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

I LEVITICUS

"All the business of war, and indeed all the business of life, is to en-
deavour to find out what you don't know by what you do"

Arthur Waellessey
Ist Duke of Wellington
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This diary was possible because of the tireless and deligent work of Tam;

Steve Cooper of Taylor University, Upland, Indiana, U. S. A.; who aSSiS[c?d
every step - re-writting the manuscript and correcting the mjs.judgemcnlln
and spelling. Their friendship and sense of judgement guided this diary I: |
he final touch; the diary 1s as much thiers as mine. The couple spent W%k; |
reading the manuscripl and advising me as to the best way to put the messagé |
across 1o readers who are not familiar with the scenario in Somalia, in partic,. I

lar, and Africa in general.

I also acknowledge the editors and reporters of the HILIN newspaper for
their articles that added "spice" to this Diary. |

Simon Sossion of the Kenya Literature Bureau, is like the best of book
people, someone concerned with truth and accurancy. His reviews of my
first book TARGET: VILLA SOMALIA received wide acclaim in Kenya
dailies and weeklies, such as The Kenya Weekly Review, and The Sunday
Times and The Nation. He is a true collaborator and has the backbone and

Stamina of a team of editors. |

Jonathan Clayton, Nairobi Bureau Chief of Reuters news agency and his
Secretary Margaret Wainaina ( a born-again Christian) are thanked for their
continued moral and material support when I really needed them for my sur- |
vival in war-torn Somalia and later in Kenya. Thanks are also due to my wife, |
Mana, who endured my daily grumblings and repeated requests for more
patience and understandings.

M. M. Afrah.
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AUTHOR'S NOTE

While writing a diary about the civil war 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, [ wish to state as plainly as possible, for the
safety of those still living in Mogadishu, that, although the events described
in the diary are true, the names of the characters do not reflect the names
of any real persons, living or dead. The only exceptions are the names of
the OAU, Arab League, 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 of Somali clan leaders on both sides of the conflict will
disagree with Ali Dhuhul's stance regarding the factional fighting in Moga-
dishu: some will feel that he is too hard on one faction and too soft on
another. I hope 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 his army was defeated by the guerrillas of the

United Somali Congress (USC), and in the process they destroyed the

Somali capital 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 t0 geography, I have divided Mogadishu into two factional
strongholds. Only those who know the Somalis well will understand why I

did this.
Foreign correspondents re
visits still shudder uncontro

turning to Somalia for their second and third
llably at the memories that return {0 their minds:
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"), Yagshid, K4, Sinai, Bakaaraha, Shan-

————
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gani, Kaaraan, Yoobsan, ... every night I had envisioned myself dead in
one of those places.

I know 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 will remember 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 I have been very careful to ensure that all
of the events mentioned are accurate and to the point. .

M.M. Afrah
Nairobi, Kenya
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ACRONYMS OF MAJOR SOMALJ
GUERRILLA ORGANISATIONS

SNM Somali National Movement

USC United Somali Congress

SSDF Somali Salvation Democratic Front
SPM Somali Patriotic Movement

SDM Somali Democratic Movement
SNF Somali National Front

SDA Somali Democratic Alliance



Chapter One

Living in no man's Land



ONE

SEPTEMBER 2, 1991

_ The situation in Mogadishu is very tense as the struggle for power among Lh'e
top officials of the guerrilla organisation, the United Somali Copgress (USC) 1S
beginning to intensify. Some say that General Kayse had a falling out with his
rival. General Robleh, over the question of funding the USC forces after the
overthrow of former dictator, Major-General Mohamed Siyad Barre, in January
this year. This ill-conceived, irrational war 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 centre
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 out-
gunned by never less than eight to one.

We are all suffering from delayed shock. The city has been devastated by
carpet shellings.

SEPTEMBER 3,

- Horror and disgust! It has been a costly war. Thousands have been killed or
ma.imed and homes destroyed beyond recognition, as both sides are using heavy
artillery and anti-aircraft guns, training them on residential areas of the city. Iran
for my life as my own home came under heavy rocket attacks today.

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

justified in sending the flower of their youth to endure such hell in the name of the

clan? The carnage is sickening an : .
filled with shredg g and there seems to be no end to it. Hospitals are

s of broken humanity. In one instance I saw aman's intestines fall
::)lcli:: larmac after he was hit by shell fire. I saw men and women with eyeless
» Without noses, with shell splinters sticking out of their skulls. I listened

Lo men screaming like ; . :
as they gasped fgr e tortured animals. I watched them coughing up their lungs

Heaps of dirt ang rubble lay everywhere.



SEPTEMBER 4,

- People say that peace, until lost, is seldom valued. Comj
overthrow of the former dictator, the factional f ighting in M
justificd. Apparently some remnants of his supporters are bent on rockin Nngy
for ultcrior motives. Decath has become 0o commonplace to Matter the a
greatest products in Mogadishu these days are shooting and TUm(;uT"‘e W
morning to night thcy manufacture rumours, from night to morning they, n:S. fron,
ture shootings. Not only the soldiers are dying, but civillians are being kai';llirar,.

an outrageousrate. Itisacase of being damned if you do and dam nedif yoy 4 d
on'y

The chatter of machine guns rises in a crescendo over our heads, w
the whine of the bullets as they pass over us.

SEPTEMBER 3§,

- Uncertainty is still the name of the game here, even simple people can Sense
how volatile things have become. The worst of all is that every time I bégin 1o fy
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 batteries 1
strike targets close to our homes.

af
Ogadishy (, ter ih,

€ can hﬁar

From my window I can see houses set ablaze by shell fire during the night, now
burning fiercely. Wherever I 100k, fiery red and yellow flashes split the darkness
of the night, marking clearly the deadly path of the armoured attack.

A new sound mingles with the tank shells. It is the hollow, whining howl of
Sualin 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 in'front of my house just swung out and rumbled thunderously aitf
mounted jeeps, leaving dozens of spent shells and geysers of smoke and dust

Several bodies lay spread-eagle on the dirt road, some of them still gripping AK-
47s in one hand.

I'have been deaf for several hours following the shelling, and I am oy
suffering from shell shock.

ith

. 30 p.m. - Several shells just exploded across the road behind my hous?i;::ﬂ-

adeafening crash, Machine guns have been rattling visciously, butare B e fro
My roof collapsed under the impact of the shells. I was covered with debris

head to toe.
(he
I'can hear the heavy thudding of distant shell fire. In between the blasts:

2



sharper crack of tank shells can be heard. Our neighbour began to scream.

r!Lel'S gct ou
pefore we Know i

"you can't run about in the middle of an attack,” I told him. A rain of bullets
«truck the walls of our housc, almost tearing the door off its hinges.

Our neighb
cutopen by api

My son stood behind the window. He withdrew his Italian made tommy-gun
from 1LS hiding place in the kitchen.

"Not with that! We can'tdo anything with it, these boys are using heavy stuff,
« [ warned him nervously.

" know," he answered, stretching his arms upward at an angle with the
tommy-gun clutched in his hand, "I'll 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 the city 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.

t of here," my clder son said. "General Kayse's boys will be here

our intensified his scream. One of the walls of his house had been
cce of shrapnel. The scream died away ina few small, final grunts.

On the dirt road behind the mosque lay the carcasses of cows, blown up like
balloons, with their legs jutting stiffly 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 all over the streets out there," aman carrying
a six-month-old baby told me. Just then, a carpet of artillery was laid over our
quarters and I threw myself flat to the ground. A huge shell fell behind us, and
another burning house crashed in on itself. More screams from our neighbours
could be heard. The impact of the explosion partly destroyed the roof over my

bau“(}om. Bullets were flying again. We counted spraying bullets from fifteen
machine guns.

aml)fszﬂlhed:'nely after the rain of bullets, I jumped to my feet and rushed straight

Sime ::1 irt rqad, lrymg to join the strean:n gf people growing there, but my son

p_“<r ¢, saying that it was better to die in our own house than to die in the
ire. I agreed with him, confused with fear.



Today they used everything in their :_:lrsenals: field guns, how; -_—
tanks, infantry weapons and even anti-aircraft guns. The Stalin OI"ga!;], Mory,
here as BM42s are the worst. We lay flat under the bed making 0Ursc1\,c:‘ oy,

as possible. It seemed an eternity before life began to flow slowly ingq, . S S,
Cagy,
n.

Then came the mounted jeeps. They parked rightin front of oy door
men could be clearly seen sitting behind the huge 104 mm gung, yc“in'
other fornoapparent rcason. Twomen carrying AK 47 assault riflcs bursy;
house, demanding to know which clan we belonged to. I told them [Halﬂltnm,r
journalist working for the Reuters news agency, and showed them my pre.. ama
The card probably saved our lives. The men seemed very touchy ang :rﬁard.
happy; they were probably under the influence of Khat, a local druyg, 8ger.

Cvery

The ficld guns went off, and it felt as if my head was about to burs; Open
TS5 tank gun followed. The force of the explosion is impossible to dcscribc' i

tank gun is the devil's own invention.

Ten minutes later, the engine howled and the T55 began to move Slowly
forward, the earth shaking under its steel tracks, throwing stones and clumpyg o
carth high into the air. Several corrugated iron sheets flew from our neighboyy;
house and went twisting over the house-tops like pieces of paper in the wind,

4:30 a.m. - The battle still rages in the Stadium area. It is very easy to tell the
sharp crack of tank guns from the heavy booms of the field artillery. In between
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 faithful forthe
evening prayers as if nothing was happening! There was a lull in the fighting
during the night, apart from a few gunshots in the neighbourhood.

SEPTEMBER 6,

- 6:30 a.m. - As if by clockwork, artillery bombardment started. We came
under fire and I dove for cover. No one knows who is holding the upper hand. But
it seems that General Kayse's faction has been forced to retreat to the South-wes
of the city, judging from the sound of their guns - a big sigh of relief.

f
Perhaps because we'd had three days of non-stop fighting, with the ﬂuqalzs
more 1o come, the brief golden break lifted my heart and sent a singing hapPi™
through me. But there can be no aftermath without a storm ...



The continuing uncertainty as to when the next attack will come is the thing

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

A six inch shell exploded again in front of my door. 1 suffered only a mild
concussion, but it left me with a high-pitched singing sound in my ears - soft, but

persistent. refusing to go away. Itis driving me mad.

Attwelve noon T went (o the city for the first time in several weeks to examine
what damage had been caused during the fighting. The city looked as if it was
suffering from some particularly unplcaf;ant wasting disease. Gun-men seemed
10 be everywhere. Everything was in ruins. Broken tree stumps, burnt out cars,
and shallow graves were everywhere. The sight haunted me for many days. That
night I slept with my eyes open because everyone around me was carrying a gun
or hand grenades, any one of which could go off at any time, making it 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
torun 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 talk can restore our confidence.
SEPTEMBER 8,

- Weapons, weapons everywhere and bursts of machine gun shots are common
that we no longer raise an eyebrow. If the new "rulers" are serious, they should
disarm the civilians. Reports say that some 250,000 weapons of all types are in
Circulation in the capital alone. Guns, ammo, landmines, and anti-tank rockets are
ggenly on sale in the markets. An Ak-47 assault rifle costs as little as 35 US

llars. Even boys aged between 10 and 12 carry guns and hand grenades.

SEPTEMBER 9,

Capitfllﬁgz and religious .leaders are unable to curb the endemic violence in the
Wisdom, Thl:;e everyone is armed to the teeth and no one listens to their words of
e Varioys an:‘;;lalk of organising a huge security operation but skeptics say that
Cile severy) atte groups would never bend to any attempt to disarm them. They
intense gy, : mpts in the: past which were doomed to failure. Apprently an
8gle for power is going on between Kayse and Robleh, which could

5



spark off another round of bloody factional fighting in (e capi

there is an uneasy lull. Pital. By, for -
The situation is very tense, however. Observers predict anoth
fighting, more serious and brutal than the one we have just wi[nw Oung ,
hospitals, which like other institutions were looted and reduceq to(:ﬁs.ccl. The
height of the fighting, are overcrowded with patients, UInS a1,

mostly wq :
and elderly people, who have lost limbs, e, Ch”dren,

Tents are set up at all hospital compounds, in the corridors,
Doctors told me that many of their collegues have fled the war,

lives. Trucks carrying desperately needed drugs are comman
gangs to the blackmarket and are sold back to the ptients at e

and unde, reg,
Others lost
deered by g, el
Xoﬂﬁum[mkm‘
The majority of the male patients keep their assault rifles and hand-grenage,
under their hospital beds. A doctor told me that there are patients who arrived
the beginning of the civil war and now refuse to leave the relative safety of 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 witt
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.

A neutral clan is sponsoring a fragile ceasefire and is trying to coax the Qans

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

Li] - . m
Apparently each side is stockpiling food and weapons to have another £ :

the final victory- ceasefire or no ceasefire," my neighbour told me after returni’é
from the city this morning.

3¢ 3 3 3 e o e e e e s sk sk ok ok

. th
The month of October was uneventful, but we are all holding Ouf bre?

e e e e o o o s e e o o o e ke

NOVEMBER 17
Bunshots o tense fighting broke out today. Continous shellingsa™ " ¢ ¢

; ; stagl
ts have once again become a common feature. The city Was ho
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¢ shells and bullets of every size, speed, and calibre; rockets and rocket-

cof ¢ nades, all types of mortars and artillery, Stalin Organs and howitzers,
pmpcl_lcdg;i gsmm, 156mm, and 105mm, personnel carriers, tanks, anti-tank
including y ;;nti—ai“‘ran picces such as the 37mm and ZAW types were
enades an i with abandon from dusk to dawn. Even aircraft-carried-bombs

ontinuously uset ’ ‘ -
C ween modificd to be mounted on light trucks and used as artillery.
have DCC

All these weapons beat tom-toms of doom, death, and destruction in Mogan-
Jia T’hcv mowed down or showered the bewildered people cowering behind
?11:11:\ wall.c under previously bullet-perforated corrugated iron roofs.
TS .

amid the clatter of exploding missiles and mortars, the wails of bereaved
panc'nl& moans of mortally wounded victims, and above all, the alternating pleas
and imprecations of a despairing, hon‘ified.populat-ion rose to acrescendo only 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 guns continue 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 absolute power of weapons 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 well equipped,” which means that such a person has several
guns, Where the weapons come from is not, as arule, of interest to anybody. Most
Somalis cncourage any method of getting weapons.

NOVEMBER 25,
;:;curlnzsurhs have been seeping through that General Kayse has been wouded by
Vember 24c m?d to lead his forces. Nothing has been heard of him since
» Which substantiates the veracity of this rumour.
T_'he Generalg j
Inds of 4

. ener al Ban'e
Mnocen

i Sorpalia are no longer popular among the people. There are
es, jokes and rumours about them. Like the former dictator,

' u‘e)f Scream about peace while their forces destroy the city, killing
Ple with their rockets and tanks.

Lseem
S that the current outbreak of fighting is being conducted by bird-
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brained planners, as evidenced by the senseless destruction and the

e ma&q
innocent civilians. Are

Religious leaders, intellectuals and pnlilicians all over the world are
pletely ignoring the carnage in Mogandishu.  Even the World Muslim c
ence, currently taking place in Dakar, Senegal, is ignorant of he des
situation in Somalia, particulary in the capital. It seems to be 4 Cﬂnspir::me
silence by the world community. Apparently the Western powers, the Un? of
States in particular, are no longer interested in Somalia simply becayge it dﬂe;
have mineral resources and is no longer strategically important to WaShinm

DECEMBER 25,

- Today, people in the West celebrate Christmas. Today, Somalis Celebrate the
twenty-fourth day of continuous and savage war, several hundred timeg WOTse
than the September conflict. There is no end in sight despite an appeal by the Red
Cross to cease fire. No one pays heed to this call.

