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" I will lay waste the land. I willscatter you among the nations. Your
land willbe laid waste, and your cities will lie in ruins".

L E V I T I C U S

"A l l the business of war, and indeed all the business of life, is to en

deavour to f indout what youdon't know bywhat you do"

(v)

A r t h u r Wellessey

Ist Duke of Well ington
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AUTHOR'S NOTE

While writing a diary about the civilwar in Somalia, a number of problems
have presented themselves. Most of them concerned with whether I
would be alive to see it published, and whether it would raise the con

sciousness of the readers who may have never experienced the calami
tous events such as those of 1991/92 in Somalia, which the International
Committee of the Red Cross (ICRC) has described as '"the world's greatest

human tragedy today".
With respect to characters, I wish to state as plainly as possible, for the
safety of those still living in Mogadishu, that, although the events described
in the diary aretrue, the names of the characters do not reflect the names

of any real persons, living or dead. The onlyexceptions are the names of
the OA?,Arab Lcague, and United Nations officials who tried, at a very

late date, to contain the carnage in Somalia.

The diary continues and concludes the story of the popular uprising which
ousted former Somali President, Major General Mohamed Siyad Barre,

recounted in my previous book, Target: Villa Somalia.
Doubtless, a number ofSomali clan leaders on both sides of the conflict will
disagree with Ali Dhuhul's stance regarding the factional fighting in Moga

dishu; some willfeel that he is too hard on one faction and t00 soft on
another. Ihope these criticisms will cancel each other out. For the record,
both sides used, with abundance, all the'arsenals that were left behind by
ousted President Barre after hisarmy was defeated by the guerrillas of the

United Somali Congress (USC), and in the process they destroyed the
Somalicapital beyond recognition. An estimated 45,000 non-combatants

have been killed or maimed in the senseless, six-month-long fighting, and

more than 4.5 million Somalis have been displaced by the fighting.

With respect to geography, Ihave divided Mogadishu into two factional
strongholds. Only those who know the Somalis well willunderstand why I

did this.
Foreign correspondents returning to Somalia for their second and third
visits stillshudder uncontrollably at the memories that return to theirminds:
bloated bodies of civilians, their eyes wide open, their teeth bared and

their brains scattered all over. The city have names that lay a quick, chilly
touch on my bones: Bermuda Triangle (which Reuters News Agency says
is, "as dangerous as its namesake"), Yaqshid, K4, Sinai, Bakaaraha, Shan

( v i )



gani, Kaaraan,Yoobsan, . . . every night Ihad envisioned myself dead in

one of those places.

Iknow that one day there will be people from both sides of the warring
factions sitting together in the places mentioned in the diary, talking about
the "bad old days,"and that many of them willremember and say, "Yes, we

were all wrong, fighting for no reason".

Finally, there may be some who consider the contents of the diary to be a

fanciful tale. To them,I say that Ihave been very careful toensure that all
of the events mentioned are accurate and to the point.

M . M . Af rah

Nai rob i , Kenya
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Chapter One

f o delayud shock The city he b

Living in no man'sLand

erofthei youthto enan anchh i n t e n n o
n i g d e n o m s o b e no



SEPTEMBER 2, 1991

ONE

- The situation in Mogadishu is very tense as the struggle for power among the
top officials of the guerrilla 'organisation, the United Somali Congress (USC) is
beginning to intensify. Some say that General Kayse had a falling out with his
rival, General Robleh, over the questionof funding the USCforces after the
overthrow of former dictator, Major-General Mohamed Siyad Barre, in January

this year. This ill-conceived, irationalwar could destroy the people's aspirations
for a better life, the very aspirations that prompted them to rise up against the

dictator.

The Qurac forces' advance had halted General Kayse's push toward the cen

of the city. They had then dug in at the Godka, where they are having a final stand.
The casualties have been astronomical as General Robleh's supporters are o u t
gunned by never less than eight to one.

We are allsuffering from delayed shock. The city has been devastated by

carpet shellings.

S E P T E M B E R 3 , a i l

- Ho?ror and disgust! It has been a costly war. Thousands have been killed or
maimed and homes destroyed beyond recognition, as both sides are using heavy
arilleryand anti-aircraft guns, training them on residential areas of the city. I an
for my life as my own home came under heavy rocket attacks today.

Afterward, Iquestioned the ethics of factional fighting. Could any clan be

justified in sending the flowerof theiryouth toendure such hell in the name of the
Clan? The carnage is sickening and there seems to be no end to it. Hospitals are
filledwith shreds of broken humanity. In one instance I saw aman's intestines fall
onto the tarmac after he was hit by shell fire. Isaw men and women with eyeless
sockets, without noses, with shell splinters stickingout of their skulls. Ilistened
to men screaming liketortured animals. Iwatched them coughing up their lungs
as they gasped for air.

Heaps of dirt and rubble lay everywhere.
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- Peoplc say that peace, untillost, isseldom valued. Coming sosoonafterthe,

overthrow of the former dictator, the factional fighting in Mogadishu cannotbc

supporters are bentonrOckingthe boa

S E P T E M B E R 4,

jusificd. Apparently some remnants of his supporters

for ulterior motives. Dcath has become too commonplace to matter, Thetwo

greatest products in Mogadishu these days arc shooting and rumours: from

morming to nightthcy manufacture rumours,, from night to morning they manufaç,.

tureshootings. Not onlythe soldiers are dying, but civillians are being killeda

an outrageous rate. It is a case of being ifyoudon'L

The chatter of machine guns rises in a crescendo over our heads. Wecan hear

the whine o f the bullets as they pass over us.

S E P T E M B E R 5,

-Uncertainty is still the name of thegame here,even simple people can sense

how volatile things have become. The worstof allis that every time Ibegin to fal

asleep, I wake up with a start and the bitter taste of fear in my mouth. Shells come

whistling over our houses in great arcs, dispatched from invisible bateries lo

striketargets close to our homes.

e of being damned ifyou do and damned if

From my window I can see houses set ablaze by shell fire during the night, now

burning fiercely. Wherever I look, fiery red and yellow flashes split the darknes

of the night,marking clearly the deadly path of the armoured attack.

A new sound mingles with the tank shells. I t is the hollow, whining howl of

Stalin Organs. They fall not far from us, and the holes they make are tremendous.

The blast sometimes deafens me for hours. More explosions roar, thunder, and

crash. Some of the windows in my house tinkled to bits.

A tank i n fronto f my house just swung out and rumbled thunderously ater

mounted jeeps, leaving dozens of spentshells' and geysers of smoke and dus.

Several bodies lay spread-cagle on the dirt road, some of them still gripping AK-

47s in one hand.

I have been deaf for several hours following the sheling, and I am now

suffering from shell shock.

12:30 p.m, - Several shells justexploded :across theroad behind my house with

a deafening crash. Machine guns have beenrrattling visciously, but are nowsilenL.

shells. I was covered with debrisfromMy roof collapsed under the impact of the shells. I
head to toe.

I canhear the heavy thudding of distant shell fire. In between the blasts, the
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sharper crack of tank shells can be heard. Our neighbour began to scream.

"Let's gettout of here," my elder son said. "General Kayse'sboys will be here

before we know it".
nyoucan't run about in the middle of an attack," Itold him. A rain of bullets

struck the walls of our house, almost tcaring the door offi its hinges.

Ôurneighbour intensified his scream. One of the walls of his house had been

cut open by a piece ofishrapnel. The scream died away in a fewsmall,finalIgrunts.

My sonstood behind the window. He withdrew his Italian made tommy-gun

from its hiding place in the kitchen.

"Not with that! We can't do anything with it, these boys are using heavy stuff,

"I warned him nervously.

"Iknow," he answered, stretching his arms upward at an angle with the
tommy-gun clutched in his hand, "TIl just let the boys know we're ready and

awake"

Suddenly, everything was still. The fighting was over just as it began, and a

waiting,threatening silence fell over the ruined section of thecity where we lived.
The silence lasted for two hours, only to be interrupted by a 37 mm anti-aircraft
gun striking and ricocheting off a nearby wall with a howl, doing no damage.

On the dirt road behind the mosque lay the carcasses of cows, blown up like
balloons, with their legs jutting stifly upwards.

10:30 p.m. - Fighting resumed again after a few hours' lull. From the street
came the screams of women and children who were caught in crossfire as they

tried to flee the city.

"The mounted jeeps and tanks are allover the streets out there," a man carrying
asix-month-old baby told me. Just then, a carpet of artillery was laid over our

quarters and I threwmyself flat to the ground. A huge shell fell behind us, and
another burning house crashedin on itself. More screams from our neighbours
could be heard. The impact of the explosion partly destroyed the roof over my
bathroom. Bullets were fiying again. We counted spraying bullets from fifteen
machine guns.

Lmmediately after the rain of bullets, Ijumped to my feet and rushed straight
across the dirt road, trying to join the stream of people growing here, but my son
DOpped me, saying that it was better to die in our own house than to die in the
crossfire. Iagreed with him, confused with fear.
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tanks, infantry wcapons and even anti-aircraft guns. The Stalin Organs,known
Today they used everything in their arsenals: field guns, howizers, morvars,

here asBM42s are the worst. We lay flat underthe bed making ourselves:assmal

as possible. It seemed an cternity before life beganto flow slowlyinto me again,

men could be clearly seen sitting behindthe huge 104 mm guns, yellinggatcach

Then came the mounted jeeps. They parked right in front offourdoor. Seeveral

house, demanding to know which clan we belonged to. Itold them thatIama

other forno apparent rcason. Twomen carrying AK 47 assaultriflesburstiintoour

journalist working forthe Reuters news agency, andshowed|them my presscard,

The card probably saved our lives. The men rigger-
happy; they were probably under the influcnce of Khat, a local drug

Thefieldguns went off, and it felt as if my head was about to burstopen. A

T55 tank gun followed. Theforce of the explosion is impossible to describe. A

tank gun isthe devil's own invention.

scemed very touchy and trigger.

Ten minutes later, the engine howled and the T55 bcgan to move slowv

forward, the carth shaking under its steelracks, throwing stones and clumps of

carthhigh into the air. Several corrugated iron sheets flew from our neighbour's

house and went twisting over the house-tops like pieces of paper in the wind.

4:30 a.m. - The battle stillrages in the Stadium area. It is very casy to tell the

sharp crack of tank guns from the heavy booms of the field artillery. In betwen

comes the characteristic sound of a bazooka, and when the heavy guns pause for

a moment, the hysterical hammering of machine gun fire follows.

These gunmen stopped using their brains long ago.

6:15 p.m. -Fighting stopped abruptly. The muezzin called the faithfulfor the

evening prayers as i f nothing was happening! There was a lull in the fighüng

during the night,apart from a few gunshots in the neighbourhood.

S E P T E M B E R 6,

- 6:30 a.m. - As if by clockwork, artillery bombardment started. We camte

under fire and I dove for cover. Noone knows who is holding the upper hand. bu

it seems that General Kayse's faction has been forcedto retreat tothe South--west

of the city, judging from the sound of their guns - a big sigh of reliet.

moretocome, the brief golden break liftedi my heart andsent a singing happines

Perhaps because we'd hadthree days of non-stop fighting, with thethreatof

through me. But there can be no aftermath without a storm ...
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SEPTEMBER 7 , i h
- The continuing uncertainty as to when the next attack will comeis the thing

that most worries us. It seems that the peace talks between the clans have failed.

A sixinch shell exploded againn in front of my door. Isuffered only a mild

concussion, but it left me with a high-pitched singingsound in my cars - soft, but

persistent, refusing to go away. It is driving me mad.

Attwelve noon Iwent to the city for the first time in several weekS to examine
whatdamage had been caused during the fighting. The city looked as if it was

suffering from some particularly unplcasant wasting disease. Gun-men seemed
to be everywhere. Everything was in ruins. Broken tree stumps, burnt out cars,
andshallow graves were everywhere. The sight haunted me for many days. That
night Islept with my eyes open because everyone around me was carrying a gun
or handgrenades, any oneof which could go off at any time, making ít so that it
wouldn't matter whether it had been an accident or not.

To attempt to relay on official news is to court disaster. We must rely mostly
on rumours, as little verifiable news is available. The people want to see action
and not empty talks. It is one thing to lead a popular uprising, but quite another
to run a country. Officials from both sides of the warring factions allege that some
unnamed elements are trying to derail the objectives of the uprising. Who are
these people?

We are war-weary, and no smooth ta lk can restore our conf idence.

SEPTEMBER 8,

-Weapons, weapons everywhere and bursts of machinegun shots are common
that we no longer raise an eyebrow. I f thenew "rulers".are serious, they should
disarm the civilians. Reports say that some 250,000 weapons of alltypes are in
Circulation in the capital alone. Guns, ammo, landmines, and anti-tank rockets are
Openly on sale in the markets. An Ak-47 assault rifle costs as little as 35 US
dollars. ven boys aged between 10and 12 carry gunsand hand grenades.

SEPTEMBER 9,

Elders and religious leaders are unable to curb the endemic violence in the
capital because everyone is armed to the teeth and no one listensto their words of
wisdorm, Thereis talk of organising:a huge security operation but skeptics saythat

thevarious armed groups would never bend to any attempt to disarmthem. They

cite several atlempLS in the past which were doomed to failure. Apprently an

intense struggle for power is going on between Kayse and Robleh, which could
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spark off another round of bloody factional fighting inthe capital. Byutfornow
there is an uneasy lull.

The situation is very tense, however. Observers predict another roundof

fighting, more serious and brutal than the one we have just witnessed. The

hospitals, which like other institutions were looted and reduced to ruins at the,

height of the fighting, are overcrowded with mostly women, children

and elderly people, who have lost limbs.

Tents are set up at all hospital compounds, in the corridors, and undertrees.

fled the war. Othersslosttheir

lives. Trucks carrying desperately needed drugs are commandeered by armed

gangs to the blackmarket and are soldback to the patients at exorbitant prices.

Doctors toldme that many of their collegues have fled the

The majority of the male patients keep their assault rifles and hand-grenades

under their hospital beds. A doctor told me that there are patients who arrived at

the beginning of the civil war and now refuse to leave the relative safetyof the

hospital. They say that they do not know where to go.

If such a patient finally decides to leave, he takes the bed and the mattress with

him or he puts one of his own clansmen in his place before he departs.

Doctors are worried that cholera may sweep through the city and decimat:

those who survived the slaughter.

Aneutralclan is sponsoring a fragile ceasefire and is trying to coax the Qansui

and Qurac clans to the table. But the clans are using the lull in the fighting0
reinforce.

"Apparently each side is stockpiling food and weapons to haveanothergog for

the final victory-ceasefire or no ceasefire," my neighbour told me after returning

from the citythis morning.

The month of October was uneventful, but we are all holding our breath.

NOVEMBER 17

k * * * *

gunshots have once again become a Common feature, The city was hostageto
The most intense fighting broke out today. Continous Shellings and non-sl0
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barrage ofshellsand bullets of everysize, speed, and calibre; rockets androcket-

propelledigrenades,g alltypes of mortars:sand artillery, Stalin Organs and howitzers,

including the 85mm, 156mm, and 105mm, personnel carriers, tanks, anti-tank
grenades and anti-aircraft picces such as the 37mm and ZAW types were

continuously used with abandon from duskto dawn. Even aircraft-carried-bombs
have been modificdi to be mounted on light trucks and used as artillery.

AJ these weapons bcat tom-toms of doom, death, and destruction in Mogan

Achu. They mowed down or showered the bewildered people cowering behind
flimsy walls under previously bullet-perforated corrugated ironroofs.

Amid the clatter of exploding missiles and mortars, the wailsof bereaved
parents, moans of mortally wounded|victims, and above all, thealternating pleas

and imprecations ofa despairing, horrified population rose toa crescendoonly to
be broken off intermittently or silenced with finality by instruments of death.

NOVEMBER 18 - 24,

- They have now resorted to night fighting. Rocket-fire and bursts of heavy
machine gunscontinue all night without respite. The underlying irony is that
General Kayse declared a military coup d'etat; this could be interpreted as a clan
coup because there is no military in the country. It disintergrated soon after the

ousting of the former dictator. The fighting is gathering momentum with both
sides trying to get the upper-hand.

The overallsituation and the absolutepowerofweapons in Mogadishu arouses
Just one desire in many people - to own more guns, preferably the much favoured
AK-47 or M-16 assault rifles. When describing a person, Somalis often use the
expression, "he is wellequipped," which means that such a person has several

guns. Where the weapons come from is not, as a rule, of interest to anybody. Most
Somalis encourage any method of getting weapons.

NOVEMBER 25,

-Rumours have been seeping through that General Kayse has been wouded by
shrapnel as he tried to lead his forces. Nothing has been heard of him since

Novermber 24, which substantiates the veracity of this rumour.

The Generals in Somalia are no longer popular amongthe people. There are

allkinds of anecdotes, jokes and rumours about them. Like the former dictator,

General Barre,they Scream about peace while their forces destroy the city, killing
innocent people withtheir rockets and tanks.

It seemsthat the current outbrealk of fighting is being conducted by bird-
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brained planners, as evidenced by the senseless destruction and the massacreof
innocent civilians.

Religious leaders, intellectuals and politicians all

pletely ignoring the carnage in Mogandishu. Even the World Muslim Confer.

ence, currently taking place in Dakar, Sencgal, is ignorant of the desperate,

situation in Somalia, particulary in the capital. It seems to be a conspiracyof

silence by the world community. Apparently the

all over the world are com-

DECEMBER 25,

States in particular, are no longer interested in Somaliasimply because it doesno

have mineral resources and is no longer strategically important to Washington.

Western powers, the United

-Today, people in the West celebrate Christmas. Today,,Somaliscelebratethe

[wenty-fourth day of continuousand savage war, several hundred times worse

than the September conflict. There is no cnd in sight despite an appeal by the Ret

Cross to cease fire. No one pays heed to this call.

D E C E M B E R 26,

The entire city is in astate of turmoil. People are recalling the days of Barre.

saying that while Barre did not completely destroy the city, these scoundrels are

aiming to finish the job, carpet-bombing crowded residential areas and killing

anyone with whom they come into contact.

the part of the combatants.

- This morning a number of mortars fellclose to my house and the impact

shook the walls and what was left of the windows. But general Kayse seemed

have difficulties in achieving his much-taunted "quick victory" against hS

opponents because the war has dragged on for more than twenty -five days withou

Langible achievements in the battlefields by either side. Each warring facuo
adopted theories and dogmas ofhuman destruction,characterized by such phrases

as "better death than to be dominated by the other side", For this reason alone a

longer war is notruled out,, despite depletion ofammunition and war weariness on

Daily screams of women and children signal direct hits by artillery shells and

mortars. Hundreds of people have lost their lives in this manner. Another

neighbour's house received a direct hit and a woman by the name of Hajiya

Habiba, asmall child,and her watchmen were killedinstantly. Hertwodaughters

received injury from shrapnel, That is howI lost my son last week. No onecan

replace him. The number of people be calculated. Thisof peoplewho lost their lives cannot
1S a savage war without precedence in the annals of history.



DECEMBER 27,
- The war has now become a foutine affair. Shooting starts early in the

morning and continues without lull until 6.30 pm., just like clockwork. Looters
are having a fieldday. They loot the houses whose owners have fled to the
countryside. Sometimesthey even iry to ransack a house right under the noses of
the owners. Noone can stop them because they are so heavily armed. Iexchanged
fire with some of these looters this morning when they tried to loot a neighbour's
house. They dropped everything and escaped, leaving their shoes behind. It was

the first time I had fired a gun in more than thirty years.

DECEMBER 28,

- The food situation in the city remains extremely serious. There is much
hunger and starvation. Streethold-ups, burglaries, and murders are frequent. The
markets are completely deserted and there is nothing one can buy to survive. On
one street corner people have to queue forcamel meat amidst the bomdardments.
It later transpired that the camel was hitby an incomingartillery shell. In ordinary
times,Somalis, as devout Muslims, do not eat flesh ofanimals that have not been

slaughtered in the Muslim tradition of wholesomeness. But these are not normal

times.

The rumour mills say that the fate of the war will be decided today one way
or the other. They say that the forces loyal to General Kayse are coming to the end

oftheir tether, despite superiority in heavy military hardware. In their retreat last
night, they started to level what parts of the city were left with howitzers and long
range artillery guns. Iam writing this entry under heavy bombardment. My
dining table is my only cover, at least against the flying shrapnel, ifnot the shells
and mortars. It is reinforced with mattresses and a large carpet, and I feel a bit
safer under itby making myself smaller. I countedmore than thirty Shilka bullets

as they fell through the roof of my house.

butThe forces loyalto General Robleh had been on the defensive until now,
loday they are on the offensive which could change the conditions of the war in
their favour because of their numerical strength -they outnumber their opponents
Cight to one, General Kayse has now realized that he is dealing with strong
adversaries and his earlier claim that he would destroy the forces loyal to General

Robleh in two days has been proven false.

A hin, high - pitched scream made me drop to the floor; there was a loud bang
Justoutsideofmy window and shrapnel pattered against the walls ofmy next-door
neighbours house. Iwaited for number two -- they always come in twos. This
ime it was much closer, just below the window. The blast made my windows



rattle furiously and the walls took another peppering.

A large chunk of jagged metal lay in the middle of the sitingroom. Itmust

have flownin throughthe shattered window, slicedits way through thepartition,
and dropped tamely into the sitting room, only
It was still warm.

,onlyslightly chipping oneof

Robleh forces are making a final attack.
the renewed thump of mortars exploding across the It seems asif the

AsItried tosnatchafew minutess of sleep under my makeshift shelter,Iheart
sthe sandy road.

thechairs,

Until now they were not a warrior clan, andthey haven't many biggunsapar

from the odd AK-47 and M-16 rifles, Onnthe other hand, General Kayse's forces

have the heavy weapons, including tanks, APCs, Stalin Organs, and howitzers

completely under his thumbs, andthat was the keyto the situation untilafew days

ago when supporters of General Robleh managed to reassemble a few fieldguns.

DECEMBER 29,

General Kayse intends to run the place if he wins the war. In fact, he already

does run it, at least the area he controls. He seized the only radio station in the city

and said that he had set up committees to run what he described as "the affairs of

state" and to replace "the corrupt officials of General Robleh", He invited

journalists for what he said was an important press conference. A colleague trom

the Italian news agency, ANSA, and glambered onto a badly damaged Land

Rover, expropriated from the World Bank office in Mogadishu, and drove l
General Kayse's stronghold, breaking all known world records.

Journalisis, cards usually received a courteous onward wave before u
factional fighting broke out, but when we tried to crosss the line which now divides

the city, after surviving several close encounters with death along the way.

elderely guerrilla leader in charge of armed teenagers
theboys todetain usonchargesofspying

signalledto oneeof

nisconcepion that Somali nationals working for foreign news

gfor the other side. There is a widely held

carryingon the dirty workof imperialist
Lo be very dangerous and time -consuming.

governments." Crossing the lineproved

buildingin which we were held. Everybody tried to scramble under the staircast.

As we were interrogated, several rockets burstthroughthesouthern wallofe

as there are veryfew buildingsin Mogandishu with basements. A wholesection

ofthe building received direct hits fromthetwelve-barrelled Katyushas.

Ihad beenshot at on numerous occasions during the first days ofthecivilwa.

but usuallythere had been something to hide behind. But when it Comestothe



Katyushas(the. Stalin Organs) there was no where tto hide. The only solution was

to liedown and hope for the best.

Assoon as there was lull, we boarded |the commandeered World Bank vehicle
with four heavily-armed escorts and arrived homeonlyto discover that my house

wasnowcompletcly demolished, and the whole neighbourhood deserted, save for
dozens of dead bodics laying on the sides of strects and in ditches.

There wasn'ta day when some militia man didn't ask me what I was doing in
demolished house in a deserted village. Sometimes a local gucrrilla leader

wouldask mewhether I was spying for the other side.

"What arce you planning to do? Cover the war? Write a book?" he'd ask.

Td get so nervous that Iwould start laughing. Itold him that I wasn'tplanning
to leave my house, and that nothing was going to happen to me.

Even then, they kept coming. Sometimes they talked as i f k i l l ing women and
children who belonged to the wrong clan was merely a pass-time. A whole family
compound, with its Occupants, could disappear in an afternoon.

Once, t w o hardened militiacame to me, taunting me wi th death:

"Too bad you weren't with us yesterday when we killed s omany of them,you
would be tired counting them, "hey would boast.

"How can you shoot women and children?" I asked.

"They belong to the other clan".

At that point, the two militia pointed their loaded AK-47s at my heart. When
I made signs for them toput up their guns, one of them started laughing and said,
This here reporter wants me to put my gun up". After taunting me for a while,
they finally left me alone.

Thousands of feudingmilitia men equipped with automaticweapons, rocket
propelled grenades, and mounted vehicles, known here as "technicals," roam
Lrough the streets, Most of them are boys - aged between ten to fourteen out to
prove their manhood. At that tender age, they have seen rape, death and

destruction all around them; it would be very difficult to rehabilitate them.

4:30 p.m. -One shelllanded in the middle of a pile of bodies,makinga mess
that no one wanted o clean

allfourof them instantly. up. Another rocket landed on grave-diggers, killing

Once beautifuland peaceful, Mogadishulooked likethe final reel of "The Day

After,"' a desertedd city whose streets held nothingg but refuse, bloated bodies, wind-
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blown papers, bumt-out cars, and spent shells. The trees alongthe roadslooket

of plague was feeared,bu
if they had been struck by lightning. An epidemic

nobody seemed to care.

D E C E M B E R 30,

- The war continucs unabated. Despite General Kayse's attemptto generaea

feeling of normalcy,the frightenedpeople who remained in the devastated

were staying at home. The "bushtelegraph" told everyone aboutthe progressof

the war. The radio station controlled by General Kayse said thatt an officialofthe

International Committee of the Red Cross was killed at De Martini Hospital. The

radiostation said that the official and a Somali colleague were sprayed wik

machine gun by a certain tribal chief. No further details were given

D E C E M B E R 31,

-As the year ends, the fighting spirit of both sides is somewhatslackening do

perhaps to exhaustion and war-weariness. Shots, for example, are no longer fired

indiscriminately, but sparingly.

