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Introduction 
Anfal -the spoils- is the name of the eighth sura of Quran. It also 

refers to a series of military campaign carried out by the Iraqi Ba'athist 
regime against the Kurds, during eight stages from February 23rd to 
September 6th, 1988. During this campaign more than 4200 villages were 
leveled, and more than 182000 unprotected Kurdish people were 
murdered by the Iraqi Army and Iraqi Security Forces. The number of 
Anfal victims according to Middle East Watch is figured as many as 
100000 people, according to the Kurds more than 182000, and 
according to Nizar Abdulkarim Khizraji –an Iraqi military commander- 
more than 250000 (Black 3; Qurbany 1: 37). 

The Ba'athist regime of Iraq, in order to justify and legitimize the 
Kurdish genocide, chose the name of Anfal from Quran. According to 
Black: 

Like Nazi Germany, the Iraqi regime concealed its actions in 
euphemisms. Where Nazi officials spoke of "executive measures", 
special actions" and "resettlement in the east", Ba'athist bureaucrats 
spoke of "collective measures", "return to the national ranks" and 
"resettlement in the south". But beneath the euphemisms, Iraq's crimes 
against the Kurds amount to genocide, "the intent to destroy", in whole 
or in part, a national, ethnical, racial or religious group, as such. (19) 

Without having an awareness of the half-century Kurdish armed 
struggle against the Iraqi government, it will be barely possible to make 
an understanding of what Anfal is. Anfal and the Kurdish Genocide 
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have a long-standing history and they are not just limited to the military 
operations of the ruling Ba'ath party in Iraq in 1988. Indeed, Anfal was 
the culmination of the crimes that had been planned and carried out 
against the Kurds via various political regimes in Iraq. 

Since the early days of Iraq's independence, the Kurdish inhabitants 
of this country have been fighting for freedom and autonomy. In 1970, 
the Ba'ath Party who was anxious about securing and maintaining its 
power in Iraq and also in order not to be confronted by the Kurds and 
Peshmerga forces, offered the Kurds an autonomous region in the north 
of Iraq including three provinces of Erbil, Duhok and Sulaymaniyah. 
This offer was rejected by the Kurdish political parties because it was 
deliberately planned in such a way to exclude the oil-producing areas 
out of Kurdistan, and it included only half of the territory that the Kurds 
considered as their own land (Black 20). 

Following Baghdad’s imposed unilateral autonomy decree, the 
Ba'ath Party started the project of "Arabization1" of the oil-producing 
areas of Kirkuk, Khanaqin and other northern parts of Iraq. The 
Arabization of the Kurdish areas of Iraq -as is the case with the long-
term attempts to repress and destroy the Kurds- is a process that has 
been carried out by various ruling governments in Iraq since the 
establishment of this country, but this process was intensified during 
the two governments of the Ba'ath Party. During the first ruling 
government of the Ba'ath Party which ruled Iraq for a short time, they 
burned and destroyed many villages of Kurdistan completely in 1963. 
This year is known as the "Ba'athist year" among the Kurds. 

 
1 . The forced displacement of the Kurds to Arab areas and transferring Arabs to 
Kurdish areas provided with accommodation and land to relocate. 
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This policy was followed specifically during the second ruling 
government of the Ba'ath Party. The Ba'ath Party in general and Ali 
Hassan al-Majid in particular were responsible for implementing this 
policy which eventuated in Anfal genocide. A few months before the 
end of Iran-Iraq war, the ruling Ba'athist regime in Iraq, with an 
awareness of the silence of the international community and the world 
powers (because of their support for Iraq in the war against Iran), seized 
the opportunity to do one of the worst crimes throughout the history 
of humanity. 

According to Middle East Watch’s report: 
The Kurdish genocide of 1987-1989, with the Anfal campaign as its 

centerpiece, fits Hilberg's paradigm to perfection. As Raul Hilberg 
observes in his monumental history of the Holocaust: A destruction 
process has an inherent pattern. There is only one way in which a 
scattered group can effectively be destroyed. There steps are organic in 
this operation: 

Definition 
| 
 
| 

Concentration (or seizure) 
| 
 
| 

Annihilation 
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This is the invariant structure of the basic process, for seizure of the 
victims, and no victims can be segregated before the perpetrator knows 
who belongs to the group. (Black 21-22) 

The Anfal campaign, as you will read throughout the following lines, 
fits this paradigm perfectly. 

As soon as Ali Hassan al-Majid -the chief of the Anfal campaign- 
was assumed as the secretory of the Ba'ath Party in the north of Iraq, he 
started to define the targeted group and expanded the government’s 
repressive activities against the Kurds in the rural areas of Kurdistan. 
“He decreed that "saboteurs" would lose their property rights, 
suspended the legal rights of all the residents of the prohibited villages” 
(Black 22). He also ordered to execute the first-degree relatives of the 
saboteurs and of the wounded civilians who had been declared as the 
enemies of the regime by the intelligence services. 

A number of different methods of arrest can be mentioned during 
the different stages of the Anfal genocide. Some people were arrested by 
surrendering themselves to the government upon hearing the general 
amnesty announcement. 

Some others were arrested by the attacking army forces and then 
they were transferred to checkpoints and eventually to pre-determined 
detention centers and complexes. The vast majority of the villagers were 
arrested in this way. There were also some draft dodgers, who did not 
want to take part in the Iran-Iraq war and had hidden themselves in the 
villages, and a number of Peshmerga forces, who had no shelters after 
resisting and failing in other Anfal stages, among this group. All these 
people along with women and children were gathered in some pre-
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determined places and then they were transferred to military bases and 
prisons. 

Being afraid of the army and military units, some people had 
evacuated their villages. But they were arrested on their way to the cities. 
The regime wanted to prevent the escape of all the people including the 
women and children in the targeted areas. In other words, no one 
should have fled from those areas. Then they planned to arrest those 
who had managed to escape from these areas and could get themselves 
to the camps, towns and cities. When Anfal as a military campaign 
ended in the targeted areas, the regime announced a census. They said 
the census staff would come to the houses and it is necessary for the 
people to register themselves. If someone was unregistered and then 
arrested, they would be considered Iranian. After the announcement 
and broadcast of this news, a number of other families were arrested 
and transferred to Topzawa and Dibs military bases. They were joined 
the other Anfal (the people who were arrested in Anfal; Anfalakan in 
Kurdish). 

The eight stages of the Anfal campaign are as follows: 
1) The Ba'ath regime, on the morning of February 23, 1988, 

attacked the Patriotic Union of Kurdistan (PUK) headquarters and the 
surrounding villages of the region. The Peshmerga resisted for more 
than one month, so the Iraqi army resorted to chemical weapons. They 
gassed Sergalou, Bengalou and several other areas. On March 19, the 
end of the first stage of Anfal was announced. 

2) On March 22, the second stage of Anfal began by the attack of 
the army forces, warplanes and artillery on Qaragh region. They gassed 
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Sewsinan, Jafran, Misoyi and Kewi Zarda regions. This stage was ended 
on April 1. 

3) The third stage of Anfal began with the Army's attack to 
Germian on April 7. The largest number of women and children were 
arrested at this stage. This stage of Anfal covered several regions 
including Kirkuk, Leilan, Qara Hasan, Chamchamal, Sengaw, Qara 
Dagh, Darbandikhan, Kilar, Kifri, Tuzkhormato, Nawjol, Qader Karam 
as well as the villages in those regions. Although there was some heroic 
resistance by the Peshmerga in some areas of Germian and some other 
villages, the regime's high military force and the use of chemical 
weapons in "Tazashar"in Qader Karam region forced the people to 
surrender themselves. The commander-in-chief of the Iraqi Armed 
Forces announced the end of this stage on April 20. 

4) On May 3, the fourth stage began by attacking Zebichuk valley 
that includes Qalasiwka, Sheikh Bazini, Shwan area and Koya plain. At 
the early hours of starting this stage, eight Pilatus warplanes gassed 
Goktapa and Askar villages, martyring more than 200 people. After a 
few days of weak resistance by the Peshmerga, the end of this stage was 
announced on May 8. 

5) The fifth, sixth and seventh stages began simultaneously on 
May 15. They targeted the areas under the control of PUK widely, 
ranging from Dukan region to the Rawanduz border and to Iran 
borders. These three stages are the longest stages of Anfal. The 
government attacked these areas within a three-month period. The 
Balisan, Hiran, Sama Quli, Wira, Akoyan, Faqihan, Malekan valleys and 
other impassable mountainous areas were targeted to chemical attack. 
These stages ended on August 26 after more than three months and 
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after the Peshmerga heroic resistance. The Iran-Iraq war ended before 
the end of these three stages. On August 7, 1988, Ali Hassan al-Majid 
asserted that the Iraqi army should rush to finish the Anfal campaign. 
The Peshmerga forces were resisting in the mountainous areas under 
the control of the PUK at the borders between Iran and Iraq. For this 
reason, besides the First Division of the Kirkuk Base, the Fifth Division 
was also assigned to the Erbil base to take part in the Anfal campaign. 
Some of the third, sixth and seventh Divisions, which were on Faw and 
Basra fronts, were also transferred to Kurdistan and then they were 
assigned new responsibilities to end Anfal as soon as possible. 

6) The final stage of Anfal began, on August 25, before the end of 
the three previous stages. In this stage, Badinan was gassed. The number 
of the forces taking part in the final stage of Anfal is estimated to be 
200000 persons, including 14 to 16 military Divisions, and each 
Division had more than 12000 troops. In addition to the air force, 
chemical military units and National Defends Forces also took part in 
this campaign to make it to an end as soon as possible. Finally, on 
September 6, 1988, the eighth stage of Anfal was ended. At this stage 
the most chemical attacks were carried out and twenty-seven villages 
were subjected to chemical attacks on August 8, 1988 (Muradi 1: 23-25; 
Qurbany 1: 28-30). 

During the eight stages of Anfal, a large portion of Kurdistan areas 
was completely surrounded by the army and the residents of thousands 
of villages were transferred to Topzawa military base in Kirkuk. In 
Topzawa, they were registered, separated and finally transferred to 
prisons, mass graves or were sent towards an unknown fate. Even after 
30 years of the Anfal genocide and the fall of Saddam and the Ba'ath 



10 

regime, there is still no information about some of the victims. Seven of 
the eight stages of Anfal were directed at regions dominated by PUK 
and one stage in regions dominated by Kurdistan Democratic Party 
(KDP). 

The methods of killing the victims of Anfal genocide by the Ba'ath 
regime reminds us of the methods which the Nazis used to kill Jews in 
Holocaust. Middle East Watch confirms this fact in "Genocide in Iraq: 
The Anfal campaign against the Kurds: 

While the camp system is evocative of one dimension of the Nazi 
genocide, the range of execution methods described by Kurdish 
survivors is uncannily reminiscent of another- the activities of the 
Einsatzkommandos, or mobile killing units, in the Nazi-occupied lands 
of Eastern Europe. Each of the standard operating techniques used by 
the Einsatzkommandos is documented in the Kurdish case. Some 
groups of prisoners were lined up, shot from the front and dragged into 
pre-dug mass graves; others were shoved roughly into trenches and 
machine-gunned where they stood; others were made to lie down in 
pairs, sardine-style, next to mounds of fresh corpses, before being killed; 
others were tied together, made to stand on the lip of the pit, and shot 
in the back so that they would fall forward into it –a method that was 
presumably more efficient from the point of view of the killers. 
Bulldozers then pushed earth or sand loosely over the heaps of corpses. 
Some of the gravesites contained dozens of separate pits, and obviously 
contained the bodies of thousands of victims. Circumstantial evidence 
suggest that the executioners were uniformed members of the Ba'ath 
party, or perhaps of Iraq's General security Directorate (Amn). (Black 
30) 
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The arrested Kurds at Topzawa military base are divided into four 
main groups. Women and children, the elderly, young girls and young 
boys and men. The first group, the women and children, had different 
destinations after separation; some of them were transferred to mass 
graves directly from Topzawa. Taymour Abdullah Ahmad is the only 
survivor of the women and children's mass graves. He, his mother and 
sisters and a number of his relatives were transferred directly from 
Topzawa to mass graves. They were shot in the graves, but he 
miraculously survived (Muradi 42-60; Qurbany 83-113). Another group 
of the women and children were transferred to Nugra Salman, Tikrit 
and Dibs prisons. Some of the women and children were taken out while 
they were in prison and there is still no news of their fate. Finally, a 
small group of women and children were released from the prisons of 
Nugra Salman, Tikrit and Dibs. The present book relates the memories 
of one of the captive women in the Dibs military base. 

The vast majority of the elderly people -the second group of 
detainees- were transferred to Nugra Salman prison in southern Iraq 
after they were separated in Topzawa. According to the survivors of 
Nugra Salman, the detainees were being tortured in different ways 
including imposition of hunger and thirst and physical and 
psychological torture. The bodies of the victims who died there were 
being eaten by dogs outside the Nugra Salman castle. Some of them 
were released after months of tolerating torture and suffering. Based on 
evidence, some elderly people were also shot and buried in mass graves. 
According to Abdul Hassan Muhan Murad, an Arab loader driver 
responsible for covering the bodies after shelling, there were also elderly 
people among the bodies (Muradi 4: 138; Qurbany 4: 116). 



12 

The third group of the detainees were the young girls. According to 
the survivors of the other groups, the young girls were separated in 
Topzawa military base and there is still no news of what happened to 
them. There is some news about subjecting them to sexual abuse and 
their transfer to other Arab countries. 

The last group, the young men and boys, after being separated in 
Topzawa, were immediately transferred to mass graves and death pits. 
There, they were shot and buried. Based on evidence and according to 
the survivors of this group, they tried to finish this mass execution as 
soon as possible. According to the survivors of this group, the victims 
were transferred to mass graves soon after they were separated in 
Topzawa. Among all of the young men and boys, eight people survived 
miraculously and incredibly. Their witnesses’ accounts as well as a 
loader drivers who was responsible for covering the corpses, talk about 
different types of execution in detail. According to them, some of 
victims were tied together, made to stand near the pits, and then being 
shot. Some were shot in the feet and pushed into the mass graves in 
order to die in torment. Some others were gathered in lines and shot 
from the front. Then bulldozers pushed sand over the corpses. 

One of the effects of war events and crimes like Anfal, which has 
received less attention, is the permanent suffering of the survivors. 
Richard Gabriel writes in "No more heroes: madness and psychiatry in 
war”: 

Nations customarily measure the "cast of war" in dollars, lost 
production, or the number of soldiers killed or wounded. Rarely do 
military establishments attempt to measure the costs of war in terms of 



13 

individual human suffering- psychiatric breakdown remains one of the 
costliest items of war when expressed in human terms. (81) 

Perhaps one of the differences Anfal bears with other Genocides 
throughout the history would be the permanent and different pain and 
suffering of the survivors. It seems that the arrest and imprisonment of 
thousands of people and then the concealment of what happened to 
them is a pre-planned plan to keep the survivors waiting forever and 
torment them a lifetime. This has caused many mental problems and 
illnesses among the Anfal survivors. In the present book you will read 
the biography and memories of one of the survivors of Anfal, which is 
a kind of full-length mirror of the pain and suffering the other survivors 
have also experienced. They all have been waiting for years for the 
return of their loved ones. Some of them still hope for the return of 
their loved ones, even after two decades after the fall of Saddam and the 
Ba'ath regime. 

The vast majority of the Anfal survivors, especially those released 
from Dibs, Nugra Salman and Arar prisons, have similar statements in 
this regard: it is like "I wish we would die in prison, after our loved one’s 
life has no meaning for us anymore. We live as if we are dead, etc." Most 
of the books and works on Anfal include memories of the survivors. 
Unfortunately, there are a few research and studies to peruse post-Anfal 
era, its impacts and various aspects of these impacts on the Kurdish 
society. 

After three decades of the Anfal genocide, it still continues to 
sacrifice people. Research in this area has reported cases such as 
hereditary diseases, destruction of agriculture infrastructures, mines 
that are not still defused and slaughter some people every year; in 
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addition, psychological and social effects of Anfal must also be 
considered. 

A full description and documentation of the overt and covert angles 
of one of the worst and greatest crimes against humanity, Anfal, could 
not be included in this article. And here, we suffice to briefly identify 
the reader with this brief introduction. The present book, like other 
works published from the memories of the survivors and victims of 
Anfal, is a first-rate source of research about Anfal and we hope that in 
the future, more attention is paid to the hidden effects of it. 

 
Aso Piri & Morteza Muradi (Arma) 

Kermanshah 
18/1/2021 
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Author's preface 
I do not exactly know whether it was the last days of 1999 or the 

early days of 2000, but I remember that during that time, on a rainy 
day, I had prepared the first volume of the book, Shayathalakani Anfal, 
to publish and I wanted to add the names and images of a number of 
the Anfal children born in the Dibs prison to it as an appendix. It could 
be also a reference to the surviving generations of Anfal. 

In order to get information about the aforementioned children, I 
went to the woman whose life story lies in the present book. Being one 
of the victims of Anfal, she was the midwife of the newborn children in 
the prison, and she herself gave birth to a child during her last days of 
incarceration. 

I visited her at her home in the neighborhood of the Piryadi in the 
Shoresh complex. My chief purpose was to obtain information about 
the number of the women who had given birth in the Dibs prison, and 
to access information about the fate of those children. But during that 
visit, I felt I needed to talk more to this gracious woman. Her 
information, the way she recounted it and the memories she had in her 
mind, made me visit her more and think about her fate as a different 
project. 

I promised her not to publish her case in the aforementioned books 
(Shayathalakani Anfal) and publish it as a different work. 

When I was working on Shayathalakani Anfal with a few friends, I 
was given some more important tasks. We worked as a team to search 
for the victims of Anfal and then to discover the mass graves, and this 
took me a long time. 
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We went to Kirkuk, and I was assigned the task of establishing a 
media organization in Kurdish language and managing it. It was, in fact, 
a media job as well as a party mission. 

Since then, I decided to work on a book project on the mass graves 
survivors. It needed many years of my life. For this reason, the current 
book was delayed. However, in my dreams and plans for the future I 
always reminded myself that I had to find an opportunity to do this 
work alongside my personal and family life and daily activities. After 
nearly twenty years, on October 1, 2019, I visited her again and finished 
the unfinished work. 

Knowing that it needed a lot of time, I had to find an opportunity to 
write so I had to plan in a way to devote at least one hour a day to it. I 
have a family now and I have three children. They are not old enough 
yet to understand that their father has a more important task than the 
duties of paternity. In addition to spending time with my children, I 
had to prepare myself both mentally and temporally to write this book. 

Since I had done a lot on Anfal before, I knew what a difficult task I 
was going to face. Thinking about those who were transferred to 
Topzawa, Dibs and Nugra Salman, and those who had survived by 
chance and in an incredible way from the mass graves and rewriting 
their memories, I knew how I would be going to feel, both mentally and 
psychologically; and I also knew that the project ahead is more difficult 
and annoying than the previous ones. I decided to postpone the project 
for a few months until the winter comes. I devoted the winter of 2020 
to that. 

In the last days of 2019 and the early days of 2020, I was forced to 
leave Kurdistan. I came to Germany and brought with me both 
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interviews I had done with that woman. I wanted to have a chance here 
to work on them. 

As I came to Germany, the Corona virus had spread. It was like a 
nightmare surrounding the world everywhere and whatever I had 
planned went down the drain. My two little children (Karina and 
Karizma), both younger than a year and half, were suffering from 
pulmonary disease and chest pain. As Corona virus is directly associated 
with human lungs, they were hospitalized for 56 days in the 
(UNIKLINIK KOLN KLINIK and poliklinik fur kinder-und 
jugendmedizin) Children's Hospital in Cologne and were under 
medical care. I devoted a lot of time caring for my children. At the same 
time, my older daughter, Sariza, who was five years and eight months 
old became sick for a long time and I devoted a lot of my time to her 
until she recovered, too. 

My children were not fully recovered yet, and we were still not sure 
of the recovery of our two young children that Karina broke her leg. 
Her leg was fully in a plaster cast for over a month. Two days before 
removing her leg's plaster cast, my older brother Sharif Karim Qurbany, 
who was suffering from cancer for a year, passed away. My brother's 
death was very painful to me, especially because I was away from my 
family for several months and he died when he was suspected of being 
infected to Corona, so neither the funeral nor a death ceremony was 
held for him. All of these affected me more negatively, both mentally 
and emotionally. 

My late brother was always with my mother as I had left her alone. 
My mother's physical condition was not good at all, all those problems, 
the death of my brother and our separation, etc. had made her more 
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helpless and forlorn. Despite the difficulties, providing an opportunity 
to write and overcoming the crisis was something that needed will, 
strength and time. For this reason, I needed a lot of time to recover 
myself and start writing this work. I also knew that it would cause me 
more fatigue and suffering mentally than I expected. 

In addition to those problems, I did not have a good place to write, 
because both camps that we were residing in (Koln and Kerpen) were 
not in good condition during that time. Even if I had no other problems, 
I could not start writing in those camps due to the bad circumstances. 
But by the middle of the fifth month, we went to another refugee camp 
in Bonn which was like a hotel (Rgeinland- jugendherberge bonn- 
Venusberg), where they provided us with a separate suite. Even though 
I knew my family would not let me work on the book regularly, I 
decided not to miss this opportunity because I was not sure that the 
days ahead would be better or worse than they had been in the past. For 
this reason, working on it by putting a little hardship on myself and my 
family, I finished it there (in 709 suite). 

Although I had planned to finish it for fifty days, working an hour a 
day, I was faced with other questions while writing the book. These new 
questions required me to call that woman (whose life story lies in the 
book) and wait for her to answer. Given the time and circumstances of 
that woman in terms of technology and telecommunication, sometimes 
I had to wait a day or more to get an answer. 

At the time of rewriting the part where children were separated from 
their mothers in Topzawa as well as the mass death of them at Dibs 
military base, I was severely affected psychologically, and I could not 
sleep for a few nights. I was suffering from headaches and pulmonary 
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problems followed by feeling a pain all over my body. The camp, where 
we were staying in at that time, had a small clinic, but to be honest, I 
was afraid to visit a doctor because I was probably suspicious of Corona 
virus and in the case of such an event, I would have been quarantined 
somewhere for fourteen days. If I ended up here my wife alone would 
not be able to take care of the children, two of whom still needed special 
care. So, I took what I needed from the pharmacy, and separated myself 
from my family, so that if my physical condition worsened I would go 
to the hospital. I took medicine for fourteen days, but I still suffered 
from headaches, pulmonary and kidney aches. Two days after fourteen 
days of quarantine I took a Corona test, which resulted in a negative 
result. But according to the doctors, mental problems had caused my 
physical condition to deteriorate. 

Now that I am writing the introduction of this book, I have not been 
completely recovered but I hope that by the time the book is published, 
my physical problems would have been over, and I could prepare myself 
for other projects and programs. Hopefully, I have decided to do a few 
more works about genocide. 