Om.
Onfe.

The entire city is in a state 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.

DECEMBER 26,

- This morning a number of mortars fell close to my house and the impac!
shook the walls and what was left of the windows. But general Kayse seemed 0
have difficulties in achieving his much-taunted "quick victory" against his
opponents because the war has dragged on for more than twenty -five days withgul
tangible achievements in the battlefields by either side. Each warring facuon
adopted theories and dogmas of human destruction, characterized by such phrases
as "betler death than to be dominated by the other side”. For this reason alone?

longer war is not ruled out, despite depletion of ammunition and war wearinesso?
the part of the combatants,

Daily screams of women and children signal direct hits by artillery shells and
mortars. - Hundreds of people have lost their lives in this manner. AN
neighbour's house received a direct hit and a woman by the name of Haly’
Habiba, asmallchild, and her watchmen were killed instantly. Hertwo daughte®
rccfwed njury from shrapnel. That is how I lost my son last week. No 0 ch-
replace him. The number of people who lost their lives cannot be calculated:

IS a savage war wi

thout precedence in the annals of history.



DECEMBER 27,

_ The war has now become a foutine affair, Shooting starts early in the
mormning and continues without lull until 6.30 pm., just like clockwork. Looters
are having a ficld day. They loot the houses whose owners have fled to the
countryside. Sometimes they even try to ransack a house right under the noses of
the owners. No onc can Slop them because they are so heavily armed. I exchanged
fire with some of these looters this morning when they tried to loot a neighbour’s
housc. 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
treet hold-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 for camel meat amidst the bomdardments.
It later transpired that the camel was hit by an incoming artillery shell. In ordinary
times, Somalis, as devout Muslims, do not eat flesh of animals 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
of their 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. 1 am writing this entry under heavy bombardment. My
dining table is my only cover, at least against the flying shrapnel, if not the shells
and mortars. It is reinforced with mattresses and a large carpet, and I feel a bit
safer under it by making myself smaller. I counted more than thirty Shilka bullets
as they fell through the roof of my house.

The forces loyal to General Robleh had been on the defensive until now, but
today they are on the offensive which could change the conditions of the war in
tt]cu favour because of their numerical strength --they outnumber their opponents
:ﬂﬂ o one. General Kayse has now realized that he is dealing with strong
RD‘:;::Q% and his earlier claim that he would destroy the forces loyal to General

in two days has been proven false.

jwﬁlﬁ‘slind'ehl%h - pitf:hed scream made me drop to the floor; there was aloud bang
neighbour °h my window and shrapnel pattered against the walls of my next-door
g3 8 house. | wan{cd for number two -- they always come in twos. This

was much closer, just below the window. The blast made my windows

9
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rattle furiously and the walls took another peppering.

A large chunk of jagged metal lay. in the m.iddle: of the sitting room, |
have flown in through the shattered window, sliced its way through, e t,"_lugl

and dropped tamely into the sitting room, only slightly chipping ONe of the cll:ugn‘
It was still warm. airy

As I tried to snatch a few minutes of sleep under my makeshif shelter 1
the renewed thump of mortars exploding across the sandy road. | Seems!a q i:?;d
Robleh forces are making a final attack. ‘

Until now they were not a warrior clan, and they haven't many big g, ,
from the odd AK-47 and M-16 rifles. On the other hand, Genera] Kayse's fofg?;
have the heavy weapons, including tanks, APCs, Stalin Organs, and howiucr;
completely under his thumbs, and that was the key to the situation until 5 few days
ago when supporters of General Robleh managed to reassemble a fey field gung

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 from
the Italian news agency, ANSA, and glambered onto a badly damaged Land
Rover, expropriated from the World Bank office in Mogadishu, and drove &
General Kayse's stronghold, breaking all known world records.

Journalisis, cards usually received a courteous onward wave before ¢
{actional fighting broke out, but when we tried to cross the line which now divid®
the city, after surviving several close encounters with death along the wayﬁ
Efgd@f ely guerrilla leader in charge of several armed teenagers signalled 10 onhc
H:T&Egzzcw Sélam us on chz.irges of spying for the other side. There i a mdﬁ?g o
carryir Puon that Somali nationals working for foreign news media are vl

/11" 0n the dirty work of imperialist governments." Crossing the 1In¢?

Lo be :
very dangeroys and lime -consuming. G

As ' Lof
buildfnwirv e? "iCrrogated, several rockets burst through the southern “’al s
as Lheregarew 'oh we were helg, Everybody tried to scramble under lhefe sectio”

o few buildings in Mogandishu with basements. A who

of the byj|d; .
Ih d‘"ldmg received direct hits from the twelve-barrelled Katyusha> b
ad beep civl
but ugyg) th Shot at on numerous occasions during the first days Of the es 10 e

¢ had been something to hide behind. But when it €©
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the Stalin Organs) there was no where to hide. The only solution was

has (
Katyush? d hope for the best.

o lic down an .
n as there was lull, we boarded the commandeered World Bank vehicle
e Smhca;-ny armed escorts and arrived home only to discover that my house
i I qV « ’
il ympletely demolished, and the whole neighbourhood deserted, save for
(

W C . : T
was ¢ dead bodics laying on the sides of streets and in ditches.

dozens of .

There wasn't a day when some militia man didn"t ask me what | was doing in
a demolished house in a dcscrlql village. S()mell_mcs a local guerrilla leader
would ask me whether I was spying for the other side,

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

I'd get so nervous that I would start laughing. I'told him that I wasn't planning
(0 leave my house, and that nothing was going to happen to me.

Even then, they kept coming. Sometimes they talked as if killing 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, two hardened militia came to me, taunting me with death:

"Too bad you weren't with us yesterday when we killed so many of them, you
would be tired counting them, "they would boast.

"How can you shoot women and children?" [ 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 to put 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 feudin
Propelled
lhrough th
Prove the
destrucy

g militia men equipped with automatic weapons, rocket-
grenades, and mounted vehicles, known here as "technicals," roam
€ streets. Most of them are boys - aged between ten to fourteen out to
0: aljlllanhood. At l.hal tender age, they have seen rape, death and
around them; it would be very difficult to rehabilitate them.

30p.m, . : .
that 1 gp Wﬂn(l.)cl:je :)he" landed in the middle of a pile of bodies, making a mess

al four of e inswni::e’m up. Another rocket landed on grave-diggers, killing

Once begy;
2 gy 35'&’!5’1 and peaceful, Mogadishu looked like the final reel of "The Day
Ity whose streets held nothing but refuse, bloated bodies, wind-
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blown papers, burnt-out cars, and spent shells. The trees along the r,,
as if they had been struck by lightning. An epidemic of plagye ey i[lds l””kcq
nobody seemed to care. > 1Care ™

DECEMBER 30,

- The war continues unabated. Despite General Kayse's atterm
feeling of normalcy, the frightened people who remained in the devastarey
were staying at home. The "bush telegraph” told everyone about the .. ;d City
the war. The radio station controlled by General Kayse said that an ofﬁciagj :":f% of
International Committee of the Red Cross was killed at De Martini Hospital T[:F
radio station said that the official and a Somali colleague were sprayed ‘éithﬁ
machine gun by a certain tribal chief. No further details were given, ;

DECEMBER 31,

- As the year ends, the fighting spirit of both sides is somewhat slackening,
perhaps to exhaustion and war-weariness. Shots, for example, are no longer fireg
indiscriminately, but sparingly.

pt lf] gcncrmp

One thing is certain: the tanks have run out of shells and are reportedly sitting
idle near the old Parliament Square. Nobody seems to know what to do with them,
Some enterprising fellows are pumping the fuel out of them and are laughingall
the way to the fuel market at Sinai. Due to acute shortage of fuel in Mogadishu
the price has sky-rocketed.

Another T-55 tank plunged into the sea behind the old Secondo Lido. T
entire crew was killed instantly. Isaw an abandoned APC. It was undamagd
Apparently it had run out of fuel and ammo.

As aresult, the militia men resorted to mortars and sniping. There WaS_ﬂs‘"gic
sniper with a G-3 long-range rifle who shot every moving thing from a tuny T
in the Chinese-built Mogadishu stadium. During the day he fired at *"?"‘?‘.””"Eﬁ
that moved, including stray dogs and cats. When General Robleh's milita m
fired on his position with mortars and recoilless rifles he-would disappear 0
concrete hole and wait. "Technicals” fired the 105 mm field guns 8t hlml;shas
when they were through, he would come up again and fire. Finally, - Kzlzraﬂ
were called in, and for ten minutes the air above the stadium was black anff sever
from the strike, When all of it cleared, the sniper popped up and fired 0 |
rounds in the air, and everyone cheered and laughed and lefl him alof®

JANUARY 1, 1992 j

; acted W
~ItisNew Year's Day, and in the morning the usual dawn battle s
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|| fire-arms, until four in the afternoon, when it gathered momentum.
sma

0 snatch a few hours of slecp at night, usually from eight in the evening
rl ?i’n the morning, when I literally crawl to the bathroom. Food and water are
\Y
10 Iomi“g more and more scarce every day.

((js ironic thal the Muezzin continues to call the faithful to prayers even amid
he hcs" v 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
pmgrcgqing_ Same weapons, same offensive and counter-offensive, and no one

seems to be holding the upper hand so far.

The 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, with both sides using long-range
artillery. Itis deafening. The fire is very close again. The pattern is the same: 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 of ending.

JANUARY 2,

- General Kayse today claims that his offers fora ceasefire have been ignored.
This claim took everybody by surprise, because nobody had heard him offer a
ceascfire since the war started. Perhaps the General is trying to find a way out of
the 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
bﬂtllcﬁeld.

; nilllls afternoon, when a neighbour and I returned from scavenging for food and

backy ade%thcr, we found the five-day old corpse of a militia man stretched in my

in on h.is fc corpse was the worst thing wg had ever seen, utterly mutilated, the

show e Weace drawn back tightly like stretched leather, so that all his teeth
+ e Were outraged that he had not been buried or at least covered.

3:30 :

have g gnl:d i An unconfirmed report said that supporters of General Robleh
indicaeq that (§ former Presidential Palace, Villa Somalia. The report also
Positi cneral Kayse's forces have evacuated many other strategic

ns th : )
althey had held since the ousting of the former dictator eleven months
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- N
ago. If confirmed, this report would indicate a great loss for Genery) Ka

Palace is on a hill overlooking the city and anyone holding it wij hagge - Te l
choice of targets. amp,

This is a senseless and brutal war. Men kill without compunction,
with hatred in their eyes, is calling the others terrorists and war-mongers i
- without exception - indulge in killing, rape, and looting, The Sl Ofena!
victims means nothing. Blind madness! Someone must have taught these killllle
how to exercise each execution without mercy. No one isimmune. Eyen the reTs
still remaining foreigners (mostly Arabs from Yemen) are murdered iy me;
blood. their homes looted, their wives and daughters raped. Mogadighy e
veritable hell on earth.

Each

6:15 p.m. - The evening prayers of Maghreb were over. Darkness descendeg
and the shootings could be heard in the distance. But the rest of the night wag
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 walked
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 tha

the man was doped to the eyeballs - most of the militia men chew the drug Khal
which makes them crazy.

He also told me about militia men who used civilians as shields. He said (¢}

would chain themselves to their machine guns and die on the spot rather than fai
the clan.

Yesterday's rumours that the Palace was stormed by General Robleh's forces

were contradicted convincingly. It now appears that there was a last minut hitc
and the storming was postponed.

The rapid gunfire from General Kayse's faction created the illusion that th¢!
were much larger and more hysterical than they actually were.

o | e
Fighting is reportedly taking place at the Police Headquarters, n0t far %%

Palace and the radio station, T i . a four-story 0%
building, . The Police Headquarters is a

. ngl¢)
and General Robleh's supporters (mainly from the Bermuda T“aﬂg ol

::ll ::a"fha difficult time in dislodging General Kayse's men, numberiné
0 hundred well-armed and battle-hardened guerrillas.
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_ Something strange happened in the heat of this summer morning. The sun
ht at dawn and continued to shine all day. The early morning skies were
lue. Tt was the first time since the conflict started that anyone saw
 instcad of bending to walk or crawl, we began to walk upright.
There was almost no shelling. We knew this would not last long. For those few
hours Our residential area had l.hc alm0§phcrc of areprieve. On the road I met the
Mueczzin by the name of Sheikh Abdi, who, like myself had refused to leave.
Secing his incredible pleasure at the miracle of this morning, I bade him "Nabad”

(Peacc) to which he replied, "Waa Nabab".

was brig
blue, brilhant b
a clcan sky, anc

The area did not secem 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
that. In the carly moming light, the place looked sharp and tranquil, like the
perfect day to take a book and lie under the trees for the afternoon.

"It seems as if they have run out of steam," I said. Sheikh Abdi just laughed.

"Don't pay any attention to the brief lull,” he said. His voice sounded very
plaintive and lonely.

"I hope it will last long enough to enable us to scrounge for food from the rear

]

arcas .

We continued to talk as we walked on together. He told me about his mosque,
and the names of some of the faithfuls who had been killed. I listened in silence.

At every street corner and intersection there were ragtag squads of killers,
followipg the orders given them by their clan leaders. They were chewing Khat.
The weight of their weapons was dragging their arms and shoulders down. Other
gunners with .50 - calibre machine guns stretched out flat on their stomachs,
peenng over the edge of the ditch. None of them would relax their weapons until
the other side resumed shooting. Then they let go. One stroll among these
gunmen was €nougn Lo bend your nerves for days.

JANUARY 4,

Erz;sm?afs lull lasted a record twelve hours. Asmore artillery shells fell not
Aubble, fe) a;n Jsque, whirlwinds of smoke enveloped the houses as a F:ascade of
€Xpeciip ound the flimsy dwellings, muting the screams of victims. I.am

& a shell 10 land on my flimsy shelter any moment.

Again gt~ : | |
10§ nf::n ﬁli a' Ight was relatively calm, except for a few salvos from the notorious
- @ f1un, which forced me to retreat to my makeshift shelter under the
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Chinese dining table.

Millions of rounds of ammunition and tens of thousands of
mortars and rockets are fired daily, but the result is the same. Ng g
hand so far.

arti]Je

de hasrtz el

eupper
Three mortar rounds came in at three-second intervals, al] |,

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

the noise of the rounds, but I could see from my window the bg]

blowing away from the sandy road in the wind. Two militia mep Carrieq Oke

litter containers and disappeared around the corner ata run. The empty cOn;f"Dw

were returned loaded with two figures covered with blood. Nery

Ndingin 4 Uste
]SOfWhitesm I

The silence of the night vanished with the first rays of the sun, ang

. . . the map;
bombardments erupted with bursts of automatic machine guns from the 0pp()g|']:;
sides.

Y ou could be in the most protected space in Mogadishu, in a steel and 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 attack o
matter the hiding place. As time went on, I began to think that I must have bee
insane to have refused to leave when I had the chance. But I am still grateful tha
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 tried
to escape on their hands and knees.

At 12:30 p.m., - there was intensive exchange of artillery fire near the ars
surrounding the old Presidential Palace, Villa Somalia. But for the first timef
weeks, the fighting is taking place quite a distance from my area, judging from the
sound of the big guns and automatic rifles. I breathed a big sigh of relief. Now
I can snatch a catnap undisturbed by artillery fire.

JANUARY 5,

- The world is watching Somalis kill each other, blowing memesgl:o
everything else up in the name of a clan. Maybe the world has deeid
us alone and let us massacre each other.

| s 0l

This morning I watched three youngsters, not more than twelv? ytfualfldiﬁ'
having a difficult time in dislodging a single sniper on a three-SWOEY. v
They were indiscriminately firing their AK-47s at the sniper and [hdafler“‘"0
returning their fire with a deadly G-3rifle. Two more boys joined mt?::ally disﬂp}
hours of gun battle, they succeeded in dislodging the sniper, who I € ead?

