orphans of the Mujahidin. This school was funded by an Arab charity. One day the children rebelled, protested and generated commotion so the principal was called on to calm the situation down. He rushed to the school and learned that this rebellion was generated by the attempts of the Arab teachers to introduce the children to the Salafi jurisprudence instead of the Hanafi one. Rabbani quoted with great emotion what a child not over seven years of age said with tears in his eyes: “My father was killed in the jihad in defense of the Hanafi sect and I will never betray my father.” This meeting was attended by an Afghan Sheikh considered to be among the most loyal callers of Salafism. He tried his luck in Kandahar and failed miserably while extremely harmed by the Kandaharis. And although this Mawlay spoke Pashtu, he spoke to Rabbani in Arabic and we were able to understand their conversation. The Sheikh complained about the opposition he faced while he was trying to show the people of Kandahar how wrong the superstitions were. Tears were filling his eyes as he was complaining but Rabbani did not show any sympathy towards him, gave a brief answer and turned away. One of the Arabs wondered how the Mujahidin agreed to have two Shi’i ministers in their government despite the errors of their creed, the insults they addressed to the Companions of the Prophet and the suffering they caused to the Mujahidin throughout the years of the jihad. Rabbani said that this was made on the basis of religious politics and that they were befriending the Shi’is instead of fighting them, adding: “We know about the creed of the Shi’is and their insults against the Companions of the Prophet. However they completely deny it and if you were to ask one of them he would assure he respected and revered all the Companions.” He then said with a meaningful smile on his face: “At the level of this issue, we are outward people and can only judge them based on what they show.” I exited this meeting with the impression that professor Rabbani was Hanafi and that he hated to see anyone calling on his people to convert to Salafism or to any other sect. This is only normal even from a political point of view. How can you come to a people which is loyal to a particular sect then divide this people into different sects and affiliations? I also thought that Rabbani was a first-class politician and a great diplomat since he was smart, eloquent and never lacked a strong yet polite answer. In the end he thanked Sheikh Akil for his invitation and praised Saudi Arabia for supporting the Mujahidin and for recognizing their government, then as he was leaving something worth mentioning happened.

Revolution of the disabled.

I do not know how the news about this invitation spread out all around Quetta, but when professor Rabbani got in the car and as it was preparing to leave, the road was blocked by crowds of disabled men with amputated legs. The driver tried to elude them but they stopped the car with their bodies. He tried to scare them by going a little backward then driving toward them fast so that they would open the road, but none of them moved. And they stared issuing complaints and demands. I could not understand what they were saying but most of them wanted food. One day they were Mujahidin, but now they could not work or earn money and considered the party leaders to be responsible for them. The guards felt the threat and tried to push them away but Rabbani made them back down, spoke to the crowds in a way that pleased them and made them open the road. I was very touched by this scene since they were young men not over twenty years of age. I felt the bitterness that forced them to stand in this position and was certain that neither Rabbani nor any of the party leaders could have helped them or even cared to if they could. They were facing life with this handicap, so how could they rely on themselves and support their families while in a country where the healthy can not find a job! These Kandaharis were tough and proud and would never have begged. Therefore, this protest was the utmost step allowed by their nature after they depleted all other resources. 

Attempt to invade Mehtarlam.

It is likely that the consecutive visits of the parties’ leaders to Quetta was due to the ongoing Khosh Ab battle on which the interim government had put a lot of hope especially after the obstruction on the Jalalabad front. I found no reason to stay in Jalalabad and headed to Quetta passing by Peshawar. It was so painful for me to return without Assadullah and I remembered our train trip from Peshawar to Quetta. I became extremely emotional, remembered the convoy of martyrs and felt I would be letting him down if I went to another front. I even doubted the purpose of what we were doing and wondered whether or not I should continue the struggle until Najib’s government fell or just get it over with right now! This occurred to me from time to time but it was so difficult to even think about such issues. It would have been easy for me to convince myself that the Afghans did not need the Arabs, did not want the Arabs and were ousting them from Kandahar. In reality it was impossible for me to leave the jihad while the battles were still ongoing. During the days that I spent in Pakistan, I felt as though I was suffocating and as though I was a fish out of the water, let alone out of the water and out of air at the same time! When I returned to Peshawar I talked to Sheikh Abdullah Azzam and told him what was on my mind. He reassured me and gave me confidence by saying: “How can you leave while we desperately need people like you.” He wanted me to work as a correspondent for Al-Jihad magazine and I told him I would not be good at it because during the battles, I was completely absorbed and could not do anything else. He said: “I will send you to Mehtarlam and you will have all the battles you want as long as this pleases you.” The main goal behind sending me there was for me to join a group of Arabs affiliated with the Sheikh who had established a training center for the Afghan Mujahidin and especially the prominent leaders and fighters. The center did not train on the use of arms or on tactics. We could call it a center for ideological guidance to provide the Mujahidin with an Islamic partisan education and teach them the principles of loyalty and obedience while raising their political awareness and clarifying the Islamic system as a comprehensive system for life and the rule. The emir of this center was a young Egyptian aided by a number of Algerians who were all in Peshawar at the time getting supplies, books and tapes. I joined them and we started a long journey from Peshawar to Mehtarlam, the capital of the Laghman province. We had to climb high mountains and walk on foot for long distances. We made a stop on our way and were extremely tired. The Mujahidin were making all the necessary preparations for the attack and all the parties were counting on it to achieve an important breakthrough. The fall of Mehtarlam meant that we would be able to cut the main road between Kabul and Jalalabad which meant undoubtedly meant the fall of the latter in our hands. The Mujahidin in the area were all members of Hekmatiar’s Hizb Islami and they were all real Muslim believers. They all spoke Arabic and had graduated from the Kabul Islamic school or the Pakistani Shari’a School. I felt that there was a huge difference between them and the Mujahidin I had loved and encountered in Kandahar, at least in regard to the field leaders who were all Ulamas and religious clerics. The Egyptian emir (there is no need to mention his nickname) loved to hold a leading position. He thought that I might be a candidate to replace him so he spent his time harassing me and boring me with stupid missions. He was doing his best to get rid of me and I might say that he was successful in doing that to a certain extent, although the other Afghan leaders were all friendly and nice. Since he finished his training, this Egyptian had never fought a battle on the ground, so he wanted us to stay in the post and not to participate in the liberation campaign being prepared. I was very surprised by the fact that the other Arabs present agreed with him and did not complain at all, but I insisted on participating in the battle ahead so he caved in at the end and allowed us to take part in the fight. This decision surprised the Afghans and that bothered me a lot since they thought that the Arabs were afraid of battles.

I also learned that even the Afghans who were with us did not fire a single shot for two years, i.e. since after they liberated the province from the communists and besieged them in the city. Surprisingly, they did not engage with them in any battles and they never intercepted their food supplies or attacked their positions. I spent my time watching the caravans coming from Kabul to Jalalabad two kilometers away from us. The caravans formed a long queue of armored vehicles and tanks over which helicopters hovered as a protection detail. This scene would have been unimaginable in Kandahar since the Kandaharis would have never let that happen while watching peacefully. In any case the plan of attack was to bomb the center of the city all day before invading at sunset. They positioned the cannons and the mortars on the surrounding hills and the Arabs were given the mortars but I insisted on being part of the invading forces on the ground and I must say that despite what the emir of the Arabs said, their shells did not hit any of the targets. The commander of the operation was Mullah Gherat who was a very courageous man and when I asked about the meaning of the words Gherat they told me it meant extreme enthusiasm. He probably gained this name due to courage he had shown on the battlefields. Anyway, the plan was carried out and the mortars kept bombing the city all day long. At the last moment, I was not allowed to take part in the first wave of attack under the pretext that I did not know the city, the terrain or the local language. They said that they were afraid I might be captured by the enemy. They told me: “In such attacks, the Mujahidin go forward then run backward. We are afraid that you might not run backward”. I had no other choice but to obey the orders, while Mullah Gherta and his men took their positions and were in contact with the general commander of the operation via radio. I decided to sit next to the latter since I was not able to do anything else and when the time came I heard the general commander sitting next to me asking Mullah Gherat to attack while the latter responded that he was going to do so. But time passed by and nothing happened so the commander of the whole operation started to lose his temper screaming on the radio hysterically. Maybe at the last minute, Mullah Gherat and his men got cold feet and were unable to attack the positions from which the enemy forces were shooting at them. Besides, it had been two years since they last fired a shot and this was a very important lesson to me. I learned it was crucial to always engage the enemy and enter in skirmishes with its forces because otherwise, the fighters will lose their concentration and their physical fitness. The army that never fights is not a real army and that was probably what the Jews wanted when they signed a peace treaty with Egypt. What was most surprising about this whole situation was that it was repeated many times in the next few days, since on the second day and after a long period of bombardment, the men did not advance. In any case when I saw that they would not allow me to take part in the land battles I decided to help out with the cannons. So I went on top of a hill and helped in targeting a number of enemy positions. The man helping me was a young well-educated Afghan who spoke Arabic. I learned from him that he had graduated from the Sayyaf military academy and believed he was a very decent and noble man. However, I was surprised to see that all the men in charge of the artillery would run and hide in their trenches when they heard the enemy aircrafts approaching. For my part, I had learned from the Kandaharis not to care about such things!

A screaming voice in the wilderness. 

In the trench, an Afghan Mujahid whom I had never seen before started talking to me in perfect Arab:

-Sheikh, what are you doing here?

-I am fighting with the Mujahidin.

-These are not Mujahidin.

-Who are they then?

-They have their own superstitious beliefs and practices. They are sinners fighting other sinners.

-So why are you fighting with them if this is how you perceive them?

-I came here to preach but I do not consider this war to be a jihad.

-Are you an Afghan?

-Yes I am an Afghan and the son of an Afghan.          

I thought he was from the Calling and Jihad Party (Jamil al-Rahman) but I knew that the party did not deny the fact that this was a real Islamic jihad and did not accuse the Mujahidin of being infidels, at least not in public. In the evening, this Afghan introduced me to his companion who shared his ideas and knew Arabic just like him. They talked to me a lot and I learned that they studied in a Salafi school in Punjab ever since they were children, mastered the Arabic language, memorized the Koran and hundreds of Hadiths and were completely filled with Salafi ideas. I also learned from them that the Afghans accused those who graduated from this school of being infidels and called them the Punjabaeis. They tried to show their people true Islam but were met with fierce rejection. As for the mountain companion, he was desperate and wanted to go to Saudi Arabia because it was the only Islamic country on the face of this earth (as he said) while the other was still trying to show his people true religion. He addressed a word to the Mujahidin following the evening prayer and began enumerating all the oddities and superstitions. The audience started yelling at him and interrupting him and I felt sorry for the rejection with which they were faced. I sympathized with them, and appreciated their loyalty and the advice they were giving to their people, but honestly told them that I disagreed with them, that I believed that the oddities of the Afghans were due to ignorance, but that these Afghans were Muslim Mujahidin. I also told them that some of those who claimed to be Salafis were farther than these Afghans from the right path. They were extremely surprised to see an Arab having such opinions and asked me whether I was Salafi or followed a certain other sect. I pointed out that I did not follow any but that I was not against following such sects. All those who have not reached the level of interpretation are considered to be imitators whether they like it or not. So why would the imitator of Abu Hanifa be the follower of a sect and the imitator of Ben Baz a Salafi? They are both imitators and there is nothing wrong with that. I knew very well that my words were not going to please both sides but what is right should be said and it is the middle ground between both stands. 

The betrayal of Massoud’s forces.

The Mujahidin doubled the number of raid groups and enhanced their equipment to face the intensive shooting of those defending the city. As they were preparing to launch the crushing attack, something terrible happened and is worth mentioning because it would correct the prevailing perception and offer meaningful indications. I previously said that the majority of the Mujahidin in the province were affiliated with Hekmatiar and that they had reached high levels of awareness, understanding and dedication (at least their leaders) and this was not an exaggeration. There is no doubt that the fall of Mehtarlam blocked the supply road between Kabul and Jalalabad which meant the fall of the latter and consequently the imminent fall of Kabul. Unfortunately, while the battles were ongoing and while the Mujahidin were rallying to raid the city, the forces of Ahmad Shah Massoud advanced from the North and invaded the Mujahidin’s posts. Did they want to take over the province while the men were busy with their conquests, Or did they want to obstruct us to serve the interests of the communist government? I do not know the answer but this incident forced the men to stop their operations and turn toward the Northern invaders to keep them away from their areas of influence. I will never forget that situation and it will remain engraved in my memory. When I expressed my panic and surprise vis-a-vis this incident, the commander of the Hizb Islami forces said to me while choking with anger and frustration: “Massoud does not want the jihad or Islam. What he wants is to be an emperor.” 

Certainly I was not participating in these types of battles and stayed around the city for a few days. I wanted to see the army convoys up-close but the commander cautioned me about the mines and promised to take me on a reconnaissance tour the moment we had a guide to lead us through the fields. This guide became available and he was a seven year old kid who had learned the safe roads while watching his herd. It was an odd scene to see a tall commander with a thick beard walking behind a skinny child, followed by a number of fierce Mujahidin all making sure they followed the tracks of the shepherded wearing old clothes and walking barefoot. We walked through bushes and mud until we became close to the convoys’ road. We stayed there for a while watching the convoys of supplies proceeding incessantly. These convoys were closely monitored by armored vehicles and helicopters while we were carrying emergency weapons and attack weapons. There was only a few of us but despite that, it occurred to me that we could hit a tank or two then escape. Naturally, the commander rejected the idea and we returned from where we had come, while led by a child. His reward for risking his life was an afghan Rupee (an Egyptian penny) which he took from the commander while extremely pleased. 

Othman on top of the tree.

The commander of the Mujahidin of Hezb Islami in this province was a young man whom as I recall was named Abdullah Khan. He went to school with Hekmatiar, was somewhat short, strongly built and enjoyed great strength. His face was red and his hair brownish. These were the typical characteristics of the Turkish race and he was very friendly, taking me with him anywhere he went. One day, a group of Pakistanis from the Jamaa Islamiya which is spread around the Indian Subcontinent and was founded by Abu al-Ala’a al Mawdoudi came to us. There were a few of them, not over twenty years of age and their prince was around forty years old. They carried papers featuring questions which they asked to the commanders of the Mujahidin all around Afghanistan as part of a census to find out the inclinations and direction of the field leaders. I understood the content of the paper although it was in Persian and noticed that Abdullah Khan refused to answer some questions, such as: Following the independence, from whom will the Mujahidin get their weapons? (America - France - Egypt - Pakistan-etc.) I was also puzzled by his refusal to choose one of these states, but this position stemmed from acute intelligence. These Pakistanis were extremely polite and expressed to the commander their willingness to participate in any of the battles. However, he thanked them for their offer and turned it down. They cooked a Pakistani meal made with spicy rice, which gave me a strong fever and almost killed me. My temperature rose to a dangerous high and I do not remember what I said but they told me I was delirious. They got so scared for me that they sent me with these Pakistanis to Peshawar. Although they loaded me on a strong donkey, this rebellious donkey (as it was stated by the Pakistani emir) exhausted me. Therefore, as soon as we reached Khiwa I was like a corpse, unable to even move my finger. It was a very dangerous place, very close to the army positions and filled with agents and hypocrites. A number of Arabs were killed in it a while ago, and we had to leave it as soon as possible. However, I stayed in the abandoned mosque because I could not move from exhaustion and was accompanied by a Palestinian Mujahid close to Sheikh Azzam who was checking the situation in Laghman. He accompanied me from Mehtarlam and tried to take me with him, but I told him that I would rather be killed here than leave, and although they insisted, in the end left me and went. It was extremely disconcerting to me to see them leave while I stayed alone in such a dangerous place. Had I been in the position of any of them, I would not have left a travel companion that way and this would have never even occurred to me. I spent one terrible day, without food or beverage and could feel the fever rising. I thought I was going to die and addressed Allah with all the strength I had left in me, saying: “Oh God I am a lonely sick Mujahid who has nowhere else to go, relieve my pain.” As soon as said these words, I felt my fever disappearing, my temperature dropping and was able to move again. I stood up, drank from the source of the mosque and went outside. An Afghan met me and asked me: “Where are you going?” I told him I was going to Peshawar so he took me by the hand, seated me in a pickup truck - while I had completely surrendered to him, saying to myself: “Let him take me anywhere, even to the communists”. This Afghan driver was awaiting another group of Pakistanis and thought I was one of them. Soon enough the others came and when they learned I was an Arab, they welcomed me and took me with them to one of the posts of the Mujahidin where we rested, ate and drank tea. The car then took us to Peshawar and I knew that Allah the almighty had heard my prayers. These Pakistanis were also from the Jamaa Islamiya and were conducting the same task as the previous group. We became friends on the road and the majority among them knew a little Arabic and tried it out with me. Some of them preferred to speak in English. When they learned I was Egyptian they became even more welcoming and I learned they appreciated the Muslim Brotherhood and considered themselves and the MB to be the same thing but with different goals. They started relating the history of the Islamic movement in the Indian Subcontinent and believed it started with the revolution of Ahmad Ben Arafat. They praised him and his followers and expressed their sorrow vis-a-vis the tragic end of a great revolution, a great man and a group which is rarely seen in history. What was funny was that the English were unable to extinguish this powerful revolution except after they spread a rumor saying that its commander was Wahhabi, which pushed the people to abandon him. These Pakistanis were carrying cameras and whenever we passed by a destroyed tank or cannon, they stepped out of the car, climbed on the rubble, and took souvenir pictures. I felt that this behavior was childish since they acted as though they were foreign tourists. It was clear that the Pakistani Jamaa Islamiya was not partaking in the military operations in Afghanistan although it was exerting efforts worthy of thanks inside Pakistan to back up and support the jihad. I will never forget that when Benazir came to power and tightened the noose around the Mujahidin, the Jamaa Islamiya staged loud demonstrations in support of the Afghan jihad and whenever the Pakistani communists criticized the government’s support of the Mujahidin or the immigrants, the men of the Jamaa stood against them and deterred their efforts. This does not mean that the Pakistanis fighting in Afghanistan were few, since they constituted the majority of non-Afghan Mujahidin. However, they differed from one to another and did not all belong to the Jamaa (Al-Mawdoudi). Some of them were border Pakistanis, spoke Pashtu and could not be differentiated from the Afghans. The majority came from the Pashtunistan province whose capital was Peshawar, was part of Afghanistan and was always demanded by Daoud. Others were Punjab Mujahidin and were called by the Afghans Punjabis. The majority among them came from the Punjab province and belonged to jihad groups which were very similar in terms of their beliefs to the Egyptian jihad groups. They blamed the Jamaa for its methods and acceptance to run in the elections just like the Egyptian Muslim Brotherhood was blamed. In reality, those Punjabis- despite their small stature- were fierce lions who could never be accused of anything and whose courage was an example to all. They had great stamina although they ate very little and were feared by the Russians and the communists. They never exchanged a Russian detainee for one of theirs and preferred to kill them. They surpassed both the Arabs and the Afghans in terms of courage and initiative. When I was at the hospital, I met some of those Pakistani Punjabis. One of them was Othman who was eating breakfast at his house one day when he heard on the radio that the Soviet forces had crossed the Afghan border to occupy the country. He did not finish his breakfast, did not talk to anyone and immediately headed to Peshawar and from there entered Afghanistan on the same day. During that period he fought violently and fiercely, learned Pashtu and Arabic and arrived to my room at the hospital with one leg and two crutches. He told me that his leg was amputated years ago because of the mines and that he continued carrying out the jihad despite that. When it recently started hurting because the bones were growing and pushing on the amputated part, he returned to the hospital to have the tip of the bones cut off once again. He spoke with great enthusiasm, assuring that there was no death in the jihad. He said: “Had there been death in the jihad, I would have been dead ten years ago.” He followed Abu Bakr’s advice literally since the latter said: “Look for death and life is given to you”. Therefore, he looked for death in each battle but never died. I found that the history of the jihad was engraved on each inch of his body since every centimeter was hit by a fragment or a bullet, was broken or burned. But he did not care for any of that. I asked him to tell me the story of how his leg was amputated and it was the oddest tale I had ever heard. He was engaged in an interception targeting a Russian fort over a high hill and was the emir of a group of Punjabis. As it was usually the case in the ranks of the Afghans, the operation was staged at sunset. However, at the beginning of the raid the mines expert who was leading the invaders was killed while the enemy was shooting intensively, which forced the Mujahidin to retreat. Othman proceeded toward the fort alone and was determined to invade it without giving any attention to the mines. A few meters away from the gate of the fort, a mine exploded beneath him and tore his left foot off. He was showered with bullets and swore to me that the shooting was so intensive that it was passing between his arms and buddy but he did not move so that the soldiers would think he was dead. Indeed they thought he had died and shot him for fun. He continued to bleed intensively without even trying to stop the bleeding so that they would not know he was moving. After sunset and when it became dark, he took his turban and tied up his torn thigh to stop the bleeding (had there been any blood left in his body). At this point, the question revolved around the way to leave this high hill while unable to stand up. He thus rolled himself down until he reached the bottom of the hill which was filled with hundreds of mines and without one of these mines exploding. An hour later, he turned around and saw a number of dogs that had smelled the flesh and the blood, knowing that the dogs in Afghanistan are the size of a lion. They wanted to eat him alive but when he failed to push them away, he crawled toward a tree and climbed it. O Allah what kind of a human being is that? The only person capable of appreciating the meaning of this is someone like me, who had the same injury and knew very well how one felt in these circumstances. Othman remained on top of the tree for two whole days until a shepherd passed by and he asked him to tell the Mujahidin about his location. The men were extremely surprised since they thought he was martyred and had to wait until the night so that the enemy would not see them carrying Othman. Indeed, they came and took him down from the tree and sent him to Pakistan on a fifteen-hour trip. When he arrived at the hospital, the doctors were astonished, asking him: “There is not one drop of blood in your body so how are you still alive?” When I asked him about the pain and how he was able to stand it, he told me that he did not feel any sort of pain throughout the ordeal, just some sort of numbness in his torn leg. May Allah bless you Othman since a man like you is worth a thousand men? In that same hospital, I also saw another Punjabi whose name I have forgotten. He was roaming the hospital with his head tied and while carrying a bottle connected to his head to let the blood out. He did not know Arabic and spoke to me in English. His story was the same as that of Othman but the injury was in his head instead of his foot. Indeed when he neared the wall of the fort, he was hit by a bullet which passed through his skull and settled inside the brain. He swore to me he did not pass out just like Othman, did not feel pain and faked his death, and he could see in his eyes small white fragments like cheese coming out from his brain. Yet when it became dark, he came down from the hill and returned on foot to the post of the Mujahidin who sent him to Pakistan where the doctors were also astonished. All that they did was that they patched up the bones of his skull with pieces of plastic to replace the missing parts and pulled his scalp over it. He was not hurt, had no paralysis or mental retardation and even related to me his whole story in English. The doctors who witnessed this jihad can truly tell unbelievable stories. 