I have not written the book as an interview (questions and answers), 
I would rather write it in a narration. This made the work hard and took 
me a longer time, but eventually I succeed, and the present work became 
ready to be published. 

I had previously decided to publish the book entitled "Dibs, the Hell 
of the Anfal Mothers". Last year after the meeting, I announced the same 
title on my Facebook profile, but the comment of a dear friend called 
Nasraldin, a Dibs native and Swedish resident, made me change my 
mind and change the name of the book. He had mentioned in his 
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comment that the people of Dibs helped the Anfal victims a lot. He said 
regretfully that he did not want his hometown to be called the "Hell of 
Anfal". In fact, I myself was aware of the helps of the people of Dibs to 
the Anfals, especially for shrouding and burying the children who died 
in the prison. 

Two days after the fall of Saddam, I personally went to the house of 
"Ahmad Mokhtar1" who was a well-known man among the female 
survivors of Anfal. Although when I got there, he had passed away for 
a few years; his wife who had helped him shrouding and burying the 
children helped us a lot. She gave us useful information to discover and 
find the burial sites and the number of the dead children. So, 
considering the situation of the Dibs people as well as respect for Mr. 
Nasrladin’s opinion, I decided to change that title and chose "Nergiz, in 
the Hell of Anfal". 

I do not say anything about the content of the book and leave it to 
the reader. The only thing worth to mention here is that this book is 
not merely a woman's memories, but it is the case of dozens of Anfal 
women from different parts of my homeland, Kurdistan. It also includes 
the pain and suffering of the days of Anfal, the torture of imprisonment 
and the sadness and oppression of the post-Anfal days. I have tried to 
write and narrate it in such a way that the reader imagines himself as a 
victim of Anfal for a few hours. 

I want you to start reading the book when you have enough time, 
because I am sure when you start reading it you will not leave it to the 
ground until the last page. Finishing the book, several questions will 

 
1 . Mukhtar was told to a person who was in charge of taking census and 
handling certain affairs in a neighborhood or town. 
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remain unanswered, and you will suffer severely. So, I apologize to you 
right now because I know that reading this book is painful; it may 
torment you psychologically and may cause you to suffer for a while. 
But it is a part of the history of my nation, it is necessary to be known 
by us and the whole world and the future generations. 

I hope that the present work, the previous ones and, hopefully, the 
upcoming ones in this field will serve the history of my nation and God 
accept it as a small worship for my nation and homeland. 

 
Arif Karim Qurbany 

5/8/2020 
Venusberg- Ben- Germany 
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Nergiz 
An Angel in the Hell of 1988 
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Nergiz smiles in Suran. 
My name is Nergiz in my ID, but no one knows me by that name. 

Everyone calls me Harme. We have been living in this house, in this 
neighborhood, for twenty-five years. If you ask my neighbors and 
relatives where Nergiz's house is, they will answer in this way: ‘no one 
lives in this neighborhood with this name’, or they say, ‘we don't know 
a person called Nergiz’.  

Even if you go to my hometown village, where I grew up and got 
married in, and I lived there until Anfal when the village was destroyed, 
and ask for someone called Nergiz, people will tell you that there is not 
such a name in this village. But as soon as you say ‘Harme’, everyone 
knows I am. At the time I was born, people did not used to get birth-
IDs for their children. Believe me, there were some people in the village 
who even after puberty had no IDs. Their names were not registered, as 
if they had not been born ever. That is why I am not known by the name 
of ‘Nergiz’. At that time, the marriages were traditionally done, people 
used to solemnize their marriages by a Mullah (a Muslim teacher of 
religion), and they had nothing to do with the marriage registration. For 
this reason, sometimes the government did not issue birth certificates 
to newborn babies as according to the government statistics the parents 
of those children were not married at all. 

Two years after my birth, the secretaries of the registry office came 
to our village, Suran. After registering all the people, when it was the 
turn for my family, they asked about me, the youngest member of my 
family; ‘what is the name of this beautiful flower?’ My mother answered 
that she is Nergiz, so they registered me with that name. My family 
never called me by that name. One of my uncles called me Harme after 
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my birth and did the same until he died, so did all my family, my 
relatives and the people of the village. When I grew up, I got married 
and worked as a midwife until we caught up in that situation; everyone 
called me “midwife Harme”. 

I think the census was conducted two years after I was born. It is 
usual for a grown-up person to ask about age, parents and childhood. 
When I asked about these, they told me that at the time of the census 
of 1957 I was two years old. So, they knew my exact date of birth. Our 
family was big, and my parents had lost a few children at the birth time; 
we who survived were five brothers and five sisters. My brother Saleh 
was the eldest child of our family. After him, my sister Salma, then my 
brothers Muhammad Amin, Ghazi, Ali and then my sister Shusha, were 
born. I am the next born after Shusha. The others were born after me. 
Zeinab, Asali and Nouri, I think I have mentioned all of them, haven't 
I? 

 All brothers and sisters were alive until Anfal and by that time all of 
us had got married. Only my sister, Asali was single and used to live 
with my parents. If you go to Suran in Jabari area and ask for my father's 
house, all the people know him and his family. My mother's family was 
from Ali Mustafa village and if you ask for Sabri Ali, everyone knows 
her. My mother was a very good woman, and everybody used to like 
her. 

At that time, our village was nearly of fifteen families, we were all 
acquainted with each other, we were friends, most of us had family 
relationships and we were of the same tribe. Although there was no 
electricity, radios or televisions, the purity of rural life, playing with girls 
and listening to grandma stories was much more enjoyable than the 
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unpleasant and false news on media. The presence of an old woman in 
each house and listening to her narrations and old stories was such a 
great fun in which the new modern life could never be preferred to it. 

In the winter nights, gathering around the light of a hurricane lamp 
or lantern and wooden fireplaces was really enjoyable. One used to tell 
a story, the other one asks a riddle; the village boys used to gather and 
play Klawen1 in a house to the midnight; we girls were gathering in 
another house, talking and playing as if we were on a picnic. Listening 
to narrations, we were drinking tea or eating Doyna (a kind of Kurdish 
soup) which was much tastier than the present meals.  

Of course, living in a village is indeed inseparable from working a 
lot and fatigue. Even in our childhood we had to work. Since early 
childhood I have worked as a shepherd taking care of our goats and 
lambs or helped my mother and sisters at home. I also went with the 
men and helped them with the harvest, agriculture and grazing of the 
cattle and used to work as much as them. In summer, we used to sleep 
on the rooftops, however that beautiful and serene sky of the past no 
longer exists. Saddam even took the beauty of the sky by his warplanes 
and bombardments. As we went to sleep, we played with the stars and 
counted them. Each of us took a star and always searched for it; 
sometimes the stars changed their position as it turned to be a new 
month or season and got closer to the moon or moved away from each 
other. We imagined ourselves in the place of those stars and rested and 
refreshed in that way. Now neither the moon, nor the stars and the sky 
are as beautiful as they were in the past, and none is shining anymore.  

 
1 . Klawen is kind of game in Kurdish areas which is still done in some areas. 
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If someone was building a house, repairing the roof, cutting sheep's 
wool, harvesting, baking Sawar (a kind of Kurdish bread), making 
Doyna or doing anything else; the men and the women of the village, as 
if it was their own work, all were participating in it together. People 
were very friendly and helped each other a lot, as a family. Nowadays 
no one thinks of the others, and feelings of compassion, friendship and 
neighborhood no longer exist. The good old customs have been 
forgotten entirely.  

Because our village had suitable water resources, the villagers, in 
addition to livestock and farming, were cultivating vegetables such as 
onions, rice, okra, tomatoes, beans, other vegetables, etc. We were 
working all the year and had no rest at all. Agriculture and livestock 
were not easy as today because tractors and other modern facilities were 
not available, instead everyone helped each other, and we did things 
together and our lives had more fun than that of the city and our current 
life. If Anfal would not happen, living in the village would have 
preferred a thousand times over the way we live today. But alas! If you 
return to the villages now, the grief and the memories of your loved 
ones will kill you. Looking at each river, each stone and every inch of 
the land in the village, you will remember the memories of your siblings 
and relatives. All of them died during that disaster; we were waiting 
many years for them to come back. Seeing anything there, we remember 
those days unconsciously and the memories are revived in front of us. 
The Kurds have a proverb saying ‘when a person dies, you well forget 
him soon’ but believe me this is not true for the victims of Anfal. You 
know, although I am retelling that happening after thirty years, I can't 
control myself as if it has happened just today. These memories are 
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revived once or twice a day in front of our eyes. Going to the village, we 
are going to suffer doubly, just as better not to return to the village. 

When I go to Suran, where I spent my childhood until I was young, 
I feel a strong sorrow; it is out of my control, everything comes back to 
my mind there. My father, my mother, my sisters and brothers, relatives 
and the loved ones, the girls at the same age as me in their early youth 
and the military trucks that took my brothers, husband and other men 
away. I remember the Jahsh1 relatives, the military, the houses made up 
of stone and wood, and all the details of those days again. When I go to 
Mamsha, I remember my conjugal life, the sufferings of raising the 
children and the village destruction. We must die with the chagrin and 
suffering of Anfal.  

 
 
 
 

  

 
1 . Mercenary. The word Jahsh means "donkey foals". Among the Kurds, it is told 
to pro-government Kurdish militia who served the Iraqi government against the 
Kurds. 
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Nergiz blossoms in Mamsha 

  
When I was a child, my brother Muhammad Amin (as I said he was 

younger than Saleh and Salma) got married; according to a custom that 
was common at that time, they also betrothed me to one of his brother-
in-laws. They had a family relationship with us and lived in Mamsha. 
They were known as Ahmad Hassan's family. They were originally from 
the village of Sheikh Muhammad. At first, they were two brothers who 
had lost their parents and grew up in their uncle's house. Later they 
came to Mamsha and got married and then they became a big tribe. My 
brother married Nahid, one of their daughters, and I was also espoused 
to Nahid's brother. 

At the time, this custom could have been done in two ways, if both 
the boys and the girls were of marriageable age, both weddings would 
be held simultaneously. But if one of the two families had not a boy or 
girl of marriageable age, they betrothed them until the suitable time. A 
little underage girl was betrothed for the younger boy of the other family 
and the wedding ceremony was held after she reached the age of 
puberty. My husband's family accepted my brother, Muhammad Amin, 
to marry their daughter and I also got married to their son, Muhammad. 
But Muhammad was not an adult yet, and he was three years younger 
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than me. My brother did not wait until our marriage, and they held 
their wedding. By the time we got married they had two children. 

I was just fifteen when I got married and my husband was twelve or 
thirteen. When they betrothed us together, I was ten and he was about 
seven or eight years old. How time flies! When after the wedding, they 
took me to Mamsha on a small Jeep, it was my first time getting into 
the front part of a car. When I was a kid, I had gone to Kirkuk a couple 
of time with my parents, but we were riding behind the car. I wondered 
what the front part of a car was like. Will it happen to me to ride in 
front at a car one day? Even that car was not from our village, it was 
from Takyeh. If they were going to take a patient to the city for 
treatment or send products for sale, that car would come from Takyeh 
to our village. It was my destiny to get in the front part of the car at my 
wedding for the first time. At that time the wedding was held during a 
few days of dancing and joy. Mamsha was near Kirkuk and Leilan, and 
they had brought some drummers from Tavogh for our wedding who 
played drums and bugles for two days in the yard. 

In Mamsha, we were also cultivating and ranching, but due to the 
very short distance from Kirkuk, we could commute to the city easily. 
My brother-in-law, Aziz, lived in the Sarkariz neighborhood of Kirkuk 
and all of us used to buy and sell what was most needed from the city, 
so we commuted to the city more often. Compared to our village, I used 
to feel better and happier there. There was electricity, cars, etc. in the 
village and the facilities were almost the same as the city. You know that 
it was a difficult duty for me with that young age to do the housework 
and take care of the family. But since I was a little girl, I had helped my 
mother and sisters in doing the housework, so I had no problems doing 
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it now and I was familiar with all the things that a housewife needs to 
know. Believe me I was doing both the housework and the outside work 
together. 

The beginning years of my conjugal life were coincided with the 
agreement between the Peshmerga1 and the government. Peshmerga 
forces were commuting to the cities, so people were in a relative comfort 
and the former threats were not felt anymore. Life was more peaceful 
and enjoyable than before; because we had suffered a great deal from 
artillery, aircraft and war before. I remember that I was seven or eight 
years old that a group called “Haras Qawmi” (the national guards) was 
founded, even today we call that year as "The Ba'thist year". They 
attacked the villages, looted the livestock, burned the houses and shelled 
the village from Qarawais gorge. Our crops and food stores were all 
burned in the fire, our effort and labor of that year were wasted, and 
our homes were burned and razed to the ground. Although at that time 
we had not married yet, my husband's family due to the familial 
relationships came to our house from their own village, Mamsha, 
because their own village had been completely razed to the ground. 
Mamsha was close to Kirkuk, and for this reason, the Arab marauders 
had arrived there sooner and burned the village after looting. It was said 
that five or six of the village men, who had hidden in the mountains 
and the rough terrains, had been captured by the Haras Qawmi forces, 
and when the other villagers went back to the area, they faced their dead 
bodies. They had shot everyone. This story has also been told by the 

 
1 . The Peshmerga (Kurdish:  پێشمەرگه, Pêşmerge) the word means “those who 
face death”. They are the military forces of the autonomous Kurdistan Region. 
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women for the past few years. They said that a Kirkuk citizen with his 
mother, who had fled the city for the fear of Haras Qawmi, had taken 
refuge to them in Mamsha, I think because the man was wanted, or they 
had known him, he had been arrested by the militias when they arrived 
there; they had beaten him badly in front of the women and children of 
the village. Her mother was very upset and pleaded with the Arabs to 
release her son. However ignoring the mother's moaning, they took her 
son and she had cryingly followed them. In a short distance from 
Mamsha, near Leilan, they had killed the boy and put his body before 
his mother. As the people came to them, the poor mother was about to 
kill herself by hitting herself on the head and face. This event had 
terrified the people of Mamsha and the surrounding villages. When that 
family from Mamsha came to Suran and told this story to us and the 
other people, we mourned for them as if they were from our own village. 
We were extremely afraid of the arrival of the Haras Qawmi militias to 
the surrounding villages, so we evacuated the village while they were 
still in the Qarawais gorge. 

At that time killing and slaughtering was not typical as today, if one 
was killed, it would have been circulating among people for years. When 
I married Muhammad, six or seven years had passed since the Haras 
Qawmi’s attack, but the stories were still told among the people as if it 
had happened recently. The news of the killing that occurred in 
Mamsha had spread to all surrounding villages, so when the Haras 
Qawmi militias were going to a region, all the residents evacuated their 
villages. 

Although Peshmerga forces had emerged in the area during that 
time, their numbers were small and could not stop the torrential attacks 
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of the army forces and Haras Qawmi. The planes were also a new 
trouble that shelled some areas, so people had no choice but to hide and 
flee. The government seemed to have told the militias to ‘go to 
Kurdistan and whatever you find is yours’, so the Arabs of Hawijah and 
the southern areas who were armed wearing "Thawb and Agal" 1 , 
attacked the Kurds. In our village, Suran, one day we hid in the caves, 
plains and the rough terrains around, the Arabs Came and looted the 
village, took all of our food supplies, wheat and barley stores and even 
the forage, then burned the houses and left. However, no one was killed 
in our village. We went back to the village, and everyone started to 
rebuild their house and barn. After my marriage, there was always a fear 
of similar events because the Peshmerga forces were in the region and 
the governmental forces were prosecuting them.  

I think there were disagreements between the two Peshmerga forces 
and they had been divided into two groups, Mullahis and Jalalis. These 
two groups were also monitoring each other and there used to happen 
clashes between them. Near our region, Sayyed Taher, a base had been 
established in Takya in Jabari, which I think belonged to Jalalis. Of 
course, there were also many Mullahi Peshmerga in our region, so they 
struggled with each other at short intervals. It was the misery of the 
Kurds; if not, why should have they killed each other? They were of the 
same blood, race and language. If they had struggled the national guards 
as violently as they used to kill and struggle against each other, they 
could protect the Kurdish rights. In short, with the hardship and 

 
1 . A kind of Arab clothing. 
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suffering of our own lives and the danger of their struggle, we were 
dealing with a double whammy at that time.  

Three months after my marriage, peace negotiations and agreements 
were conducting. People were all happy and said that the Kurds have 
made peace, and the government and Kurds have also reached an 
agreement. The girls and women among the relatives and neighborhood 
said to me, “you brought good luck with yourself and the struggles 
ended with your wedding”. A large celebration was held in the village 
of Hesar, near Kirkuk, where Mullah Mustafa Barzani1 was supposed to 
make a speech. The village men had all gone to the celebration and were 
very happy to see Mullah Mustafa in person, because they had only seen 
him in the photographs before. Thereafter people lived in peace and 
everything was calm and stable. 

Although people were all happy during those peaceful years, we were 
upset because we couldn't have any children. The people of that time 
did not go to the doctor to find treatment for having children; instead 
they went to Sheikhs (leaders in a Muslim community or organization) 
and Mullahs to pray for them. About four years after our marriage, God 
bestowed us a son. My husband named him Omar. The people were 
happy and hopeful because the condition was stable and the war had 
ended. My husband's family and I were happier and more hopeful than 
everyone else because we had a baby after years. But this happiness did 

 
1 . Mustafa Barzani (Kurdish:  مسته فا بارزانی, Mistefa Barzanî; 14 March 1903 – 1 
March 1979). He is also known as Mala Mustafa (Preacher Mustafa). He was a 
Kurdish leader, and one of the most prominent political figures in modern 
Kurdish politics.  In 1946, he was chosen as the leader of the Kurdistan 
Democratic Party (KDP) to lead the Kurdish revolution against Iraqi regimes. 
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not last long and everything changed; the agreement between the 
government and the Peshmerga broke down and the war broke out 
again. As if God had created us to suffer; at the same time as the war 
broke out, my son died four months after his birth without suffering 
from any particular illness. I wish no one, even my enemy, experienced 
it; I still feel its grief. The pain and suffering of losing each offspring is 
the same but ‘it is true that the death of the eldest son and youngest son 
would never be forgotten’. I was so misfortunate to lose both my eldest 
and youngest son. My youngest son died while he was hungry and 
suffering in my arms when we had been captured during Anfal. 

We were prostrated again, and gave up our hopes. We faced a great 
deal of pain and suffering. The army forces were coming to the villages 
because our village was close to the city; this was more common. They 
arrested several villagers and after transferring to Kirkuk, imprisoned 
them for a long time. One of them was Abdullah whom I am not sure 
what they had done to him! Maybe he was not provided with food or 
water or tortured or for any other reason, he died in the prison. It was 
during this time that the Kurdish revolt collapsed and the Peshmerga 
went to Leilan and Kirkuk and surrendered. Our hearts were all filled 
with an inexpressible fear and sorrow as if we were all dead.  

There was no hope in that time, a lot of calamities and sufferings 
were imposed upon us, everyone was scared. It was said that Saddam 
would transfer Kurds to Arab cities and replace them with Arabs. This 
had not happened in our area yet but people said that this plan had been 
started in the city and many Arabs had been brought to Kirkuk and the 
Kurds had been exiled to south under the pretext that they were among 
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the Peshmerga forces. Whenever I remember those days I suppose how 
strong we were that could endure those intolerable days. 

So far, we have never seen peace since then, until Anfal happened 
and even now. Our lives are presently full of hardship and sorrow and 
we have never been carefree. After the collapse of the Kurdish 
revolution, my husband was recruited by the army as a soldier, and I 
think his military service lasted for three years and a few months; the 
Iran-Iraq war had not started then. Although our first child died, after 
that and when my husband had recently finished military service, we 
had a daughter and we used to live normally in the village of Mamsha. 
Like the other villagers, we were living our normal lives, cultivating our 
lands, ranching our cattle and satisfied with our lives.  

The Peshmerga forces were once again organized at that time. 
Although we were not far from the city and government centers, they 
had not arrived in our region; yet there were rumors that the Peshmerga 
would reorganize. The helicopters flew over the village and we were 
eyewitnesses to the movement of military convoys from Leilan to 
Zangana, Qader Karam and Qara Hassan. As our houses were razed to 
the ground before, we were horrified of war. If we heard of an army 
attack on a region or the burning of a village, we would be grieved, 
because we knew what a great tragedy it was for the victims; and we 
were afraid that our region would be occupied again and we become 
homeless once more. 

There was no good news at all, the men who were commuting to the 
city said that the government has destroyed rural areas and transferred 
the residents to complexes. Once more, after returning from the city, 
they said that the Kurds of Kirkuk are transferred to Ramadi and some 
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other Arab regions. If we had a party or a guest, we would have had 
such bad news. Unfortunately, these struggles had not ended yet when 
the radio broadcasted the start of the Iran-Iraq war. The villagers were 
happy to hear this news of first, because they said Iran has betrayed the 
Kurdish uprising and hopefully both sides would eradicate each other. 
But Iran and Iraq stayed still and our lives were ruined in their 
conflict… 

My husband was summoned to serve as a soldier once again. It was 
the second time he had to serve as a soldier. The misfortune was that 
even though we were away from war areas young men and boys were 
still being summoned to serve as soldiers. No matter where the war was, 
if it happened in the other side of the world, it was as if it is in our 
homes; we were always worried and anxious that our men were killed 
in the war. TV, as if it were necessary, showed war films and images 
every night; a lot of bodies fell to the ground and no one touched the 
bodies. This made our grief and anxiety doubled, even if we had not 
heard of the killing of our relatives, fear and panic were permanent. 
How could we know if they were not being killed or were not among 
those bodies? 

When Muhammad was a soldier for the second time, other than our 
daughter, God gifted us a son whose name we had named Saleh. I gave 
him his uncle's name. He was born a few months after the Iran-Iraq 
war. His father had already finished his military service when all the 
military-age men were called to serve the soldier. But with the beginning 
of the war, once again they were called to military service according to 
the date of birth. I think they had been called "backing forces" or 
something similar. Two years after Saleh's birth, while my husband was 
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still serving his military, God gave us another son and we named him 
Abdul Rahman. One year and a few after Abdul Rahman's birth, we had 
another son and named him Aram. And finally a few months before the 
village destruction, God gave us another son. We named him Nahro, 
who was about a year and a half at the time of Anfal campaign. The 
Peshmerga forces chose beautiful Kurdish names for themselves, so the 
people also chose Kurdish names for their newborn children. We 
named our two last children, Aram and Nahro, from the names of two 
members of the Peshmerga. Nahro had a painful death, when we were 
arrested, I was pregnant and I gave birth to a girl, Fenik, in the prison 
who is alive, thanks to God, she has graduated and she is a teacher now. 