. , es, InSt
peared into the bush, leaving behind boxes of ammo and explosive®

gs 0
leavﬁ
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csuing th

U .
p he countrys

ol - 11: . .
[ howitzers began falling from the sky. Tronically, most of them
ad hit numcrous times before - the middle of a sandy road

rly harmless, although their fragments travel far.

At 11:30 H-m;
( hat they h

it a spO i
mit ¢ he impact far

aking !
' Mililan discipline 18 I'r§q11011tly vin!a’lcd, bccgu.sc the maJority of the men are
ool criminals with little .or no military t‘.rf.unmg, despite the fact that each
L“,lh:mg force is led by experienced army of ficers, usually with colonels and
ggncmls at the top of the laddcr.

More mortars are falling around me with deafening explosions. I will be very
Jucky if I survive this time.

Tracer bullets zig-zag in the night sky over possible targets several kilometers
away,and all night long the mounted jeeps and tanks move while 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 afier weeks of fierce battles, with each side trying to occupy this

;ﬂ'alﬁgically important palace on the hill. It is not clear which side now occupies

y u?:lrut Wasachild's play compared to what s taking place in Mogadishu. Tens
blmdusf?ﬂg% of people must have died during the past four weeks of continuous
; \{es ng;l“g-_ We will all have nightmares about the atrocities for the rest of
i ;10 ei city is burmpg, and law and order have completely brokgn down.
er dic DO ice force, or judge's court still in operation. After the ousting of the
‘alor there had been a number of volunteers workin g to keep the peace;

but they, 1, , )
Y have al] ejgher been killed or have joined in the brawling, thus becoming

COrrupy ¢ Cveryone elge,

-Tody |
What the s);lll;-d been quiet, butatany minute the shelling could start. Iam not sure
Mindeg a:grs are up to, but I must face it, whatever it is. We are too often
Raive, This j ‘Niensive fighting follows after such a brief lull. We can all be

| 'S the theatre of the absurb.
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as of the past weeks, and the di
. S 1
ed war, 1 decided to go out mf:al NOigeq of
[ will get half a bath - if Sh:inge rgr:"hl
ikh A
by ™

by

roars and rau™
d hal f- hcaﬂ

eding
seems 10 be perhaps: if 1am lucky,

and walter. e ¢ r
Muc;r.zin. can ¢ are the water.
serted MOSEL the only place that a few ¢

ropS of W

ent Inlo 2 . o
QUHIB‘:;:;;I& caught the Sheikh upaw:rcs. sitting a'l the remaing of ey
bf ﬂaucncrl mai7¢ cake and tea, rcading IhC Holy Qur'an. He Se,em‘ed a hrcakrafe
e palf-bomhed OsAUC on the edge of the war zone, counting thea“"‘wama.“
10N changed She"& "
|atest war Sto
in the area, ra

apd he smi!cd, as we exchanged §
ries. One thing that we both have i alaamg

ther than join the stream of refugees, w 0N is oy
I, e arebo
t

His expre
lapc.mp into the
decision 10 rematn

mr( l‘:"CRl'lir(‘S
-1t was the Russians and the Americans who armed the Somali
IS at diff,
Crem

ow they are watching us slaughter each other with th
0S€ weg
POng

tmes. and
expressig his frustration.

"Sheikh Abds said,

| 1old him that since there 18 nothing to gain from the barr
f: this haunied country, there is no reason for a superpowe: I:o i,
mierests and oil mark ure. | also zeminidad um of Suekt TS s ¢ o
ets. "Unlike Kuwait, "I said, "Somalia has no OOiiEmercm

"So who can end the
s bloodshed? Can the United Nations take up te
"Not unless the ri
ch and powerful nations of the world decide to provide ¢

required leadership, for it i
de Coclior” p,for itis they who run and control the UN, not the sweel Peres

The Sheikh |
- Shcikh just nodded : ; .
he was alright. He was taki and said nothing. I glanced at him (0 make sure ¥
just said. ngitallin, b -

,but he did not show any anger at what!
Gone W

d sat f :
ora while, I dug a few notes out of my pockel.
I wouldﬂ'::

the days of
: small coing
all coins, due o the raging inflation. I assured him that

. ‘m. -Th
Station wj ¢ forces | 4
with | oyal to General Robleh began to pound wm‘{ls .

Clear whay - ™™ field
L
mpact the poy, 1€ shelling lasted forty-five minutes
ing had on their adversaries, but there fouow"
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f silence broken only by the Muezzin's call to prayers.
ric 0 ’ . | | ‘
€0 czzin, Sheikh Abd, had mentioned during our discussion that only

le turn up for the early morning prayers. In normal times, the
o was always illed beyond capacily.. Later I discovered that the muezzin
corded. The caretaker, Sheikh Abdi, switches on the recording
avy bombardments and dives for cover!

mosqu
itself is pre-re
machine during he

JANUJARY 89
_Today I went to sec Sheikh Abdi again, as he is the only other living soul in

the entire area. 1 greeted him, "Salaam Aleikum",

He smiled, showing broken and discoloured teeth and responded, "Waa
Aleikum Salaam". He looked tired and fragile. "Comein, sitdown, and wait while

[ dress".

Dressing for what, I wondered. Perhaps he was going out and wanted me to
accompany him. It wasn't a bad 1dea. It hadn't been an easy night.

Half an hour later, we were on our way to areas we had not been to visit for 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 lift its little finger to help because
Somalia was a Muslim nation.

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

lw;’Much of Lhc world, like myself, has accepted the United States as the world's
1. Itisa pity that Mr. Bush has refused to accept this greatest honour that the

world can offer 1o any country," Sheikh Abdi said as we crossed a bomb-scarred
Ihiersection,

We inched forward,

gh p:al;l;lgz men al the checkpoint, seeing the sheikh with his white robe and
was breathin zds, waved us through from their makeshift shelter. Sheikh Abdi
is assjilaeaw]y and reading verses from the Holy Qur'an, and I pretended
tral RUblchflL In this manner, we reached the final checkpoint, manned by
S men,
Shej .
p"ckelslkh Abdi spoke again, "Waich and listen, and never put your hands in your

d Ju > 1 "
Was ngy eas;l keep going”, 1t wasn't hard to obey. 1tried to keep myself calm. It
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Crossing one checkpoint to another by foot on a hot, humjq day
for the crack of the sniper.'s rifle could be the world's most awesomé Z"f a“inn
It is the place where militias face cach other shoot at any moyin, gob ecllp e
for many civilians, life ends here. It‘ is a God -forsaken place, docorgieg "1
flotsam of smoking cars, broken windows, shapeless corpses, Sbén carw“h by
and pitted buildings. The roads are crated beyond repair. Icould he, Sh

_lridgﬂq
still reading verses from the Holy Quran. He whispered, " Cikh A

Allah be wi .
He'd better be, I thought. There was no shouting, no firing, and v il

rapidly along the crated road, trying to avoid the corpses, the rubbish, the hf]|::
and the burning cars. Neither of us looked back. g

We came to the comer of the old Sinai Market, and General Kayse firg
checkpoint was visible a few yards away. We were out of the no-man's land,
could hear our footsteps as we walked slowly along the edge of the road. Ther

was not a single soul in the whole area, and I felt fairly certain that we were trapp
between the opposing armies.

Then I made a mistake. I turned around to look at the bombed-out bui}dings.
The silhouette of a man's head and shoulders was visibie in the shattered windov,

and as I waiched, the barrel of a gun was pushed through the window, poin
directly at us.

; . ith the
"Just look ahead. Don't catch their eyes," the Sheikh sa_ld but the H}aﬂu V:}Lm
gun was already coming towards us. He was dressed in a filthy army 12 g™
was smoking and chewing khat.

"Who are you?"

t
. - g weWe
We raised our arms in the accepted manner to let the militiaknow tha

; rf
not armed. We told him we were non-combatants trying to scavange f; the HOY
for water. T could hear Sheikh Abdi still chanting more vcn:scs f paﬂickinﬂ'

Quran. I tried to keep my voice calm. There's not much point© J

kets ¥
The man seemed to be uneasy with us. He went through ouf po” giof

is supe
consulted someone in the dark recesses of the building, perhaps B
before he gave us permission to £0 on.

"But be very careful, " he advised.

; omb¢ b

We crossed the once-busy Sinai Market, surrounded by dirt andlt)s “ﬁf-
and continued uphill, The trick is to avoid heavily da"‘agf"'d Str'n he o™
where there is sub-clan territorial dispute. Death comes quickly ! "l

_— , ; sk W
Did you notice that the militia man at the checkpoint did not &
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l
|
5

;

we belong to?"
Sheikh Abdi shook his head. "You know these young men at the checkpoints
e countryside. That man may have been thinking about his

are fresh from th . §
Besides, nomads never ask religious leaders which clan they

favourite camel.
belong 10"

He continued his tirade against the militia. "Although the Somalis claim to be
d per cent Muslim, they are not and never have been true Muslims. For
Qur'an it is strictly forbidden to shed the blood of a fellow Muslim, or
He was tired and drawn, but he seemed to be doing his best to hide

one hundre
in the Holy
to rape Or loot".
his fatigue.

Someone with a machine 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. A cautious exmination showed that there had been
a renewed exchange of fire. Then silence seemed to reign. As we watched
through 2 hole in the wall, a lorry full of militia, guns at the ready, came driving
past our hideout. They left a trail of blazing buildings in their wake.

After closer examination, we found that we were notalone in the building. We
walked slowly 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, dressed in a yellow shapeless gown, known as "Dira”.

"Nabad".

She smiled, showing arow of snow-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 af the flowing robes of my companion.
You are a Sheikh?”
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"My pleasure, Jaalle, "Sheikh Abdi said as he continued Chaﬂling ve
the Holy Qur'an as if further proof was needed. rscs fron

So for more than an hour we sat and drank cups of strong spiceq Som
- ’ . t .
Three small children with matchstick legs and running noses came oy ali to,
us nervously until their mother told them to leave us alone, Sareq ,,

We talked about the war and the food situation, and she to]q us thag
people were trying to steal food from warchouscs not far from her home w’:gme
prove it, she showed us sacks containing rice and lentils which she had i)i”e o
from the same places. She said she would be glad to show us the locatiop O[I;d
warchouses, of course, only if shelling would permit. ¢

She had lost her husband in the civil war. They used to have what she describeq
as a mini-marketin the centre of the city, but with the two clans battling all argyng
things had been bad for months. After 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.
"Who 1s Hitler?"

We made 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 who's
Hitler?"

The warehouses had been owned by the corrupt and inefficient AET‘C“]‘“?;
Development Corporation (ADC), but now we had to file past militia mef: wwe
were chewing the inevitable khat, showing not the slightest interest in who
were. A few minutes later we wove our way through the crowd of loofc™ l(f)a']"d
with sacks of wheat and lentils. The Sheikh would, without a doubt, 12V¢2
In any weight -lifting competition, but as a cleric he was, for the first time
life, carrying two sacks weighing fifty kilograms each!

£ my
On thé way I had 10 explai i ing to the best B g
knowledge, abo plain to the Sheikh, according das

. ut the little Austrian corporal with the odd moustache: 1ot
think of a few other things that might interest him.

| - gheid”
L putmy sack down slowly, trying not to spill the life-saving 8"
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Abdi looked at me strangely. "We have men like Hitler in this country, Ali
phuhul,” he said.

[ had a sudden urge to change the subject, lest we were overheard by the
militia, but there was no need for me to do so, as machine gun fire began in the
direction of our residential arca. They were only small blasts, nothing of
pattlefield 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, Shiekh Abdi spoke.

"If it comes closer we must pray to Allah. By Thy mercy spare us from these
infidels. Amen". He sounded 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 is no
means of reaching him. The radio station is in the hands of General Kayse, which
now calls itself "The Voice of the Somali people”. 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 at an emergency 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 will be "collectively” dealt with. It is not clear what
1§ 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 appears
10 be one-sided and smacks of General Kayse's old tricks.

Othérsax an old man (_)f about 75 carrying a musket in one hand and an axe in the
303 ;vhi );:J}t:ng militia man later told me that the old man also owns an Einfield
really knc ¢ kept well oiled an€l cared for as if they were his children. I don't
sophistic:;ZGWhal use these ancient guns can be in a war in which the most
chance Weaponry are used in abundance. Perhaps one day I will have a

‘0talk to this old man about his ancient armoury, if we will still be alive.

S ; :
te\:zall bullets from the elusive Shilka fell into my house, coming through
eft of my roof, | ceremoniously added them to my collection.
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JANUARY 9,

- The nearest fighting today was probably a mile a
more vigorous than it had been during our looting
constant cracking of smalll firearms, sounding like POPPINg por..
heard, but there is no sound of the booming explosion that m:: Pcom, ¢
incoming artillery shells.

way, but it Was defip,
Spree yesterda a%
airly
an
ks nutgning or

I tried to sleep again, always with my eyes open, under
but sleep was out of the question. I got up to find something to occup
and I found a five-week old Newsweeck magazine, In it were two inc()n:;”nr,n
strangely connected photographs. Under the caption, "Somalia: Tha Ia?.:;“‘f‘“‘
Forgot, the first colour picture shows a dying woman, her arms wasted g n?nd
emaciated bones, staring at an empty plate lying nearby. The next columnp ;re
much larger photograph of President Bush, his healthy arms and upper body “,;
with rain, wiping his eyes with a cool white handkerchief. At first glance it seems
that Bush had been caught crying and wiping away his tears. The explanation
underneath, however, clarifies as if in haste, that there had been no such outbursts

of emotion. He was just wiping the rain drops off of his eyes during a campaign
for the fast approaching elections.

My makeghif, Sheliay

y ﬂ'lin(i

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 did I think such stupid things? Perhaps because, like Sheikh Abd.
somewhere in the back of my mind I had accepted the United States as the only
country capable of providing true leadership to a crisis-ridden world. Like many
others, my inflated national ego may not have liked the idea of bf{i{lg led, gulﬁ
or looked after by another country, yet I had accepted the propositioon that g
post-cold war could tolerdte aleader for some time to come, it could be none
than the United States of America.

. ftencd
Mr. Bush, you ain't seen nothing yet: kids with their arms blown off, fla

; W, ovef
schools and residential areas, mass graves, and decomposed bodics. No
to you, Mr. Bush.

JANUARY 10,

. . i lostnight

- Radio Mogadishu, which has become a laughing stock, Sald‘I:SMOg i

U.N. Secretary-General, Perez de Cuellar will send a Spe":‘al onvoy an (0 conder”
When I informed Sheikh Abdi about the visit, he immediately bo8
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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?",

[ snorted. "Too true. I've been 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".

It was a good 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”.

I preferred not to think about any possibility of failure by the UN, however
unpalatable the situation in Somalia may be.