We continued our trip to Peshawar and the Pakistani brothers insisted on dropping me in front of Al-Ansar guest house where I stayed for a few days to recover then headed with some Arab Mujahidin to Jalalabad.

In Jalajabad.

We were a group of Arabs carrying food and ammunition in a pickup led by an Egyptian called Abu Antar. He really had a weird and special personality. He was at first a sinful young man engaged in fights then he found faith and followed the path of Islam. On the Pakistani-Afghan borders the checkpoints were starting to confiscate the ammunition and arrest the Mujahidin after Benazir gave strict orders in that regard to the Pakistani army and police. But that would not stop Abu Antar who used to laugh with the soldiers, bribe them and even make fun of Benazir in front of them! We had to walk on foot in order to cross the border with the flow of Afghan refugees while hiding our weapons. This was a problem for the black Arabs since the police would spot them immediately and arrest them on the sport. But despite that, the group I was in crossed the border and headed to Torkham, i.e. the same place from which the Mujahidin had launched a great attack and liberated the whole area until the Jalalabad walls fell within a few days although the area was bigger than Palestine. The operation was led by Commander Khalid. Anyway we headed to the Arabs’ post where the men had their own weapons and ammunition and were almost completely independent from the Afghans. They even never sat with an Afghan except during the battles. To be honest, this was something new to me. The front was even called the Arab front although the place was filled with Indonesians, Malaysians, Filipinos, Turks and American (black) Muslim fighters. But I must also admit that the majority was Arab and had came from Saudi Arabia, Egypt, Algeria and Yemen. The Arabs held three hills linked by a tunnel dug by the British during the last century. We used those tunnels as a shelter and to stock food and ammunition. The emir of the Arabs was Abu Abdullah (Osama Ben Laden) who used to spend generously on his men from his own money. The other Arab posts were far from ours but they were all in contact with Abu Abdullah by radio. The attack led by the Mujahidin was being obstructed when I arrived there and they were catching their breath and preparing for a new round. I spent a few days in this post, we would pray in the morning then listen to religious lessons before having breakfast. Then, we headed towards the woods where we could swim in small lakes all day long. At night we would take guard shifts. We were often hit by scud missiles but it was foolish to even think about firing back since it would not have affected this long range missile. Still, those scud missiles were not effective and never hurt any of us seeing how the area was wide and we were separated into small groups scattered around the hills. The aircrafts would also attack us from time to time and I will never forget one day when we were gathered in the yard and suddenly the sky became black, then a huge explosion was heard while the cluster bombs were falling on us from the sky, exploding in the air and spreading thousands of fragments. When I realized what was going on, I knew that our losses will be significant but to my surprise no Mujahid was even scratched and only the horses were hurt!

The captive who has survived the Bastille of Kabul

In that post, I met Abu Muhammad the Turkish who was among the first Ansar fighters, was captured and spent five years in the prisons of Moscow and Kabul. He was extremely courageous and brought back the memories of the Ankashari squads that have always defeated the European and Turkish armies. The Turkish man, was an experienced and enthusiastic fighter and whoever saw him could not believe he spent five years in the Pul-e-Charkhi prison since a few days in that horrible prison would have been enough to break the morale of the bravest, let alone five years. Abu Muhammad told me his story in detail since his companionship with the Arab detainees allowed him to speak Arabic. When Russia invaded Afghanistan, he was a young man who had not reached his twenties. However, he was extremely excited, left his old mother although he was an only son, infiltrated the Turkish border, and crossed Iran until he reached Afghanistan. He came on foot or rode in trucks whenever available. He joined the northern Mujahidin and mastered the Persian language which is much similar to Turkish in terms of expressions and grammar rules. It was circulated throughout the North that there was a Turkish Mujahid fighting with the Mujahidin, so the Russians thought he was a Turkish general and that his participation was a prelude for an American interference. They thus started seeking him and when he was captured he fooled his capturers by speaking to them in Persian. They thought he was Afghan and started asking him about this Turkish American expert who was with the Mujahidin. However, they soon discovered through their spies that the Turk had been captured, and since they had so many detainees could not figure out which one he was. Despite the extreme torture to which he was subjected, he insisted he was an Afghan and the son of an Afghan. But they eventually found out his identity, because each language has its specificities which cannot be mastered by a foreigner no matter how well he speaks it. He was then subjected to great ordeals to get him to recognize he was an American intelligence agent or a general in the Turkish army. When they ran out of resources, they sent him on a military plane to Moscow where the interrogation and the torture continued. They were astonished by his self-control and even his aggressiveness despite the fierce torture, since he used to defy them and insult them in the worst ways. When they grew desperate of him they sent him back to Kabul and put him in the Pul-e-Charkhi prison. He gave them countless troubles, was rebellious and aggressive and cursed and beat up the guards. No torturing method was able to contain him, and they resorted to a barbaric measure by locking him up in solitary cell and starving him for two months, offering him nothing every day except for a piece bread which was not enough for a child. His body grew thinner until it started looking like a skeleton while the prisoners’ doctor began warning them that he will die if he is not fed. However, they did not listen to him and Abu Muhammad was no longer able to move and started losing his eyesight. This time, the doctor interfered with strictness, took him to his clinic and started feeding him and treating him until he began regaining his strength bit by bit. He became less aggressive but remained feared while no one dared provoke him. Inside the prison, they taught him how to knit military clothes, and used him for that purpose. He became friends with the first Arab Mujahid in all of Afghanistan, a Tunisian man who was captured with him in Pul-e-Charkhi. They tried to escape several times but failed, and were tortured following every attempt without them ever giving up. He told me with great sorrow what the communists did to another Arab detainee, Abdul Rahman the Palestinian, since they drew up all his blood until he died and took it to help their wounded. Abu Muhammad did not explain to me the reason behind this horrid treatment bestowed upon Abdul Rahman. Was it because he was Palestinian or because his blood type was rare and in demand? Had the blood been the goal, it would have been better for them to keep him alive and draw his blood from time to time. However, if the goal was to retaliate, why was the Palestinian chosen out of all the Arab nationalities despite the fact that Fatah was among the strongest supporters of the Kabul government? It was even said that some members of the Palestine Liberation Organization were volunteering with the government. So why would they target the Palestinians in particular? It seems that what is said about communism being a Jewish creation is true, and maybe they were retaliating against Sheikh Abdullah Azzam who continuously instigated the Arab and foreign Mujahidin against them through this Palestinian Mujahid. Sheikh Sayyaf exchanged a Russian detainee with a Tunisian Mujahid whose name I have forgotten and who went to France, talked to the French press and mentioned the Turkish detainee. Some Turkish journalists delivered this information to the Turkish press and the issue of the Turkish prisoner in Kabul became a matter of public opinion in Turkey. The Turkish government thus interfered and demanded his surrender which was indeed secured despite the fierce protests of Abu Muhammad who wanted to continue the jihad. Once in Turkey, he went through new rounds of interrogation but he screamed at the investigators saying he was a Mujahid fighting the Russians and that he will continue the jihad whether they liked it or not. They did not allow him to visit his old mother and sent him handcuffed to the army to perform the military service. He was not allowed any vacations for six months, maybe because the army wanted to know his intentions. However, he sent several letters to his friends in Peshawar complaining about his state and expressing his nostalgia for the arenas of the jihad. On his first vacation from the army, he shortly visited his old mother then crossed the border on foot. He crossed mountains and difficult terrain until he reached the Iranian border. He continued on foot most of the journey, crossed Iran from west to east and entered Afghanistan the way he did the first time. He wore an Iranian military uniform so that the Iranian police would not stop him and knew how to speak Persian which also helped. However, even without these advantages, nothing would have prevented him from reaching his desired goal. One thing remains to be said about Muhammad the Turk: his real name was Turgut Özal which was the same name as Turkey’s president. What a coincidence!

I was very pleased to meet Abu Muhammad among other Turkish Mujahidin and felt that Islam was deeply rooted in the ranks of the Turkish population, and that Atatürk and his secular gang only affected the skins. As for the core, it was filled with Islamic feelings. After around fifty years of strict secularism, there were still the likes of Abu Muhammad, Muhammad al-Fateh, Bayazid, Salim and Suleiman. It would be enough to mention that Turkish Mujahid Bakhtiyar who had graduated from college did not know who Muhammad al-Fateh or any of the Caliphs of Istanbul were, to show how strict the secular measures were. He said while shaking from emotion: “You are not Turkish and you know these people, why not I? They even deprived us of our country’s history!” He was even more surprised when he learned I knew the Selâmet Party and Necmettin Erbakan, calling on Allah to help them stop the pro-West movement and bring Turkey back to the lap of the East.

New position.

When the number of Mujahidin in this headquarters increased, Abu Abdullah sent many of us to the different Arab positions. A young Libyan Mujahid and I were positioned in the farthest one among these posts. This Libyan was around twenty years old, somewhat short but strongly built and enjoyed an extreme strength. He was funny and his accent was very difficult to understand because he was a Libyan Bedouin. That is why I used to call him ‘Koutchi’, Bedouin in Pashtu. Our post was on top of a hill and included a room and a kitchen while the rest of the house was completely destroyed. It had a well whose water was extremely deep. There were around twenty Mujahid from Saudi Arabia, Yemen, Algeria, Syria and Malaysia and our emir was a young Saudi man who fought with us in Kandahar. The majority of the Yemenis were from South Yemen and Abu Abdullah used to recruit them for Al-Qaeda without any reservations and without concealing his intentions to carry out a major and decisive action against Southern Yemen. The latter Yemenis considered their country to be a haven of infidelity and believed they could not live in it unless they were fighters against the extremist Marxist regime which accused Gorbachev of being an apostate (from Marxism) because he wrote the Perestroika. Since they had no means to stage a resistance against the regime, they believed that it was their duty to leave the country. One of them told me how he left on foot, crossed the desert in Saudi Arabia and encountered all sorts of problems. I noticed that Southern Yemenis were strong and had features which were stronger than those of the Northerners. There were also two Syrians named Abu Takha and Abu Muhammad. The latter was around forty five years old and was living in America. What seized my attention was that the Arabs sharing the same nationality were closer to each other than to the Arabs from other nationalities and this was extremely surprising to me because I never had and still do not have any nationalistic feelings. I loved the people because of their characteristics, regardless of what was written on their traveling documents. I was the only Egyptian in this post and the emir appointed me as his deputy to act in his place whenever he was absent. This was an extremely difficult task for me since had everyone not understood the meaning of the emirate and had they not known they were the best among the Islamic movements, it would have been impossible to obey the commanders despite these great differences affecting the nationalities, age, culture, groups and sects. When the Yemenis were summoned to receive a training session on the use of tanks, I asked to join them. The training was taking place next to our post and we thus trained all day then went up to our posts at night. The session was conducted over several T-62 and T-45 tanks which were taken by the Mujahidin during their last battle. The trainer was an Egyptian Mujahid who served as an officer in the Egyptian army, operating armored vehicles of course. He was ousted from the army during the cleansing campaign which followed Sadat’s assassination, was hit in one eye and was extremely loyal to and respectful of Sheikh Omar Abdul Rahman. He was nice and polite since the followers of the Sheikh were not monsters as it was believed by the people. After this training, I kept myself busy setting the scopes on the cannons, the heavy Grinov and the RPG. The Libyan Koutchi accompanied me like a shadow while in total admiration of the Egyptian accent. 

The battle of Sheikh Masri.

The preparations were ongoing for a big battle following the discontinuation of the major attack which brought the Mujahidin from the border of Pakistan to our posts. The awaited operation featured an attack on an area enjoying a strategic importance. It was a hill overlooking the city and called the Sheikh Masri region. I do not know why the Afghans called it that and maybe one of the envoys of Al-Azhar died in it in the past and gave it his nickname. Commander Khalid, in charge of all the Mujahidin in Jalalabad and the commander of the conquest that was recently secured, visited us from time to time. He was a pious man, around forty five years old, bright faced, educated and extremely modest. I often saw him sitting under a tree reciting the Koran. He loved the Arabs dearly and what was odd was that he was handicapped, had a wooden leg and was participating in the battles in person and climbing up the high mountains. Truly, handicap is in the soul not in the body. The Sheikh Masri operation was the first attack staged by the Mujahidin after they were obstructed at the airport. They put a lot of hope in it to regain their military reputation and spared no effort in preparing for the battle. Therefore, the ammunition supplies kept coming and accumulating for over two months while the Mujahidin kept following, rallying around and monitoring the Sheikh Masri position. We watched the government soldiers planting mines around the location and did not know what they were doing. When the time came, our post was the main gathering point for the Jalalabad Mujahidin led by Commander Khalid to carry out the raid. The ranks of the Mujahidin who carried massive amounts of weapons and ammunition moved forward in an extremely accurate way, similar to that of the regular armies. They surrounded the location from all sides and my group under the direct orders of Commander Khalid. The rockets and missiles of the Mujahidin started attacking the communist posts, but tragically, the area in which we had deployed and in which each of us adopted a natural hideout in preparation for the invasion was a mine field. Therefore, whenever a Mujahid tried to move forward or backward, a mine exploded beneath his feet and tore his leg off. This was the fate of Abu Muhammad the Syrian. Not only that, the communists knew the goal of the Mujahidin and the timing of the invasion. They were not surprised and had fully prepared since an intensive and unprecedented shooting exited the post in all directions and with all sorts of heavy and light weapons. The bullets and shells were passing over our heads and the mines were exploding beneath our feet. I had never fought in such conditions since we were completely exposed, knowing that back in Kandahar, the enemy never knew the time and target of the operations of the Mujahidin and this element of surprise was the most important factor in Kandahari military superiority. Abu Muhammad was screaming from pain after his leg was amputated and after his thigh was torn to pieces. None of us could help him since whoever raised his head was risking its inevitable explosion and whoever took a step was risking the amputation of his leg. What was odd in combat was that the commander was obeyed regardless of the risk. This was one of the secrets of human nature and one of the verses sent by Allah to the Mujahidin. Commander Khalid ordered us to respond to the bombing to alleviate the enemy’s shooting. The commander of our post was a Saudi whose nickname I have forgotten carrying an 82 mm cannon. He fired at the enemy as much as he could and the mortars of the Mujahidin started hitting the target with consecutive shells that were very accurate. The enemy’s shooting calmed down and some of the Mujahidin went to Abu Muhammad the Syrian to carry him. The mine had removed his pants and he felt the hands of the Mujahidin who were carrying him directly on his skin. He realized what had happened and started asking them: “Am I naked? Please hide my sensitive parts”. All that mattered to him was that he was naked but Allah had concealed him in this world and the after world since his underwear was not torn. Abu Muhammad started mentioning the name of Allah with extreme calm, saying to the Mujahidin: “Why are you so sad? Is this not for Allah’s sake? I do not feel anything.” He then started praying to God: “O Allah I have missed you so much, let me have dinner with you tonight, let me have dinner with you.” He was carried back to the post over the men’s shoulders and was put on the back of a mule. However, Allah had responded to his calls before we reached our initial positions. He was fasting, so hopefully Allah fed him the fruits of heaven and quenched his thirst from its rivers. For his part, Commander Khalid remained in contact with the other axes so that they would raid the location together and scatter the shooting of the enemy, but the leaders of the other axes were afraid in light of what they had seen in terms of preparations and intensive shooting. Since the raiding of such a position from one axis was a collective suicide mission in the presence of the mines, Commander Khalid ordered us to retreat. But the retreat was as dangerous as the invasion since the mines were beneath us and the bullets above us. Thanks to Allah we only lost Abu Muhammad although there were other non-lethal injuries. We returned to the main headquarters of the raid which were close to the enemy but protected by the mountains. In the meantime, the mortars of the Mujahidin had not stopped shooting and the one who saved us was an Arab Mujahid sent in a hurry to join the operation because of his skills and knowhow in operating the mortar. That night we slept in the post until the commanders drew an alternative plan for an invasion during the night or at dawn after the enemy thought we had completely disregarded the operation. In the morning however we returned from where we came since the commanders failed to agree on the invasion and did not wish to risk the lives of the Mujahidin in an operation whose results were not guaranteed.     