The last years of the war leading to Anfal campaign, we had a 
difficult life. My husband had become a soldier again and this time he 
served for more than three years. After completing the military service, 
he was hired as a driver at the Kirkuk Road department. However as if 
he still was a soldier we were worried about him because the conditions 
were not good for Kurds at all. As he left the house in the morning, we 
had no hope of seeing him again. Not only for us, but also for other 
people, there were the same conditions, and we were all suffering from 
this. The situation was even worse for the people of cities. At least the 
villagers were not under government permanent control but the city 
residents were somehow living in a military base. Around the cities were 
full of military forts, police stations and security forces in which they 
used to watch over people's lives. Some of our relatives who were living 
in Kirkuk did not hope to survive. If there were no other dangers, their 
constant fear was that Mukhtar (the manager of the district or part of 
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the city) to come and say, you have been chosen to be moved to Arab 
areas. 

Our destiny had placed us in that time, and we spent day and night 
with anxiety. The remote villages were in a better situation and only 
when the Anfal happened, they were sacrificed. Of course, Anfal was a 
far-reaching campaign. Because of our close proximity to the city, we 
were always in danger, we were a ten-to-fifteen- ride far from Leilan. 
Leilan was not far from Gamishkan, where Tahsin Shahvais and some 
of the government mercenaries used to live in. For this reason, our 
village was more at risk than the other villages. On the other hand, the 
Peshmerga forces ruled by Mama Risha moved to the village overnight 
and after a short stay, they would have a meal or go to the northern 
areas of Leilan and would fight with the government forces and the 
Jahsh. In the morning after each clash, the government forces and the 
Jahsh would come to the village, go to the houses and beat the people. 
They used to say ‘you have hid the Peshmerga forces or given them food 
and water’.  

After a while, the Peshmerga came back to the village and the 
villagers knew that there would be attacks by the Jahsh and the army 
forces, so when the Peshmerga returned, we, especially the young men, 
evacuated the village and fled. Finally, the condition became such worse 
that not only the youth but also the women and children had to evacuate 
the village because of strong fear, because the government was so cruel 
and there was no mercy for anyone. At first, the elderly had no fear of 
the army and the Jahsh and said “they do nothing to us due to our age”, 
but at the end they did not make a difference between the young and 
the old. Believe me there was no difference between the Peshmerga and 
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the women and children of the village; otherwise, they would not have 
imposed that disaster upon us. What was the guilt of those many women 
and children who were buried alive? 

There were, several times, fighting in and around the village, No 
matter whether it is night or day, winter or summer or warm or cold, 
whenever the Peshmerga forces came up, we had to run. Since we were 
close to Leilan, the Peshmerga forces had often moved around the night 
to our village except those times when negotiations were to reach an 
agreement with Saddam. We had to evacuate the village at midnight or 
near the morning. Two or three years after the Iran-Iraq war, Mama 
Risha came to the village once. It was winter and it was raining; when it 
was snowing or raining the helicopters flew hardly, I do not know if 
Mama Risha and his forces had come to the village during the day 
because it was rainy and thought that the army forces and the Jahsh 
would not come or they had come from a place where government 
forces had observed them or for any other reason; suddenly the army 
forces and the Jahsh turned up and the battle began in Tapalou. The 
clashes and the shelling made us horrified and the children screamed 
and cried to the skies. It is easy to recite these events now but imagine 
how painful it is when your children take refuge in you from strong fear 
and clung to your dress thinking that if they hide themselves under your 
clothes, they would be safe from the artillery. The fighting continued 
from noon until night. At each region, the battle occurred during the 
day, as it was getting dark the army forces and the Jahsh were afraid and 
used to return. It got dark and the battle ended. A number of the army 
forces and the Jahsh were killed and a number of Peshmerga were 
wounded in Tapalou. One of the Peshmerga, Dilawar, a man from our 



41 

village was hurt badly. Poor him, he is still alive, living in a foreign 
country, using a wheelchair. 

We were afraid that the government forces would attack and avenge 
us tomorrow. The Peshmerga left and the villagers were forced to flee. 
Imagine, in a cold and winter night, we had to walk with an infant at 
breast and some other children who were very young, neither a car nor 
a tractor; in the village we had cars and tractors, but we were afraid to 
use them because it was possible that the government would confuse us 
with the Peshmerga and shell artillery. We walked through that plain to 
reach Tapa Sawz. Tapa Sawz was far from the river, and it was in the 
foothill of Jawal Nasaz. We hid there. The next day we returned to the 
village. Late, some elderly who had stayed in the village said that a large 
number of army forces and the Jahsh had come to the village and 
claimed that we had hid the wounded Peshmerga, searching for 
weapons and armed men, and detected every house. Fortunately, no one 
was arrested. 

Shortly after that, we were in a quiet state within a year. It was said 
that some agreements have been made, Mam Jalal1 has gone to Baghdad 
and met Saddam, and the two sides wanted an end to the conflict and 
killing. After that there was a peace for a short time. There were no 
helicopters anymore. And we were not worried about the army and the 
Jahsh. Even the draft dodgers occasionally visited the cities. The 

 
1 . Jalal Talabani (Kurdish:  مام  جەلال تاڵەبانی / Celal Talebanî; Arabic:  جلال طالباني 

Jalāl Ṭālabānī; 1933 – 3 October 2017) was an Iraqi Kurdish politician who 
served as the sixth President of Iraq from 2006 to 2014, as well as the President of 
the Governing Council of Iraq. He was the first non-Arab president of Iraq. He is 
known as Mam Jalal (Uncle Jalal in Kurdish) amongst the Kurds. 
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Peshmerga came to the village in the daylight and there was no longer 
the danger of the regime’s attack. But it did take a while that Mama 
Risha was killed in a collusion and betrayal. Once again after his death 
the war broke out. The agreements were broken and the Peshmerga 
began to take revenge on Mama Risha's blood. The government 
resumed the attacks on the villages and they were shelling artillery day 
and night. In every village where the conflict occurred, they did not 
make a difference between the Peshmerga and the inhabitants, even 
women and children of the village. 

Before, when the Peshmerga came to the village, we were afraid of 
the coming of the army and the Jahsh, but since then, the army and the 
Jahsh attacked the villages and this did not have anything to do with the 
Peshmerga coming and going to the village. They were in search of draft 
dodgers, arresting the youth accused to membership in the Peshmerga 
backing forces. The villages near the city were attacked by the army and 
the Jahsh within short intervals. I remember, once before we could find 
out about their arrival, the army and Jahsh arrived in the village and we 
could not hide in the fields and the surrounding areas. A boy called Ali 
who had left the city for the fear of being summoned to serve as a soldier 
and came to Mamsha; seeing the army and the Jahsh, he had hidden 
under the wheat harvest. They chased him by the truck, arrested and 
took him. Then they brought his both cut ears and showed them to the 
people saying that “this is the punishment of the ones who disobey us”. 
They arrested a number of the village residents. There had been similar 
incidents in the past and people had been captured numerous times. 
Since 1963 we had no peace and suffered from exile and wandering. 
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During the past few years we were in such conditions until a number 
of Iranian forces attacked the oilfields of Kirkuk. The Peshmerga forces 
attacked Zambur oilfields with a number of Iranian guards (Pasdaran). 
The bad luck of us, our village as close as it was to the city and 
government centers, was near Jabal Bur, an oil-rich region as well. As 
the war was on the Iranian borders we were in such a bad situation, now 
the Iranian forces have reached Kirkuk, what fate would we expected? 
The next day, the army and the Jahsh from the ground and the 
helicopters and the warplanes from the sky started searching. We did 
not see anything, but there were some rumors that in Tawerbarz, which 
was not far from our village, they found the rest of the rockets and shells 
and realized that they were Iranian ammunition. From that time on, 
government forces became very nervous, helicopters and warplanes 
were continually flying day and night, and the army forces and the Jahsh 
were constantly moving and searching. It got to a stage where a car light 
was lit at every point at night, the artillery would have been hit from 
Kirkuk and Leilan. During the day, the helicopters were roaming over 
the sky, and if a tractor or car came out of the village, it would be 
targeted to artillery. They did not even show mercy on shepherds and 
the cowboys. The tractors while plowing the land, the combines during 
harvesting the fields and the people working on the lands or wherever 
out of the village were being targeted by shelling. Our life was 
completely changed and we were in such an inexpressible move.  

We knew that there was no salvation this time, because we had 
televisions and watched in the news that the government was gathering 
forces and the Jahsh. Some villagers were commuting to Kirkuk, 
bringing the news of the city to the village. If there was bad news, it 
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would have spread quickly among the villagers. They said, the 
government would destroy all the villages around Kirkuk and near the 
roads. Saddam’s media used to broadcast threatening news. We used to 
hear news from other areas on the radio of Patriotic Union of Kurdistan 
(PUK), and would be aware of the news of the airstrikes on cars, 
tractors, shepherds, and cowboys in other villages. The war had 
intensified in the region.  

One day, the army forces entered the village unexpectedly, this time 
they treated the villagers brutally and harshly, cursing everyone in the 
village. They said that they were the forces of Bareq1, the man whose 
helicopter was as ferocious as him, roaming like a yellow bee in the sky. 
As soon as we saw it, we knew that it was him. Seeing his helicopter 
every time, we made sure that something bad would happen. Because 
every time there was news about the killing of the people of the region 
after his coming and if no one had caught, he would target deer or goats. 

Soon after the arrival of the Iranian Pasdaran, the Iraqi government 
started to destroy the villages close to the army forces, roads and cities. 
After five months, it was said that the army forces will attack the village 
tomorrow. By the morning all the people in the village had left their 
houses, and we who were about seventy families, going to the plains and 
the rough terrains around. Far away from the village, we were looking 
and waiting to see what they were doing to it. Anyone used to have an 

 
1 . Bareq Abdullah Haj Hanta Al-Zubaidi, a prominent Iraqi military commander 
who led the country's special forces from 1985 to 1991. Among the Kurds, he is 
known as the executioner of Garmiyan Anfal. After the Kuwait War he was 
executed for refusing to follow Saddam's order. There is also news about his 
death by Saddam himself. 
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opinion. Some people said that nothing would happen and they, as 
usual, search the houses looting our possessions, and some said they 
would raze the village to the ground. At the time of disaster, many 
things come to mind and people believe everything. We were 
comforting ourselves by talking about searching the houses and stealing 
our possessions as usual. We said that it would take only an hour, and 
after looting, they would go. Who would be content to lose his 
possessions, but since we were afraid of worse events we were happy 
with the looting of our possessions and we used to say ‘God willing, he 
lets us go back to our homes and continue our hand-to-mouth lives’. 
Suddenly someone shouted that we will not see Mamsha anymore, see 
that smoke rising up in the sky, and we were all shocked. Every 
conversation used to affect us, we would be happy and strengthened if 
someone said something good, and if anyone had a negative comment, 
everyone would be disappointed and lost their nerve. The vast majority 
of the villagers believed that the village would be burned because we had 
heard that some other villages were burned and destroyed nearby. 

No more than the dawn, the innumerable army forces attacked the 
village and after a while smoke rose into air. Dust rose up to the air and 
they continued to destroy the village. We commiserated over ourselves. 
Is there a catastrophe bitter than demolishing your house in front of 
your eyes? Maybe if no one has experienced this suffering, they will not 
be able to understand it. Imagine you will watch your house destroyed 
and you cannot do anything. We had built those houses with a lot of 
hardship. We had built everything by our hands; the bricks and ceilings 
of wood and mud, smoothed the walls inside and outside, and also the 
animal barns, the nests and dog houses. What a torment we had 
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endured to build those deserted homes, and now they were easily 
destroyed by loaders. 

They were leveling the houses, whose soil and materials we had 
collected by our hands, by loaders. The warehouses of food and grains, 
the cellar and the bathroom, which believe me I had made all with my 
own hands. At that time people could not go and buy what is needed 
from the market, so we had to make what we needed ourselves. We grew 
everything including lentils, peas, beans, grout, Doyna, flour, oil and 
dried vegetables for winters. Except tea and sugar, everything was grown 
by us. We grew whatever people needed to eat and live with. The 
necessities of the house such as washcloth, ropes, drugget, hay sacks, 
saddlebags, quilts, dolman, rugs and carpets and prayer rugs were made 
all by the sheep wool and goat mohair. I even weaved gaiters, wool 
cloaks and wool hats for my husband and children. My husband's Klash 
(Kurdish shoes) were also my hand-made. Every year we butchered 
animals and sacrificed a sheep. The men cut off the skin of the animals 
and I made something, such as a leather bottle or a churn of it. I had 
made a leather bottle from the calf's skin, every year from early spring 
until the animal breastfeeding was over, and I made our buttermilk by 
that. If a guest visited by or the men went to a relative's house in the 
city, there was always a jug of buttermilk as our present. We had so 
much butter oil that by next year there was one or two extra oil churns 
in the house. 

Every year after shearing the sheep, we would collect the wool and 
then wash it completely. After washing the wool, we hang them to dry 
completely. Apart from the housework, taking care of children and 
cattle raising and farming; we were also spinning the wool when we 
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could. Many sacks of threads were prepared, and we sent them to be 
dyed in the city and after taking the colorful threads back, we would be 
weaving what we needed. Our pillow and quilts were all made up of 
wool by our own hands. Now they were all being looted in front of 
ourselves. We watched everything with our own eyes, and we will never 
forget what they did to us and to our village. 

When we returned to the village, it would be impossible to believe 
that a man had lived there. It was so ruined that as if it were deserted 
for years. They had taken useful things and burnt the rest or buried 
them. 

Everyone had stood by their burnt destroyed house, crying and 
asking God not to outlook that injustice. What had we done? What 
crime had we committed that this disaster would happen to us? 
Everyone went away to a region of their relatives having nothing except 
the clothes they were standing up in. The government had announced 
that those who go to Benaslawa in Erbil or to the Shoresh complex in 
Chamchamal would receive compensations and be given land to build 
a house. Some went to Erbil, and some went to the Shoresh complex in 
Chamchamal. Thank God, the people who went to the camps remained 
safe from Anfal. 

But unfortunately, those who had gone to the Shoresh complex were 
being attacked by the Peshmerga at night. The Peshmerga burned their 
tents and possessions. The Peshmerga forces were not willing to let 
people go to the cities because it was those people who provided them 
with food and water. If all the people went to the cities, they would not 
be able to live in those plains and mountains.  
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From our village, a number of people who had gone to the homes of 
relatives in Kirkuk were also rescued from Anfal. But the other people 
who had gone to Benargol, Qara Hassan in the Jabari area villages near 
us and even Qader Karam were sacrificed. After a year or a little more, 
we all, the people who had gone to those villages, were caught up by 
Anfal. Those families who had escaped soldiers and had cattle, had to 
go far away to stay safe from the army attacks. At the time, the people 
of other villages did not have enough shelters, they had only theirs and 
livestock. It was impossible to go to a single village, so we spread out 
and if anyone had relatives in the other villages or areas, we took refuge 
in them. Besides ourselves, they had to provide a place for our animals. 
This disaster occurred in early spring, it had been a few days after 
Newroz (Kurdish New Year) that they demolished Mamsha, so our 
livestock did not need to be fed. There were enough pastures in the 
plains and mountains otherwise no one in other villages could have 
taken refuge in us, how and from where would they have provided the 
feed for all those animals?  

My own family and my father-in-law's family, Haji Ahmad (who had 
made the pilgrimage to Mecca), had hoped only in one village to shelter 
us and it was my father's family in Suran where the government had not 
gone there yet. A while ago, my brother-in-law, Burhan, went from 
Mamsha to Suran and had rent a place. Because he was one of the 
teachers of the Kurdish revolt, he was afraid of the village and had gone 
to Suran and settled there. So, with this hope that we have my father's 
family and also Burhan's, we went to Suran, and they provided us and 
our animals with shelter. 
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Imagine that you will live for fifteen or twenty years in a 
neighborhood, and suddenly you will be separated from your neighbors 
and your relatives and will not know what has happened to them. It was 
seventeen years for me to live there, but the other villagers were together 
since birth. What a bitter torment it will be when you have spent all 
your life somewhere but suddenly destiny made you go from there and 
you will not see your relatives and neighbors again. The children 
suffered grievously in their own way; those who had reached the age of 
adolescence were with the children of the neighbors and grazed the 
cattle together, and they played together in the alley and on the plain. 
After the break, they always asked about friends, why did not my friend 
come here? Why didn’t we go with them? Why did we come here? Or 
they asked us to go to them. Many nights, along with their weeping, I 
had promised to go to their friends tomorrow in order to make them 
sleep. We spent dozens of nights like this.  

When Mamsha was ruined and we had gone to Suran, Saleh and 
Aram were restless for a long time. Last summer, my husband brought 
a rubber tube from Kirkuk and made a sling for Saleh to amuse him by 
watching out Doyna on the rooftop for a few days and not to let the 
birds eat them or make them dirty. Among all of our possessions in the 
village, my son Saleh, excused his sling and said he wanted it. We did 
not even know that if it was being buried or burnt, but a child does not 
understand these things and he was always weeping for it. Aram was 
also crying when he saw Saleh like that. He had a few toys. His father 
had made something like a car for him with soda lids. His car was also 
buried at the time of village destruction, but they had not forgotten 
them and asked me to go and bring them every day. They were very 
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young and were only happy with their toys. Believe me even when we 
were in the Dibs prison, Saleh had not still forgotten his sling and said 
if he had brought it, he would have hit those soldiers with stones who 
arrested us that night. 

When people talk about Anfal and village destruction, they think 
that our grief and regrets are only for the sacrificed ones in the Anfal 
campaign, but we were ruined even before Anfal; our past was lost, our 
keepsakes were lost, we were separated from our friends and loved ones 
and never saw them again. Some were reunited in prison and some 
never met again. I wish what happened to us not happened to anyone. 
May on the Day of Judgment we see our loved ones once again. 

Suran was not strange to me because I had memories there, family 
and my relatives there. I was born in Suran and lived there until I was 
fifteen years old. But imagine someone has been in Mamsha all his life, 
now they have been exiled and taken refuge in another village, in a tiny 
room, no money and possessions left for them, how tragic it will be for 
them. When you are in your own birthplace and village, at least your 
neighbors and relatives are near you, and you can ask them for help 
easily; ‘give me some eggs for my uninvited guests or some sugar, a little 
oil or even a match…’ you could take whatever needed from your 
neighbor's house. We have had guests several times and needed 
something, we have asked what we needed from our neighbors and 
relatives without shame and embarrassment. We even asked for quilts 
and mattresses sometimes. But when you take refuge in a strange village, 
if you need anything, shame and embarrassment will not let you ask 
anything from anyone. The people of our village had gone to other 
villages without any money, possessions and rations. We could not even 



51 

harvest our fields that year. In such a situation, children sometimes 
asked for the same food that they had smelled from the neighborhood. 
Despite my problems, I was always grieving about the other villagers of 
Mamsha, wondering myself, what had happened to them and where 
they had gone. As I was a midwife, I was in contact with all the women 
in the village. I liked them all as my close relatives. I was aware of 
everyone's nature. Some of the women of the village were such demure 
that if one of the village men had been on the rooftop, they would not 
come out of the house. Where do they live homeless and strange now 
how do they live? How can they clean and bathe? Believe me, the 
villagers were such reverent and shy that were not like the contemporary 
people. Although our village was close to Kirkuk, there were some 
villagers who had gone to the city only for treatment and visiting the 
doctor, otherwise they had not seen the city along their lives. ‘Now that 
the village is ruined, how could they go to the city and live there?’ The 
grief of the village destruction was no less than Anfal, but no one could 
realize our pain and suffering. 

We were in good condition at my father's house. One of my 
husband's nephews, Luqman, who was a student at Kirkuk before, had 
not come with us and my mother-in-law went to Kirkuk to live with 
him so we were not too crowded but there were families who had six or 
seven daughters of marriageable age, six or seven sons, children and 
even infants. Poor them, how could all this crowd live in a room or 
small house? When we came here, our only possessions were the clothes 
we were standing up in. We had no food or money. They can take refuge 
in you for one or two days; how should you continue to live? For this 
reason, from the time of the village destruction until the Anfal 
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campaign, the families who had not gone to the city and settled in other 
villages, had a death wish every day.  

My father-in-law, my family and Burhan's family stayed in the village 
of Suran until they were captured during the Anfal disaster. Anfal 
happened one year and a month after we went to Suran. During that 
time, we were safe from the army and the Jahsh attacks because Suran 
was far from the government centers and was under the control of 
Peshmerga forces. It's true that they had kept us safe from government 
forces and the Jahsh, but they also caused much trouble for the villagers. 
The people who were poor themselves, had to feed the Peshmerga forces 
every day. They came to the village as guests, and we had to prepare 
food for them and provide them with our own quilts and mattresses. 
We did not have extra housewares at that time, and our whole 
possessions had been lost in Mamsha, and we had started to buy and 
make housewares again in Suran. If the Peshmerga did not stay in the 
houses, they would go the mosque or all would gather in one house, and 
we had to provide them with quilts and mattresses to sleep well and not 
catch cold. We treated them as our own children. We did not know that 
they would not keep their word. Now, if you need them, they do not 
seem to know you. They have changed a lot, and they are completely 
different from that time. 

Because the Peshmerga forces used to come to the village every day, 
we would be informed of the news of other area via them. If there was 
a battle in an area, they informed each other via the tools they had, 
therefore the news of other regions was also heard by people via them. 
For some time, the war and battle were far from our area. But it did not 
take a while to hear the news of an attack by the army forces to an area 
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dominated by the PUK. During that time all the Peshmerga forces of 
our region also went to the central headquarter of PUK and after a long 
time they returned. 

But when they returned, everyone was tired and disappointed, they 
were bearded and even could not clean themselves. As they returned 
people became afraid and worried because they have heard of what the 
army and the Jahsh had done to those areas. This time they not only 
had demolished the villages but also had taken the women and children 
and all that they could found. They said, the government has done 
chemical attacks and many people have been killed. Animals all, and 
even birds and insects in the sky, had fallen dead to the ground. Hearing 
these happenings, we felt as if we were waiting for Doomsday. 

There was no hope of survival for anyone, it was such a bad 
condition that everyone thought only about how to take his wife and 
children to a safe place. This was not the case before, and if there was a 
problem, people would have consulted and finally made a decision to 
solve the problem together or the village elders offered a solution to the 
people. There were a number of times in Mamsha that a few people 
decided to evacuate the village at night and all the people would have 
followed them. But this time was different. No one had anything to do 
with the others. If you would ask someone, “What do you want to do? 
What should we do? How do we protect ourselves?” they would answer 
that no one knew what was happening. Everyone had to decide for 
themselves. Some families wanted to find a way to go to Qader Karam, 
some said that our relatives are in Chamchamal, and we are going there 
and some decided to go to the village of Zanganeh and Sengaw areas. A 
dozen days of fear and uncertainty continued until the people said that 
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Germian, Kirkuk, Chamchamal and Duz were surrounded by the army 
forces and that they would arrest all the people. We were completely 
disappointed and had no choice but to pray for God. A number of the 
Mustashars1 and the Jahsh who were of the villagers of our region sent 
the people back to the villages and told us not to worry. They told us 
that the government has decided to destroy villages. It transfers all the 
people to complexes and provides them with land and home. Token 
compensation will also be paid to the people. Those draft dodgers will 
also be registered with us, and they receive the completion certificate on 
the spot and will also not have to go to military. To be honest, this news 
caused us to calm down a bit and we said, God willing, we would be 
saved. Although living in the city was no different than imprisonment, 
it was better than permanent anxiety and fear and not knowing what 
would happen to you tomorrow. We had also the fear of chemical 
attacks.  