There are a number of 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 Somali fighter, fearless and unpredictable, is not a foe to be taken lightly,"
The UN cannot expect a trouble-free operation in a country where the gun rules
and where law and order have broken down due to the severe shortage of food,
Watf:r and medical services resulting from the combined effects of war and
fflmme. Flooding the country with food might discourage looters who steal what
little we have and the Mafia-like merchants, selling the scarce food at high prices
and, who are mainly responsible for the country's present predicament. One of the
clan leadgrs was quoted as saying that there will be unprecedented bloodshed if
&:IIIJN tried to send troops to safeguard famine relief activities. It .is clear tha_t this
b “(:f d does not want to lose the resources he obtains from looting food aid, or

© thousands of dollars he extorts from aid agencies as protection money.

tio The United Nations, the Arab League, and the Islamic Conference Organisa-
ne:;l have the monetary power to resolve the crisis in Somalia by using forc_cf if
essary. Itis partially true that the Somalis are solely to blame for the atrociues
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befalling their land, but thé world community should pe fe
spectators to the carnage. The bitter truth is that only peo
guaranteed enough food to survive while millions of non-

of starvation.
JANUARY 11,

- Beyond my shattered window I could see some of Iagt nights dead he
loaded on a donkey cart and led away. Some were killed in the ﬁghling bqn
others were killed in the crossfire as they tried to dodge the bullets from m;::""
present snipers on the roof-tops. Most of those killed were skeleta figures w?.r'
had been searching for anything edible. Many people have not eaten, for Week(:
and are so desperate that they ignore the heavy bombardments in order i, search
for food and drinking water - a futile venture. The prevailing attitude ig Surviva|
at all costs. For a majority of us, these sufferings will last a life-time,

Maip
Ple with o ;

lmem
Combataniq )

C
K
45

The morning began with isolated skirmishes which, as usual, gathereq
momentum in the aftemoon. Militia are building tank obstacles in front of my
house. [ asked one of the young militia if he was still expecting tanks, even though
General Kayse was offering a ceasefire.

"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, but they 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

abandoned their stronghold, or are keeping a low profile for the moment in order
to save their fast d-vindling shells. |

The special UN envoy, Mr. James Jonah, told the BBC that leaders Pf :;
warring factions in Mogadishu had agreed to meet him in order (0 g:cfai y
propositions for what he described as a peace corridor that would allow f00¢

; U
and medical supplies to pass through. The meeting was to be held in Mogadish
on Friday,

"y hiCh
The BBC later described the Somali civil war as "the Forgotten War it ¥
more than twenty thousand civilians had been killed or injured.

: :h
2 » » > - a [L
An estimated 1.5 million people who fled the fighting have settled In PITGIY

of sand and scrub brush 20 kilometers north of Mogadishu - away B o e
ranges. They have constructed makeshifi huts from the branches of are il
and plastic sheetings. Most of their property and dwellings in the ¢ity * eath, 1°
destroyed or went to thieves with automatic rifles, Defeated and "‘c:‘arogan:liS““s

people exchanged their city existence for the relative security of M
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kirts. Death did follow them to the countryside, however, as reports say ten
out;ﬂecn people, mostly women, children and elderly people, are buried every
:;yldue to malnutrition and diseases related to poor sanitation. An outbreak of
cholera is feared. Visitors from the arca told me this morning that an epidemic
could sweep through the shacks, leaving very few alive,

Ironically, some are returning from the countryside to examine what was left
of their homes. Many of them have been wiped out or looted. The new greetings
are, "Are you still alive?" or "Happy survival". An old man across the road found
his home destroyed and his two milch 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 et 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 the chairman of the ceasefire committee, now renamed the "Peace
Committee,” there will be 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
maichstick 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
‘?‘”‘- Well equipped troops must be sent to teach a lesson or two to these Mafia-

.~ £4ngs. Please don't stop there. Change the rule of engagement and shoot at
anyone with a gun, '

The f“‘{‘“‘f for Somalia is grim. Many children, lucky enough to survive the
» Will probably suffer permanent damage from malnutrition and trauma.
0810 say, there is no place on earth more in need of military intervention
Somalia,
JANUARY 13,

“Thad twg of the biggest shocks of my life today. The first came as a tank shell
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pierced through my house and left three gaping holes, The second

mortar of the day fell right inside my bathroom with a deafening ro eas meﬁrm

out everything in the bathroom, smashing the door and the Omar. It WiDeg
re

window. I have been frightened all day, waiting for a second mortar ¢ maimng
makeshift shelter. I waited in anguish, but it didn't come, | allg

m
S . , m COvere : J
and perspiration, but nevertheless, I am stil alive, . “in dug

The international community still remains silent about the ho
dishu. A few MSF (Doctors without Borders) and Red Crogg offi
Lo cope with the wounded in their own ways, but the hos
stationed are being hit with artillery shells and even th
threatening to withdraw from Mogadishu. What are we doing to one another)
Streets strewn with bodies burned and dismembered beyond TECognition, shally
graves on roadsides and homes levelled to the ground. This i

Mogadishu is in, and no one cares. It is just written off. No wo
Us are going insane.

JANUARY 13,

- 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 friend of mine. He belonged tothe
minority clan of the former dictator, but I knew that if I told them the truth, they
would shoot him in cold blood, so I lied and said that the man belonged to the Issak
tribe of the relatively uninvolved Northern Region. My attempt to save hyn was
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.

o o8 ar
As I write this entry, my hands are shaking for the first time since the ¥
began. The trauma has been almost too much to bear.

—
I am still wondering where the ammunitions are coming ffoma hﬁﬁlrll?:sls
rounds and tens of thousands of shells have been fired indiscriminately o
last forty-six days, not to mention the hand grenades, the bazwksas o Ba®
howitzers. One thing is certain; the huge stockpiles left bch}lld by q l]f)cal gui-
have already been depleted, so I have concluded that foreign an
runners are at work for both sides. qtion 0"

Somalia was once a Cold-War pawn, a consequence of its stral® fa'tf,io;m has
the mouth of the Red Sea, But superpower rivalry had ended, dic all loaded with
fled, and the nation-state has shattered into clan-based chiefdoms- om EuroPd
ams from the Unied Siates, the former Soviet Union, several S831e%0 Fyp i
oountries and China. Everybody in Mogadishu knew that this W

ITOT in Mog,
CialS are u.yl

. n

pitals where they arg
OS€ Organisationg 4,

nder so many of
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g". The issuc of where the weapons came from no longer mattered.

e iceber , )
of th is to wrest them from the hands of the criminals, 1o stop the

The challengc now
endless killing.

[nour residential arca, donkey carts make rounds every morning to collect the
dead. The carts truck lhcm away o mass graves, where Sheikh Abdi reads the last
rites as part of his assignment as the only clergy.

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

One afternoon, as we were drinking sugarless tea he said, "The worst part is
the jarring ride 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, if lucky, would at least
be buried. After every flare up, the death toll would triple. One day, assailants
sprayed mourners with automatic-rifle fire, killing many and injuring several
others, including Sheikh Abdi.

Some say that when the UN envoy visits Mogadishu, there will be a political
settlement in the conflict. But what sort of settlement can arise if both sides refuse
to compromise? We are all waiting to see what impact the UN envoy will have.
Mrs. Lynda Chalker, the British 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
10 General Robleh and exhorting his supporters to fight their enemies. She calls
General Kayse, "Usurper of power and a butcher".

The shortage of mifitary vehicles has forced the militia men to use ambulances
ﬂ-other commandeered vehicles as troop carriers. They cut the tops of the
mf!csoff, al'ld Fransform them into flatbeds mounting them with heavy guns. It
i hilflult todistinguish between the militia and the growing number of criminals

Jackers. They 100 have similar trucks and guns.

Sllnf::,: wheel-drive vehicles race through the devastated streets of the city with

in l'rtlstr;:il the ba‘* Sometimes the militia and the criminals turn on each other

O Succo on. Civilians take much of the heat and no one knows who to turn to

itS place "Jl“’he“ wounded in the crossfire, The state does not exist anymore. In

Bunneg wep.S2NdS of feuding youths equipped with all types of weapons and
ehicles rule the country, Mafia-style.
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As I was thinking about this, and the effe
all of it, I was interrupted by a knock at the

"Who is it?"

Ctthat the yN &

Vv .
wall (as my gogr ..M

. Mighy
s long gn::"ﬁ on

"Ali Dhuhul, come out".

The man who was shouting my name was a
Abdi, but of a thicker build. 1 guessed that he
beginning to show white streaks at the roots,
carrying an M-16 assault rifle and a full bandol|
on his shoulder. He had a large scar on the left S
notto make itobvious, again and again I found m
himself and held out his hand.

hout. the same heighy 4 She;
was .m his fifties, hig hcardelkh
Qespltc the red Henna, iy
1er of amm Unitions waq . o
ide of his face, ang though [
yselflooking atit. He inlrodm;::

"Hassan Mumin, elder brother of Shiekh Abdi".

"I'm sorry, I don't believe we've met. Or have we?"

I'asked, noticing tha; e
man's face did resemble that of the Sheikh, although hi

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

For a moment, I couldn't think of anything to say. Finally, the words came,”
[ see. Has anything happened to the Sheikh?"

"Nothing very serious. He isrecoverin g from yesterday's shootout at the buriz
ground”.

(Visiting people in a shell-exposed, make-shift hospital is not in my depar:
ment).

: you
Hassan began 10 speak after a brief silence, "The Sheikh wants me tot€ll)
L0 move to the mosque for your own safety". »

The idea made a lot of sensc in terms of security. The mosque had l.:i‘« -
ccllar, covered with concrete slabs, and I could picture myselinz‘-" i
carclaker. But, so many times I'd been squashed by falling f°°fsi Scky.

I was barely able to walk away -- many others have not been SO -

o aged: ™
Of all the residential areas in Mogandishu, mine is the m?lsi;z?nmve peet &
highest casualty rates, Seventy- five percent of the g}V:urvivalare low:
stroyed, leveled to the ground by shell fire, The odds waj')ir:

been hit 1EP°2
The market place, a stone's throw from my house had elllﬂgsw:';g

| re the sh
Luckily, the inhabitants had instinctually deserted long befl‘:n the deserted ?
For reasons unknown, the gunners have continued to po
with long-range guns known as B-10s.
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ked the brothers for having my personal welfare in mind, but [ to]d
I Lha[;:al since there was no safe place in the whole area, I preferred to hang on

HaSS;‘I:n akeshift shelter, come what may.
m .
He said that he understood, and that the offer would still stand if [ changed my
6

.4 He then noticed the diary that I had been writing and typing for so long.
mind.

“If you ever getout of here, he said solemnly, "be sure to tel] the world about

the mass slaughter in this country ",

[ said 1 would. After exchanging a few war stories and discussing where we
- ghi find food, we went to inspect }hc mosque to see if everything was all right,
Onl\' one wall was damaged. We climbed up lhe‘mmarct, which was still intact,
savé fora few bulletholes. 1feltlike I was displaying myself for sniper fire. From
the top of the minaret, we saw the deserted dwellings with crushed metal roofs, the
roofless secondary school, and the abandoned "Orientation Centre” where citi-
zens used to sing the praise song of the former dictator. Further a field, we
waiched 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. I am told that these are messages from militia to make
their presence known. They were repeated from various directions in the city.

[ jumped into my shelter as a shell landed somewhere between my house and

the mosque. Many shells as well as mortars were coming in, but‘l didn't bother
10 count them,

During brief moments, when the ground around me was not rumbling, when
there were no incoming or outgoing shells, and no firing from the snipers, I just
8L, and listened 1o ragg and cockroaches running across the floor. There was no
ue al all, and the type of debris that collects in a demolished house was
ﬁm"?’h"’;t?re. Sometimes I would step out from the shelter, all sense of passing
iy, 1 o ::,]g left me, and find that day had turned to night. In the far side of the

s ra gdl;mmPr of light, but the source was not apparent. Flares and tracer
filleg l-heajf Iopplng éverywhere around the city. Smoke from smoke bombs

* 1 walched mortar bursts, orange and grey smoking over the tops of
the heavier shelling from the southwest of the city, directed against
“hemy positions,

e j
BBCre - *Pecial €nvoy's visit 1o Mogandishu was a failure. According to a

ial air?rzrf:v 0 accompanied him, anti-aircraft fire did not allow Mr. Jonah's
0land a Mogandishu airport. It was diverted to Balli-dogleh, he

Suspecieq
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drove to Mogadishu to have talks with General Kayse, Insecurity ;
line did not allow him to meet with General Robleh, ang he);ln the gy fo
Nairobi. The reporter quoted Mr. Jonah as saying he would ft huping, N

g 5 Cturn tg M edly for
on Sunday to meet with General Robleh. 0

8andjgh,
It secems that General Kayse tricked the UN envoy intg believing ih
a ceasefire in the capital, and that the city was under his fy]] Coﬂ%r :J]Hl there 5,

1]

More shallow graves have been dug in the neighbourhood to b
victims. I counted six fresh graves, including one not more than
Reports say many people are still trapped in the rubble of their ho
boys are digging with their bare hands to get the survivors out, i

ury lagt I]ighqu
two feet lon I
use, and Yﬂﬂng'
f there are any,

We not only face the problems of the two USC factions now: g counter
offensive by troops loyal to the former dictator also sounded in the most reccn;

bush telegraph.

"How incredible it is that we are facing a three sided war. There could be one
hell of a free-for-all", Sheikh Abdi 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 taking
advantage of the current turmoil and that none of the warring clans will be ina
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 1
former dictator Barre have reached Afgor”.
Mogadishu. The Bar

Bardhere. They have
their first raid

Afgoi is a farming town only thirty kilometers south of
loyalists have also taken control of the towns of Baidoa and :
killed several hundred people and injured at least a hundred during
of the city.

I asked Sheikh Abdi to comment about the UN envoy's visit.
a while and said, "The UN and the Western community are one ¥
their reaction to the situation in Somalia".

"Where was the UN when we were caught between mercd? e
with such hunger for leadership that they were willing to Sacnﬁéiiwdl\laﬁ““s |
r_nillionsof children, women, and elderly people?" He said that th®
failed 10 repond to our plight until it was too late. 5, |

iry's proble™™

.d"UlLimatcly, the Somalis themselves must solve the cout
said.

He thought ©*
ear 100 Jate 10

o en
SS mlllm m(}f

32 ‘l



gl

He responded, "Clearly we are unable to do so. Our hands ar

. e full just tryin
ue each other”. 8

to subd

The Sheikh said that the OAU, the Arab League, and the Islamic Conference
Organization ar¢ NOwW just cqrmus‘ohscrvcrs, probably waiting for the green light
from Washington -- the capital of the only superpower in the world.

As we spoke, a shell whistled overhead. We could hear itg whine as it quickly

descended crashing maybe a mile away. It was shortly after 9.00 p.m., and the
black sky was broken by red and blue rockets 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
at the outskirts of Mogadishu after taking full control of Afgoi.

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

JANUARY 15,

- This morning General Kayse sent armoured columns to the outskirts of the
city in a bid to repulse 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 sigh of relief could be heard throughout the capital. Several Hawiye sub-
clans took part in the counter-offensive, taking the steam out of the Barre loyalists.

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

Mr_. Jonah told a press conference in Nairobi that the obstacle to peace in

Wwas General Kayse. He said that the General had re jected the idea of UN
'Ecekeeping forces in Mogadishu. He also said that he visited Hargeisa,
faumﬁ)’U. and Bosasso. This clearly indicates that Mr. Jonah's missiqn was a
- Ure. So the battle goes on. The last hope for peace has just vanished into thin

m";ol;lgls of non-stop fighting could wear out even the most hardened fighter.
Somg]j p fepo,.-wd yersierday that fighting had renewed in Klsmayu betv\.zeen the
(SSDF,) fatnou_c Movement (SPM) and the Somali Salvation Democratic Front
SPM Houo"w"g the election of Colonel Ahmed Omar Jess as Chairman of the

bg,de'r Undreds have lost their lives, and thousands have fled to the Kenyan
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Elsewhere, the Eritrean Peoples Liperaﬁon Front (EPLF) said j
mediate between the warring factions in Mogadis Woyg

hu, Skepticg try
are g, . !
the UN failed, how could the EPLF succeed. Saying by Ir;
The Arab League Secretary-General Ismat Abdcl-Maj
immcdiate ceasefire, butas usual, both sides IZNno

reit. It hag '
late.

i . or
s1mply_;uglmmp|:n

| n
"What has he been doing all this time?" People ask .

