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ً
ً
ﺠﻦ اﻤﻟ ﻜﻤﺔ اﻹﺳﻼﻣﻴﺔ ﻣﺪﻳﻨﺔ اﻟﺒﺎب ،ﱠ
ﺗﻢ ﺗﺤﻮ إ ﺳﺘﺔ ﻣﻬﺎﺟﻊ ﺗﺒﺎﻋﺎ ،وﻓ ﻬﺎ ﺟﻤﻴﻌﺎ ﻛﺎن
ﻛﻨﺖ ﻣﻦ أﺻﻞ ﺛﻤﺎﻧﻴﺔ ﻣﻬﺎﺟﻊ
ّ
ً
ﺧﻴﺎ ُﻳﺒﺤﺮ ا ﺠﺪران ،ﻣﺘﺨﻴﻼ أﺷ ﺎل ﻣﻦ ﺧﻄﻮا أﺳﻤﺎء ﻢ ﻋ ﻌﻀﻬﺎ.
ُ
ُ
ﻛﻨﺖ ُ
َ
أﺻﺪﻗﺎء  ،أﺗﺤﺪث إﻟ ﻬﻢ ﺑ ن ا ن واﻵﺧﺮ .وﻣﻦ ﺗﻠﻚ
أﺟﺰم أن ﻌﻀﻬﻢ ﻻ زاﻟﻮا ﻋ ﻗﻴﺪ ا ﻴﺎة ،وﻛﻨﺖ أﺟﻌﻞ ﻣﻦ ﻌﻀﻬﻢ
ُ
ُ
اﻟﺘﻘﻴﺖ ﺑﮫ ﻣ ﺠﻊ ﺗﺒﺎدل اﻷﺳﺮى ،وأﺧ ﺮﺗﮫ
اﻟﺘﻘﻴﺖ ﺑﮫ ﻌﺪ ﺗﺄﻛﻴﺪ ﻛﺜ ﺮﻳﻦ أﻧﮫ ﻋﺪاد اﳌﻮ ﻰ.
اﻷﺳﻤﺎء ﻓﻴﺼﻞ ﻛﺴﻤﻮ ،اﻟﺬي
ُ
ﱠ
ﺸﻬﺪ ﻟﻬﺎ ﺟﺪران اﳌﻬﺎﺟﻊ اﻷﺧﺮى ،ﻟ ﺸﺪ ﺻﺪرﻩ و ﺨ ﺮ ﻲ أﻧﮫ ﻣﺸﻬﻮر ﻛﻞ ﻣ ﺎن ،وأﻧﮫ ﻳﺤﺐ اﻟﺸﻬﺮة ،ﺣ أﻧﮫ ﻛﺎن
ﺸﻬﺮﺗﮫ اﻟ
ﻳﺮﻣﻲ ﻧﻔﺴﮫ أﻣﺎم ﻛﺎﻣ ﺮات اﻹﻋﻼﻣﻴ ن اﳌﻌﺎرك ﺿﺪ ﻗﻮات اﻟﻨﻈﺎم.
ً
ّ
ﺑﺤﻜﻢ ﺻﻐﺮ ﺳ ّ
وﺳﻨﮫ ﻣﻬﺎﺟﻊ ﻏﺎﻟﺒﻴﺔ ﻧﺰﻻ ﻬﺎ ٌ
ﻛﺒﺎر اﻟﻌﻤﺮ ،ﻛﻨﺎ ﻧﻄﻴﻞ ا ﺠﻠﻮس ﻣﻊ ﻌﻀﻨﺎ ﻌﻀﺎ اﻟﻔ ﺮات اﳌﻤﺘﺪة ﺑ ن
اﻟﺼﻠﻮات ،ﺸ ﻮ ﻤﮫ و ﻮاﺟﺴﮫ وأﻓ ﺎرﻩ وﻃﻤﻮﺣﺎﺗﮫ ،ﺳﺄﺗﺮﻛﻜﻢ ﻣﻊ ﻗﺼﺔ ﻓﻴﺼﻞ ﻛﺴﻤﻮ اﻟ ﺳ ﺮو ﻬﺎ ﻟﻨﺎ ﺑﻨﻔﺴﮫ.
*****
"روح ﺗﻮب إ ﷲ!"
ًّ
ً
ُ َ َ
ُ
ﻋﺎل وﻃﻮ ﻞ ،أﺷﺘﻬ اﻟﺴﻘﻮط ﻛﻲ أرﺗﺎح ،ﻟﻜﻦ ﺣ
ﻬﺬﻩ اﻟﻌﺒﺎرة ﻗ ِﻄﻊ ﻧﻔﺴ ﻛﻠﻴﺎ ،ﺷﻬﻘﺖ ﺷﻬﻘﺔ ﻛﻤﻦ ﻳﻤ ﻋ ﺣﺎﻓﺔ ﺣﺎﺋﻂ ٍ
اﳌﻴﺆوس ﻣﻨﮫ ﻟ ﻴﺎة ﻳﺪﻓﻌ إ اﻻﺳﺘﻤﺮار ﻧﺤﻮ اﻤﻟﺠﻬﻮل .ﺿﺎﻋﺖ ﻛﻠﻤﺎت اﻟﺪﻓﺎع اﻟ ﺗﻤﺮﻧﺖ ﻋﻠ ﻬﺎ ﻃﻴﻠﺔ ﻓ ﺮة اﻧﺘﻈﺎر ﺟﻠﺴﺔ
َ
ﻠﻤﺎت ﻛﺎﻹ ﺴﺎن اﻟﺒﺪاﺋﻲ ،ﻛﻤﺎ أﻓﻼم اﻟﻜﺮﺗﻮن .ﻠ اﻤﻟ ﻘﻖ َ
ﻧﺤﻮ اﳌ ﺠﻊ ﻌﺪ ﺟﻠﺴ اﻟﺮا ﻌﺔ أﻣﺎم
اﻤﻟ ﺎﻛﻤﺔ ،ﺗﻔﻮ ُﺖ ﺑ
ٍ
ُ
ﻋﺮﻓﺖ أﻧﮫ ﺗﻮ ﺴ ٌ ﻣﻦ ﻟ ﺠﺘﮫ ،ﻓﺨﻼل وﺟﻮدي وﺗﻨﻘ ﻣﻦ ﺠﻦ إ ﺠﻦ ُ
ﺻﺮت أﻣ ُ اﻟﻠ ﺠﺎت اﻟﻌﺮﺑﻴﺔ ،وﺑﻌﺾ
اﻟﻘﺎ ا ﺠﺪﻳﺪ،
ٍ
ّ
اﻟﺮوﺳﻴﺔ.
اﻟ ﻠﻤﺎت ﻣﻦ اﻟﻠﻐﺎت اﻷﺟﻨ ﻴﺔ ،ﻣﺜﻞ ﻛﻠﻤﺔ » َﺳﻚ« اﻟ ﻌ »ﻛﺎﻓﺮ« ﺑﺎﻟﻠﻐﺔ
«ﺗﻮب إ ﷲ« ،ﺬﻩ اﻟ ﻠﻤﺔ ﻟﻬﺎ
ﺟﺴﺪي.