Before this, we hated the Jahsh and the secret groups a lot, we would 
like the Peshmerga to kill all of them. But hearing these words, we hoped 
a lot and thanked God to have these armed relatives. We were happy 
about that they had at least both the same language and race as us, living 
in the same region, and said, thanks to God, we have them to help us in 
such a difficult situation. 

Hearing the helicopters and artillery, we were completely sure that 
the government wants to ruin us. It is out of your control; in such a 
situation you only worry about your soul and your own life. I thought 
to myself, and I wish we had gone to Kirkuk like my mother-in-law or 

 
1 . The commanders of the Jahsh (mercenary groups). 
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to Benaslawa and Shoresh complex; there maybe was not any threats to 
us. My husband, was not a deserter; he used to work in Kirkuk Road 
department and had no problem; why did we stray and displace 
ourselves? We were afraid of going to the city, because one of my 
brother-in-laws was a teacher in the Kurdish revolt and we were scared 
to be arrested because of him. We, like a group of people, decided not 
to go the city and take refuge in other villages and wait for the fate. The 
livestock led us to such a fate. I regretted having offered my husband to 
go to Suran to my father's family, I thought to myself if my family were 
not in Suran we would go to another village and would be safe from the 
government. Later, when we were arrested and were taken to Topzawa, 
we noticed that the people of all the villages of Kurdistan have been 
captured and gathered there. 

The vast majority of the boys and young men of the village had 
refused to serve military when the government called in. Because the 
Iran-Iraq war was ongoing, and people did not want to sacrifice their 
children for the Saddam's war so they stayed in the villages. These men 
were not considered as draft dodgers, I think, they were called 
‘violators’. Those who were going to serve military service and after a 
while were leaving, called deserters. Feeling threatened at a time, and 
hearing that government forces would attack a region, young men and 
boys, especially those who were draft dodgers or violators, would go to 
the plains and areas around the village overnight and hide themselves 
in the caves and shelters that had been made out of the fear of air strikes. 
They would return to the village sometime after sunrise or near noon. 
Because the government used to send the army and the Jahsh early 
mornings, when people were asleep, so when the people got up, they 
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found out that their village is surrounded. People had been informed of 
the attack by the Jahsh beforehand so when they felt danger or knew 
that the army forces were moving to a region, young men and boys were 
leaving the village overnight and the next day, after sunrise, if the army 
had not come, they would have returned to the village. And if the army 
forces came, the women and children would inform the men and the 
boys, and then they would return to the village. 

There was no government threat in the village of Suran for several 
years. But in the few days that the army had surrounded the area, there 
were rumors that people had been arrested and transferred. For this 
reason, the men took a blanket, some bread and a bottle of water or 
buttermilk and went to the plains. It was the early spring, and it was 
cold at nights but fear and feeling danger left no choice for them but to 
run and hide. We had no choice and no idea what to do, we only hoped 
for God and gave ourselves up to him. There was only one car in the 
village, and that was a red Chevrolet that belonged to my brother Saleh. 
Hearing the news and rumors of the government attacks and feeling 
threatened, we, women and children, decided to go to Qader Karam in 
several groups with his car. One day a group went, and they were shelled 
by a helicopter. They had hidden themselves among the trees, but the 
helicopter had hit the car and damaged it. For a few days my brother 
was busy repairing the car and before we were captured, he went to 
Kormor village to bring my sister's family to us. If we wanted to run 
and save ourselves, we had no more means except that car. There was 
also a tractor in the village belonging to Najat family, if we wanted to 
go somewhere with that tractor, only two or three families could go with 
it. We were surrounded completely and there was no way to escape. But 
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where would we go with it? It was the early days of Ramadan, and we 
were all fast, thinking to ourselves: won’t God show mercy on all these 
people who are fast? For this reason, the people of the village decided 
that young men and boys of the village leave the village overnight and 
the women, children and elderly people stay in the village and give us 
up to God. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
From the paradise of Kurdistan to the hell of Anfal 
Two or three days before that disaster, one of our relatives called 

Abdul Khaliq who was from the village of Bawa and lived in Kirkuk, 
had come to bring us to Kirkuk. He said that a large number of the 
army forces and the Jahsh had come to the region and were arresting 
people. He said that ‘No one knows where they are taking the people, I 
have come here to get you to Leilan and then to our house. And then 
we will wait to see what happens finally, the army and the Jahsh will not 
stay here forever, you stay with us and when the government retreated 
from the region, you can return to the village; otherwise, we live 
together and share our income and possessions’. Whatever he tried, we 
were not convinced. Nevertheless, he took my parents, the families of 
Ali and my brother Nouri and his two young children persistently. But 
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we did not know whether they had arrived in Leilan and Kirkuk safely 
or confronted with the army and the Jahsh and had a similar fate as us. 

I think two or three days later, a few Jahsh entered the village early 
in the morning calling the women, children and the elderly. They knew 
that the men go to the mountains and surrounding fields overnight. 
They said that the government has announced a general amnesty for a 
few days and if the men surrender themselves during this time they will 
be released from military service and you will be relocated to houses in 
complexes, and if a person refuses to surrender, their destiny would be 
delivered to the helicopters and the government will find them wherever 
they are and kill them. Follow them and bring them back. The Jahsh 
was under the command of Hasib. Hasib was a resident of Mahmou 
Parizad, a village in our area. We all knew each other. One of the 
brothers of Hasib was with the Jahsh and so we trusted them and sent 
the children after the men. The men came back in an hour, carrying a 
gun each. At that time, the people of the village were all armed. They 
had taken some water and food for their midnight supper, and they also 
carried an old quilt. They handed weapons over to the Jahsh and after 
they were registered, everyone was sent back to their homes. The Jahsh 
continued to wander in the village. We did not know what was going 
on, we thought that they were not fast, and they knew that all the 
villagers were fast so they do not want to bother us to provide them with 
food. Obviously, they did not have another reason to wander like this.  

We thought that they wanted to come back after lunch, for sure. We 
had to wait to see, as they had promised to protect us like their own 
families and relatives, if they keep their promise or not. What will they 
do to us? And will they transfer us? It was obvious that the government 
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would destroy all the villages and we had already experienced this in 
Mamsha. We had believed in what the Jahsh told us about transferring 
to the cities and complexes because many villages had been destroyed 
before, but the government had not arrested the locals, except for the 
fugitives from military service. The Jahsh also said that general amnesty 
has been announced and the draft dodgers will be released from military 
service, so we were no longer frightened, and not waiting for a fate 
worse than the destruction of the villages and transferring to complexes. 
Of course, there was nothing worse than relocating to the complexes for 
the villagers. We wished, God willing, they were honest and not arrest 
the men. Women and children would be safe. We also knew that some 
of our acquaintances and other relatives from Mamsha who had gone 
to complexes, had received land and some money to build a house for 
themselves and we hoped, God willing, to be taken to them, too. 

By the afternoon, we were all waiting in our homes, and we were also 
worried about that the Peshmerga forces would enter the village without 
knowing about the Jahsh’ attendance and they might struggle; no matter 
who was killed it was a Kurd anyway. Although we were not upset that 
the Jahsh being killed before, at those moments we thought that the 
Jahsh were honest and came to the village to protect us, so we did not 
want them to be killed. It was about the time of the Asr prayer that the 
Jahsh called the people to gather down the village. All of us had some 
food, a bottle of water or buttermilk and a bag of clothes. We said maybe 
we would be late for Iftar (breaking the fast), and we would be hungry 
or maybe we would stay on the way and we would be better have 
something for Iftar. I also put some butter and local cookies with a 
bottle of buttermilk in a basket for my husband to break his fast. But he 



60 

did not take it and said a few hours after getting dark, the Jahsh do not 
have courage to stay in the village and will go and after they leave, we 
will come home and eat Iftar together. 

But when all the people gathered, they put us in front of themselves 
and led us to a field far from the village. They gathered the residents of 
the villages of Bangol, Sheikh Muhammad, Suran and Quchali near the 
road. When they brought us there, the army forces had not come there 
yet. We asked them what would happen to our possessions and animals. 
The sheep, cows, goats and all of our animals were out, it was still a long 
time until the sunset. A few shepherds and cowboys from the residents 
of the village had gone with the flocks and we thought that they might 
have been told where to bring the flocks or maybe one of our familiar 
Jahsh would be with them and bring the flocks to us, too. I thought to 
myself when Mamsha was destroyed, we did not go to the city or 
complex because we had livestock and said that we have no place in the 
city to keep our animals, if we go the complex what should we do with 
our animals? I thought to myself it is better to go to the city and live 
comfortably without ranching. I have to convince my husband to sell 
all the animals. 

A while after that the people of those villages were gathered, a large 
number of army forces with personal carriers, tanks and helicopters, etc 
arrived there. We frightened and knew that a disaster would happen. In 
fact, as the Jahsh were familiar, we were not afraid of them but when 
the army forces came, everyone was frightened and the cries and 
screams of the women and children spread all over the plain. Along with 
the army forces, a number of other Jahsh came, and the men knew 
Hasib Muhammad Inja from a long distance. They told us that the 
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Mustashar himself is coming with the army, and we believed that he is 
here not to let the army carry out an oppressive rule against his relatives. 
Because all the people of the mentioned villages had family relations, so 
Hasib was also a relative. It was cloudy and raining, and we wished God 
sent a storm and removed all the army forces and helicopters, but the 
raining was not so strong to force the army leave.  

There, they separated the men of those villages from us and gathered 
them a little further away. Then among the men, they separated the 
elderly and sent them back among the women and children. The men 
also were so sad and afraid and started to pray. An unknown fate was 
waiting for us. The army forces were far from us and had not done 
anything to us until that moment, and only the Jahsh were separating 
the people. They brought a number of military trucks called IFA. They 
queued the men up and put them into the trucks, and we saw two 
soldiers as guards in each car. They had hung their weapons on their 
necks and held them firmly and stood in front of the men. This was to 
prevent the detainees from escaping. 

Although all the people were my acquaintances and relatives, I will 
never forget the suffering of my last visit of my husband and brothers. 
My husband Muhammad and his brother, Burhan, who was a teacher 
of the Kurdish uprising and had settled in Suran a year before us, got 
into the car earlier. They looked at us when the other men were getting 
in. Muhammad had opened his Jamana (Kurdish headscarf) and put it 
in his hands, faced us as if he wanted to say goodbye, moved his Jamana 
a few times. Our hearts were being torn by grief and the children's 
screams and cries rose to sky; they wanted their fathers. When we lived 
in Mamsha, he was not at home for a long time, he was a soldier, and 
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then he worked at the road department of Kirkuk. He was at work every 
day. But during the time we were in Suran, because he was at home 
most of the time, they had become so close and friendly to each other, 
so when they separated us, the children were so restless to get to their 
father. Aram and Nahro, who had recently started to toddle, did not 
understand what was happening to us, so they were not afraid and tried 
to get to their father. I had held their hands firmly in order not to let 
them separate from me. Ghazi and Ali, my other two brothers, got into 
the car together looking at us and said goodbye to us by waving their 
hands. Ali's wife and children had gone with my parents but my sister-
in-law, Ghazi's wife and his children were with us. The wife and children 
of my brother, Saleh, were also here with us. But the family of my 
brother, Muhammad Amin, had gone and settled in Kirkuk before. And 
my brother, Nouri, was out of the village grazing the flocks and it was 
still early to bring them back to the village. We did not know what 
happened to him, if he had returned to the village, he was arrested by 
the army or the Jahsh or was taken by a helicopter. We were unaware 
of him until we were released from prison. My brother Saleh, whose car 
was targeted by a helicopter, had gone to Kormor, the village where my 
sister had married there. He had gone after my sister and her children 
to bring them to us. We wanted to be together anyway. My sister Salma 
and her husband had seven children. My brother said if possible, I 
would bring them to Suran and if the army and the Jahsh blocked the 
road, we would go to Chamchamal directly. He asked my other brothers 
to take care of his wife and children. 

Having been gathered in that plain, we did not know anything about 
them and looked forward to seeing them. But we did not know if they 
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were still in Kormor or as my brother said, they had gone to 
Chamchamal. I thought to myself, God willing, they have gone to Leilan 
and then to the house of our relatives in Kirkuk, where they could join 
my parents and the children of Ali and Nouri, my brothers. Anyway, 
maybe it is better if we all do not stay together and become two groups, 
or God willing, they had gone to, Muhammad Amin, my brother's 
house in Kirkuk. We did not know what had happened to them and we 
did not know whether they were being detained on the way or they were 
safe. After two or three days in Topzawa, we found out what happened 
to them. However, I had no news of my parents and the families of my 
brothers Ali and Nouri. I always felt sad for them in the prison, despite 
my own pains and sufferings. After six months, I understood that they 
were safe and had not been arrested during Anfal. Hasib's brother, 
Faraydoon, was in the village from early morning; when the army forces 
came and brought the IFAs to take the men, Hasib Inja himself was also 
standing there and looking at the happenings. We said goodbye to our 
men looking and waving at each other. In the village we had children 
who were crying, going after and following their father when they left 
the house, imagine those moments that they saw their father being 
arrested and got into the cars. How can such events be tolerated by 
children and women? How can the child not go crazy? Believe me there 
were such screams and cries that only God could describe. The IFAs 
departed and we continued to cry and wail while being fast, thirsty and 
hungry. A number of the army forces went on the trucks taking the 
men. But the Jahsh did not go with them and remained with us. We 
were trembling with fear. We asked the Jahsh where the men were been 
taken. They answered it would take no more than a week, they will be 
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released and join you in the complex. We asked why they did not go 
with them. They said, we will not leave you with these soldiers and we 
have stayed because of you. After a while, Hasib and a number of Jahsh 
went away, and a group of soldiers and Jahsh remained surrounding us. 
The helicopters were still patrolling in the sky. They kept taking pictures 
in the helicopters. We saw the flashlight of the camera inside them. They 
took the men and we all burst into tears and wailed. Some people said, 
they will kill everyone. The children's screams and cries were doubled 
by our cries and wails. They were shouting their fathers. They kept us 
in that same situation for a couple of hours. Some of the children had 
pissed, we had no cloth and no means to clean them. The women 
themselves needed to go to the bathroom. 

The sun had not set yet that a number of other military trucks 
following each other came and stopped by our side. They ordered us to 
get in and then put all the people in the trucks. The height of the trucks 
was high, and we got on a hard ride. There were old women among us 
who could not get in easily. The soldiers loaded everyone forcibly and 
violently. All the women and children were loaded into the trucks. I was 
with my five children, my sister Asali and my sister-in-law, Ghazi's wife 
who was pregnant and had five children, were also with us. One of my 
husband nieces called Hero was also with us. My sister-in-law Aminah, 
Saleh's wife, and her five children were also there. 

The other people were all also our acquaintances and relatives. The 
trucks drove off towars Qader karam’s road. Where is the destination? 
Only God and the truck drivers know. All those Jahsh and military 
forces were going in front of and behind the convoys as if they were 
accompanying the bride’s car. We were too thirsty, hungry, tired and 



65 

helpless and had cried as much that our throats ached. When we 
reached the paved road and the trucks drove to Ban Moghan, we said, 
God willing, they had been honest to us and taken us to Chamchamal. 
Because that road ended up in two destinations, either to Zardah and 
then to Qader Karam or turning back to Leilan and Kirkuk, or to Ban 
Moghan where finally reaches Chamchamal or Kirkuk. The Jahsh had 
said that the government has built complexes for us in Shoresh complex, 
but they did not say which route we would be taken there through. We 
still thought that the trucks were going to the complexes. When they 
headed to Ban Moghan we thought that they are taking us to complexes 
because if they were heading Kirkuk, they would go through the Zardah 
road because it was closer to Kirkuk than Ban Moghan's. 

We had forgotten about our fast and prayers. When the trucks 
started to move, it was evening, and the time was about the Maghrib 
prayers. In trucks, we drank a little water or buttermilk and bread. The 
helicopters were flying above the trucks until we reached the road, they 
were so low as we could see the pilots easily. I had seen a helicopter 
before because they were going from Kirkuk to Qader Karam every day 
and flying at a low altitude. But for many of those people, it was the first 
time to see a helicopter and so they were so afraid; the helicopters were 
such close to us that we said that they might fall over our heads, or their 
wings hit us. 

Military vehicles continued to go on the way, some were full of 
soldiers, and some were loaded with furniture. When we saw the 
vehicles carrying the furniture, we were more hopeful for our 
transferring to the complexes and thought that they had brought our 
furniture for us. My father-in-law Haji Ahmad said, I remember 1963 
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very well. They looted our whole possessions. Believe me, this is the 
repetition of the same story. They are looting our property. 

Someone else said, maybe these are the office equipment's of the 
government which are brought back from Qader Karam. Everyone had 
an opinion. But when we saw the Jahsh and the army with the flocks of 
sheep, cows, goats, etc. by the side of the road and there were no 
shepherds with them, we terrified and became suspicious of everything. 

Once again, I remembered my husband and my brothers as they 
were getting into the trucks and said to myself, we would never see each 
other again. Not only me, but also all the women and children in the 
military trucks saw the Jahsh looting our possessions, as though they 
would never see their separated relatives again. They take us to prison 
or if they were honest and took us to the complex, they would keep the 
men in prison in their lifetime. Thinking about these possibilities, seeing 
our flocks and being taken by the trucks, we were terrified and wailed 
twice as much as the time we were in the plain. None of us knew Arabic 
and the two soldiers, who were the truck's guard, yelled at us and wanted 
to sit down. No one could understand what they were saying but from 
their gestures, we knew that we should not stand up and we had to sit 
down. 

It nearly took an hour to take us to Chamchamal. It was getting dark. 
There was a military base near the residential areas, it had also a helipad. 
They took us there and made us get out of the truck into the base yard. 
Until then, we thought that only the people of our villages and around 
Qader Karam had been arrested, but there we faced an incredible 
amount of crowd. 
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Believe me, there was no place to swing at. They had gathered people 
from all the villages there. We used to ask each other: ‘Where are you 
from? When have you been here? Where is this place? A complex or 
military base?’ Upon hearing their answers, we found out that the 
residents of Sengaw region and its villages were there, too. The convoys 
of trucks were transferring and unloading people and the lights were 
on. There was such a numberless population in the area, if a child was 
missing there you could never find him. In a corner, some people were 
crying, some were calling their loved ones, some were hungry and 
thirsty and asking for a little water. It was like the Doomsday that we 
had heard of it in the religious traditions. It was there that we became 
completely certain that the Jahsh had lied to us and their talking about 
the general amnesty, taking men for a week, releasing from the military 
service and transferring the people to the complex is not true at all. That 
crowd that they had gathered there and all those troops that were 
guarding us were not to send us to the complexes, obviously we were all 
arrested. In fact, when the Jahsh had arrested and loaded us into the 
trucks in the village, the process of our transferring to the prison had 
started from there and we were not supposed to be transferred to the 
complex at all. I was worried about our destinies a lot but twice as much 
worried about my husband, brothers and other relatives' destinies who 
we had no news of them. What had they done to them? Where have 
they been moved? Have they found a little water to break their fast with 
it? When we left the house and moved down the village, and then to 
that plain, although my husband refused to bring the local cookies and 
buttermilk, I had brought some bread, water and buttermilk for 
breaking our fasts but when we were separated, the food and water had 
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remained by us. I felt guilty about not sharing the food and water with 
him and the men were loaded into the trucks without anything to break 
their fasts. Had the soldiers a bit mercy to give them a piece of bread 
and a sip of water? Everyone was fasting when they separated the men 
and took them away. There was still some bread and a little buttermilk 
in my box, I wished I found them here in order to give them something 
to eat. I was worried about my brother Saleh and my sister Salma and 
her family. I was searching for them in the crowd. I was also worried 
about my parents and the families of my brothers, Ali and Nouri. Had 
they arrived safely? How could I know if they were not arrested on the 
way and transferred here? I was also worried about my brother Nouri 
who was grazing the cattle. He was fast, too. I was afraid they had 
arrested him as well. I told my father-in-law that almost everybody was 
there. Go and search among the crowd, maybe you found them. As his 
two sons were among the separated men, he was extremely upset and 
liked to follow them. On the other hand, he was worried about his 
grandchildren, the children of his two sons. He was afraid he could not 
find us if he were separated from us. Some families of other villages 
were all still together. Although we had got stuck there and our lives 
were in the hands of those oppressors, we were only hoping in God and 
wished we had not been separated from the men in the village and 
stayed together. If the men were with us, we could break our fasts on 
the trucks and we would be less afraid, and the children would not 
demoralize us by crying and wailing. Although my father-in-law was 
with us, the poor him, what could he do? My children and the children 
of my brother-in-law Burhan, my sisters and their children, my sister-
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in-laws and their children were all together and we all were thirty to 
forty ones. 

They did not keep us at Chamchamal base for a long time. They 
separated the people and asked some questions: where are you from? 
How many people are you together? Where is your husband? People in 
offices were asking us such questions. The convoys were continuing to 
come and unload the people. We were brought in by military trucks, 
but some were brought in by coaster minibuses, personal carriers or 
tractors. Twice the number of people who had just arrived and got off, 
people from another part be loaded and taken out. 

It did not take so long that our group, which was up of several 
villages, was also separated at Chamchamal military base. A number of 
soldiers surrounded us, only God knew, what did they want to do with 
us? Why were we separated from the others here? We were only crying 
and praying, we had no other choice. There was not even a Jahsh here 
to ask him a question, and nobody dared to go and ask the soldiers to 
see if one of them knew Kurdish and said to us what they wanted to do 
with us.  

That same night, they brought some covered trucks, queued us up 
and loaded us all one after the other. Each truck had the capacity of 
several families. As we were all in the trucks, I was holding the children's 
hands in Chamchamal. My father-in-law was also next to us so that we 
would not be separated. They loaded everyone in those covered trucks. 
My five children, my sister Asali, Saleh's wife Amineh with five children, 
Ghazi's wife Nasrin with five children, the wife and two children of my 
brother-in-law Burhan, my father-in-law and one or two other families 
all got into one truck. They closed the door and a little while after the 
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truck moved, it got so hot as if we were in the bathroom, we were all 
almost chocked. It did not have a hole for air conditioning. I do not 
know if they deliberately heated the car or lack of ventilation caused 
that heat. Although it had no windows or holes, they also turned the 
lights in car off. Despite our fatigue, hunger and thirst, the condition of 
the car added to our pains and sufferings, and we were about to be 
chocked momentarily. The children started to whine, and they all said 
that they were dying. I wished I was dead and did not see them in such 
a condition. One groaned in thirst and another in starvation, some 
needed toilet and some had pissed their pants out of fear. All of the 
above had caused us to have the worst possible situation in the car and 
we all had nausea. I was pregnant for a couple of months and breathed 
hard. We were in such an agonizing situation that only God himself 
could describe it fully.  