"Was the Arab League, like the UN and EE

C too bUSy w
Yugoslavia?" an old man questioned sarcastic

lth [he gilu :
Situag
ally, 0N in

| the war endg quickly [ i face
starvation. While I was searching for drinking water, edibles, and f Irewood | saw
a long file of men and women queueing outside a three-store

: y building, They
scemed oblivious of the machine gun bursts, and artillery shells, Ty, ‘;

recognised Hassan Munin, the elder brother of the Sheikh. Like the Others- he wg
carrying an empty sack, unmoved by the random firing. He did not see me as |
made my way forward, inch by inch in the queue. It took an hour to reach the heyg

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

"We'll provide you with a sack”. He handed me a Plastic shopping bag full of ice
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 journalist," he drawled.

"Is there hope?" 1 still couldn't believe the words?

"None" .

Jabril told me that the

. : owing e
Generals were regrouping their forces foll
COUnlCr-offcnSiv ¢ against

Barre's loyalists.

tation 0 0¥
"The battle must be fought to the bitter end at all costs. The : [:\uration. hed
clan is a¢ stake". He sounded almost bitter, but I was lucky ?otgn sheels.
he reached behind ang handed me what looked like typewrit

iness," he 3%
"Take this, The Clan has gone into the newspaper bus
Sardonically.

: e Op Jost M‘l
All NEwspaper publicationsg ceased a year ago, following the p closty™
SO | ] :

; st battle™ " i nu
Sinquarto sheets with splashes consisting of the 1al¢ in Mog

. ) : one
with Meaningless phrages which no longer register with any

34



—

«ENEMY LOSSES ENORMOUS ... CRAZY GENERAL LOSES BATTLE.

FIELD GAINS -.."

Truth is: NO change in the battlc_ficld.- Hand to hand fighting has been flaring
y parts of the city. Battle is raging at the Stadium, another at the former
rs of the Somali National Security Service (NSS), and another at the
ins vast stores of material, food, and fuel.

up in man

dquate
]I;ﬁca(:lraha market which conta

2.30 p.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
effect. Its booming sounds are ear-shattering and I am holding my breath as I
write. Mortars began falling in the neighbourhood again, close to the same spot

as yesterday.

0ld Sheikh Abdi repeated his offer to shelter me at his mosque. He said it is
protected by Allah. I told him that I would think it over. I have been holding my
breath and waiting for the next shell to fall on me. Itis the greatest agony, nothing

can compare.

8.00 General Kayse repeated his offer for "unconditional ceasefire” through
the chairman of his so-called "Peace Committee".

He also said, adding a new element, that all politcal problems could be settled
if his request for a ceasefire was heeded.

Elsewhere in the city the fight is raging. The death toll among the non-
cqmbatants 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 other parts of the city is sketchy and difficult to obtain, but one man
who fled the fighting said that battles are taking place at several fronts, including
Wad: Weyne, the commercial district; around the old Parliament Square; and

adajir, further south. However, he could not say who was holding the upper

I 0ld him about the continuous bombardments in my area, to which he had

fled,

i Ihatlinothing. You should see what is taking place in the city. It is like the
Centre of an earthquakeu.

He g3 |
' ;::g]?" the streets were completely deserted, and that men with guns were
Ind every building, shooting at anything that moves.

Ad :
octor from the MSF (Doctors Without Borders) said that fierce fighting had
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taken place between two northern clan
either Killed or injured in the two-day
arranged by elders of the clans, fighti

s in the town of Burag

long fight. He saig that dezny Peg

Ng was continuing. Pite 5
Obviously, the ¢lan war is also spreading to the north, the

land Republic" had until now claimed to have solved all pr,

be "living in peace”. The BBC quoted the MSF doctorg a3 saying b Ameg

between the Habar Jecel and Habar Y onis erupted when the "Minig, gr W the .,

was sacked because of corruption and nepotism, o fD‘ffﬂnce"

plﬁ WEPQ

ce&*zeﬁm

Self-styjeq
blcms and ¢l Somah

In this war I have learned many things. I can now distinguish 1,
an AK-47 from an M-16, an artillery shell from a tank gun, their
and range, and an incoming and outgoing shell. Tknow what jt 18 i
shock. In fact, I am shell-shocked now. It is an everyday exper

).’ Sound ahme
flfing POSitiop
lke 0 be in she;
ience,
Another powerful mortar fell only ten feet from my hideout hissing a5 fell,
turning the white sand black after it hit. A girl is screaming, and a man i telling

her, "1t 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 Iragi army during the
Gulf War and are selling them to the highest bidders in Mogadishu. He satdm
the Kuwailis are very happy to rid themselves of the weapons, S0 the market 8
strong. The businessmen are taking advantage of the sales without any conc®
for the terrible suffering.

Despite this urgent news, I had no desire to join the sta%izr:iﬂnge V:i uﬁj
population now camped in the outskirts of the capltal-- not yetim . o
now, thought that more weapons would be needed, leen the n h%ch oudessy
arsenal left behind by the defeated army of the former dictator, _
equip the armies of three African countries.

"Bloody criminals”, I muttered to myself.

hend 1
. Mogadishu to compre s

It cannot be easy for people who were not i b disasiers hi i

T '
bewilderment of the first three months of the war.ting that We losmll:gw
sledgehammers, one after another. It was so dqvasta o D posod w:nﬂ o
in life. Hearing the news about the elderly busmess:‘:lr fferings &Y ad
responsible citizens, néw deliberately cashing in O hopelessness: o
fuel to the fire just compounded our frustration an o't think eith
to the Sheikh. His face was crinkled with misery:
survive in this desolate place.
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AsImade mysclfas'small as pqssiblq inmy mjakcsh'ift :‘;h'clter, [identified with
e yOUNg Jewish girl in ”Th(': Diary f’[ Anne Frank," hiding from the German

s in the Dutch attic during the Second World War. The chaos of my once
sold! housc has stunned me. The bedrooms, bathroom, kitchen and my small
s}rong _le}-ofﬁcc - all had vanished, not totally, but crumbled into fragments,
g:ﬁofl-hi‘ walls which the huild'cr:q had promiscd 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 torn away by the first tank shell - revealing to outsiders the pictures that
were still stuck to my inner walls. Some flames, creeping along the wooden
beams, had reached the front, but with the help of Sheikh Abdi, I was able to put
them out, using water from the mosque and sand.

JANUARY 16,

- Today I woke early to take advantage of the early morning lull and go down
to the Shibis, two kilometers away, to buy some candles and matchboxes. It was
a hopeless effort, however, as everyone else had come searching for the same
things. Although I did manage to get 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 asleepy moron. Great prominence 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 carrying a huge bundle of foreign magazines and newspapers which
he had apparently looted from the homes of expatriates who departed long ago. I
°d.thf0“gh them. One Italian magazine has on its cover a picture of Saddam
" sscT and a scud missile. At the bottom I saw a five-month-old "Reader's
m‘g‘?‘l - I'had forgotten how long it had been since I had read an overseas
lication, had 10 pretend that I wasn't too interested in what I was reading
© the boy would take what I had to offer him.
Iw

home, i i i It
Was a reliof (o o €, dodging the snipers on rooftops, and dreading the mortars

10 see Sheikh Abdi standing in front of what was left of my home.

Can, B\;t: een' Youand me, Ali Dhuhul," he said, "we must evacuate while we still
“an't go on like this any longer"

“;Vhere?" L'asked innocently.
0 .
the 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",

I was scared stiff. The trip to the beach involveg 3 detoyr -
barricades manned by dangerous militia who were known to be sq cager Very|
would shoot first and ask questions later. I remembered People whe ha(;ha-[ te,
go to Lido Beach to escape the bombardments: wrinkled old mep, and trieq 4,
staggering under immense loads of beds, pots and pans, Childrep, foll
carrying smaller items like beddings and hurricane lamps, Many of lhemmvt:d
caught in the crossfire. 1 remember a whole family of five which wgg k‘;iere
instantly by a mortar shell as they tried to cross the tarmac road. Even for [houi
who survived, the trip was long and treacherous. ""’

"T'll think it over," I cut into my thoughts, "thanks for the suggestion”

All through the night and the following moming our residential area was
attacked 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 earlier bombardments, is in flames 2 it
received several direct hits from the deadly 105 mm field guns.

I sat, 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|
am, whatI am doing, or even if I am still alive? My news agency lost contact with
me when all communications were disrupted in the wake of the factional fighting.

I'tried many times to send written messages to my editor in Nairob, to be hand-
delivered by Red Cross pilots. Every time was unsuccessful because of random
shootings at the tiny airstrip. If only, thousands of miles away, someone Tﬁ
walling 1o receive my messages, just to be sure that I was still alive, it WO

. ' in
relieve the surreal sensation I feel knowing that the rest of the world is camyi"s
on, business as usual."

JANUARY 17, »
T55

- A blitzkrieg with all its trappings started today. General Kayse swall, [ca?
and the elusive Shilkas are in action again. Through the cracks in r::zg the WX
S¢c young boys carrying Milan anti-tank rockets and reactiVatiics &y s
obstacles which were set up weeks ago. Black smoke is e"m.’wh“;.ado pimsel
taking the time to talk to anyone now, Even old Sheikh Abdi hasof - minae!
scarce. All that lets me know he is still alive is his voice on tOpboomins of ¢
calling the faithful to prayers, and even his voice is muted by the
artillery and tank shells.

o aod ity ©
e divided
Against this background, the Eritrean delegation is visiuing th
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- tion. The EPLF held talks with General Ropleh'§ officials, but the
gttempt med,'a Ik; was not made public. Added to the mediation process, the UN

ur(’4‘7’fmmr[a Ive million dollar humanitarian aid package on condition that

nouncc?d 33;’:6 (0 a ceasefire. The International Committee of the Red Cross
artics

ill send (WO SI]ipS canying food and medical SUpp]lCS to Adaleh in the
will St
(1CRC)

+h and Merca in the South.
" K ayse's radio programme did not mention any of these things, nor did

Ge,qeral gc;calaling mayhem in the city. It merely repeated the news of the
“me.:l::: ;:: a;yéy Republic of Georgia in the former Soviet Union, as well as
war |

\qlavia. The BBC said that the UN Security Council has just now voted an
:-rungs embargo against Somalia!

Who cares if there is an arms embargo? There are still huge stockpiles of
weapons that could last another full year. Besides, the gun-runners are laughing
all the way to their banks in Rome, Switzerland and Abu Dhabi. Business for them
isreally thriving, 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
warchouses for weeks, was looted by hungry people. It was donated to the people
six-monms ago, but was never distributed due to lack of security. The American
relief organization, CARE, was initially responsible for the distribution, but gave
up after several 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,

mtThc resourceful Sheikh Abdi has another, somewhat disturbing, addition to
Om:cog. I-f]e told me that this morning he personally saw one of the long-term
ol Who had made his way out of the Central Prison over the weekend,

lin .
ga Lruck-lqad of wheat-flour and milk-powder to the new makeshift black
0-0ur neighbourhood,

The
Openeq ::a“' @ well known hoodlum, told the Sheikh that General Kayse's men

e : -
ther ¢, joi €1cs of the prison and distributed guns to the prisoners instructing

1n " v
Of fighting ;am ‘o fight against those who had put them in prison”. Instead
:'h‘{lght for the peu, Several prisoners decided to make a quick profit and went

ich wag o), port, which was close to the prison and joined the looting spree
€ady in full swing,
m VOiCe of

America has said that General Kayse has rejected international
39



: flict is a domestic affair. Genery)
ations, saying that the cont | Robjey,
mzdf:?i:‘ g Stalin Organs at positions held by ngcral Kayse aboy four k?ls
ar but I am unable to see their impact. Unu.l recently,'General Robleh?met’ﬁw
away, m using them because of their devastating effect ypa f(,r%g

have refrained fro | | ‘ ik
These terrible weapons Were first used by the former dictator againg Vil

targets killing an estimated twenty thousand.

The firing of the Katyushas follows the second visit to the City by B,
special envoy. He was warmly wclcom.cd by ngcral Robleh ang his ai n arJN
which he was bricfed about the conflict and.lls causes. He wag also s’h ‘le;
hundreds of war victims, including women, .chlldrcn and elderly peaple. He?:n
then taken to see the bomb fragments and aml.lcry shells which had devastated mas
city and the many homes destroyed by the big guns. ¢

. dng.
Clvihan

General Robleh then had a private meeting with Mr. Jonah, but the discussigy
and its outcome have not been released. The visit lasted more than three hours ang
was described as a success, despite the heavy bombardment in the backgroung

General Kayse has denied the BBC and the Voice of America reports tha
rejected international mediation efforts and has said that he was ready to accen
any proposal for unconditional ceasefire from "anybody".

The BBC quoted Red Cross officials as saying that a quarter of a millio
people have fled Mogadishu since the fighting started, November 17, last yea:

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

The Arab League has just awakened from its deep slumber. They said Lha]lj
peace dialogue must start between the warring factions and repeated that P

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

I have noticed that Sheikh Abdi seems 1o disappear rcgularl)f il m)l(ha[ new
Crrands, cven at the height of a bombardment. Today he confirmed des. 1
WCapons consignments are being introduced to the battlefield by both ? pien®
said thata Greek vessel, which was travelling under a Somali flag ofcoﬂmc (e
was [errying weapons from Kuwait to both factions. He said lhazl |
?mndrcd—ton [reighter, the "Alamos," has just unloaded two hun?ms.
arms and ammunitign worth an estimated twenty million S dolt* aﬂaiﬂ'mp

onne*’

L ' : gl
. Realizing that | was Loing 1o make no comment, the Sheikh b8
Im¢ with more lorce and ﬂucncy. o Wwe g g
" Co , : ] ca
~ Thisindicages that the war will drag on for some time to com

tor another quagmire”.



1d sec what this meant: more flattened building , more mass graves and
lw:s with theirarms blown off. Tjust gripped my pen and said, "How did you
klh detailed information at the height of a hcavy bombardment?”
get sue

“Don't forget," he snorted, "this 1s Somaha".

lam continuing to be impressed by his intelligence - gathering operation: this
man is fit to be prime minister.

JANUARY 19,

- Ithas become known that one of the Somali clans has been selling weapons
and ammunition to both sides of the conflict. It is believed that the clan, which
isnomadic, ransacked the largestammo dump in Wajit, Southwest of Somalia and
has turned from camel herding to gun-running. Another nomadic clan has been
reported to be selling their own weapons to the highest bidder. They are all just
adding fuel to the fire. Tdon't think I slept last night. Idon'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 up in its hideout by a commando unit, or it has run out of ammunitions and
fuel. 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
for two hours, many of them reaching my shelter, but causing no damage.

Small firearms have been used during the better part of the day, along with
Occasional mortars and B1(s. The shootings are scattered, however, mostly
Place at the television station which has not been operational since it was
-owoyed last January during the uprising and at the stadium, both about one
- away, SOit is rclz}tively calm, at least for now. The brief lull is a relief
dlow': like 1 iLgives me time to wash my dirty clothes and to do other ne glected
Beighp, ¢iching flréufood from the rubble of destroyed houses in the
bourhood and examining the lagest damage caused by the mortars.

v .
%?:ce of Ge"“aﬂy broadcasts say that Somalia would be stable if the clan

COmmen, 1 SCiPlined like little children! when | told Sheikh Abdi about this

'hesaid:

. a8ier gaig ,
thinyy tousan than done. 1y's poy €asy Lo discipline a child who has more than
their mapy, v armed men under his command, most of them kids out to prove

along pausa ; T .
"Nderstan g What the;llt:;ld that politicians and diplomats talk a lot, but nobody
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' d ethics
"They have their Own code qf condu§l %inl o and one of these
unquestionable obedience to their proteges, 1 said. Odey 1

"Their personal interests are more important lh::m the nationg] inlcrem .
of their protege,” he responded. I could see his hatred for poliliCian; tha

: an
diplomats. d

e s a person who can tell you to go to hell in such g y,
A diplomat 1821 p." he added. 1 had heard that one per. "2/
actually look forward to the trip, one before,

JANUARY 20,

_For the third day in a row, the fighting is taking place in distant areag and he
neighbourhood is enjoying relative calm, except for occasional mortarg Which
come our way - reminders that the war is still on and there is nothing o rejoice
about.