ﻮﻧ ﻬﺎ َﺳﻤ  ،اﺧ َﺮ َﻗﺖ أذ ﻲ ورأﺳ وﺳﻤ َﻌ ﻬﺎ ﻛﻞ ﻣﺴﺎﻣﺎت ﺟﻠﺪي» ،ﺗﻮب إ ﷲ« ّ
ﺧﺪ َرت
ِ

ّ
ﻣﻦ اﳌﺘﻌﺎرف ﻋﻠﻴﮫ ﺠﻮن ﺗﻨﻈﻴﻢ اﻟﺪوﻟﺔ أﻧﮫ ﺣﺎل ﺣﺜﻚ اﻟﻘﺎ ﻋ اﻟﺘﻮﺑﺔ ،ﻓﺎﻋﻠﻢ أن ﺣﻜﻤﻚ اﻟﻘﺘﻞ ،واﻧﺘﻈﺮ اﻷرﺑﻌﺎء ،أي
ﺳﺎﺣﺔ ﻋﺎﻣﺔ ﻳﻮم ا ﺠﻤﻌﺔ.
ﺠﻦ آﺧﺮ وﻗﺘﻠﻚ وﺻﻠﺒﻚ
أرﺑﻌﺎء ،ﻟﻨﻘﻠﻚ إ
ٍ
ٍ

ُ
ُ
ُ
اف أﺻﺎ ر َ
ُ
اﻷﺧﻀﺮ اﻟﺬي ﻳﻤﺴﻜﮫ اﻤﻟ ﻘﻖ ﻣﻦ
ﺮﻃﻮم
أس ا ﺮﻃﻮم اﻷﺧﻀﺮ ،ﻳﻘﻮد ﻲ ا
ﺗﻤﺴﻚ أﻃﺮ
أﻋﺎد ﻲ اﻤﻟ ﻘﻖ إ اﳌ ﺠﻊ،
ً
ُ
ﺮﻋﺐ ﻣﺤﺬرا ﻣﻦ
ﺑﺼﻮت
اﻷﻣﺎم ،وأﺳ ُﺮ ﺧﻠﻔﮫ ﻛﺎ ﻤﺎر .ﺿﺮﺑ اﻤﻟ ﻘﻖ ﻗﺒﻞ اﻟﺪﺧﻮل إ ﺟﻠﺴﺔ اﻤﻟ ﺎﻛﻤﺔ ،وأﺧ ﺮ ﻲ
ٍ
ﻣﻨﺨﻔﺾ وﻣ ٍ
ٍ
َع ﺣﺎﻟﻚ ﻣﺘﻞ ﺪﻳﻚ اﳌﺮة».
اﻟ ﺮاﺟﻊ ﻋﻦ اﻻﻋ ﺮاﻓﺎت اﳌﻨ ﻋﺔ ﻣ » :رح ﺗﺮﺟﻊ ﺗﺘﺄرﺟ ﻋ اﻟﺒﻠﻨ ﻮ ،و