We may have been on the way for more than an hour; it was God's 
will that we did not suffocate in the car and survived. I do not know 
why these cars were built like that; they did not have even two small 
holes for ventilations. It seems as if the cars were made for our torment, 
if our destiny was death, they wanted us to suffer more. I wish someone 
asked Saddam, ‘what the guilt of those women, children and elderly was 
that you did that to them’. God willing, he will pay the price of all that 
oppression on the Doomsday. I had become so feeble, my children each 
excused something, and I felt so pity for ourselves. It was complete 
darkness; we could not see anywhere. I could only hear the moaning 
and praying of my relatives and loved ones who were praying in the car, 
and they were crying out "God, I'm dying" with a loud cry of pain and 
sadness. My father-in-law was sitting next to me, and he was hugging 
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Nahro or Aram. He was old and I heard his voice. He had trouble 
breathing and presumably he could die at any moment. I kept asking 
myself, ‘if something happened to any of my children or their 
grandfather, how could I tell my husband, Muhammad that they died 
and were sacrificed in that deadly situation’. Gradually the cars were 
slower, and we noticed that they were going off the main road and were 
slowing down. We became hopeful a bit and said, God willing, they 
would stop and open the door of the car and once again will inhale 
God’s fresh air. The cars stopped after a while, we were hoping that they 
would open the door so we could breathe outdoors. They opened the 
door, and a cold wind entered the car, we were all revived and inhaled 
fresh air. 
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Three nights at Topzawa Limbo 
They unloaded us. The heat inside the car had made us think it was 

a pleasant air, when we got of, I realized that spring rain is falling. They 
kept us under the rain for a while, we got completely soaked in rain, I 
have never experienced that much enjoyable rain since that day. When 
they gathered us in the village and that plain, it rained a little, but it was 
not comparable to the rain that was falling in that moments. When we 
arrived in Chamchamal, clouds could be seen in the sky, but it was not 
raining there. But here, it was pouring. I said to myself, ‘God knows 
which mountains we were in, but like other spring rains, it did not take 
so long’. 

Although it was a dark night, the many car lights had turned that 
plain light as in the day. Many cars were moving around, and because 
of the light of the cars, the entire area was light and visible. When we 
moved from Chamchamal, we could not see anywhere because the cars 
were covered. We did not know that it was just us or other people were 
also with us. But when we got out there and stood a little under the rain, 
we saw all the cars that were lined up and pulled over like beads. They 
unloaded people from the trucks one after the other and then separated 
them near the cars. A few soldiers came and took our group to an area 
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where a huge crowd was stood. I swear to God; they had gathered as 
much as the population of a city there. 

They took us and joined us to them. They were bringing people from 
all sides around us, women, children, young men, the elderly, etc. They 
added everyone to that crowd. We had clung together out of the fear of 
not being separated. All the people around us were asking each other 
questions like: ‘where are you from? Where have you come here from? 
When have you been here?’ etc. We found out there was a place near 
Kirkuk called Topzawa. We also realized that in addition to the villages 
in our region, the people of the villages near the town of Kalar, Kifri 
and the areas of Dawi, Jaf and Zangana have been gathered there. What 
was the purpose of the government? Nobody knew save God and the 
government. 

That night they started registering people. Their first question was 
about the name, the father's name and grandfather's name. Then 
questions about age, place of residence, marital status, wife or husband's 
name and their job, the number of siblings, the number of children and 
their ages. In the end, questions such as where you were arrested, stop 
stations, and if any of the relatives was a Peshmerga or not. Have you 
had any draft dodgers? Were you armed when you were arrested? The 
people were called and registered group by group. Registering the 
people, they separated the people once more. First, they split up all men 
from women and children. Then, the young men were separated from 
the elderly and became two groups. There were some long houses in a 
part the area that looked like stables, but they were too long. The young 
men were led to one of them, the elderly to another one and the women 
and children were sent to another group of those houses. 



74 

We had been split from our men before, in the plain near the village. 
Only a few old men were with us who they were also separated in 
Topzawa. But there were many families from other villages who had 
been moved to Topzawa all together and were split up there. After the 
separation screams and wails rose to the skies.  

I had always wished that my husband and brothers were with us. I 
said to myself if we were to die, we would better die together, but when 
I saw it there that they even separated the people who were together, I 
thanked God that they were not with us and did not experience this 
humiliation, pain and suffering of that covered car. I kept praying to 
God that they be in a better place. Believe me, those moments were 
constantly repeating to me and passing through my eyes. I thought to 
myself if they had eaten something for Iftar. What if they had loaded 
them in cars like ours and done to them the same thing? I was condoling 
myself and said, God willing, they had been taken with other cars like 
these that have windows.  

There, once again, they despaired us by separating the men. Haji 
Ahmad, my children's grandfather, who had opened his turban and tied 
it on his back cried a lot. It was obvious that he was crying for our 
disastrous fates. In the plain, his sons were separated from him, and he 
was separated from his grandchildren here. He was a big support for us 
because he was with us for years in Mamsha. And even in Suran, we 
were living together. Believe me, I loved him more than my father. From 
the afternoon, when they had taken my husband, my only hope was my 
father-in-law. How can we, a few women and all those children, live 
without our men among all those people and under the control of those 
oppressors?  
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They put them into those long houses called quarters (Qa’a in 
Arabic) in front of us. They. They imprisoned the men in the quarters 
specified for men and took us, women and children, to other quarters 
after registering. 

I had gone crazy and thought about something momentarily. I was 
worried about my parents, and I wished they were with us but when I 
saw that the elderly were separated from the others, I prayed and 
thanked God that they were not with us. By the way I was completely 
unaware of them and did not know whether they had been arrested or 
saved. But I thought to myself I could not bear all this pain and suffering 
and if my parents had been separated in front of me, I would die of 
grief. The last time when we were separated from each other, as if they 
were going to a party, it was not like the separation done by the soldiers 
applying force. 

Before I forget I should say that everyone was body-searched by 
soldiers. They did it so meticulously as if they were searching for 
something precious. It was so horrid for us that an Arab soldier touched 
us. I still do not know how we tolerated and did not die on the spot. 
Perhaps God kept us alive to suffer more. They removed all our 
jewelries: earrings, rings, bracelets, etc. They confiscated our IDs and 
took all the people's money. 

They took my and my children's IDs and my husband's military 
service completion certificate. We had fifty dinars at home which I had 
hid it in a small sack, when we were still in the village, I gave it to my 
husband. But when we left the house and he saw the Jahsh, he returned 
it to me and said, it is better to be with you, and if anything happened 
to me, spend it for the kids. Being separated by the Jahsh in the village, 
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I vowed ten dinars to my God and Prophet (Muhammad) to save us 
from any harms. When they took us to the Chamchamal military base 
I vowed another part of that money, and I finally vowed all the rest of 
it in Topzawa to survive. It was not God's will; I had wrapped it in a 
piece of cloth and tied it to my gown, but they found it and took it.  

After being body-searched carefully, we were transferred to the 
upper quarters allocated to women and children. Looking around, I saw 
young boys, aged about fourteen or fifteen years to an older age, were 
all handcuffed and blindfolded in lines. There were lots of lines; a group 
was sitting handcuffed and blindfolded; another group was standing a 
little further from them. Again, I thanked God that my husband and 
brothers were not with us. Seeing them in this condition I would have 
gone mad.  

When we saw the young men and boys in that condition, we found 
out that the young men and boys of our village had also been moved 
here. We thought if they were to be released from military service, why 
they are handcuffed and blindfolded. They do not want to run away! 
The kids were shivering with fear, and they all clung to us asking about 
fathers and crying. The families of those days were not like families 
today. They did not have only one or two children or wait when the first 
child was grown then to have the second child. Our children were born 
one after the other at that time. Some families had ten children within 
a year of each other. I myself had five children, the oldest of whom was 
not still ten years old, I was pregnant and had an infant at breast and 
the others were still very young. Imagine how to answer the children's 
questions in that situation. One is crying and wants his father, the other 
says ‘I am hungry’, one else needs a toilet, one has pissed in his pants, 
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and another is cold and you have no extra clothes, fabrics or even a 
blanket to give to them. It's only easier said than done. They made us 
enter a quarter, but what a quarter! It was overcrowded with no space 
to move around. They had crammed a lot of people in it. We were also 
crammed into a quarter and the women and children were screeching 
to the skies. Everybody was exhausted, hungry and thirsty. People were 
piled up on each other. It was such a tragic view that I beg God not to 
grant it to anyone. 

After about half an hour a few soldiers entered our quarter, they had 
a few sacks of bread in their hands and gave each person a baguette, it 
was so hard that if you beat it on someone's head, it would break their 
head, but we all ate it out of intense hunger. No matter how much the 
people asked for water, they did not even give us a sip of water. We had 
some water until we arrived in the Chamchamal military base, but when 
they loaded us into the covered trucks, they did not allow us to bring 
anything in. There were some people who had not eaten Iftar yet until 
the middle of night. As we were all tired, we fell asleep thirsty and 
hungry. 

The next day we woke up early and before the sunrise by hearing the 
sound of the cars and the noise outside. The children were all hungry 
and thirsty and besought something to eat and drink. A child wanted 
milk, another wanted his father and the women who were moaning in 
pain and suffering. They opened the door and allowed the people to go 
to the bathroom. Hunger and thirst on the one hand and the absence of 
a toilet on the other hand caused us to suffer more. Each time they used 
to take out ten to twelve people and let them go to the bathroom. There 
was a faucet near the toilets, and we drank as much as water we wanted. 
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I have not fasted only that day in Ramadan during my whole life. I could 
not fast that day from sever thirst. We washed our faces and rallied a 
little. Although it was still early spring and there was not extreme heat 
yet, the quarter was so hot as if we were in the hell because it was 
overcrowded, and all the doors and windows were shut. After the 
departure of all the people and their return, they gave each of them a 
hard and stale bread. I do not know if this bread was only made for us 
or it used to exist, because we had never seen a bread like it. I had gone 
to the city many times and stayed a few times in my brother-in-law's 
house, where was near a bakery, I had seen round and thick baguettes, 
but this bread was long and thin. Although, they said it was for troops 
and soldiers, I could not believe that the government had provided them 
with such a hard stale bread. It was obvious that it was especially baked 
for us. The elderly women and the children who did not have teeth had 
got wounds in their mouths eating that hard bread. We later learned to 
grind it with a stone and pulverize it like flour and then eat. 

Our quarter had narrow windows and we could see the outside area 
from those windows. Although due to the huge amount of car lights 
which were on, we had seen many people last night, it was not 
comparable to what we saw in the day light. I swear to God, the number 
of people was so large whose heads hade made a view like the wheat 
field. We saw convoys of trucks from every side that stopped and 
unloaded people. They had brought us in covered cars, but I also saw 
personal carriers, coasters, buses and military trucks that were coming 
successively and unloading the men, women and children. 

Topzawa was a huge plain that could not be seen in one sight. It was 
surrounded by barbed wire, a barrier which was taller than a person's 
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height, from all sides. There were a number of long halls next to each 
other and a number of houses in a corner of which probably the 
commanders' offices were located. A large number of troops had 
surround it. It was where we were body-searched after registering and 
leaving our belongings there. They also separated the families there. We 
were all looking out of the windows, everybody wanted to find their 
relatives among the crowd. We were looking for my husband 
Muhammad, my two brothers and the men of our village. I thought to 
myself, they might have been brought here too, because they were 
transferred yesterday afternoon; if their destination was here, they 
would have arrived yesterday, then I said to myself, how it could be 
known that they were not among those handcuffed and blindfolded 
young men. Although it was night and quite dark, believe me, if they 
were among that crowd, I could identify them. I told myself, God 
willing, they are not among those blindfolded and handcuffed men and 
unlike us, who were being lied to, the Jahsh were honest to them and 
led them to Chamchamal and set them free. 

From those very narrow windows that we were looking out, I saw 
my brother Saleh and our son-in-law Najmaddin and my sister Salma 
who had got married in Kormor. Salma was Najmaddin Shahab's wife 
in Kormor and Najmadin's sister had also married to one my brothers. 
I called their names out so that my brother recognized my voice and 
knew that we were here. I became hoarse from shouting a lot. 
Fortunately, my brother knew my voice and realized that I was calling 
him. They came toward the window, as soon as he saw us and his wife 
and children in that condition, he got very upset. We all were about to 
go crazy from inside and outside the window. We hoped that they had 
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not been captured by the army and the Jahsh, he hoped so for us. He 
asked about my brothers, my husband and my father-in-law and said, 
“What happened to them?” I responded that the forces under the 
command of Hasib Muhammad Inja came to the village and after 
returning the men from the surrounding plains of the village, they 
separated them all with the boys and young men of the villages of 
Bangol, Sheikh Mahmoud and Quchali. They loaded them all into the 
trucks except the elderly men and we still have no news of them. My 
father-in-law was also with us who was separated from us last night. I 
asked about my brother Nouri and his family, my parents and the family 
of my brother Ali to find out about them. But he did not know about 
anyone. He said that ‘according to what I saw, there was no one left, 
and everyone was arrested’. He said that: moving to Suran with my sister 
Salma, our son-in-law and their children, they had seen the army forces 
blocking the roads, so as not to be arrested, they had turned the way to 
Chamchamal and finally were arrested in Ban oghan. Being transferred 
to Chamchamal and then to Sulaimaniyeh Police Force Directorate after 
their arrest, they had been transferred to Topzawa along with a group 
of people after two days. 

I asked about Salma and her children, they both cried and said that 
when they arrived here, they had been separated from them and did not 
know in which quarter they were detained. They just knew they were 
here. They stayed near the window about ten minutes, and we all 
grieved. Then the soldiers warned them to stay away from the window, 
so they said goodbye and went and I have never seen them since then. 

However, after a while in Dibs prison, we saw a number of women 
and children from Mamsha; one of them was Nazdar Muhammad Ali 
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that we were together until the day they burned the village and we had 
not seen each other since then. As we went to Suran, they also went to 
Gulbakh village with a few other families. She said that they had trouble 
staying there because there was not enough place and then, after two 
months, they had gone to Jalay Ban Rokhana- Qaderawa and stayed 
there until winter. Finally, until Anfal they had settled in the village of 
Mahmoud Parizad. She was caught with her family just like us. At Dibs, 
she told me that she had seen my brother Saleh praying, from the 
window, and a soldier had beaten him on his back and fell him to the 
ground trampling him under his feet. Hearing this story, I almost went 
mad. Saleh was ill and had done a surgery with 22 stiches on his flank. 
For what crime had he been beaten? I was very worried about him and 
told myself, he had certainly not endured and would have died there. I 
have not got any news of him since then. Later, some detainees returned 
from Nugra Salman and Tikrit prisons, but even no one had seen him 
in a prison. My sister Salma and her husband, who had been transferred 
to Nugra Salman, had been separated from him in Topzawa and he was 
never seen again. I do not know how God accepted all that injustice and 
did nothing! We did not have anyone to revenge us, what about my 
brother who had prayed for God? Why was God quiet and did nothing 
when he saw torturing of his servant while praying for him? 

Let me tell something, I just remembered now, Nazdar told me that 
the second day she was in Topazawa and left the quarter to go to the 
bathroom, a man far away and from one of the windows of the men's 
hall had seen and known her and called her out. She said, he was begging 
for a sip of water. I think they had imposed a sever thirst on that group. 
She could not have brought water for him because the soldiers were 
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watching over them. Nazdar also had known the man from a far. He 
was one of her husband's nephews. His name was Sherko and was a 
member of the Peshmerga forces. I do not know where he was arrested 
but he had been transferred to Topzawa. Nazdar swore that she had 
seen him with her own eyes. 

During that day, I had stuck myself to the window and looked out 
at the crowd to see my brother, my sister and her children again. When 
I heard from my brother that all the people have been arrested, I became 
so restless and used to constantly think about my parents and the 
families of my brother Nouri and Ali. All the time that we were in 
Topzawa, except when I was asleep, I was searching for them among the 
crowd. 

For the next day, I said to myself when there is not any food and 
water, I would better fast so that God will be merciful to us. When we 
slept, I decided to fast tomorrow and the following day when the ration 
was distributed among us, I kept it and said, ‘I would break my fast with 
it in the evening.’ After an hour, the children got hungry and asked for 
food, previously we used to have three meals in our house, how could 
we live on a hard stale loaf of baguette a day? Seeing the hunger of my 
children, I gave them that bread that I had held for Iftar. I had nothing 
to break my fast with, so I suffered from hunger until the next morning 
and the time of ration distribution. I was such hungry that I could not 
stand up or sit well. I swore that I would never fast again, but I could 
not, and once again I started to pray at Dibs and also fasted for a few 
days. 

During those three days and nights that we stayed in Topzawa, each 
time we went to the bathroom, I prolonged it to the extent that the 
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soldiers flogged me, hoping for seeing my sister Salma or a relative to 
give me a news of them. I hoped to get a news of my parents and the 
families of Nouri and Ali who might have been arrested and not arrived 
in Kirkuk, but there was not any news of any of them at all. 

On the one hand, I was doleful about me and my children and on 
the other hand very sad about my husband, my brothers, my sister 
Salma and her children and my parents. We were fortunate not to go 
crazy out of that all grieves.  

Those three days and nights that we were in Topzawa, we saw the 
Doomsday in front of us. Bringing and taking groups of people did not 
stop there for three days, even for an hour. The convoys of cars brought 
people to Topzawa around the clock, and then after registering, 
separating and transferring the people to the quarters, they loaded 
people into other cars and drove them out. They were separating the 
family members in front of our eyes, the elderly, the young men and 
boys, the young girls and the women and children were split into 
separate groups. The second day after the sunrise, they brought some 
buses and took some people from each quarter. It also suffered us in its 
own way. I do not know the exact number of the seats on the bus but 
the number of people to get into the buses was based on a specific 
number. Sometimes they put half the family in the bus and the other 
half remained in the hall. The mother and children were separated. My 
sister-in-law Amina, Saleh's wife, and her children were among those 
who got into the buses. Unfortunately, when Amina, two of her 
daughters and her only son got into the bus, the bus was filled, and her 
two young children remained. They did not allow them to go with their 
mother and they stayed with us. Their names were Najiba and Golabax. 
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This story used to be repeated in all the halls. After we were transferred 
to Dibs prison, we could see children alone and not with their mothers. 
After six months we realized that those buses had taken people to Nugra 
Salman. Imagine how much their cruelty was; they could at least send 
the mother and children together to Nugra Salman. They had brought 
the children to Dibs alone to starve to death. During those six months, 
I was more upset with my nephews than my children. I do not know if 
they were dreaming or if there were any other reason, but they used to 
call their mothers tens of times every night. Believe me, I loved them 
and took care of them as I did with my own children. I put them on my 
shoulders or in my arms, but they were clearly very upset about their 
separation from their mother. I have not got the answer to this question 
yet, ‘why God was watching and staying silent against all that injustice 
and did nothing. 

There were old women and men with canes there, but what crime 
had they committed? There were Hajis with turbans on the head, they 
pushed them very brutally. I do not know why those soldiers were so 
brutal, didn’t they have any wife and children themselves? Did not they 
have parents or grandparents in their families? I do not know where 
and how they were raised that they had no mercy deprived of any ethics. 
They showed no respect to the elderly. Each of those soldiers was so 
much guilty against us as Saddam. They were savage and God also used 
to see it but did nothing. The people were still fast even in that 
condition. It was Ramadan and we always used to fast in Ramadan. In 
the morning when they gave us that hard stale bread, we would keep it 
until sunset to break our fast with it. Of course, if we did not fast, there 
was nothing to eat so we would better fast as long as we could and not 
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to disobey God, and if we could not, God himself knows that we were 
not able to. 

The third day was also past in that deplorable condition. At night, a 
number of black and ugly soldiers entered our quarter and separated all 
the children, even infants at breast, and took them away. We later found 
out that this had happened in other halls as well. Imagine what the 
mother and children would do when they remove the child by force! 
Think about a hall where four to five hundred women are imprisoned 
there and the soldiers come and remove the children by force, what woe 
is going on? The screams and cries of them will rise to the skies. The 
quarter was like Doomsday.  

As soon as they attacked the children at the door, all the other kids 
were terrified and started screaming. They had clung to their mothers’ 
clothes and hid themselves under them. The women were screaming 
louder than the children and beat themselves on the head and face. The 
soldiers, who had no sense of love and mercy, kicked, slapped and beat 
the people with rifles and dragged the children away violently out of 
their mother's arms. They took all the children, including the infants at 
breast to ten-to-twelve-year-olds. The suffering and terror of that night 
bothers us yet, we had gone crazy, and an inexpressible squall was there. 
We had held the children firmly in our arms so as not to let remove 
them. All my five children, Hero, the daughter of my brother-in-law 
Burhan, Najiba and Gulabax were all at an age that had to be separated. 
Imagine how hurtful it will be to separate eight children from you. They 
entered the hall from the door and took the children one after the other. 
I swear to God, I had never seen such sights; they were throwing the 
children as if they threw the chicken in the chicken store. They took 
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four or five children's hands together and lift them up, then they threw 
them to the corner in which the children had been gathered there. The 
quarter was divided into two parts, the children had filled the bigger 
part of the hall, and the mothers filled the smaller part of it. After 
separating all the children, they took them out. The children were all 
crying, and we were beating ourselves on the head and face. But it did 
not affect them, and they showed no mercy to us at all. When they came 
to me, like a chicken that has taken its chicks under its wings, I had 
taken all eight of them under my clothes. A strong ugly soldiers kicked 
me on the chest and threw me to a corner. I stopped breathing and 
could not say anything, then groveled before him and kissed his boots 
so that they would not take my children, but he grabbed my hair and 
kicked me away. While shivering with fear, the children were taken 
away. Believe me, I was almost dead as if my heart skipped a beat. 
Children's cries and screamings were spread everywhere. God should 
have punished Saddam at that moment, but I do not know why he 
remained silent and did nothing. ‘Where on earth are the infants 
separated from their mothers?’ What were they going to do with them? 
To kill them? To pour chemicals over them? To put them in front of 
Uday 1  dogs? I do not why they separated the children from us. 
Sometimes we are infuriated by grief and suffering, so we blaspheme 
God but then repent hundreds of time and seek his forgiveness; but how 
about those Arabs, were they free of God's mercy? Were they deaf and 
not hearing our appeals? Did not they have any heart to show mercy on 
us? Sometimes I ask myself if they had children; seeing our children, 

 
1 . Saddam Hussein's eldest son who was killed on July 22, 2003, following an 
attack by US forces on his hideout in Mosul. 
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wouldn’t they remind theirs? Could they sleep at nights after all those 
cries and screams? From the day that God created the world, there have 
been good and bad people in the world, but I am sure that God has not 
created more savage men than those Topzawa soldiers. It's unacceptable 
to me that we were both God's creatures; maybe they were not human 
beings! Did not they have any heart? Did not they have a conscience? If 
they were not human, then what kind of creatures were they? Believe 
me, I saw it with my own eyes that a mother had taken the hand of her 
child firmly and the soldiers took the other hand, they both were 
dragging the child, and the poor child was about to be divided into two 
halves. Each human would have been terrified by the cries and screams 
of that mother, but they were almost deaf and did not care at all. If there 
were anyone not to give up their children, they would beat them on the 
head with a rifle to fall to the ground. Some women became 
unconscious, and some had gone crazy. We moaned as much, if you 
saw us, you might think that none would stay healthy and everyone 
would go crazy. 