I find it hard to conceive of an end to the fighting in Somalia. If onjy
Washington would 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 spirit of the clans would, of course, present enormous problemstoa UN
peacekeeping force. Butif the US would put its weight behind it, the clans would
have 1o yield because of the US military's superior fire power.

3:15 p.m. - Snipers are back at work again, using long-range G-3 rifles. They
seem 10 have a three-storey building near the burnt marketplace as et
registration. The buildingsnear were abandoned weeks ago, and the market ¥

razed (o the ground; it is a mystery to me why they continue shooting at the saime
targets. .

: k
5:30 p.m. - There was another big explosion outside my shelter which shoe

: it W8S
the walls to their foundations, but I could find nothing abnormal. Perhaps W
the impact from outgoing shell fire,

JANUARY 21 - 22,

- Fighting has contin
Tit for tat.

JANUARY 23,

i : onSta"L
ued without noticeable change. The patterm 1€

of
- Surprise, surprise. Mr. Abdiziz Sagal, long time premfer and suPPg'f;ﬂd

General Robleh, has finally surfaced in Cairo after disappearing fror(rjl;ihromdjo
scene for three months. He gave an interview toa correspondent fror®

A



ArabiC appealing 10 the Arab world, the UN and the OAU {0 do something

the tragedy in Mogadishu. Itis not yetclear where he has been, but some
t has kept a low profile in a Saudi Arabia five star hote] - paid for by the

t he i
say $amonarch- Others say he has been touring the Arab capitals, "begging for
saoune}' w The truth about Mr. Sagal's absence from the country will never be
m ]

known. He had kept his whercabouts secret since he left the country just weeks
pefore the fighting crupted.

Another surprise is that General Robleh has acquired a radio station of his own
and it is nOW easier to follow his version of the bloody war. The station, which
ts on the 41 meterband, shortwave, was inaugurated yesterday by
General Robleh. After that, a commentator listed what he referred to as "a
catalogue of crimes” which the "crazy” general (Kayse) had committed since the
overthrow of his “predecessor,” Major - General Mohamed Siyad Barre. He
called the Somalis to "fight against the butcher of Mogadishu". Another voice
annouced that the station would provide "balanced and objectives reporting” of all
events concerning the war.

General Kayse's radio station broadcasts parallel those with of General
Robleh’s. Both stationsrefer 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
s'35'-‘=l_lls 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
MIQ stations in order to monitor the progress made by the Eritreans in their efforts
W0bring the leaders of the warring factions to the peace table. The gun battery was
mo've_d 10 my doorsteps early this morning, and their - out going shells are ear-

Ng. The response could be devastating. I am living in a firing base.

JANUARY 26,

l'ad'- TOd?ly Is the firsg anniversary of the overthrow of the former dictator. Bolr;
10 Stations are urging us to celebrate the occasion. What is there (0 celebrate;.
going'tgcs‘mﬂion, and famine on a scale never before heard of? And V;h%::

- Celebrate the occasion? The graves? the mutilated, and the dymng:" °
adio Station said that intellectuals are calling for a ceasefire after a meeung
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held last night to "commemorate” lh_e anniversary. They did not, ho“’ever
what terms or conditions the cease_flre was (o be bgsed. General K ayse »Say
an emotional speech over his radio station blaming everything op » meiogave
Qansax group", led by General Robleh. Orryp,

Everybody is talking about the desire for a ceasefire, but there ig N0 cey
in practice. The carnage continues. Not to be outdone, Genergj Robleh aCZeﬁre
General Kayse of trying to usurp power at the barrel of a gun, In his first " .
address, General Robleh alleged that General Kayse and his followerg wan ::;110
bring back millitary dictatorship, and that all Somalis should fight ¢ Upset Suctﬁ

plans.
JANUARY 27,

- Despite yesterday's talk about a ceasefire by the leaders of the two clang
fighting continued this moming with the exchange of mortars ang long-rang,
artillery fire -- the usual tit-for-tat adopted by both sides.

The problem is that noboby is suggesting how the much taunted ceasefireis g
be implemented. What are the conditions? Would General Robleh agree
General Kayse's proposal for broadly based government or Robleh himself s 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 (o 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 between
the strongholds of the two clan leaders amid heavy bombardment. Evidently they
are being stone-walled.



Chapter Two

At The Lido Beach
' Home Away From Home



Y

TWO

oday, after an hour of packing up and cooking lunch, the Sheikh and I were
! w:'; 1o Lido Beach, about five kilometres away. As we left, a shell
or ?(‘:;cd come fifty yards from us. It was becoming a bloody afternoon.
exploded :

"Let's take the long way", said the Sheikh, "it will only take an extra half hour,

and it's much safer”.

A machine gun blasted. It was near. If it had gotten any closer, we might have
had to turn back. but we continued to walk as if nothing unusual was happening.
[ was able to carry only my typewriter, notebooks, diaries, and a safari bed,
leaving everything else for the looters. As we walked close to the doorways we
discussed what had happened during the last three months and the neighbours who
had been killed as they tried to flee the inferno 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 a shooting
starts have learned to rush to concreate buildings -- rajch commodities in this part
of the city.

“One trick is to occupy your mind with good things," the Sheikh told me.

'l duc}ced slightly as a louder blast echoed down the street. I glanced at the old
Orientation Centre, behind the secondary school. In the distance, men with guns
emerged from a partially demolished warehouse.

b"l'ime to takc cover!" The Sheikh caught my glance and we both dived into
" it"zfmest buﬂd;ng. Then all hell broke out. The gunfire had the rhythmic beat
I'had always taken for firing into the air, not at a specific target.

"What's happening, Sheikh?"

the;lmfl?&lukmw' Ali, I wonder if anybody does. All I know is that these are not

"It * . :
' more frightening 1o leave than to stay, even after all these months. I have

vain ;
thugg" hOI_Je that we will reach the beach safely, but I don't like the looks of these

I . ;
Cucums:ci:‘ What seemed to be the longest speech I had ever made under these



"Ah yes. God will protect us. You will see”.

More roaring machinc guns blasted.

1t must be another family disputc”, he said. Then he st

I tricd to stop him in vain, P ang walkeq

straight into the fire ficld.

"Looks like quite a httle shootout, but I have to protect my pos;

clergyman’. a 5

Five minutes later, the shooting stopped abruptly and the Sheik,
smiling. o
"How did you do 1t?"

"Simple. They were running out of steam and bullets when I
stepped in”
sighed. o

"What was the fight about?"
"An unseemly squabbling over the ownership of a vehicle. It was roten”

"They ought to put a hundred-foot wall around this city and declare ita home
of the incurably insane”.

.We pushcd futher and further to the beach. We could hear the rumbie of
artillery in the Qstance, by which we had learned to measure the progress of
war. It grew fainter as we put distance between the fighting and us.

Hundreds of people were camped near the beach in shacks and shanties. The

i;peoples' faces were pleak, not comprehending the force that had shattered ther
omes and torn their lives and their loved ones to pieces over the 1ast three
months. The howitzers and rockets were aimed at opposition strongh"lds_' bt
EalVO after salvo of the inacurate artillery shells and mortars struck their fi™
agmes instead, wiping out entire families. Many tried to seek shelt ¥

andoned concrete building, but a mortar exploded within a few feel s

doorway yesterday, killing several women and children as they tried ©04%

waler.
are 10“‘j

f.znoLl ilsxlll(:t * dangcmu? as my neighbourhood, but sometimes th shells
gh thal we are all just waiting for a shell to land on us.



JANUARY 29,
AT THE LIDO BEACH SHACK

(Home Away from Home)

Black vultures circle the skic:s over the once beautiful beach, anxiously
watching and waiting for the starving, dlsp!accd people below, Every day, weak
d starved refugeces dic from hungcr and diseases. Once a haven for anglers and
::,immcrs, mainly expatriates and diplomats, it is now empty, a poor shadow of
its former splendor. The walls of lhc beach cabins are crumbling. The once
pustling beach, once adorpc_:d by tourists as numerous as seals, is now populated
by walking skeletons, waiting for dcath. Irgmcally, 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
spotted a Soviet TS5 tank with its long barrel swivelling to and fro as Jolly youths
played on top.

"Don’t worry, we shall survive", he said as we watched the vultures,

A wizened old man with bleary eyes sat cross-legged in the middle of 2 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.

"The guns are for self-defence against intruding bandits", one of them said.
Thereisno arguing witha teenager carrying aloaded gun: Besides, we are all tired
of the spurts of rifle fire from insomniac militia men.

JANUARY 30,

- When I arrived at the beach, I didn't know a soul. But the very first day, a
tall, bespectacled man stopped by my shack and introduced himself as Elmi Noor.
I I found that ¢veryone called him "Mr. Professor" because he formerly was

a law professor al the defunct National University in Mogadishu. Later that

FVening, he took me out to do what he called "moonlight fishing" at low tide.

Armed with spears, we waded hip-deep in water fifty yards from our shac_:ks
m“fh“‘g for any kind of seafood. We had been able to spear several odd-loolu_ng
%, but when I saw what looked like a shark, I nearly jumped out of my skin.

P“’ffSSSOr Elmi was a walking library, and I learned more frorg him about
beach UOn'a[ law “13;/ [ could ever learn from books. All of the inhabitants of the
4dmired and respected him,

In hjg Wisdom, he asked me to write a letier to the Red Cross officials in
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Mogadishu, appealing for emergency food and medical.aid. Iam very i
with my new status; as the only pgson who has a.typew.me.r, Ihave been delega
the position of Public Letter Writer. My entry mt(')' this field was a joint %mlﬁd
with the former editor of the defunct "October Star” newspaper. He ¢ alls higy lure
Heikal, after the editor of the Egyptian newspaper, “Al Ahram", Self

Heikal and 1 had a similar idca as we thought of how to keep people inf
about the tragedy in Somalia. With our battery-powered trangistor
started monitoring the BBC, Voice of America, and Cairo Radio, trangg
news items and commentary concerning the situation in Somalia, and dj
these pages. free of charge, to those who could read.

FEBRUARY 2,

- Today, a team of foreign journalists visited Lido Beach abosrd the firgt Red
‘ross 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 up at
noon. They set off a chain reaction, a massive exodus from the city, causing a
population explosion that resulted in insecurity. Now gunmen from the city
outnumber the original inhabitants. There is one consolation: We are now out of

range of the artillery guns, but the problem of small-arms fire and occasional
hand-grenade explosions still exists.

adiO, We
ribing e

"With the security situation on the beach deteriorating due to the exodus from
the city, it would be wise to form a council of elders to oversee all aspects of life
atthe beach”, Professor Elmi told me as we watched gunmen fighting over packets

of Italian pasta, the fastest selling item in Somalia among people who still have
enough money to barter.

Our idea was to set up young volunteers from the original inhabitants t0 Pf‘;[zlc:
the others from "foreign" gunmen who had set up camp at the other end 0

er
beach. We could hear gunfire from their camp signalling another flare-up ¢
one thing or another.

The Red Cross lost one of their vehicles to the gunmen, causing them ‘°dp:,"¢
outof the beach 'temporarily”. The food kitchens are still open, however 32 they
run by elders and young volunteers, I talked to one of the officials b¢t"
pulled out. He promised o deliver food once a week, security permiliié

reas?™
More people have become fishermen out of necessity. For C"uuralbing, and

up-country Somalis used to shun fish-eating, but the tide of misery 13 de obste"
more have found seafood palatable, People are even eating sqU! anndﬁf i
which even the city people refused to eat until now. 1 have begun 10 wo Sl.l'ﬂl‘gﬁrs
Somalis I have met at the beach will be the same when the war ends-
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lans now adopt each other as "blood brother", kids from
fferent €

jong 10 ity play football on the white sand in their bare feet.
| ecl
".h?:m parts of m (hat it had actually happened, I had bcpomc a be::.lchcomber!
(hout knowing on the beach is to collect as many pieces of dri ftwood and
mfn‘osl popular sﬁgmqéiblc. I would wake up early in the MOring to scan the
. lh'ng h s
floating

find that I was not alone. Others were up doing the same.
pesch, 0

itchens, with their oil-drum stands, behind the Old Lido Night Club,
The food katc po;'ﬁdge’ lentils and milk-powder twice a day. The banquet

qtll turm Oll(h”si'which Ishare with Professor Elmi, Heikal, and old Sheikh Abdi,

wblein “;3(’: Sa gd' year Tire sign laid across a couple of rusted jer

consists

of sieel bars.

Tosupplement our daily ration, we ate tuna and squid cooked overa driftwood
fire,and seasoned with salt and pepper provided by

resourceful Sheikh Abdi. The
wlk around the banquet table naturally turned to food and war.

"Our menu is international”, the professor said, "T'
spaghetti for tonight. Somebody should come up wi

rycansand pieces

ve brought three packets of
th the sauce".

FEBRUARY 4,

Ha ach. I found a man putting the finishing
S 0n a thirteen foot boat, with a s;

single mast-head in the middle.
WoulIdInR' going to figh far out in the ocean”, he said his eyes twinkling. "You
':\v’ould " Td give My right arm to go!"
el Iy have g : "
: 0b ear, "I answered,
VOndering i¢ the 80 back to the shack to get my fishing g

T an knew how to ¢

e : -
kg t[}llcmmutcs laler, I waded out to help stow the boat. Then, calmly chewing
e ilOw Man Steered y
"a\'eg Our u'ny li

Sudde

: nl
;?fclng for ufeu;lelrlfna;l. whose
&ly [001 W all f » h

lw%en th 0

ope with the angry ocean.

P and down the breakers, looking for an opening. Ididn't
€ boat could possibly get through those big, thundering

name is Aweys, swung in a tight circle agds::: 1goa:
UNg on, in my heart in my mouth, as we carpf: . ted a lull

Waler. His timing was perfect, He had anﬁbr?ilnng sea.
d we sllpped u.u.ough' hgadjng into the open,
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"That was great’,
shifting the khat into the O
the beach in the afternoon with a good haul of f;
mackarel. The trip was one of the most faSCiﬂating o
ke riding a horse at a broken gallop. I was a il ity

kept slamming into the choppy waves, but the Conay Oug 5
new
a

[ shouted at Aweys. He couldn't hear, but
ther cheek. ¢ Bringe,

We returned Lo
wuna, kingfish, and
of my life. It was li
the bow where I sat

magnificent.

Finally. a crowd of people, including the Hofessqr, waded oyt ¢,
unload the boat amid joyous shouting and clapping as if we were herge

sh,inc

help s
8.

"“We have been monitoring your progress from the beach, and yoy dese
herocs' welcome,” the professor told us, as we dropped the fish on the w;

to be distributed.

Aweys, who has now become a member of our banquet table, told ys how he
lost his family of five in heavy bombardments, and how he had to bury them iy,
mass grave in front of his demolished home in Bondhere, one of the worst b
quarters of the city. He said he was out at the time of the bombardments,
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.

TVE the
€ sanq

"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 333;
dfcmzcs and university students. Professor Elmi announced that he would hol
nightly lecture on the beach.

"All are welcome",

o (hel
‘We also sent an open letter to the leaders of the warring factions ‘"glﬁglmal

101mmediately end the bloodshed and senseless destruction. Ma"y.Of v olutio?

words were not enough. How could we expect them to listen? Whatisthe®

. : -
In a country where a man is measured by the number of guns he OWns*



AN APPEAL TO END THE WAR
A cry of Despair from Displaced Persons

de displaced persons of Mogadishu, hereby appeal to you directly to
We ately end the carnage in Mogadishu and the rest of the country once and

jmmedia
for ol oo
What we have now in our once beautiful city x:s' complete anarchy caused by
militia men who have no regard for human life and property. Even the few

lief workers who dared to remain in the country are being shot at, their
:lu'cks and properties robbed at gun point. Relief food is being looted and the

result is thousands of deaths every day.