ﻓﻀ ُ
ُ
وﻗﺒﻠﺖ أن ﺴﻮﻗ ﺑﺎ ﺮﻃﻮم اﻷﺧﻀﺮ ﻛﺎﻟ ﻠﺐُ ،
ُ
وﻗﺒﻠﺖ َﺳ َﻘﺮّ .
ﻠﺖ أن ﻳﻀﻌ ﷲ اﻟﺪرك
ﻗﺒﻠﺖ اﳌﻮت
ﻟﻢ أرﻓﺾ ﻋﺮﺿﮫ،
ٌ
ُ
ُ
اﻷﺳﻔﻞ ﻣﻦ اﻟﻨﺎر ﻋ إ ﺎﻧﺔ ﻃﻔﻞ  .دﺧﻠﺖ اﳌ ﺠﻊ ،اﻷﺑﺼﺎر ﺧﺎﺷﻌﺔ ﺗﻨﻈﺮ إ ّ  ،ﺗ ُ
ﺘﻈﺮ ﻣ أي ﻛﻠﻤﺔ .ﺳﺄﻟ أﻣ ﺮ اﳌ ﺠﻊ ﻋﻦ
ٍ
َ
ﺣﻜ  ،أ ﻮ اﻟﻘﺘﻞ أم اﻟﺘﺒﺎدل ،ﻓﻘﻠﺖ :أﺧ ﺮ ﻲ أن أﺗﻮب إ ﷲ .ﺗﺮاﻛﺾ اﳌﺴﺎﺟ ن ﻳﺒ ﻮن و ﺤﻀﻨﻮ ﻲ ،و ﻄﻠﺒﻮن ﻣﻦ ﷲ اﻟﺮﺣﻤﺔ
واﳌﻐﻔﺮة .
َ
َ
ﺣﻮﻛﻤﻮا
ﻓﺤﺴﺐ أﻳﺎم اﻷرﺑﻌﺎء،
«ﻋ ﺣﺴﺎﺑﺎ ﻲ َﺣﺪك ﺷﻬﺮ و ﺎﺧﺪوك ع اﻟﺰ ﺘﻮﻧﺔ« ،ﻜﺬا ﱠرد ﻋ ﱠ أﻣ ُﺮ اﳌ ﺠﻊ،
وﺣﺴﺐ ﻋﺪد اﻟﺬﻳﻦ ِ
ُ
رﺟﻌﺖ إ ﻣ ﺎ ﻲ واﻟ ﱡﻞ ﻳﺤﺪق ﺑﻲ ،ﻳﺒﺎﻟﻐﻮن ا ﺰن وﺗﺤﺮ ﻚ أﻛﻔﻬﻢ وﺿﺮ ﻬﺎ
ﻣﺜ  ،ﺳﻴ ﻮن دوري ﻌﺪ ﺷﻬﺮ ،ﻌﺪ أرﺑﻊ أﻳﺎم أرﺑﻌﺎء.
ّ
ُ
ﺑﺒﻌﻀﻬﺎ ،اﻧﺰ ُ
ُ
َ
ﻋﺎل ﻛﺄﻧ أر ﺪ أن أﻧﺘﻘﻢ ﻣﻦ اﻤﻟ ِﻘ ِﻖ ﻓ ﻬﻢ» :ﻻ ﺣﺪا ﻳﻄﻠﻊ ﻓﻴ  ،ﺷﻮ أول
وﺻﺮﺧﺖ وﺟﻮ ﻬﻢ
ﺠﺖ ﻣ ﻬﻢ
ٍ
ﺑﺼﻮت ٍ
ﻣﺮة ﺸﻮﻓﻮا واﺣﺪ ﺑﺪو ﻳﻨﺬﺑﺢ ،ﻓﻮق ا ﻤﺴ ن واﺣﺪ ﻣﺎﺗﻮا وأﻧﺎ ﻮن ﻬﺎد اﳌ ﺎن».
ُ
ُ
ﻋﺪت ﻟﺼﻨﺎﻋﺔ اﳌﺴﺎﺑﻴﺢ ﻣﻦ ﺠﻮ اﻟﻌﻄﻮن ،واﺷ ُ
ُ
ﺳﺮﻗﺖ
ﻓﺴﺮﻗﺖ ﻣ ﺠﻮن أﺳﻨﺎن ﻣﻦ اﻟﺮﺟﻞ اﳌﺴﻦ اﻟﺬي ﻳﻨﺎم ﻗﺮﺑﻲ،
ﻬﻴﺖ اﻟﺴﺮﻗﺔ
ً
ً
ّ
ُ
أﺣﻮ َل ﻣ ِ ّﺠ َﻞ اﻟـ  MP3إ ﻣﺤﻄﺎت اﻹذاﻋﺔ اﻟ ﺮﻛﻴﺔ ،ﻣﺘﻌﻤﺪا ﺳﻤﺎع اﳌﻮﺳﻴﻘﻰ
أﻳﻀﺎ ﻋﻠﺒﺔ ﺟﺒﻨﺔ ﻟ ﺠ ٍن آﺧﺮ .أﺳﻬﺮ إ اﻟﻔﺠﺮ ﻛﻲ ِ
ﻻ اﻷﺧﺒﺎر» .اﻟﻨﺎر ﻣﺼ ﺮك« ،ﻜﺬا ﻗﺎل اﻤﻟ ﻘﻖ ،ﻓﻠﻤﺎذا اﻷﻋﻤﺎل اﻟﺼﺎ ﺔ!!؟؟
ُ
ُ
ﺺ
ﺪﺧ ُﻞ أي
ﳌﺎذا ا ﺠﻨﺔ وﳌﺎذا اﻟﻨﺎر وﳌﺎذا ﻛﻞ ء؟ درﺳﺖ ﺣ اﻟﺼﻒ اﻟﺘﺎﺳﻊ ﻗﺒﻞ اﻧﺪﻻع اﻟﺜﻮرة ،وﻛﻞ اﻟﺬي ﻌﻠﻤﺘﮫ أن ﷲ ﻳ ِ
ٍ
ّ
ُ
ﺻﺮت ﻛﺜ َﺮ
ﻗﺎل »ﻻ إﻟﮫ إﻻ ﷲ« ا ﺠﻨﺔ وﻟﻮ ﻌﺪ ﺣ ن ،ﺬا ﻣﺎ ﻌﻠﻤﺘﮫ .ﻳﻜﻔﻲ أن ﷲ وﻣﻼﺋﻜﺔ اﻟﻨﺎر أرﺣﻢ ﻣﻦ اﻤﻟ ﻘﻖ واﻟﻘﺎ .
اﳌﺸﺎﻛﻞ ﻣﻊ أﻣ ﺮ اﳌ ﺠﻊ وأﺗ ُ
ﺠﻢ ﻋ ﺬا وذاك ،ﺑﻘﻲ أﺳﺒﻮﻋﺎن إ ﻳﻮم اﻷرﺑﻌﺎء اﳌﺘﻮﻗﻊ ﻟﺬﺑ .
ً
اﻟﻌﺎﻟﻢ ﻳﻜﺮ  ،واﻤﻟ ﻘﻖ واﻟﻘﺎ وأ ﻣﺘﺂﻣﺮون ﻋ ّ  ،ﺑﻞ أﻣﻲ وأﺑﻲ اﻟﺬي ﻳﺮﻓﺾ ز ﺎر ﻲ أﻳﻀﺎ .اﻟ ﻞ ﻳﻜﺮ ﻓﻠﻤﺎذا ا ﻴﺎة؟ وﳌﺎذا
ّ
ُ
أﻋﻠﻨﺖ اﻟﺘﻮﺑﺔ،
اﻟﺘﻌﺎﻣﻞ ﺑﺎ ﺴ ﻣﻊ اﻟﻨﺎس؟ أ ﻮ ﻣﻦ أﺧ َﺮ اﻟﺘﻨﻈﻴﻢ أﻧ ﻣﻘﺎﺗﻞ ا ﺠ ﺶ ا ﺮ ،وأﻧ ﻟﻢ أﺳﻠﻢ ﺳﻼ ﻋﻨﺪﻣﺎ
أ ﻳﻜﺮ ﻣﻨﺬ أﺧ ُ
ﺮت واﻟﺪي أﻧ رأﻳﺘﮫ ُ
ﻳﻨﺎم ﻣﻊ ﺑ ﺖ ا ﺠ ﺮان ﻓﻮق ﺳﻄﻮح ﻣ ﻟﻨﺎ ،ﻛﺮ وﻇﻦ أﻧ اﻟﻌ ﺮة ﻣﺸﻮار ﺣﻴﺎﺗﮫ .ﻻ
ُ
أر ﺪ ﻟﻮرﻗﺔ اﻟﺘﻮﺑﺔ اﻟ أﻋﻄﺎ ﻲ إﻳﺎ ﺎ ﻣﻜﺘﺐ اﻻﺳ ﺘﺎﺑﺔ أن ﺗﺤ ﺮق اﻟﻨﺎر ،ﺳﺄﺣﺘﻔﻆ ﻬﺎ ﻟ ﻲ أر ﻬﺎ ﻪﻠﻟ.
ً
ﺻﺎدق اﻟﺘﻮﺑﺔ ،وأﻧ ﻗﺎﺗﻠ ﻬﻢ أﺛﻨﺎء اﻗﺘﺤﺎﻣﻬﻢ ﻣﺪﻳﻨ ﻣﻨﺒﺞ .ﻌﻢ راﺑﻄﺖ
اﻗﺘﻨﻌﻮا ﻣﻦ أ  ،اﳌﺒﺎ ﻊ ﻟﻠﺘﻨﻈﻴﻢ ﺣﺪﻳﺜﺎ ،أﻧ ﻏ ﺮ
ٍ
ّ
ً
وﺳﻠ ُ
أﻳﺖ أن اﳌﻮﺿﻮع أﻛ ﺮ ﻣ ﻛﻤﻘﺎﺗﻞ ﺗ ُ
دﻓﺎﻋﺎ ﻋﻦ ﻧﻔﺴ  ،وﻟﻜﻦ ﻋﻨﺪﻣﺎ ُ
ﻤﺖ ﻧﻔﺴ  ،ﻓﻼ ﺣﻴﻠﺔ ﺑﻤﺎ ﻳﺤﺪث
ﺮﻛﺖ ﺳﻼ
ﺿﺪ ﻢ
ر
ٍ
ّ
ً
ﻋﻨﺼﺮ ﺗﺎ ﻊ ﻟﻠﺘﻨﻈﻴﻢ ،ﻢ أﻋﻄﻮ ﻲ اﻷﻣﺎن وﻟﻜ ﻬﻢ ﺷ ﻮا ﻧﻴ وﺻﺪ ﺑﺎﻟﺘﻮﺑﺔ،
وﻻ أﻗﻮى ﻋ ﻗﺘﻞ ﻣﺴﻠﻢ .ﻟﻢ أﺿﺮب ﻃﻠﻘﺔ ﻋ أي
ٍ
ﻛﻴﻒ ﺷﻘﻮا ﻋﻦ ﻗﻠ ؟ ﻻ أﻋﺮف .رﺑﻤﺎ ﻟﺪ ﻬﻢ ﺟﻬﺎز ﺧﺎص.
أﻣﻲ اﻟ أﻛﺮ ﻬﺎ ﻗﺎﻟﺖ آﺧﺮ ز ﺎرة» :اﺑ ﻧﺤﻦ ﻌﻮدﻧﺎ ﻣﻦ دوﻧﻚ ،أﻧﺖ ﻟﺴﮫ ﻣﺎ ﻌﻮدت ﻣﻦ دوﻧﻨﺎ؟!!« .اﻤﻟ ِّﻘﻖ ﻗﺎل » :ﺳﻠﻢ ﻋ
ﺴﻴﻢ« ،و ﻮ ﺠ ٌن أﻋﺪﻣﻮﻩ ﻣﻨﺬ ﻓ ﺮة .اﻟﻘﺎ ﻃﻠﺐ ﻣ اﻟﺘﻮﺑﺔ إ ﷲ اﻟﺬي ﺳﻴﺪﺧﻠ اﻟﻨﺎر ﺑﺪورﻩ!! ٌ
ﻋﺎﻟﻢ ٌ
ﻧﺬل ﻣﻦ أﻣﻲ إ
اﻟﻘﺎ واﻤﻟ ﻘﻖ إ أ  ،ﺣ ﻓﺼﻴ اﻟﺬي َ
رﻓﺾ إدراج اﺳ ﻋ ﻟﻮاﺋﺢ ﺗﺒﺎدل اﻷﺳﺮى ،ﻷن اﻷوﻟﻮ ﺔ ﻷﻗﺎرب ﻗﺎﺋﺪ اﻟﻠﻮاء.
ﱠ
ّ
ﺑﺄﻣﺲ ا ﺎﺟﺔ إ دﺧﻮل ﻧﺎر ﺟﻬﻨﻢ ،وﻛ ّﻞ اﻟﻌﺒﺎد اﻟﺼﺎ ن ﻋﻨﺪي ٌ
أﻣﻞ
اﻪﻠﻟ )ﺑﻜﺴﺮ اﻟﻬﺎء ،ﻜﺬا أﺣﺐ ﻟﻔﻆ اﺳﻢ ا ﺠﻼﻟﺔ،
ِ
ِ
أﻧﺎ ِ
ُ
أﻋﺘﻘﺪ أن ﷲ اﻟﺬي أﻋﺮﻓﮫ ﻮ ﷲ اﻟﺬي ﻌﺮﻓﮫ اﻤﻟ ﻘﻖ ﻧﻔﺴﮫ.
وﻻ أﺣﺐ ﻟﻔﻈﮫ ﺑﺎﻟﻔﺘﺤﺔ ﻷن اﻤﻟ ﻘﻖ ﻳﻠﻔﻈﮫ ﺑﻔﺘﺢ اﻟﻬﺎء( ،ﻷﻧ ﻻ
ً
ُ
أﺣﺐ ُ
أﺣﺐ َ
ﻟﻘﺎء ﷲ ﱠ
ﻣﻦ ﱠ
ﻋﻠﻤﺖ أﻧﮫ ﺣﺎل ﻛﺎن ﺣﻜ اﻟﺬ ﺎب إ ﻧﺎر ﺟﻬﻨﻢ ،ﻓﺈﻧ ﺳﺄدﺧﻞ ﻓ ﺮة ﻳﻘﺪر ﺎ ﷲ  ،وﻣﻦ
ﷲ ﻟﻘﺎءﻩ،
ﺛﻢ ﺳﻴﺪﺧﻠ ﷲ ا ﺠﻨﺔ» ،ﷲ أرﺣﻢ ﻣ ﻬﻢ».