One thing is certain: the tanks have run out o f shells and are reportedlysiting

idle near the old Parl iament Square. Nobody seems to know what to do with them.

Some enterprising fe l lows are pumping the fuel out o f them and are laughing al

the way to the fuel market at Sinai. Due to acute shortage o f fuel in Mogadishu,

the price has sky-rocketed.

Another T-55tank plunged into the sea behind the old Secondo Lido. The

entire crew was killed instantly. Isaw an abandoned APC. It was undamageu.

Apparently it had run out of fuel and ammo.

Asaresult, the mi l i t ia men resorted to mortars and sniping. There was asie

sniper with a G-3 long-range rifle whoshot every moving thing from atinyhole

in the Chinese-built Mogadishu stadium. During the day he fired at everything

that moved, includingstray dogs and cats. When General Robleh's militia men

fired on his position with mortars and recoilless rifles he would disappearintothe

Concrete hole and wait. "Technicals" fired the 105 mm field guns athim, and

when they were through, he would come upagain and i fire. Finally,the.Katyushas

were calledin, and forten minutesthe air above the stadium was black andorangt

fromthe strike. When all of it cleared, the sniper poppedTupandfiredoffsevera

rounds inthe air, and everyone cheered andlaughed and left him alone!

JANUARY 1,1992

- Itis New Year's Day, andin the morning the usual dawn battle Slarledwi
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small fire-arms, until four in the afternoon, when it gathered momentum.

Itry to snatch a few hours of sleep at night, usually from eight in the evening

tofiveinthee morning, when I literally crawl to theibathroom. Food and water are

becoming moreand more scarce every day.

Itis ironicthat the Muezzin continuesto call thefaithful topprayers even amid
the heavy bombardments. I wonder who dares to go to the mosque under these

tough conditions.

Today, as in previous days, there is no change in the way the war is
nrooressing. Same weapons,same offensive and counter-offensive, and noone
seems to be holding the upper hand so far.

only impetus in the fighting is that General Kayse is appealing to the
smaller clans to help him stem the tide. Several smaller clans have been backing
his war efforts, but it seems he is unable to break down the Qansax sub-clan.

4:30 p.m. -The fighting has become intense, wi th both sides using long-range
artillery. It isdeafening. The fire is very close again. The pattern is the sarme:a

few sharp exchanges, bullets and shells droning over the house, then a pause.

There were several explosions with deafening staccato bursts and smoke
drifted from the houses across the road. They had received direct hits. The war
is a nightmare with no prospect o f ending.

JANUARY 2,

-General Kayse today claims that his offers for aceasefire have been ignored.
This claim took everybody by surprise, because nobody had heard him offer a

Ceasefire since the war started. Perhaps the General is trying to find a way out of
ie mess he created and is trying to fool everybody by claiming that the other side
Was ignoring his offer. The General is afraid to admit his reverses at the
battlefield.

This afternoon, when aneighbour and Ireturned from scavenging for food and
drinking water, we foundthe five-day old corpse of a militia man stretched in my

backyard. The Corpse wasthe worst thing w? had ever seen,,utterly mutilated, the
skin on his face drawn back tightly like stretched leather, so that all his teeth
showed, We were outraged that he had not been buried or at least covered.

3:30 P.m, - An unconfirmed report said that supporters of General Robleh
have sLormed the former Presidential Palace, Villa Somalia.
indicated that General Kayse's forces have evacuated many other strategic

The report also

positions thatthey had held since the ousting of the former dictator eleven months
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ago. Ifconfirmed, this report would indicate a great loss for Kayse.The

and anyone holding it willhaveanplePalace is on a hill overlooking the city and anyone

choice o f targets.

This is a senseless and brutal war. Men kill withoutcompunction. Eachclan,

for General

with hatred in their eyes, iscalling the others terrorists and

- without exception - indulge in killing, rape, and looting. The pain of their

victims means nothing. Blind madness! Someone must havetaught these killers

howtoexercise each execution without mercy. No one is immune. Even thefew

Yemen) are murdered in cold

blood, their homes looted, their wives isa
veritable hell on earth.

stillremaining foreigners (mostly Arabs from Yemen)
and daughters raped. Mogadishu is a

war-mongers whenall

6:15p.m. - The evening prayers of Maghreb were over. Darkness descended

and the shootings could be heard in the distance. But the rest of the night was

relatively quiet. As usual, I slept with my eyes open.

Then I heard an AK-47 on full automatic starting to go through clips: one

second to fire, three to plug in a fresh clip. I peered through the opening of my

damaged window and saw the gunman on the steps of my front door. Every round

was like a tiny concentration of high-velocity wind. When he finished he walket

by my window with a smile on his face. Later I tried to investigate his targets, but

there was nothing to be seen for miles. An elderly militia man later told me that

the man was doped to the eyeballs - most of the militia men chew the drug Khat

which makes them crazy.

He also told me about m i l i t i a men whoused c iv i l ians as shields. He sad uhey

w o u l d chain themselves to their machine guns and d ie on the spot rather inan a

the clan.

and the storming was postponed.

Yesterday's rumoursthat the Palace was stormed by General Robleh's forces

were contradicted convincingly. It now appears that there was a last minutehitch

The rapid gunfire from General Kayse's faction created the illusion thatthey

were much larger and more hysterical than they actually were.

Palace andthe radio station. The Police Headquarters is a four- story Concrele

Fightingis reportedly taking place at the Police Headquarters, notfarfromthe

building, and General Robleh's supporters (mainly from the Bermuda Triangle)

will have a difficult time in dislodging General Kayse's men, numberingabout

two hundred well-armed and batle-hardened guerrillas.

1 4



JANUARY 3,
Something strange happencd in the heat of this summer morning. The sun

was bright at dawn andlcontinuedtoshine all day. The early morningskies were

blue, brilliantblue. It was the first time since the conflict startedthat anyone saw

a cleansky, and instead of bendingto walk or crawl, we began to walk upright.
There was almost no shelling. We knew this would not last long. For those few
hoursour residential area had the atmosphere of a reprieve. Onthe road I met the

Maczin by the name of Sheikh Abdi, who, like myself had refused to leave.
Seing his incredible pleasure at the miracle of this morning, I bade him "Nabad"
Peace) to which he replied, "Waa Nabab".

The arca did not seem like the same place that had inspired so much fear the
night before, and all the days and night before, and all the days and nights before
thai. In the carly morning light, the place looked sharp and tranquil, like the
perfect day to take a book and lie under the trees for the afternoon.

"Itseems as if they have run out of steam," I said. _Sheikh Abdi just laughed.

"Don'tpay any attention to the brief lull," he said. His voice sounded very
plaintive and lonely.

"I hope it w i l l last long enough to enable us to scrounge fo r food f rom the rear

areas".

We continued to talk as we walked on together. He told me about his mosque,

and the names of some of the fai thfu ls who had been ki l led. Il istened in silence.

Atevery street corner and intersection there were ragtag squads of killers,
following the orders given them by their clan leaders. They were chewing Khat.

Ine weight of their weapons was dragging their arms and shoulders down. Other
gunners with .50 - calibre machine guns stretched out flat on their stomachs,
peering over the edge of the ditch. None of them would relax their weapons until
Uie other side resumed shoo ting. Then they let go. One strollamong these
gunmen was enougn to bend your nerves for days.

JANUARY 4,

resterday's lull lasted a record twelve hours. As more artillery shells fell not
far fromthe m?sque, whirlwinds of smoke enveloped the houses as a cascade of

rubble fell arcund the fliimsy dwellings, muting the screams of vicims. I am

Cxpecting a shelltoland on my flimsy shelter any moment.

105 mm fie d gun,y which forced me to retreat to my makeshift shelter underthe
Againth e iightI was relatively calm, except for a few salvos fromthe notorious
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Chinese dining table.

mortars androckets arefired daily, butthe result isthes
e same. Noside hastheupper

Millions of rounds of ammunition and tens of thousands of artilleryshell,

h a n d so far.

Three mortar rounds came in at thrce-second intervals, all landingin acluster

the noise of the rounds, but I could see from my windowthe balls of whitesmoke

Two militia men carried ermpy
litter containers and disappearedlaround: the corner at a run. Theempty containers

two hundred meters down the road. The noise from the artillery

blowing away from the sandy road in the wind. T w o militia

were returned loaded wi th two figures covered with blood.

The silence of the night vanished with the first rays of the sun, and the moe.

theartillery gunsdrOwnedom

bombardments erupted with bursts of automatic machine guns fromthe opposing

s i d e s .

You could be in the most protected space in Mogadishu, in a steeland concrete

building, and still know that your safety was temporary. Early death, the loss of

legs or arms, or blindness could easily befall anyone in a mortar rocket atack, 0
matter the hiding place. As time went on, I began to think that I must have ben

insane to have refused to leave when I had the chance. But I am súll grateful that

my life has thus far been spared. Many of my neighbours and friends who tried

toescape the inferno were killed in the cross-fire or hit by stray bullets as they tricd

to escape on their h?nds and knees.

At 12:30 p.m., - there was intensive exchange of artillery fire near the arca

surrounding the old Presidential Palace, Vil la Somalia. Butfor the first time n

weeks, the fighting is taking place quite a distance from my arca, judging trom bi

sound of the big guns and automatic rifles. I breathed a big Sigh of relief. Now

Ican snatch a catnap undisturbed by artillery fire.

JANUARY 5,

- The world is watching Somalis kill each other, blowing themselvesand

everything else up inthe name of a clan. Maybe the world has decidedtoleave

us alone and let us massacre each other.

having a difficult time in dislodging a single sniper on a three-storey building.

This morning I watched three youngsters, not more than twelve years old,

returning their fire with a deadly G-3 rifle. Two more boys,joinedin andaftertWo

They were indiscriminately firing their AK-47s at the Sniper and the manwas

hours of gun battle,they succeeded in dislodging the sniper,
peared intothe bush, leaving behind boxes of ar Insteadol
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pursuingthe.sniper, the boys begantoransack thebuilding, whose owners had fled
tothe countryside soon after the eruption of the fighting.

At 11:30a.m. howitzers began falling from thesky. Ironically, most of them
hit aspot that they had hit numerous times before - the middle of a sandyroad,
makingthe impactfairly harmless, although their fragments travel far.

Military discipline is frequently violated, because the majority of the men are

cut-throat criminals wwith little or no miliary training, despite thefact that each

fighting force is led by experienced army officers, usually with colonels and

generals atthe top of the ladder.

More mortars are falling around me with deafening explosions. I willbe very
lucky if I survive this time.

Tracer bullets zig-zag in the night sky over possible targets several kilometers
BMay, and all night long the mounted jeepsand tanks movewhile I try to sleep with
my eyes open.

JANUARY 6,

- Today,forces loyal to General Robleh are firing long-range artillery guns

against positions held by General Kayse's forces, with the aim of dislodging them
from their strategic positions southwest of the city. Their main targets are said to
be the television station and the industrial area where General Kayse's forces have
been entrenched. Fighting around Villa Somalia and the Police Headquarters has

Subsided after weeks of fierce battles, with each side trying to occupy this
staicgically important palace on the hill. It is not clear which side nowoccupies
it.

Dorut was a child's play compared to what is taking place in Mogadishu. Tens
of thousands of people must have died during the past four weeks of continuous
bloody fighting. We will all have nightmares about the atrocities for the rest of

our lives. The city is burning, and law and order havecompletely broken down.
Thereis no policeforce, or judge's s court stillin operation. After the ousting of the

former dictator there had been a number of volunteers working to keepthe peace;but

Lthey have alleither been killed or have joinedin the brawling,thus becoming
2sCorruptas everyone else.

JANUARY7,

-Todayhad beenquiet,o but atanya minute theshelling could start. Iam not sure
whatthe soldiersare up to, but I must face it, whatever it is. We are too often

Temindedthat intensive fighting follows after such a brief lull. We can all be

naive. This isthe theatre of the absurb.
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Despitethefearsandtraumas ofthepast wecks, and the distant noiseso wha

scems to be arecedinghalf-hearted war, I, decided to go out to scavangeTorfor

and water. Perhaps, if Iam lucky, I will get half a bath - if Sheikh Abdh,the

Muezzin,can spare the water.

I wentintothe deserted mosque, the only waterare,

sillavailable. Icaught theSheikhunawares. sitting at the remains of abreakian

of flattened maizecake andtea, reading the Holy Qur'an. Heseemed awkward m

the half-bombed mosque, on the cdge of the war zone, counting the shells,.

lapsing intothe latest war stories. One thing that we both have in commonisour

His expression changed and he smiled, as we exchanged Salaams before

decisiontoremain in the arca, rather than join the streamnof refugees.

rare creatures.

placethata fewdrops

"Sheikh Abdi said, expresig his frustration.

"I was the Russians and the Americans who armed the Somalis at differen

times, and nowthey are watching us slaughter cach other with those weapons,

I1oid him that since there is nothing to gain from the barren, scorched lond.

ofthis hauntedcountry, there is no reason Tor a superpower to undertake anu

expensive operation o save thoSe who are dying the moSt agonizing death

invented by man or nature. I also reminded him of such thingsas commercial

interests andoil markets. "Unlike Kuwait, "Isaid, "Somalia has no oil".

We are
both

"So who can end the bloodshed? Can the United Nations take up te

chalienge?".

"Not unless the rich and powerful nations o f the wor ld decide to provide lite

required leadership, for it is they who run and control the UN, not the sweet Pers

de Cueller".

just said.

The Sheikh justnodded andsaid nothing. I glanced at him to make suretthal

he was alright. He was taking it allin, but he did notshow any anger at whatIhad

After we hadsat fora while, I dug a few notes out of my pock?t. Gone were

the days of srmallcoins, duetothe raging inflation. I assured him that I wouldpay

him another visit if theshelling Seemed to help, as

responded by fetching for me a bucket full of water and a cake of soap-rae
shelling would permit. My gesture

commodities in Mogandishu.

5.45 p.m. -The forces loyal to General Robleh began to poundthe lelevision

station with105 mm field guns. The shelling lasted forty-five minutes, Its
clear what impactthe pounding had on their adversaries, but therefollowed



cerie of silence, broken only by the Muezzin's callto prayers.

The Muezzin, Sheikh Abdi, had mentioned during our discussionthat only

fourcld the early morning prayers. In normal times, the
mosque was always filled beyond capacity. Later I discovered that the muezzin

itself is pre-recorded. The caretaker, Sheikh Abdi, switches on the recording
machine during heavy bombardments and dives for cover!

four clderly people turm up for

JANUARY 8,

Today Iwent to see Sheikh Abdiagain, as he is the only other living soul in
the entire area. Igreeted him, "Salaam Aleikum'".

He smiled, showing broken and discoloured teeth and responded, "Waa
Aleikum Salaam". He looked tired and fragile. "Come in, sit down, and wait while

I dress".

Dressing for what, I wondered. Perhaps he was going out and wanted me to
accompany him. It wasn't a bad idea. Ithadn't been an easy night.

Half an hour later, we were on our way to areas we had not been to visit fo r a

long time. It was good to see that the shelling had stopped for the time being. As
we walked, we took interest in each other's words as we talked as we talked about

the war. He said that the United States could not l i f t its l i t t le finger to help because
Somalia was a Muslim nation.

"But why should rich countries care for the poor, Musl im or non-Muslim?" I
asked him.

Much of the world, like myself, has accepted the United States as the world's
leader. It isa pity that Mr. Bush has refused to accept this greatest honour that the

WOrd can offer to any country." Sheikh Abdisaid as we crossed a bomb-scarred
intersection.

We inched forward.

The militia men at the checkpoint, seeing the sheikh with his white robe and
Iong prayer beads, waved us through from their makeshift shelter. Sheikh Abdi
was breathing heavily and reading verses fromthe Holy Qur'an, and I pretended
o be his assistant. Inthis manner, we reached the final checkpoint, manned by

GeneralRobleh's men.

Sheikh Abdi spoke again,"Watch and listen, and never put your hands in your
pockets, Just keep obey. I ried to keep myself calm. Itwasnoteasy. going", It wasn't hard to obey.
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Crossing one checkpoint to another by

for the crack of the sniper's rifle could be the world's
It is the place where militias face cach other

flotsam of smoking cars, broken windows.
andpitted buildings. The roadsare cratedi

for many civilians, life ends here. It is a God -forsaken place,decorated

shapeless Corpses, spent Cartridges

crated beyond repair. Icould hear SheikhAbi

still reading verses fromthe Holy Quran. He whispered, "'Allah be withus'

foot on a hot, humid day,andwailting

He'd better be, I thought. There was no shouting, no firing,;and we walke

rapidly along the crated road, trying to avoid the corpses, the rubbish, the hole,

and the burning cars. Neither of us looked back.

world's mostawesome CXperieno

shoot atany moving obbjeca.Indent

We came to the corner of the old Sinai Market, and General Kayse's frs

checkpoint was visible a few yards away. We were out of the no-man's land W

couldhear our footsteps as we walked slowly along the edge of the road. Thert

was nota single soul in the whole area, and I felt fairly certain that we were raped

between the opposing armies.

Then Imade a mistake. I turned around to look at the bombed-out buildings

The silhouette of a man's head and shoulderswas visibie in the shattered window,

and as I watched, the barrel ofa gun was pushed through the window, ponika

directly at us.

"Just look ahead. Don't catchtheir eyes," the Sheikh saidbut the man withthe

"Who are you?"

gun was already coming towards us, Hewas dressed in a filthyarmy fatigue,u
was smoking and chewing kihat.

Weraisedour arms in the accepted mannerr to let the militiaknowthat wewere

not armed. We told him we were non-combatants tryingtto scavangeforfoodand

for water. I could hear Sheikh Abdi still chanting more verses from theHoly

Qur'an. I tried to keep my voice calm. There's not much point of panicking.

before he gave us permission to go On.

The man seermed to be uneasy with us. He went through our Pocketsad
consulted someone in the dark recesses of the building, perhaps hissuperi,

"Butbe very careful, " he advised.
We crossedthe once-busy Sinai Market,surroundedbydirt andlbombcralers

and continued uphill, The trick isto avoid heavily damaged streetsandstreeb

where there is sub-clan territorial dispute. Death comes quickly inthecrossli
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we belong to?"
Sheikh Abdishook his head, "YYou knowtheseyoung men at the checkpoints

are fresh from the countryside. That man may have becn thinking about his

favourite camel. Besides, nomads never ask religious lcaders which clan they

belong to".
He continued his tirade against the militia. "Although the Somalis claim to be

one hundred per cent Muslim, they are not and never have been true Muslims. For
in the Holy Qur'an it is strictly forbidden to shed the blood ofa fellow Muslim. or
to rapeor loot". He was tired and drawn, but he seemed to be doing his best to hide

his fatiguc.

Someone with amachine gun let loose a string of bullets from the next corner
as if to mock the Sheikh's words. My stomach began to turn.

After a particularly loud bang, shrapnel of some sort cluttered the tarmac not
far from where we stood.

"Mortars!"

We dove for cover in a half-demolished building nearby. We simultaneously
hit the bare floor which was sagging in a great fluid collapse, and laid there
without movement, listening. Acautious exmination showed that there had been

a renewed exchange of fire. Then silence seemed to reign. As we watched
through a hole in the wall, a lorry full of militia,guns at the ready,came driving
past our hideòut. They left a trail of blazing buildings in their wake.

After closer examination,we found that we were not alone in the building. We
walked slowiy to the next room. The door was partially open, and a woman was
cooking something on a charcoal stove. Noticing us, she stood up. She was
apparently in her late fifties,dresed in a yellow shapeless gown, known as "Dia":.

"Nabad".

She smiled, showing arow ofsnow-white teeth. Lengthy conversation was not
convenient due to the prevailing situation.

"Please sit down for a cup of tea".

Not a bad idea after what we had just been through.

Thank you, sister. You are kind".

She peered at the flowing robes of my companion.

"You are a Sheikh?"
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"Mypleasure, Jaalle, "Sheikh Abdi

the Holy Qur'an as if further proof was necded.
said as he continued chantingverscsfrom

So for more than an hour we sat and drank cups of strong spiccd Somalitea.

running noses came andstaredatThree small children with matchstick legs and running

us nervouslyuntil their mother told them to leave usalone.

We talked about the war and the food situation, and she told us thatsome

people were trying to steal food from warehouses not far from her home, and to

from the same places. the location ofthe

prove it, she showcd us sacks containing rice and lentils which she hadpilfered
places, She said she would be glad to show

warehouses, of course, only if shelling wouldpermit.

She hadlost her husbanddini the civil war. They used tohave what she described

as a mini-market in the centre of the city, but with theetwoclans battling all around,

things had been bad for months. Afer losing her husband, she and the children

lived in this place, "looking after" the building for a family who fled to the

countryside immediately after the outbreak of the civil war.

"Hitler would be very proud of these militia," I said.

" W h o is H i t l e r ? "

Wemade our apologies courteously, thanking her for the tea and declining her

offer to escort us to the warehouses. We said that we would be able to find them

by following her directions. We then walked up to the edge of the block or ruined

buildings, looking for the warehouses, jumping from doorway to doorway.

Sheikh Abdi nudged me.

"She was a very nice woman despite her raw deal in life. By the way wi

Hitler?"

The warehouses had been owned by the corrupt and inefficient Agricultural

Development Corporation (ADC), but now we had to file past militia men, who

were chewing the inevitable khat, showing not the slightest interest in who we

were. A few minutes later we wOve our way throughthe crowd of looters, loaded

with sacks of wheat and lentils. The Sheikh would, without a doubt, havefailed

inany weight -lifing competition, but as a cleric he was, for the firsttimein his

life, carrying two sacks weighing fifty kilograms each!

On thé way I had to explain to the Sheikh, according to the best of my

knowledge, about the little Austrian corporallwiththe odd moustache. Icouldalso

think of a fewother things that might interest him.

Iput my sack down slowly, trying not to S
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Abdi looked at me strangely. "We have men like Hitler in this country, Ali

Dhuhul," he said.

Ihad a sudden urge to change the subject, lestwe were overheard by the
ilitia but there was no need for me to do so, as machine gun fire began in the

direction of our residential area. They were only small blasts, nothing of
batlefield calibre. Probably a family dispute, or a street-fight, common feature
in this area. so we took a longer route back home, that is if you could call a rubble

of wood,stones, and debris a home.

There seemed to be ghosts everywhere. At length, Shickh Abdi spoke.

"If i tcomes closer we must pray to Allah. By Thy mercy spare us from these
infidels. Amen", Hesounded like he meant it.

JANUARY 8,

-A rumour is spreading about another ceasefire to take effect today, but
nothing indicates the veracity of these rumours as shootings, though scattered,
still continue in my part of the city.

General Robleh's version of the ceasefire is not known, because there isno

means of reaching him. The radio station is in the hands of General Kayse, which
now calls itself "The Voice of the Somalipeople". The radio confirmed the

"unconditional ceasefire" which supposedly went into effect today around noon.
The voice on the radio said that the decision was reached atanemergency meeting
chaired by General Kayse.

The fighting continued despite this unilateral declaration of ceasefire. The
radio said that a committee chaired by a colonel Mial was set up to monitor the
ceasefire and that violators willbe "collectively" dealt with. Itis not clear what
1S meant by all of this, because all the members of the committee belonged to
splinter subclans who were involved in the fighting on the side of General Kayse.
We must wait patiently to see if the ceasefire is real, as the whole thing appecars

o be one-sided and smacks of General Kayse's old ricks.

1 Saw an old man ofabout 75carrying a musket in one hand and an axe in the
Oner. A young militia man later told me that the old man also owns an Einfield

303 which he kept well oiled and cared for as if they were his children. I dont
really know what use these ancient guns can be in a war in which the most

sophisticated weaponry are used in abundance. Perhaps one day I will have a

chancetotalkto this old man about his ancient armoury, if we will still be alive.

Several bullets from the elusive Shilka fell into my house, coming through
what was leftof my roof. I ceremoniously added them to my collection.
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J A N U A R Y 9,

-The nearest fighting today was probably a mile away. but

more vigorous than it had been during our lootingspree yesterday. Afairly

constant cracking of smalll fircarms, sounding likepopping popcorn, can be

heard, but there is no sound marks outgoingor
incoming artillery shells.

Itried to sleep again, always with my eyes open, under my makeshiftshelter,

something tooccupy my mind
and Ifound a five-week old Newsweek magazine. In it werettwoincongruous, but

strangely connected photographs. Under the caption,"Somalia: Tha land God

but sleep was out of the question. I got up to find

of the booming explosion that

Forgot,the first colour picture showS a dying Woman, her arms wasted to m
emaciated bones,staring at an empty plate lying ncarby. The next column isa

much larger photograph of President Bush, his healthy arms and upper body wet

with rain, wiping his eyes with a cool white handkerchief. At first glance it see

that Bush had been caught crying and wiping away his tears. The explanation

underneath,however, clarifies as if in haste, that there hadbeen no such out!

of emotion. He was just wiping the rain dropsoff of his eyes during a campaign

for the fast approaching elections.

Like a typical non-practical romantic, I wished it was really a picture of

George Bush crying for that dying Somali woman. I felt he had no right shaking

hands with people, telling jokes, and driving all over the country while millions

of Somalis were starving to death.

Why d i d I think such stupid things? Perhaps because, like Sheikh Abi,
somewhere in the back of my mind Ihad accepted the United States as the only

country capable of providing true leadership to a crisis-ridden world. Liket
others, my inflated national ego may not have liked the idea of being led, guoeu

or looked after by another country, yet Ihad accepted thepropositioon that ifthe

post-cold war could toleráte a

away, but it was definately

than the United States of America.

to you , M r . Bush.

JANUARY 10,

time to

Mr. Bush, youain't seen nothing yet: kids withtheir armsblown off, flattened

schools and residential areas, masS graves, and decomposed bodies. Now, over

When I informed Sheikh Abdi about the visit,
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U.N. Secretary-General, Perez de Cuellar willsendaspecialenvoy to Mogadishu.

- Radio Mogadishu, which has become a laughing stock, said last nightthat

toCondema

he immediately began



the U.N., saying that they were too late.