A demonic tour and the return to the jihad.

After the Sheikh Masri operation, it had become clear to me that the Mujahidin were not going to engage in a new attack any time soon, at least not for a few months. The pilgrimage was getting closer and I saw the Arabs going to Saudi Arabia in order to perform their religious duty. Many of them insisted on me to go with them, and in fact most Arabs were afraid that they would die on the battlefields before they would be able to perform the pilgrimage. But I knew that jihad had priority over this religious duty and when I told one of them that I was unable to pay for the trip since I had no money, he put ticket and all the needed expenses in an envelope on my bed the next day. I was in need of a holiday after everything I had been through, so I said to myself that maybe going to the pilgrimage would be the best thing for me. Abdul Rahman the Egyptian was my companion during that trip. He was a blessed man. Unfortunately, we both lost our money in Mecca and we stayed there for a period of time. After we performed the pilgrimage, I decided to go back to Egypt to get married and I should mention at this point the complex psychological relation between fighting and getting married. In Afghanistan I saw many single men who only after one month of jihad started thinking about getting married and went back to their countries to do just that before returning to the jihad. War makes any man think of marriage, even those who had never thought of it before. This in my opinion was a survival instinct that every human being has and maybe that is why in times of war, the countries engaged in war always witness a baby boom. This is most probably a global phenomenon: Even the plants and the flowers produce earlier when faced with difficult weather conditions. I wanted to get married and bring my wife along with me, but that was no easy task since I needed money. So I went to Kuwait looking for a job but was unlucky in my quest and then I went to Iraq where I witnessed the humiliation and the massacres being committed against the Egyptian workers. I was staying in a hotel on the main street (I will not mention the name) and it was the same day during which the Egyptian soccer team had beaten the Algerian team. Thousands of Egyptians went to the streets screaming: “Long live Saddam, long live Egypt!” However, in a flash, I saw a private car running over a number of demonstrators. The Egyptians thought the driver was drunk and he was arrested by the police. But soon after, another car repeated the same scenario, so the demonstrators attacked the driver and killed him. It was only then that all hell broke loose: The police started shooting on the peaceful demonstrators with dozens of them dying on the spot. The massacre took place just in front of my hotel resulting in the death of hundreds of innocent young men, as though it was my destiny to always be followed by blood and death. The demonstrators soon ran away while the dead were left laying on the street and many Egyptians tried to take refuge in the hotel I was in. One wounded man entered the hotel screaming and shouting, ordering us to call the Egyptian embassy and demanding that the ambassador comes to the crime scene at once. We tried to call the embassy but no one was answering. Soon after, a number of Baath Party members assembled in front of the hotel and started throwing stones at us, looking for any Egyptian to kill him while the police stood watching and did nothing. I was on the roof of the hotel watching what was going on. Ironically, one day earlier, Saddam Hussein had said on TV that any aggression against any Egyptian was to be considered an aggression against him. This scene was very sad especially since the Egyptians loved and cherished Saddam Hussein and those living in Iraq even more. Anyway, during this tour, I was able to see the situation on the ground and the behavior of this great Arab people. However, I can excuse the Iraqis for what they did since after all Egypt, only sent to Iraq its worst men among the decadent and the traitors. Besides, the Iraqis despised Saddam and feared him while Saddam used to pamper the Egyptians. Although I spent a short period in Iraq, I noticed that in general the Iraqis loved the Egyptians and respected them a lot.

I was very surprised to see the mosques in Iraq completely full and the Shi’is praying in Sunni mosques and vice versa. But there was no real Islamic awakening and no organized Islamic parties, since for example you could not find one bearded man in Iraq except for the worshipers of Satan, so most of the people I met thought I was one of latter. I remember that one day I was praying in a Shi’i mosque and they thought I was one of them and that I did not care about the government’s ban, so the women started sending me gifts and souvenirs with the children. On another occasion I was praying in a mosque and a fat man entered to take part in the prayer. But the Sheikh did not like the way the latter was sitting so he ordered him to change his position and when he refused he cursed at him and cancelled the Friday sermon! The next day I was even more surprised to see this Sheikh’s picture in the newspaper above an article that he had written. It appeared that he had a daily column in the official newspaper. But when I read his article I was even more disgusted with this so-called Sheikh. He was telling the story of how he had visited China and saw a statue of Genghis Khan and wondered why there was no similar statue for Saddam Hussein in Iraq although he was - according to him - greater than any Chinese emperor! At the hotel, I saw a number of soldiers who would not go to sleep before they preformed their evening prayer. They were members of the Iraqi army which proved to me that the Iraqi people were true Muslim believers. I will also never forget the goodness and kindness of the hotel owner who was an old bearded Sheikh who spent his time praying and praising God. I saw how saddened he was on the day of the massacre and when he saw the thugs in the streets attacking the demonstrators he told me: “These are the kids of the Baath party. They are real bandits”. I was afraid someone would hear him and report him to the police since that could have been enough for them to kill him. The Iraqi army and police elements were everywhere, in every street and square and the Europeans looked at them with admiration. Was the performance of the Iraqi army during the war with Iran worthy of admiration, or were they pleased because this army prevented the storms of the Islamic revolution from reaching their countries? I also saw long queues of women who were all in black standing before the cooperatives just like it was the case in Egypt in the seventies and was surprised to see this scene in one of the most oil-rich countries in the region and around the world.

In Kuwait however the situation was completely different. It was a clean, quiet and beautiful country. But despite all that, I felt it was too small to be an independent country with its own borders. I told my friend as though I was foreseeing the future: “If the Iraqi army comes to occupy Kuwait, which party would you support?” But my friend refused to answer, saying that this was an impossible and improbable scenario. Sheikh Abdullah Azzam came while we were in Kuwait and delivered a speech at the Reform Association, urging the people to deploy more efforts to support the jihad and putting forward an overview of the general situation in Afghanistan. I attended the gathering and the Sheikh looked tired and depressed. But as usual, his speech inflamed all those around him with enthusiasm. Next to me, there was a young Afghan man whose eyes were in tears. I understood how he felt. He was in pain because his family was living in danger and poverty while he was living in ‘luxury’. I talked to him in Pashtu which came as a surprise to him to the point where he asked: “Are you a Pashtu”?” I told him I was not but that I had learned it in Kandahar. He then asked me what my job was: “Were you distributing aid?”, to which I replied saying that I was fighting there and started enumerating the states I had visited which drove him to burst in tears like a little child. I tried to stay away from the Sheikh since I was afraid and ashamed he might see me. And when our eyes met, he did not say anything but his eyes did. I was angry at myself and the whole idea of marriage so I decided to go back to the battlefields. I went straight to the airport, reserved a ticket on the first flight to Afghanistan and went to Karachi. I took a taxi and visited the guest house of Sheikh Jamil. Once I arrived, I was surrounded by Mujahidin of all nationalities and colors and felt I was back where I belonged and where I was like a fish in the water. I calmed down and my anger dissipated. I spent the night at the guest house, and noticed that there was one Asian-looking Mujahid crying in one corner of the room. I tried to console him and learned that he had just received a letter informing him that his wife and child had died. What could I have done for him in such a tragic situation? The next day, I took a car to Peshawar and went to the Ansar house after five months of travels away from the battlefields. 

The faltering of the Mujahidin.

When I decided to go to the pilgrimage, I thought that the Mujahidin in Jalalabad will stand their grounds for months, and it seemed I was right but I did not imagine that the communists would not. After the Sheikh Masri battle and while the Mujahidin were assembling their troops and counting their wounded and dead, the governmental forces suddenly attacked them with hundreds of tanks and armored vehicles and thousand of infantry men and aircrafts. The defenders were caught off guard which resulted in the sudden retreat of the Afghans who did not even take the time to inform the Arabs of their decision. The latter were surprised to see an entire army in front of them, and Abu Abdullah (Osama Ben laden) who was the emir of the Arabs ordered them to retreat to Torkham. He assembled all the weapons, threw them in a huge well and destroyed them. He and his men escaped capture by miracle. But a number of Arabs refused to leave and they had one Afghan Mujahid with them. These heroes were Abu Tamin the Egyptian who was the emir of the Arabs in Abdul Razeq’s post and Abu Maaez the Najadi the Mawlay of the Arabs of Kandahar. Indeed, Kandahar was a school of heroism and dedication. They considered that retreat would be shameful so they decided to stand alone in the face of an entire army. The enemy opened fire with all the weapons it had, the mountain went in flames, Abu Maaez was killed and there was only Abu Tamim and the Afghan Mujahid standing on the hill. However, the latter was also killed and while falling on the ground he looked back and waved with his hand. The communists thought he was calling for his regiment to interfere and ran away. This is how Abu Tamim eluded capture!

The assassination of Sheikh Abdullah Azzam the Sheikh of the Mujahidin.

An assassination attempt unfolded in Peshawar and was targeting Sheikh Abdullah Azzam, after explosives were found right under the seat he used to sit on in the mosque. Every Friday he went to the mosque to deliver the weekly sermon and that was when the assassination was supposed to take place. But the killers did not lose hope since they tried again, this time targeting his car while the Sheikh and his two sons were on their way to the Friday prayer. During that second attempt, the explosives were put in the sewers and were detonated as his car was passing over the mined area. The killers used a remote control and succeeded in killing him and his two sons. I had detected the problems and failures of the jihad experience on his face when I saw him for the last time in Kuwait. The man was already a dead man since America, Russia, Israel and Pakistan wanted to get red of him. Thousands of Arabs walked behind his coffin and Sheikh Sayyaf headed the prayer during which he cried and we cried. The stench of treason was in the air and everyone knew it and smelled it. God bless you and protect you in his heavens O Sheikh Abdullah. It was very difficult for me to accept that all the land we had liberated in the past was taken back by the communists. After all, thousands of young men died on those battlefields, and for what? I then remembered the sarcasm in the speech of Najib the bull when he said on TV that if the Mujahidin are able to conquer Jalalabad, he will leave them Kabul as a tip. This drove some Arabs to say that the whole Jalalabad enterprise was planned by the communists who wanted to drag the Mujahidin into a battle they could not win. This might be an exaggeration but in my personal opinion, I believe that any attack on any city other than Kabul would have been a complete waste of time. In the house of the Ansar, I talked to a new recruit. He was an Egyptian and when I asked him about his family name he said Abu Jabal the Egyptian. I felt that something deep inside of me had moved and this name brought back so many memories. I thus asked him: “Why did you choose this nickname?” He said: “Have you not heard of the great martyr Abu Jabal the Egyptian before?” I told him: “No I have not” and left. I needed to take a moment to myself. I felt that I was from an older generation which had become a memory. I knew that the Arabs were back to Kandahar and that they were fighting on all its fronts again, so I decided to go back there.

Return to Kandahar.

When Abu Khabib learned that I was in Peshawar, he called me and said: “Come Abu Jaafar and bring me some cheese with you.” I promised him to take the plane the next day, got the cheese he requested from the Ansar guest house and boarded the plane heading to Quetta. I had made the same trip a year earlier but by train and while accompanied by Assadullah. However, the difference between the two trips was huge since during the first, I was so enthusiastic and very optimistic but this time I knew that things were different especially after I saw the numerous difficulties that were facing the jihad and realized that victory was still very far and maybe unattainable. Moreover, the strife which erupted between the Arabs and the Afghans in regard to Wahhabism was still in my mind but I was still attracted by Kandahar despite all of that. In the Ittihad Islami office, I met the same Afghan officer who accompanied us on the train trip which Assadullah and I took. His name as I mentioned before was Muhammad Rassoul and when I asked him about his companion Din Muhammad, he told me he was martyred. But Muhammad Rassoul was very different from the first time I saw him. He was a broken man who had lost all his optimism and his sense of humor. He had become skinnier and we both shared that same feeling of bitterness after having lost our partners. Once, in Kandahar, I saw Muhammad Yusuf the Libyan, Abu Zer the Kandahari and Abu Hani the Egyptian. He was a childhood friend and we went to the same school but our relationship never really developed into a real friendship until we met again in Kandahar. He was the correspondent of a news agency owned by the Ittihad Islami Party and he had a big and fancy office inside the party’s headquarters. He used to visit all the fronts in the Southern areas to dispatch reports for his Arabic magazine and meet with Sheikh Sayyaf due to his position in the magazine. He told me that once he met the Sheikh in the presence of Muhammad Yasser, his first aide, and Sheikh Omar Abdul Rahman. Muhammad Yasser - in light of his position in the interim government - toured the country and even travelled abroad to meet with heads of states. He was bragging during this gathering, saying that when he would sit with heads of states and eat with them, he would use his hands, telling them: “This is how the Prophet ate and this is how the Afghans eat”. Sheikh Omar was listening to him quietly, then he asked: “Did you sit with them?” so he answered: “Yes I did”, to which Sheikh Omar added: “Did you eat with them?” He answered: “Yes I did”. So the Sheikh told him: “So with Allah’s will you will meet the end of times with them!” This reply drove Sheikh Sayyaf to burst in laughter!

Abu Khabib was waiting for me in Kandahar, so Abu Hani and I prepared a pickup truck filling it with food and medicine and drove to Kandahar. We reached the border but were unable to cross it since the whole area was completely shut down and there were even UN observers on the ground. For the first time I felt that the Pakistani checkpoints were serious and that their behavior and treatment with us differed drastically. So we had to leave the main road and walked in the desert to avoid the internationally monitored official border crossing. We arrived to Abdul Sammad’s guest house on the Afghan side of the border after a few hours. We were given weapons and ammunition which were essential for anyone to move in Afghanistan and from there proceeded with our trip to Kandahar. Abu Hani was sitting with another Arab next to the driver while I was sitting in the back with the goods. I lay down and looked at the sky with my Russian weapon in my hand and it was as though I had reached utter ecstasy. So is started shouting: “I miss guns, I miss the battles, I miss war!” then started shooting in the air which forced the driver to stop the car thinking we were under attack. Abu Hani run towards me asking me what was going on but when I told him what was really happening he said: “There is no need for such behavior. Besides, the driver is hiding on the floor and I do not think that he will be able to have children again!” We arrived at the main Arab post in Kandahar (Kadi Sahib) where Abu Khabib was waiting for us. Things had changed for the Arabs in the city. There were around thirty Arabs and another thirty Afghan men with us in the same post. Abu Khabib was very happy to get the cheese since there was none in Afghanistan. In this post, there was also Assad al-Rahman the Algerian who was with us at Abdul Razeq’s post and had become a real Kandahari, speaking Pashtu very fluently. His Pashtu was even better than his Arabic, but he also wore their clothes and had gained their manners. He would enter the city as any other Kandahari, thus crossing the communist checkpoints with no one ever finding out that he was in fact an Arab. I think that he even forgot that he was an Arab. After a raid, he argued with his Afghan commander telling him that his part of the spoils was worth nothing, so the latter laughed and told him: “I swear to God that you are a Kandahari and not an Arab”.

An ambush at dawn.

I left the post with a group of fighters which included both Arabs and Afghans to prepare for an ambush on the paved road at one of the city’s entrances. We walked late in the night for a very long distance and we crossed the grape fields behind the enemy positions. We passed by a small shack where the farmers would stock their grapes and the commander decided to post a number of men in it to protect our back. While dawn was nearing, a bus full of soldiers arrived while protected by two tanks, one in the front and another in the back. The tanks were firing at the grape fields in order to make sure that they were clear, unaware that we were positioned there. When the target became ahead of us we opened fire on the enemy. I was carrying an RPG as well as most of the men around me and our heavy shooting led to the explosion and destruction of the two tanks and the bus. The Mujahidin who were left behind in the shack were surprised to see a number of communist soldiers trying to take refuge in it. At first, the men stood still, then realized that the enemy was in their range and killed all the solider. The whole operation only lasted a few seconds, after which the commander ordered us to retreat as another enemy position started bombing us with all kinds of shells and ammunition. Had it not been for the grape trenches and bushes, we would certainly have been killed. After all, we were surrounded by enemy positions from all sides and we had to retreat in broad daylight. Even when we were more than two kilometers away from the attack position, we were still being bombed by the communists. It was indeed a great and wonderful ambush during which none of the Mujahidin was even injured or scratched. 

Abu Suleiman the Meccan the blessed man.

After we came back, the commander was already preparing for another operation targeting the military hospital. But I expressed my objection telling Kadi Sahib that Islam did not allow us to kill the wounded. He laughed at me and said that this was no longer a hospital but a military post, adding that for two years now he has been bombing it to no avail. Many Arabs participated in this operation as well as an important number of Afghans and we were transported by two pickup trucks right after we had finished the evening prayer. We drove a long distance until we almost reached the city itself, then started walking cautiously around a village very close to Kandahar. The commander went to the village and gave the villagers the password; they thus opened their homes and allowed us to take refuge. Our clothes were all wet since it was raining heavily and we were shivering from cold. The locals brought us bread and tea but still the cold was unbearable. At three in the morning we went out and it was still raining and we were unable to see anything since it was too dark. We walked a long distance through fields and rivers while the terrain was very difficult. Never had I seen anything like it in Afghanistan. We would fall on our backs every few steps but we kept advancing. In the end, we were able to reach our destination: It was an abandoned building facing the military hospital. We positioned our cannons and took our positions waiting for dawn to launch the attack. It was an unusual timing since the enemy was used to our evening attacks, and the communists were surprised by our bold move. After having completed the mission, we went back and faced the same difficult terrain. One Arab turned to me and said: “The harder the mission the better”, so I told him what hardship are you talking about? This is a real pleasure to me. In fact I always enjoyed such missions! The man who tried to lift my spirits was Abu Suleiman the Meccan. He was a blessed man and one of God’s chosen ones {you shall not fear for those who are chosen by God}. I had never seen and will never see a man better than him. He was a cleric from Holy Mecca who taught religious students and was very well paid for it. So I asked him once: “Seeing how you teach Muslims about God, the Koran and the right path, does it not mean that you would be more helpful for our cause over there than in here?” He answered: “I used to finish my classes and go out to see the banks that were working against the principles of Islam, but was unable to say anything about it. I felt I was betraying God by remaining silent so I decided to leave and come to Afghanistan”. Abu Suleiman was a real preacher matched by none, while it was very rare to find a great preacher who was also very friendly and close to people. That is why I loved this man and was very attached to him. He was without a doubt a blessed man.