We are also aware that you do not control the free-lance armed gangs
reaming the city who are making their fortunes by looting food intended for the
starving. This can be stopped only if you will come to the peace table to embark
wpon a long lasting national reconcilliation rather than minding your own
selfish ends. If that is achieved, the presence of these freelancers will disappear.
They will have no reason to exist anymore.

We emphasize that by removing your militia men from the city streets and
forming a council of elders from all clans, the UN and other relief agencies will
be able to bring food to the starving in many parts of the city and its environment.

The so-called ""Green Line," a symbol of the clan hatred which wrecked our
city, must go in order to enable displaced persons and refugees to return to their

homes without the fear of being shot at by snipers and militia men manning
barricades.

Many of us worked hard to topple the regime of the former dictator. We have

n detained and tortured many times and our tormenter was never tried in

court. Our intention was to introduce a democratic system to Somalia and to

€reale a constitutional government elected by the people so that power and
&¢s could be shared by all, regardless of their clan affiliations.

However,itis most unforrunate that after the Barre regime was forced to flee

Country by the United Somali Congress (USC), the situation has deterio-

W One of the worst examples of anarchy man has ever witnessed. No
Mmany who opposed the former dictator now wish for his return.

Whozl;he Rope for the change which we all expected has not materialized, am{ the
Country is being torn apart by gangs much worse than the Barre regime.

Signed by the spokes;:nan
for the displaced persons of Mogadishu
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FEBRUARY 6, 1992

Few believe that clan leaders will heed our appeal,

"I hope they will not unleash their militia men on us for darin 0
appeal,” Shickh Abdi remarked last night as we anxiously waite fo"&ny,e:ﬁ he
: . - . r:'.
from the recipients. o

FEBRUARY 7,

_This moming I joincd a group of visiting fqrcign jm_:malists and tefey;,
crew in Land Cruisers and pick-ups mounted with machine gung ang l'eco]*i]m
“fles 1o attend a press conference hosted by General Robleh. The militi me:s
escorting us declined to disclose the exact venue of the press conference r-m:
security reasons,” but the convoy is heading towards a three storey giep and
c.oncrcir: building locally known as the White House. As we turned a Comer
several Ural trucks mounted with heavy guns squeeled across the street negy ,
cutted building that was formerly occupied by the French Embassy.

I tried to explain to the foreign journalists what had happened during the past
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 of tit-for-tat. Localised, about four
miles away. This sort of thing used to go on for months. Anyway, here wearc.

There was a deafening gale of machine gun fire from the street. Our
conversauon stopped for a moment until it was over.

~ He sighed. "Now we seem to have entered another hot-spot after Nam -
Liberia," he said.

"Or Beirut," I added. "Welcome to the abyss".

T . vel
~ Several militia men guarding the perimetre of the fortified building camffo"m
With brand new AK-47 assault rifles held in both hands. I thought to myse™

ﬂYOU must be SOmaliu.
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How are you? Yes, I am a Somali, but my colleagues here are
nNabad.

forel8°CE Id identify me as a bona fide | li
confident that he would identify § € Journalist, rather than
I fell

al Kaysc's faction.
for Gener
a spy

hief militia man, who wore a Browning automatic pistol to show his rank,
Theiamng at the gate while he talked to our host on a walkie-talkie.
kept US

At length, he strolled over, followed by an elderly gueryilla who looked like
a Roman gladiator.

"Okay. You go straight up. This man will act as your guide". We all forced
s simultaneously, but we soon found that our new guide did not like
E;l:versation. 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 emplacements through 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
mside the large, beautiful, furnished chamber, were we stopped again. I stared at
the lights in the chamber. I couldn't remember the last time I had seen lights. Our

delay was again minimal, our guide repeated his earlier performance and we were
waved through after a thorough physical search.

Our guide spoke. It was his first full sentence since we hdd known him. "Sit
down here and wait for the Old Man".

We obeyed, sitting on the highly-decorated sofas. It looked like a doctor's
Wailing room. Qur guide left, so we all could talk.
Talmost Weptbecause of the contrast between this beautifully furmished house

Elhmgs lights on, even during the daylight and the foul mess we had just left

Ten Minutes later, another man came into the room. He was wearing olive
amy fatigues and a Baretta, He carried a swagger stick in his hand. He

- Where we were sitting, staring at us with an expressionless face. Nothing
for a fy]| minute,

He
fen spoke slowly, in excellent English.

'espcl)r?rs: the Chief of the Security Forces". It was a statement that demanded no

* Hhen he spoke again,

53



"The General will be here in ten minutes for the press conferencen

Then he turned around and walked away toward the steg] d

: Yo, .
staring at his back. Throughout, the guide watched us carefully, leaving »

"We just want to get through with this damned press conference

: . a
hell out of here," said Jeff, the AP wire serviceman, nd get the

"A lot of guns, aletof chaos, a lot of militia men," said Giulliane Cecchi f
RALI, the Italian state television. »Irom

"What can the world do amid such anarchy?" asked a Belgian pe

; : W
reporter who had visited Mogadishu during the uprising. *Paper

"The future is grim,"” said Jeff as he stared at the steel door impatiently

"You know, many Somalis are criticising the world community, Particularly
the West, for not coming quickly enough to save them from the holocaust," [ saiq

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 the guide.

"Leave them here".

"As you wish," he muttered in Italian and joined the stampede, regretting the |
day he accepted this assignment. f.

We walked into the chamber and stood sweating before the assembled
officials. Someone sitting in the middle of the entourage, wearinga smar.tKﬁ hi
suit, ordered us to sit down for the general briefings. He had a full smile on o
face, but his eyes seemed to be very tired.

'Good afternoon," the man said in Somali, translated by a youns 1%
next to him. The camera lights fell on his face and I knew we were e
presence of General Robleh.

gitting
in the

. in oW
Itis an honour to meet the international press and I hope that your &

. i taking
unfortunate city will be much longer, so that you can tell the worldall ‘:“:ll:‘i knoW
place here. Butbefore I proceed with my briefings, please fcc! A w°: ;

if any of you encountered any inconveniences while here this morm! 8
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talians needed no further encouragement and began immediately telling
The ige's, manhandling of one of their cameramen.

pim about the g4
o['m SOITY Our people are sccurity conscious these days, but you may now go
K to the waiting room and fetch your gear". There was a slight pause, after
bac

rushed to where he had left his cameras. I wondered if he would

: [tahian
which the frontation with our guide.

face another €O

"Gentlemen, you may be interested to know that I did not start this war.
Indeed, | made it a capital offence for more bl(x)(!shcd, or the settling of old scores
at gunpoint after we threw out 'lhc former dictator in January of last year.
Unfortunately, General Kayse decided to grab power by force in order to reimpose
dictatorship on the Somali people. The Somali. people have had enough of one
man rule, one family rule and one clan rule during the last two decades 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?”

I nudged Jeff to raise his hand.

"You bet. Jeff Rowlands from Texas, the Lone Star State of the USA at your
service, Sir",

A brief pause.

"A government of the people, by the people for the people shall never perish
from the earth .... 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
are fighting for a government of their own ... or is it that the Cold War is over and
we have been written off?"

Another brief pause,

nAs, you might know by now, there are a dozen clans and sub-clans in

ualone and they are all trying to destroy each other for no other purpose

10 rule the smaller and weaker clans. We, for our part, are doing our })est to

defend ourselves against a despot who is out to rule us by force, just like his
880r, Barre",

Bfly men are well-equipped" he continued "and their morale is high, but on
com 8, my commanding officers go too far. Today was One. Ope of my
permic.oing officers auacked asection of the city with the Katyushas without my

Slon. Several of my commanding officers have advisedme to level Gene

e . StONghold with the Katyushas once and for all. But I refused in fear (Or

' : ' . In
Y Innocent civilians who would also perish in such a series of attacks
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a nutshell, the war is between David and Goliath. General Kayse gotall th
armour, including tanks and long range artillery pieces at his disposa] w;hea

are fighting with small arms, save for a number of Katyusha m"ket'lau ile we
which we are reluctant to use for the recason I just mentioned, Of . :ceh::,l

numerically superior, but can you fight a tank with AK-47 or M-1¢ assaul ri e
Despite all of these shortcomings, we have already made remarkabje progrea;ge 9
in

the battlefield".
He then smiled and looked at his expensive watch.

"If you have questions, which I'm sure you do, please go ahead byt pe st
because I have to attend another meeting in half an hour", ‘

I looked at Jeff, who mouthed, "Yes, Ali Dhuhul, go ahead", at me.

"On behalf of my colleagues here, I wish to thank you, General, for offering

us this rare press conference and for enlightening us about the current situation in
Mogadishu as you see it, but I would like to hear from you, whatare your responses
to General Kayse's proposal for an unconditional ceasefire?"

I thought 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 efforts against us. 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 wm-sﬂ;; .
i

Western World, particularly the United States, to do to help solve the cris
Somalia?".

The General smiled and said, "The United States, as the 0".1 ySul we;;nmlx
world today, should send the marines to spearhead an international forceen
by the UN Security Council to:

a) disarm the population,

b) enforce ceasefire,

c) ensure that food aid gets to the starving millions in the country -
e

d) dismantle the Green Line dividing the capital to allow poople 0
their homes,
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) saturate the country with food and
e

the UN should sponsor a national reconcilliation conference attended by
eaders of all the warring factions”,

de Kraal of the Dutch Press: "The US Marines and the United Nations
g forces failed to bring peace to Lebanon, which in many ways is
cimilar 10 the situation in Somalla: Do you think that a large scale military
ope ation would succcpd in Somalia, given the lho.usands of teenage gunmen
cruising the streets in pick-up trucks sporting .50 calibre machine guns and anti-

tank rockets?”

General Robleh: "The Marines failed to bring a lasting peace in Beirut largely
pecause the US government did not send real fire power, like tanks and helicopter
nships, 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 Cecchi of RAI, Italian State Television: "What role do you think
Italy could 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
curious 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 the United States".

wiujeffRowlands of the AP: "Many Americans are worried that the United States
getbogged down in a guerrilla war. How would you allay such fears?"

is aﬁ:‘d@fﬂ Rob.leh: "One faction that could spell trouble is General Kays.e's. He
40y rejecting what he describes as foreign interference in Spmalias internal

He Icli; -;s;ﬁ we have any internal affairs anymore, except death'aqd destruction.
Culture ang nomads and religious fanatics that the foreigners will change our
islikely " ngIl make everyone Christian, So, his faction is the only group that
i8 alen 818t an order to disarm, A show of strength is therefore necessary. It
‘Mportant 1o know why he is objecting to an international peace-keeping

Van d¢
ce keepin
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force and a return to order. There is one reason: he sces the o, dof
il & 0 th(‘l
It lar

looting spree and extortion. Itis also imperative (o know who | R g
. s
hostile, and who wants a return to law and order in Somali 9 r"ﬂ"fily Al
1a. Of cmm; el

painful process, but with the economic resources of the | Inited § it
developed countries, it could be done™. States anq . 2
Othey

Hassan Al-Ghindi, from the Egyptian daily, "A] Ahram" "W
response from the Arab League, the OAU, and the Islamic Conf;;,e f‘at Wag fhe
tion (ICO) to the plight of the Somali people?”. NCe Organig,

General Robleh": Nil. Unfortunately, the Arab League, the ¢ DAL
pretended as if Somalia never existed on the face of the earth, and the [,

These regional organisations, of which Somalia is a full memper shoy]
been the first, not the last, to respond to our plight. We sent a St"ea'm ofu d haye
for emergency aid. They have seen, on their television screens and in m:Dpealg
enlarged photographs of dying babies and their skeleton-looking mothers sg:iss,
at an empty space. They have seen the photographs of civilians trapped in lh:'g
country and who face one of the worst human tragedies ever seen by man sincl:
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 Arab World, particularly the oil rich countries in the Gulf, have the capability
to feed the Somalis for decades. To them itis a drop in the ocean. We suspect that
many of these leaders are conniving with the former dictator to retum him to

power.

Ali Dhuhul: "According to international
waste are distined for Somalia following a deal between two European firm

some clan leaders who are apparently taking advantage of the situation 1n
Somalia. What are your reactions to these reports, and are some of your men

involved in the deal?".
rous scheme

General Robleh: "None of my men are involved in such dangerous Fihe
which would have a long-term effect on our environment. Like the m?JOI'llY oands
African countries, we fervently adhere to the Bamako Convention which ]-?e:vnevﬂ'
a complete ban on the transboundary movement of hazardous wasle. ;vmly

if any of my men is found involved in a garbage dump deal., he will b:untr')’~
punished. Such people cannot be trusted with the leadership of the €

p tcenerﬂl
Al-Ghindi of "Al-Ahram : "General Robleh, are you willing 10 ¢
Kayse face-o -face to hammer out your problems?".
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eral Robleh: "That is out of the question. I will never, ever meet a war
qﬁnaj whose hands are still fresh with the blood of innocent civilians",
cnm!

Twenty minuics later, we were sitting in another highly decorated conference
General Kaysc's stronghold after a bone-jarring ride, shaken by the artillery

m"::,mbing of the fighting. Thercisone consolation: a lull in the bombardments
m:'ch have been heavy all morning. Perhaps it is for the benefit of the visiting
whi

joumaliSlS-

I heard an exclamation of satisfaction on my right. I didn't have to look to see
who had made it. It was Guigliano Cecchi.

Jeff, on my left, sturred.
"Oh boy! 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 a go 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 we were and what the hell we were doing there. Militia men in olive green
ammy fatigues pointed guns at us as we were thoroughly searched by wild looking
mea who were chewing khat and smoking cigarettes.

“Are you a Somali?"

Yes, Iam a Somalj . Nabad".

"What clan do yoy belong to?"

"Who is the press?".

"An extinct clan"

"Do you like General Kayse?"

l haven'y met him yet, but I hear he is great".
“Yes. He 18", |

. Anorder (4 1,
}nasfealha]]d
i fu)) regalia.

.

us through was shouted, and ten minutes later we were sitting
CCorated with Persian carpets and a huge portrait of General Kayse
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Giugliano sank into silence. The rest of the Italian team looked A me

"Docs the General speak Italian?"

"Yes, and English and Russian, 100",

There was a loud rumble in the distance. "No, not artillery. ot 1o
la

Thunder, "1 assured them.

¢ stir outside the conference hall. Tsuddenly ey,
evervone was staring al the door. There were faint murmurs outside, anq thes
door was flung open and a six-foot-1all character walked in, leading 5 hoﬂr_hq
official looking men. They took their places around the conference tahlr;f
laughing at some joke the tall fellow had made while entering the halj. This la?i
gentleman turmed out to be none other than General Kayse himself, Hjq eyes
moved slowly about the room, scanning each of us in turn.

» amali
There was a dr ced -

"Good afternoon, gentlemen. May I introduce myself? 1 am General Kayse,
I would like each of you to also introduce yourselves, one by one, and name the

news agency you are representing”.

We all did as he requested.

"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 chorused our agreement while producing cameras and notebooks, suggest
ing that we, 100, were in a hurry, seeing how we had missed our lunch.