"Where were they when thousands of people were slaughtered by army
generals who were hungry for power?",

Isnorted. "Too true. I've bcen thinking about that. At this rate,we will be

extinct shortly and there is nothing much the U.N, can do about it,unless the
Americans put their weight behind the efforts".

The Sheikh again accused the United States and its allies for not acting in
Somalia with the same determination as they did in Iraq, "Only because the

Somalis have no oil".

agood analysis, despite the cynicism, and we slipped into a brooding
silence. Mere warnings of impending catastrophe never seem to spur the world
to action, and according to the Newsweek article about Somalia,only doom
counts. By then, it is just too late. According to the article, "One lesson from

Somalia is that intervention of any kind should begin early in a crisis".

Ipreferred not t o think about any possibility of failure by the UN, however
unpalatable the situation in Somalia may be.

There are a number o f priorities for the U.N., including the disarming of the
various clans, and training and supervising regional Somali police forces- the first
step towards building local institutions needed when the intervention forces
eventually leave.

It is true that the various gunmen will not hand over their weapons without a

fight, and in the words of a foreign journalist who visited Mogadishu recently,
The Somalifighter, fearless and unpredictable, is not a foe to be taken lightly."

Ihe UN cannot expectatrouble-free operation in a country where the gun rules
and where law and order have broken down due to the severe shortage of food,
Water and medical services resulting from the combined effects of war and
amine. Flooding the country with food might discourage looters who steal what
itle we have and the Mafia-like merchants, selling the scarce food at high prices

d , Who are mainly responsible for thecountry'spresent predicament. One of the
clan leaders was quoted as saying that there will be unprecedented bloodshedif

the UN triedto sendl troops tosafeguardfamine relief activities. It is clear thatthis
warlord does not want to lose the resources he obtains from looting food aid, or

thethousands of dollars he extorts from aid agencies as protection money.

The United Nations, the Arab League, andthe Islamic Conference Organisa-

tion havethe monetary power to resolve the crisis in Somalia by using force, if
necessary. Itis partially true that the Somalis are solelytoblamefor the atrocities
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befalling their land, but th? world community should not remain helples

spectators to thecarnage. The bitter truth is that only people withnAK-41sare

guaranteed enough food to survive while millions of non-combatants areatrisk

o f starvation.

JANUARY 11,

I could see some of last nights deadbeing

loaded on a donkey cart and led away. Some were killed in thefighting,while

others were killed in the crossfire as they triedito dodge the bullets fromtheever-

present snipers on the roof-tops. Most of those killed were skeletal figures who

had been searching for anything edible. Many pcople have not eatenfor i
and are so desperate that they ignore the heavy bombardments in order tosearch

for food and drinking water - a futile venture. The prevailing attitude is survival

at allcosts. For a majority of us, he?e sufferings will last a life-time.

-Beyond my shattered window Icould

The morming began wth isolated skirmishes which, as usual, gathered

momentum in the afternoon. Militia are building tank obstacles in front of my

house. I asked oneof the young militia if he was still expecting tanks, even though

General Kayse was offeringaceasefire.

"We don't trust him. He is like a bedbug," he said with a grin.

4:15 p.m. - Spaced shellings have resumed against positions held by General

Kayse, butthey are receiving no response - unusual for the General. Sheikh Abdi

paid me a short visit and told me that most probably Kayse's forces have either

abandon ed their stronghold, or are keeping a low profile for the moment in order

to save their fast dvindling shells.

The special UN envoy, Mr. James Jonah. told the BBC that leaders of uie

warring factions in Mogadishu had agreed to meet him in order to discuss

propositions for what he described as a peace corridor that wouldl allowfoodaid

and medical suppliesto pass through. The meeting was to be heldin Mogadishu

on Friday.

The BBClater describedthe Somalicivil I war as"the Forgotten War" in which

more than twenty thousand civilians had been killed or injured.

of sand and scrub brush20 kilometers north of Mogadishu - away fromartillery

An estimated 1.5 million people who fled the fighting have settledin a patch

ranges. They have constructed makeshift huts from the branches of thom trees

andplastic sheetings. Mostof their property

people exchangedtheir city existence for the relative security of Mogadishu's
destroyed or went tothieves with automatic rifles, Defeated and neardeath,the

property and dwellings in the city were either
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follow them to the countryside, however, as reports say ten

tofifteen people, mostly women, children and elderly people, are buriedevery
iny due tomalnutrition and diseases related to poor sanitation. An outbreak of

outskirts. Death did followthem

cholera is feared. Visitors from the arcatold me this morning that an epidemic
couldsweep through the shacks, leaving very few alive.

Ironically,some are returning from the countryside to examine what was left
of theirhomes. Many of them have been wiped out or looted. The new greetings

are. "Are youstillalive?" or"Happy survival". An old man across the road found
his home destroyed and his two m?ch cows gone. Another was separated from his

wife and children, and has no idea where they may be. An older woman was
lamenting over all of her furniture and her highly treasured television 'set which
had all been taken. Even the corrugated iron roofs are gone!

"But I am still alive. That is the important thing," she said.

Acording to thechairmanof the ceasefire committee,now renamed the "Peace
Committee," there willbe a ceasefire today at 1800 hours. This marks the third
ceasefire declaration, and it, like the previous ones, is likely to fail for obvious
reasons. Even if the ceasefire does succeed, who will stop the freelance gangs,
mainly hardcore convicts who escaped from the Central Prison, who kill and loot
in order to feed themselves and their families. The Peace Committee can do
nothing, as killing a looter could spark another round of fighting between his clan
and the clan of the man resposible for the shooting.

Rule of engagement? Implementations of Chapter Seven of the UN Charter?
National sovereighty? Interference with internal affairs? These are all useless

phrases which mean nothing to people like Sheikh Abdi, or the babies with the
matchstick legs and their skeletal mothers. The food intended to feed their babies

are daily hijacked by mercenaries wielding anti-aircraft guns and AK-47s.

The solution does not lie solely in the sending of food, medicine, doctors, and
tents. Welllequipped troops must be senttoteach a lesson or two tothese Mafia-

like gangs. Please don't stopthere. Changethe rule of engagement and shoot at

Sight anyone with a gun.

The futurefor Somalia is grim. Many children, lucky enough to survivethe
carnage, will probably suffer permanent damage from malnutrition and trauma.
Needless to say, there is

than Somalia.

JANUARY 12,

no place on carth more in need of military interver

-Ihadtwoofthe biggestsshocks of my life today. The first came as attank shell
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pierced through my house and left three gaping holes, Thesecond a.

Thesecondicameasthefirstmortar of the day fell right inside my bathroom with adeafenina
deafening roar. It wiped

out everything in the bathroom, smashing the door and the only remaining,

window. I have been frightened all day, waiting for a second mortartofallon my
makeshift shelter. Iwaited in anguish,but it didn't come.

and perspiration, but nevertheless, Iam still alive..

The international community still remains silent about the horror in Moga-

dishu. A few MSF(Doctors without Borders) and Red Cross officials are trying

to cope with the wounded in their own ways, but the hospitals where they are

stationcd are being hit with artillery shells and even those organisations are

threatening to withdraw from Mogadishu. What are we doing to one another?

Streets strewn with bodies burned and dismemberedbeyond recognition, shallow

graves on roadsides and homes levelled to the grOund. This is the state that

Mogadishu is in, and no one cares. It is just written off. No wonder so many of
us are going insane.

JANUARY 13,

come. I am covered indust

SHOCK NUMBER THREE: Three gunmen brought to my shelter this

afternoon a blindfolded man and asked if I knew which tribe he belonged to. Of

course I knew his clan, the man was a personal friendofmine. He belonged to the

minority clan of the former dictator, but I knew that if I told them the truth, they

would shoothim in cold blo0d, so I lied and said that themanbelonged to the lssak

tribe of the relatively uninvolved Northern Region. My attempt to save him wa

futile. They called me a liar and shot him in front of my eyes. He had earlier told

them that he belonged to another clan.

As I write this entry, my hands are shaking for the first time since the war

began. The trauma has been almost too much to bear.

I am still wondering where the ammunitions are coming from. Millionsof
rounds andtens of thousands ofshells have been fired indiscriminately duringthe

last forty-six days, not to mention the hand grenades, the bazookas, and the

howitzers. One thing is certain; the huge stockpiles left behind by Siyad Bare

have already been depleted, so I have concluded that foreign and local gun-

runners are at work for both sides.

the mouth of the Red Sea. But superpower1rivalry had ended, dictalor Barre has

Somalia was oncea Cold-War pawn,, a dconsequenceof itsstrategic locationon

fled, andthe nation-state has shatteredintoclan- -allloaded wilh

arms from the United States, the former Soviet Union, several castem European

countries and China. Everybodyin Mogadishu knew that this was only"thetip
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of theiceberg".. The issuc of where thc wcapons came from nolonger mattered.

The challenge now isto wrest them from thc hands of the criminals, to stop the

endless killing.

In ourresidcntial arca, donkcy carts make rounds cvery morning to collect the
dead. The carts truck themawayto mass graves, where Shcikh Abdireads the last

rites as part of his assignment as the only clergy.

"Every day we stare at death in the eyes," Sheikh Abditold me one bright
moming after attending a mass burial.

One aftermoon, aswe were drinking sugarless tea he said, "The worst part is

theiarringride to the burial grounds, because I can Hear the gunfire, which usually
signals another round of fighting".

In Mogadishu the gunshots foretold of more dead who, i f lucky, would at least
be buried. Afterevery flare up, the death toll would riple. One day, assailants

Sprayed moumers with automatic-rifle fire, killing many and injuring several
others, including Sheikh Abdi.

Some say that when the U N envoy visits Mogadishu, there wi l l be a polit ical
settlement in the conflict. But what sort o f settlement can arise i f both sides refuse

to compromise? We are all wait ing to see what impact the UN envoy w i l l have.

Mrs. Lynda Chalker, the Brit ish Minister for Overseas Development has de

scribed the situation in Mogadishu as tragic, and she has made a plea for a viable

ceasefire.

JANUARY 14,

-A Woman, using a public address system mounted on a car, iS singing praises
lo General Robleh and exhorting his supporters to fight their enemies. She calls
General Kayse, "Usurper of power and a butcher".

Ihe shortage of mifitary vehicles has forced the militia men to use ambulances

ohercommandeered vehicles as troop carriers. They cut the tops of the

esof, and Lransform them into flatbeds mounting them with heavy guns. It
is difficult to distinguish bbetweenthe militia andthe growing number of criminals
and hijackers. They too haye similar trucks and guns.

Four wheel-drive vehicles race throughthe devastated streets of the city with

gunmeninthe back. Sometimes the militia and the criminals turn on each other
in frustration, Civilians take much of the heat and no one knows who to turn to

for succour when wounded in the crossfire. The state does not exist anymore. ln
its place, thousands of feuding youthsequipped with all types of weapons and
gunned vehicles rule the country, Mafia-style.
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As I was thinking aboutthis, and the effect that the UNenvoy mighthaveon
all of it, Iwas interrupted by a knock at the wall (as

"Who is it?"

"A l i Dhuhul, come out".

The man who was shouting my name was about thesame height as Sheikh

Abdi, but of a thicker build.athicker build. Iguessed that he
guessed that he was in his fifties, his beard wasbeginning toshow white streaks

streaks at the roots, despite the red Henna. He was

carrying an M-16 assault rifleand a full bandollier ofammunitions wasstrapped

on his shoulder. He had a large scar onthe left :side of his face,and thoughItrid
not to makeit obvious,againand again I foundimyself looking atit. Heintroduced

himsclf and held out his hand.

"Hassan Mumin, elder brother of Shiekh Abdi".

wall (as my door is longgone).

"I'm sory, Idon't believe we've met. Or have we?" Iasked, noticing that the

man's face did resemble that of the Sheikh, although his voice was different.

"No, we haven't met before, but I have heard much about you".

For a moment. Icouldn't think of anything to say. Finally, the words o

Isee. Has anything happened to the Sheikh?"

"Nothing very serious. He is recovering from yesterday's shootoutat the burial

ground".

(Visiting people in a shell-exposed, make-shift hospital is not in my depart

ment).

Hassan began tospeak after a brief silence,"The Sheikh wants meto tellyou

Lo move to the mosque for your own safety'.

The idea made a lot of sense in terms of security. The mosque had a small

cellar, covered with concrete slabs, and I could picture myself as the new

caretaker. But, So many imes I'd been squashed by fallingiroofs, and each time

I was barely able to walk away -- many others have not been so lucky.

Of allthe residential areas in Mogandishu, mine is the most damaged, wilththe

highest casualty rates. Seventy- five percent of the dwellings have been de-

stroyed, leveled to he ground by shell fire., The odds of survival are low.

Luckily,the inhabitants had instinctually deserted Started

The market place, a stone's throw from my house had been hit repeatedly.

For reasons unknown, the gunners have continued to pound the desertedplace

with long-range guns known as B-10s.
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Ithanked the brothers for having my personal welfare in mind, but I told
Hassanthat since there was no safe placein the whole arca, I preferred to hang on

to my makeshift shelter, come what may.

. s caid that he understood, and that the offer would stillstand if I changed my
noticed the diary that Imind. Hethen I had been writing and typing for so long.

"If you ever get out of here, he said solemnly,"be sureto tell the world about
the mass slaughter in this country".

Tanid Iwould. After exchanging a few war stories and discussing where we

micht find food, we went to inspect the mosque to see if everything was all right.
l one wallwas damagcd. We climbed up the minaret, which was still intact.

Rve for a few bullet holes. I felt like Iwas displaying myself for sniper fire. From
the ton of the minaret, we saw the deserted dwellings with crushed metal roofs, the
roofless secondary school, and the abandoned "OrientationCentre" where citi
zens used to sing the praise song of the former dictator. Further a field. we
watched the artillery duels between the opposing forces. We then decided to
climb to down before we became easy targets.

3.30 p.m. -The usual afternoon gun battle continued and by 4.35, a great
number of howitzers and rockets were exchanged. After nightfall, tracer bullets
criss-crossed the night sky. Iam told that theseare messages from militia to make
their presence known. They were repeated from various directions in the city.

Ijumpedinto my shelter as a shell landed somewhere between my house and
the mosque. Many shells as well as mortars were coming in, but'I didn't bother
to count them.

During brief moments,when the ground around me was not rumbling,when
iere were no incoming or outgoing shells, and no firing from the snipers, I just
SaL, and listened to rats and cockroaches running across the floor. There was no

Mgtat all,and the type of debris that collects in a demolished house was
everywhere. Sometimes I would step out from the shelter, all sense of passing
imehavingleft me, and find that day hadturned to night. In the far side of the
city,I saw a glimmer of light, but the source was not apparent. Flares and tracer
bullets were dropping everywhere around the city. Smoke fromsmoke bombs

filledtheair, I watched mortar bursts, orange and grey smoking over the tops of
houses, andthe heavier shelling

Suspectedenemypositions. ing from the southwest of the city, directed against

The UN special envoy's visit to Mogandishu was a failure. According to a

BBC him, anti-aircraft fire did not allow Mr. Jonah'sreporter whoaccompanied

Special aircrafttolandat Mogandishu1 airport. It was diverted to Balli-dogleh, he
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droveto Mogadishuto havetalkswith General Kayse. Insecurityiinthecity'sfron,

line did not allow him to mcet with General Robleh, and he lefthurriedlyfor

Mr. Jonah assaying he wouldireturnto MogandishuNairobi. The reporter quotcd Mr.

on Sunday to meet with General Robleh.

It seems that Gencral Kayse tricked the UN envoyinto believingthatthere was

a ccascfire in the capital, and that the city was under his full control.

Moreshallow graves have been dug in the neighbourhoodIto bury lastnight's

victims. I counted six fresh graves, including one not more than two feeetlong

Reports say many people are still trapped in the rubble of their house, andyoung

boys are digging with their bare hands to get the survivors Out, if there are any.

We not only face the problems of the two USC factions now; a Counter-

offensive by troops loyal to the former dictator also sounded in the most recent

bush telegraph.

" H o wincredible it is that we are facing a three sided war. There could be one

hell o f a f ree-for-al l " ,Sheikh Abd i told me this morning after he was discharged

from the Red Cross hospital.

What really angers many people is the fact that the loyalists are laking

advantage of the current turmoil and that none of the warring clans will be in a

position to repulse them, even if General Kayse would reunite with General

Robleh, because the factional fighters are already showing weariness from war.

"You will find it hard to believe". said Sheikh Abdi, "but soldiers loyal tO

former dictator Barre have reached Afgoi".

Afgoi is a farming town only thirty kilometers south ofMogadishu. Thebae
loyalists have also taken control of the towns of Baidoa and Bardhere. They nav

killed several hundred people andIinjured at least a hundredduringttheir first raid

of the city.

I asked Sheikh Abdito comment about the UN envoy's visit. He thought for

a while and said, "The UN and the Western Community are one yeeartoo late in

their reaction to the situation in Somalia".

"Where was the UN when we were caught between merciless military men

with such hunger for leadership that they were willing to sacrifice the lives of

millions of children, women, and elderlypeople?" He said thatthe United Nations

failed to repond to our plight until it was too late.

"Ulimately, the Somalis themselves must solve the country's problems,"I
said.
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He responded, "Clearly we are unableto do:so. Our hands are full just trying
to subdue each other".

The Sheikh said that the OAU, the Arab League, and the Islamic Conference
yiust curiousobservers, probably waiting for the green lightOrganization are nowjust curious

from Washington -- the cacapital ofthe onlysuperpower inthe world.

As wespoke, a shell whistled overhead. Wecould hear its whine as it quickly
Anoended crashing maybea mile away. Itwas shortly after 9.00 p.m.. and the

ladk sky was broken by red and bluerockets bursting far to the south.

In fact. though we did not know it until the next day, the red and blue rockets
had been fired by soldiers loyal to the former dictator, to announce their arrival
aL the outskirts of Mogadishu after taking full control of Afgoi.

Many Somalis will never forget the crimes commited by the former dictator
during his more than two decades of autocratic rule, but many others say that the
curent generals are far worse tharn the former dictator and are even willing to
welcome his returm to power!

J A N U A R Y 15,

- This morning General Kayse sent armoured columns to the outskirts of the
city in a bid torepulse the invading army. Within hours the Barre loyalists had
been crushed. Many of them,including high-ranking officers, have been taken
prisoners. Hundreds died or were injured in the massive counter-offensive. A
subdued sighof reliefcouldbe heard throughout the capital. Several Hawiye sub

clans took part in thecounter-offensive, taking thesteamoutof theBarre loyalists.

The counter-offensive left the town ofAfgoi and the surrounding villages with
2 panorama of death and destruction. More refugees are flocking to the capital.

air.

Mr. Jonah told a press conference in Nairobi that the obstacle to peace in
Somalia was General Kayse. Hesaidthat the General had rejectedIthe idea of UN

peacekeeping forces in Mogadishu. He also said that he visited Hargeisa,

Kisnayu, and Bosasso. This clearly indicates that Mr. Jonah's mission was a

failure. Sothe battle goes on. The last hope for peace has just vanished into thin

Months of non-stop fighting could wear out even the most hardened fighter.
TheBBC reported yersterday that fighting hadrenewed in Kismayu betweenthe
Somali Patriotic Movement (SPM) and the Somali Salvation Democratic Front

(SSDF)following
the election of Colonel Ahmed Omar Jess as Chairman of the

SPM. Hundreds have lost their lives, and thousands have fled to the Kenyanborder.
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Elsewhere, the Eritrean Peoples Liberation Front(EPLF) saiditwouldlyomediate between the warring factions in Mogadishu. Skentice
the UN failed, howcould the EPLF succeed.

l a te .
immediate ceascfire, but as usual, both simplyjustcometog

The Arab League Secretary-General Ismat Albdel-Majidhas called

"What has he been doing all this time?", People ask

both sides ignore it. It hass

"Was the Arab League, like the UN and EEC too busy with the Situationin
Yugoslavia?" an old man questioned sarcastically,

Skepticsare saying hati

Iam running out of food again. Unless the war ends quickly I will face

starvation. While I wassearching for drinking water,edibles, and1firewoodlIsaw

a long file of mnen and women queueing outside a three-storey building. They

seemed oblivious of the machine gun bursts, and artillery shells. ThenÍ

recognised Hassan Munin, theelderbrotherof the Sheikh. Like the others- he wa

carrying an empty sack, unmoved by the random firing. He did not see me as I

made my way forward, inchby inch in the queue. It took anhour to reach the head.

"No problem, my dear journalist, "he man behind the counter said languidly

"We'llprovide you with a sack". Hehanded me a plasticshopping bag fullof rice

and another containing dates.

Thing are pretty bad, aren't they? I asked the man, whose name was Jabri.

"Couldn't be worse, my dear jourmalist," he drawled.

"Is there hope?" I still couldn't believe the words?

"None".

ab told me that the Generals were regrouping their forces folloWU3

COunter-offensive against Barre's loyal ists.Hocta
"The battle must be fougnt to

clan is at stake". He sounded almost get aration. Then

he reached behindand handed me what looked like typewrittensheets.

sardonically.

to the bitter end at all costs. The reputation of out

bitter, but I was lucky to

"Take this. The clan has gone into the newspaper business,"he smiled

so I was interested in what he meant. He handed me a number of cyclostylel
All newspaper publications ceased a year ago, following thejPopularuprising.

publicationsin quartosheets with splashes consisting ofthe latestbatlefieldnews

with meaningless phrases which no longer register with anyone in Mogadishu.
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"ENEMYLOSSES ENORMOUS.... CRAZY GENERALLOSES BATTLE-
FIELDGAINS "

Truth is: no change in the battlefield. Handto hand fighting has been flaring
up in many parts offthe city. Battle is raging at the Stadium, another at the former
headquaters of the Somali National Security Service (NSS), and another at the

Bakaaraha market which contains vast stores of material, food, and fuel.

2 30 D.m. - General Robleh's forces introduced a new gun. It is called
Dhashika, It has dual barrels that can reach several miles away with devastating
effiect. Its booming sounds are car-shattering and Iam holding my breath as I

write, Mortars began falling in the neighbourhood again, close to the same spot

as yesterday.

OldSheikh Abdi repeated hisof fer to shelter me at his mosque. He said it is

protected by Allah. I told him that I would th ink i t over. I have been ho ld ingmy

breath andwaiting for the next shell to fal l on me. I t i s the greatest agony, nothing

can compare.

8.00 General Kayse repeated his of fer for "uncondit ional ceasefire" through

the chairman of his so-called "Peace Committee".

He also said, adding a new element, that all politcal problems could be settled

i f his request for a ceasefire was heeded.

Elsewhere in the city the f ight is raging. The death toll among the non

combatants is rising at alarming rate. The makeshift hospitals are overflowing
WIth the wOunded people and there is no medicine; neither are there enough
doctors.

News from otherparts of the city is sketchyanddifficult toobtain, but one man
Who fied the fighting said that batles are taking place at several fronts, including
anar Weyne, the commercial district; aroundthe old Parliament Square; and
Wadaj?r, further south. However, he could not say who was holding the upper
hand.

Itold him about the continuous bombardments in my area, to which he had
fled.

"That's nothing. Youshouldsee what is taking place in the city. It is like the

cpicentreof anearthquake".

Hesaid aall the streets were completely deserted, andthal men with guns were

lurking behind every building,shooting at anything that moves.

A doctorfrom the MSF(DoctorsWithout Borders) said that fierce fighting had
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taken place between two northern clans in thetown of Burao. Manypeoplewere,

either killed or injured in the two-daylong fight. Hessaidthatdespiteaceasefire,

arranged by elders of the clans, fighting was continuing.

land Republic" had until now claimedto have solved all problems:

sandclaimedts

Obviously,the clan war is also spreadingto the north,,the self-styled""Somali

be "living in peace". The BBC quoted the MSF doctors

between the Habar Jecel and Habar Y onis s erupted whenthep"Ministerof Defenc'

was sacked because of corruption and nepotism.

Inthis war I have learned manythings. Ican now distinguishbysoundalone

an AK-47 from an M-16, an artillery shell from a tank
gun, theirfiring position

and range, and an incoming andoutgoing shell. Iknow what it is like lo bei
shock. In fact, I am shell-shocked now. It is an everyday experience.to in shell

Another powerful mortar fell only ten feet from my hideout hissingasit fell

turning the white sand black after it hit. A girl is screaming, anda man is telling

her, "it was written". Apparently she lost a close relative in the early morming

bombardments.

Sheikh Abdi tells me that some enterprising businessmen are hiring diesel

powered dhows to Kuwait to buy weapons left behind by the Iraqiarmy during the

Gulf War and are selling them to the highest bidders in Mogadishu. He said that

the Kuwaitis are very happy to rid themselves of the weapons, so the market s

strong. The businessmen are taking advantage of the sales without any concen

for the terrible suffering.

doctorsassayingthat thewar

Despite this urgent news, I had no desire to join the staggering rrug
population now camped in the outskirts of the capital - not ye. I had never, unti

now, thought that more wweapons would be needed, given the huge stockpiles of

arsenal left behind by the defeated arimyooftheformer dictator, which couldeasily

equip the armies o f three Afr ican countries.

"Bloody criminals", Imuttered to myself.

It cannot be casy for people who
were not in Mogadishu to comprehendthe

bewilderment of the first three months of the war. The ds
sledgehammers, one after another. It was so ddevastating that we lostallinterest

in life. Hearing the news about the elderly businessmen, Supposedtohaveben

responsible citizens, now deliberately cashing inon our sufferingsSbyaddingmot

The disasters hit Us like

survive in this desolate place.

fuel to the fire just compounded our frustration and hopele
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AsImade myselfass.small as possiblein my makeshift:tshelter, Iidentified with

the young Jewish girl in "The Diary of Anne Frank," hiding from the German

soldiersin the Dutch attic during the Sccond| World War. The chaos of mny once
Sorhose has stunned me. The bedrooms, bathroom, kitchen and my smal|

rary-cum-office - allhad vanished, not totally, but crumbled into fragments.
the wallswhich the builders had promised would lasta hundred years still

stood proudly. But for the rest- it is terrible,

The verandah ceiling hangs glued to one of the wooden beams, the front was

savagely tom away by the first tank shell -revealing to outsiders the pictures that.
were still stuck to my inner walls. Some flames, crecping along the wooden
heams. hadreached the front, but with the help of Sheikh Abdi, Iwas able to put
them out, using water from the mosque and sand.