Abu-Hashem and his fantastic Sudanese vision.  

We had a young Meccan man called Abu Hashem with us. He was from the family of the Prophet and almost never left Abu Suleiman. This young man was of average height, fair skinned, well built and whoever saw him believed he was an ordinary person. However, he was a nation on his own. He did not have a heart of flesh and blood, rather a piece of metal. He never feared death and threw himself in each lethal ordeal as though God had not yet created death. During the battle to conquer Zabul I saw him carrying out an amazing thing since he raided the fort alone with stones as the only weapon in his hands. Abu Hashem had an extremely odd vision which he related to me and caused my surprise. The military coup in Sudan had recently taken place and had not yet revealed its Islamic identity, as Al-Bashir was trying to get on the good side of the Egyptian regime to the point where the people thought it was an Egyptian coup. Even the Egyptian government itself thought that. In his dream, the Mujahid saw he was in Sudan fighting alongside the Sudanese Mujahidin in their traditional white attire. He saw he was returning with them from one of the battles and heading toward Omar al-Bashir who was sitting on the floor while people were sitting all around him. He had a white rosary in his right hand and a black one in his left. Abu Hashem and those with him sat with the others before the cleric called for prayer. The people lined up but no one came forward to lead the prayer so Omar al-Bashir asked: “Who will lead the prayer?” No one stepped forward until Abu Hashem said he would, prayed before the people while Omar al-Bashir was standing right behind him. After the prayer Abu Hashem raised his hands toward the sky and said: “Allah, I ask you in the name of your supreme qualities –at which point he started crying- Allah we are oppressed so secure our victory! Allah please help us”, he then woke up while repeating this expression. I asked Abu Hashem how well he knew Sudan and its people and he told me he knew nothing about it, nothing about the coup, never visited it and never even thought about it. I told him that this was truly a vision from Allah, that this coup was an Islamic coup and that Omar al-Bashir was a man truly loyal to Allah since the white rosary represented the Holy Koran and the black the Sunna. I told him he would head to Sudan, fight there, will be faced by many enemies and will be able to create an Islamic state. Abu Hashem was surprised by this last sentence and told me he never thought about it and never would have conducted it even if he had been called on to do so a thousand times. I knew about his Salafi tendencies and asked him: “Will you step forward or leave the arena to the superstitions of the Sufis?” At this point he remained silent while contemplating both the vision and the interpretation. During those days the communist regime in Afghanistan collapsed, the role of the Arab Mujahidin ended and the doors of their countries were closed before them. They had nowhere else to go but Sudan, while as the days went by, the Sudanese regime unveiled its Islamic identity and launched jihad against the Southern rebels who were supported by America, Israel and the West in general. Although I do not know what happened to Abu Hashem but I am certain that he is engaged in the jihad over there as we are currently seeing the enemies rallying and allying against Sudan I thank God who taught me how to interpret dreams.

With the Mujahidin of commander Abdul Sammad.

Abu Khabib learned that Youness Khalis was in Quetta and took a number of Arabs including me to go meet him. Abu Khabib had also changed the headquarters of the services house and left the location which served this purpose for long years. He took the headquarters of Hekmatiar’s party after the latter was transferred to another place. What was odd was that the new headquarters to which we moved was next to the headquarters of the Pashtu Khawa organization which was fighting the Mujahidin in Kandahar. Both headquarters were intensively guarded by armed militants with machine guns and light bombs. Pakistan is truly the oddest state in the world since it allowed its citizens and the foreign organizations in it to carry arms without this affecting security and public order. Certainly, Hizb Islami did not leave this location because of the neighbor, or else it would not have given it to the Arabs. Hekmatiar’s party chapter was also close to the headquarters of another enemy militia group and I do not know whether Pakistan was supporting the Mujahidin or its enemies. After meeting with Sheikh Youness Khalis, Abu Zer the Libyan came to ask us to donate blood because there was a shortage at the hospital and many were wounded. Most of the Arabs went with him and before we reached the hospital he took us to a restaurant and ordered us kabab and juice. This became the object of jokes. In the hospital, the Afghans were looking at us donating blood with panic and surprise since this Bedouin population had naïve ideas about blood and its importance at the level of one’s health. They thought that whoever donated his blood remained weak for the rest of his life and unable to approach his wife. Moreover the ignorant Sheikhs prohibited the donation of blood because they believed this established familial ties since they thought that sperm was created from blood!  It was clear that Abu Khabib was going to stay for a long time in Quetta and that I would have to wait for one of the convoys of the Mujahidin to go back to Kandahar. Luckily, we were visited by an Arab Mujahid called Abu Yusuf the Palestinian. When I first saw him, I thought he was Kandahari to the bone. He was an anthropological archetype of the Pashtu race. He was skinny of average height, had a long face with sharp features, extremely dark hair, a massive mustache and a beard, and wore the traditional outfit and turban. I expressed my surprise not only because of his appearance but also because he spoke perfect Pashtu. I learned that he spent around two years in one post, i.e. the post of Mullah Abdul Sammad which we passed by on the border on our trips in and out of the country. In reality, this border post was the back headquarters of the main post which also had advanced headquarters near the airport from the desert’s side. This quick visit to Quetta was one of the rare times in which Abu Yusuf left the post where he had become a prominent and loved figure since he was also the fighters’ mufti and imam. A number of Palestinian Mujahidin decided to accompany him and join Mullah Abdul Sammad’s position. I went with them instead of waiting in Pakistan and we were accompanied by two youngsters who were the sons of a man working in the Calling Committee and was a Syrian who had escaped the oppression of Hafiz al-Assad. I do not recall whether their eldest was called Abu Bakr or the father. They spoke perfect Pashtu since they had come to this area years ago, and studied in the same schools as the Afghan and Pakistani students who spoke Pashtu. We reached the main post on the border and stayed there a day or two until the supplies cars headed to the advanced posts. I immediately felt the discrepancies between the Mujahidin of Mullah Abdul Sammad and those of Malajat. The first were young under twenty years of age for most of them were extremely funny and spent their time fooling around and wrestling. They were more open than the Malajat mujahidin, maybe because they were close to the border and grew up in Pakistan. Abu Yusuf dropped us at the advanced post and returned in the same car since he had something to do in Peshawar. Abu Hani related a funny anecdote to me about Yusuf’s meeting with Sheikh Sayyaf. He was part of a group of Arabs and the Sheikh started welcoming them one by one asking them: “How are you? Are you well?” when the Sheikh reached Abu Yusuf, he spoke to him in Pashtu and the conversation between them proceeded for several minutes before the Arabs burst out laughing and told the Sheikh he was talking to an Arab and not a Kandahari. Sheikh Sayyaf was surprised not only because of Abu Yusuf’s appearance but also because he knew Pashtu extremely well. They told him: “We have another Arab in Malajat who interprets the Koran in Pashtu. His name is Assad al-Rahman the Algerian”, which pleased the Sheikh to the utmost levels. The advanced position was a piece of heaven. It is supposed to be a desert area but it filled with scattered plants during the summer and featured a great green carpet in spring. Although it was summer, water springs emerged from the heart of the desert and flowed in small streams throughout wide areas. Every kilometer or two, we found a garden and a field as well as one or several Bedouin houses relying on this stream which never stopped flowing throughout the year, whether it was summer or winter, day or night. Whenever this stream encountered a lower area or a hole created by an airplane shell, it formed a beautiful swimming pool. In addition to these small rivers emerging from the water springs, there were somewhat large rivers flowing in the valleys from north to south. The beauty of the scene, the wonderful nature and the variety of wildlife were indescribable. And had I had the choice, I would not have chosen a country other than you O Land of the Afghans. If three houses can be called a village, the post was located in one of these villages next to a water stream. The inhabitants of two houses were immigrants while the third remained empty. We thus occupied that last one. These villagers were considered to be Bedouin and their main craft was shepherding. As for the house, it included several adjacent rooms, a kitchen facing the rooms and a wall surrounding a great yard which harbored the herd. Their way of life was quite odd since women worked from dusk till dawn, brought water, baked, prepared food, washed and cleaned, while the children took the herd out. As for the men, they did nothing at all, set around all day in the shade with no concern, smoking, drinking tea and talking to the Mujahidin in the evening. Next to us, there was a fruits garden filled with almonds, figs, cranberries, peaches and wheat. The Mujahidin for their part planted some vegetables to be used for the salad and for cooking. Life in this post was real pleasurable since we spent all day in the garden, read in the shade, picked fruits or bathed in the surrounding pools. The meals were varied since they featured vegetables fruits and meat almost every day. The scenery was beautiful and the company was joyful and there was nothing missing in this post except for the absence of any fighting. The operations commander and the deputy of Mullah was Abdul Dost Muhammad, a twenty-five year old man who was short, muscled and thick haired. He was courageous and reckless and replaced his brother Nour al-Din who used to be the commander after he was martyred. I have seen a picture of Nour al-Din and heard stories which were similar to legends about his accomplishments. He graduated from Shari’a School and was extremely pious, dedicated and bold. I learned that the Mujahidin in this post were the ones who liberated this wide area and that Abdul Sammad was accompanied by numerous Mujahidin but that it was time to harvest the wheat and all the Mujahidin were busy doing that. In these regions, wheat is planted in a very simple way. Before winter season each farmer ploughs as much as he can from this wide desert and puts the grains. He then goes to the combat fronts and when rain falls the wheat grows. When summer comes with its burning sun, the grains mature and the Mujahidin leave their post and go to harvest the wheat. Despite the circumstances of the war and the displacement, the trucks carrying the wheat and the fruits from Afghanistan to Pakistan were almost incessant. I went out many times to scout the area and one day I climbed a high mountain overlooking a green valley filled with bushes and gardens and crossed by a large river. I could see the communist positions on the horizon. The scenery from the mountain top was beauty in itself and the air was soft and refreshing. I thus became addicted to climbing this mountain and one day something extremely interesting happened. Dost Muhammad was on his way to us from the border and he was riding a pickup truck with a number of Mujahidin. He met four elements from the pro-communist government militia who were similar in their appearance to the Mujahidin. Each of the teams faced the other with their fingers on the trigger. Dost Muhammad inquired about their identities and they told him they were Mujahidin. He asked them to which commander they belonged and they could not answer, so he stepped out of the car without any weapon, took the weapon of one of them and when he protested punched him in the face. They thus surrendered, which was a true miracle in light of the way the latter fought. Dost Muhammad took me on a visit to the neighboring Mujahidin posts. They were extremely far unlike the way they were in Malajat. On our way there, we came across a man living alone in a true paradise amid the desert. There was a small mountain with a cave in it, facing a sweet water spring which was the best I had ever tasted. They were few cranberry plants, almonds, and a number of goats jumping around him. The man was undoubtedly enjoying the calm, beauty, shade and water and I wished I were in his place. We rested a little, took some water and gave him some supplies then went on our way until we reached our destination. The reason I am mentioning this visit is because the Mujahidin in this post had a captive who was an officer in his forties who had spent his whole life in the army. The Mujahidin mocked him and ordered him to do silly movements, to which he responded by taking the mockery to another level, pretending he was retarded. I was extremely mad and told the commander to stop doing that. He said that the officer was a mine expert and a war criminal, to which I retorted: “Either kill him or treat him like a human being.” The captive understood the dialogue although he spoke Persian and gave me looks which I could not tell whether they were ones of hatred, respect or a mixture of both. Dost Muhammad wanted to check my combative capabilities and may have heard something about my shooting. He thus took out a cannon similar to the 82 and 75 mm cannons but was a sophisticated kind I had never seen before in Afghanistan. He asked me to hit a small rock on a distant mountain so we set up the cannon and I started looking at the scope until I understood how it worked. I asked him to go first and he did. His shooting was perfect and I was watching him very closely so when my turn came, Allah did not let me down and I hit the rock from the first shot with a cannon I had never seen before. I refused to fire more than once so that I do not waste the ammunition since Allah only knows how the Muslims gather their pennies to buy it. One day, I sensed commotion in the ranks of the Afghans who had gathered around the radio and started meeting and receiving heated massages. I learned from them that there was an attempt to assassinate Commander Abdul Sammad. He was in a pickup truck sitting next to the driver and as he was passing by near one of the posts of the Noorzai Mujahidin, there was an intensive shooting which injured him and killed the driver. However, he was able to escape in the car while Kandahar was turned upside down. There are two main tribes in the Kandahar province: Noorzai and Achakzai. By the way ‘Zai’ means sons so these tribes were called the sons of Noor and the sons of Achak. This last tribe was larger than the first but the number of Noorzai Mujahidin was much greater than the number of the second. Therefore, when the interim government came to power, it appointed a Wali over Kandahar from the Noorzai tribe, which raised the discontent of the Achakzai Mujahidin. I always argued with Dost Muhammad asking him why he was mad at the Wali just because he was not from his tribe, to which he responded: “He warmly meets his tribesmen and frowns in the face of the Achakzai tribesmen”. When the incident happened, Muhammad Noor reacted toward this dangerous event with laughter, yelling at the other men that he was Noorzai and that he defied all the Achakzai in the post. He was indeed the only Noorzai in this post and the issue suddenly turned into a masquerade since all the men started attacking him from all sides in a playful way while he pushed down all those he could reach with his amazing power. This reassured me that the incident was going to pass by peacefully. In the evening, Dost Muhammad told us that the Mujahidin were going to stage an ambush against an enemy convoy. I accompanied him along with a number of Afghans armed with rockets and machine guns. We climbed a hill overlooking the tarmac road and Dost Muhammad said that the enemy was passing through here. We stayed up all night while prepared for the battle but the sun came up and no one passed. This was extremely frustrating but I soon realized what I was getting myself into without my knowledge. This ambush was targeting the Noorzai Mujahidin and not the communists and I thanked God that no one from this tribe passed by that night. In reality, life was paralyzed in this area of Kandahar since the two tribes were closely watching each other. I was mad at Dost Muhammad who almost implicated me in this and decided along with some Arabs to leave Kandahar until this blind strife dissipated. On our way to Quetta, mobilization could be seen everywhere since the tanks and the cannons were filled with ammunition and heading toward the Mujahidin positions. While passing by the border post, we learned that Abdul Sammad was there and as usual we stopped in it. They told me that he was fine and was inside the room. I came in to salute him but was surprised to see the room filled with Sheikhs with long white beards sitting very quietly while the Mullah was in the center of this serious council. I was extremely embarrassed to have walked in on them like that, shook their hands, saluted the Mullah and immediately exited the room. I later learned they were the Sheikhs of the Achakzai tribe who had come to announce their solidarity with Abdul Sammad and convey their willingness to wage a retaliation battle regardless of the cost. However, the Mullah was a man of God, educated and enlightened, was extremely knowledgeable and loyal. He was a student of Sheikh Sayyaf and very close to him. He thus thanked the Sheikhs of the tribes and told them he was not shooting one bullet against any Mujahid no matter what happened. In regard to his injury, he said he had forgiven them and has decided to ask for a compensation which would be paid to the family of the driver. He convinced the Sheikhs of that which increased my appreciation of the man and I prayed for him. Had one tenth of the Afghan commanders been like him, this jihad would have been completely different.

Saddam Hussein the caliph of the Muslims.

In the meantime, Iraq invaded Kuwait and the Afghans were extremely surprised. They commented by saying: “Iraq is truly the fierce bully.” They knew that Iraq had invaded Iran and continued fighting it for eight years and as soon as it stopped the war with Iran, invaded Kuwait. They did not know Kuwait’s real size, and were unaware of its strategic importance for the United States. When the American alliance began striking Iraq, I was in the Afghan Surgical Hospital in Peshawar and to my surprise, the Pakistani and Afghan Mujahidin and immigrants were supporting Iraq and Saddam Hussein against America and its allies. There was not one store in Peshawar that did not hang the picture of Saddam in his military uniform with the following expression written beneath it: Saddam Hussein, the caliph of Muslims. Even the man who shined shoes in front of the hospital put that picture on his chest. There was a tent in each street and square to donate blood to the Iraqi Mujahidin who were fighting America and the world for the sake of Allah. Cars roamed the streets with speakers calling for the donation of money for the decisive battle of Islam. People started beating up any Arab wearing the traditional Gulf headgear because they thought he was either Saudi or Kuwaiti and had desecrated the Holy Land with American troops. The people were strangely confident that Saddam Hussein was going to defeat these massive armies and I tried to explain to the Afghan and Pakistani nurses that there was a wide distance between Saddam and Islam but to no avail. They all reiterated the dream which was told by Saddam regarding the fact that the Prophet gave him a sword and ordered him to kill the Americans. To them, this was proof for the fact that Saddam was the caliph of the Muslims and that he will crush the Americans. Although I knew who Saddam and the Iraqi Baath Party were and although I assured these nurses that he would be defeated, I was hoping that Iraq would achieve victory and crush the Americans in another Ze-Kar-like battle. There were Iraqi Mujahidin with us who had escaped the hell that was set up by Saddam Hussein for all those whom he felt followed Islam. And they told us horrific stories about the political detention camps which could cause some readers to faint if I were to repeat them. Some of the men were indeed tortured but strangely enough they invaded the Friday sermons and spoke for long hours in support of Saddam and against America and its allies. They used to cry until their beards were fully wet and when asked: “Are you not the ones who told us about Saddam’s infidelity and about the oppression and torture he exercised?” They would respond by saying that he had repented and was now fighting for Allah. They are certainly excused since the brutal and unprecedented bombing of their families in the Iraqi cities had made them forget all the sins of Saddam. For their part, the Pakistani nurses told me stories which were maybe not heard in our countries and may have been made up by the collective anti-American mind. They told me that the commander of the Pakistani army who was part of the American alliance refused the American plan which called on the Pakistani army and the Egyptian army to occupy Kuwait. He said to the American commander that the Pakistani army was here to serve one purpose, i.e. the protection of the sacred territories from the Iraqi invasion. The American commander thus took out his gun and shot the Pakistani commander, which prompted the Pakistani army to attack the American positions and kill seventy Americans. This story was kept secret to prevent the expansion of strife. No one could describe the disappointment of the Pakistanis and the Afghans when Saddam Hussein was defeated and begged for a ceasefire. They came to me one day with their heads between their tails, told me I was right and asked me how I knew he was going to be defeated. I told them that the people of the region knew best. I exited this incident with a dangerous impression: our oppressed Islamic populations are awaiting another Salahuddin to stand behind him in one rank, fight the whole world and restore the glory of Islam. But when will you resurface O Salahuddin. 