ﺑﺎب اﳌ ﺠﻊ ﻻ ُﻳ َ
أرﺑﻌﺎء ٌ
واﺣﺪ ﻟﻴﻮم اﻷرﺑﻌﺎء ا ﺎص ﺑﻲُ ،
ٌ
ﻔﺘ ُﺢ إﻻ ﺣﺎﻟﺘ ن ،اﻷو ﻹدﺧﺎل اﻟﻄﻌﺎم ،واﻟﺜﺎﻧﻴﺔ ﻌﺪ ﺻﻼة اﳌﻐﺮب
ﺑﻘﻲ
ﻋﺪد ﻣﻨﺎ إ ﻣﻨﺼﺔ اﻟﺬﺑﺢ.
ﻣﻦ ﻛﻞ ﻳﻮم أرﺑﻌﺎء ﻟﺴﻮق ٍ
ُ
ودﻋﺖ أﺑﻮ ﻓﺎدي ،ﺠ ن ٌ
ﺑﻄﻞ ﺸﺒﮫ أﺑﻲ اﻟﺬي ﺴﻴ وﻻ ﻳﺮ ﺪ رؤ  .ﻛﺎن أﺑﻮ ﻓﺎدي ﺑﻤﺜﺎﺑﺔ
ﻳﻮم اﻷرﺑﻌﺎء اﳌﺼﺎدف ﻗﺒﻞ أرﺑﻌﺎﺋﻲ
ً
واﻟﺪي ،أﻧﺎ اﻟﺬي ﻧﺼ ﺘﮫ أﺑﺎ داﺧﻞ اﻟ ﺠﻦ .ﻗﺎل ﻌﺪ أن ﺻﻠﻴﻨﺎ اﳌﻐﺮب وودﻋﻨﺎﻩ ،وﺑﻌﺪ أن ﻃﻠﺒﻮا ﻣﻨﮫ ﺗﺠﻬ ﻧﻔﺴﮫ ،ﻗﺎل» :ﻋﻢ
أﺳ ﻨﺎك اﻷﺳﺒﻮع ا ﺠﺎي ،ﻻ ﺗﺘﺄﺧﺮ ﻋ ّ ».
ُ
أﺷﻬﺮ ﻣﻦ
زاد اﺷ ﻴﺎ ﻟﻴﻮم اﻷرﺑﻌﺎء اﻟﻘﺎدم ﻟﺮؤ ﺔ أﺑﻮ ﻓﺎدي ،اﻟﺬي ﻛﺎن ﻳﺒ ﺴﻢ وﺟﻬ ﻛﻠﻤﺎ وﻗﻌﺖ ﻋﻴﻨﺎي ﻋ ﻋﻴ ﻴﮫ .ﻌﺪ ﺴﻌﺔ ٍ
ً
ً
ً
ُ
ﻣﺮة» :ﻻ ﺗ ﻮن ﺻﺎدق ﻳﺎ اﺑ إﻻ ﻣﻊ
أﺻﺒﺤﺖ ﻻ أر ﺪ ﻣﻦ اﻟﻨﺎس إﻻ اﺑ ﺴﺎﻣﺔ ﺻﺎدﻗﺔ ﻛﺎﺑ ﺴﺎﻣﺔ أﺑﻮ ﻓﺎدي .ﻧ
اﻻﻋﺘﻘﺎل،
ﻧﻔﺴﻚ».
ﱠ
ﻓﻘﻠﺖ ﻟﮫ» :ﳌﺎذا؟« .ﻟﻢ أﻛﻦ ﺪ ﻣﻌﺮﻓﺔ ﻣﺎ ﺳﻴﻘﻮﻟﮫ ﺑﻘﺪر ﻣﺎ ُ
ُ
ُ
ﻛﻨﺖ ﱡ
ﻛﻨﺖ أر ُﺪ ﺳﻤﺎع ﺻﻮﺗﮫ اﻷﺑﻮي .ﺗ ﻠ َﻢ
أﺣﺐ اﻻﺳ ادة ﻣﻦ ﻛﻼﻣﮫ،
أر
وﺗ ﱠﻠ َﻢ دون أن أﻓﻘﮫ ﺷ ًﺌﺎ ﻣﻤﺎ ﻛﺎن ﻳﻘﻮﻟﮫ ،ﻮ ّ
ٌ
وﻣﻘﺎﺗﻞ ا ﺠ ﺶ ا ﺮ ﻣﻦ ﻣﺪﻳﻨﺔ أﺧ ﺮﻳﻦ ،ﺗﻢ إﻟﻘﺎء اﻟﻘﺒﺾ
ﻣﺪرس ﻟﻐﺔ ﻋﺮﺑﻴﺔ
ُ
ﺳﻤﺎع ﺻﻮ ِﺗﮫ ﻛﺎن ﻛﻞ ﻣﺎ أر ﺪﻩ ،وﻟﻮﻻ اﻟﻌﻴﺐ ﻟﻄﻠﺒﺖ ﻣﻨﮫ أن ﻳﻀﻤ إ ﺻﺪرﻩ وﻟﻮ
ﻋﻠﻴﮫ أﺛﻨﺎء اﺣﺘﻼل اﳌﺪﻳﻨﺔ ﻣﻦ ﻗﺒﻞ اﻟﺘﻨﻈﻴﻢ.
واﺣﺪة ﻓﻘﻂ.
ﳌﺮة
ٍ
ٍ
أر ُﺪ أﺑﻲ ا ﻘﻴﻘﻲ اﻟﺬي ﻳﻜﺮ  ،أر ُﺪ أﻣﻲ ،أر ُﺪ ﺳﻴﺎرﺗﻨﺎ ،أر ُﺪ ﻧﻔﺴ .
ً
ﻳﻮم اﻟﺜﻼﺛﺎء ،ﻏﺪا اﻟ ﺮﺣﻴﻞ و ﻮم ا ﺠﻤﻌﺔ اﻟﻠﻘﺎء ﻣﻊ أﺑﻮ ﻓﺎدي ،أﺑﻲ اﻟﺸﺪاﺋﺪ» :ﻳﺎ رب اﺣﺸﺮ ﻲ ﻣﻊ أﺑﻮ ﻓﺎدي ،إن ﻛﺎن اﻟﻨﺎر أو
ا ﺠﻨﺔ« ،ﻓﺎﻷﺑﻮة ﻟ ﺴﺖ ﻓﻴﻤﻦ ﻳﺘﻠﺬذ اﻟﺘﻮﺻﻴﺔ ﻋ ﱠ ﻣﻦ رﺣﻢ اﻣﺮأة ،ﻛﺎن ﺬا ﻣﺎ اﺳﺘ ُ
ﺘﺠﺘﮫ.
ﻣﺮ ٌ
أرﺑﻌﺎء أﺧﺮى وﻟﻢ أﺳﻤﻊ اﺳ !! ﱠ
ﻳﺄت أﺣﺪ .ﱠ
ﺷﻬﺮ ﻋ أرﺑﻌﺎﺋﻲ اﳌﻮﻋﻮد ،وﻟﻢ
ﻣﺮت أرﺑﻌﺔ أﻳﺎم
ٍ
ﻳﺄت اﻟﺸﻴﺦ ،وﻟﻢ ِ
ﺻﻠﻴﻨﺎ اﳌﻐﺮب وﻟﻢ ِ
ً
أﺳﻤﻊ اﺳ  .أﺧﺬوا ﻗﺒ اﺛﻨ ن ﻣﻦ ﻟﻮاء اﻟﺘﻮﺣﻴﺪ ﻟﻠﻘﺘﻞ ،وراودت اﳌﺴﺎﺟ ن ﻓﻜﺮة ﻐ ّ ﺮ ﺳﻴﺎﺳﺔ »اﻟﺪوﻟﺔ« ،وأﺳﻤﻌﻨﺎ أﻧﻔﺴﻨﺎ إﺷﺎﻋﺔ
ﺑﺈﻟﻐﺎء ﻗﺮار اﻹﻋﺪام ،وأﻧﮫ ُ
ﺳﺘ َ
ﺪر ُج أﺳﻤﺎء ﺟﻤﻴﻊ اﻷﺳﺮى ﻗﻮاﺋﻢ ﻋﻤﻠﻴﺎت اﻟﺘﺒﺎدل .ﻟﻢ ﺠﺒ اﻟﻔﻜﺮة ،وﻻ ﺣ اﻹﺷﺎﻋﺔ ،ﻓﺎﳌﻮت
ﱡ
ﺣﻴﺎة »اﻋﺘﺎدت ﻓ ﻬﺎ أﻣﻲ ﻋ ﻓﺮا !!».
أﺣﺐ إ ﱠ ﻣﻦ ٍ
ُ
ﺧﺮﺟﺖ ﻋﻤﻠﻴﺔ ﺗﺒﺎدل أﺳﺮى!؟ اﻷﺳﺌﻠﺔ اﻟ راودﺗ ﺣﻮل ﻣﺎ ﻌﺪ ا ﺮوج ﻣﻦ اﻟ ﺠﻦ ﻛﺎﻧﺖ ﻛﺜ ﺮة ،وﻟﻢ
ﻣﻊ ﻣﻦ ﺳﺄﻗﺎﺗﻞ ﺣﺎل
ً
ُ
أﺟﺪ إﺟﺎﺑﺔ ﻋﻠ ﻬﺎ ،ﻓﺄﺣﺒ ﺖ اﳌﻮت.
ُ
ﻗﻠﺖ ﻟﻠﻤﺴﺎﺟ ن» :إﺷﺎﻋﺔ ..ﻻ ﺗﺼﺪﻗﻮن ،ﻳﺠﻮز ﻋﻢ ﻳﺪوروا ع