JANUARY 16,

-Today Iwoke carly to take advantage of theearly morning lull and go down
tothe Shibis, two kilometers away, to buy some candles and matchboxes. It was

ahopeless effort, however, as everyone else had come searching for the same
things. Although Idid manage toget hold of a news bulletin. The main headline
reads: "THE ENEMY SUFFERS HUGE LOSSES AT PARLIAMENT SQUARE".
The rest of the three-page Xeroxed news bulletin consisted of news monitered
from the BBC and Voice of America. The stories looked as if they were edited
by a sleepy moron. Greatprominence was given to the disintegration of the Soviet
Union, the fighting in Yugoslavia and Cambodia, while another report detailed
the love affairs of Princess Diana and Prince Charles - as if we cared!

Aboy was carryingahuge bundleofforeign magazines andnewspapers which
he had apparently looted from the homes of expatriates who departed long ago. I
leafedthrough them, One Italian magazine has on its cover a picture of Saddam
Hussein and a scud missile. At the bottom I saw a five-month-old "Reader's
Digest". I had forgottern how long it had been since I had read an overseas

publication. I had to pretend that I wasn't too interested in what I was reading
Delore the boy wouldtake what I had to offer him.

Iwalked home, dodging the snipers on rooftops,and dreading the mortars. It
Was a relief to see Sheikh Abdi standing in front of what was left of my home.

"Betweenyou and me, Ali Dhuhul," he said,"we must evacuate while we still
can. We can't g0 on like this any longer".

"Where?" Iasked innocently.

"Tothe Lido Beach, where there are abandoned beach shacks. It's very, very
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safe. No artillery shells, no mortars, and no snipers".

barricades manned by dangerous militia who were knowntto beso eagerthat they

I was scared stiff. The trip to the beach involves a detour and several

would shoot first and ask qucstions later. I remembered people whohad\triedto
go to Lido Beach to escape the bombardments: wrinkled old men and women

staggering under immense loads of beds, pots and pans. Children followed

carryingsmaller items like beddings and hurricane lamps. Many of them were

caught in the crossfire. I remember a whole family of five which waskilled

instantlyby a mortar shell as they tried to cross the tarmac road. Even forthose

who survived, the trip was long and treacherous.

"Illthink itover," Icut into my thoughts, "hanks for the suggestion".

Allthrough the night and the following morning our residential area was

atacked without respite. Then there was a brief silence, but the shelling resumed

in the afternoon with even deadlier ferocity. On one corner of my street, a three

storey building, which had survived carlier bombardments, is in flames as it

received several direct hits from the deadly 105 mm field guns.

Isat, looking at the rubble of my bedroom and listening to the rats and the

cockroaches. What lay ahead? Does anyone in the outside world know where I
am, what Iam doing, or even if Iam still alive? My news agency lost contact with

me when allcommunications were disrupted in the wakeof the factional fightng.

Itriedmany times to send written messages to myeditor in Nairobi, to be hanu

delivered by Red Cross pilots. Every time was unsuccessful because of randoi

shootingsat the tiny airstrip. If only, thousands of miles away, someone wa

Waung lo receive my messages, just to be sure that I was still alive, it wouiu

relieve the surreal sensation Ifeel knowing that the rest of the world is carying

on, business as usual.

JANUARY 17,

-A blizkrieg with all its trappings started today. General Kayse's TS5 tanks

and the elusive Shilkas are in action again.

obstacles which were set up weeks ago.
see young boys carrying Milan anti-tank rockets and reactivating the tank

Through the cracks in my

artillery and tank shells.

Against this background, the Eritrean

wall, Ican

Black smoke is
taking the time totalk to anyone now. Even old Sheikh Abdi has made himself

Scarce. All that lets me know he is still alive is his voice on top ofthe minaret

calling the faithful to prayers, and even his voice is muted by tthebooming of the

Severywhere. Nobodyis

delegation issvisitingthedividedcityto



attempt mediation. The EPLF held talks with General Robleh's officials, but the
nature oftheir talks was not made public.made public. Added to the mediatiön process, the UN

announced atwelve million dollar humanitarian aid package oncondition that
bothparties agreeto a ceasefire. The International Committee of the Red Cross

(1CRC) will sendtwo ships carrying food and medical supplies to Adaleh in the
North and Merca in the South.

General Kayse'ssradio programmee did not mention any of these things, nor did

it mentionthe escalating mayhem in the city. It mnerely repecated the news of the
war in the far away Republic of Georgia in the former Soviet Union, as well as

Yugoslavia. The BBC said that the UN Security Council has just now voted an

arms embargo against Somalia!

Who cares if there is an arms embargo? There are still huge stockpiles of
weaDOns that could last another full ycar. Besides, the gun-runners are laughing
all theway to their banks in Rome, Switzerland and AbuDhabi. Business for them
isreallythriving, and the so-called arms embargo will not affect them for obvious
reasons. It will probably even make their business more in demand.

JANUARY 18,

-Radio Mogadishu reported today that more than seven tons of food has been
looted from the port. The report said that the food, which has been rotting in the

warehouses for weeks, was looted by hungry people. It was donated to the people
Six monthsago, but was never distributed due to lack of security. The American
relief organization,CARE, was initially responsible for the distribution, but gave
up atterseveral attempts. They gave the project to the ICRC, which also failed.

The looting has come only days after General Kayse appointed a committee to
oversee port activities.

The resourceful Sheikh Abdi has another, somewhat disturbing, addition to

uie slory. He told me that this morning he personally saw one of the long-term
convicts, who had made his way out of the Central Prison over the weekend,

pulling atruck-load of wheat-flour and milk-powder to the new makeshift black
market inourneighbourhood.

Theman, a well known hoodlum, told the Sheikh that General Kayse's men

opened the gates of the prison and distributed guns to the prisoners instructing
themto join Kayse, "tofight against those who had put them in prison". Instead
of fighting, he and several prisoners decided to make a quick profit and went

straightforthenew port, which wasclosetothee prison andjoined the lootingspreewhichwas
already in fullswing.

The voice of America has said that General Kayse has rejected international
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mediations, saying that the conflict is a domestic Robleri'siorceg

I recently, General Robleh'sforces

haverefrained from using them because of their devastatingeffect upon civilians,

These terrible weapons were first used by the former dictator against civilian

arefiring StalinOrgans at positions held by General Kayse ab06
away,but I am unable to see their impacL. Untilrecentlw

targets killing an cstimatedtwenty thousand.

affair. General

Kayse about fourki

The firing of the Katyushas follows the second visit toothecitybythe UN

special envoy. He was warmly welcomed by General Robleh and his aides,after

hundreds of war victims, including women, children and elderly people. Hewxs

which he was bricfed about the conflict and its causes. He was also shown

then taken to sce the bomb fragments and artillery shells which hadddevastated the

city andhe many homesdestroyed by the big guns.

General Robleh then had a private meeting with Mr. Jonah, but the diceu

and its outcome have not bcen released. The visit lasted more than three hoursand

was described as asuccess, despite the heavy bombardment in the background.

Kilormetres

General Kayse has denied the BBC and the Voice of America reports that'y

rcjected international mediation effortsand has said that he was ready to accent

any proposal for unconditional ceasefire from "anybody".

The BBC quotedRed Cross officials as saying that a quarter of a millicn

people have fled Mogadishu since the fighing started, November 17, last yecar

They said that many of the refugees are dying for lack of food, water and prope

sanitatIon.

emergency funds had been set up to help in relief. Too late.

The Arab Lcague has just awakencd from its deep slumber. They said that

pcace dialogue must start between the warring factions and reepeated that special

discussion

Ihave noticcdthat Sheikh Abdi seems to disappcar regularly on mysterious

crrands, cven at the height of a bombardment. Today he confirmed that new

saidthat a Grcck vesscl, which was ravclling undera Somali llagof convenience.

wcapons consignments are becing introduced to the battleficld by bothsides. He

was ferrying wcapons from Kuwait to both factions. He said thatthe hree

hundred-on freighter, the"Alamos," hasjust unloaded (wo hundredlonnnesol

arms andammunition worth an estimatcd Lwenty million US dollars.

Limc with more force and fluency.

Rcalizing that I was goinglo makeno comment, Lhe Sheikh begalagam,ths

for anotherther quagmire".

"This indicatesthat the war will drag onlorT sometimeto comeAndweare



I could sce what this meant: more flattencd building , morc mass graves and
more kids withtheir armss blown off. Ijust gripped my pcn and said,"How did you

get such detailed information

"Don't forget," he snorted, "this is Somalia".

Iam coninuing tobe impressed by his intelligence - gathering operation; this
man is fitto be primeminister.

JANUARY 19,

theheight of a hcavy bombardmcnt?"

It hasbecome known that one of the Somali clans has bcen selling weapons
and ammunition to both sides of the conflict. It is believed that the clan, which
is nomadic,ransacked the largest ammo dump in Wajit,Southwest of Somalia and
has turnedfromcamel herding to gun-running. Another nomadic clan has been

reported to be selling their own weapons tothe highest bidder. They are all just
addingfuelto the fire. Idon't think I slept last night. I don't remember sleeping,

anyway.

For the first time since I can remember, the elusive Shilka, with its four
barrelled guns failed to appear in its usual battle position last night. Either it was
blown upin its hideout by a commando unit, or it has run out ofammunitions and

tue. Also last night, a truck carrying weapons and ammunition to the forces of
General Kayse was blown up with a bazooka. The explosions that followed lasted
tor two hours, many of them reaching myshelter., but causing no damage.

Small firearms have been used ?uring the better part of the day, along with
occasional mortars and B10s. The shootings are scattered, however, mostly
laking place at the television station which has not been operational since it was
dEstoyed last January during the uprising and at the stadium, both about one
kilometre away; so it is relatively calm, at least for now. The brief lull is a relief
10 me,because it gives1 metimeto wash my dirty clothes andto do other neglected
chores,like fetching firewood from the rubble of destroyed houses in the
neighbourhood and examining the latest damage caused by the mortars.

Voice of Germany broadcasts say that Somalia would be stable if the clan

leaders were disciplined like little children! when Itold Sheikh Abdi about thiscomment, hesaid:

"Easiersaid than done. It's not easy to discipline a child who has more than
thirty thousand armed men under his command, most of them kids out to provetheirmanhood".

Afteralongrpause, he saidthat politicians and Idiplomats talka lot,but nobodyunderstandswhatthey said.
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"They have their owncode of conduct and ethics
unquestionable obedience to their proteges," I said.

"Their personal interests are moreimportantthan the national interest orthat

," he responded. I could see his hatred for politicians andof their
diplomats.

"A diplomat is a person who can tell you to go to hell in such a way thatyou

actually look forward to the trip," he added. I|I had heard that one before.

JANUARY 20,

- For the third day in a row, the fighting is taking place in distantareas andthe

neighbourhood is enjoying relative calm, except for Occasional mmortars which

come our way - reminders that the war is sti l l on and there is nothing to reioics

about.

I find it hard to conceive of an end to the fighting in Somalia. If onty

Washingtonwould put pressure on the world community to send peace-keeping

forces,with the US military playing the lead role, the harrowing situation in

Mogadishu and the rest of the country would end. The fanatical, death before

dishonour spiritof the clans would, of course, presentenormous problems toaUN

peacekeeping force. But if the US would put its weight behind it, the clans wold

have to yield because of the US military's superior fire power.

and one of
thesecodesis

3:15p.m. - Snipers are back at work again,using long-range G-3 rifles. They

seem to have a three-storey building near the burnt marketplace as ther

registration. The buildingsnear were abandoned weeks ago, and the market wa

razedto the ground; it is a mystery to me whythey continueshooting atthe same

targets.

5:30 p.m. - There was another big explosion outside my shelter whichshook

the walls totheir foundations, but I could find nothing abnormal. Perhaps itwas

the impact from outgoing shell fire.

JANUARY 21 -22,

Ti t for tat.
- Fighting has continued without noticeable change. The pattern is constant.

JANUARY 23,

-Surprise, surprise. Mr, Abdiziz Sagal, long time
General Robleh, has finally surfaced in Cairo after

time premier and Supporterof
Cairo after disappearing trromthe world

scene for three months. Hegave an interview to acorrespondent from CairoRadio



in Arabic, appealing to the Arab world, the UN and the OAU to do something

about thetragedy in Mogadishu. It is not yet clcar where he hasbeen, but some
saythat he has kept a low profile in a Saudi Arabia five star hotel - paid for by the

Saudi monarch. Others say he has beentouringthe Arab capitals,"begging for
money," The truth about Mr. Sagal's abscnce from the Country will never be

known. He had kept his whereabouts secret since heleft the country just weeks

beforethe fighting crupted.

Anothersuprise is that General Robleh has acquired a radio station of his own
andit is now casier to follow his version of the bloody war. The station, which

broadcasts on the 41 meterband, shortwave, was inaugurated yesterday by
General Robleh. After that, a commentator listed what he referred to as "a

catalogueof crimes" which the "crazy" general (Kayse) had committedsince the
overthrow of his "predecesor," Major - General Mohamed Siyad Barre. He

called the Somalis to "ight against the butcher of Mogadishu". Another voice
annouced that the station would provide "balanced and objectives reporting" of all
events concerming the war.

General Kayse's radio station broadcasts parallel those with of General
Robleh's. Both stations refer to themselves as "Radio Mogadishu, the Voice of the

Somali People ," with the same signature tunes, and the same music. If the

booming guns allow, we will now have alternative listening, General Robleh's or
General Kayse's recriminations, misinformation, and lies.

JANUARY 24-25,

- The Eritreans have been here for the last ten days without a breakthrough. It
Seems that they have had some difficulties, in seeing General Kayse again, after
having talks with General Robleh's officials during the week.

because of my proximity to a gun battery, it is difficult for me to listen to both
a o sations in order to monitor the progress made by theEritreans in their efforts
Lo bringthe leadersof the warring factions to the peacetable. Thegun battery was

moved to my doorsteps early his morning, and their - out going shells are ear-

spliting. The response could be devastating. Iam living in a firing base.

JANUARY 26,

- Todayisthefirst anniversary of the overthrow of the former dictator. Both

radio stations are urging us to celebrate the occasion. What is there tocelebrate?
Death, destruction, and famine on a scale never before heard of? And who is

goingtocelebratethe occasion? The graves? the mutilated, and the dying? The

newradiostation said that intellectuals are calling for a ceasefire after a meeting
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held last night to "commemorate" the' the anniversary. They did not.,howeve,say on

what terms or conditions the ceasefire was to be based. Ce

an emotional specch over his radio station blaming everything on"the Corrupt

GeneralKayse

Qansax group", led by General Robleh.

Everybody is talking about the desire for a ceasefire, but there is noceasefire

be outdone, General Robleh accused

gun. In his firstradio

in practice. The carnage continues. Not to be
General Kayse of trying to usurp power at the barrel of a

plans.

J A N U A R Y 27,

address, General Robleh alleged that General Kayse and his followers wantedto

bring back millitary dictatorship, and that all Somalis should fighttoupset such

alsogave

- Despiteyesterday's talk about a ceasefire by the leaders of thetwo clans,

fighting continued this morning with the exchange of mortars and loong-range

artillery fire -- the usual tit-for-tat adopted by both sides.

The problem is that noboby is suggesting how the much taunted ceasefire is to

be implemented. What are the conditions? Would General Robleh agree to

General Kayse's proposal for broadly based government or Robleh himself is to

be excluded from it? Evidently not.

The Eritreans have surfaced again. According to Robleh's station, the leader

of the EPLF delegation, Mohamed Saeed, held another round of talks with

Robleh. The radio said that Robleh pledged that he would do everything in his

power to end the fighting. There were no details. The radio then replayed

Robleh's speech marking the first anniversary of the end of the Barre regime.

The Eritreans, who are no strangers to fighting,are said to be shuttling bewe

the strongholdsof the two clan leaders amid heavy bombardment. Evidenly licy
are being stone-walled.



Chapter Two

At The L ido Beach
Home AwayFrom Home



JANUARY28,
- Today, after an hour of packing up and cooking lunch, the Sheikh and I were

explodedsome fifty yards us. It was becoming a bloody afternoon.
on our way to Lido Bcach, about five kilometres away. As we left, a shell

"Let'stake thelong way",saidIthe Sheikh,"it will only takean extra halffhour,
and it's much safer",

T W O

A machine gun blasted. It was near. If it had gotten any closer, we might have
hadIo tum back. but we continued to walk as if nothing unusual was happening.
Iwas able tocarry only my typewriter, notebooks, diaries,and a safari bed.

leaving everything else for the looters. As we walked close to the doorways
discussed what had happened during the last three months and the neighbours who
had been killed as they tried to flee the infeno of Mogadishu.

Another machine gun blasted. The handful of people in the otherwise deserted
streets began to disperse decisively towards the concrete building in the corner,

signalling what was to come. People who are out in the open when ashooting
starts have learned to rush to concreate buildings -- rafe commodities in this part
of the city.

"One trick is to occupy your mind with good things," the Sheikh told me.

I duckedslightly as a louder blast echoed down the street. Iglanced at the old
Orientation Centre, behind the secondary school. In the distance, men with guns
emerged from a partially demolished warehouse.

Time totake cover!" The Sheikh caught my glance and we both dived into
Lne nearest building. Then all hell broke out. The gunfire had the rhythmic beat
lo it that I had always taken for firing into the air, not at a specific target.

"What'shappening, Sheikh?"

"I don't know, Ali, I wonder if anybody does. AII Iknow is that these are not
the militia"

thevain hopetthat we will reach the beachsafely, but I don't likethe looks of these
"Itis more frightening to leavethan to stay, even after allthese months. Ihave

thugs",Isaidin what seemed to bethe longest speech I had ever made under these
circumstances.



"Ah yes. God willprotect us. Youwill see",

Morc roaring machine guns blasted.

"It" must be another family dispute", he said. Then he stood un

straight into the fire ficld. I tricd to stop him in vain.

"Looks like quite a little shootout, but I have to protect my poositionas a

clergyman"

Fiveminutes later, the shooting stopped abruptly

smiling.

"How did you do it?"

"What was the fight about?"

"Simple. They were running out of steam and bullets when I stepped in' He

sighed.

oolo e yo

"An unseemlysquabbling over the ownership of a vehicle. It

and the Sheikh returned

"They ought to put a hundred-foot wall around this city and declare ita home

of the incurably insane".
oads o w o t viovieloob neqeib

upandwalked

We pushed further and further to the beach. We could hear the rumble

artillery in the distance, by which we had learned to measure the progress of he

war. I grew fainter as we put distance between the fighting and us.

salvo after salvo of the inacurate artillery

Hundreds of people were camped near the beach in shacks and shanties.

peoples' faces were bleak, not comprehending the force that had shattered uie

w a t e r .

homes and torn their lives and their loved ones to pieces Over the last three

months. The howitzers and rockets were aimed at opposition

wasroten".

artillery shells and mortars struck their flimsy

homes instead, wiping out entire families. Many tried to seek shelter in an

abandoned concrete building, but a mortar exploded within a few feet of the

doorway yesterday, killing several women triedtoqueue forand children as they

o l o o o l sdodilinobI u d s i

as my neighbourhood, but sometimes
enough that we are alljust waiting for a shell to land on us.

It is not as dangerous as my theshells areloud

od ad ot bomsse

strongholds, but

adwnibi



JANUARY29,

AT THE LIDOBEACH SHACK

(Home Away from Home)

Dlock vultures circle the skies over the once beautiful beach, anxiously
watching andI waiting for the starving, displaced people below. Every day, weak

andstarvedI refugces die from hunger and diseases. Once a haven for anglers and
mmers, mainly expatriates and diplomats, it is now empty, a poor shadow of

ie formersplendor. The walls of the beach cabins are crumbling. The once
hnstling beach, once adorned by tourists as numerous as seals, is now populated
hy walking skeletons, waiting for death. Ironically, some of the teenagers, and

even the elderly,still brandish AK-47s in military fashion as they go about their
daily chores. On a hilltop opposite the once prosperous CLUB 55, Sheikh Abdi
SDotted a Soviet T55ankwith its long barrel swivelling to and froas jolly youths
played on top.

"Don't worry,we shall survive", he said as we watched the vultures.

Awizened old man with bleary eyes sat cross-legged in the middle of a tripod
of anti-aircraft piece mounted on a Ural truck. Although the beach had not seen

war, the ominous presence of so many guns worriéd me. It is not until one talks
with the young warriors, that their humanness comes out.

JANUARY 30,

"The guns are for self-defence against intruding bandits", one of them said.
There is no arguing witha teenagercarryinga loaded gun.Besides, weareall tired
of thespurts of rifle fire from insomniac militia men.

When Iarrived at the beach, Ididn't know a soul. But the verý firstday, a

all,bespectacled man stopped by my shack and introducedhimselfas ElmiNoor.
Later Ifound that everyone called him"Mr. Professor" because he formerly was

2 law professor at the defunct National University in Mogadishu. Later that
evening, he took me out to do what he called "m0onlight fishing" at low tide.

searchingfor any kind of seafood, We had been able to spear: several odd-looking
Armed with spears, we waded hip-deep in water fifty yards from our shacks

species,but when I saw what looked like a shark, I nearly jumped out of my skin.

Professor Elmi was a walking library, and I learned more from him about

internationallawtharlcould ever learn from books. All of the inhabitants of the

beachadmiredand respected him.

In his wisdom, he asked me to write a letter to the Red Cross officials in
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Mogadishu, appealing for emergency food and medical :
with my newstatus; asthe only person who has a typewriter, I havelbeen delegated

the posithon of Public Letter Writer. My entry into this field

withtheformer editor of the defunct"October Star" newspaper. He calls himself

aid. I am very impressed

Heikal, after the editor of the Egyptian newspaper, "AlAhram".

these pages, free of charge, to those who could read.

Heikal and I had a similar idea as wethought of howto kecp people informed

about the tragedy in Somalia. With our battery-powered transistor radio, we

started monitoring the BBC, Voice of America, and CCairo Radio, transcribingthe

news itenms and commentary concerningthe situation in Somalia, and distributing

FEBRUARY 2,

field was a joint venture

- Today, ateam of foreign journalists visited Lido Beach aboárd the first Red

Cross food convoys to its starving inhabitants. They were shocked by the images

of famine and the ravages of war around the area. Food kitchens were set un at

noon. They set off a chain reaction, a massive exodus from the city,causing a

population explosion that resulted in insecrity. Now gunmen from the city

outnumber the original inhabitants. There is one consolation: We are now out of

range of he artillery guns, but the problem of small-arms fire and occasional

hand-grenade explosions still exists.

"With the security situation on the beach deteriorating due to the exodus from

the city, itwould be wise to form a council of elders to oversee all aspects of life
at the beach",Professor Elmitold me as we watched gunmen fighting over paCkeb

of Ialian pasta, the fastest selling item in Somaliaamong people who still have

enough money to barter.

Our idea was to set up young volunteers from the original inhabitants to prou

one thíng or another.

the others from "foreign" gunmen who had set up camp at the other end of the

beach. We could hear gunfire from their camp signalling another flare-upD over

The Red Cross lost one of their vehicles to the gunmen,

Somalis I have mnet at the beach will be the

out of the beach 'temnporarily". The food kitchens are still open, however, andare

run by clders and young volunteers, Italked to one of the officials before they

pulled out. He promised to deliver food once a week, security permitting.

4 8

Inen,causing them (opull

More people have become fishermen out of necessity. For cultural reasons,

up-country Somalis used toshun fish-eating, but the tide of misery isebbing,and

more have found seafood palatable. People are even eating squidand lobster,

which even thecity people refusedto eat until now. Ihave begun lo wonderifthe

same when the war
ends. Strangers



whobelongto different clans nowadopt each other as "blood brother" , kids from
different partsofthe city play football onthe white sand in their bare feet.

The most popular sport onthe beach isto collect as many picces of driftwoodand

otherfloating things as possible. I would wake up carly in the morningto scan the

Withoutknowingthat it hadl actually happencd,I had become a beachcomber!

heach, only tofindthat I was not alone. Others were up doing the same.

The food kitchens, with their oil-drum stands, behindIthe OldLido Night Club,

stilltum out rice, porridge, lentils and milk-powder twice a day. The banquet
able in my shack, which I share with Professor Elmi, Heikal, and old Sheikh Abdi,

consistsof a Goodyearr Tire sign

ofsteel bars.

sign laidacrossacoupleof rusted jerry carns and pied

To supplement ourdaily ration, weate tuna and squid cooked over a driftwood
ire. andseasoned withsaltandpepper providedby resourceful Sheikh Abdi. The

talk around the banquet table naturally turned to food and war.

"Our menu is international", theprofessor said, "Ive brought three packets of
spagheti for tonight. Somebody should come up with the sauce".

Two nomad gunmen walkedby the shack. We invited them in for some grilled
unafish. They were repulsedat the ideaofeating fish,butwhen they tried it, they
admitted that itwas delicious.

FEBRUARY 4,

- At 10.00 a.m. I walked to the beach. I found a man putting the finishing
touches on athirteen foot boat, with a single mast-head in the middle.

"Im gooing to fish far out in the Ocean", he said his eyes twinkling. "You
wouldn't be interested in going along, would you?".

"WouldI? Tdgive my right arm to go!".

"Well,I'l have to go back to the shack to get my fishing gear, "I answered,
wonderingifthe man knew howto cope with the angry Ocean.

Khat,the man Steered up and downthe breakers,,looking for an opening. I didn't
Ten minutes later, I waded out to help stowthe boat. Then, calmly chewing

sE howour iny little boat could possiblywaves.

Tacingforthesurf. Ihung on,in my heart in my mouth, as we came closer to a

Suddenly he man, whose name is Aweys, swung in a tight circle and began

iftyfoot wall of ocean water. Histiming was perfect. He had anticipated a lull
betweenthe waves, and we slipped

get through those big, thundering

We slipped through, heading into the open, rolling sea.
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"That was great", I shouted at Aweys. He couldn' hear, buthegrinneA,

shifting the khat into the other cheek.