Tunisian conspiracy.

I headed back to Malajat and found that Abu Khabib was there. He sent me to a commander named Abdul Razeq, maybe because he thought I would only fight with a commander named Abdul Razeq! This second one was much similar to the first. He was tall, thin, and slightly blond, had large hands and was extremely muscled. These hands of his surpassed the strength of human muscles. He rarely spoke but when he did had a deep strong voice while his face carried burn marks. When he told me the story of these marks, I remembered seeing him in the Saudi hospital in Quetta last year and he was the only one in the burnt section at the time. His face and chest back then were completely charred, so I could not stand looking at him and immediately left. At the time, he was the operations leader of commander Nour al-Din and in one of the battles, while he was passing behind a fighter carrying an 82 mm cannon, the latter went off, backfired and burned him. Luckily, the flames only lasted a few seconds and despite the serious burns, the skin on his face was almost normal again since he grew natural skin again along with his natural hair and beard. However, the problem resided in his eyes since he became shortsighted as liquids kept surfacing the whole time. He put ointments every now and again but despite that, his healing was a miracle from Allah. When he recovered, he returned to the Nour al-Din post to continue the jihad. But the latter considered that Abdul Razeq’s role as a Mujahid had ended and therefore refused to include him in the operations. His presence in the post was no longer wanted and Nour al-Din began asking: “Why is he back again? How can he fight in this state?” He had forgotten that he himself had an amputated leg and was missing an eye. It is maybe for that reason that Nour al-Din rejected the presence of Abdul Razeq so that his post is not described as being that of the disabled. This situation was very hurtful to Abdul Razeq who only referred to Nour al-Din as the unfair, and indeed left him. A group of his men accompanied him wherever he was going and all the leaders of Kandahar were very mad about what had happened to him in light of the status he enjoyed in the hearts of the Mujahidin due to his courage and dedication to the jihad. They thus believed that putting him in one of the posts was not enough to restore his status and gave him all sorts of weapons and ammunition and allowed him to choose one of the abandoned houses to be the headquarters of his new post. Abu Khabib for his part offered him money and sent him Arab men, thus rendering him one of the commanders of Kandahar and an equal to Nour al-Din who had ousted him. There were three Palestinians with me in this post, including Abu Hamza and two others whose nicknames I have forgotten. Unfortunately, I wrote this memoir five years later and forgot many names and small details. There was also a young man around twenty three years old who had come from Algeria. He extremely resembled martyr Akrama the Algerian, had the same height, face and beard and also carried the book of Allah. I could not believe my eyes and thought that Akrama came back to life. His nickname was Abu Dajana the Algerian and I always inadvertently called him Akrama although I was aware that the latter had passed away and that this was another man. The only difference between the two men was age and strength since although Abu Dajana had the same height and features as Akrama, the latter was muscular and extremely powerful. I made sure that he be appointed the emir of the Arabs and the other brothers did not mind. We also had three men from Libya with us and one of them was an officer in the Libyan army who had escaped through Chad to elude the war in which both the killer and the victim were going to hell. When his commander noticed that he was avoiding the killing of Chadians, he brought him a Chadian Sheikh with a white beard and ordered him to shoot him. When our friend pointed his weapon toward the Sheikh the latter raised his finger toward the sky and recited the two testimonies and our friend killed his commander instead of the Chadian Sheikh, escaped through Chad and reached Afghanistan. 

Abu Hamza the Palestinian was around twenty two years old, blond, red faced and skinny. Him and his compatriots belonged to Hamas and the Muslim Brotherhood and although I belonged to neither one of these organizations, I enjoyed complete ideological concord with them. They were very pleased that I agreed with them over many ideological and political issues. The Second Akrama almost followed the same path. One of these Palestinians had returned from Tajikistan which was only separated from Afghanistan by a river. At the time, it was part of the Soviet Union, but just like the Soviets failed to close the Afghan-Pakistani border, they also failed to close the Afghan-Soviet border. This Palestinian brother went as part of one of the groups of Hekmatiar to tour the secret cells which were formed by Hezb Islami to teach them how to chant and the principles of the Arabic language, maybe to make them feel that Hekmatiar’s party was an international party including several nationalities. These groups may have played a major role in the Islamic coup which occurred following the fall of the Soviet Union, and may still be struggling from the Afghan territories. Maybe this is why the neighboring states and the colonial powers were afraid to see a person like Hekmatiar whose ambitions had no limits gaining power since such a person would never have settled for governing Afghanistan. I was extremely pleased with the enthusiasm, awareness and understanding of Hamas’s youth. They told me many stories about Palestine and the extremely desperate and rising Islamic generation. They condemned Fatah and the Palestinian Communist Party which had not shot one bullet against Israel ever since it was founded. Whenever the other organizations blamed them for that, they used to say: We are preparing the men. However, when these blames became unbearable, they decided to stage an operation against Israel to put an end to this condemnation. They thus picked the most pro-Marxist elements whom they had been preparing for twenty years to be loyal Marxists. On the way to the operation, the young men stopped before a water pond, washed up and aligned to pray in the midst of the astonishment of the party’s philosopher who scolded them. But they said to him: “Marx is very dear to us, but if we die in this operation we want to go to heaven and become martyrs. While Marx has been beneficial on this earth, he will not be in the afterlife!” I told them the story of Sadiq the Tunisian who was a combat pilot in the Tunisian air force when the Israeli aircrafts bombed Fatah’s headquarters during Arafat’s meeting with the organization leaders opposed to the negotiations with Israel, recalling that Arafat exited the headquarters ten minutes before the bombing and escaped death. Sadiq had mentioned that one day before the bombing, there were orders to remove all the rockets from all the aircrafts and put them in the warehouses. On the morning of that day, all the Tunisian pilots were ordered to fly the aircrafts which carried no ammunition over the southern end of Tunisia. The radar officers detected the Israeli aircrafts long before they arrived and informed the high command of that. The response was however complete silence. Sadiq assured me that all those working in the air-base were certain that the Tunisian government was collaborating with Israel and Arafat in this filthy operation. 

There were only four Afghans and Abdul Razeq had around seven other men who were absent tending to their own affairs. A somewhat old Afghan would visit us from time to time and stay with us for long periods without ever participating in the battles. I learned from Abdul Razeq that the man was the commander of around five hundred Mujahid with whom he fought the enemy forces at the airport. Now he was moving from one post to another aimlessly but refused to tell me why. However, I soon discovered the reason. It was that damned addiction! One day I saw him as he was completely drugged and remained so for several days. It must have been opium or heroin whose effects last for a long period of time. Truth be told, this man was extremely dedicated to the jihad and to the love of Allah and his Prophet since his delirium carried prayers to Allah, calls for the Mujahidin and great respect for the Arabs. He insisted on kissing our hands one by one for several times and if drugs showed the hidden facet of man, his was pure. He was strongly built and enjoyed great strength although he was over fifty. He was also from the family of the Prophet. We used to go out with the commander to remove the mines from the fields around several communist positions and crossed them during the night while armed in preparation for any sudden clash. When we reached the mine field facing the communist position, Abdul Razeq would start his work. He enjoyed a high level of expertise in all sorts of buried, surface and trick mines and we would thus return with a decent load of mines and explosives on a daily basis. We used to go out at night and return by early morning and since there was daylight, we concealed our weapons underneath our clothes and took out our farming gear pretending to be farmers heading toward their fields. This was due to the fact that some areas featured booby-trapped mines with extremely accurate wires which should be handled during the day. Abdul Razeq would thus disengage them and we would return in this theatrical way. As for the buried mines, they were better handled at night because Abdul Razeq could detect them without electronic devices and without even posting sticks in the ground. He used to tap the ground and stick his fingers softly until he uncovered the mines with acute competence. Had he not been competent, he would never have survived. In reality, Abdul Razeq the second was worthy of respect since in addition to being extremely courageous, he knew how to use all known weapons in Afghanistan. He was very reserved, only spoke when necessary and was considered among the few who fought the jihad with no other goal but to serve Allah. Since he was a ball of nerves, he sometimes lost his temper and even punched one of his Afghan men for a mistake he committed. Despite that, they loved him dearly and had great respect for him. He was around twenty eight years old and was never married just like Abdul Razek the first, although I never dared talk to him about this issue. We once entered a mine field and reached the tarmac at the entrance of the city. This road led to the airport and we were extremely close to a checkpoint at the city’s entrance. We hid in the big bushes and could hear the ordinary talk of the soldiers. One of the Afghans and I were carrying machine guns to protect Abdul Razeq as he was removing the mines. We were accompanied by Abdul Razeq’s brother who was around ten years old when the evening prayer resonated from dozens of mosques. I wanted to explore the mind of this kid and asked him with surprise: “What is this prayer? So they are Muslims! We are fighting Muslims!” but he hurriedly interrupted me saying: “No! These are Pashtu prayers and Pashtu mosques”. So, it was the war of the Persians and the Pashtu not the war of the Muslims and communists. Without knowing, this kid had conveyed the subconscious of the Mujahidin or the other side of the coin. The biggest proof for the depth of tribalism in Afghanistan was the fact that the officers of Northern origins only surrendered to Shah Massoud while the Pashtu officers surrendered to Hekmatiar. Even Shah Nawaz Tanay, the defense minister and war criminal, surrendered to Hekmatiar who was Pashtu like him and when Hekmatiar pardoned this war criminal, the killer of women and children with napalm and toxic gas, the other parties raised a great commotion. The media outlets of Sayyaf’s party were the greatest instigators but we were surprised that Sheikh Sayyaf himself told us that by accepting Tanay’s surrender, Hekmatiar did not violate any tradition since the Mujahidin had issued a general pardon in favor of any officer or soldier who surrendered to them, regardless of the crimes they committed. So when we asked him why Hekmatiar was being attacked by his media outlets, he said that this was politics and cursed politics. 

The first injury.

It was extremely hot during that time of the year and we used to go swimming in one of the nearby ponds at noon, hunted a few birds then returned to perform the afternoon prayer. In the evening and after we had tea, we would sit in the calm night and its soft breeze while Abdul Razeq recited religious poems, urging us to recite Arab ones then asking us about their meaning. As usual, he picked up the Arabic language from us every quickly. However, my relationship with this post had a sudden and dramatic end. We were sitting in the room of the Arabs getting ready to sleep while the oil lamp was in the center of the room and Abu Hamza was cleaning his weapon. Suddenly a great sound resonated, the room grew dark and I felt an acute pain in my right arm. It never occurred to me that this terrifying sound was just a Kalashnikov shot amplified because the room was closed. A shot had come out of Abu Hamza’s weapon by mistake, shattered my right arm near the elbow and came out from the other side. Thanks to Allah, it did not hit the elbow or else my arm would have been amputated. I yelled from pain and all those in the post rushed to me. Abu Yehya, the Algerian doctor engaged in the jihad arrived. He was a real doctor and not like the Afghan ones. He gave me a shot to appease the pain and felt my arm only to find that the bone was complete shattered. He put my arm in a cast of fortified paper, and asked Abu Khabib to immediately take me to Pakistan. While waiting for the car, Abdul Razeq began reassuring me and telling me: “It is flesh not bone”, i.e. that the injury did not affect the bones. As for Abu Hamza, he was in a deplorable state. He felt very sorry and remained by my side, looking at me while unable to find words to express his feelings. Finally he said: “Forgive me brother.” I gave him a big smile and told him: “There is nothing to forgive you for, you did not mean it and this was all decided by Allah.” He got me food and insisted on feeding me himself. The car came during that dark night and I rode next to the driver. A large number of Arabs came to bid me farewell and on the way we stopped by one of the Mujahidin posts where we slept for the night then continued the next day. I had some pills that were prescribed to me by Abu Yehya and which I took when the pain was unbearable. They gave me great relief. On the way, something rare happened since we faced a communist ambush. Indeed, there was a chopper in the middle of the desert hovering at a distance from the roads and awaiting the right target. One of the Mujahidin spotted it and made the driver turn toward a small village of several houses where we hid the car between the trees and were welcomed by the inhabitants. However, the aircraft could have stayed in its position all day or maybe even for several days and we could not wait. Therefore, one of the Mujahidin carried the light Grinov, stood in the back truck, held it high as though he was threatening them and the driver took off at an amazing speed until we got away from the plane and hid in an abandoned village. We parked the car far from the village so that we would avoid bombing in case the plane were to spot it. When the Afghans were reassured that we were not followed, we proceeded toward Quetta. As we were crossing the Pakistani villages and cities, the Kandahari immigrants would attach themselves to the car inquiring about the location of the attack and under which commander these battles were occurring. They did not notice I was an Arab. We reached the Saudi Red Crescent hospital during the night and when Doctor Ahmad checked my arm, he immediately ordered the preparation for the operations room. Abu Bakr brought me a fancy meal but I was in a terrible state after the violent check up to which my arm was subjected. I had a few painkillers and slept until the next morning, i.e. after the operation had been conducted. The first thing I felt was great thirst and started asking for water. However no open would answer and I even felt those around me conspiring so that they do not give me water. I screamed in Pashtu, Arab, Persian and English demanding water but to no avail. The only thing I was allowed to do was to suck on a wet piece of bandage and I still do not know why water is dangerous for the wounded. I gradually woke up and the pain in my arm was unbearable. I spent days in the hospital and they put my arm in a cast. Coincidentally, Abu Yusuf the Palestinian who fought with Commander Abdul Sammad was on the bed next to mine also hit in the arm by a Grinov shot in one of the operations. During those days, we grew closer and he told me his story and his experiences on the front. Commander Abdul Sammad came to visit him in the hospital and expressed his strong feelings towards him, then took a large sum of money and gave it him. Abu Yusuf would not take it but Mullah Abdul Sammad swore he would not have it any other way and that I should also take a similar sum. When he left, Abu Yusuf told me a story about the Mullah which was extremely surprising to me since I had spent some time with his men but never saw him up-close except in the hospital. During my stay I saw desperate cases of human torture. There was a four-year old kid accompanied by a Sheikh over seventy years old but who stood straight and was very well built. I thought he was his grandfather and was surprised to learn he was his father. The kid’s arm was amputated and torn to pieces and the changing of the bandage was an ordeal in itself. The old father would grab his child so that he would not move while the child was yelling. By that time I started understanding Pashtu and the latter was saying: “You are not my father. Had you been my father you would have had mercy on me”. We spoke to the man who told us with pain in his heart that his kid was playing under a tree when he found a pencil and plastic butterflies. As soon as he grabbed them, they exploded. He then said something which summarized the reasons why the Soviets were defeated and revealed the war ethics on the rocks of which the Marxist empire was shattered. He said: “Had he been a Mujahid like you and had he been hit in the jihad like you, I would not have been saddened.” We were placed in a big ward with around forty wounded men. I refused to allow them to bring me special food from the services office just like I refused to be accompanied by one of the Arabs since the injury did not prevent me from moving. The great Abu Suleiman came to visit me and insisted on sleeping on the floor next to my bed. However, I would not let him do that although I enjoyed his company a lot. As soon as they put the cast, there was no reason for my stay in the hospital and I headed to the offices of Ittihad Islami which had become like a home to me. I began wandering in Quetta aimlessly and from time to time, we were invited to eat in the houses of the Arabs working in charities or the Saudi Red Crescent. During one of these invites, I met Nasrallah Kaka again and he expressed his sorrow for what had happened to me and reiterated his invitation for me to join him. However I told him I had no other path than the jihad. Abu Hani the Egyptian was assigned to head the news agency ‘Al-Benyan al-Marsous’ in Peshawar and wanted me to replace him in the Southern branch but I gave him the same excuse. One day, Mullah Faydullah who was the first commander of the operation to invade the mountain before he was quickly replaced, came to visit me in the room that was set up for the Arabs. I was extremely pleased to see him and warmly welcomed him. He wanted me to mediate for him with commander Abdullah Khan so that the latter would approve the allocation of a large sum of money to his post. I thus headed with him to Abdullah Khan’s room and asked the guard to see if we could enter. The guard immediately let us in and Abdullah Khan was sitting with a man. When he saw me, he immediately stood up and saluted me with enthusiasm. I presented Faydullah’s demand and told him that I knew him, so he took the paper from me and signed it immediately without even reading it. He told me: “We also know him but your demands can never be turned down”. Faydullah started saying that he conquered the Mountain with Abu Jaafar and with only ten Mujahidin (there was about 150 of us). I was surprised by how fast the sum which was previously rejected was approved, as it seemed that a wounded Arab had an irresistible charm. In reality Abdullah Khan who came from the Wardak province extremely admired the Kandaharis. However, he concealed this admiration and intentionally belittled their accomplishments but always told us how much he appreciated the courage of the Kandahari Mujahidin. When they destroyed the fortifications of the Russians and the communists and liberated the Spin Buldak region and Arghandab within a few days, Abdullah Khan told the battle commanders who were bragging about what they had done: “You had nothing to do with this conquest”. They were surprised and inquired about who secured the accomplishment, to which he responded: “It was done by the old ladies who prayed to God for victory”. 

An attack in the desert.