They took the children away and I think, put them in a quarter near 
ours, because we could hear their cries and screams of calling "mother, 
mother, …". No one had a watch, but maybe the children cried for about 
two hours. I have not exaggerated if I say, I knew my children's cries 
among those all cries and screams. We went crazy, I do not know if it 
was God who helped and showed mercy on us, or it was them who could 
not tolerate all that cries and screams; anyway they changed their mind 
and returned the children to us after a two-hour separation. They 
opened the door and put the children inside the hall; each child rushed 
towards their mother. They were all about to be trampled to death 
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trying to get to their mothers. The children's eyes had turned completely 
red with tears. I do not know if it was out of fear or out of crying a lot, 
but their eyes were completely red. Half of them had pissed their pants 
out of extreme fear and were trembling. It was there that we found out 
that something similar had happened in the other halls, because there 
were some children, except ours, who had entered our quarter 
mistakenly. After everyone had found their children, there were still 
some other children left who were crying and searching for their 
mothers, we realized that they had brought them to our quarter 
mistakenly. They took them back, but later it became clear to us that 
some children had not been able to find their mothers and the next day 
they had transferred the mother to Nugra Salman and the child to Dibs. 
For an hour, the kids had clung to us, and they were afraid of the same 
happening. That happening caused the majority of children to get sick 
and most of them died at Dibs. Some of them got an epilepsy and 
fainted. When they announced amnesty and we were released, seeing 
the doors being opened, the children quickly ran to their mothers 
because they feared that the soldiers would come after them. We passed 
that night with an unspeakable torment, I ask God, not even the infidels 
to experience such as that. 
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Dibs, the last station of the hell 
The next morning, after the ration distribution, they did not close 

the door. The soldiers were coming and going and waiting for 
something. It did not take a while when we were called up to leave the 
hall; they took us to an area where a number of long trucks had stopped 
there. They were the kind of those trucks for transporting blocks and 
construction material, etc. They loaded us into those trucks and 
transferred us to Dibs military base. 

From Topzawa to Dibs, we were on the way for about an hour. In 
fact, we did not know where the destination was. I mean, it took us an 
hour to get to that military base and then they unloaded us. We had not 
been to those regions at all our entire lives, we just got into the trucks 
and did not know what other hell we were going to be at. Yet we did 
not suffer as much as when we were transferred from Chamchamal to 
Topzawa on those covered cars. We had suffered three days at Topzawa, 
especially the last night in which made it a hell for us, so we were happy 
to leave Topzawa and move to another place without knowing where 
the destination was like. I told myself that as they are moving us in open 
cars, the destination is probably not a bad place. And then I replied to 
myself, a lot of those people who had been brought to Topzawa were in 
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these cars and became disappointed again. Wherever these oppressors 
are is not less than the hell. The sooner we die, the less we suffer. Where 
did they want to take us? From then, living anywhere for us was as living 
in the hell. Far from your parents, husband, sisters and loved ones, what 
difference does it make where to live? Is life enjoyable at all without 
them? I wished I died as soon as possible, but I felt sorry for my 
children; on one hand if I die, what will happen to my children under 
the hands of these oppressors? On the other hand, I was afraid to see 
my children dying from hunger and thirst in front of my eyes. How 
should I endure the pain and suffering of their deaths?  

We reached the new destination before noon. There was also an 
army base with a long fence covered by barbed wire. Like Topzawa, 
there were a number of long halls in two lines across from each other. 
Topzawa halls seemed new, but the Dibs halls were old and dirty. It 
seemed that the government had not used them for a long time and only 
once again had opened them to incarcerate us. They were very dirty and 
had metal gable roofs. There were some lights in each hall that seemed 
to be put a few days before we arrived because the wiring on the wall 
seemed to be new. 

We were put out of the cars and once more registered, and then they 
placed five hundred families in each hall. Some were already together, 
or in line, standing in a way to register and stay together, but they did 
not care whether the whole family was together or not. As soon as the 
number arrived at five hundred the next people would be transferred to 
another hall. Because I was a midwife, later when a woman came to give 
birth, they called me from other halls, so I had seen all the halls, maybe 
more than thirty. And there were also some old houses allocated to the 
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guards and military men. You count, thirty halls and each hall contained 
five hundred people. This number of people were only imprisoned at 
Dibs. Count the people in Topzawa as well as those who were 
transferred to Tikrit and Nugra Salman. All these prisons were filled up 
with women and children. 

The day they took us to Dibs, some of the halls were full. Later, when 
I went to those halls, I asked them, and I realized that they had been 
taken to Dibs a week before us. The Residents of Qader Karam, Jabari, 
Qara Hassan, the people from the surrounding areas of Kalar and Kifri, 
and the villagers of Doyz, Kulajo, Sengaw, Qaragh, Aghjalar and later a 
number of the residents of Khalifan and its surrounding areas had been 
moved there. 

The Dibs guards were better, of course they were only better in 
comparison to those wild dogs (guards) of Topzawa, and otherwise, we 
were insulted and humiliated thousands of times. 

For a while, our food was that same hard stale bread as it was in 
Topzawa. A week after leaving the village, our food was only that hard 
stale bread. If anyone is stuffed and eaten enough, they can survive one 
or two days without food, but imagine living with only one hard stale 
baguette a whole month, how would you survive? We always had a 
stomachache, we were completely pale; the hunger of that week was 
easily recognized by children's appearance, they had become severely 
skinny and weak. The guards of Dibs were from the Arabs of Hawija. 
Maybe they were the brothers and sons of the people who in 1963 were 
members of the Haras Qawmi and looted all our possessions. Some of 
the Arabs of Dibs were also among them. Although at first, like 
Topzawa, our ration was only a hard stale bread a day, after a while they 
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gave us an egg and a little yogurt. We could go the bathroom more. 
There was a lot of water in Dibs, and we could perform our ablutions 
and so we resumed to pray. They did not stop us from praying.  

But three or four days after we arrived at Dibs, those women who 
had infants at breast faced another suffering because they had only a 
loaf of bread one day, so they did not have enough milk to feed their 
babies. The poor child was crying from hunger and the poor mother 
could not do anything. Where could she bring milk? It was not our 
house or village to feed them with soup or rice pudding instead of breast 
milk. Nothing was found there. The children became so skinny and 
weak and were wasted one after the other. 

Our problems were a lot, I wish it was only hunger; after a while, 
measles broke out among the children, and they got scars on all parts 
of their bodies. Because we were all dirty and we had not taken a bath 
ten to twelve days even before our arrest because of fear and feeling 
danger. The skin of all the children started to itch. At that time another 
dangerous disease also infected children, I do not know if it was out of 
the fear of that night in Topzawa or spraying the halls of Dibs and two 
or three days after our arrival might have caused it. They said the spray 
was to remove the bugs but caused that disease among children. They 
had diarrhea and vomiting and had severe stomachaches. The children 
died one after the other because of the lack of food and medicine, dirty 
halls, infected wounds and the heat inside the halls. They had diarrhea 
and vomiting for a few days and several children died in the hall at the 
beginning. 

How could we endure all that suffering?! I do not know how we 
endured that much pain and suffering. Imagine you are hungry and 
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thirsty, and your child has diarrhea and vomiting, infected to measles 
and his whole body is wounded. They had even got scabies. There was 
no medicine, we did not even have a little bit oil to grease or clean the 
scars. As soon as wounds were clotted, the itching caused the children 
to scratch their wounds with their nails and not to be healed. What had 
I to do? Believe me, I cut children's nails with my teeth, at least no to 
let them scratch their wounds with their nails. I wish I was blind, and I 
did not see their pain. Even not that I think of those days, I feel bad. 
Believe me after thirty years I still check their skin to know that if they 
have any scars… 

What did children know about prison? How could they understand 
that we had been taken to prison to die? They thought that when they 
were hungry, I did not feed them intentionally. I am sure they asked 
themselves why their mother's behavior had changed. I understood 
these complaints from their eyes; why did she provide us with what we 
wanted when we were in the village? Why did she give us at least an egg 
when we asked for food? Why does not she care about us now? I am 
sure they have reproached us so many times in their minds. Although 
the kids did not like to take a bath, but I bathed them within short 
intervals of each other and they were always clean and tidy; but in Dibs, 
after two months, we had not even seen a soap, where and how could I 
bathe them? We had become so dirty and got cooties. There were lots 
of them on children's bodies. There was nothing I could do, how many 
cooties could I remove from their faces and bodies? Maybe the children 
asked themselves, why did she bathe and take care of us at home but 
here she does not care about us at all? They did not say anything, but I 
was sure that they would feel that they were no longer important to me 
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to take care of them and quickly respond to their demands. They did 
not know that their mother was smoldering with grief at any moment 
hearing their cries and moans. At our home, if one of them had a fever, 
I would sit around them until the morning and lowered the fever with 
a wet cloth, in Dibs they were seared by fever and there was nothing I 
could do… 

Each time, someone screamed in the hall, it was a mother beating 
her head and face saying my child is dead. We should have called the 
guards from the window and told them that one of our children was 
dead. Then two guards came and removed the body, and I couldn’t 
know what would happen to the bodies. Maybe it is easy to talk about 
the child's death, but nobody knows how difficult we had raised them. 
They killed our children by spraying those killer drugs. The mothers of 
the dead children had beaten themselves to an extent that they would 
almost all be blind. The death of the other children was also painful to 
us, because it would remind us of the bitter memories of the loss of our 
loved ones and visualized that another child was lost today and 
tomorrow and the day after tomorrow our children will starve to death 
even if they will not get sick. Because I had experienced this bitter event 
and my child had died in my arms before, I knew how those mothers 
felt after the deaths of their children. In prison and in that terrible 
condition, your child is dead and more painful than his death was, they 
would take the bodies out and we did not know what would be done to 
them, would they be buried? Would they dig a grave for them? If 
someone is not your relative and friend, who will care about your 
children's bodies? They were Arabs, how could we know that they have 
not wished us all to die? Why should they feel sorry for our children? 
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They had separated our children in Topzawa and probably amid to kill 
them, do they care how our children's bodies are buried? Perhaps they 
have dug a shallow hole and put a little soil on them so that the dogs 
and jackals would not feed on them. Imagine dying in that condition 
and no one knows where you have been buried! 

From time to time, they used to bring some other people and 
imprisoned them in the halls. All the prisoners before us and those who 
were transferred after us to Dibs were women and children. There was 
no man or old woman among us. In Topzawa, separation was done 
based on age and the destination of each group was already specified. 
We were sent to Dibs, but after six months we found that the elderly 
and a number of woman and children were sent to Nugra Salman. 
Neither at that time nor now had it been not clear where the young men 
were detained. We do not know if they were moved directly from 
Topzawa to mass graves? Were they spilled into the sea? Did they burn 
them? What happened to them, nobody knows, save God himself. 

In Topzawa, a number of young girls were separated and detained 
in a separated hall, and their fate has not been known yet. The remains 
of some of the men's bodies were found in mass graves but so far no 
traces of the young girls being found.  

One of the guards, called Hadi, was a Turkmen of Kirkuk, knew 
Kurdish and was a very good man. It was obvious that he felt sorry for 
us, he was speaking to us and heartening us. He said, God willing, God 
will bless you; he always prayed for us. We heard from him that the 
bodies of the children were left beyond the fence of the base; upon 
hearing this news we were gone crazy, oh God! What was the sin of 
those children to be died out of hunger and thirst and even not to be 
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buried after death and to be thrown across the fence to feed the dogs. 
These memories are so hard and painful to recount; they maybe only 
easy to recite. This news was spread out in the halls. Everyday a couple 
of children were died. Upon hearing this news, the mothers did not 
inform the guards of the deaths of their children, and due to the metal 
ceilings of the halls and the arrival of the warm seasons, the heat of the 
halls increased and it caused a bad smell from the dead bodies. 

It was obvious that there were also good men among the guards. The 
detainees had talked to Hadi, the guard whom I talked about before, to 
find a solution for the corpses. He had sent a message to Mukhtar Dibs 
and explained the problem. He came, God blessed him, and took the 
abandoned bodies and buried them. From then, whenever a child was 
dead, the guards took the body to the mosque and informed Mukhtar 
Dibs or took the body directly to his house. Some days, just in our hall, 
four or five children passed away, sometimes twenty bodies together 
were taken to Mukhtar's house in a day and his family buried the bodies 
after washing and shrouding. 

We suffered an inexpressible pain. Some women were pregnant 
while arrested, and I was also expecting my daughter. Some of them 
gave birth in the cars while being transferred. Ten days after we were 
transferred to Dibs, my sister-in-law had a child. They were so cruel 
that they even did not give us a razor to cut the baby's afterbirth. Believe 
me, I cut the after birth with a stone. Thanks to God, her child survived, 
and he is grown up now. Many children were born in the prison but 
most of them died. If at the time of the arrest, a woman was eight or 
nine months pregnant, because we had a normal life in our region and 
our nutrition was good, that woman was in a better physical condition 
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and the child was born healthy. However, after the birth due to the 
shortage of breast milk and the severe heat of the hall in summer, most 
of the children got sick and died. Only a few of the new-born children 
survived. And those women who were three or four months pregnant 
at the time of arrest, as there was not enough food and water, the mother 
got sick, and the child was born dead. During those few months, we 
were always afraid, hungry and thirsty so our new-born children in that 
condition were not normal, sometimes as small as a single palm.  

We stayed in Dibs for six months and a half during which many 
children were born, and I cut the afterbirth of all of them with stones. 
When we went to the bathroom, I brought with me any sharp-edged 
stone I saw. I rubbed the stones together and sharpened their tips. 
Whenever a woman was about to give birth to a baby in the halls, the 
people informed the guards, and they also came to the door of our hall 
shouting "midwife Harme". I had to go and stay next to the mother until 
the child was born and then cut its afterbirth. 

We were in a very deplorable condition in which everybody would 
be grief-stricken of our status. Although they were Muslims as us, they 
did not show mercy on us and even mocked us. Some of them 
constantly watched the halls through the windows, we wished we died, 
but there was nothing we could do, neither would we die nor would get 
rid of them. Think of a woman to give birth to a baby in such a 
condition, there was not even an old cloth to clean her blood or clean 
the baby. There was no food that we could give to the poor mother. I 
do not think even God could do such a thing to the sinners in the hell. 
I do not know what kind of creatures those oppressors were.  
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I do not know the exact number, but many children were born, some 
died immediately after birth, some lived for a few days and some 
survived. 

Death was not limited to newborn children and included other 
children. A lot of diseases spread out among us, we had no medicine, 
no doctors, no good and enough food. We had become so dirty and did 
not have any sanitary wares. We had got lots of cooties and the hall was 
full of all kinds of insects. Children's skins were itched out of the lack 
of hygiene, I do not know if it was a disease, too, or because of scratching 
a lot, their skins had got wounds and were bleeding. 

Each of us had one or two sick children; the fear of death and losing 
our children was always suffering us during that time. We were all afraid 
about that our children would pass away soon. With this amount of fear 
and anxiety, we five hundred people were imprisoned in a very hot hall, 
all of us were hungry and thirsty, and could we not get sick? All the 
children had become skinny, weak and so thin. They had to be like this. 
There was nothing to eat. The mothers had not enough breast milk to 
feed the children and the older children did not get any food to eat.  

After a month, all of the children were very dirty, and we ourselves 
had become so frowsy. We were such pale that if a normal human saw 
us, they would be terrified. After that one month, I do not know why 
but they changed a couple of toilets and turned them into bathrooms 
and allowed us and our children to wash ourselves. There were two 
soaps in the bathrooms, each time two women with their children went 
to the bathroom, and two soldiers were guarding near the bathrooms. 
After that two families, another two families were allowed to take a bath. 
Finally, we washed our clothes and became a little clean. It was at the 
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same time that the food ration changed and became a little bit better. 
But the first month, when the ration was just a hard stale baguette, the 
children's mouths had wounded, and they could not even eat that bread. 
Sometimes the kids themselves did not let us cut the bread for them and 
said, "there is no need to do that, we eat the bread like this." 

Let the mother mourn him, my son Nahro had such bitten the bread 
with his bloody mouth that the half of the bread had become bloody the 
day he died. When he died, I brought that bloody bread with me and 
hung it for a while in my room. Every day I was crying next to that 
bloody bread for a few minutes. 

Later, the condition got a little better, and they sometimes gave us a 
boiled egg and some bread for breakfast. And for lunch they mixed 
some soup and rice, like the food of the soldiers, and gave it to the 
prisoners. But it was too little too late, hunger had destroyed everyone, 
maybe 200 to 300 children had died of hunger, and the soup would not 
vitalize the dead. 

When I am alone and my children are not around me or when I go 
to the village, I think about that time. It is very strange to me that how 
we endured so much pain and we survived so far. If we did not die of 
that much hunger and thirst, how could we survive that much pain and 
suffering? I believe that the only hope that we had was the fall of Saddam 
and getting a news of the fate of our men and loved ones, perhaps this 
is the only reason we are alive for. Since the fall of Saddam, we have 
been looking forward to finding the remains of the bodies of our loved 
ones. May God, who did watch all that injustice and did nothing to 
defend us, show mercy on us and keep us alive to get our wish and die 
after finding the remains of the bodies of our loved ones. 
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Several years have passed since Anfal, from the first day in which we 
were separated from my husband Muhammad and my brothers in the 
plain near the village of Qader Karam, they are still in front of my eyes. 
When sleeping at night, I still think and dream about them. Sometimes 
they call me and ask me for food and water. Sometimes in my dreams I 
find them tired and with long beards and I think they are still in prison. 
And sometimes I see them in gardens and paradise. Not only me, but 
also the children sometimes say that they have seen their father in their 
dreams or say ‘tonight I dreamed of father who had a long white beard 
and wore white clothes.’ Now they are grown up and understand the 
matter, but when we were in Dibs, sometimes they dreamed at midnight 
or for another reason, suddenly one of them shouted and said, "I am 
going to my father, he is calling me." My second son, Abdul Rahman, 
had gone crazy for a while and sometimes woke up at night telling me, 
my father was across the window, I saw him myself and he had brought 
us food and water. It was not a night or two, they have awakened me 
tens of times talking about their father. It was obvious that they dreamed 
of him. Oh God, how many nights has their father dreamed of his 
children?! 

Sometimes in our lamentations, I said ‘how your father is now; your 
uncles, my parents, … are they hungry as we are?’ Even though the 
children were so hungry themselves, they put the bread in their pockets 
and said they kept it for the father, we will give it to him when he comes 
at night. 

 
Although the two daughters of my brother Saleh and the daughter 

of my brother-in-law Burhan were older, they also frequently called 



101 

their parents day and night. In spite of my own grieves, I was deeply 
upset by the daughters of my brother, Najiba and Gulabakh, who kept 
thinking about their parents and other brothers and sisters. Dozens of 
times they made me cry because they missed their two other sisters and 
their shepherd brother. My own children at least had me by their side, 
poor them, their father was arrested in that situation, and they were 
separated from their mother in Topzawa, they almost went crazy out of 
intense grief. The children saddened me every day, I cried every day and 
my breath stopped, then they begged me "dear mother, do not die for 
God's sake, what shall we do if you die?" I dared not to tell them ‘You 
also talk less of your father.’ 

I was so sad for my children and our conditions, and I wondered 
where my mother was now and how she was due to our separation, her 
daughters, her sons, her children were all in a prison. Could she dream 
of all of us together?! At least I had all of my children by my side, and 
they all slept by me every night. I have grieved for my mother a few 
times more than my own sorrow and my sorrow for my children, 
husband, sisters, brothers, nephews and nieces. Throughout the history, 
no one has been tormented as us, it is a big lie if they say that such an 
event has happened to someone else other than Kurds, there is no 
nation, more oppressed than the Kurds in the world. 

Before I forget, I would better to mention another point. After a 
month in Dibs, they used to get a number of buses within different 
intervals; each time a group of women and children used to be ridden 
and got out of Dibs. I think there were eight buses standing in a line 
and each time, three groups were transferred in a single day. Then, they 
did not return for a while and no news was available, no one knew where 
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they were headed to. We asked Hadi, and there were a couple of guards 
from Hawija who were treating us better than the other guards, and we 
also asked them, where these people are transferred? And they replied 
to believe them that they did not know, and they only knew that when 
these cars came and they had to fill them up and send them back. None 
of them went with them. We were asking them if they were taken to the 
complex or sent to their relatives. They only said that they did not know. 

The first time they took out a caravan, we were happy and hopeful 
and said, God willing, we will all be free, and the first group was lucky 
that they went to their loved ones by the first caravan. We also believed 
that by their return, our relatives will be informed of us and come to us 
anyway. 

We spent a few nights by this dream that our relatives will come up 
to us soon. But a few days passed, and no one came up; so we doubted 
that the relocated groups were released, otherwise no doubt someone 
would come to Dibs in search of their relatives. Later on, we thought 
that if they were supposed to set free, the car would have to pick up the 
people of the same area and return them to their own area. But there 
were people of Qader Karam, Jabari, Kalar, Nawshwan, Aghjalar, 
Taghtagh, Sengaw, … together in some cars, so we had to realize that 
there was no release at all from the very beginning. We also thought to 
ourselves if they wanted to kill us, we were there under their control, 
were they afraid of killing us there?! Or as they sprayed the halls and 
killed many of children, they could kill us or poison the water and food 
so that we all died. Why would they take us somewhere else to die? 