We returned to the beach in the afternoon

tuna, kingfish, and mackarel. The trip was one of ther mostfascinating experiences

of my life. It was like ridinga horse at a l
the bow where I sat kept slamming into

magnificent.

with a good haul of f

at a broken gallop. I was

to be distributed.

Finally, a crowd of people, including the Professor, waded out tohelpus

unloadthe boat amid joyous shouting and clapping as if we

fish,including

the choppy waves, butthe coastline Was

"We have been monitoring your progress from the

littlenervousas

nightly lecture on the beach.

if wewere heroes,

herocs' welcome," the professor told us, as we dropped the fish on the whitesand

"A l l are welcome".

fromthe beach, andyou deservethe

Aweys,who has now become a member of our banquet table. told ns hect

had to bury them in alost his family of five in heavy bombardments, and how he had to bury

mass grave in front of his demolished home in Bondhere, one of the worst ki

quarters of the city. He said he was out at the time of the bombardments i
scavenge for food and drinking water for the family. Everybody around the table

had a terrible story to tell. I almost forgot the hardship and misery I had gone

through in my old makeshift shelter. The discussion then turned to food and

survival.

"Do you know that the Chinese and other Asiatic races collect salt in catch

basins along the shore, and use seaweed as a condiment?" the Professor asked over

an unsweetened cup of tea.

We developed many new friends, including religious leaders, lawyers, aa
?emicsand university students. Professor Elmi announcedthat he wouldholda

We also sent an open letter to theleaders of the warring factions urgingthem

toimmediately end the bloodshed and senseless destruction. Many ofusfeltthl
words were not enough, How could we expect them to listen? Whatisthesolution

in a counry where a man is measured by the number of guns he owns?



A N A P P E A L TO E N D T H E W A R
Acry of Despair from Displaced Persons

Wethe displaced persons af Mogadishu, hereby appeal to you directly to

immediatelyendthe carnage in Mogadishu. andthe rest ofthe countryonce and

forall.
wWhat we have now in our once beautyul city is complete anarchy caused by

your oilitia men who have no regard for humanlife andproperty. Eventhefew
relief workers who dared to remain in the country are being shot at, their

whicles and properties robbed at gun point. Relieffood is being looted and the

result is thousands of deaths every day.

We arealso aware that you donot controlthe free-ance armed gangs
roaming thecity whoare making their fortunes by lootingfood intendedfor the

starving. This can be stopped only ý youwill come to thepeace table to embark
unor a long lasting national reconcilliation rather than minding your own
selfish ends. If thatisachieved, thepresence of these freelancerswill disappear.
They will have no reason to exist anymore.

Weemphasize that by removing your militia menfrom the city streets and
forming a councilofeldersfrom allclans, the UNandother reliefagencies will

be ableto bring foodto the starvng in manyparts of the cityand itsenvironment.

The so-called "Green Line,'"a symbolof theclan hatred which wrecked our
city, mustgo in order to enable displacedpersons and refugees to return to their
homes without the fear of being shotat by snipers and militia men manning
barricades.

Many of usworked hard to topple the regime of the formerdictator. We have
Deendetained and tortured many times and our tormenter Was never tried in
Court, Our intention was to introduce a democratic system to Somalia and to
Ceue a constitutional government elected by the people so that power and
prvleges could be shared by all, regardless of their clan afjilatiors.

However, it is most unforrunatethat afterthe Barre regime wasforced toflee
the country by the United Somali Congress (USC), the situation has deterio-

rated into one of the worst examples of anarchy man has ever witnessed. No

wonder many who Opposed the former dictator now wish for his return.

The hopeforthe change which we all expected.has not materialized, andthe
whole country is beingtornapart by gangs much worse than the Barre regime.

Signed by the spokesman

for the displacedpersons ofMogadishu
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FEBRUARY 6, 1992

"I hope they will not unleash their militia men on us for daringtO writethe,

night as we anxiously waited for anyreaction

- Few believe that clan leaders will heed our appeal.

appeal," Shickh Abdi remarked last night as

from the recipients.

FEBRUARY 7,

- This moming I joined a group of visiting foreign journalists andtelevision

rifles to attend a press conference hosted by General Robleh. The militia men

crew in Land Cruisers and pick-ups mounted with machine guns andrecoilless

escorting us declined to disclose the exact venue of the press conference "for

security reasons," but the convoy is hcading towards a three storey steel and

concrete building locally known as the White House. As we turned a cormer,

several Ural trucks mounted with heavy guns squeeled across the street near a

guted building that was formerly occupied by th? French Embassy.

Itried to explain to the foreign journalists what had happened during the nag

four months, but it was difficult with the noise coming from Robleh's stronghold.

It wasn't hard to identify the noises. One of the journalists, an American working

for the Associated Press wire service (AP), looked at me, eyes wide;

"Sounds like Katyushas".

"Yes,you see it's a local passtime. Sort o f tit-for-tat. Localised, about four

miles away. This sort o f thing used to go on for months. Anyway, here we are.

There was a deafening gale of machine gun fire from the streeL. Our

conversation stopped for a moment until i t was over.

He sighed. "Now we seem to have entered another hot-spot after Nam and

Liberia," he said.

"OrBeirut," I added. "Welcome to the abyss".

Several militia men guarding the perimetre of the fortified building cameover

with brand new AK-47 assault rifles heldlin both hands. Ithought to myself,"A!

least the barrels are not pointing at our hearts".

Our escorts told them that we were
expecting us. They said nothing for a moment as thevehicle

and then at us. One of them spoke to me.2
"Youmust be Somali".

I

Were journalists and that "he old man

5 2

man" was
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"Nabad.

foreigners".

How are you? Yes, 1 Iam a Somali, but my colleagues here are

Ifeltconfident that he wouldiidentify me as a bona fide journalist, rather than
aSDyforGeneral Kayse's faction.

The chief militia man, whoo wore a Browning automatic pistol toshow hisrank,
kept us waiting at the gate while he talked to our host on a walkie-talkie.

At length, he strolled over, followed by an clderly guerrilla who looked like
a Roman gladiator.

"Okay. You go straight up. This man will act as your guide". We all forced
grins simultancously, but we soon found that our new guide did not like
conversation, So we remained quiet and walked behind him single file.

As soon as we wound up the staircase, two at a time, it was possible to see

several gun emplacementsthrough the French windows. We hoped that the men
sitting behind the guns had their safety catches on, because the barrels were
pointing straight at us.

We came to a huge steel door where we were stopped briefly by two more
militia, before our guide shouted whO we were. No sooner than we were allowed
insidethe large, beautiful, furnished chamber, were we stopped again. I staredat
the lightsin the chamber. Icouldn't remember the last time I had seen lights. Our
delaywas againminimal,our guide repeated his earlierperformance andwe were
waved through after a thorough physical search.

Our guide spoke. It was his first full sentence since we hád known him. "Sit
down here and wait for the Old Man'".

Weobeyed, sitting on the highly decoratedsofas. It looked like a doctor's
waiting room. Our guide left, so we all could talk.

Ialmost wept because of the contrasttbetween this beautifully furnished house

with its lights on, even during the daylight andthe foul mess we had just leftbehind.

Ten minutes later, another man came into the room. He was wearing olive
green army Tatigues and a Baretta. He carried a Swagger stick in his hand. He

cameto where we were Sitting, staring at us with an expressionless face. Nothing
Was said for a full minute.

Hethen spokeslowly,in excellent English.

"Iam the Chief ofthe Seecurity Forces", It was a statementthat demanded no
Tesponse. Thenhe spoke again.
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"The General will be here in ten minutes forthe press confcrence",

Then he turned around and walked away toward the stecl door, leaving us

staring at his back. Throughout, the guide watched us carefully,.

"We just wantto get through with this damned press conference and get the

hell out o f here," said Jeff, the AP wire serviceman.

"A lot of guns, a lot of chaos, a lot of militia men," said Giulliano Cecchi,,from
RAI, the Italian state television.

"What can the world do amid such anarchy?" asked a Belgian newspaper
reporter who had visited Mogadishu during the uprising.

"The future is grim," said Jeff as he stared at the steel door impatienty.

"You know, many Somalis are criticising the world community, particularly

the West, for not coming quickly enough to save them from the holocaust." I said

The steel door opened widely and a group of men walked into the huge

chamber adjoining our waiting room. The leader spoke.

"Gentlemen of the press, General Robleh is now ready for the press confer

ence. You are welcome into the chamber". He was none other than the Chief of

Security Forces.

There was a stampede to the chamber. Inside, the general and his entourage

were already seated, whispering to each other. One of the roughlt Italian camera

crew moved to pick up his gear, only to have his hand grabbed by he guide.

" L e a v e t h e m h e r e " ,

"As you wish," he muttered in Italian and joined the stampede, regreting the

day he accepted this assignment.

We walked into the chamber and stood sweating before the assembled

officials. Someone sitting in the middle of the entourage, wearing asmart Kaunda

suit, ordered us to sit down for the general briefings. He had a fullsmile on his

face, but his eyes seemed to be very tired.

"Good afternoon," the man said in Somali, translated by a young man sitting

nextto him. The camera lights fell on his face and I knew we were at last in the

presence of General Robleh,

"Itis an honour to meet the international press and Ihope that yourstay in our

unfortunatecity willbe much longer, so thatyyou cantell the worldlallthatis taking

placehere. But beforeIproceed with my briefings,, please feel free tolet me.know

if any of you encountered any inconveniences while herethis morning".
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The Italians needed nofurther encouragement and began immediately telling
himaboutthe guide's, manhandling of one of their cameramen.

"Im sorry. Our people are security conscious these days, but you may now go

back tothe waiting room and fetch your gear". There was a slight pause, after

whichthe Italian nushcd to where he hadleft his cameras. I wondered if he would
face another confrontation with our guide.

Gentlemen, you may be interested to k n o w that I d i d not start th is war.

Indeed,,I made it a capital offence for more bloodshed, or thesettling of old scores
the former dictator in January of last year.at gunpoint after we threw out the

Infortunately, General Kayse decided to grab power byforce in order toreimpose
dictatorship on the Somali people. The Somalipeople have had enough of

man rule, one family rule and one clan rule during the last twodecades and are now
aspiring to elect a govenment of their own, democratically and constitutionally.
But, General Kayse and his cohorts are trying to silence the peoples' cry for a

genuine democracy ... Anyone among you from the United States?"

Inudged Jeff to raise his hand.

"You bet. Jeff Rowlands from Texas, the Lone Star State o f the USA at your
service, Sir".

Abrief pause.

"A government of the people, by the people for the people shall never perish
Irom the carth . . . I once liked Lincoln's address, but I am now at a loss to
understand why the United States government remains silent about people who
drenghting for a government of their own .... or is it that the Cold War is over and
wehave been written off?"

Another brief pause.otosi& boiinU o

AS you might know by now, there are a dozen clans and sub-clans in
Mogadishu aloneand hey are all tryingto destroy each other for no other purpose

than to rulethesmaller and weaker clans. We, for our part, are doing our best to
defend ourselves against a despot who is out to rule us by force, just like his

predecessor, Barre",

"My men are well-equipped" he continued "and their morale is high, but on

occasions, my commanding officers go too far. Today was one. One of my

commanding officers attackeda section of the city with the Katyushas without my

permission. Severalof my

the many innocent civilians who would also perish in such a series of attacks. In

Kayse's stronghold withthe Katyushas once and for all. But I refused in fear for
/commanding officershave advisedme to levelGeneral
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armour, including tanks and long range artillery picces at his disposal,vwhile we

anutshell, the war is between David and Goliath. General Kaysegot all the heavy

are fighting with small ams, save for a number of Katyusha rocket launchers
which we are reluctant to use for the reason I just mentioncd. Of course, we are

numerically superior, but can you fight atank withn AK-47 or M-16: assault rifles?

Despite all of these shortcomings, we have already made remarkable progress in
the battlefield".

He then smiled and looked at his expensive watch.

"If you have questions, which I'm sure youdo, please go ahcad butbe brief,

because I have to attend another meeting in half an hour".

I lookedat Jeff, who mouthed, "Yes,Al i Dhuhul, go ahead", at me.

"Onbehalf of my colleagues here, I wish to thank you, General, for offering

us this rare press conference and for enlightening us aboutthe current situation in

Mogadishu as you see it, but Iwould like to hear from you, whatareyour responses

to General Kayse's proposal for an unconditional ceasefire?"

Ithought that he was not going to make an answer. Then he spoke so quietly

that we could barely hear him. "You know,we are by nature a very peaceful clan.

We have always lived in harmony with other clans for centuries. But we feel that

there is something very wrong with General Kayse's much taunted ceasefire offer.

For example, his continued bombardments against civilian targets, minutes after

he declared his so-called ceasefire committee, whose chairman and the entirety of

its members have always supported General Kayse's war eforts againsts . There

is no neutral clan in Somalia; they are either active participants of the war, or are

sympathisers of one clan or the other".

Jeff Rowlands of the Associated Press: "General, what do you want h
Western World, particularly the United States, to do to help solve the crisiS

Somalia?".

The Generalsmiled and:i said,"The United States, asthe onlysSuperpowerinthe

world today,shouldsend the marines to: spearheadan international Iforce endorsed

by the UN Security Council to:

a) disarm the population,

b) enforce ceasefire,

c) ensure that food aid gets to the starving millionsin the country,

d) dismantle the Green Line dividing the capital to allow, peopleto returnto

their homes,
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e) saturate thecountry with food and

) the UN should sponsor national reconcilliation conference attended bya

leaders of allthe warring factions".

Van de Kraal of the Dutch Press: "The US Marines and the United Nations

peace keeping forces failed to bring peace to Lebanon, which in many ways is

similar to the situation in Somalia. Do you think that a large scale military
operation would succeed in Somalia, given the thousands of teenage gunmen

cruisingthe strects guns and anti-

tank rockets?"

pick-up trucks sport ing .50 cal ibre machine gun

CeneralRobleh: "The Marines failed to bring a lasting peace inBeirut largely
because the US government did n?tt sendreal fire power, like tanks and helicopter

gunshins, to back up the Marines on the ground. As a result, more than two
hundred US servicemen went home in body bags. Evidently, Beirut had a crying
need for a show of strenth. Here, on the other hand, the teenage gunmen that you
mentioned are, like everybody else in Somalia, already war-weary and a show of
superior fire power would do the trick. The marines should be allowed to fire first
and ask questions later"

Giugliano Cecchiof RAI, Italian State Television: "What role do you think
Italycould play in an international effort to return stability to Somalia?"

General Robleh:"Southern Somalia, a former Italian colony, expected Italy to
play a leading role in assisting her in all aspects of life and had Italy come to our
rescue immediately after the successful popular uprising, the situation might be
different today. But for some reason, the Italian Government chose to remain a

Cunous onlooker. However, as you Italians say, "Meglio tardi che mai" (Better
late than never), you can still deliyer emergency food aid to the starving
population and contribute a contingent to an international peace keeping force led
by theUnited States".

Jert Rowlands of the AP: "Many Americans are worried that the United States

w get bogged down in a guerrilla war. How would you allay such fears?"

culture andwillmake

eneral Robleh: "One faction that could spell trouble is General Kayse's. He
isalready rejecting what he describes asforeign interference in Somalias internal
affairs,--asif we have any internal affairssanymore, except death and destruction.
He tells the nomads and religious fanatics that the foreigners will change our

islikelytoresistaan orderto disarm, A show of strength is therefore necessary. It
is also importantto know why he is objecting to an international peace-keeping

will make everyone Christian, So, his faction is the only group that
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force and a return to order. There is one reason: he seesthe endoftheirlarge-scale

looting spree and extortion. It is also imperative to know whoiisfriendly,whois
hostile, and who wants a return to law and order in Somalia. Of courseitis

painful process, but with the economic resources of the United States and ther
developed countries, it could be done".

Hassan Al-Ghindi, from the Egyptian daily, "Al Ahram". "What was the

response fromthe. Arab League, the OAU, and the Islamic Conference Organisa-
tion (ICO) to the plight of the Somali people?".

General Robleh": Nil. Unfortunately, the.e Arab Lcague,the OAUJandtheICO
pretended as if Somalia never existed on the face of the earth

These regional organisations, of which Somalia iis afull member,shouldIhave

beenthe first, not the last, to respondto our plight. We sent a stream of appeals

for emergency aid. Theyhave seen, on their television ScreensS and in the press,

enlarged photographs of dying babies and their skeleton-looking motherssarn

at an empty space. They have seen the photographs of civilians trapped in thei

country and who face one of the worst human tragedies ever seen by man since

World War II. Apparently, the leaders of these organisations were discouraged

by the continued fighting and looting of relief supplies.

"But no organisation should expect an easy or free ride in a country where

people are dying of starvation, and where law and order were broken long ago.

The ArabWorld, particularly the oil rich countries in the Gulf, have the capability

to feed the Somalis for decades. To them it is a drop in the ocean. We suspect that

many of these leaders are conniving with the former dictator to return him to

power.

Ali Dhuhul: "According to international press reports, over ten tonnes of toxic

waste aredistined for Somalia following a deal between two European firms and

some clan leaders who are apparently taking advantage of the situation n
Somalia. What are your reactions to these reports, and are some of your men

involved in the deal?".

General Robleh: "None of my men are involved in such dangerous scheme

which wouldhave allong-termeffect on our environment. Likethei majorityof the

African countries, we ferventlyaadhere to the Bamako Convention which demands

a complete ban on the transboundary movement of hazardous waste. However,

if any of my men is found involved in a garbage dump deal, he willbe severely

punished. Such people cannot be trusted with the leadership of the country.

Al-Ghindi of"Al-Ahram : "General Robleh, are you willingto meet General

Kayse face-to -face to hammer out your problems!.
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General Robleh:
criminal whose hands are still fresh with the blood of innocent civilians".

hallin General Kayse
Twenty minutes later, we were sittingin another highly decorated conference

c'sstrongholdia after a bone-jarring ride, shaken bytheartillery
and bombing ofthee fighting. There is onc consolation: a lullinthe bombardments
which have been heavy all morning. Perhaps it is for the bencfit of the visiting

joumalists.

"That is out of thc question. Iwill

Theard an exclamation of satisfaction on my right. Ididn't have to look to see
who had made it. It was Guigliano Cecchi.

Jeff, on my left, stiTed.

"Ohboy! I bet the boys have gone for a lunch break".

"There is no such thing as a lunch break in this city.They are probably holding
their fire for our benefit".

"Mamma mia.That means that they will have ago at each other as soon as we
leave the city".

"Yes, Giugliano, it's the biggest passtime in Mogadishu".

I must mention here that we went through the same procedures as in General
Robleh's stronghold. We were asked many questions mostly having to do with

who wewere and what the hell we were doing there. Militia men in olive green
army fatigues pointed guns at us as we were thoroughly searched by wild looking

men who were chewing khat and smoking cigarettes.

"Are you a Somali?"

Yes, IamaSomali . Nabad".

"What clan do you belong to?"

never, ever mneet a war

"Who is the press?":

"Anextinct clan".

"Doyou like General Kayse?"

haven't mnet him yet, but I hear he is great".
"Yes.Heis".

infullregalia.

An order tolet us through was shouted, and ten minutes later we were sitting
inafgreat halldecorated with Persian carpets and a huge portrait of General Kayse
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Giugliano sank into silcncc. The rest of the Italian team lookedat me.

"Docs thcGencral spcak Italian?"

"Yes, and English and Russian, too".

There was a loud rumble in the distance. "No, not artillery, nottoday.

Thunder, "Iassured them.

There was a dramatic stir outside theconference hall. Isuddenly noticedthat

everyone was staring atthedoor. There were faint murmursoutside,andthen he

door was flung open and a six-foot- tall character walked in, leading a host of

official looking men. They took their places around the conference table.,

laughing at some joke the tall fellow had made while entering the hall. Thistall

gentleman turned out to be none other than General Kayse himself. His eyes

movedslowly about the room, scanning cach of us in turn.

"Good afternoon,gentlemen. May I introduce myself? Iam General Kaues

Iwould like cach of you to also introduce yourselves, one by one, and name the

newsagency youare representing".

We all did as he requested.

I

"Good," he said. "I will now brief you on the conditions of this war, and what

caused it in the first place. But remember that time is of the essence under the

present circumstances".

We chorusedouragreement while producing cameras and notebooks, suggest

ing that we, too, were in a hurry, seeing how we had missed our lunch.

"General Robleh, "Kayse began, "With the help of his corrupt faction, ne0
hijack the government soon afterthe people of Somalia, ledby the United Somali

Congress, Ousted the former dictator andhis regime after more than twenty years

of autocratic rule. The Somali people will never accept a new oppressive regime

to replace the old one. This war is not, and I repeat, N
NOT, a war betweentwo

opposing clans,as many of you have led your media organisationsto believe. It
is a war between the Somali people and a regime ofself-interestedIleadersandrich

merchants, Afar Jeebleh' (literally,'men with four pockets'). These corupl men

are doomed to fail; the people will crush them like cockroaches. AAs a matero

fact, some of them are in retreat even noW, including General Robleh himsell.

remaining twenty percent will fallto our forces in the near future, Inshallah!"
"We are now in full control of about eighty percent of thecapital, andthe

(God Willing)
The noise of heavy artillery fire resumed once again after the briefIullwehad
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enjoyed for the best part ofthe morning. The rumble was so loudIcould hear
ionly twenty or so yards from the conference hall.A shellexploded
to wipe my face, only to remember that I had leftIreachedfor my handkerchief to

nothingelse.

it drying outside my shack at the beach. More shells rolled over us with a

deafening roar, a caustic reminder that General Kayse had not been truthful in

controlled eighty percent of the city. General Robleh was mostsaying that he
definitely not a man on the run for his ife

.orvOne all right?" the General asked. There were nods and gasps as

people tried to pretend that nothing had happened.

Iglanced quickly at Giugliano. He seemed to be fine. Ithen went to put my
arm around Jeff's shoulders.

"Jeff, are you okay?"

Ittook him aminute torespondas he tried to wipe his glasses with shaky hands.

"Thankyou, Ali". He lit his first cigarette of the day, then turmed to lookat the
General. "That was close".

Theproximity of the shelling raiseda number ofawkwardquestions,andmost
of us felt too uneasy to ask them, but Jeff, undaunted, raised his hand.

"General, if what you have told us regarding General Robleh is true, who is
attacking your stronghold?".

Theld my breath, certain that Jeff would be shot by the General's bodyguards
who lined the wall behind us. Ipeered cautiously over my shoulder and to my
relief, saw that the bodyguards had not moved.

The constant bombardments were making it difficult to hear the General's
response to Jeff's question.

"Boom! . . . . bandits and renegades
Iriangle . . . . . .Boom Boom!...

Boom Boom! ........ Bermuda
will crush them! ..

Jeff gave up trying to decipher the General's answer and concentrated instea
on trying to gauge the proximity of the artillery fire outside.

Another journalist was now asking a question:

"Genera l .. Boom Boom! . . . . . how about . . . . . . Boom
B o o m Boom! . . . . . face meeting with General Robleh?".

"No way ....... Boom Boom!"

a f a c e t o

Further attempts at discussion were futile. We decided to give it un.



8. p.m.-General Kayse'sradio station reportedthattthisafternoon'sshootings
may have been carried out by some of his OWn mcn in their desperationforfood!

Professor Elmi coughed heavily. "This isstthe biggest joke of the year".

"It's for the foreign journalists' consumption", Sheikh Abdireturned dryly.

F E B R U A R Y 8,

- General Robleh has said that he has accepted an invitation to attend a

consultation conference on a ceasefire agreement, to be held in New Yorkon

February 10. The resoluton was adopted by the UN,|Security Counci! "toendthe

bloodshed in Mogadishu which has claimed the lives of 40,000people". Itis not

yet clear if General Kayse has accepted a similar invitation, which was delivereA

tohim yesterday by Mr. Brian Wannop, the new UN representative in Somalja
a Canadian National.

2.15 p.m. - Radio Kayse annouced that General Kayse has refused to attend

a peace conference in New York. He will instead senda three-man delegation to

represent him.

F E B R U A R Y 9,

-General Robleh has now refused to attend the peace conference, saying that

he also will send a three -man delegation to New York.

No one was surprised by these developments. We had suffered so much

alrcady at the hands of these clan leaders that I felt like shouting my frustration
from the roof-tops.

"It looks like this peace conference in New York,like all previous efforts, iS

doomed before it even starts,"sighedProfessor Elmi.

Sheikh Abdi swallowed hard. andhis voice caughtinhis throat as he said,"Ful

marks, Professor. We are right back where we started":

The Professor was silent for a moment, shaking his head in disbelief. He then

turned to me, speaking in quiet, yet emphatic tones. "Incredible! What sort of

men are these Generals?"

I told them all I remembered of yesterday's

and money to buy drugs".

press conference,
nothing. What interested them most final mufled assertion,

in which he vowed to "Crush the bandits and renegades defending the Bermuda

stronghold was in fact carried out by his own men, "who were desperateforfood
Triangle", and his subsequent announcement that the attack carriedoutlagainst

a his

t was General Kayse's
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"Liar!"the Professor rctorted, in a shaking voice.

We deligently monitorcd the BBC and "Voice of America", but there was

nothing of particular interest to us exceptfor a briefEnews item, broadcast over the
latter, aboutthe forthcoming pcace alks in New York. The annoucer said simply
that the main antagonists in theSomali conflict had refused to personally attend

the conference, andthe)names of those who wouldrepresent them were mentioned

briefly.

"Whatkinddofmentality prevailssiinthis country?" the Sheikh wondered aloud.

"Nothing ever secms to get off theget off the ground", Ireturned, and procecded to gulp

my cupof unsweetened tea.

045 p.m. -We all sat around the banquet table in my shack at the beach.

Bking in hush voices about the latest developments. It wasplain what was going
on. The clan leaders did not want peace, because they didn't feelit was in their
own best interests. If peace came to Somalia, they both stood to lose a lot.

By the end of the night, Sheikh Abdi, the Professor and I had agreed to produce
a weeklynewsletter, in which we would expose the evil intentions of the generals.