I had to spend two months with the cast and being idle during this period was unbearable. When I learned that the Mujahidin were preparing great interception operations in the desert, I was determined to participate in them. I joined the Mujahidin of Commander Abdul Sammad while my arm was still in a cast and tied to my neck. These desert operations were located in the areas of influence of the latter while large numbers of Mujahidin from all the parties came to participate in them. Nonetheless, Abdul Sammad was the general commander. The government wanted to enhance its power in Kandahar following the Khosh Ab losses, and was excepting another attack by the Mujahidin on the airport and the city. It was difficult and maybe impossible to deliver supplies to the besieged city with aircrafts, in light of the stinger missiles that were in the hands of the Mujahidin. Therefore a land passageway was to be secured for the military convoys. The government thus placed large numbers of forces from the army and the militias loyal to it in barricaded points throughout the road linking Kandahar, Halamand and maybe even the Shandian base. Their positions were located on the sandy hills and were close enough to protect the military convoys. The militias included the most evil men who were raised to fight and had no fear, while the army forces featured commandos with black military attire. They were extremely tall, strongly built, and enjoyed an excellent armament, tanks, cannons, rockets and light and heavy machine guns. They dug tunnels at the top of these hills but the only factor in favor of the Mujahidin was that these hills were not mined. The presence of mines would not have kept the Mujahidin from storming these positions, let alone if they knew there were none. Abdul Sammad’s Mujahidin led by the reckless and courageous Dost Muhammad moved to an abandoned Bedouin village which contained four or five houses and constituted the winter headquarters of a number of shepherds. We were in the middle of summer, the desert surrounded us from all sides and the heat was worse than the one ever witnessed in Egyptian deserts. At noon, we could not walk no matter how thick our shoes were since it was as though we were walking on coal. This heat was only paralleled by that which was seen in the desert of the Arab Peninsula. Ice reached us from Joman on a daily basis along with the supplies and ammunition. This was a great luxury to those who were previously in Malajat. We stayed two weeks in this position and new posts were gradually starting to emerge next to ours. One of them belonged to the Taliban, i.e. “the students”, and Dost Muhammad and I decided to visit them. They received us warmly and insisted that we have dinner with them on the roof of their post. All the members of the Taliban were young men under eighteen. They were also students of the Shari’a and spoke perfect Arabic. We were joined by Mullah Aziz Mujadidi and I was surprised to find out that Muhammad Rassoul had become one of their commanders. When he saw me, he ran towards me and embraced me with warmth. He insisted on me to leave Abdul Sammad and join him in his new post, but when explained to him that this might upset the men of Abdul Sammad, he decided to stay with me all the time. He would insist every day that I have lunch with him in his position. Muhammad Rassoul loved to repeat the Arabic words he had learned from me in the Karezak position. His looks had somewhat changed since his clothes were clean and his men looked at him with great respect and admiration. Nonetheless, he remained funny and pleasant to be around and he asked me a lot about the former Tunisian pilot Sadiq and was very sad to learn that he had married since he considered that this meant the imminent end of his days in the jihad. He was always accompanied by Mawlay Abdullah who was a young twenty eight-year old man who looked very scary, and had it not been for his great sense of humor, I am sure that no one would have ever dared talk to him or even look at him. His appearance was that of a typical terrorist or gangster but truth be told, he was anything but that. He spoke perfect Arabic and loved to chat with me to use the Arabic expressions he knew. He would also try to convince me to leave my commander and join his. I finally gave in to their pressures since no Arab in Kandahar was ever being so welcomed or well treated and I promised them to go back with them after the desert battle ended. Mawlay Abdullah assured me that Mullah Abdul Aziz was unmatched throughout Afghanistan and that he himself was the cousin of Mullah Abdul Sammad and used to work under his command until he decided to join Abdul Aziz which was something very rarely seen in Kandahar. I should related at this point more details about Abdul Sammad’s men. They were all very young and very fun to work with. They spent their time wrestling and laughing and playing so maybe the only Mujahid in this group worth mentioning was Muhammad Nour. He was a real giant, over two meters high, with huge muscles and an unparalleled power. He was hit in one of his eyes, and knew some Arabic. The Afghans used to call him Mullah Nasser al-Din (a nickname used to refer the town fool) because of his weird voice, the way he talked and his somewhat stupid answers that would make everyone laugh at him. But during the battles, he we was a real lion and went to places that no one else dared to go. In that same post, we had a Mujahid who was over sixty five years old, who considered himself to be some sort of a leader and gave orders all day long. He called himself Bakhighat Britona or the man with the huge mustache, which was true since it was really massive. He would brag all the time about the fact that he was probably the first Afghan Mujahid to fight the Russians in Afghanistan. In fact, the other Afghans told me that he launched the first RPG in this long war against the Soviet embassy in Kabul back in 1979. One day, we recorded him talking about his accomplishments in the war without telling him, then we turned the tape on after lunch enabling the whole base to hear his story but to our surprise he was very pleased with this, which proved to me that he was probably truthful. There was also a number of Arabs among whom was Abu al-Oussoud the Libyan. He was white, short and skinny and not more than eighteen years old. He was a very modest man with great intelligence who always forced himself to work more and go the extra mile. One time, he almost died under my supervision since on our way back from Malajat with a group of Arabs and when we reached Arghandab, we had to cross a big river. While I was trying to find a car to drive us through this obstacle, an Algerian came to me asking if he could swim in the meantime so I told him it was fine. But as soon as he went into the water, all the other Arabs followed him among whom was Abu al-Oussoud. He was carried by the current and almost drowned, and was saved at the last minute by the Afghans who were with us. I heard afterwards that he met his God in Khost and became a martyr. I hope that Allah took him into his heaven as a soldier of Islam and one of his loyal servants.

The wonder tank.

During that time, an unforgettable event happened: The enemy lines were very far from our own positions but we noticed that one of their tanks was stuck in the sand next to an army position that we were preparing to invade. The communists were trying to get it out while at night the Mujahidin would also venture in the area and try to remove it. In the end, whenever they lost hope, they put explosives beneath it so that it would explode if the governmental forces were able to move it. One day, Dost Muhammad went out with his men in a pickup truck and observed the tank while thinking of ways to gain control over it. However, when they saw that the communists were trying to do just that, they turned around and went back to their position. In the meantime, I had gone with the driver to take food to the Mujahidin next to the tank but Dost Muhammad had followed an unusual road on his way back and we did not see him. When he arrived to the post he asked: “Where is Abu Jaafar?” The men told him they had sent me with a driver to take food to them. He lost his temper and started shouting that they had sent me to my death or capture. He then ran to the radio and started contacting the other posts telling them that they should all hurry and save an Arab from being taken prisoner. A few minutes later, five pickup trucks filled with heavily armed men were heading at high speed toward the tank. 

For our part, when we arrived to the position and found there was no one there, we turned left and were able to spot the enemy soldiers who were only a few meters away from us. The driver panicked, turned the car around at a very high speed and drove away from the scene. A few minutes later, we ran across Dost Muhammad and his men hurrying to our rescue. I was so happy and proud to see this convoy whose only purpose was to save us and protect us. Anyway, we all returned to the post but the driver was still traumatized and almost got us killed on the way back. He was a short fat man and when the Mujahidin asked him what he would have done had he been captured, he said: “I would have told them that I had come to surrender to the army and I had captured an Arab just for them as a positive gesture!” 

The Great Attack. 

Finally the hour of the battle had come. One morning and after the preparations were completed, the men, weapons and ammunition gathered, the Mujahidin were asked to rally. There was a long queue of pickup trucks which the men started mounting while carrying their arms. As I prepared to enter one of them, Commander Dost Muhammad prevented me from doing so out of all the Arabs. He asked how I will be able to fight with my hand in a cast, and I tried to explain to him that this would not obstruct me. I thus grabbed a Kalashnikov with my left hand while the fingers of my right hand which came out of the cast and could move freely were on the trigger. Despite that, he was not convinced but I insisted to the point where he accepted despite his will. Useless to say that my hand was hurting but in a tolerable way. We did not head to the targeted post directly and stepped out of the cars in the middle of the road to spread throughout the small hills. In the meantime, the trucks went back to bring supplies, ammunition and more men. We gathered desert plants which looked like giants balls, dug in the ground and put them over the small trenches. They had two purposes, firstly to provide shade and secondly to ensure camouflage. It was unbearably hot and yet we passed time laughing and having fun. Mullah Nasser al-Din was the prince of the Arabs because he knew Arabic although he did not speak it that well. We also had an Afghan Mujahid who looked a lot like Sheikh Sayyaf at least in terms of his height, width, stature and beard. He was walking back and forth with pride and when I told him that this walk was prohibited by Islam, he told me that it was prohibited except in the jihad. There were also some Mujahidin who looked like Hekmatiar and it seemed that the leaders of the parties were anthropological samples of the different Afghan dynasties. It appeared that during that time, the Mujahidin reconnaissance elements were looking for the closest location to the enemy in which the fighters could sleep and surprise the communists at dawn. Indeed we moved to that location before sunset and it was a flat land separated from the enemy by a sand barrier around two meters high. When I looked at the place, I was surprised by the large number of Mujahidin since there were around 150 or 200 of us. This number may seem futile in comparison with a regular army force since it barely constituted a unit that had no power whatsoever. In Afghanistan however, it was large enough to accomplish miracles. When I asked Sheikh Sayyaf’s look alike about the number of communists, he told me they were around fifty. I was extremely displeased and asked: “150 Mujahid against fifty communists solely? In the Badr battle, the Companions of the Prophet amounted to three hundred who fought against one thousand infidels. This was the case in all the battles.” In reality, the comparison on the basis of numbers was unfair since the communists had tanks, heavy artillery and were protected by aircrafts. Moreover, in locations other than this one, they were also protected by mines and by their presence on top of high mountains, steep hills and barricaded positions. After the battle, I discovered that the estimate of the number of soldiers of Sayyaf’s look-alike was extremely modest. We slept that night while fully armed and completely prepared. We woke up at dawn and although we spoke in whispers, they gathered us in a semi circle and one of the leaders began delivering a speech like Napoleon used to do. He explained the goals of this jihad, called for dedication and thanked the Pakistanis partaking in the battle. It seemed he had no idea there were Arabs within his audience. As morning was rising, we embarked on a long walk which made me wonder why we were whispering last night. We finally reached the go location, hid behind a sand wall while waiting the moment of the attack. We were around six Arabs and our prince was Mullah Nasr al-Din who started collecting desert plants and putting them on his head and body. Although what he was doing was right on the mark from a military point of view, such acts prompted the laughter and mockery of the Afghans. All fingers were on the triggers and silence prevailed while awaiting the moment of the attack. I began watching the positions of the soldiers and saw a giant one in a black military uniform walking slowly while unaware of what fate had in store for him. Finally the call Allah Akbar resonated and a storm of bullets struck the enemy. The Mujahidin started running toward the communist positions around a kilometer away. During the attack, I heard Mullah Nasser al-Din calling me from behind and I remembered Faydullah and thought that he was terrified like him. However, I had promised myself never to turn back and never to be in any position except in the front lines of any attack. Therefore I did not look at him and I now realize that I was mistaken and was punished for that mistake. The Mullah was not a coward, rather a lion, and was not calling me so that we would retreat together but to go around the enemy. Based on his wide experience and his acute intelligence, he realized that the enemy was going to escape and leave only a few soldiers to engage in skirmishes and obstruct the progress of the Mujahidin. He thus decided to go around the hills of the enemy and hunt those fleeing. Indeed, he caught up with a number of them but they were from the militia of The Giants. They were massive men with great mustaches and their appearance was the reason behind their name. For his part, Mullah Nasr al-Din was only carrying a gun and not a machine gun. When he caught up with the first giant, he paralyzed his movement with one hand and asked him to open his mouth. When the giant asked why, the Mullah told him he was going to give him sweets. So when he opened his mouth, Nasr al-Din put his gun inside of it and fired. It is with this same method that he killed three other giants. Abu al-Ossoud the Libyan was with him behind the enemy lines. For my part, I advanced with the Mujahidin toward the high hills which carried the cannons, tanks and the trenches in which the communists were hiding. It was an amazing moment since I strongly felt that Allah was just over our heads watching us. When we reached the hills, we were showered with bullets, which was extremely intimidating because the Mujahidin were exposed in an even desert while the enemy was in a higher position. Despite that, the Mujahidin kept flowing and while the tank and cannon shells were resonating, the Mujahidin whose hearts had been overwhelmed with enthusiasm did not care. Mujahid Dargham pointed his rocket launcher toward the tank and tore it up in a million pieces. As for the militiamen, they fled the first hill after they saw that the Mujahidin were not stopping at anything. We went up the sand hill and the first thing we encountered were the bodies of three militia men in the trenches. One of the Mujahidin tried to take their weapons but another Mujahid wanted to prevent him from doing that and a third thought they were fighting over the war spoils and hit them both with the bottom of his rifle, while the entire ordeal was due to a misunderstanding. The Mujahidin never cared about the spoils and this is probably why their spirits rose higher. There was an armored vehicle, a large truck and a cannon in that position. We took possession of them and ran behind some of those who were trying to flee toward the neighboring hill. We were obstructed by one of the cannons until a Mujahid hit itt with an 82 mm shell. The Mujahidin ran up the hill but a militiaman on top of it stood fast, would not escape and was able to stop our progress with a light Grinov. One of the Afghans was carrying the ammunition of his companion who for his part carried the 82 mm cannon. When he saw what was happening, he wanted to take my weapon to advance with it but I pushed him away and ran behind the young commando Dost Muhammad and a number of reckless Afghans. As we were going up the hill, I strangely noticed that the man whose turban and machine gun we could see was not moving despite the intensive shooting around him. When we reached the top, we became aware of the trick. He had positioned his weapon in the ground put the turban on top of it and escaped. That way he gave himself some time to run away before the Mujahidin went up. We conquered the other hills that same way then pursued the fleeing forces while following the tracks of the tanks and the different vehicles. We caught up with a truck because Mullah Nasrallah had countered it from the other way and killed those in it. We also caught up with a tank that was stuck in the sand and left by the soldiers who ran toward the airport on foot. We walked deep into the desert to follow those fleeing while the sun had reached the center of the sky and was emitting rays which could have burned the fighters’ faces. Each Mujahid was carrying a bottle of water which should have sufficed him the whole day. However, I drank it all during the first hour without it quenching my thirst. During the chase in the desert, I thought I was going to die of thirst and walked up to an Afghan Mujahid who was talking to me in the morning before the battle, asking if he could kiss my hand to show his gratitude. He had said: “You have come from a far away country, left your money and your women to fight with us, and we would give you our lives and those of our children.” If I were to ask such a man for water, would he turn me down? The surprise was that he did turn me down, but I was not mad at him. I even laughed at the paradox to the point where he thought that I was insane. What was truly odd was that I did not settle for not being mad but also felt extreme compassion toward him and excused his human weakness. Had I been in his place, I would have probably done the same. We stopped chasing the soldiers and returned to the tank that was stuck in the sand. We tried to take it out, but to no avail and the Mujahidin wasted no time since they took its machine gun and bombed it with an RPG. We sat in the desert while exhausted, unable to go back that long way and unable to find shade to stay away from the heat of the sun. However, we did not stay like that for long since a tank that was taken from the enemy passed by us while carrying Mujahidin who wanted to chase the communist soldiers. We told them they had run away some time ago and were probably already at the airport. So we rode with them and came back. It was such a wonderful and unforgettable battle, and such a great victory which carried massive spoils. None of the Mujahidin was killed although there were minor and non deadly injuries. It had only been a quarter of an hour since the man refused to give me water when I found myself taking water from the supplies which promptly reached the battle ground. The Mujahidin took five T62 tanks, three armored vehicle, two trucks, three cars, a jeep, a pickup truck, a cannon and large number of machine guns and grenades in addition to the tanks and cars which were destroyed. All this equipment could not have been offered to just fifty soldiers and I deduced there were no less than 200 ones in these positions. I began contemplating the bodies of those who were killed. I saw the giant in his black military uniform laying on the ground and I had seen him being killed, as the bullets were hitting him while he insisted on continuing to shoot and fight. I watched him for a while since he represented a statue of strength and handsomeness. He was blond and fair-skinned and I wondered why he was mad at Allah to the point where he was fighting his religion in this fierce war. Allah had given him health, strength and beauty and he thanked him by fighting alongside the devil with eagerness and enthusiasm. Human beings can truly be stupid and blind. Because I disobeyed the call of my emir, I missed out on doing something special in this battle. Despite that, my status in the ranks of the Mujahidin rose just because I fought this battle while my right hand was in a cast. The commanders who took part in the fight gathered and staged an auction over the spoils. The tank which was several million dollars worth was sold for less than 4,000 Egyptian pounds, which was less than the price of a lousy machine gun. As for the money that was collected during that auction, it was distributed on the posts each based on the number of men in it who participated in the battle. The Arabs for their part relinquished their share. I returned to Quetta because it was time to take off the cast. I stayed there for around ten days and when it was finally taken off the surprise was that my arm was still the same as thought the joint was completely paralyzed and could not move up or down. I was terrified and ran to the hospital where the Egyptian doctor reassured me saying that with exercise it would gradually return to normal. Indeed, this is what happened since it continued to hurt for several months until the broken bones healed completely and returned to the way they were before. 

With Azizullah.

As soon as I removed the cast I headed to Malajat and went to see Abu Khabib in the Kadi-Sahib post, telling him I wanted to join that of Mullah Azizullah. As I recall, this post was affiliated with Sheikh Mujadadi and despite the long period that Abu Khabib had spent in Kandahar he did not realize there was no difference whatsoever between the Mujahidin of the parties. Yes, we as Arabs completely trusted four parties i.e. those of Sayyaf, Hekmatiar, Rabbani and Youness Khalis believing that all the others were Sufi parties funded by America to compete with the enlightened Islamic parties. This may not be true at the level of the party leaders but it is so at the level of the Mujahidin and the field leaders. After all, the Afghans were Afghans. Abu Khabib told me that we had never dealt with them and knew nothing about them, to which I responded that I knew them well and that Muhammad Rassoul and Mawlay Abdullah were my friends, insisting on my position to join them. Abu Khabib thus sent me without conviction and dispatched an Arab to accompany me on his motorcycle. We were received with a great celebration which was extremely surprising to my companion. Mullah Aziz was there, and I saw he was truly a man of high morals, friendly, kind and very pleased by the presence of the Arabs with him. The Mujahidin in the post started asking me several questions to find out my inclinations and ideological directions. However, I had acquired enough experience to say whatever I wanted and attack all their beliefs without losing their love and admiration. I even attacked the commander of the party to which they belonged and accused him of being pro-American, expressing my strong admiration for Hekmatiar and giving them enough proof and evidence which prompted Mullah Aziz to say to me: “If we were to eliminate the communists, I would be the first to pledge allegiance to Hekmatiar.” My Arab companion did not believe what he saw and heard and went back to Abu Khabib telling him that I was a strange charmer. I shared the Mawlay’s room since he did not want to leave me for one second, and did not stop speaking in Arabic. He extremely enjoyed exchanging conversations in Arabic and was very proud of that since whoever spoke Arabic in Afghanistan reached an unequalled status. Since I was sharing his room, I was able to read the religious books which were all in Arabic and even the book of logic of Aristotle and the book of calculus. It featured complicated algebra problems not with figures but with words. As for the book which was adopted in jurisprudence it was the book of Hidaya which they called Hidayat. In the first page I was extremely surprised since all around Afghanistan the common talk reiterated by the scholars and the common people with or without an occasion was that of Abu Hanifa al-Nooman. What was truly surprising was that on the first page of the Al-Hidaya which is considered to be the Holy book right after the Koran, there was a fierce attack against sectarian bigotry and the condemnation of this Hadith in particular among others which were similar to it. Not only that,  it also resorted to logic to say that Aba Hanifa was a follower and not a companion since how could the Prophet have mentioned his name although he was not yet born. How could this talk be featured on the first page of the book without one Mawlay saying to the people that this Hadith was inaccurate? I thus gave the book to the Mawlay and pointed to the Hadith and its condemnation, at which point he shook his head in consent and told me that the common people liked it. Mullah Azizullah had a large number of Egyptian Sakr rockets which they called Sacarbis. They never used them because no one knew how to operate them and I unfortunately knew nothing about them as well. What was funny was that the rockets carried words and symbols written in Arabic, including the letters S and I. Since the Mawlay knew Arabic, he told the other Afghans that the these letters were short for the words ‘Sana Issawiya’, i.e. a year according to the Christian calendar. However, they were not convinced and sought my advice. I read to them all what was written on the rocket and translated it but laughed at the interpretation of the Mawlay although I did not know what ‘S’ and ‘I’ meant. I did not stay long in that post since all the Arabs moved from Kandahar to the Zabulistan province to participate in the conquering of this neighboring area. However a dangerous thing happened in a post near the post of Azizullah and it was a horrid massacre which I personally witnessed.