During those six and half months that we were in Dibs, we witnessed 
the transfers of groups of prisoners. There is also another memory of 
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the children that I suffer to remember. There were always events that 
caused the children to grieve and pain; although most of the prisoners 
never knew each other before, but it was natural that we got to know 
each other during that time. Although the children had all got sick and 
weak and had nothing to play with; they used to see out of the window, 
but the door was locked and there was no way out, so they had become 
friends in the hall and in spite of the disease and that deplorable 
condition they were playing together. The children were ten times more 
upset and crying than we were as each group of us was separated. The 
children used to play together from morning to night and suddenly 
when one or two of them were separated, it was natural that they got 
sad and started to cry; they asked about them or said where their friends 
went. When will they return? We had to lie to and cheat them, we 
answered that they would be back in a few days, or we said they had 
been transferred to another place and in a few days the buses will take 
us there, too. We have no news of those transferred people until now 
and no one knows what they have done to them. Because we knew some 
of them, we asked about them after coming back, but no one knew about 
them. When we returned, some people came to us asking about their 
loved ones, we finally found out that those groups, who were transferred 
every month, have not returned to Kurdistan. Where they are, no one 
knows but God and Saddam.  

My own physical condition was changing, and I knew that the baby 
was growing up in my stomach, and at the same time the diseases of my 
other children continued, as one recovered the other became sick. But 
my youngest son Nahro, from that night in Topzawa then, was getting 
weaker and weaker. I do not know if he had become horror-struck or 
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there was something else wrong with him due to severe fear, during that 
six month, he was in pain and crying until the day he died. He had 
recently started to speak and could not still say the words completely, 
asking me for cucumbers. It was six months since we were in prison, 
and he was about a year and a half at the time of our arrest. I do not 
think he had ever seen cucumbers; I did not know how he had learned 
this word, had he heard it from older children or it was God's will to 
say it. Believe me, even before the moment he took his last breath and 
died, he said “cucumber”. Since then, every costermonger that has 
passed through this alley selling cucumbers, has revived the moment of 
his death to me. Whenever I go to the market, seeing cucumbers in the 
shop, I grieve a lot and get almost shocked. Ever since then I have never 
bought or eaten cucumbers. There was no food to give him (Nahro), 
the same hard stale bread I gave him and said it was cucumber. He had 
dipped the bread in his mouth in so much and bit it so that his mouth 
was bleeding inside and stained half of the bread bloody. All the 
relatives know that how I hung the bread on the wall and cried over it. 
I think a month or forty days after our release and returning home, one 
of his aunts put it down. They told me I went crazy if this bread was 
there. I do not know what they did with it. 

I think it was the ninth month of the year when my child was born, 
because when we were released, she was younger than forty days. 
Although in the ID that we got for her the next year, it is registered July 
1, 1988, but I know that she was born later than that date. No one 
thought she would be alive because her body was so small at birth, but 
God wanted her to live and now she is married and has a child. She has 
also graduated, and she is a teacher. Like the other children born in 
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prison, we cut her afterbirth with a stone. At that time, the prison 
condition was better than those of the first days, sometimes we washed 
our clothes and as I said before, a little soup had been added to our 
ration. I had enough breast milk to feed my infant. But Nahro was very 
sick, and he could not sleep or rest due to severe pain. If we had an 
infant in our house, we would put him in a room and shut the door, 
and even sent the chickens away from the house so that the baby not to 
wake up. In that room that was full of women and children, if a child 
slept, he would wake up with another child's crying. It was not our 
house to sleep them all together. When a child was lullabied to sleep 
suddenly another child burst into tears out of intense pain.  

During those six months, we could not sleep well at all, and the 
children's eyes were red due to constant crying. Believe me, apart from 
the lack of medicine and proper food, the major reason that they did 
not recover after the illness refers to not sleeping and resting enough. I 
still believe that the government deliberately did this to us to inflict 
more pain and suffering. They could build more halls in that large area 
and not to incarcerate all those women and children in a single hall that 
we could not even stretch our legs. Not sleeping enough had destroyed 
everyone, they could incarcerate half of that crowd in the hall. I have no 
doubt that they did it to us not to feel relief until the last moment of 
our lives and be tormented ever. 

I do not know how many groups were transferred, but five or six 
days after the transfer of the last group, the guards told us that Saddam 
has announced a general amnesty and the prisoners will be released. 
These words reanimated us. Before that we had no hope to live anymore 
and we were all waiting to die in that prison or like other groups we 
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might be taken to the middle of nowhere and no one knew where we 
were killed in. We waited for a couple of days until Hadi, the same 
guard, returned from his leave. We believed that he was honest with us 
certainly. An early morning, he came and visited all the halls. He waved 
at us happily and told: "a general amnesty has been announced and you 
will return to your loved ones." We breathed a sigh of relief, we were all 
disappointed and desperate before as if we were the living dead, but 
upon hearing this news, all of us were reanimated. The days before we 
were thinking of our loved ones, how we lived and where we were 
together but since then we were looking forward to being free and 
returning to our loved ones and visualized it hourly and minutely. 
Because we had only one daughter and the rest of our children were 
boys, my husband loved our daughter Pakhsan very much and perhaps 
loved her the most. I thought that he would certainly be very happy to 
know that God has given us another daughter. In short, I dreamed of 
seeing my father, mother, brothers, sisters, nephews, nieces and my 
husband and being with all of once again. I thought to myself, ‘thanks 
God, nothing happened to any of our children’; otherwise, ‘what I 
should tell my husband Muhammad, he would never forgive me.’ I was 
upset about Nahro, I was afraid he would not recover before we 
returned, and his father would see him in that condition and would 
think that I had not taken care of him well and why I had not taken him 
to the doctor. But I answered myself, if they had been imprisoned like 
us, he would have seen the prison condition and the cruelty and 
oppression of the government with his own eyes. 

As God willing, all the prisoners reanimated. The children of my 
sister-in-law Aminah were happier than what we were. Poor the girls, 
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their father was not with us when we were arrested, and their mother, 
two sisters and their brother had been separated in Topzawa. Everyone 
had a smile on face and was waiting to be released and returned to their 
loved ones. Thirst, hunger and disease on the one hand and the suffering 
of separation of the loved ones on the other hand had a greater pain for 
us. 

During that day, I blamed myself for not asking Hadi if the amnesty 
was public or if it was restricted to women and children only. Until the 
next day, when we saw that guard (Hadi) again I thought about different 
things, sometimes I imagined that if the government allowed, we would 
reside in the village along with my husband, father, brothers, father-in-
law, … and if did not allow, we would be in the complex together. At 
times, I thought of what if they did not release the men. Believe me, I 
wish we could stay there and die in prison, if we were not all released. 
This was better than to hear that the men had to stay in prison. The 
guards said, the amnesty was public and anyone who was alive would 
be released from prison. Upon hearing this news, I was worried that 
something bad had happened to one of them. I wished that everyone 
was alive and if they were sick, we would at least meet once more. I also 
felt sorry for the women whose children had died. If their children were 
alive, they would go to the doctor and receive treatment even if they 
were sick. If they were supposed to die, it was better to die in their 
homeland than dying in a place where no one knew where their graves 
were. Will the government allow these mothers to go to their children's 
graves? To die among the loved ones and relatives is a blessing, at least 
there is a grave that causes a kind of relief for the survivors. 
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Back from the hell 

After the announcement of the general amnesty, by the time we got 
into the cars to return to our homeland, perhaps the worst thing 
possible was that the days and nights would end slowly. Believe me, the 
day when the amnesty was announced to the time of our release, which 
lasted almost twenty days, it used to be harder and longer than the last 
six months that we were in prison. 

Before us, several other groups had been taken from Dibs but there 
was no trace of them, and they did not return. However, the last group 
was taken to Tikrit, when the general amnesty was announced, and they 
had been released a few days after their transfer to Tikrit. They said that 
they had been transferred to Tikrit in covered cars and from Dibs to 
Tikrit four children had died out of the extreme heat in the cars.  

We were also prepared to return in a few groups. The group that I 
was accompanying got into the cars at Dibs on October 25, 1988. But a 
few days earlier, my youngest son Nahro had been deteriorated. I kept 
praying and asking God not to take his soul, just as he had not taken it 
for six months, so that we could return to our loved ones and his father 
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could see him alive once more. He did not eat food. When they 
distributed the soup among the prisoners at noon, I poured some soup 
in his mouth, but he vomited it. I was pregnant myself, so I did not have 
breast milk but when my daughter was born, I had breast milk; I tried 
to give Nahro some breast milk but the damage was done. Yet he kept 
asking for food and said he wanted cucumbers; I never knew how he 
had learned the word "cucumber" and continued to say "I would like 
cucumbers". By the time when it was our turn to be released and 
returned, his condition had become much worse, he had got that same 
hard bread firmly, put it in his mouth many times and his mouth was 
bleeding because of that. He died in my arms in that condition. I had 
lost my head and was crying, why he died exactly in the day of our 
release, I had to return him alive, why he died at that moment. 

The guards could not take his body from me, I said my son was alive, 
I heard his heart beating. I had held him firmly in my arms and said I 
heard his heart beating; I took him with me. I knew he had died but I 
did not want to give them the body and I wanted to bring it back with 
me so that his father, who could not hug his son alive, at least would see 
his body. At least I could bury him so that I could visit his grave. Finally, 
they loaded me and my children, whom one of them was younger than 
forty days with the body of my son, in a covered car. It is an 
indescribable pain to take your child's body in your arms. When we got 
into the car, I felt anxious and told myself that none of us reached home 
and suffocated in this car. When we were transferred from Chamchamal 
to Topzawa, although we were hungry and thirsty, at least we were not 
weak and incapable but even in that time we all almost suffocated. Now, 
in such a condition and after all that hardship, how could we endure a 
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few more hours in this car? I do not know if it was cool because it was 
autumn, or the car had a cooler and it was on; or the previous time, they 
had deliberately heated the car to torment us; anyway, it was not so hot 
in the car when we returned. The only difference was that we could not 
see outside at the time of the return from Dibs, unlike the time of going. 
Because of Nahro's death, I had no longer that hope and joy of the few 
days before the release, to tell that hope and happiness of being released 
caused me to endure the condition inside the car. I am sure that the first 
time they had cut off the ventilation, they wanted to kill us there, but 
God did not want to. The cars were on their way for a few hours until 
they put us out in a place like the yard of a school; the educated people 
said it was a school in Arbat. They did a census there asking questions 
such as ‘how many members each family has’, etc. They wrote it down 
and finally sealed a paper, which was in Arabic, and gave it to us. There, 
they almost took the body of my son and said that he was dead, but I 
begged and groveled before them and did not give them the body. This 
time they took us by 21-member coaster minibuses whose colors 
showed that they were military cars and even the drivers were dressed 
in military uniforms. Oh God, where is the destination and where are 
they taking us? We were terrified again and said they had lied to us once 
more, if they wanted to set us free why they did not take us from Kirkuk 
to Chamchamal and brought us here. Why should we come to 
Sulaimaniyeh? The cars headed Suleimaniyeh, we passed through 
Suleimaniyeh, and some passengers had visited Suleimaniyeh before. 
We passed Sulaimaniyeh and headed Chamchamal, but they stopped in 
the Bazian valley and unloaded everyone and said we were free and we 
could go. It was afternoon and getting dark, we had lost our sense of 
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time in the prison, but it was autumn, and the weather was cold. I knew 
nowhere, God, where should I go with a body in my arms? Suddenly, 
the villagers of Bayinjan and Kani Shaitan came to us as if we were their 
own relatives and loved ones, and each of them took a family with them. 
A man called Omar took us to his house in Kani Shaitan. They gave us 
food and water and we stayed at their house that night. The family who 
hosted us, brought a Mullah to bury my son's body but I refused. They 
insisted to bury the body of my son and said that it was a big sin not to 
bury the body and it was God's will that he be with you until now, but 
I paid no attention. I told the Mullah that even if he took my life, I 
would not let them bury the body, I would take it to my loved ones so 
that his father saw him again and bury him there. They were convinced 
and I embraced the body that day and night. 

The news of the release of Anfal women and children had spread out 
in the Bazian valley. The next morning many people came there in 
search of their loved ones. Probably because they had released other 
groups before us, the survivors were waiting for the return of other 
groups, so a large crowd had come there. When we looked, my brother 
Muhammad Amin was among the crowd searching for us.  

As soon as I saw my brother, as if God had sent me an angel from 
the heaven, we encircled him crying. He was worse than us and was 
unable to speak. After a few moments, we asked about the others, he 
said thanks to God everyone was alive and good and they were just 
worried about us. It was obvious that he was saying this not to sadden 
us. At first, I believed in what he said but when I thought well, I said if 
everyone was good why only he came after us. My parents and my 
father-in-law were aged but what about my brothers? Why had not my 
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husband come? I told him to swear in order to believe what he was 
saying. Where are the others? This time he said that the news about 
releasing the Anfal (Anfalakan in Kurdish) had spread but they had not 
said that they were in Bazinan, and everyone went somewhere to search 
for you. This time I believed in what he said and when I was asking 
about anyone, he answered that he had been released for a few days or 
said some had been released and according to them, the others would 
be released in the coming days.  

We headed for Chamchamal, the pain of my son's death, Nahro, 
came to me again and it was like rubbing salt in the wound, what will 
his father do when he sees the corpse? How hopeful he had been to see 
his children again and now how desperate and inconsolable would he 
be to see his son's corpse? I thought to myself, in order not to sadden 
my husband I would better not take the corpse out first and then tell 
him the story. Then I said to myself, if we all get out and Nahro be not 
with us, he will ask about him on the spot, and I would better take him 
as if he was sleeping until we entered the house. Anyway, this is better 
for him than seeing Nahro's body on the spot. When we got to 
Chamchamal, we went to my sister's house who had settled in Shoresh 
complex. When we get off, I held Nahro as if he was sleeping. 

But when we arrived, we saw no one there but my sister Zeinab. As 
soon as we arrived, Zeinab started to moan and hit herself on the head 
and face; we found out that my brother, Muhammad Amin had lied to 
us not to bother us. My sister Zeinab knew about everyone. My sister 
Salma and my sister-in-law Aminah had been released two weeks ago. 
All those relatives had not been released but these two. My husband, my 
brother-in-law Burhan, my brothers Ali and Ghazi along with the men 
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of the village had been transferred to Leilan military base and there is 
no news of them since then. She said no one had hoped for their return 
but since these groups had been released form Dibs and Nugra Salman, 
the other survivors had hoped for the return of their loved ones from 
other prisons. My parents, my sister-in-law Jayran and her children had 
arrived in Kirkuk safely with one of our relatives Abdul Khaliq. He had 
taken them to his house with him. 

My brother Nouri was with the flock when we left the village, and 
we did not know what happened to him. Zeinab said Nouri had gone 
to Kirkuk from the bypaths and he was saved. They had no news of my 
brother Saleh. I told them I had seen Saleh and our brother-in-law 
Najmadin in Topzawa. They said he had also split from Najmadin and 
there is no news of him yet, but Najmadin had been transferred to 
Nugra Salman and he had also been released. My sister-in-law Aminah 
had not brought two of his daughters back thinking that they were both 
dead. Aminah herself did not know what had happened to them after 
their transfer. She had said that they put us on a bus and before that her 
two daughters could get in, the bus was filled, and they had closed the 
door. Even their mother did not know if the soldiers had brought the 
young girls back to us or if they had done something else to them. Later 
Aminah talked about the pain and suffering of that six months when 
she was away from her daughters. She had cried all the time and asked 
God to bring girls to me. They were also detained in a castle called 
Nugra Salman in the Arab areas and then they had been released. But 
the last news from my brother Saleh was that we met in Topzawa, even 
the released prisoners of Nugra Salman had not seen him. He might 
have died while the Topzawa soldier had beaten him during his prayers 
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and Nazdar had seen this with her own eyes. Four of the children of my 
sister Salma have not been seen yet, of course three of them, because 
one of his sons, Rebwar, was with her in Nugra Salman. She said that 
he died there, and his body was eaten by the black dogs. 

Until her death, Salma remembered the scene and when there was a 
talk of Anfal, she cried and said she had seen with her own eyes that the 
black dogs had ripped Rebwar's stomach and ate it. The prisoners of 
Nugra Salman were in a condition worse than we were, saying that they 
had been so skinny and weak due to intense hunger that they were 
rawboned. After the death of each of us, the dog did not eat the skin, 
they ripped the stomach out of the body and ate its heart. My sister 
Salma saw Rebwar in that horrible condition. There is no news of his 
three other young sons, like my brother Saleh, who were all separated 
in Topzawa. My father-in-law Haji Ahmad had died there, after being 
transferred to Nugra Salman. Prisoners had seen him there. But we still 
have no news of my brother-in-law Burhan, my husband Muhammad, 
my three brothers and my three nephews. 

Relatives and friends came to us, and after washing the body of 
Nahro, we buried him at Sayed Zenour cemetery.  

For a while after the release, I still did not know that what had 
happened to us was true or just a dream. Whatever I was doing I could 
not go back to normal life. My relatives visited me and comforted me. 
My mother-in-law who lived in Kirkuk with Luqman had come to us, 
my parents also came and stayed with me. They thought that I was 
unnatural because of that bloodstained bread of my son Nahro, which 
I had hung in the room and sometimes took it down and cried over it. 
I kept thinking that Nahro passed away, his father was arrested and 
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there is no news of him yet, and his grandfather died of hunger in Arab 
areas. It means three successive generations. How did God accept the 
destruction of three generations of the Kurds?! They took the bread and 
said, “It is better not to be in front of your eyes, you will go crazy or die 
of grief and your children will be left lonesome”. 

Before I forget, I have to mention that since our arrest and even in 
the prison, we did not know that we were called "Anfal". However, after 
my return, when we were at my sister's home, people came and asked 
questions. I heard many times that they said the first group of the Anfal 
was back or when they talked about the men, they said that general 
amnesty had been announced for the Anfal and hopefully they would 
be released soon. I had a question on this word and asked who these 
Anfal were? They said that we were called the Anfal. I was very sad to 
hear that this word was also in Quran. I have been praying and fasting 
since I had reached the age of puberty and become duty bound but I 
had not heard of Anfal. I do not know why Saddam called us "Anfal", 
which is an Islamic name! 

My children and I stayed in my sister's house for a month, then we 
rented a house of an old woman for 25 dinars a month. My parents 
insisted a lot that I stay in their house, but I did not accept because we 
were a big family and my mother-in-law was also living with us. Their 
house was not big enough, except a small balcony and a bathroom and 
a toilet, having only one extra room. My brother Nouri and his children 
also lived with them so there were not enough rooms for all of us. We 
were still hoping for the men to return, and I said to myself we could 
live in a rented house until my husband comes back. After his return, 
we would be satisfied to what would happen. But, God, how should I 
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pay the rent? Once again, I registered the names of the family members 
in the registry office with a lot of difficulties, because they had deleted 
our names before and our monthly food rations had been cut off. I 
solved this problem hard, but I had to get some money to pay the rent 
and the clothes and necessities. We had previously lost all our 
possessions in the village and our houses had razed to the ground a 
couple of times, but because we had livestock and farmland and there 
were also our men, we could rebuild everything whatever it took. But in 
those circumstances and after the death of one of my children, what 
could I do with all those children and a child at breast? I was also 
unaware and indigent. Believe me from the time we were released to the 
years later, until the year that they gave us legal rights, we have had a 
difficult and similar situation as in prison. Perhaps the only difference 
was that we were not in prison, otherwise we have experienced such a 
poverty and problems which cannot be expressed in words. The 
circumstances of the Anfal who had relatives were better but 
unfortunately our relatives and we were all in the same boat. At that 
time, on the one hand most of the people were poor and on the other 
hand, being afraid of the government, the people dare not to cooperate 
or help others. If anyone wanted to help a family, they would have done 
it secretly. There were also so many poor people; all the residents of the 
Shoresh complex were ravaged and needy.  

I had to think of finding a manual job, I was not inexperienced, and 
I could do anything but there was no works to do and we did not know 
where to find a job. Believe me, we were selling stones for a while with 
a number of other women. Perhaps it seems weird for many people now 
and ask how would they sell stones? Or who would buy stones? At that 
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time, this Shoresh complex had just built, the families who had come 
here before Anfal had each received a piece of land and some money to 
build a shelter. But there were many people like us who had no 
possessions so for this reason they had come to Shoresh complex. In 
many places people who were building houses, buying stones to build 
the foundation and filling it with soil and stones half a meter and then 
building the walls on it. I was going to the foothills of Moghan with two 
or three other women and we were collecting stones in the foothills and 
plains of that region. There were some tractor drivers there who bought 
the stones from us. It was good for us, and we earned 1.5 to 2 dinars per 
a day. They took the stones to Shoresh complex and sold them to those 
people who were building a house. Before I forget, it is interesting to 
tell that I had a daughter at breast (Fenik) and my sister-in-law Jayran 
had a son at breast (Rekawt), so we took turns to work. The day I went 
to collect stones she had to stay at home and breastfeed my daughter 
and his son and the day she went to work I had to breastfeed them; I 
paid the house rent by that job. But it was temporary because there were 
many needy people like us, and after a while the region was full of 
people who gathered stones so there were not many stones left.  

Later on, we became workers, but some builders did not accept us, 
some others, may God bless them, felt pity for us and knew our 
conditions so they accepted us as their workers. I did everything that a 
male worker used to do including making mortar, moving bricks and 
cement, etc. I sometimes had a problem because of my infant girl 
because the day that I could not go to work, the builder took another 
woman instead and the next day he could not pass her over for me, so 
I sometimes lost my job. I had to ask other builders to see if they wanted 
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workers and found a job somewhere else. The days that I did not get a 
job I knitted washcloths. In springs, we were digging acanthus, I kept 
some of it for the children and gave the rest to the pickup drivers to sell 
in Kirkuk. May God bless them, when they returned the next day, they 
brought us the money of selling the acanthus. We worked for people in 
the harvest of corps such as lentils and peas. We sometimes worked in 
sunflower fields and reaped the products which could not be harvested 
with combines. We went to Kirkuk for a while, they wanted a daily work 
force to clean at Saddam hospital. I did everything in my power to feed 
my children.  

I remember another interesting event, one day I went to 
Chamchamal governor and handed him the certificate that they had 
given us after we were released, I explained to him my circumstances 
and said that I had had to work since I was released, I am a tenant now 
and our village is destroyed, so at least give me a piece of land to build 
a shelter for my family like any other people. Although he was also 
Kurd, God damn him, he said to me "go and ask Jalal Talabani and 
Mas'oud Barzani to give you land" and then forced me out. I had still 
the necklace that they had bought for me at the time of my marriage, 
before the Anfal disaster I had left it with my sister-in-law, the wife of 
my brother Muhammad Amin, in Kirkuk. I got it back and sold it for 
450 dinars. We bought a piece of land near my father's house in the 
Qader Karami neighborhood for 60 dinars. My sisters, my sister-in-laws 
and I worked to build it and my brother built its walls. It had a room 
for resting and sleeping and another room for baking bread and also a 
toilet and a bathroom. When it was completed, we went there and 
became my parents’ neighbor. Because I sometimes went to work and 
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could not come back at a clear time every day, it was better for us to be 
my parents’ neighbor, at least I was not worried about my children. My 
mother-in-law was able to cook, and my daughter was grown and could 
help her grandmother.  