The Professor wondered i f the clan leaders wanted Somalia, as a nation, to

become extinct. "The unarmed and the powerless wou ld al l perish", he said.

Not far from our shack,volunteers ladled outbowls of porridge and powdered
milk to the inhabitants of the beach, proving that the Red Cross had not yet given
up onfeeding displaced persons, despite the threat of bandits wielding AK-47

assault rifles on the other end of the beach.

Did you ask the generals if they would consider a face-to-face meeting to
aliempt to patch up their differences?" the Professor continued.

I shuffledthrough my jumbled notes.

"Yes, but both men ruled out anything of the kind".

boo
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FEBRUARY 10,

- This morning, while old Sheikh Abdisat alone, reading the Holy Qur'an,a

young girl walked into ourshack. She seemed breathless and very nervous, and

she looked as if she hadn't slept.

"What in the world has happened to you, my little one?" asked the old

S h e i k h .

T h r e e

"My father forbade me to see the boy Ilove, and I desperately need your helo"

"Start from the beginning".

With tears in her eyes, she related the story of two young people who had been

able to find happiness where others had foundonly horror and despair. The two

lovers were from two entirely diferent clans, which do not normally permit inter
marriage. The boy belonged to Somalia's "untouchables,"a minorityof hunters.

The majority e f the Somali people are nomads, who shun hunters, fishermen,

blacksmiths and shoe-makers. The girl belonged to one of the much-feared

warrior clans in Central Somalia. Her name was Halima Abdi.

Eighteen-year-old Halima and her family had arrived at the beach two months

ago, with only a few belongings, after having fled the fighting in the city. The

first time she had seen LidoBeach was when she had been only twelve. Atthat

time, the becach had been a very peaceful and pleasant place. Now she could only

stare in fascinated horror at the hundreds of shanties and the walking skeletons ula.

inhabited the place. This was her newhome! Her only consolation wasthat there

were no bombs falling here.

One day, a very handsome youth of about nineteen moved up beside Halima

and gave her a sympathetic smile. He introduced himself as Ibrahim Yonis, a

former shop assistant who had since lost his father, motherandtwo youngerrsisters

in the war.

"You will be safe here. There are no BMs(Katyushas) coming this way,"he

said, leaning close to the girl.

Halima shrank from the youth, thinking he

burning home in Bondhere.

family ofthe few meagre belongingsvwhich they had managedto ssalvagefromtheir

was another bandit trying torobher
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Chapter Three

Love AtT h e Beach



But hedidI not look menacing, nor did he carry a gun, which was unusual for
ayouth offhisage in Mogadishu. The girl
of teenage gunmen, even aftertwo monthss onthe bcach, but shefoundthat she was

ableto laughinIIbrahim's presence.

"The war will end soon,"

girl had not yet been able to conquer her fear

she said, "and I willgo back home".

Ibrahimsmiled: at the girl's optimism. Despite thehardship and the lack of

properi
rnourishment,she had a healthy sparkle in her eycs andher skin was smooth.

They walked together through the shacks on the shore. The people who
watched fromtheir doorways terrificd her. She could see putrid, dirty bandages,
mutilated mouths and missing limbs. Some waved their good hands in greeting,

hauting "Nabad!" (peace). But Halima and Ibrahim could not bring themselves

to wave back.

Later, they sat in an isolated place, watching the seagulls and singing Magool's
and Saada Ali'slatest love songs.

"I don't think we willbe here very long," Halima mused between songs. "The
radio said there would be peace talks in New York".

"They have been talking about peace and ceasefire for the last two months,"
Tbrahim told her. "Stillit is not getting any better. In fact,the fighting gets even
worse when they have peace negotiations".

Since that day, the couple saw each other secretly, vowing that nothing would
Sland in the way of their love. Halima's father heard of their meetings,but
concealed this knowledge from his daughter until he could plan how to separate
thelovers.

Finally, one morning after a breakfast of Red Cross porridge and powdered
milk, he confronted his daughter.

"What is it, Father?" she asked, smiling.

for sometimenow".
"Halima,you have been secretly going around with that boy, Ibrahim Yonis,

Hersmile faded. "Yes, Father," shesaid quietly.
l b e v i n t

"Youarebringingg disgrace tothe whole clana

a man andlook beyond his clan affiliations".
"Heisvery fine young man," Halima retorted. "I wish you would scc him as
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clan and Iforbid you to sec him again"

"Stopseeinghim, That's all," her fathersaid evenly and walkcdaway. Halima
Slaredalterhim,her anger. She fledto find her mothcr, but her mother



was nowhere to be seen.

"What should I do?" she cried aloud. "If only Ikncw what to do"

She finally decided to pay a visit to Shcikh Abdi.

That is how Aweysand I, returming from our daily fishing expedition,,came t(
find Halima and the Sheikhsitting together at our banquet table. Uponhavingthe

story repeated to us, all | we could do was to sit and shake our heads. Ornlythesound
of the waves and the pounding surf intruded on the silence.

"WeSomalis are making things very difficult for ourselves, even in love. "
Aweys said.

When theProfessor returned at 10 p.m. from his weekly open air lectureat the

beach,we all decided to appoint ourselves as mediators and public relations

officers for the young lovers. Sheikh Abdi and Iwere assigned the taskof talking

tothe girl's father, while the Professorand Aweys agreed to discuss thematterwith
the other elders at the beach to get their consensus.

FEBRUARY 11,

-Thismorning we launched Operation "Elmi Bowdary," Somalia's equivalent
to "Romeo and Juliet", We set out for our first consultation with Halima's father,

with Halima in the lead. Her fathersensedourmission assoonas he sawus coming.

After the usual greetings of "Nabad iyo Nabadino," Sheikh Abdi cut through

the ice without any further formalities. My initial impulse was to turn away and

hide. After all,what can be done for lovers living in hell? We began to lose heart

when the man started yelling at his daughter at the top of his voice, but we tried
to holdonto the old Sheikh's motto: "Stay calm in the face of the adversary". We
thanked our stars that the man was not a r m e d . k

When the man finally calmeddown, the resourceful Sheikh began to speak. He

told the man that all the great religions of the world, including Islam, forbid us to

bind large groups of people into stereotypic straight-jackets and that even thougn

stereotypes about various ethnic groups do exist, we should try to see peopleas
individuals rather than bunch them all into one basket.

"By dismissing young Ibrahim on stereotypic lines,you could be losing a

valuable son-in-law. Each person is a unique human being, createdby Goa, ca

Of us differently, yet able to blend with the rest of humankind. It shoula ue

lbrahim's personal qualities that are important, not his ethnic background

This was the longest single speech I had ever heard
throughout my long acuaintance with him.
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Ihad expected the

he said, quietly do not intend my daughter to become the wife of

untouchable, come what may".

man to jump through the roof atthe end of thislecture, butand slowly, "I

Thegirl'ss mother brought us tea

doto help. Tradition does not allow her to sit at a men's meeting, neither is she

permittedto views and opinions or make bodily contact,eventoshake
a hand, with any men other than herhusband orimmediate family-members. So

our hopes lay with the father, who remained hostile and uncompromising.

itoexpress her

whink what my clan would say and doif word goes round that I married my
Rr to an untouchable? War, famine and disease can cause anarchy in a

country, butthey cant change what people think".

tea and bundlesofKhat, Therewas littleshecould

Inudged the Sheikh, a signal that the mission was a failure and that we should
call it a day.

"We are two-thousand-year-old men with the identity crisis of a teenager," he
told me as we left Halima's family.

"It is an endless sea of problems and questions that nobody in Somalia can
really answer," Isaid as wecrossed the linewhere the RedCross foodkitchenswere
located, behind the old Lido Night Club.

9:30 p.m. - We skippedmonitering the BBCandVoiceofAmerica reportsand
listened instead to what the Professor and Aweys had to say about theirconsulta
tions with the other beach leaders. We also listened to young Ibrahim Yonis talk
about his future with Halima and the dangers that would be attached to their
marriage in the absence of her father's consent.

neCessary.

The Professor looked straight in my eyes and said, "It is not like we thought
Would be. The elders made the point that there is no hope of a normal mariage

Ceremony being performed here, so they suggestedthat Ibrahim and Halima run

away and marryy eitherin Adaleh or Warsheikh. They saidthat Sheikh Abdi should
acCompany them, with three witnesses and perform the ceremony there, if

There was an embarrassed
companion,,spoke in a loudvoice thatt could put a radioannouncertoshame. "Why
Can'tthe Sheikh perform the marriage ceremony right here, on the beach?"

sillalive..
. . . .

Aweys point was well-taken, but Sheikh Abdi stood up to speak.

performedatleast ninety kilometresfromthe parents residence, that is, if they're

"According c marriages, the marriage ceremony should be

silence in the shack. Then Aweys, my fishing

to traditional Islamic
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"But that is in normal times," the Professor interrupted.

After a heated debate on the subject, we decided to put it to a vote. The

Professor, Aweys and myself were all in favour offthe ceremony being performed

on the beach. Only the Sheikh had objected, but he was obviously outnumbered.

A mecting of the beach clders was set for that night.

Everyone onthe beach was now acquainted with the details of Operation "Elmi
Bowdary,"" and our involvement in the affair. "The marriage ceremonyshould go

ahead," the Professor declared tothe clders.

The romance of the impending marriage provided juicy gossip for the entire

beach!

F E B R U A R Y 12,

Today,Sheikh Abdi woke me early in the morning and told me to dresS

quickly.

" W e are go ing to see the boy " .

"For goodness' sake, why?" I asked.

The Sheikh was terribly upset and his eyes were blood-red.

"There could be trouble at the beach," he said as we walked towards the boy's

shack, some two hundred yards away. We found Ibrahim in front of the communal

toilet.

"Ibrahim, my boy," the Sheikh began. "You and Halima have known cach

other for some time now".

"Yes, Sheikh," the boy said quietly.

"Do you and her get along wel1?"

"I love her," he said emphatically. "She is a very charming girl and we've

agreed to marry, in spite o f everyhing".

"My dear boy, I have somethingto tell you," the Sheikhsaid, "but please don't

te l l anyone else",

"What is it, Sheikh?"

"Leave the beach as soon as I have performedthe wedding ceremony".

"Why?"

"Because I smell trouble".
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Laterthis afternoon, Aweys reported to us that every single person on the

beach, exceptof
course,

offering to help, in their modest

girl'sparents".

Halima's parents,had congratulated the lovers and that

Cveryone was modest ways, with the pleasant task of

givingthe couple a proper marriage.

"Butthere is still oneformidable obstacle to overcome," Aweystold us. "The

FEBRUARY 13,

married today, bySheikh Abdi, in a twenty-minute- Halima and Tbrahim were married

ceremony held behind the old1I Lido Night Club. The bride wore a Guntino and

Carbasar, a wrap-around atfair that is preferred by southern Somali women. The
groom wore a two-piece cotton fabric, worn by nomads and a pair of camel-hide

shoes. He caried a spear in one hand and a shield in the other. Somebody plaved
"Hibo." a popular Somali wedding song. A choir ofabout twenty youngsters sang
forthe ceremony. The feast was the largest ever held in war-torn Somalia.

At11:30 p.m. - thebride andgroom left the beach for an unknown destination,.
Minutes later, gunmen from the girl's clan, in "technicals," arrived at the beach
and started shooting indiscriminately into the air. It was too late. Love had won.

FEBRUARY 14, nea o w A i o d 2 e d T o r

- Today I received an invitation to visit Mogadishu's horrendous "Bermuda
Triangle". The invitation came from Abdullahi, the son of the sole survivor of the
notorious Jesira Beach Massacre, Awil Jama (detailed in "Target: Villa Somalia)".
Even the name "Bermuda Triangle" is enough to inspire in people all the
ightmarish fears of its namesake, There are young gun-men who have built their
Teputations on the fact that they had visited the Bermuda Triangle before coming
10Lido Beach.

"Many people say that anyone who attempts to enter it never comes back," I
commentedto a young man who said he had been there.

We were sitting in front of my shack, watching the ocean and the people
Searching for driftwood at the shore.

"Itistrue," he responded. "The inhabitants kill outsiders. Even General Kayse

was forced to give up after several attempts to crush them. But if you have
connecionsthere, you'll be safe",

Ishowed him the letter ofTinvitationi from Abdullahi.

"Why don't you go?" he asked me.
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"You know that the conditions here on the beach are best

It'simpossible to starve here. We can even do a little fishing nowandthen if
times get really tough".

didn't mean you should gofor goodl Buta

brief visit to the famous Bermuda Triangle would give youthe chance for agood

"Wait aminute," he laughed.

story".

"There's nothing I'd rather do than visittthe place," Iadmitted,"buttherisks
involved far outweigh any story - obligations I have to my editors"

"Nobody in the outside world knows anything about

Mogadishu and how its inhabitants have been defending their homes"

Itried hard not to seem interested.

"If you're womied about the problem of getting a "echnical" to take us there

it doesn't cost much. We can pool our resources. How about it?"

"Well, my boy, you've found yourselfa partner. I've alwayswanted tovisit that
place".

BermudaTrianglein

9:30 p.m. - The Professor, The Sheikh, Aweys and I were sitting around the

banquet table after a hearty meal of tuna fish and rice when I decided to break the

news of my impending visit to the Bermuda Triangle. Ishowed them myletter

from Abdullahi, who was now the leader of the defenders there.

They didn't approve or disapprove. After a long silence,Sheikh Abdi spoke

very loudly.

"Youare risking your life in such an idioticmission".

"ButIhave friends out there. Besides, I have always wanted tovisit the place'".

Five minutes later,our "com mittee" voted three to one in favour of the vISIl,

with only Sheikh Abdi opposing it.

The Professor said as he stood up:
boowinb

"Ihave to go to the lecture". He picked up his stack of papers and prepau
to place them in his tattered briefcase, The stack was so high that he momenaiy
lost contol and papers sprayed allover the table, I noticedthe headline on the

paper closest to me:
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Chapter F o u r

Visiting Mogadishu's
Bermuda Triangle



11:45 p.m, We hired a four-whecl-drive vchiclefrom a clan which claimed

tobe ncutralintthefighting. The vehicle was camouflaged and was mounted with
a.50cahbre Browning machine gun. A handful of teenage gun-men were inside,

keeping the engine running.

F o u r

My new partncr, Hassan ldleh, was waiting for me at the kerb, along with the
aiver, who cyed me openly. Iwondered how I appearedto him, I couldn'thelp

hut notice how coolthese tecnagers werc. Many gun-men and drivers of technicals
in Mogadishu wouldrefuse to go to the Bermuda Triangle at any price, but these

ronacers seemed relaxed and cheerful at the prospect of going to the most
dangerous place in Mogadishu. Perhaps the long months of street warfare had
hardened them.

We bade farewell to Sheikh Abdi, The Professor and Aweys. The latter began
to loadthe vehicle with cartons of tuna fish "for the boys in Godka" (the Bermuda

Triangle). I shook hands with the members of my "committee" in a formal fashion
and departed on my journey south.

Despite the cheerful atmosphere inside the vehicle, Iwas woried about what
Would happen when we attempted to cross the notorious Green Line dividing the

City. In Mogadishu, there is no guarantee that you will stay alive by shouting
Press!" or "Neutral!" Recent experience had shown that people who claim
ieurality do not go over well with the militia who man the barricades. One
requires a string ofnear-miracles to survive the journey through the devasted city.
Thereisan acute shortage of miracles in Mogadishuthese days.

all. In fact, the city seemed unusually quiet. I suddenly remembered that it was

IcouldIhear distant artillery fire and the chattering of small arms, but that was

the beginning ofthe Holy month of Remadhan,, although the possibility of people

fastingfrom dawn too dusk,or laying downtheir weapons, in the midst of war and
famineseemedvery slim.

clerics andtheeldersfor notttrying harderto mediate between the warring factions
Hassan Idheh, who was sitting next to me in the cabin, started attacking the

- a favourite theme of discussion in Somalia nowadays.

said.

I

"Perhaps they, too, want the war to drag on fortheir own vested interests", I
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"Do you think the former dictator, withhthe help of the Communists orthe
Italians, is behind the crisis in Somalia?"

B e f o r e I c o u l d answer , one e of the teenagers,sporting his AK-47.
"What about theIMF, the World Bank, anddtthe CIA?" he asked. The question was

directed at no one in particular, so I started fumbling with my notebook andan old
map of Mogadishu, printed by the US-AID in the seventics.

CIA, and KGB stood for.
Anotheryouth on the hood of the vehicle wanted to know what the lettersIME,

"IMF means International Ministry of FFinance, "Ianswered him,"while KGB
means Kindly GoBack, and CIA means Come In Again".

This brought on a fit of raucous laughterinside the vehicle, and Ifervently
wished that the boys would put their safety catches on.

,interrupted.

The driver of the vehicle seemed to be in something of a hurry, even by

Mogadishu standards, and we swerved crazily around potholes and bomb-craters.

The boys were singingan okd tune in the back of the vehicle. I wondered whether
they were used to this sort of trip.

Eventually, I spoke up. "Iam intrigued by the speed, but can you perhaps drive
a little slower?"

" I I l try," came the muffled answr.

At last the vehicle stoppedat the first barricade, and the noise of gunshotscould

be heard from somewhere in the neighbourhood. After a few seconds, the driver

and the teenager on the hood of the vehicle descended and began yelling at the

militia manning the barricade.

It wasdifficult to see because of the darkness, but suddenly my eyes were

stabbed with the light of the metalic glint of agun barrel. Isat motionless, half

expecting to hear the sound of that gun and feel its bullet.

A militia man walked slowly over to me and asked me who I was,and where
Iwas going.

win he press,and I am trying to go to visit my friends on the other side
of the Green line",

Ine pzzled voices of themilitia men changed to angry intonations. Fnaly
the man with the gun spoke in a commanding voice.

on his side.
"Go on, but don't come back here". The man clearly had rank, as well asage,
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Inoddedlas pleasantly as I could, but the warning worried me a lot. Another

young militia man movedin, pointing his gun at my heart.

"We keepan eye on pcople from General Robleh's strongholdin this place,
especially those who claim to be journalists. We know they're really double

agents"
The older man told himto leave us alone, because we were "dung heaps and

Sons of harlots".

Hassan ldleh looked at me and shook his hcad

wBeing a ioumalist or a neutral party is not an asset here these days. All Ican

svis keepyour eyes and cars open. Of course we have guns, but they outnumber
and outgun us. Don't say I didn't warn you".

On some other occasion, Imight have told him to goto hell, and then go back
o the beach, but this was neither the time nor the place. His eyes scanned the

mileage on the dashboard.

We will be there at three in the morning if everything goes well. It is my job
to seeus through".

He stared at me. Ithink he expected some delighted response, but I felt only
awaveof insecurity and unease, whatwith gunmen sittingbehindme, their fingers
onthetriggers.

Look, ifyou don't feel likeproceeding with the journey, let's call it a day and
go backto Lido, " I said.

"Goodthinking, but we're not going back at this stage. Andrememberthe man
al thebarricade told you not to come back".

Ishookmy head.

Oneof theteenage gunmen in the back of the vehicle started shooting the.50
calibreBrowningmachine

place, Alany rate, they're expecting
"Myidea,"Hassan Idhleh responded. "We're annoucing our approach to the

Theoher 0ccupants of the vehicle nodded their approval.

g u n .

"What's going on?" I yelled.

Anotherbarricade

Whatnex?"

Cling us, It'sa sort of security clearance".

loomed ahead, and the driver switched off his lights.



"We must walk from here",

"Where are we?"

"Weliyow Adde", Hassan Idlch responded. "We arejustcrossingthe line,and
from now on we are in the Bermuda Triangle".

At four in the morning we were walking carefully, in single file, closetothe
rubble and garbage, trying to avoid General Kayse'ssnippers vwho weresaidto be.

deployed on the roof of the former people's Assembly building facingBermuda.

The three-kilometreenclave wassiin theterritory controlled by GeneralIKayse,

but the defenders of the Triangle supported General Robleh and wererenowned

for their great fighting spirit. General Kayse, using tanks, mortar,long-range
artillery guns,and rocket-launchers had triedseveral tiItried several timesto over-funnttheenclave,

but the inhabitants defended their homes fiercely. It was the most desolate nlace

in the city. The faces of the buildingswere pock-marked with holes from shel
fire and bullets.

Then I sawdark shadows, bearingautomatic rifles, standingguard on the street

corners while we walked past them.

"They're our reception commitee, "said Hassan Idleh in a hushed voice.

We continued to move through dark alleys in eerie silence. More gunmen

could be seen standing in doorways and on street corners. They were bare to the

waist, and wore no shoes. There was something about their attitude that attracted

my attention. Unlike all the milita men Ihad seen before, noone here shouted

orders,or even said anything; guns were not unnecessarily cocked or pointed at

your heart. It seemed that every one here knows, what he was doing, and that

orders were not necessary.

"Welcome too Bermuda!" somebody shouted. A figure moved outfrombehind

a damaged T-55 tank nearby. "Welcome to Bermuda", he repeated. the voice was

as remarkable as I remembered it to be in the days when he and other youngsters

disabled government troops in the popular uprising against Siyad Barre.

"Young Abdullahi, Ipresume?"

The youth moved forward, and, ignoring
"Nabadinos, "he immediately began telling us the situ

"We have informatio? that General Kayse is planning another massive attack

against us, so we should get you to us, with

a window facing a solid wall. You will be safe there. You may even get sSome

sleep", he said.

greetings of "Nabad" and

youto your bunker. It'sa nice bunker, built by
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Itwasn'tlong before we were seated around a long table, bathed in the glow

ofcandlelight,
working through a meal of

bananas. Abdullahiordered his men to collecttour vehicle from where we had left

it, somefive hundred yardsaway. They would first unload the cargo of fish that
we hadbrought with us from Lido Beach, and then they would park thevehicle

in an underground garage.
Our conversation was dominated by talk of the war, and of friends who had

heen killed in action.

"Why are you reluctant to expand the boundary of Bermuda?". I asked him.

"We are not expansionists", he replied. "Our policy is to defend ourselves and

our homes"

"What is the population of Bermuda?".

flattened maize cakes, goat meat, and

"About forty thousand, mostly women,children and elderly people. Allclans
arerepresented".

"How is your contactwith General Robleh's stronghold?".

"Excellent", he said, w i th a smi le o f satisfact ion. " W e have ou r own secret

channels. As for food and dr ink ing water, we are sel f -suf f ic ient . O f course, some

people from the Red Cross and The Doctors W i t h o u t Borders are t ry ing to help

ith medicalsupplies, and are p lann ing to set up ki tchens in several parts o f our
encalve".

We then talked about the war and the famine, and he revealed that everyone
in Bermuda would be glad to see an immediate end to the hostilities. But some
clan leaders, including General Kayse, were not interested in peace.

"Weiin Bermuda will fight to thelast to defend our homes andfamilies. We

believethat peace will never arrive in Somalia as long as men like General Kayse

aehungeringfor power and leadership".

forsolong?"
"Howhaveyou managed to keep General Kayse's well-equippedforces at by

"We may not have big guns and tanks, butthe morale of our men is very high.

spiritofthe men in thefield. Takethe Algerians and the Viet Cong, as examples":
Afler all,it'isnothetbig guns which arethe deciding factor in a war; itisthe fighting

"Wouldyou observe a ceasefire brokered by the United Nations?" I asked.

Yes,but t0Sign a ceasefire agreement in New York alone is not enough. We

fully of a strong international peace-keeping force insupport the deployment
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Somalia, with a mandate to enforce, and to sh00t anyonc who violates it.

"Howdo you see the future of Somalia?"

Abdullahi leaned back in his chair and sighed.

"Ihave my fears and hopes," he said. "It is a dreadful thingtosay,but Ibelieve

that a strongintermationalforce, led bythe U. S. armyshould fan outinthecountry
and kill the thugs that snatch food from the mouths of small babies and their

skeleton-like mothers. As a first priority, all factions in the country should be

disarmed simultaneously, and a national reconciliation conference should be hota

to set up a broad-based government".

He admitted that what he had seen in the last three months had shocked him

even more than the astrocites which the regime of the former dictator had

committed against the people during the uprising.

F E B R U A R Y 15,

- I missed the biggest battle of the war so far. Reports reaching us here said

that General Kayse launcheda massive offensive against his enemy's stronghold

yesterday at 10.00 a.m. local time. The report said that General Kayse, using all
the terror weapons at his disposal, including Katyushas, tanks, APCs, and morlars

unexpectedly attacked positions held byGeneral Robleh, and the fighting was still
go ing on.

I tappeared that no one had expected the attack, because of the ongoing peace

negotiations in New York. An eye-witness who fled the area confirmed that the

fighting was the worst since the beginning of hostilities in November. He said that

General Kayse's forces had stolen into the territory held by his rival, and kept on

attacking from the surrounding areas with the intention of occupying the airstrip
and General Robleh's headquarters. The Witness attributed the cause of the battle

to lack of preparation on the part of the defenders, although they were fighting
vigorously to fend off the invaders.

We switched on the radiostation controlled by General Kayse, butonly muse
and nationalistic songs were playing, an indication that fighting was taking place.

The hope that the clan conflict would come to an end was dashed to the ground

by yesterday's fresh offensive.

Abdullahi brought me a which was

story said that yesterday's"unprovoked" attack by General Kayse was clearly

published dailyby agroup of university students. The four-pagee quartosheet'slead
newsletter,called "The Bermuda Bay", which

aimed at derailling the UN-sponsored peace-talks in New York.
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Itgivessnewimpetusto theoustedIregime. Its troops, for example, were

importantcapitall of Bay fegion, Baidoa, last September 15. Their main objective
giventhe chance to wagethe third offensive since Jarnuary. They captured the

ssurelyMogadishu .. "
"Other forces loyalto the former dictator are expected to advance soon on

MercaanddShalambood, inthe lower Shabcllahregion, in co-ordination with Siyad
Barre's other on Mogadishu. The renewed offensive by

roops loyaltoSSiyad Barre is greatlyencouragedbythe split in the USCleadership

Baidoa troops' advance on

nd thefightingin Mogadishu. . "
MVe knewquite some time ago that General Kayse was planning such an

Aensive. the third since January, but what we didn't know was that his main
iertive was General Robleh's territory, "Abdullahi said, as I handed him the

Naner. "We should have known better".