A massacre at night.

Azizullah’s post was on the outskirts of Malajat and far from the other positions, we had eaten dinner performed the evening prayer and went to sleep. Only to be awakened by a scream calling for help. Within a few seconds each Mujahid had grabbed his weapon and headed to help the post which was the object of the night attack. We ran a long distance and when we arrived found that all the Mujahidin had been killed while two of them were barely alive. The men ran in all directions to catch the assailers but to no avail. The person who had informed us about the disaster was the emir of that post who played dead and survived the attack. He told us that they were having dinner when militia men suddenly emerged, brandished their weapons over the heads of the Mujahidin and shot everyone. In the blindness of the night they shot their own commander and left him to escape the scene. When the Mujahidin searched the dead commander they learned from the papers he was carrying that he was from the militia of Ossmatiyin who wore civilian clothes much like those of the Mujahidin and had the same appearance with their beards and turbans. Azizullah’s deputy arrived in the car, carried the wounded and took me along with some Mujahidin to get them help. On the way, odd things happened which I was unable to explain at the time. We were supposed to rush to one of the posts that had a doctor, but the deputy commander was driving very slowly as though he was going on a ride, while the two wounded were moaning from pain. He even stopped several times without any reason or for lame pretexts and toured the posts which he knew had no doctors. As a result of this neglect, one of the wounded died and when the other felt that he was also doomed, he called me, referred to me as his Arab friend, and begged me to take him to the Arab post of Kadisaheb. I asked the deputy commander to take us there with a strong tone. He responded to this request certainly not because he was afraid of me but because he respected me and treated me with great friendliness. When we reached the post I stepped out of the car and headed towards the entrance where I saw Abu Suleiman the Meccan sitting on top of the roof and pointing his gun at us with determination. I saluted him and said his name which was extremely surprising to him. He asked what was wrong and I told him we had a wounded man in the car telling him to wake up doctor Yehya. I returned to the car and one of the Afghans assisted me in carrying the wounded man to the doctor’s room. Abu Yehya the Algerian welcomed me with his usual warmth, began checking the wounded and took the necessary medical measures. The injured Mujahid felt safe with the Arab doctor and looked at me with gratitude. I related to them what had happened and went back to the car to return to Azizullah’s post where we had a terrible night. I was extremely concerned about the odd behavior of the deputy until I learned from the Mawlay that the post that was hit was affiliated with the Calling and Jihad Party which was the only Salafi party in all of Afghanistan and was headed by Mawlay Jamil al-Rahman who had finally succeeded in establishing a post affiliated with him in the area. This clarified the whole incident since the commander’s deputy was intentionally trying to kill the wounded and indeed managed to kill one of them, while the other felt that the same thing was coming his way. What an ugly betrayal. What the Ossmatiyin did was never seen through the years of the jihad, and neither the Russians, the army nor the militias ever dared carry out such an act in Malajat before. The attack was very well planned since no one would ever think that it was carried out by the militia, and the Mujahidin of the other parties would be accused of the incident, thus generating strife. However, Allah wanted to expose them, killed their commander and secured the survival of the emir of the Mujahidin. In reality, the behavior of the deputy commander was completely off the mark since all the Mujahidin from all the parties gathered around the targeted post with sorrow and anger, pledging to retaliate in a way that is similar to the stories seen in legends. In the morning, a tractor with a caravan arrived to the post and all the corpses of the martyrs were loaded onto it while drenched with blood. For its part, the corpse of the militia commander was tied from its feet behind the caravan and dragged on the road between the affected post and Azizullah’s post. The site of these piled up bodies which looked like a sacrificial offering was horrid. At this point I could no longer stand the sight of blood. When I first engaged in the jihad this had no impact on me but it seems that each time I saw this scene, it accumulated to the point where I could no longer stand it. A large number of Malajat Mujahidin gathered in our post and began digging graves next to it. However, I stayed in my room to avoid seeing more blood.

The invasion of Zabul, my last battle.

When the story reaches this point, I find myself stirring an old wound by recalling these great battles which were waged by the Mujahidin to conquer the city of Zabul, the capital of the Zabulistan province. It is in these battles that I was injured in a way that changed the course of my life, and not only altered my body but also my personality and character. When I was in the post of Abdul Razeq the second, I had a dream about a giant which threw away all the Mujahidin who tried to ride him. When I succeeded, he tried to throw me off by all means possible but I remained steadfast on his back, at which point he turned his head and bit off my left foot. This caused me a pain I will never forget since it was real pain that made me yell while I was dreaming and fall on the ground. When I woke up, I realized I was going to encounter great harm and related the vision to my companions. When I was hit in my arm, they told me that this explained my vision but I insisted saying that the vision revealed I will be hit in my leg and not my arm. Despite that I engaged in the battles and played the most dangerous roles. At this point of the jihad I had lost my passion for both violence and life. I admit that what made me head there in the first place was the need to evacuate the violence that I had in me and which had kept accumulating to the point where I was going to explode. Through the years of the jihad, I enjoyed the violence at first before it became a routine that carried no pleasure. In the end, it had become a psychological burden which carried no love for life and no fear of death. Moreover, at this point I was sick of life and for the first time felt I was ready for death. No one will ever understand the human psyche. One day Abu Khabib gathered all the Arabs present in Kandahar and told us that the Mujahidin of the neighboring Zabulistan province were preparing to conquer the capital Zabul and that we were going to participate in the battles. We rode the pickup trucks and embarked on a long journey. When we reached Zabulistan, we stayed in one of the posts of the Mujahidin while the other Arabs continued arriving in batches. We were accompanied by the blessed Abu Suleiman the Meccan, his companion Abu Hashem the Meccan and the man who had the Sudan vision earlier. It was a great gathering of Arabs and we began organizing studies sessions, Koran sessions and visits to the neighboring posts. A few days later, Abu Khabib arrived and sent each group to a different post. I and a dozen Arabs were under the command of Jalad Khan who was affiliated with the Ittihad Islami. Sheikh Sayyaf thus visited the post and agreed with the leaders on the details of the military operation while providing them with ammunition and funds. Jalad Khan was tall, strongly built and had thick eyebrows and a thick mustache. Maybe this was the reason behind his name but to tell you the truth he was extremely fun to be around. Most of the Arabs who accompanied me were new at this and this was maybe their first big battle. They included Mustafa the Algerian who was quite tall and a bit blond and lived in France. He was not over twenty years of age and had also recently arrived to the arena of the jihad. He avoided talking about France and when I cornered him one day, he burst out and condemned its decadence and hostility towards Islam. I immediately guessed that he had had painful experiences in that foreign country. He was very enthusiastic and very pious like all the newcomers were. As for Abu Salah the Palestinian, he was also fun, somewhat short, chubby and a bit dark. He worked as a taxi driver in Jordan and his experiences with the clients allowed him to relate countless funny stories and encounters. We also met a man worthy of contemplation who was called Abu Imad or Abu Adnan. I do not remember his exact nickname but his image is still engraved in my mind. He was Palestinian-born and raised in Iraq in a family that was well off and practiced commerce. He memorized numerous Hadiths and clearly grew addicted to the Salafi books, especially those that undermined the other groups and sects. This was all fine but the problem was that he was extremely conceited and treated the other men with an arrogance which was extremely odd due to its rarity between the Mujahidin, whether Arabs or Afghans. He used to deliver a lesson following the afternoon prayer and one day addressed the problem of the creation of the Koran. He thus started putting forward pieces of evidence proving that the Koran was not created, while mentioning the arguments and the debates which took place during the days of Al-Maamoun and Al-Motassim. I asked him: “Brother why are you raising this issue now? This issue was buried over a thousand years ago, no one has heard of it and it never occurred to any of your listeners. You are reviving dead sects to fight them? Have you ever seen Mouttazilin in this time and age? I wish you would undermine communism, pragmatism, liberalism or nationalism.” He looked at me with despise and arrogance and continued his talk as though I had not said anything. In reality, I respected his wide and deep knowledge and the soundness of his language. Moreover, he wrote a unique book talking about Sufism from within. He had not settled for what he read about it and its superstitions and wanted to experience it firsthand. He thus visited a Sufi sect in Iraq and claimed to be newly converted. They made him swear the oath and allowed him to stay with them for a long time. He learned many of their secrets and scandals then published them in a book which must have been interesting and humorous. During the Zabul battles, I met him and he was a completely different person. He hugged me with friendliness and modesty and I was extremely surprised by that. However, I knew the reason behind this change and figured he had seen death with his own eyes and could not head towards it despite his wide knowledge and his extreme awareness. He saw the illiterate Afghans and the common Arab men racing toward martyrdom while he could not keep up with them. Jihad was the only medicine for this dear brother of ours whose name I have forgotten. We were located in a very beautiful area featuring orchards, bushes, ponds and rivers. Every day at noon, the Arabs from all the posts used to gather by a large pool surrounded by great fields that were abandoned by their owners who left their fruits which remained unharvested every year behind. What was odd whether here or in Kandahar was that the Mujahidin did not allow themselves to eat one grape while the grapes were being eaten by the bugs! Very few owners allowed the Mujahidin to eat from their orchards before they left and these were the only ones we ever took anything from. We swam in the pool and had fun while the aircrafts were passing over our heads from time to time since they sensed that the Mujahidin were preparing to conquer the capital of the province. Abu Salah did not know how to swim and begged me to teach him. I used to encourage him and pull him down inside the water then let go of him and he would start flapping his hands in all directions while calling for anyone to rescue him, which prompted laugher among us all. Still, he was not deterred and kept asking me to teach him how to swim. We were also accompanied by Abu Jaafar the Yemeni who was a small man but enjoyed great courage to the point of recklessness. We sometimes headed to the end of the area of influence of the Mujahidin and watched the enemy. Abu Jaafar used to stand before them, curse at them and shoot at them while disregarding their bullets. When I told him to save this courage for the invasion, he told me: “You wait and see what I will do on the day of the epic.” O Abu Yaafar you reminded me of dear ones who have now passed away. In that same post, there was the Holy Abu Suleiman the Meccan whom we appointed as emir over the Arabs in the post and was a great one at that. As time passed, the preparations for the battle progressed, knowing it was a major battle featuring the conquering of a province. During these great fights which entailed massive losses, the Afghans prepared themselves with different means to raise their morale. Among the latter methods was one in which they gathered, held hands, and performed the dance of war which revolved around determination and solidarity. However, many of the Arabs condemned that and emir Abu Suleiman urged them to participate instead. He thus, headed toward the Afghans, stood in the circle and performed the war dance. If only there were more scholars like you O Abu Suleiman. When the go time was up, it was at sunset. Jalad Khan opened the warehouses, took out the arms and the ammunition and distributed the weapons on the Mujahidin. I got the light Setka machine gun which is called by the Afghans the Diwana i.e. the crazy one, because it broke so often and was the worst weapon ever made by the Egyptians. The Afghans also performed other rituals which carried great meanings, despite the condemnation of some. Their wrapped a Koran in a turban, two of them carried the turban from both ends with the Koran inside of it before the post’s exit, and the Afghans stood in one long queue passing one by one beneath the Koran and putting on the ground all that they were carrying in terms of money and belongings except for their arms and ammunition in reference to the fact that they relinquished the worldly things for Allah. This was a beautiful meaning and a genius symbol. We headed out following the sunset prayer while each of us carrying more than he could handle. The cannons’ ammunition was distributed on all the men, in addition to our own ammunition, our weapons, food and water. We walked from sunset until dawn nonstop and exhaustion was indescribable. The number of men was quite high to the point where some of them had no arms including Abu Hashem the Meccan who had a big heart and who was carrying the Grinov ammunition of one of the Afghans. There were around three hundred Arab and Afghan Mujahid and what we learned afterwards was that all the Afghans, whether from Kandahar or Zabulistan were affiliated with Sheikh Sayyaf and that the Ittihad Party did not allow the other parties to participate in this battle which was a thing very rarely seen in the South. During our march, I noticed that Abu Mustafa the Algerian was carrying a very heavy load, since he approached any Arab who was exhausted and carried his things. Despite that, he was walking with great determination and moving his strong body with his enthusiastic spirit. He reminded me of martyr Assadullah the Egyptian who did the same on the roads of Jaji. The city of Zabul was surrounded by a number of security belts, each featuring a number of positions located on a hill and forming a circle around the city. The toughest among these belts was the external one and our task was to attack the strongest of these positions considered to be the key of the external security belt. This position was formed of three joint hills while the low area between the summits of these hills was a small village abandoned by its population and adopted by the army as a fortified post. Indeed, they built massive holes blocking the road between each and every summit thus rendering this post the strongest ever. Naturally, mines were scattered intensively all around the hills and they were all buried except for a belt of apparent mines near the summit surrounded by barbed wire. The apparent mines were booby-trapped with thin strings that looked like spider webs. The Mujahidin posted their light cannons (75 and 82 mm) on the hills facing the targeted position and the mine expert was supposed to have cleaned up a road through which we would reach the fortification. When we got closer to the position, we began whispering. The sky was still dark and the operation commander limited the number of attackers to one tenth so that they would constitute the first team because he expected the losses at the beginning of the attack to be massive, preventing the Arabs from participating in this first unit which contained around twenty Mujahid. Since I knew that these twenty fighters were the ones who were going to conquer the fort and that those who will follow them will not do anything worth mentioning, I emerged from the ranks and looked at Abu Suleiman who was our emir in a way which made him understand what I wanted. He thus told the Afghan commander: “Take Abu Jaafar and Abu Hashem with you.” When he saw me, he liked my height and accepted both Abu Hashem and I amid the protests of other Arabs which forced him to take a number of them as well. We sat while awaiting the launching of the attack until it was morning. Suddenly, the exhaustion of ten hours of consecutive walking dissipated and I felt extremely calm and peaceful. We were supposed to be led by the mines expert who knew the road he had cleaned up and were supposed to proceed under the protection of the umbrella of rockets of the Mujahidin who had posted their cannons on the neighboring hills. The interception commander yelled Allah Akbar and the Mujahidin headed toward the fort while shooting with their machine guns. I headed out with them but the damned Setka broke and I had to stop to fix it, while the Mujahidin went ahead. Suddenly, a catastrophe occurred since the first bomb fired by the Mujahidin from the hills - instead of hitting the fort - fell in the midst of the attackers, thus wounding and killing a number of them including the mines expert! All of this happened within seconds and while the Mujahidin were still at the bottom of the hill. My weapon was suddenly fixed and I ran to join them but they were joining me as they were running back and as the interception commander was opposing their retreat, yelling at them and hitting them with the bottom of his weapon. I saw Abu Hashem yelling at them just like the commander and shouting: “Are you fleeing heaven?!” He had no weapon and was carrying the ammunition of the Grinov while its carrier who was an Afghan had escaped. Abu Hashem who had the Sudan vision put down the ammunition boxes and started doing the strangest thing ever seen in modern warfare: he began picking up stones and throwing them at the fort. I found myself disregarding the mines and heading to the fort while shooting. I do not know how I was able to elude the mines until I reached the barbed wire and the belt of apparent bombs with intertwining strings. Touching any string would have generated a great explosion and spread massive amounts of fragments. However I did not stop, did not think and did not even look at the ground as I was crossing this belt which was around three meters wide. All I did was extend my step and drop my foot from above instead of dragging it forward and I truly do not know how I did not touch any of those strings which can barely be seen. I reached the wall of the fort and started climbing it but found myself completely alone. What if I jumped inside the fort then the Mujahidin withdrew and no one caught up with me? By doing so I would be surrendering myself to an inevitable capture. I thus abstained from climbing the wall until a few Mujahidin caught up with me. A few moments later I was joined by Abu Hashem who had no weapons except the stones he was throwing at the fort. However, he did not wait as I did, climbed the wall, jumped inside the fort and started throwing his stones. I was ashamed of myself and climbed the wall behind him at least to protect him with my weapon since he was fighting with his bare hands. As soon as I climbed up the wall the Mujahidin started arriving, maybe encouraged by the fact that Abu Hashem and I reached it. On the inside, the fort was extremely wide with dozens of trenches, fortifications, hideouts and shelters. Truth be told, we found no resistance since all the soldiers had escaped. Our task was to look everywhere for soldiers who did not have time to run away and who were going to put up the fight of the desperate. I saw an Afghan Mujahid who was clearly a fierce fighter and who dropped his turban and wrapped a red handkerchief around his head, put hand grenades around his waist and ran from one hideout to another. I followed him and he never approached a hideout from the front, either came from the side or from the top, dropping a hand grenade inside of it then raiding it with a machine gun. This was the soundest military behavior which was never mastered by one of the Palestinian Arabs whose nickname was Abu Adel. He was tall and thin, accompanied Sheikh Sayyaf and took his permission to participate in these operations. The Sheikh firstly hesitated to give him his permission but then allowed him to leave after he insisted. Abu Adel entered a dark room and opened fire but those inside it can see who was outside and not the other way around, so they shot him and he was killed, may Allah have mercy on his soul. For his part, Abu Mustafa the Algerian was killed by the shell which fell on the Mujahidin during the first attack while another number of Arabs were injured. That Afghan with the red headband and I were ahead of the other Mujahidin. The man was filled with determination and alertness. When we captured four soldiers and one officer, he sat them on the ground and left me to watch them while asking me to shoot them all if any of them even moved. I stood pointing my weapon in their faces. The soldiers were wearing old clothes with misery and despair all over their faces. As for the officer, he was wearing a new military uniform and felt like a tyrant king. I recalled martyrs Assadullah, Sayyaf the Egyptian, Abu Dajana and Akrama and was about to kill them when the soldiers began crying in surrender. As for the officer, he started shouting with a voice that carried hypocrisy: “There is no God but Allah”. Whenever I retreated then pointed my gun at them again they repeated the same scenario and the one who saved me from this predicament was Abu Baker the Syrian who caught up with me. I left them with him and headed out to follow the man with the red headband. Outside the fort from the other side, there were grape farms down the hill. They were irrigated by a water spring, which came out from the center of the fort. We saw a large number of soldiers escaping through these farms and we fired at them. However we failed to hit any while the shooting had begun targeting us from the neighboring hill where the soldiers had realized what was happening. We continued searching the fort for around two hours, gathered around twenty prisoners and then one of the Afghan Mujahidin lost his nerves and started hitting them with the back of his rifle. However the other men stopped him. In the meantime, the mortar shells hitting us from the neighboring hill intensified, and we barricaded ourselves and began responding.  The clashes suddenly stopped after three hours and we later learned that they escaped because they were afraid that we would also invade their post. Soon we encountered a much worse situation since the aircrafts came with their terrifying bombs and began hitting us. The entire fort was in flames and completely destroyed, while the ground shook beneath our feet for around four hours. This intensive shooting came in preparation for the counter attack since we saw tanks heading toward us with the infantry behind them and around them. The Mujahidin started hiding around the fort in rooms that were located in the corners but the tank shells were destroying parts of these rooms and killing those in them. I was in one of the hideouts with around ten Afghans, including the man with the red headband. Abu Bakr the Syrian came in panic and started shouting that the tanks and the infantry were moving toward us. The man with the red headband stood up and went outside to deter the attack, asking me to join him. I went out and Abu Bakr the Syrian started yelling at me in panic: “Where are you going? This is death!” to which I responded: “Let me go, I do not care”. I took an RPG from one of the Mujahidin and gave the dammed Setka to Abu Bakr the Syrian. I also took a light Grinov while the Afghan carried an 82 mm cannon on his shoulder and a heavy Grinov and we went down towards the tanks. On this side, the land was much different than on the side from which we conducted the raid since it gradually descended to reach the base of the hill which featured a rocky and even space around half a meter above the ground while in its center, there was a higher block also half a meter high. We hid behind this block and the man with the red headband started shooting the 82 mm cannon. However, the tanks were still too far since I also fired a few RPG shots which of course did not reach them. In the meantime, a bomb exploded near us and ruined the 82 mm cannon. The Afghan thus dropped it to the side and began shooting with the heavy Grinov while I started shooting with the light one. When the enemy saw it was facing anti-tanks cannons, they stopped progressing although they did not stop their intensive shooting with shells and special machine guns. Moreover, the infantry was also shooting and the bullets were falling on us like rain, hitting the Mujahidin in their trenches. Abu Suleiman must have been watching us because I heard him yell from behind: “Shoot Abu Jaafar Allah is with you”. Luckily a light Grinov alone can stop an army of infantry, let alone a light one and a heavy one. The infantry stopped progressing but the situation was still dangerous since had the tanks continued their shooting, all the Mujahidin would have died. We were joined by around ten Afghans armed with Kalashnikovs and who took the first hill as their position and started firing at the enemy. Then on a neighboring hill, another position fired an MP shell at the communists’ tank, destroying it completely and forcing the other tanks to turn away and take refuge. I could not contain my satisfaction, so I started shouting Allah Akbar. The Mujahidin kept firing their cannons on the retreating tanks. Later on, I learned that the man who saved us and forced the governmental troops to turn back was a commander from Hekmatiar’s party, although Sayyaf did everything to keep them out of the battle, wanting to take all the glory for himself. But despite that, when Hekmatiar’s men knew that we were in trouble, their commander said: “Yes I am angry and yes I am upset. Had we been fighting to gain something on this earth, I would have surely have told you let them die. But we are fighting for a higher goal, we are fighting for Allah”. He thus came along with his men to our location and attacked the enemy with the heavy artillery in his possession, forcing it to flee the scene. He was our savior and no one else. I wanted to say that because later on, many stories circulated claiming that I stopped the attack on my own! When I was in the Kuwaiti Red Crescent Hospital in Peshawar, the Egyptian doctor asked me if what he had just heard was true in regard to the fact that I had participated in a battle while my hand was still in a cast. So I told him that it was true but that it did not hurt me at the time nor affect my fighting capabilities. Then he said: “Is it true that you have stopped a whole attack on your own?” I replied: “I was not alone. I had a brave Afghan with me and we did not do it on our own but were helped by a commander from Hekmatiar’s party.” When the latter visited the hospital, one doctor told him there was an Arab in the hospital who was able to stop an infantry and tank attack on his own. He told them something which I consider to be a medal of honor for me. He said: “If I had a hundred men like this Abu Jaafar, I would have invaded America.” 