ﺠﺮة ز ﺘﻮن ﻳ ﻮن ﻋﻤﺮ ﺎ  100ﺳﻨﺔ ،وﺗ ﻮن ﻋﻠ ﻬﺎ اﻟﻘﻴﻤﺔ».

ﻳﻔﻌﻞ اﻵن .أ ﻮ ا ﺠﻨﺔ أم اﻟﻨﺎر؟! ﺳﻨﺠﺘﻤﻊ ﻛﻤﺎ ّ
ازداد ﺷﻮ ﻷﺑﻲ ﻓﺎدي ،ﻣﺎذا ُ
ﻛﻨﺎ ﻨﺎ اﳌ ﺠﻊ ،ﻟﻜﻦ داﺧﻞ ا ﺠﻨﺔ أو اﻟﻨﺎر،
ّ
ً
ﻣﺒﺎﺷﺮة ،ﻣﻦ اﻟﻨﺎﻓﺬة ﻧﺘﺤﺮى ﺳﻴﺎرات اﻟﺘﻨﻈﻴﻢ ﻳﻮم ا ﺠﻤﻌﺔ ،وﻧﺤﺎول
وﻧ ﺘﻈﺮ اﻟﻘﺎدﻣ ن ﻋﻦ ﻃﺮ ﻖ ﻧﺎﻓﺬة ُﻣ ِﻄﻠﺔ ﻋ ﻣﺪﻳﻨﺔ اﻟﺒﺎب
ﻧﺤﺰ َر ﻣﻦ ﻮ اﻟﻘﺎدم.
أن ِ

ً
ﻣﺠﻨﻮﻧﺎ ﻬﻠﻮسّ ،
ﻳﻔﻀﻞ اﳌﻮت ﻋ ا ﻴﺎة .ﻟﻮ ﻛﺎن أﺑﻮ ﻓﺎدي واﻟﺪي ﺑﺎﻟﻔﻌﻞ ،ﺗﺮى ﻞ ﻛﺎن ﺳﻴﻌﺎﻣﻠ ﻛﻤﺎ
ﻌﻠﻘﻲ ﺑﺄﺑﻲ ﻓﺎدي ﺟﻌﻠ
ُ
ُ
ﻋﺎﻣﻠ داﺧﻞ اﻟ ﺠﻦ ،و ﻞ ﻛﺎن ﺳ ﺒ ﺴﻢ وﺟﻬ و ﺰور ﻲ ﻨﺎ؟! ﻻ ﻬﻢ ،ﻳﻜﻔﻲ وﺟﻮدﻩ ﻣ داﺧﻞ اﻟ ﺠﻦ ،وﺣﺴﻦ ﻣﻌﺎﻣﻠﺘﮫ .