"You thought he wasplanning toattack Bermudaagain, and that's why you put
yOr menon full alert?"

"Alwe knew was that he was up to no good".

"Ibelieve you are going to have tomake some tough decisions,",I said. "Will
yousendreinforcements to help repulse the invaders?".

He crossed his legs and picked up his brand new M-16 assault rifle.

NO, 1 ?o not think they need reinforcements just yet, but if the worst comes
oe worst,we will have no choice but to attack from the rear. Our loyalties laywith General Robleh".

mustbethe most terriblein allthe world --- that of Katyushas with their deafening,
Itiedtoiimagine what was going onten miles away, toimaginethe sound that

dhiking,,heart-stopping roars, punching through roofs, walls and doors.
FEBRUARY 16

Wecouldhcarrthesound ofthebig guns. parallel tothe fighting, the UN-sponsored
-Thefighüng was continuing inside and outside the city. Here in Bermuda,

Pa-AallkscontinuedinNewY ork.

eaeralRoolehannouncedthat his forces destroyed several unspecified military
Bolh sides claimed success in the battle. The radio station controlled by

Nardware,including tanksand APCs, during the four-day-long encounter outside

Mpperhand,andthathisforces werennow hunting the remnants of General Robleh's
GeneralRoblellssronghold, while General Kayse said that he was holding the
CoTmupofficials.
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In order to back his claims, General Robleh took sseveral journalistssttothefroni
line. They were shownseveral dozens of the dead bodies of the attacking force,

the attackers and waslater set onfire.
They were alsotaken to the Red Cross hospital, which had beenhit by artillery

shells and completely ransacked of everything by the attacking forces. According
to an eye-witness, five Red|Cross doctors and one nurse had managedto escape

in a diesel-powered boat, while a doctor andanother nurse had been abducted by

and a T-55 tank which had becen seized from the attacker

forces loyal to General Kayse.

Another report said that General Kayse's men had intended to seizethe road

linking General Robleh's stronghold with the airstrip, "but they were heroicaly
repulsed" by General Robleh's forces.

At the press conference, the second since the fighting first flared up in
November, GeneralRobleh gave us details of theongoing battle. Hecontradicted
earlier reports that had said he wascaught unware and thathe lacked intelligence
information. Hesaid thathe hadknown in advance ofGeneralKayse's impending
offensive, and that his men had crushed the bulk of the attackers. He claimed to
have seized a sizeable amount ofweapons andkilled an estimated eighthundredattackers.

He repudiated General Kayse's claim that his forces had captured his official
residence,and he said that the journalists present should be the judges as to the

veracity of General Kayse'sclaim. Hesaid that the"unprovoked" attackwas aimed
at undermining the peace talks in New York.
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Chapter Five

Strange Bedfellows



MUSA MOHAMED RAGHE:

45-ycar-oldformer secondary school teacher,,married with threechildren. His
school destroyed and his wife and three children fled to the countryside, he

decided to take up arms for the first time in his life. He has single-handedly
destrovedan APC with a Milan anti-tank rocket, and killed several attackers in a

single week. Hereceived shrapnel from mortar; MSF (Doctors Without Borders),
removed the fragments from his left thigh, and now is back in action.

OMAR HASSAN MUDDE:

Ahard-core convict who escaped from Mogadishu's central prisons, he made his
way to Bemuda with another former inmate with rifles they had seized from
guards. He regularly. leads a group of armed gangs to loot food from warehouses

at the port and airport,to feedthe inhabitantsof the city.

ISSA ABDIYEBEROW:

F i v e

A 50-year-old taxidriver who found himself in Bermuda when the fighting broke

out, and decided to jointhe defenders. "In Bermuda, a complete stranger gives you
foodand drinking water", he said as he oiled his AK-47 automatic rifle. He made

his taxi available to the defenders to be used as an ambulance.

ABDI M A H D II B R A H I M :

Alormer army sergeant-majorandan expert in explosives and bomb-making.
ne was on leave to visit his ailing mother, who lived in the area, when the civil war
DrOKe out. He disabled several tanks and APCs, and led command units to destroy
munition dumps in the outskirts of the capital. He also trains youngsters in the
use of firearms and guerrilla warfare. His mother died of natural causes, but his
wife was hit by a stray bullet and died instantly.

NOORELMI FARAH:

Aformer police officer, who still wears his nowtattered uniform and sports a

Browning automatic pistol and an M-16 automatic rifle. He was formerly in
Charge of the local

police-station. Recently, he led a four-man militia and
ambushed aconvoy S troops. There were no survivors, heferrying General Kayse's troops.
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said. He received a gun woundduring an encounter at war

S H I R E E L M I WARSAMEH:

A
A 35-year old former university student who editsthe Bermuda newspaper. In

the months after former dictator Mohamed Siyad Barre'sousting, Shireand síxof

his co-workers managed to produce their paper regularly despite continuous

heavy bombardments against their premises by General Kayse's fighters. Heis
mainly responsible for urging the Red Cross
He also invited Doctors Without Borders

medicines. Other relief workers avoid the arca.

Armed with bazookas and automatic rifles, he and his colleagues personally

deliver the paper to his readers in the area on nominal fees, andoften free of charpe

for those who have no money to part with.

M S . H A L I M A I S M A I L A B D I L L A H I :

Red Cross to sct up soup kitchens in Bermuda.

Borders to trcat the wounded and dispense

t theheightof thecivil

o Supervises the orphanage and the soup kitchen in an endless sea of problems.

and witnesses death or injury every day. She worked at Mogadishu's General

Hospital, "Digfer", as a nurse before the civil war. "Everyone was running; nurses

were kil led or injured in the crossfire, but I managed to find my way to Bermuda,

only to f ind that my home was totally destroyed", she said.

9loBut today, in apock-marked but well-keptcompound, Halima tries to maintain

an island of sanity, caring for some two hundred orphans. A lorry carrying food

donated for the children by Unicef was hijacked at gunpoint, but Bermuda

defenders later pursued the gunmen and salvaged the relief food, killing all the

hijakers at a point miles away.

"Morale is very high here because we know that we are being defended by our

people," she said.82Vi2oiqxo n ogoe bas

DR. YUSUF HILOWLEH MAALIN

a hospital.

"Ican't stand it anymore", Dr. Yusuf said. He was referring tothe hundrends

of injured people in his makeshift hospital in the heart ofBermuda. He was one

of the few Somali doctors who stayed put. He worked as a surgeon at the De

Martino Hospital before coming to this area, where he turned a school house into

" N o place in
RanRge bryemMogadishu is a more obvious target for artillery fire than

Bermuda", he said while watching as a one-year-old girl gropedl at the dried,

milkless breasts of her wounded mother.latSEDh



wOundeda,number of patients, Dr. Yusuf said. Dozens of fresh graves could be

Last week, the hospital received several artillery shells, which killed and

seen1behind the hospital.

DIFFERENCES SHOULD BE SETTLED ON A

Hilin Weekly Gazzette Editor's Interviewwith General Robleh.

NEGOTIATING T A B L E

0.What do you think was the root of the confrontation that took place in
Mogadishu among the two factions of the USC?

A. Asyou probably know, the confrontation that occured in Mogadishu last
Thursdaywas not the firstof itskind; itwas the third. This last, however,was most
unfortunate. Itdisturbed all Somalis everywhere,because everybody,after the
Overthrowof the dictator, was awaiting a better government to replace him, a
governmentthatcould heal the physical andpsychological wounds thathad been
inflictedon the Somalis.

Noone expected that actions so reminiscent of the dictator could be so easily
topeated. We greatly regret what happened, for it creates distrust and sorroWamong our ranks.

The causes of the mishap were,if you givethem close scrutiny, decidedly
futile and cheap. And politics is such a strange and awkward vocation in Africa,
Itcan pulltwo brothers or close friends apart. In the civilized world, political

erences are usually setled on a negotiating table, and in a peacetul manner.

rYoudo notseepeopleerunningto getaa gun. Itappears that here in Somalia we have
guns. that political maturity, No misunderstanding can justify the use or

theoffensive of troops loyal to Siyad Barre, since they have already captured
Q. What arrangements have been made, politically and militarily, to counter

Baidoa,the provincial capital of Bay?

heisskillfulyeexploitingthe misunderstandingthat surfaced within the USC. He

A. SiyadBarrehasnotlacquiredthe ability to bring himself back topower, but

scloselyrmonitoring particularlythe mood of the USC, As

aTesult,hehas made use of thesituation to launch this offensive against us.
g events inMogadishu, parti

IbelievethattheSomali
people wil rebuff all his attempts, and it will not take
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much to check his advance and shatter his ill designs once and for all.

Q. But the human and property cost in every confrontation is too highto
sustain, and the people are tircd of more. Are other organisations who fought

against theregime of theformer dictator ready tosend troops to fight SSiyad Barre,
especially now that the USC is not in shape to do so?. s

A. First, I should extend my condolences toall those affectedby the latest sad

disturbances. But as far as the fight against Siyad Barre is concerned, the six

organisatins agreed upon a clear-cut policy to confront the dictator's troops with
f o r c e .

The organisations are ready to execute that undertaking now.

Itwas planned that a delegation from Mogadishu be sent to Galkayo to bring
peace to warring grOups, and another to Kismayu. Both delegateswere temporar

ilyhalted because of the outbreak of violence in Mogadishu. As soon as the

Kismayu delegation arrives,troops to fight Siyad Barre are to be mobilized.

Q.With the invasion threat posed by Siyad Barre increasing by the day, the

only available troops now are those of the SDM and USC, since it will take at least

some time to mobilize forces from other organisations. Will the urgency of the

situation not callfor the leaders to provide full logistical backing for the SDM and
USC?

A. Naturally, it will be compulsory to mobilize and extend all possible

logistical support to these organisationswhose forces are ready to fend off the

invaders. Even if there is one single organisation, we will throw allour weight

behind it. We have to take intoaccount what is at stake: the defence of a nation.

Weare ready to offer anything required that is now in our power. But we have to

cease the current intercine between the clans belonging to the USC.

Q. How do you intend to side-step the clannish setting of existing organiza

tions in your attempt to establish a national government?

A. TheSomali people have been fighting for their democratic rights, which

have been denied them in the past twenty-one years. The organisations uia

liberated this country, no matter in what form or method they employed,

overthrewthedictator, and they deserve a lot of respect1from us. The government

hat is to be set up will be a democratic one, which will plan for and guaranles
the introduction of a multi-party system,?after we puttour house in order. Present

organisations, you are quite right, have a clannish flavour, but these would

parties in the future, and they are expectedtonaturally develop into political parties
outgrow their clan limitations.
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0.Ifyour effortstoeffect security in Mogadishufails, wouldIyou request the

intervention ofoutside forces to assist you in securing stability?

A.Isincerely hopethatthe necd to invite in foreign forces will not arise. I
hope wewill settle our problems by ourselves. So astoshowthe world

that we are self-relicent and arc ableto solve our differences on our own. But if

I

|beable to

ahecomes imperative, although Istrongly dislike it, we would take any measure
wesee appropriate to quell the instability for the interests of peace and national
anity, even if that would mean calling for outside intervention.

0.Pcace and Stability do not appear to be forthcoming n the South. Will this

change your attitude towards the North's secession?

A. To me, the unity of Somalia is sacred, neither bargainable nor disputable.
The insecurity, instability, and other difficulties that come our way should be

dealt with separately: national unity is undebatable.

Thope our brothers in the North will understand and share with us this
Concern. The interest of the Somali people is in unity. All around us, people are
Coming together.. Take the example of the Yemens, and that ofGermany and the
European Economic Community country-members. People are trying to stress

aid strengthencommon factors, all those that bring them together. Nobody can
cCeptor sympathize with adecision that will partition Somalia - a one country,

Dle-people State. Ifthere are certain quarters who close their eyes on Somali's
Pgnt, we understand those people are not promoting our national aspirations. I

pe stability will return to the South; aithough I do not see the instability in the

South as an adequate justification for secession.

d o THANK YOU.
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FEBRUARY 17,

S i x

- I am reproducing in my diary the following articles from the HILIN

GAZZETTE, an independent weekly published by a group of Somali intellectuals
whodecided to stay on in Somalia, despite the turmoil:

CITIZENS FLEE THECAPITAL

Bya Hilin reporter

The recent clashes that took place between USCfactions in Mogadishurevjved

the looting of vehicles, burglaries and rapes. These crimes became more acute

because of the arrival of a new wave of armed clan militia from the country-side.

Following inthe footsteps of their predecessors, they believe that it is through

looting and killing that one acquires quick riches and a new social and economic

prominence.

Asaresult of fresh harassments, rapes and looting, a wave of people of Yemeni

origin are panicking and fleeing away with their lives from Mogadishu. These

people, overcrowded on trucks and buses bound for Berbera (in the north), have

caused a marked increase in transportation fares to the north.

This passenger boom sky-rocketed fares from 100.000 Somali Shillings to

250,000

B U L L E T S H I T A F R I C A A I R

By a Hilin Reporter
On Sunday, Air Africa cancelled its fflight to Berbera when it washit by bullets

from an unidentified gun-man at the airport.

Complicationsstarted when an SSNM(a guerrilla movement w.

twhichcontrolsthe

Northern Region) delegation bound for Berbera arrived with heavy luggage. The

delegation had missed several flightsfor lack of spaceinthe preceding we
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The management of Africa AirAir could not provide or offer flight for the

delegationand itscargo. The delegation was determined nottobe left behind this

buttherealisation of this entailed leaving out passengersgoing tothe North

gndtheir belongings.

The generallconfusion prevailing att the runway becarne ugly. Facing the long
ineofpasscngers were awkward lines of militia meniholding cocked AK47 rifles

B the
ady. The militia were supposedly there to prevent any breach of security

hutnowthey looked as if they were holding the people on the tarmac as hostages.

Because of theconfusion, it wasonly a few minutes before take-off when it was

discovered that the plane was damaged by unnoticed bullets.

After some inspection was made, the people were told that the plane needed

o go back to Nairobi for repairs.

The plane took off with a great part of the passengers' cargo in its hold.

k * * * * k

N O W A T E R F O R M O G A D I S H U

ByaHilinreporter

Mogadishu residents have been without water for some time now. The fuel
allocated for the pumps alongside the Afgoi road, it is said, found its way to the
Diackmarket instead. Consequently, only a fraction, if any, of the fuel for the
Teservoirs reached its destination. Our sources say that when the militia was asked
1o leave the premises, they demanded an amount in the region of 400 million
Shillings.

Itisalso reported thatwaterpumps from the same wells are in the handsof other
militia in town. They will only let go of the pumps if their demands for money are
met in full. The water pumps were lately rehauled with the help of EEC funds.
Another clan miliia, guarding Radio Mogadishu's transmitters, has refused access
lo the transmiters unless they are paid 100 million Somali Shillings.

Of late. i t has become the norm among various militia groups to resort to acts
of violence and blackmail. The vital areas they guard, like the water wells, have
become strong bargaining chips for these men. It is the general public which
ultimately suffers.



SDA & USF PROMISE TROOPS

By a Hilin Reporter

Following the latest offensive of Barre and the fallc
Baidoa, a leader of the USC called on all those organisations whofought agains

forces loyal to Siyad Bart

the former dictator tocome up with troops to take a counteroffensive.

The official did not specify the quota of fighters and equipment eac

organisation is required to bring.

Up to now, onlytwo organizations, the SDA and the USF, have expresse

support to thecall. They did not, however, say how many men they will contribute

to the effort, when their forcescan be made ready,or from where theycanpossibl
come in time.

HIL IN EDITORIAL

Somalia is saddled with a string of catastrophies. It is being pulled apart and

to all sides like a morsel of meat thrown to starving wolves. Thousands of
amputees, thousands more destitutes bent double by hunger and disease- and yet

thousands and thousands more have fled the country to seek refuge elsewhere.

This is the end result of ten years of civil strife, crowned by the events of the

last eight months. The weekend attacks by one militia group againstanotherputs

our hopes for peace in the deep freeze. Lasting stability, international aid and the

reunification of dispersed families all rest on peace. The factional fighting
indicates the negligence by the USCof its prime responsibility: to first bring peace

to itscommunity and then to resolve theirdifferences in apeacefulmanner. Higher

USC officials place no great faith in protecting the lives and properties thatare
under the organisation's administration, Many believe that the leaders couldhave t
intervened with their respective followers and stopped the fighting.

I f the current political and military uncertainty continues to preval
Mogadishu, more fear will be instilled in those who stillcling to life, forcing lheu

to move further from the battlefield, which is Somalia.

Worse still, the other organisationsin the country are divided intotwocamps:

a camp that wholly Supports the formation of a broad-based government andthe

restoration of peace; and another camp that aligns itself with the ousted Siyad

Barre, preferingthe,gun to political stability in Somalia. This lattercamp believes

that the divided USChas no: supporters andthe division noweemergingfrom within

the SDM constitutes another factor. This rift has greatly weakenedthe forces that
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g thetroops of Siyad Barre at bay.
Wertkecping

Thestark reality is:

) eighhiout of every ten casualties died from sustainedinjuries;

(2) seven outtof ten people hit were civilians, who were in no way involved
revenremotely instrumental to the feuding;

nd foraneople alrcady enfecblcd by nine monthsof intense bombardment
Andindiscriminate shootings, the ensuing shocks of political instability, severe
shortage of resources with which to feed and clothe themselves, erratically

stems, medical inattention and lack of education and schoolingonerated water systems, medical
have taken their toll,

Ugo Betti, the Italian playwright, once wrote: "If friction is to be stopped, the
only way is to remove the cause; if disturbances are to be brought to an end, the
wayis to eliminate the disturber".

We inthis newspaper reiterateonce again thatpeople should not hasten to take
sides at the slightest provocation. To take up arms against each other should be
thefurthest thing from our minds.

* *

MEDIATORY COMMITTEE

Bya Hilin Reporter

Testerday, the Communities Mediating Committee (CMC) brought out a

Communities' differences.
bwenty-two point document which largely dealt with the solution of the USC

The elders point out that if Qur' anic precepts andthe respective national and

ifferencesCcan be avoided. The recommendationsspecifically addressthe clans,

USC constitutions are ushered to fromn the outset, violence and destructive

sthey donot leave out the possibility that the two contending leaders can work

Iogeher in an atmosphere free from personal antagonism. The CMC was,

however,faulted in over-stretching their document to levels of national scale,
whichaare not included in the outline of the initial duties. The CMC began its
aciviiessone day afterthetwo USCforces clashed in Mogadishu. Itssessions will
Continue amid intense bombardments by both sides.



ERITREANS SHOW THEIR CONCERN

Athree-man delegation led by the Minister for Forcign Affairs of the Eritrean

Provisional Administration and the EPLF Secretary for External Affairs, Mr.

Mohamed Saced, arrived here ona special aircraft from Nairobi, and has been it

Bya Hinlin Reporter

Mogadishu for more than ten days.

The delegation first held talks withh the United Somali Congress (USC)
Executive Committee to give briefingsof the objectives of their visit. Before

arriving here, they had met with members of some of Somalia's organisations in
Ethiopia and Kenya.

"The plight of the Somali people is a matter of concern to us. It is noteworthy

toremember that Somalia was one of the few nations that supported us through

our long struggle," Mr. Saced told the Executive Commitee.

TheEritrean delegation latermet with General Kayse. Theenvoys plan tohold
adiscussion with General Robleh and membersof the organisations in Somalia.

After leaving Mogadishu, The delegation will fly to Kismayu and then
Berbera.

T H E Y O U N G M U J A A H I D N E E D S F U T U R E G U A R A N T E E

By A. Y . A r tan

In the process of the fight against Siyad Barre, and in his final overthrow,many

of our able-bodied youngsters have been drawn away from productive sectorSand

social and security troubles.

into Mogadishu. Nowthese people have not only abadoned economic:sectorsin
whichthey have been useful, but their presence in the capital is causing alot of

* * * * * k * *

to accomodate .

In the future, it will be impossible for any government to absorb this yo

militia,as the majority have no skills of their own and are numerically too many

This is a problem of great proportions and one cannot simply brushitaside.

What makestackling this problem soimportant is the fact that there are huge

arsenals inthe hands of these youngsters. Boththe general publicand the officials

of the organizations are awarethat it is paramount to collectaarmsin ordertoeffect

any security - at least in Mogadishu.
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But what many people in the top positions faillto realize is that the question of

amsscollection is closely linked to the issue of safety for those who overthrew the
hundreds who have moved from the country-side, for hundreds of

thetator,forrthehundreds
diplacedicity-dwellers, and for thousands more teenagers of school age with no

chools toattend

The possessionof agun givespeople a sense offconfidence. Theyfeel that now
theycan defend their interests, even if in the process they violate the rights of

lnw ciüzens. They will never relinguish arms so casily. Many sincere and

rsponsible people will think before they hand over their weapons.

I the clan leaders are seriously considering the collection of arms, the
Noungsters should be givena visionof what their future livescould be like, without
the "security" of arms. Some sort of guarantee of a better future must be offered
o them. Without guarantees, a lot of people will mount stiff resistance. Many

people feel arms collection and the reintroduction of security measures puts their
future in the dark.

The problem of the thousands of youngsters whohave left their families and
Ihvestock in the countryside,not tomention those who lost their lives, is notan issue
tobe taken lightly. Perhaps the first task of the clan leaders should be to address
the MMujaahid issue.

Anew armed forces might absorb a portionof the youth in Mogadishu, but the
temaning greater majority must be helped, persuaded, and materially motivated
Ogo back to their livestock and leave the gun behind.

anew government does not come up with a resettlement and employment
program for the now-armed youngsters, it will certainly fail in its cleaning-up

Campaigns.

* * * * * a * *

C L A N O F F I C I A L S ASSURE A R M Y

Bya Hilin Reporter

There was once a Somali army that was the pride and envy of Africa, Or-so
We believed.

That army, spoiled and misused by he tormer regime, virtually disbanded
llself, Someof the troopsdefected tonational liberationorganizations, Some went
lome to attend to their own private family and businesses.



And yet some more used their expertise and weapons torob and lootthe very
people they were drafted to protect.

The formertwo groups, tired of the long wait, formed a protest outside the

strongholds of the twoclan lcadersthis weck, in a peaccfulshowof feclings. They
said that:

(1)they wished to be re-enlisted properly;

(2) they were ready to resume their national duties:

(3) they wished to be treated as a national body and not as a clan militia:

(4) they wanted to be paid for their past and present services.

The clan leaders assured them that their points were well taken.

T H E S O M A L I D I S A S T E R

ByH.M. Jama, H i l i n Columnist

Fighting of any sort brings with it nothing but woe and destruction. Armed

confrontations are the worst. They engulf both instigators and bystanders alike.

It is understandable that combatants wish for each other defeat and total

subjugation. But what about the millions who were standing at the sidelines as

innocent spectators, who only followed the turn o f events as they were given them.

It is usually these citizens that suffer most. Hence, there is no victor in combats

of this sort, since the actual victims - the bystanders - and the means by which they

are dragged into the events, leave a permanent black mark on the consciencesot
both combatants.

Let us look at three recent world events. First, there is Iraq, the mighicstof
the Arab nations in firepower, invading a sister Arab State, Kuwait. h e e

roops spare no tricksin pillaging Kuwait City andi chase bothnitsi Emirs and citizens

away, bare-footed and bewildered. The aggressortells the world that it has done

nothing but take back a piece of land that always belonged to it.

the Jordanian Desert.

The people are now back in Kuwait and the Emirs are reinstated. But did

anybody take the trouble to askhow the women who were raped andlootedatthe

frontiers survived? Perhaps one should exchanges confidences with those who

came through the chilly, biting nights and the equally distressing,,bakingdays of
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Second, asCore ofthe richest, most powerful nations in the world gang up on
tsaidto bec the ousting of Iraqi troops from Kuwaiti soil.

heard during the ensuing weeks: neutralize IraqiTHootherrobjectives cameto be
J. Theobjective

was said

mclear capabilities and overthrow Saddam Hussein. The first was realized
hrough thousands andthousands of

Basra in Iraq-properandthcir civilian population. We cannot, in all probability,
Nelievethat all those bombs fell on military targets. The second objective was a

failure. Not even one strand of Saddam's hair was touched. The wrath and

of air raids made on cities like Baghdad and

aion of the Westem countries only made unwilling victims of the Iragi
population. The wailing babies, denied their milk bythe current tradeembargo
snd those crazed by the falling bombs, have a story to telI.

The third example is how the rest of the world made inaproportionate amounts
ofnoise and opted on an equally mad choice by practising their nuclear power
arsenals on an uninvolved population. This same world kept its distance and
banned its media from actually reporting and armed confrontation championed
and largely masterminded by the America of George Bush. Inshort, the world

ignored everything and everybody unless sanctioned or favoured by the U. S. and
is allies in OPERATION DESERT STORM.

Imy readers cannot at all picture these events for themselves, they can aska
Somali. Any man in the street will tell youof how it feels to be displaced and
ispossessed; of how maddening and unfair it is to be caught in the crossfire; to
be shot at, shelled, beaten and looted: of how inadequate and impotent a whole
auon feels when slightedor totally exposed to anewsblackout; ofhow one sleeps

1O thechatter of machine guns overhead and awakens toa cold fire. Ask to your
eartscontent, and I promise you will need no other authority on the subject after
you've asked a Somali.

C U T O F F A N D U N C A R E DFOR

S o m a l i s Shou ld Reshuf f le T h e i r C a r d s

By Hassan M . Jama, H i l i n co lumn is t

Somuchhappened, Much, much more than whatcan be given justice in a mere
Outline is meant for an indifferent world. A world for whon Somalia and its
roublesome Somalis remain a delible question mark. A world whose media-led
policy-makers find their contraversial UNITAs runaway Balkan states, and
Doverty-stricken Sudans to be nothing more than weaving intrigues, to bespliced
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open at will, making more engrossing and rewarding readingin their books. A

world whose values rest more self gratification and muscle-flexing, asiinthecase

of tiny Grenada, or the more recent Iraqi debacle, making naught of its much

publicized concerm for human betterment and individual dignity.