After a year, when it was school time, I enrolled Saleh and Abdul 
Rahman at school, but they did not accept my daughter Pakhshan, 
because she was ten years old.  

After the revolution of 1991, we hoped that Saddam fell, and our 
loved ones returned. Kirkuk was freed and we still hoped that they were 
alive, and they had been imprisoned somewhere else. But Saddam 
regained his power and we fled to Iran. One of our neighbors, Mam 
Rasoul, may God bless him, had a tractor, he brought us and my parents 
with his family to Khormal. Because he had loaded the furniture of three 
families, and we were a lot in number so the tractor did not have enough 
place to ride everyone. Believe me, among us those who were able to 
walk, we walked from Shoresh complex to Khormal side by side of the 
tractor. But the good thing was that it rode my children, mother-in-law 
and my parents who were too old to walk to the border, but those who 
had walked there, their feet were as swollen as an egg. Mam Rasoul's 
family stayed in Khormal; my parents also stayed with them, but since 
we had experienced Saddam's prison and suffered there, we did not dare 
to stay. We bid them farewell and walked to Iran and went to Nawsoud. 
We stayed there for a while, one day my mother-in-law who wanted to 
perform her ablution in a foothill, slipped and fell down. She was lifted 
with a rope and blanket; she had broken her head; we took her to the 
hospital of Paveh and got nine stitches. It took a while that the people 
returned to their cities, and we also returned to the Shoresh complex. 
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But there were no jobs to do, and the prices had risen and we could not 
earn any money. We perforce went to Arab areas of Hawija with a 
number of familiar women. There, they needed workers to harvest 
cotton and we had to harvest it with hand. We went there and 
sometimes stayed there for fifteen days because their money was 
different from ours and if we commuted daily, our daily income would 
not suffice the transportation. 

An interesting thing happened in that field, where we were working 
in Hawija a man came there and saw us from far and knew me. His 
name was Muhammad, and he was a guard at Dibs, the one that I said 
was from Hawija and treated us better. He came to us and when we saw 
him, most of the women cried, he thought that we were afraid of being 
arrested again. He spoke to us and said, "you are as if my mother and 
sister, do not be afraid." He did not know that our tears were not 
because of fear but they were because of remembering those hard days 
of prison. We cried due to the pain of our soul, most of us had lost our 
children there.  

We, the women who were going from Shoresh complex to Hawija, 
were a lot. We stayed there until the harvest of cotton was over and after 
the work season, we all got on the coaster minibuses and returned. If 
you remember, it was that year that unfortunately our cars got crashed. 
The passengers of both buses, all women, were left to the ground, and 
more than half of the passengers were killed on the spot and some of 
the survivors also got disabled. We were so luckless; imagine going to 
make a living for your children, to be happy to have earned some money 
for you and your children but to die on the way and bring your body to 
your family. After that we were afraid and never went to Hawija again. 
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I do not know if it was the fate of the lord or there was an intention that 
a tanker crashed with the minibuses and more than thirty women were 
fallen victim to it; all were the poor like me, who were imprisoned for 
six months, our children were orphans and forlorn. I do not know why 
pain and suffering do not leave us; I am still sad for those women. 

It was then that my parents both died within three days, the same 
year that the parliamentary elections held in Kurdistan. I think it was 
seven or eight days after Newroz when my father died, three days after 
his death while we were still mourning him, my mother also passed 
away. Although my parents were not arrested during the Anfal 
campaign, they had suffered greatly from the separation of their 
children. After our return, they were looking forward to their sons, who 
there were no traces of them after four years. Perhaps they could not 
look forward more and pined to death that is why they both died 
together.  

My parents' deaths were very hard and painful to me, especially 
because their deaths happened within a short interval of each other. 
They suffered a lot because of us; a few years after our release we were 
close to each other, and I did not worry about my children even if I did 
not go home because I relied on them. Their grandchildren of three of 
their sons, my children and I, the children of my brother Ghazi and the 
children of my brother Ali had only their grandfather to fill the void left 
by their fathers. My mother was also a support for me, my sisters and 
my sister-in-laws, but what could we do? It was their destiny to live until 
then.  

I did not go to work for a while because of my parent's funerals, 
although even if I did not go to work one day, its impact was known on 
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our lives, but my kids were working after school. My eldest daughter 
was not admitted to school because of her age and my youngest 
daughter who was born in prison had not reached the school age yet. 
My other children were studying at school and working rest of the day, 
they did whatever possible to make a living. They have worked hard 
from the young age and have not relaxed. My daughter Pakhshan, who 
had become older, was going to dig acanthus with the girls and women 
of our neighborhood from one month before my parents' deaths. After 
their funerals, I myself was going to Kirkuk to work. One evening, when 
I arrived home, Pakhshan's body was brought to the house. Returning 
from work, she had fallen off the tractor in the Manila downhill and 
died there on the spot. I think she died twenty-three days after when 
my mother passed away. I had raised her with all that misery and 
misfortunate; she was saved from prison and Anfal and finally died in 
search of making a living. I almost died after seeing her body, I had 
gone crazy. The people of the neighborhood had gathered around us. 
Seeing our situation, everyone's heart went out to us. God, I am not an 
ungrateful servant, but what kind of misfortune is this that has engulfed 
us? You took three of my loved ones within less than three months. My 
parents had lived a long life and were old, but my daughter was just 
thirteen. She was my eldest daughter, and I was happy and hopeful with 
her. She did the housework, went to the mountains to dig acanthus, 
spun spindles, knitted wash cloths, wove jacket for her brothers not to 
get cold when they went to school. Despite her young age she was 
compassionate and sympathetic towards all of us. She always thought 
about his father and brought back his memories for us. Because she was 
older than her siblings, she remembered past memories and used to tell 
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them about. She remembered everything about their father, the clothes, 
fruit, sweets and the drinks which he had brought to them. On that day 
my father said …, he took us to uncle's house in Kirkuk …, he got things 
for us from the market… she was looking forward to his father the most 
and until the day she died, she was waiting for him to comeback soon.  

Her father loved her too much and bought her especial clothes. He 
brought very beautiful cloth from Kirkuk for her, and we sewed for her 
Kurdish clothes. After Anfal, we never bought clothes and always wore 
people's old clothes. That spring, when she was selling acanthus, she 
asked me to buy for her Kurdish clothes for Newroz. At the beginning 
of Newroz, her money was not enough to buy Kurdish clothes, she said 
it would be okay if I would work ten more days so I could pay its price. 
My parents died after that ten days so she could not go to work for a 
few days. After their funerals, she went back to work with the other girls 
and women, and she wanted to work and save money to buy clothes for 
herself and her sister. Believe me, we bought her shroud with her own 
money… 

Those years were very hard and painful for us, the monthly food 
rations were not as much as the past, there were some international 
organizations that helped people but that also needed a person to 
introduce you, and if you did not know a person to do that, they did 
not enroll you so we were not included. Sometimes there were some 
food and stuff distributions in this Shoresh complex. That was in fact 
twice more than what we got but it was embezzled. One year an 
institution rented the land from the farmers around the complex, 
planted wheat and barley and provided land to the families of the Anfal 
survivors. Those who were in charge or some others took most of it by 
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nepotism and violated our rights. Another institution came to the 
families of Anfal whose villages were not freed yet and gave them cows. 
That institution gave us a cow and a calf, too. Believe me, since we had 
left the village until that time when they gave us a cow, we had not eaten 
yogurt, I thought to myself if we could get bread we could live with 
bread and yogurt.  

Those whose children had grown up were in a better situation 
because their kids were working. But the children of most people were 
young because they separated and took all the thirteen-fourteen-year-
old children in Topzawa. My sister Salma had three young sons who 
had been born one after the other, Muhammad, Rezga and Sherzad, 
they were all grown up and handsome. Her sons were separated in 
Topzawa, and it is still not known where they have been killed. My 
children were small and could not do every work. There was also 
nothing to do, I had to do anything to feed them. Although my children 
were young, I had made them to do many works. They used to sell 
cigarettes, sunflower seeds, etc. they have always vended with a tray of 
pomegranates, peas, beans, etc. at the terminal where the passengers are 
driven to Kirkuk.  

We did everything we could to make a living. We all worked so that 
we could save money to buy a handcart and they all were working with 
it. Saleh, Rahman and Aram worked with it after school. Abdul Rahman 
was ill for a while and I did not like to send him to work alone because 
I was afraid that something bad would happen to him, so Saleh or Aram 
had to go with him. One of his kidneys was not working properly and 
he has only one kidney now. When he got sick, we could not pay the 
expenses of the doctors and the hospital, a doctor called Nawzad in 
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Chamchamal, may God bless him, bought the ampoules and drugs for 
us and told us to pay the money back whenever we could afford. He was 
dealing with this disease for a few years, and we borrowed money to get 
his drugs. After a few years an institution, that was treating patients, 
came here. I think they were Japanese. I went to them and, thank God, 
they took my son to Suleimaniyeh for a few times and brought us some 
medicine. But the medicine failed to act, the doctors had said that thirst 
and hunger of the prison had caused the kidney to stop working. Those 
Japanese were like angels of God to us. They operated my son on their 
own money and relieved him from that ache. He was not sleeping nor 
eating before, but thank God, he is better now, although he has one 
kidney, he is a grown-up man now and he can work and provides for 
his family in any way he can.  

After my daughter died, I stayed home for a while. Our 
circumstances were getting worse day by day, and I said to God, how 
long are we supposed to do whatever possible to make a living? When 
will you show your mercy to us? When will our men return? When I 
had become helpless, I thought about the hardship that my husband had 
undergone, and we had been unaware of it. I said, God willing, he 
returns, I will work by his side. There was no news of their return, and 
our lives were becoming worse and worse. We had a neighbor called 
Mustafa, who was from Sarqala in Sengaw region, he found a job there 
for me, and it was harvesting lentils, peas and sunflower seeds. Although 
my parents were dead, my mother-in-law lived with us since our release 
from prison. She was the only person that I could have my children 
with. I took Aram with me and went to Sarqala. I did every work that I 
could, harvesting lentils, peas and sunflower seeds, threshing and 
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winnowing and so on. I worked there until the farm work finished. I 
did winnow, threshing, packaging and other works shoulder to shoulder 
with the men. Every month I went to see my kids and then came back 
after a day. May God bless them, I stayed there until the end of the work 
of that year.  

We had such a difficult life, but we were thankful and did not bother 
anyone until when a fight occurred between the lords and the peasants. 
Our house was close to the lords, so our life was affected; one of the 
lords had been killed near our house, they came to my house every day 
and told me to testify and tell them who killed him. The peasants also 
came and shoot them, and we were so afraid to be killed sinless in their 
fight. Because I myself was working in the field, I was so worried about 
my children. I was afraid something would happen to them, so we 
moved to the neighborhood of the Piryadi. I sold the house and 
borrowed 700 dinars, then I bought a house in that neighborhood. 

Believe me, it had only one room, not even a bathroom or a toilet. 
We built a bathroom and a toilet with a few blocks and a sheet metal on 
it. We did not have a kitchen and made food in the same room that we 
used to sleep, but at least we were far from the conflict and did not feel 
threatened. After a while, a civil war broke out between the Patriotic 
Union of Kurdistan (PUK) and Kurdistan Democratic Party (KDP). 
Their conflict was dragged into the Shoresh complex for some time, in 
which a part of the complex was under the command of Tahsin (one of 
the KDP commanders), and the other part was controlled by Hama 
Regir (one of the PUK commanders). They were targeting each other 
with artillery and mortars. I was afraid that my children were fallen 
victim to this civil war, or a shell hit the house and something happen 
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to one of them. Thank God, the conflict got away after a few months. 
After that, we faced another problem, it was said that the officials were 
destroying the schools to sell their windows. They destroyed two new 
schools in the Sengaw and the Qader Karam neighborhoods. I was 
afraid that they destroyed the old school of the Piryadi neighborhood 
too and my children couldn’t finish their education. Although they were 
working and became tired, they still liked to study. To be honest, I 
wanted my children not to leave school no matter what it took. I told 
myself that our destiny was evil, but hopefully, they study and have a 
better future. For a year or two, we were afraid that one of the officials 
usurp the schools and sell their windows and glass, just as what they had 
done to the schools of the Sengaw and the Qader Karam neighborhoods. 
I think the wife of Mame Risha had threatened them and said that she 
would complain about them to Mam Jalal, so they did not dare to 
destroy the old school of the Piryadi neighborhood. 

We continued to live by laboring and porterage and endured a lot of 
hardships until they assigned us a salary. Although the salary was low 
at that time, it was very helpful and ended our excruciating life. Believe 
me, some families could not afford meat at all, unless people had bought 
them some meat during the Eid (Eid ul-Fitr or Eid ul-Adha), or they 
only could eat meat because of the sacrifice of an animal by the people 
around them. When they assigned us a salary, it was as if God had 
showed us his mercy.  

Some families had been living with the old clothes of other people 
since Anfal. We suffered an inexpressible pain; we were prostrated and 
our children were distressed and were in suffering. Maybe if we all did 
not have the same circumstances, our children would be ashamed of 



128 

going to school with those old shoes and clothes, but as we were all in 
the same boat we endured. 

Despite all that poverty and torment, we were still looking forward 
to our men. If a strong wind was blowing and we heard a sound from 
the door, we would be happy and said, God willing, our men are back. 
Two of my children graduated, I liked Saleh to continue his studies but 
after the sixth grade of elementary school, they did not allow him to 
continue due to his old age. I tried hard to prevent it but no gain. I did 
not have enough money to make his age less than it is in his ID.  

Although we were all poor and worked hard, this had caused us to 
try to send our children to school no matter what it cost, wishing they 
could get a job and have an easier life in the future and their fate would 
not be like ours.  

Thank God, some of the Anfal Children became doctors and 
teachers and many of them are working in offices. We, the mothers of 
this generation of Anfal, suffered a lot and raised our children with a 
lot of difficulties, but thank God among the Anfal survivors there are 
men and women who we can be proud of them. You see, how many bad 
people have been found in the society, have you seen anyone like them 
among the Anfal survivors? Their courage and nobility are because of 
the mothers who raised them with that much indigence and hardship. 
We always hoped that God willing, their fathers would come back and 
see which conditions we raised the children in and they would be happy 
to see their children in their positions. We could be proud in front of 
our men because we did not let our children wander and be forlorn.  

Until the freedom of Iraq, when the United States intervened to 
overthrow Saddam, we were always looking forward to the return of our 
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loved ones for fifteen years. After the fall of Saddam, we were waiting 
for a few days for the United States to discover Saddam's secret prisons 
and return the prisoners. Believe me, after the fall of Saddam the Anfal 
survivors were grieved over that the prisons have not been discovered 
yet and there is no one to give food to the prisoners and they all would 
starve to death. Because we all believed that our loved ones were alive 
and were still in prison. We always dreamed that they were alive, and 
they were all together and returned. When Saddam fell, we were happier 
than anyone that Saddam and his commanders had become abject 
under the America's control. 

But after a week, there was not any news of them and then the news 
of their killing in mass graves was broadcasted on TV. Everyone was 
mournful in the Shoresh complex. We were as if they had brought a 
corpse to each house, because our hopes had turned into despair. Since 
1988, we had lived with the hope that our loved ones were alive and 
endured the pain of waiting. But when Saddam fell and no one of our 
loved ones came back, it was as if they killed our loved ones at that 
moment. I wish they had told the people that they were not alive after 
Anfal. Do you know, how many girls did not get married in the hope of 
the return of their fathers and brothers, and how many girls faded in 
the hope of the return of their fiancés! 

It was the time of Saddam's fall that our hopes turned completely 
into despair, otherwise we were still waiting for the men to return. After 
Saddam's fall, each time a mass grave was found, we had been mournful 
again. Looking at the remaining of their clothes on TV, we envisaged 
the day in the village when we were separated and tried to find out if 
they were our loved ones or not, based on the clothes and the Jamana. 
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Although these images were extremely annoying, we would still like to 
recognize them, and if it were them, we could bring the remaining of 
their bodies back and rebury them near ourselves and sometimes go to 
their graves. But we are still waiting up to now, and they return a group 
of them once a few years. I fear that we die, and the bodies remain 
undiscovered. In the villages, family members were buried near each 
other, I am always sad that the remains of their bodies will not be back 
as long as I live. At least, we are happy that our graves be near each 
other and in the same cemetery. Only God knows whether their bodies 
will be discovered or not, their identities will be revealed or not. If the 
remains of their bodies are discovered, they will be buried near the 
monuments of Anfal and God himself knows where we will be buried 
after our death. May God bless us, and we can meet each other in the 
Doomsday for all the pain and suffering that we endured. There is no 
pain like separation, and even not to know what has happened to your 
separated loved ones. That bloody Saddam did not kill all of us to 
torment like this. I often think of Halabja and say, at least they all died 
together or were aware of the death or loss of their loved ones. I wish 
we had the same fate and they killed all of us on the first day, it was at 
least better than looking forward to hearing news from them for fifteen 
years. Although we were so poor, we bought a small TV just to get some 
news from the fate of our loved ones. We were all sitting in front of the 
TV every night so that we could get a news of them. Saddam fell and 
there is no trace of him left but we did get no news of our loved ones 
yet. May God not let him, who did such a thing to us, rest in the grave 
even for a moment. What was the sin of all those women and children 
who were buried alive and now the remains of their bodies in the mass 
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graves are shown on TV? How could we live with all that pain? The 
torment of waiting for the return of our loved ones has been more 
difficult for us than the time we were in prison.  

During Saddam's trial, I sat in front of the TV every day and watched 
his trial. I prayed to hear two things from him: first, where are the Anfal 
men and what happened to them? Second, to explain why he did what 
he did to the people? But he did not say anything at all. Where and why, 
he killed them. Since we have been in pain and suffering and our loved 
ones fell victim to that disaster, we do not demand anyone to die but 
we were very happy when they put the rope around Saddam's neck. I 
wish his head was separated as the man, that I do not know if he was 
his brother or relative, whose head was cut off by the rope.  

Now, I sometimes hear on the radio and television that some people 
remember Saddam as a well-thought-of ruler and regret his reign, I wish 
these people were in our shoes for an hour so that they would know 
how their words tortures our souls and minds, it is like an arrow in our 
hearts. That's true that they have not experienced Saddam's cruelty, but 
do they not know what crimes he had committed towards us and what 
he did to us? Even if they do not know, at least they have heard of Anfal, 
or may know that Saddam had gassed Halabja; how they do not feel a 
pang of conscience at saying such words. It does not mean that we 
defend the Kurdish authorities and rulers; in the Shoresh complex they 
give us water twice a week and as soon as we fill half of the containers, 
the water is cut off. Electricity is in a worse condition. They have been 
having problems with Baghdad for a few years; we have to pay its price; 
they did not pay us our legal salaries. But no one has been like Saddam, 
you are educated, has the oppression that Saddam did exist in any 
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regions or parts of the world? Imagine being so savage and cruel that 
you kill all those men, women and children under the title of Islam and 
Quran. When we were released and returned, people said that they 
called us Anfal and took the word from Quran, I could not believe and 
saying to myself how had Quran discussed about the Anfal? Now I know 
that this oppressor wished to exterminate all the Kurds and say that they 
were infidels. But oppression never lasts forever, God taught him a 
lesson, we survived and raised our children, our children got married 
and a new generation was born, but where is Saddam? Where are his 
sons? What happened to his wife and daughter? 

It is true that we have suffered a lot, but the Kurds are still alive, and 
it was them that perished. It is true that we had no one to defend us and 
it was this fact that allowed them to do what they wanted to do with us 
but there is God, God willing, whoever oppresses the Kurds, will suffer 
from a fate like that of Saddam.  

Our villages were previously among the prohibited areas, and we 
could not go back to our villages before Saddam fell. After his fall, we 
rented a car and went to visit Suran and from there to Mamsha. My 
children were with me as soon as we arrived in Suran I burst into tears 
like the days of Anfal. The whole time that we were in Suran, my 
children were watching me and holding my hands, I was not mindful 
until we got to Mamsha. I thought we were in the same days that the 
disaster happened to us, for a long time I did not like to go back to the 
village, so we did not even go to our land and farms that year. The next 
year, some relatives came to us and said it was a sin to leave all those 
lands useless. Truly at that time the land had been assigned to Arabs. 
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But now that they have registered to go back to their homeland, why 
someone else owns them so go and take them back.  

We had lots of land and possessions there, so we decided to listen to 
our relatives and go back. We have been working on them since then 
but there were no facilities at that time. We had built a hut on our 
demolished house for five or six years and we stayed there when we 
went to Mamsha. We used to eat and rest there. Later, we cleaned up 
the old house with a loader. Most of our possessions of that time 
including shoes, clothes and children's toys had been destroyed under 
the rubble.  

Now, we have built a beautiful house in Mamsha. But we just go 
there during the work season, when we want to plow the land or harvest, 
and we have not completely moved to the village. Thanks to God, my 
sons are grown up. But we are still not sure of the fate of Mamsha, 
because Saddam had invalidated our title deeds and rented our land to 
the Arabs. Although the Arabs have also left there since the fall of 
Saddam and have left us alone, there is no trust in the Arabs, and they 
will do the same again whenever they get enough power. If you go to 
those villages, you will see that everyone has built a house like we did, 
and go to village in the spring and in the work season to farm. Before 
the destruction, Mamsha used to have seventy housholds, if it had not 
been demolished, its population would now be two or three times larger 
than before; but now go and see how many households live there. The 
village of Bawa, which was a city of its own, had five hundred families, 
but now there are only the ruins of the houses, and no one is back to 
the village. People are still waiting like us and say if Article 100 or I do 
not know what number it is, our problems will be solved and we will 
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take back our houses and land for ever. Until that law is not enforced, 
the fear and danger of displacement once again remains in effect.  

Our wounds are still bleeding, we are suffering for our loved ones 
who fell victim to Anfal, how can we consent to put our children's fate 
in the hands of the Arabs again? 

The Kurds themselves are too indifferent; whenever the Arabs will, 
they come and occupy our homeland and consider themselves as their 
owners, but the Kurds who are the real owners of this homeland have 
quit it. Even our government has not paid any attention to its own 
people. It has been a long time since the fall of Saddam, the government 
could take the people to their fatherland and keep them safe from the 
Arabs. But I do not know what the matter is with the Kurds; everything 
is pertained to the parties, and the parties only care about their relations 
and profits and the people's profits are not important at all. In short, we 
have remained helpless and lonesome in these complex and we are 
waiting for the grace and mercy of God. Our lives are over, but the life 
has had no enjoyment for us. I only ask God to bring back the remains 
of the bodies of our loved ones before we die. Although we did not see 
them anymore, at least their gravestones be in front of our eyes until 
our last breath and the moment of death. 