ٌ
وﺿﻴﻒ آﺧﺮ ﻳﺬ ﺐ إ أﺑﻲ ﻓﺎدي ،واﻟﺪ ﻣﻘﺎﺗﻞ ﻣﻦ اﻟﻔﺮﻗﺔ ) 16ﺟﻤﺎﻋﺔ ﺧﺎﻟﺪ ﺣﻴﺎ ﻲ(ُ ،
َ
ﻬﻤﺘﮫ اﻟﺘﻮاﺻﻞ ﻣﻊ أوﻻدﻩ
اﻟﻴﻮم أرﺑﻌﺎء،
ٍ
اﳌﻘﺎﺗﻠ ن ﻋ ﺟ ﻬﺔ اﻷﺷﺮﻓﻴﺔ ﺣﻠﺐ ﺿﺪ ﻗﻮات اﻟﻨﻈﺎم ،و ﻮ ٌ
ﻣﺮﺗﺪ ﻷﻧﮫ واﻻ ﻢ ّ
وﺣﺮﺿﻬﻢ ﻋ ﻗﺘﺎل اﻟﺪوﻟﺔ!
ﻋﻠﻤﻨﺎ أن ﺳ ﺐ ﺗﺄﺧﺮ اﻹﻋﺪاﻣﺎت ﻮ ﻣﻘﺘﻞ أﺑﻲ ﺣﻔﺺ ،أﻣ ﺮ اﻤﻟ ﻘﻘ ن ،ﻋ ﻳﺪ وﺣﺪات ا ﻤﺎﻳﺔ ﺟ ﻬﺔ ﻛﻮﺑﺎ ﻲ ،وﻋ ﻣﺪار ﻣﺎ
ﺺ ﻣﻦ ﺠﻦ اﻤﻟ ﻜﻤﺔ اﻹﺳﻼﻣﻴﺔ ﻣﺪﻳﻨﺔ اﻟﺒﺎب.
ﻳﻘﺎرب اﻟﺸﻬﺮ ﻟﻢ ﻳﻜﻦ ﻗﺪ ﺗﻢ إﻋﺪام أي
ٍ
ﻟﻴﻠﺔ ا ﺠﻤﻌﺔ ﺣﻠﻤﺖ ﺑﺄﺑﻲ ﻓﺎدي ﻳﺒ ُ
ﺑﻘﻮة ﻓﺎﺳ ﻴﻘﻆ اﳌﺴﺎﺟ ن» :ﻣﺎذا ﺗﻔﻌﻞ ﻳﺎ ﻣﺠﻨﻮن!!!!«،
ﺴﻢ وﺟﻬ  ،اﺳ ﻴﻘﻈﺖ ،ﻃﺮﻗﺖ اﻟﺒﺎب ٍ
أﺟﺒ ﻬﻢ» :أر ُﺪ اﻟﺘ َ
ﺠﻴﻞ ﻗﺘ ».
ﻟﻢ أﻋﺪ أﺻ ﺮ ،أﺑ ﻲ ﻓﻴﻤﺴﻜ اﳌﺴﺎﺟ ن و ﺪﺧﻠﻮﻧ إ ا ﻤﺎﻣﺎت و ﻐﺮﻗﻮﻧ

اﳌﺎء ،أﺷﻬﻖ ،أﺗﻮﺿﺄ ،أﺻ  ،ﻓﺄرﺗﺎح.

ُ
ﻗﻔﺰت أﻣﺎﻣﮫ وﻗﻠﺖ ﻟﮫ» :ﺷﻴ أﻧﺎ ﺣﻜ اﻟﻘﺘﻞ ،اﻳﻤ ﺑﺪﻛﻢ ﺗﺬﺑﺤﻮ ﻲ؟!!« .ﱠ
ﺣﺪ َق
ﻌﺪ ﺻﻼة اﻟﻈﻬﺮ دﺧﻞ أﻣ ﺮ اﻤﻟ ﻘﻘ ن ا ﺠﺪﻳﺪ،
ً
ٌ
ً
َ
َ
ﺑﻲ ﻣﻄﻮﻻ ،رﻓﺴﺔ ﺑﺮﺟﻠﮫ ﻋ ﺑﻄ ﻛﺎﻧﺖ ﻛﺎﻓﻴﺔ ﻷﺻﺒﺢ ﻣﺮﻣﻴﺎ ﻓﻮق اﳌﺴﺎﺟ ن» :ﻳﺎ ﺣﻴﻮان ﺷﻮ ﻛﻤﺎن ﺗﺮ ﺪ ﻧﻘﺘﻠﻚ ع ﻛﻴﻔﻚ ،أﻧﺖ ﻳ
ﻗﺎﺗﻠﺖ اﻹﺧﻮة ﻋﻨﺪ دوار اﻹﺳﻤﻨﺖ ﺑﻤﻨﺒﺞ ،وﻣﺎ ﺳﻠﻤﺖ ﺳﻼﺣﻚ وﻛﻨﺖ ﻧﺎوي ﻐﺘﺎل اﻹﺧﻮة ﻣﺎ؟؟ ﻣﺎ ﺣﺪا ﺴﻴﺎﻧﻚ ،ﻻﺣﻖ ع ﺟﻬﻨﻢ
ُ
ﻻﺣﻖ ،وﷲ ﺳﺘﺤﺮﻗﻚ ﻟﻌﻨﺎت اﻹﺧﻮة اﻟﺬﻳﻦ ﻗﺘﻠﻮا».
ً
ﺸﺮح ﺻﺪري ﺑﻜﻼﻣﮫ ﱡ
وﺑﺖ ّ
ا َ
أودع اﳌﻌﺘﻘﻠ ن ﻣﺮة أﺧﺮى ،وﻧﺮدد ُ ﺘﺎفَ :ﻋﺎ ﺠﻨﺔ راﻳﺤ ن ﺷﻬﺪاء ﺑﺎﳌﻼﻳ ن.
ﺗﺮﻛﺖ ﺑﻴﺠﺎﻣﺎ ﻟ ﺠ ن آﺧﺮ ﻻ أﻋﺮﻓﮫ ،ﻟ ُ
ﺳﻤﻌﺖ اﺳ ُ ،
ُ
ﺴﺖ
وﻗﺘﻞ ﻣﻦ ﺣﻜﻤﮫ اﻟﻘﺘﻞ،
ٍ
ﻋﻔﻮ ﻳﻨﺺ ﻋ ﺠﻴﻞ اﻷﺣ ﺎم ِ
ﺗﻢ إﺻﺪار ٍ
ُ
ﻛﻼﺑﻴﺔ رﺟﻞ ّ
َ
وﻃﻠﺐ ﻣ اﻻﺳﺘ ﺠﺎل ﺑ ﺠﺔ أﻧﮫ ﺳ ﺘﻢ
ﺻﻠﻴﺖ اﳌﻐﺮب .ﺿﺮب اﻟ ﺠﺎن ﻋ ﺑﺎب اﳌ ﺠﻊ
ﻣﺴﻦ ﺗﺮﻛﻬﺎ ﻗﺒﻞ ﻗﺘﻠﮫ،
ٍ
ٍ
ﺠﻦ آﺧﺮ ،وﻟﻜﻦ ﺬﻩ اﻷﻛﺬوﺑﺔ ﺑﺎﺗﺖ ﻗﺪﻳﻤﺔ .ﺻﻠﻴﺖ ﻋ ﻧﻔﺴ ﻣﻊ اﳌﻌﺘﻘﻠ ن ﺻﻼة اﳌﻴﺖ أو اﻟﻐﺎﺋﺐ ،وﻗﺎل ﺷﺮ
ﻧﻘ إ
ٍ
اﳌ ﺠﻊ» :ﻻ ﻳﺠﻮز أن ﺗﺼ ﻋ ﻧﻔﺴﻚ».
ّ
ً
ٌ
ٌ
ﺶ ﻗﺎل اﻟ ﺠﺎن ﻣﺸ ﺮا ﺑﻴﺪﻩ :إ
ﺳﻌﺎدة وﻓﺮح ﻛﻤﺎ اﻟﻄﻔﻞ اﻟﺬي ﻳﺮﻛﺐ اﻟﻘﻼب و ﻄ ﺮ اﻟﻬﻮاء أول أﻳﺎم اﻟﻌﻴﺪ ،ﺑﺪون ﺗﻄﻤ ٍ
ﻣ ﺠﻊ اﻹﻋﺪاﻣﺎت ،ذ ُ
ﺒﺖ أﻣﺎﻣﮫَ ،
ﻓﺘﺢ اﻟﺒﺎبَ ،
ﻃﻠﺐ ﻣ اﻟﺪﺧﻮل واﻻﺳﺘﺤﻤﺎم واﻟﺼﻼة ﻷﺟﻞ اﻟﺘﻮﺑﺔ.
*****
ً
ُ َ
َ
ﺸﻒ أﻣﺮﻩَ ،
ﺗﻮاﺻﻠﻨﺎ ﻣﻊ ﻓﻴﺼﻞ ﻣﻦ ﺧﻼل ﺛﻘﺐ ُ
ﻗﺎل ﻟﻨﺎ:
اﳌﻬﺎﺟﻊ ﺑﺒﻌﻀﻬﺎ ﻌﻀﺎ ،و ﺘﻢ إﻏﻼﻗﮫ ﺑﺎﻤﻟ ﺎرم ﺣﺎل ﻛ
ﻳﺼﻞ
ٍ
ُ
ﺷﺎب ﺷ ٌ
ﻳﻮﺟﺪ ٌ
ﻴﺢ ﻳﺒ ﻲ و ﺒ ﻲ ،ﻳﺮ ُﺪ ا ﻴﺎة و ﺮ ﺪ ﺣﺒﻴ ﺘﮫ ،ا ﻤﺪ ﻪﻠﻟ أﻧ ﻟﻢ ﱠ
أﺣﺐ وﻟﻢ أﺗﺰوج ،وأﻧ ﺻﻐ ٌﺮ اﻟﻌﻤﺮ وﻻ ﻌ
ً
َ
ﺬﻩ اﳌﻔﺎ ﻴﻢ ﺷ ﺌﺎ ﺑﺎﻟ ﺴﺒﺔ  .ﺬا اﻟﺸﺎب ُﻣ ٌﻬﻢ ﺑﺄﻧﮫ ﻛﺎن ﻳﻨﻮي اﻻﻟﺘﺤﺎق ﺑﺼﻔﻮف اﻟ ﺠﺎن اﻟﺸﻌﺒﻴﺔ ،وﻣﻦ أﺑﻠﻎ ﻋﻨﮫ ﻮ ﺧﺎﻟﮫ
ّ
َ
اﳌﻘﺮب ﻣﻦ أﻣ ﺮ اﻟﻘﺮ ﺔ ،وﻛﻞ اﻟﺬي ﻃﻠﺒﺘﮫ ﻣﻨﮫ ﻛﺎن اﻟﺴ َ
ُ
دﻋﻮت ﷲ أن ُﻳ ﻘ ﺑﺄﺑﻲ
ﻮت وﺗﺨﻔﻴﻒ اﻟﺒ ﺎء ﻛﻲ أرﻛﺰ أﻛ ﺮ اﻟﺪﻋﺎء.
ً
ﻓﺎدي ،وﻻ أر ﺪ ﻣﻨﮫ ﺷ ﺌﺎ آﺧﺮ.
ﺻﺒﺎح ﻳﻮم ا ﺠﻤﻌﺔ ،وﺑﻌﺪ ﻋﺸﺎء ﻢ ﺠ ن ﻟﻢ ﻳﺄﻛﻞ ﻣﻨﮫ اﻟﺸﺎب ﺷ ًﺌﺎ أﻣﺎ أﻧﺎ ﻓﻘﺪ ُ
َ
أﻛﻠﺖ ﺣﺼ وﺣﺼﺘﮫ ،وﻗﺒﻴﻞ ﺻﻼة
ّ
ّ
ﱠ
ّ
ﺷﺮف«.
ا ﺠﻤﻌﺔ ،ﻓﺘﺤﻮا ﻟﻨﺎ اﻟﺒﺎب ،ووﺿﻌﻮا اﻟﺴﻼﺳﻞ ﻳﺪي ورﺟ  ،ﻗﺎل اﻟ ﺠﺎنِ » :