If recent dictionary cditions have not changed the defination of"concern" to
another that is moresuitable foremerging superpowers, then wee Somalis are more

dense than what Inormally would have thought. I wouldsay we missedIthe writing

on the wall by a long mile. The message, loud and clear, spelt out our

insignificance to the global power games.

The painofbeing ignored is exacerbated a thousand--foldbytwenty-plusyyears

of progress toward near-annihilation h i c h still hasn't come to a satisfacte
conclusion,even after nine post Barre months.

R E - A P P R A I S A L

I

Once we come to terms w i th our none-too-encourging situation, and its equally

bleak undertones, we ought to give more thought to the prerogatives that we

should.

(a) Re-appraise our foreign relations, and seriously reconsider our positon with

the rest of the world. To do that, we have been representing our case to the

international community. That our begging bowlremains empty after nine long

months, and after all of us, from the people at the very top to the dazed men and

women in the street, made a clamour loud enough to be heardbeyond the beyond,

suffices for a reply.

(b) To priorily ask for humane assistance in f o r basic necessities:

(1)bread and

(2) shelter for the displaced, dispossessed, and disabled

(3) a workable design for national reconciliation and the cessation of all

hostilities--verbal, physical, or otherwise, and

(4) no-strings-attached material and political input that can chart uss out ofthe

Siyad-Barre-regime muddied waters.

Thatthe most vulnerablein cour midst double and quadruple bbythe day,tothis

day, is a valid proof of the futility of our fecble efforts; i
efforts; it is also in indicationof

those among us who have been misappropriating, embezzling, robbing, and

hoarding what little aid has been flown or floated to our Out-stretched hands.

We must look inward unto ourselves, andour inner resevoirs, for courage and
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uidancetorectifyourille, multiplythe gains,and facetthe world as equal partners.

We oughtto divest ourselves of the apathy and self-abasement that have

Aandicappedand

(orward, no

d characterised ussince thelate1960s. The will to take afirmstep

matter on whose

Rnvilitytotheelargelyunctious, self.

developing world.

toes we tread in the process, should supercede

,self-importantZ-classpoliticians whohamper the

We can no longer trust leaders whose only claim tothe positions they Occupy

isthe ability to keep their respective clan-elders grinning, well-satisfied on

shoulder-to shoulder,, and pull strongly against thenational loot. If we stand
devastating troubles of atribal Pandora'sSBox,) we willsurely overcome the current

eational disorientation. If by design or omission we lose the right to ass

wishes on the leadership, we wi l l never be able t o retrieve it again without

acrificing sO much more than can be saved i f only we actmore judiciously. Unless
we discard the worm-out shoes of Siyad Barre, and go to the politcal cobbler for

a new,custom-made pair of our oWn,we wil l be piling more woes on ourselves

Io elernity.

tni ouilogmobom bas m *

Bravo, So far, so good!

log boend -nsloolzovisitoila aogmooool g
odlbrololiollgohio MAIL BAG

* * * * Y l o l a l .

Tothe Editor

HILIN WEEKLY GAZETTE

Mogadishu

TOur presentations are both highly journalisticand informative. With the

Ppropriatepolitical, economic,and social enviroments, HILINcouldbeofworld

standard, S.W. Herzi
Mogadishu

There is nodoubt that the corrupt clan leaders playeda major role in the

destruction of the counry during the past nine months. In their hasty effort to
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Snatch power,the clan leadersappliedthe infamous Siyad Barretactics of "divide
andrule" tothe USCfile and rank. They created clan militia,headed by nomadic



clan elders, so there could never be a USC army under a single command. Toser
up anational army isundesirable to them.

from looters; more than seventy percent was availble atthetimeSiyad Barrefled.
During their rule, they did nothing to save government equipmentand\offices

The looting and destruction continue to thiss day, and nothing discernableisdone

to stop them.

These,and many other things, showthat this group first served iitself,and that

their only goal is to enrich themsclves at the expense of the poor.

I say: "Please thinkkof what is good forthis country andlitsi people. Ifyou can't,
i t is not shameful t o defect and lay down your wcapons.

Hurrah,Mr. Baffo!Your article on tribalism and modern politics in Somalia

was quite fascinating. Inever gave up hope that one day an expert would come

forth who could put forth contemporary alternatives to clan-based politics. Please

develop the contents to a more acceptable and applicable level whch can serve

as a check and balance system for government.

oleibegolM

Ismail Ahmed Noor

Mogadishu

E lm i Mirreh

Mogadishu.

The unification of the two parts of Somalia in 1960 was voluntary. If that unity

was not based on the desires of the two peoples, it would have been impossible for

the political parties andregional leaders of that day to realise it.

If that unity had not taken place in 1960, it is beyond doubt that the two regions

would have remained as sister states. Ifnow those twopeoples decide to stay apar,

Ibelieve there is no power in the world that can hinder it.

The responsibility to create an atmosphere whereby Somalis, wherever iey
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are, can live together in peace and mutual respect lies solely onthe shouldersof

leaders and intellectuals. They can start by affording due respecttothe bilateral

agreements, and by the careful handling of the mass media, Insults and

misinformation broadcasted through the radios or written in newspapers wwould

serve nothing but to create more discord and greater alienationamong us. One



ougnt to remember that we are undergoing a difficultand very sensitive period inOur history.

Congratulations for a good start! There was a real need for credibleEnglish
language newspaper like yours. Nationals, both here and abroad, who are
interested in Somali affairs need factual reports from Sornalia.

May we suggest that youpresent us with more constructive articles. We reserve
ur finaljudgement, however, tillwe see more of youin the near future.

Ibrahim H. Mohamed
Mogadishu

In your Sunday issue, Mr. Shirwa outlined procedures that should govern the
election of aworthy administration, that would be able to rescue thepeople from
a already sinking vessel. But he forgot a "should be" article that should have

Rtceded this one, in order to put a fragmented USCin one jug.The USC,I believe,

5OVernment will be formed in the near future.

isthe main and basic organ the new government will be based on. But since the
eaders of the splinter groups are at loggerhecads, I very much doubt if a viable

lid

Qassim H. A,
Ali F. A.,

o s l o Omar A. H.
b M o g a d i s h u

destrucionin Mogadishu?

alignand he division of cabinet posts, but none of them mentions the carnage
Inote with regret that almost all your readers concentrate of future adminis-

Mogadishu. Isitpossiblethatthey werein league withthe perpetratorsof death,
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Mogadishu

A.A.Yusuf

Dispossessed & Displaced



I support an interim government which cabinet

portfolios and would not givespecial favourstto any particular organisation. But

alas, I doubt if the USC has even one powerful figurein its favour in thetopfive

will equitably distribute

leading hawks of an interim government, while others have!

DIPLOMATIC OFFENSIVE FROM NAIROBI

By Hilin reporters

Elmi Mirreh

Mogadishu

Mogadishu - Unconfirmed reports reaching here claim that there are intensive

meetings andconsultations taking place inNairobi, Kenya, among members of the

SSDF,SPM,USPF and USP. In other words, all are of the Darood clan.

According tothese reports, the parties are deeply divided on the issues that

were discussed. It will be extremely difficult for them to reach a unified political
strategy.

Tactical lines in the Nairobi organisations differ. They can be put into three

categories:

Put weight behind the reconciliation conferences, cooperate with the USC

and take part in an interim government;

Condemn the reconcilliation conferences, establish a united Darood army

and wage a war against the USC and interim government; and

* Refrain from hostilitiesbutestablish parallel local administrations: Puntland

Republic in the Bari region, parts of Nugal and parts ofMudug region; and

Jubland Republic in southern areas, controlled by their forces. Negouais

with them on possible federation treaties so as to share power with the

Hawiye on an equal basis.

It is not yet known which of the three positions is strongest. I is expected,

however,that the conference willcome up with a unified srateg) Suo

The reports also reveal that the other organizations are exerting pressure on

USPF (Marehan) toget ridofMohamed Siyad Ii Siyad Barre immediately. Italyand Egypt

are both said to be ready to give him asylum.
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Delegations from SPM and SSDE, who were recently in Mogadishu, are



attending the Nairobiconference. A delegation led by USC officials secretly left
for NNairobi toattend the conference also. The participation ofthe USC delegation
gives nationall significanceto what otherwise would have been a clan conference.

Its outcome istherefore expected to influence the balance of power on clan
politics. The Consequences of this conference are, however,not easy to forecast

with any true authority. That the entire Darood clan give full support to the

reconcilliation conference and the realisation of national stability is one option.

An all-out war, more bloodshed and further instability is another option. A

disagreement on a common strategy and a possible gult among the different
Darood factions is yet another option.

KENYAN REFUGEES

e Find The Going Rough

Mogadishu - It is running into the second year since the inflow of Kenyan
refugees into Somalia began. Unlike other refugee cases where people are forced
1o leave their country, the Kenyan refugees of Somali ethnic origin were not the
Victims of internal war. The Kenyan government did not have legitimate reasons

forthe expulsion of a section of the Kenyan community. The refugees themselves
do not understand the actual reasons behind their expulsions and subsequent

dsplacements. What they do know is the fact that theirdeportation to neighbouring
Somalia was entirely illegal and unconstitutional. The so-called screening of
Aenyans of Somaliethnicorigin was by itselfunlawful. According to the chairman

e Kenya LawSociety, "It was not only unconstitutional but a very sad day for
henyan justice and an abuse in international laws and norms".

Private homes. In some

By Ismail Mohamed Sheikh

e method used to arrest, detain and deport the refugees was extremely ugly,
inhumane and brutal, Administration policemen fromspecial tribes were engaged
andtheir mission was carried out very secretly. Since no legal process was used,

hey wereegiven afree handto manhandle people the hard way. People were picked
pfromthestreets, some dragged out of cars, while others were invaded in their

Notasingle

Some cases, victims were clubed and identification papers

Slhey were forced into a police van which carried them to a detention camp at
Unbakasi., person deported was charged in a court of law; none were

Bven access to legal advice or defence. The most inhuman aspect of the
Meyoration wasthat no one was allowed to contact his family members, or was

blaranteed he safety of his property. It was a bonanza for both criminals and
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corrupt members of the security forces.

The worst consequence of this move is the sçparation of families, where

children remain withoutparents.

It is very sadthat the Kenyan government never changed or corrected its

mistakes.

The Kenyan refugecs express their gratitude to the Somalipublic, but claim

they have suffered heavily from the negligence and total indifference onthe par

of the former Somaligovermment.

Inretrospect, the refugees now believetthat their deportation was a clandestine

agreement between Siyad Barre and the Kenyan government. The deportees

simply fell victim totheliberation war which wasgoingon in Somalia. Theirtribal

affinity to those struggling to topple the Siyad Barre regime was considered as a

sort of support for the war.

It is very unfortunate that the plight of the Kenyan refugees was worsened as

a consequenceof the Somalicivilwar. It is sad that those who used to care for them

are themselves faced with identical economic problems and are unable to provide

any assistance.

Therefore, unless immediate and timely governmental and international aid is

received, the refugees have no other alternative but to learn to live in abject

poverty, hunger, and lackofmedical care. The dangers ofableak future loom large

over their heads. The refugees have received no humanitarian assistance worth

mentioning during their stay in Somalia. All told,the relief assistance received

cannot cOver even twenty per cent of the refugees' needs. It should be noted that

the refugee populace numberedabout 16,000 people, and others were lately forced

Out of their country inthe same way. They include a sizeable number of children,

some bornin Somalia, and some elderly and sick people.

ORGANISATIONS RELEASE OFFICIAL STATEMENTS

By Hi l in Reporter

Mogadishu - Following the violent disturbances that entangled Mogadishu,

political organisations here released statements both condolences tothe effected

people, andon their respective positions onSon inter-related issues onn current Somali

politics.

The first came out from SDA, USF, SSDF, SDM, and SPM.
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in verbatim, in its original English Version:

in ameeting held by five signatories of the SomaliReconciliation Confer

ence, the parties had a lengthy discussion on the present security and political
situation in Somalia, particularly in the capital, Mogadishu.

"In this meeting held in the wake of the recent fighting, the following
resolutions were made:

2

1. The above parties are deeply sorry and touched by the incidents and
unexpected armed conflicts in the capital in which large number of
innocent citizens, young and oldwere killed and injured and many others

lost their properties through looting and destruction by artillery fire.

"Further to this,the parties send their condolences to the Somali people

everywhere and in particular to those who lost their lives and properties,
and pray God, and Almighty, to bless their souls.

"The parties alsoemphatically declare t o the Somali people wherever
they are to observe in full ánd implement the joint reconciliation
agreement already reached by the six parties, namely, USF, SDM, SDA,
USC, SSDF, and SPM which we believe enshrine the aspirations

unity o f the Somali people.

REFUGEES IN THEIROWN LAND

By A. Y. Artan and A. M. Shirwa, Hilin Gazzette.

Inthe compoundof formerDeputy Prime Minister, General Mohamed Abshir

Musa 'shouse, 3,500 displaced people, the majority of which belonged to hs clan,
deMajeerteen, sought refuge. The house is opposite Villa Baidoa. Most of these

Poople were driven there by fear of persecution,a few weeks after Siyad Barre fled
apilal, Itwas the beginning ofan era when the fight for the liberation of the

Country took an ugly turn.

Thermajority of these people were Mogadishu residents, with their own houses,
businesses, and government jobs. But there were also some fromthe outlying

egions, who had suffered and survived similar terrors. All of these people had

arived with their lives only.

Morhyfor sheep, let alone human

No space remainsvacant over allthe compound. The struetures are not even

Vatched chicken coops that can neither keep away rain, nor any other severe

lement. All other Camps share these sorry "shelters", as a matter of record.

beings. In fact, one can describe it as hastily
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Mohamed Saced Farah, 50, owned a foodstuffsstorein EI-gab,thecentre. His

store was looted and the last of his spilled grains was swept away.

"Iam a hostage of circumstances here. Myfamily managed to flec. Ihave not
the least idea of their whereabouts or conditions", he said.

Ibado Farah, 55, said she came originallly from Ethiopia along with fifteen
other memberss of her family. They settled in the North. The war there took two
of her sons away. The rest travelled hereto Mogadishu. Relatives bought them

a house. Once again, two more of her sons fell under the bullets of the armed

struggle against Siyad Barre carlier this year. Another was wounded, butsurvived.
Ibado herself sports two bullet wounds on her shoulder, sustained when some
armed gangs attacked her compound several months ago.

"Iam planning to find my way back toEthiopiawith surviving membersofmy
family", she told us. The people in her charge include her senile mother.

Haali Gashaan, who we met in the compound, arrived from Galgaduud, with
Six ofherchildren, just before the final showdown began in Mogadishu. She said

that she and her kids had been compelled to move to the camp because of the

Scarcity of rations and the constant worries. She now lives with some distant
relatives in the Medina suburb of Mogadishu.

The greatestdifficulties thesepeople face are lack of food supply and medical
care. Since the General left Mogadishua few monthsago, MohamedSheikhElmi,
a member of the compound committee, said food became more scarce and its
delivery less attended to and more difficult.

"We have not received a single kilo of food for the past couple of months," he

said. "The ICRCand the Islamic Foundation (Rabidat AlIslam) were our main

donors. The ICRC, for example,used to give us forkilogrammes of food grans

and one litre of cooking oil per person per month," he added. He stated tnatou

ofthe total compound inhabitants, only seven hundred were provided for by the
charity organisations.

The people there also accuse the camp committee of mismanagement and

misappropriation of what little food is allocated to therefugees. They claimthat
Commitee members sellback a good nart of the food to the market for theiT own
personal gain.

When HILIN visited the camp, there was some food in the store.

store's entrance. There was alot ofjostling and indignant shoves going on. The

holding emptysacks,emptycooking utensils and plasticbags were crowded atthe

confusion at the entrance was

People

multiplied by gunfire heardinside. Despite
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erything, men were dragging bags of food out, obviously commandeered

mlaitly. Soon the women,the
sacks, were the only people left standing outside,shreiking their

mstrationand indignation.
heitemply

,the children,and those enfeebled by age, still clutching

"People from outside, whose names were not in the lists, snatched food from
rmouths," avery old woman, wrinkledand bentdouble by malnourishment, told

sOULSIde the store.

A Toyota Hilux, loaded with bags of rice and tins of cooking oil, was parked
k0-back with the store entrance. Whenwe enquired where the food was beinghack-to-back

ken. a man who claimed to be a committee-member told us that it was for the
Deneral's family. The people, however, say it is lie and that no such food goes to
he General's house. It is the Committee, they say, that uses the General's name
for their own ends.

All this time, gunfire was heard inside the food store. Out of nowhere, an
amoured personnelcarrierappeared andhit the store's wall. It lefta gaping hole.
The people were not greatly alarmed and seemed to be quite familiar with what
appeared to us to be strange events.

A young mother in her mid-twenties, one of those who had been left outside
tO Teturn empty-handed, confided to us that she had delivered a baby while here
and she had nowhere to turn - no milk for the baby, no clothes for herselfand the
Child and no food to keep soul and flesh together.

"It is not an overstatement ifI tell you that my baby and Iwill die ofstarvation
Very soon," she cried. Otherpeople, themajority ofwhom are old, tellus that when
theyocan no longer tolerate the hunger and wantthat they are nowsuffering,they
WIllbe forced to throw dignity to the wind and go begging in the streets for titbits

FEBRUARY 21

and delivered a message from Nigerian President, Ibrahim Babangida,thecurrent
Nigerian Foreign Minister, Major-General Nwachukwa, arrived here today

chairman of the Organisation of African Unity (OAU), to General Robleh,
regarding the tragic situation in Somalia.

GeneralI Nwachukwa told journalists that theeOAU Would welcome UN peace-
keeping forces in Mogadishu, to monitor the ceasefire signed in New York.
Barlier, the Nigerian Foreign Minister had met with General Kayse, but it is not
known what transpired between the two men. Sources at the meeting said thatGeneral Kayse had acceptedthe ceasefire,
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Shellingcontinued all
the battleficld.

FEBRUARY 25

all night and morning, with bothsidesclaiming victoryin

A nine-man delegation from the United Nations,the OAU, the Arab League

and the Islamic Conference Organisation(CO), are expectedto arrivel heretoday
towitness the signature of the ceasefire agrecment.

The fighting is gaining momentum in both sections of the divided city. This

moming, a ship carrying humanitarian food aid to the starving people of

Mogadishuwas forced to tum away after it was fired upon twice by anti-aircraft

guns.

The Central Fuel Depot was set on fire. Thousands of cubic metres offfuel was

cither burmt or spilled into the sea, polluting the environment and endangering

marine life. This act of sabotage will also severely affect the city's erratic water
supply,seeing as it depends on diesel fuel.

M A R C H 3

The ceasefire sponsored by the United Nations was signed here today, but

General Kayse's forces fired artillery salvos not far from where the UN, OAU, the

Arab League and I C Oofficials were meeting with General Robleh to sign the

truce. One person was killed.

M A R C H 2 6

The fragile ceasefire is holding, and both sides agreed to jointly operate the

airportand seaports to facilitate the distribution of emergency aid. The UN will
end fifty peacekeeping forces to Mogadishu.
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E P I L O G U E

The firstquestion everybody asks the moment they learn that I managed to

CScape from Mogadishu is,"How didid youget out of that hell?" I've been asked this
question an averageaverage of twice a weck for the past eight months.

I hoarded a UN chartered Tupolov aircraft with only the clothes on my back,
leaving everything clse behind. Isat in the Jomo Kenyatta International Airport
n Nairobithinking about what Ihad gone through. It didn't seem possible, just
nol DOSsible, to have been where I was beforc, and to be where I was then, all in
the same afternoon.

Oneof the correspondents from the French news agency who had been on the
plane with me was siting opposite, also by himself. We looked at each other,
shook our heads, and laughed. For a moment, I thought I had gone insane asa
result of what I had witnessed during the past eighteen months.

Mogadishuwas a very bad place, but the airstrip in the north of the city was
the worst place on earth. There was nothing random about the shelling there.
There is no feeling in the world that compares with the feeling I felt as I became
airborne out of Mogadishu.

This is the story about a young photographer who failed to make it. He was
a tallSomali from the defunct Somali Films Agency in Mogadishu. He was
probably about twenty-five, although itwas not easy to guess the age of Somali
people due to the effects of the savage war and the starvation, Icouldn't tell the
aifference between a man of fifty and a boy of twelve.

The photographer was always smiling and his eyes never showed fatigue or
war - weariness. He gave the usual 300 US dollars fare to the pilot of the Cessna.
His passport in order, his bags packed, he was going through allof the last-minute
business of "gettingout," organising letters from triends totheir relatives to be
posted in Nairobi, exchanging addresses - "tell my son in Nairobito send money."

elc. (even though the postal services, like everything else in Mogadishu, had
collapsed long ago). By noon,the goodbyes and back-slapping had ended, He
picked up his hand-bags and started for the airstrip.

airstrip.

If the wind was right, one could hear the 37mmanti-aircraft guns starting in
the South of the city whenever a plane made itsapproachtothe airstrip. The first
Incoming artillery would precede the landing of the aircraftto board passengers
by seconds. Anyone waiting there tobe transported could do nothing, nothing at

all, because there were no trenches or hiding places anywhere around the dusty



a ride in a "technical" vehiclethatdropped

him at the perimeter. He dropped his laround, watchingthe

Cessna as it touched down. Then theshellingstarted. He ran, leapingoversome

shrubs. He lay out flat on the ground and|listened until there wasnothingleft to

The young photographer caught a ride in

listen to. The shelling stopped as quickly as it had started.

Back in the city, there was some surprise at his return, but no one said

anything. Anyonecan miss a plane. They allsimply slapped him onthe bback and

shand-bags and lookcd

wished him better luck the next time out.

The next morming,two of his friends went with him totheedgeof the airstrip

to see back home to saythat he had

gotten out for sure this time. An hou later, he came up the dirt road again,

smiling. He said that there had been a deudly shootout at the airstrip betweentwo

sub-clans over the ownership ofa shipmentof the drug Khat, imported daily from
Nairobiand the Cessna had left without him.

him o f f on his second attempt. They went back hon

He was stillthere smiling when Ileft the burning city. He probably made it
out eventually, but you can never be sure.

Everyone in Mogadishu had the same question, "How do I get out?"

This is what Reuters news agency said about my abrupt departure from
Mogadishu:

A F R A H S T R A G E D Y

There have been countless personal tragedies during Somalia's descent into
chaos, but one was closer to home than most. A t the height o f last year's civil war

in Mogadishu, Reuters long time correspondent, Mohamoud M. Afrah saw one

of his sons kil led in front o f him. He had to bury him on the spot.

His house destroyed, Afrah had to live in a shack on the beach. The Nairob?

office got a Kenyan entry visa for him, but contact was so difficult that they were

unable to pass it to him. Somnehow he managed to get a flight out and he finalily
made it to Nairobi in June. The Bureau had hearInothing ofhim forfive months.

Like so many Somali families, Afrah's is now scattered across the continent

After Siad Barre's fall, Afrah had spoken with optimism about Somalia's

future. He had stayed on as the only representative of an international news

organisation in the country and continued untilthe last possible momentfiling
copies on a fax / satphone.

Typically, when he walked intothe Nairobi office, the first thing he wanted

to do was to read the file.
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The fragile ceasefire brokered by the United Nations has been violated

Several times. When I left the city there were still many no-go areas. The
notorious Green line was still intact, and the sporadic shootings continued

allegedly bygangs of free lancers.

P O S T S C R I P T

The mass starvation, the daily dying, and the barbarity being committed
against defenselesscivilians is continuing as men with guns decide who eats and

who starves.

The conditions of the displaced and dispossessed persons at L ido Beach, and

all other shanty towns dotted across the countryside, are getting worse by the day.

There are crowds of enfeebled people, at ten every morning, waiting for the soup
kitchens to open, barely able to hold up their empty bowls.

When returning to the Beach after three weeks in the Bermuda Triangle, I

found twenty-five shallow graves close to the shore where I and m y friends wou ld

pass the time watching sea gulls. Many of the shacks had completely collapsed,

torm away by incoming arti l lery shells which had become heavy in this, once the

safest, areaof Mogadishu. A l l of myfriends had survived, but they were unhappy

about clan leaders who preached reconcil l iat ion, and then ordered their soldiers

L0shoot at random in the same breath.

As always, the rumour mills at the beach have been working overtime. For
example, some people say that they saw a submarine and an aircraft carrier which
they swear was the USS Kit ty Hawk!

One rumour, however, has been confirmed: The UN Secretary-General
BourosBoutros-Ghali has pushed harder than any other UN official for full -

fiedged military intervention in Somalia than in any African country since the
early 60's Katangacrisis in southern Zaire, but the world body failed toact in time
loprevent the Somali crisis before it became endemic.

It is true that bandit atacks on food convoys willmake it too dangerous for
the proposed five hundred Pakistani troops. Reliefworkers in Mogadishu told me
that at least twenty thousand fully equipped troops, mainly trom the United States
are vital inorder o feed 4.5 million hungry Somalis, and that UN should sponsor
a conference of national reconcillialion to resolve the Somali crisis once and for
all.

Nairobi(Kenya)
This was wri t ten before US Marines stormed Mogadishu - Decem

ber 9, 1992.
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MOGADISHU:A HELL ON EARTH

MOGADISHU: A HELL ON EARTH curdles the blood, becausethe
events mentioned in the Diary areterrible and the clan gunmen ruthless who
shoot first and ask questions later.

Mr. Afrah was born in the Somali capitalof Mogadishu in 1933. He studied
and worked in Kenya and Germany. Since 1972 he edited the nation's news
agencydaily bulletin, "SONNA" and doubled as Reuters correspondent
Somalia. In 1978 he has been the editor-in-chief of the English language
weekly, HEEGAN (Vigilance). In 1984 he received excellent evaluations
report from Reuters in London.
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M.M. AFRAH, farháus for his first book
TARGET: VILLA SOMALIAon the
raise and fall of former Somali dictator
Barre, now turns his attention to the
bloody factional fighting in Mogadishu.
Mercilessly he flays the clan leaders
and reveals the greed, guilt and the
wide scale massacre of tens of thou
sands of innocent civilians and the de

struction of the once beautiful city of
Mogadishu.
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