After the evening prayer we took out the martyrs from under the rubble and among them was an old man, well over sixty five, but who still had some life in him. So, we rushed him under a tree and gave him water. I stood there watching him as he was dying. He was in pain but all of a sudden he smiled and his soul went to heaven. Then surprisingly, I was able to smell a beautiful scent coming out of him, it was that of musk. I am sure of that. Abu Suleiman was sitting next to me and I wanted to make sure that my senses were right so I turned toward him and even before asking my question he smiled at me and said: “Yes that is the smell of musk.” In the past, I had seen many martyrs but never smelled this lovely odor. I was sitting right next to the dying man and I am sure that no one put any perfume on him. O God the almighty, you are so powerful. This event drove me to ask myself a question: if jihad was to take place in the Arab land, will we find sixty five old men fighting? I am sure that Allah has blessed the land of the Afghans. Twenty four hours had passed since we had left our post, during which we marched for a long time then delivered a fierce fight for more than twelve hours, i.e. the longest battle in which I was ever engaged. At sunset I was so tired that I started to sleep while still in dangerous positions facing the enemy forces. A room was prepared for the Arabs next to a big rock and the Arabs were in charge of protecting that position at night. Abu Suleiman excused me from the guard shift seeing how tired I was and indeed once my head hit the ground I was already deep asleep. The bombing did not stop all through the night, but I felt nothing and did not even wake up. Ironically, when we had attacked the fort, not one bullet or shell had yet fallen on it but despite that all the communist soldiers ran away like sheep. But here we were under heavy artillery attacks and not one Mujahid had even moved from his position. On that day we lost seven men among whom were three Arabs. I knew two of them: Abu Mustafa the Algerian and Abu Adel the Palestinian while many others were injured. However, a shameful and sad incident took place since the three ambulances that were supposed to take the wounded to Pakistan were not there when we needed them. They were driven by Afghans who were born and who lived all their lives in Pakistan. When they heard the first shot being fired, they were so afraid that they ran away. Many wounded died on the way back and could have been saved had the ambulances not disappeared. Abu Mustafa the Algerian was one of those since he went down the hill on his own despite his injury but did not find the ambulances and later on bled until he died. Nonetheless, we captured around twenty enemy soldiers and killed more than ten of them. As for the spoils they were massive and featured ammunition of all sorts in new boxes. Most of these weapons were unfortunately Egyptian-made. We were also able to capture three enemy vehicles and many cannons. Ironically, the spoils also included a camel, three donkeys, seven goats and dozens of chickens! Soon enough, these animals also became martyrs since whenever we used to ask the Afghans about the goats, the camel or the donkey, they would tell us they were martyred since they did not what was the right word to use in Arabic for slaughtered! On the next eve, I was in charge of the night guard and all the other Arabs were sleeping. While in a state of alertness, I saw the Afghan commander coming towards me with a number of Afghan men to inform me that his spies told him that the communists were going to counter attack tonight in order to regain the fort. I snuck into the room and woke up Abu Suleiman, whispering the newest info in his ear. I asked him to wake up the Arab fighters individually in order to prevent any panic. I then went to my shift while Abu Suleiman did the necessary and sent the Arabs to advanced positions in order to prepare traps for the communists. We waited all night for that attack but unfortunately nothing happened. During the next days, many Arabs came to the fort from neighboring states to participate in the liberation of Zabul, among whom were Abu Khabib and Muhammad Youssef the Libyan. In the fort I found many interesting military books and manuals in Russian as well as many fake identity papers for soldiers presented as members of the Mujahidin or even as Mullahs! The papers were written in Persian and when I took them to the Afghans, they did not care at all about the issue. This angered me a lot since it meant that the communists were able to infiltrate us with their own soldiers passing as soldiers of Allah. Abu Khabib however was interested in and concerned about the matter, took all the documents and sent them to the Ittihad Party intelligence bureau. The skirmishes went on for many days but slowly the enemy gave up the idea of regaining the fort. One day an Arab came to us bringing dinner with him but he was very worried because he had lost his weapon on his way up. He begged me to go with him looking for it so I did. It was dark and let us not forget that we were in a land filled with mines. What a stupid decision it was from my part, may God forgive me. We did not find the weapon and were also not injured. When I think about that today I realize how careless I was about my own safety.

The end of the journey.

In the meantime, more Arabs joined us among whom Abu Bilal and Abu Osama the Palestinians. They both had received the finest and most advanced training in operations to remove the mines and I used to go out with them while they would clean the area surrounding the fort, coming back at the end of the day with an important load of explosives. Abu Bilal liked me a lot, and he would insist on standing the night guard shift with me to keep me company. He was a new recruit who was full of enthusiasm and he was very skilled in combat arts. In the morning on a day just like any other, the Afghans wanted to clean a road that went from our position to the new position they intended to invade next. They asked me to go with them and I agreed. The group included seven Afghans and three captured soldiers who were supposed to show us the way. On our way down the hill, Abu Suleiman saw me and said: “Where are you going Abu Jaafar?” I was surprised to see him worried since it was not my first mission or my first operation to remove the mines. Besides Abu Bilal was coming with me and he did not seem worried about him, so I told him: “Do not worry Abu Suleiman, it is an easy task.” But he insisted that is stay, begging me to change my mind. However, that was my destiny and there was no escape from it! Sheikh Abdullah Azzam had taught us a famous saying that warned us against land mines. It said: “Be very careful from death that lays beneath you”. I believed in those words and made sure to look closely beneath me all the time, but on that sad day, I had forgotten for some reason. When we approached the mine field, we stood in a long queue and put the captured soldiers in front of us with a skewer in their hands to dig in the land looking for mines. Abu Bilal and I were in the back of the line armed with Kalashnikovs. We walked inside the field for about two kilometers and every time we would see a mine we would both go and defuse it. The communist soldiers with us were very surprised by our bold behavior. At the end of the day we took the same road to go back to the fort. This time Abu Bilal was heading the queue, followed by the Afghans then the captive soldiers who were holding the explosives. I was last in line. We were all being very careful not to step out of this line and I did not feel that I went out of it until I saw the Mujahidin waving at me then heard a huge explosion that threw me in the air. Maybe I was only in the air for less than a second but for me it seemed like an eternity and I felt that the sky was closing up on me although I did not lose consciousness completely. Then I found myself laying on the ground and knew that I had stepped on a mine. The pain was unbearable at least not for a human being. I was convinced that my body was cut into two pieces and did not even dare to look at the lower part of my body. I was screaming and yelling from pain and whatever I say in these pages would be insufficient to describe this horrible suffering that stayed with me for ten long years. The Mujahidin all helped out in carrying me back to the fort. Abu Bilal was screaming and cursing, hitting the captive soldiers in anger after he thought that they had slipped me a mine to step on. Until this moment, I do not know if they put that mine for me or if I stepped on an old one. Luckily, Abu Yehya the Algerian doctor was coming to the fort with an ambulance and on his way passed by us and stopped to find my body scattered in pieces. At first, he took me to a house in a nearby village and by the time I was being carried to the ambulance, all the Arabs in the fort ran towards me with sorrow and anger on their faces. Only then did I dare look at my leg and found that it was torn in limbs with my skin almost non-existent and my bones apparent to the eye. The scene was more painful to me than the wound itself and I suddenly felt thirsty. I begged for water but that was not even possible since it would have killed me at once. Abu Yehya gave me a very strong drug to calm the pain and tried while in the ambulance to stop my bleeding. Then I was put in another ambulance that took me to Pakistan and I was accompanied by Abu Khabib who was doing his best to ease my pain and calm me down. The trip took us around fourteen hours until we reached the Saudi Red Crescent Hospital in Quetta. This is how my journey in the land of jihad ended. I hope that God is satisfied with me and with what I have revealed and did not reveal in these memoirs. I want people to know that I did not write these pages for them to say that I was brave but to convey the happiness and joy that surrounded me during those two years. On the day I was injured and during the same hour, my brother in Egypt had a daughter whom he named after me without knowing what had happened to me. May God bless him and bless her and may she bring to this world men who will defend Islam and the Koran.

Conclusion.

The Taliban movement which is currently ruling Afghanistan is not as many people think a new emerging movement. It did not appear in 1994 after receiving support from Pakistan or the United States as some like to say. Anyone who has lived for a period of time in Afghanistan would know that for sure. The Taliban movement that has first appeared in Kandahar is in fact an offshoot of the Kandahar Mujahidin. They are men who decided to leave the parties and movements operating on the Afghan scene and all of whom were Shari’a students. They previously said that once the communists were ousted from Afghanistan they would fight the Wahhabis and throw them out of the country. They said word for word: “We will first annihilate the communists then our war against the Wahhabis will start”. I consider myself very lucky to have spent most of my jihad in the Kandahar arena, which enabled me to understand its people and the way they think quite well. That is why I was not surprised later on when I saw the Taliban seize power. When I went to the Afghan embassy in Egypt to get a death certificate for Assadullah after his parents asked me to, Kabul was already ruled by the Taliban. I showed the ambassador my passport and told him what I needed from him, but he did not believe me until he questioned me about areas and people in Kandahar. When he finally knew I was truthful, he started asking me about the Taliban and I was more than pleased to tell him about them. My experience in Kandahar forces me to say for sure that the Afghans in general and the Kandaharis in particular cannot be agents to anyone except to their own stubborn heads! The way they see themselves and their heritage prevents them from being under the orders of any foreign power. Besides, their strong attachment to Islam and their despising the West (unlike most Arabs) makes it impossible for any Kandahari to be a Western agent. I can also say that even the Kandahari communists were not Russian agents but believed in an ideology and followed it. True, they were sinful and on the wrong path, but this is what they believed in. Anyway it has become clear by now that the Taliban are true Muslims especially with America’s missile strikes on Kandahar and the blockade it is imposing on Afghanistan because the Taliban is refusing to hand over Osama Ben Laden. When some people believed that the Taliban will follow the Sudanese example and expel Ben Laden or even hand him over to the Americans, I was ready to bet with anyone that this will never happen. Even if the West hits them with atomic bombs, they will not hand a believer to non-believers and atheists. I told people around me that the fools in America do not understand that the Afghan is the last person on earth to be frightened or terrorized, adding: “They will never deliver Ben Laden regardless of the tone used by the Americans with them.” Afghanistan is the land of Islam, and it is where our great religion flourishes best. Even if the whole world unites and tries to lead the country away from the Shari’a, it will fail. Whether Rabanni becomes president, Hekmatiar, Sayyaf, Khaless, the Taliban or even if Najib himself were to come back to life, they will all govern with Islam. Unfortunately some people get confused for two reasons: 

First because of the promptness with which the Taliban was able to control 90% of the country (in one or two months), so they think this could have only taken place with the support of a great power. But if they knew the Afghans well, they would not have been surprised by that development. I should mention here the story of Mullah Nassim since it will make things easier to understand. Nassim was a young Mullah not over twenty four years old when his name became known for the bravery and courage he had shown on the battlefields. The people in the Halamand province all gathered around him and he was thus successful in defeating the Russians, forcing them to leave the province. If he wanted to invade the other provinces, no one and nothing could have stood in his face. But he looked at Halamand and noticed that it was flourishing on the opium plantation and was selling its products to America and Europe. So he decided to serve his people with the revenues income. Therefore, with this drug money, he was able to build mosques and schools and hospitals and distribute money on the poor. When the other Afghan parties outside the province were unable to penetrate it, they tried to win his favor asking him to join their Shura council. He agreed and went to Peshawar but became lost in the political games and schemes and was assassinated in the streets of Pakistan near the village of Babu. 

The second reason that intrigues people is the accusation made against the Taliban saying it was receiving arms and money from Pakistan and the United States. But even if that was true, it does not mean that they were American agents. Maybe the story of the Chinese Shaala party is the best proof for my theory. Under the rule of the Afghan King, there existed three communist parties in the country. Two were pro-Russians and the last was pro-Chinese. The latter was the Shaala party or the Flame party, knowing that China had common borders with Afghanistan. The pro-Russian communists were very anti Shaala due to the existing differences between the Soviet Union and China and the different ideological interpretations of the Marxist principles. When the Russians invaded Afghanistan, it represented a real catastrophe to both China and Pakistan. So the first started sending arms and equipment to the Mujahidin and asked the Shaala party to fight against the communist regime in place. But once the Mujahidin received all the arms they needed form China, they fought both the pro-Russian communists as well as the Shaala militia. When China interfered, the Mujahidin answered: “The Russians are atheists, the Shaala are atheist and you are atheists and it is our duty to fight you and defeat you. We do not want any more weapons from you. God will make us victorious”. Since the Chinese wanted to see a Russian defeat, they kept supplying the Mujahidin with weapons and ordered the Shaala party leaders to dismantle their organization. 

For my part, I would certainly have preferred to see one of the Mujahidin parties reaching power but instead of working together to rule in harmony they fought each other. Therefore, God decided to replace them. But I should also say that the movement that was chosen by Allah the almighty represents best the cultural Afghan Islamic tradition. I am sure that after a certain period of time, many of the Afghan unorthodox habits and rituals will dissipate, thus paving the way before true Islamic traditions and teachings. And I would advise the leaders in the Northern Alliance to accept the fact that the Taliban are the strongest and the ones chosen by God to impose the Shari’a on the country. If they accept that reality they will be avoiding many unnecessary deaths and casualties in the ranks of the Muslims. They should accept to take part in the Taliban government and focus on studying Islam and preaching it in their provinces. They should also turn into political parties and present candidates in the elections instead of using force. Their attitude and behavior eliminated all the accomplishments they were able to realize against the Russians during the jihad era. So in Allah’s name I beg you to put down your weapons and not to spend the rest of your lives killing your beloved ones.

Finally I tried in these memoirs to write down all my feelings and to put in it all my soul and the only thing I regret is being unable to take part in the first part of the jihad while I was still stuck in Egypt. I loved Afghanistan and the Afghans. I loved them when they were scared in the battlefield and when they fought like lions. I loved them when they were serious and when they were funny. I loved them when they were smart and when they were simpleminded. It is in the land of Afghanistan that my best and dearest friends lay, and in the land of Afghanistan that a part of my body is also buried. It is in Afghanistan that my blood was spilt and if I were to choose a country, I would only choose you Afghanistan as my country. Farewell to the martyrs, farewell to you Ibrahim and farewell to you O Abdul Razeq.

Abou Jaafar the Egyptian
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