When Do You Wish to Slaughter Me?
Issa Ali Khodr – Syria
Al-Joumhouria
14 July 2016
Out of the eight dormitories in the Islamic Court Prison in the city of al-Bab, I was transferred through
six in succession. In each of these cells, my imagination would run wild as I stared at the walls,
recreating the appearances of those who had carved their names onto them.
I was certain that some of them are still alive, and I made friends with some in their midst. I would
speak to them from time to time. One such name was Faisal Kassmo, whom I met in person after
many had confirmed that he was among the dead. I met him in the prisoner exchange dormitory, and
in an attempt to lift his sprits, I would tell him tales of his infamy – to which the walls of the other
dormitories are testament; he would puff his chest and assure me that he is famous all around, calling
himself a fame-seeker, to the extent of throwing himself in front of press cameras during battles
against regime forces.
By virtue of my and his young age in dormitories, the majority of whose inhabitants are older, we
would linger with each other in the intervals between the prayers. He would voice his grievances, fears,
thoughts and ambitions. I leave you with the story of Faisal Kassmo, as told by the man himself.
--“Go and repent to God!”
Upon hearing this phrase, I lost my breath entirely. I gasped, as would someone scaling the edge of a
long and high cliff. I desire to fall and be relived, but my hopeless love of life pushes me further
towards the unknown. My defense statement, which I had rehearsed for the entirety of my awaiting
the trial, completely escaped my mind. I mumbled words as if I were a caveman, or in a cartoon. The
interrogator dragged me back to my dormitory after my fourth session before the new judge. From
his dialect, I could tell he is Tunisian. Throughout my stay, and transfer from one prison to another,
I became able to distinguish various Arabic dialects, as well as some words in foreign languages, such
as eretsik, which is Russian for “heretic.”
“Repent to God,” this phrase penetrated my ears, was lodged in my head and resonated through the
pores of my skin… “Repent to God,” my body goes numb.
It is common knowledge in ISIS prisons that, if you are urged by the judge to repent, know that your
sentence is death, and wait until Wednesday, any Wednesday, to be transferred to another prison and
then killed and crucified in a public square on Friday.
The interrogator brought me back to the dormitory, as the tips of my fingers grip the end of a green
hose. The green hose, held by the interrogator from the front, anchors me behind him like a donkey.
The interrogator beat me before I entered the court session. He told me in a low, terrifying voice,

warning me of retracting the confessions extracted from me: “You are going to swing on the chain
again, and urinate on yourself as you did the last time around.”
I did not turn down his offer, and accepted to be dragged with a green hose like a dog’s leash. I had
accepted death and my eternity in hell. I preferred that God throw me in the bottom of a fire pit to
being insulted by a child. I entered the dormitory, humbled eyes all around me, waiting me to utter a
single word. The Emir of the dormitory asked me about my sentence, whether it was murder or
exchange. I said: “He told me to repent to God.” The prisoners rushed to me, weeping and holding
me in their arms, and asking God to have mercy on my soul.
“According to my calculations, it will be a month and then you’ll be taken to Zaytouna,” replied the
Emir of the dormitory. Due to the number of Wednesdays, and the number of those who were tried
like me, it will be a month, four Wednesdays from now. I retreated in my corner, as the rest stared at
me, exaggerating their grief and moving their hands, occasionally beating them together. Agitated, I
screamed in their faces, as if seeking revenge on the interrogator in their midst: “No one look at me.
Is this the first time you saw a man about to be slaughtered? Over fifty men have died while I’ve been
in this place.”
I went back to making rosaries from date stems. I desired thieving, and so I stole toothpaste from the
old man who was sleeping next to me. I also stole a box of cheese belonging to another prisoner. I
stayed up until dawn trying to tune my MP3 recorder to Turkish radio stations, deliberately listening
to music rather than news. “Hell is your fate,” the investigator had affirmed. So why would I now be
doing good deeds?
Why heaven or hell? Why anything? I had studied until the ninth grade before the revolution, and all
I had learned was that God will allow into heaven anyone utters the words “There is no God but
Allah,” even after a lengthy stay in hell for their sins. That is what I know. It is good enough that God
and the Angels of Hell are more gracious than the interrogator and the judge. I became a troublemaker,
hostile to the Emir of the dormitory and aggressive towards this prisoner and that. Only two weeks
are left until the foreseen Wednesday of my slaughter.
The world detests me; the interrogator, the judge and my brother conspire against me; and worse yet,
my own mother and father refuse to visit me. Everyone despises me, so why continue living? Why
treat people with the best of intentions? My own brother is the one who had informed ISIS that I am
a fighter in the Free Army, and that I did not surrender my weapon when I declared repentance. My
brother has hated me ever since I told my father that I saw him sleeping with the neighbor’s daughter
on the roof of our house. He saw me as a hindrance for his life’s journey. I do not want the repentance
paper that the Inquisition Office issued me to burn in the fire. I will keep it, and show it to God.
They were convinced by my brother, who has newly pledged allegiance to ISIS, that I was not sincere
in my repentance, and that I had fought them while they stormed my city of Manbij. Yes, I held my
ground in self-defense, but when I saw that the matter is bigger than me as a fighter, I left my weapon
and surrendered; I was powerless to do anything and did not bear the notion of killing any Muslim. I
did not fire a single shot on anyone in the Islamic State, so they granted me safety, but they questioned

my intentions and the honesty of my repentance. How did they know what’s in my heart? I do not
know. They may have a special device for such purpose.
My mother, whom I loathe, said to me on my last visit: “Son, we have grown accustomed to your
absence, why are you still not used to being without us?” The interrogator said to me: “Say hello to
Naseem.” Naseem was a prisoner who had been executed some time prior. The judge asked me to
repent to God, who in turn will throw me in hell! A wretched world, this is, from mother to the judge,
from the interrogator to my brother, even my rebel faction, who have refused to include my name in
the prisoner exchange list, because priority was reserved for the relatives of the brigade commander.
I am in dire need of entering the fires of hell, and as all pious worshippers, I have great faith in God,
because I do not believe that the God I know is the same God recognized by the interrogator.
He who loves God would be eager to meet Him. I knew that if I were to be sentenced to Hell, then I
will reside there for a time determined by God, and then He would allow me into heaven. “God is
more merciful than they.”
Only one Wednesday remains until my own Wednesday arrives. The dormitory door is only opened
for two purposes, the first to enter the food, the second following the Maghrib prayer of every
Wednesday to drag several of us to the slaughtering grounds.
On the Wednesday before my demise, I bid Abu Fadl farewell. He was a prisoner and hero of mine,
and resembled my father who had forgotten me and wished not to see me. Abu Fadl was indeed like
a father to me; I had appointed him as a father inside the prison. After we prayed Maghrib and said
our goodbyes, and after they asked him to prepare himself, he said to me: “I await seeing you a week
from now, do not be too late.”
I grew increasingly anxious for next Wednesday to arrive, so that I could see Abu Fadl, who used to
smile to me whenever our eyes met. After nine months of detention, I want nothing from people, but
a smile as sincere as Abu Fadl’s. He once advised me: “Do not be honest, my son, except with
yourself.”
I always wanted our conversations to last, so I said to him: “Why?” I did not want to know the answer
as much as I wanted to hear his fatherly voice. He spoke and spoke without me understanding anything
he was saying. He was an Arabic language teacher, and a Free Army fighter, from the town of Akhtarin.
He was arrested during the town’s invasion by the Islamic State. Hearing his voice was all I wanted
from this world anymore, and if it were not frowned upon, I would have asked him to hold me against
his chest – if only once.
I want my real father who hates me. I want my mother. I want our car. I want myself…
It is Tuesday. Departure is tomorrow, and on Friday I am reunited with Abu Fadl, my father through
adversity: “O God, join me with Abu Fadl, be him in Hell or in Paradise.” Fatherhood, I had
concluded, is not within the man who only had pleasured himself – having me later delivered from a
woman’s womb.

We prayed the Maghrib, and the sheikh has not come – no one has. Four Wednesdays passed since
my destined day, and I did not hear my name! They took two members of the Al-Tawhid Brigade and
murdered them. The prisoners began mulling the idea of a change in the policy of the State. We played
to our own ears rumors of the abolition of the death penalty and that the names of all the prisoners
would be included in the prisoner exchange lists. I did not take a liking to this notion, or even a rumor
of it, as death seemed sweeter at the time than a life in which my mother “has grown accustomed to
my absence!”
Along whom will I fight if I go out in a prisoner swap? The questions I had about post-prison
conditions were many, and I could not find an answer to any of them. I fell deeper in love with death.
I told the prisoners: “Hearsay… Do not believe any of it. Perhaps they are searching for an olive tree
that is a hundred years old – more valuable and suited for our ceremonial execution.”
I miss Abu Fadl, what is he doing now? Is he in Heaven or in Hell? We met here and we will meet
there, in either heaven or hell, awaiting the newcomers through a window to the city of al-Bab. From
the window we would observe the State cars on Fridays, and try to guess who is coming to join us
next.
My attachment to Abu Fadl rendered me all but insane, hallucinating that I prefer death to life. I f
Abu Fadl was my actual father, would he have treated me as he treated me inside the prison, and
would he smile at me and visit me here? It matters little now. At least he was with me inside the prison,
and treated me with courtesy.
Today is Wednesday, and another inmate is reunited with Abu Fadl; in this instance the father of a
combatant from the 16th Brigade (Khaled Hayani’s group). He was accused of communicating with
his sons, who were fighting on the Achrafieh frontlines in Aleppo against regime forces. He was
deemed an apostate because he was in solidarity with his sons and incited them to fight against the
state!
We learned that the reason for the delay in executions was the killing of Abu Hafs, the chief
interrogator, at the hands of the Protection Units near the Kobani front. For almost a month, not a
soul was executed by the Islamic Court prison in al-Bab.
On Friday night, I dreamed of Abu Fadl smiling at me. I woke up, knocked on the door hard. My
cellmates woke up: “What are you doing, have you gone mad?” I replied: “I want to expedite my
murder.”
I no longer have patience. I cry. The prisoners grab me and enter me into the bathroom, then drench
me in water. I exhale. I commence wudu’, pray, and become at ease.
After the midday prayer, the new chief interrogator entered. I jumped in front of him and exclaimed:
“My sentence is death, when are you intending on slaughtering me?” He looked at me at length, and
landed a kick to my abdomen, which was enough to throw me over the prisoners: “You animal, you
want us to kill you the way you desire? You, who fought our brethren at the cement roundabout in

Manbij, and refused to surrender your weapons. You were planning on assassinating our brothers,
weren’t you? You haven’t been forgotten. You will end up in Hell, and by God, the curses of our
fallen brothers will scald you.”
I felt relief at his words, and began bidding the inmates farewell, again, then echoed the cheers: “We’re
going to heaven, martyrs in the millions.”
A pardon was issued. It involved the hastening of sentences, and the swift killing of those sentenced
to death. I heard my name, and left my pajamas to another prisoner I do not know. I wore the
garment/cloak that an old man had left me before his execution, and I prayed the Maghrib. The jailer
banged the door of the dormitory, and asked me to hurry on the pretext that I would be transferred
to another prison, but this lie was old and worn out. I prayed for myself with the detainees – the
absentee funeral prayer for the dead or absent. The religious authority within the dormitory noted:
“You may not pray for yourself.”
Happiness and joy overwhelmed me, like a child riding a Ferris wheel in a festival, feeling as if he is
flying through the air. Without covering my head, the jailer told me while gesturing with his hand: “To
the execution chamber.” I walked in front of him. He opened the door for me, and asked me to enter
and shower, and to pray for repentance.
--We had contacted Faisal through a hole connecting the dormitories with each other, and closed shut
with tissues in the event of its discovery. He said to us:
There’s a young man, a regime loyalist, who cries incessantly; he wants life and wants to see his
sweetheart. Thank God that I never loved or got married, and that I am of young age and these notions
mean nothing to me. This young man was accused of intending to join the ranks of the Popular
Committees. He was informed on by his uncle, who is on good terms with the village Emir. All I
asked of him was to remain silent and to refrain from crying, so that I would concentrate on my prayer.
I called on God to join me with Abu Fadl, and that I do not want anything else from him.
On Friday morning, after a meat-pie dinner, of which the young man did not have a single bite,
while I feasted on both my share and his, and before the Friday prayers, they opened the gate for us
and put shackles on my hands and feet. The jailer said: “After you…”