"General Robleh, "Kayse began, "With the help of his corrupt faction, tried (0
hijack the government soon after the people of Somalia, led by the United Somal
Congress, ousted the former dictator and his regime after more than twenty Y&2°
of autocratic rule. The Somali people will never accept a new Oppressive reglmg
to replace the old one. This war is not, and I repeat, NOT, a war between “"n
opposing clans, as many of you have led your media organisations t0 behe;t:-ich
is a war between the Somali people and a regime of self-interested Jeader$ a“t el
merchants, Afar Jeebleh' (literally, 'men with four pockets'). These 00““51
are doomed to fail; the people will crush them like cockroaches. AS a:lunself.
fact, some of them are in retreat even now, including General Robleh 10

an

“Yﬂ; are now in full control of about eighty percent of the capiﬁ;hﬂu“h!“
remaining twenty percent will fall to our forces in the near future.
(God Willing)

The noise of heavy artillery fire resumed once again after the

.

rief 10! et

[a{8]



pest part of the morning. The rumble was so loyd | could hear
" gjoyed or m: shell exploded only twenty or so yards from the conference hall.
e.

oihing els r my handkerchicf to wipe my face, only to remember that | had left
{ eached g:;tsi de my shack at the beach. More shells rolled gyer us with a
£

i dryin § rodr, 8 caustic reminder that General Kayse had not been truthful in
n L ]

dea{enimal he controlled eighty percent of the city. General Robleh was most

saig_i:ﬁcly not a man on the run for his life.
defi

"Is everyone all right?” the General asked. There were nods and gasps as
people tried to pretend that nothing had happened.

I glanced quickly at Giugliano. He seemed to be fine. I thep went to put my
~ grm around Jeff's shoulders.

"Jeff, are you okay?"
Ittook him a minute to respond as he tried to wipe his glasses with shaky hands.

"Thank you, Ali". He lit his first cigarette of the day, then turned to look at the
General. "That was close".

The proximity of the shelling raised a number of awkward questions, and most
- 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. I peered 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
Tesponse to Jeff's question.

"Boom! ........ bandits and renegades ........ Boom Boom! ........ Bermuda
Triangle ........ Boom Boom! ........ will crush them! ........

; i I's answer and concentrated inste
Jeff gave up trying to decipher the General's an !
on tryinggat.o g:uzz the proximity of the artillery fire outside.

Another journalist was now asking a question:

"General ........ Boom Boom! ........ how about ........ Boom ........ a face to
;gf)m Boom! ....... face meeting with General Robleh?".
...... :'No way ........ Boom Boom!", -

Further attempts at discussion were futile. We decided to give it up.



8. p.m. - General Kaysc's radio station reported that thig aflcrnoon'
may have been carried out by some of his own men in thejr dc:.;l;,crau0*‘:1-‘1f Ooting,
e RS . Or fooy
Professor EImi coughed heavily. "This is the biggest joke of the yeqer d!

L

"It's for the foreign journalists’ consumption”, Sheikh Abd; returned dry]
) 4

FEBRUARY 8,

- General Robleh has said that he has accepted an Invitatio
consultauon conference on a ceasefire agreement, to be held in New York
February 10. The resoluton was adopted by the UN Security Councij "o end lﬁn
bloodshed in Mogadishu which has claimed the lives of 40,000 people”, Iis noi
yet clear if General Kayse has accepted a similar invitation, which wag delivered
to him yesterday by Mr. Brian Wannop, the new UN representative in Somalia,
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 send a three-man delegation to
represent him.

FEBRUARY 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

already 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. s
doomed before it even starts,"sighed Professor Elmi.

Sheikh Abdi swallowed hard, and his voice caught in his throatas he said, "Full
marks, Professor. We are right back where we started".

L] * 1 n
The Professor was silent for a moment, shaking his head in disbelief. H:,:I:z
turned to me, speaking in quiet, yet emphatic tones. "Incredible! What
men are these Generals?"

' t0ld them all I remembered of yesterday's press conference: °$3fo“n3-
pomlqg. What interested them most was General Kayse's final muffled asarm“ i
in .Wthh he vowed to "Crush the bandits and renegades defending th Bams;his
Triangle", and his subsequent announcement that the attack carried oulaﬁfm_ food
Stronghold was in fact carried oyt by his own men, "who were dosperal®
and money to buy drugs".
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\

1 the Professor retorted, in a shaking voice.
"Llar . " s . "

figently monitored the BBC and "Voice of America", but there was
we d‘; articular interest to us except for abrief news item, broadcast over the
mﬁh‘"gh(:)lﬂ (he fort hcoming peace talks in New York. The annoucer said simply
|attcr. @ ntagonists in the Somali conflict had refused to personally attend

maiﬂ a . .
that Lhcfcrt‘"cc and the names of those who would represent them were mentioned
the COMTEEEE

wcﬂY‘ . .
»what kind of mentality prevails in this country?” the Sheikh wondered aloud.
"Nothing ever secms [0 g€ off the ground”, I returned, and proceeded to gulp
my cup of unsweetened tea.

9.45 p.m. - We all sat around the banquet table in my shack at the beach,
talking in hush voices about the latest developments. It was plain what was going
on. The clan leaders did not want peace, because they didn't feel it 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
aweekly newsletter, in which we would expose the evil intentions of the generals.

The Professor wondered if the clan leaders wanted Somalia, as a nation, to
become extinct. "The unarmed and the powerless would all perish”, he said.

Not far from our shack, volunteers ladled out bowls of porridge and powdered
milk 10 the inhabitants of the beach, proving that the Red Cross had not yet given
W on feeding displaced persons, despite the threat of bandits wielding AK-47
assault rifles on the other end of the beach.

m;:?id you ask the generals if they would consider a face-to-face meeting to
PL10 patch up their differences?" the Professor continued.

I'shuffleq through my jumbled notes.
Yes, but both men ruled oyt anything of the kind".



Three
FEBRUARY 10,

- This moming, while old Sheikh Abdi sat alone, reading the Ho|
young girl walked into our shack. She seemed breathless and very n

she looked as if she hadn't slept.
"What in the world has happened to you, my little one?" asked the old
Sheikh.
"My father forbade me to see the boy I love, and I desperately need your help".

y Qur'an, a
crvous, and

"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 found only horror and despair. The two
lovers were from two entirely different clans, which do not normally permit inter-
marriage. The boy belonged to Somalia's "untouchables," a minority of hunters.
The majonity ef 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 ime she had seen Lido Beach was when she had been only twelve. At that
time, the beach 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 that
inhabited the place. This was her new home! Her only consolation was that ther®
were no bombs falling here.
side Halimé
m Yonis, 8
sisters

One day, a very handsome youth of about nineteen moved up be
and gave her a sympathetic smile. He introduced himself as Ibrahi

former shop assistant who had since lost his father, mother and two younger
in the war,

" » . . “ he,
~"You will be safe here. There are no BMs (Katyushas) coming this way:
said, leaning close to the girl,

Halima shrank from the youth, thinking he was another bandit ying their
vage from

fami_ly of the few meagre belongings which they had managed (0 sal
burning home in Bondhere.
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Chapter Three

Love At The Beach




B

!

4 not look menacing, nor did he carry a gun, which was unusual for
ut he dl agein Mogadishu. The girl had not yet been able to conquer her fear
gyouth of hlsnmcﬂ' even after two months on the beach, but she found that she was

e S
of tocnﬂlga agh in [brahim's presence.
gble 10

him smiled al the girl's optimism. Despite the hardship and the lack of
nnuﬁlqhmcm, she had a healthy sparkle in her eyes and her skin was smooth.
proper 10T

They walked together through the shacks on the shore. The people who
heé from their doorways terrified her. She could see putrid, dirty bandages,
walg]aied mouths and missing limbs. Some waved their good hands in greeting,
:;:;uting "Nahiad!" (peace). But Halima and Ibrahim could not bring themselves
1o wave back.

d soon," she said, "and I will go back home".

Later, they satin anisolated place, watching the seagulls and singing Magool's
and Saada Ali's latest love songs.

"I don't think we will be 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. "Sull it is not getting any better. In fact, the fighting gets even
worse when they have peace negotiations".

Sinpc that day, the couple saw each other secretly, vowing that nothing would
stand in the way of their love. Halima's father heard of their meetings, but

f::cl:ealed this knowledge from his daughter until he could plan how to separate
overs,

i “1: inally, one morning after a breakfast of Red Cross porridge and powdered
tk, he confronted his daughter.

What jg it, Father?" she asked, smiling.

“Halima you h,
- ave been secretly goi : : :
SOme fime now” Uy going around with that boy, Ibrahim Yonis,

Het smile fadeq

Youare bringing

"Yes, Father," she said quietly.

, disgrace 1o the whole clan and I forbid you to sec him again".
1S very f; .
Man ang | 'Y fine young man," Halima retorted. "I wish you would sce him as
Stop yond his clan affiliations".

Seeing h;
"y - That'sall,”

m her father said cvenly and walked away. Halima
Nerface red with

| anger. She fled to find hermother, but her mother
i 65



was nowhere to be seen.
"What should I do?" she cried aloud. "If only I knew what to do"

She finally decided to pay a visit 10 Sheikh Abdi,

That is how Aweysand I, returming from our daily fishing Cxpedition, Came g
find Halima and the Sheikh sitting together at our banquet table. Upon having the
storyrepeated to us, all we could do was to sit and shake our heads. Only the soung
of the waves and the pounding surf intruded on the silence,

"We Somalis are makin

g things very difficult for oursclves, even in love. "
Aweys said.

beach, we all decided to appoint ourselves as mediato
officers for the young lovers. Sheikh Abdi and | were assi
(0 the girl's father, while the Professorand Aweysagreed
the other elders at the beach (0 get their consensuys,

FEBRUARY 11,

- This momning we launched Operation "Elmi Bowdary," Somalia's equivalent
to "Romeo and Juliet". We set out for our first consultation with Halima's father,
with Halimain the lead. Her father sensed our mission as soon as he saw us 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 he_art
when the man started yelling at his daughter at the top of his voice, but we tried

Lo hold onto the old Sheikh's motto: "S tay calm in the face of the adversary". We
thanked our stars that the man was not armed.

When the man finally calmed down, the resourceful Sheikh beganto SM- flfz
told the man that all the greatreligions of the world, including Islam, forbid us .
bind large groups of people into stereotypic straight-jackets and that even thoug

. . ) as
Slereotypes about various ethnic groups do exist, we should try to see people
individuals rather than bunch them all into one basket.

"By dismissing young Ibrahim on stereotypic lines, you could bg(l,?im:fc :
valuable son-in-law. Each person is a unique human being, crgated by h ul d be
of us differently, yet able to blend with the rest of humankind. It :;“
Ibrahim's personal qualities that are important, not his ethnic background”.

: mﬂke
This was the longest single speech 1 had ever heard the Sheikh
throughout my long acuaintance with him,
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had expected the man (o jump throyg

ouchable, come what may".
un

The girl's mOFhf‘f brought us tea and bundles of Khat. There was little she could

0 help. Tradition dnc.s not allnw.h(l‘.r O sitat a men'q meeting, neither js :he

mitted 10 Xpress her views and opiniong or make hodily contact, even to s‘hz‘ike

. with any men mﬂhcr than her husl?and Or immediate family—memherg' So
our hopes 12y with the father, who remained hostile and uncompromising,

"Think what my clan would say and do if word goes round that | married my
daughter 10 an untouchable? War, famine and disease can Cause anarchy in 3
country, but they can't change what pcople think",

I nudged the Sheikh, a signal that the mission Was a failure and that we shoyld
call it a day.

"We are two-thousand-year-old men with the identity crisis of a leenager,” he
told me as we left Halima's family.

"It 1s an endless sea of problems and questions that nobody in Somalia can
really answer, " I said as we crossed the line where the Red Cross foodkitchens were
located, behind the old Lido Night Club.

9:30 p.m. - We skipped monitering the BBC and Voice of America reports and
istened instead to what the Professor and Aweys had to say about their consulta-
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.

~ The Professor looked straight in my eyes and said, "It is not like we thought
Iwould be. The clders made the point that there is no hope of a normal marriage
“Temony being performed here, so they suggested that Ibrahim and Halima run
4Way ang marry either in Adaleh or Warsheikh. They said that Sheikh Abdi should
#company them, with three witnesses and perform the ceremony there, if

ncCCSSary" ]

co Ther}: ¥as an embarrassed silence in the shack. Then Aweys, my ﬁshx:g
cann'ltpamon‘ SPokeina loud voice that could putaradioannouncer to shame.qnw y
e Sheikh perform the marriage ceremony right here, on the beach?

Ve point was well-taken, but Sheikh Abdi stood up to speak.

i ; : hould be
- Accordlng 0 traditional Islamic marriages, the marriage ceremony s

. ' i tis, if they're
"y a‘i'l‘\lrzd at'.leaSt ninety kilometres from the parents residence, tha
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"But that is in normal times," the Professor interrupted.

After a heated debate on the subject, we decided to put
Professor, Aweys and myself were all in favour of the ceremon
on the beach. Only the Sheikh had objected, but he was obvio
A meeting of the beach clders was set for that night.

it to g vote., The

y hCH'Ig pcrfOrmed
usly Outnumbereq

Everyone on the beach was now acquainted with the details of Operation
Bowdary," and our involvement in the affair. "The marriage ceremony sho
ahead," the Professor declared to the clders.

"Elm[
uld go

The romance of the impending marriage provided juicy gossip for the entire
beach!

FEBRUARY 12,

- Today, Sheikh Abdi woke me early in the morning and told me to dress
quickly.

"We are going 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 tlie 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 each
other for some time now".

"Yes, Sheikh," the boy said quietly.
"Do you and her get along well?"

i . : wc'Vﬁ
"I love her," he said emphatically. "She is a very charming girl and :
agreed to marry, in spite of everything".

. * " don‘l
"My dear boy, I have something to tell you," the Sheikh said, “but please
tell anyone else", .

"What is it, Sheikh?" "

. ny".
"Leave the beach as soon as I have performed the wedding ceremo !
llwhy?'l

"Because I smell trouble".

B



- afternoon, Aweys reported to us that every single person on the
ater this 3f course, Halima's parents, had congratylated the lovers and that
ch, €XCC ;%ffC“"g to help, in their modest ways, with the pleasant task of

wa e
everY n]fc couple a proper MArTage.
jying &+

there is still one formidable obstacle to overcome," Aweys told us. "The
“Blll c '; e
girl's parents -

Halimaand Ibrahim werce married today, by Sheikh Abdi, In a twenty-minute
. held behind the old Lido Night Club. The bride wore a Guntino and
"“cm(’;f a wrap-around affair that is preferred by southern Somali women. The
Gﬂrb;is“réurc a two-piece cotton fabric, worn by nomads and a pair of camel-hide
shoes. He carried a spear in one hand and a shield in the other. Somebody played
"Hibo," a popular Somali wedding song. A choir of about twenty youngsters sang
for the ceremony. The feast was the largest ever held in war-torn Somalia.

At11:30 p.m. - the bride and groom 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,

- Today I received an invitation to visit Mogadishu's horrendous "Bermuda
Triangle". The invitation came from Abdullahi, the son of the sole survivor of thg
notorious Jesira Beach Massacre, Awil Jama (detailedin "Target: Villa Somalia)".
Even the name "Bermuda Triangle" is enough to inspire in people all the
Nighimarish fears of its namesake. There are young gun-men who have built their

ePutations on the fact that they had visited the Bermuda Triangle before coming
1o Lido Beach,

mmMa“Y people say that anyone who attempts to enter it never comes back," 1
mented 1o a young man who said he had been there.

?tf‘ Were sitting in front of my shack, watching the ocean and the people
g for driftwood ag the shore.

IIIt » & -
wag ¢ TU€," he fesponded. "The inhabitants kill outsiders. Even General Kayse
% forceq (g o

BIVE up after several attempts to crush them. But if you have
cre, you'll be safe".

sho ;
"Wh +ed him the letter of invitation from Abdullahi.
Y don't yoy 207" he asked me.

Liong ¢,
I
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"You know that the conditions here on the beach are best.

It's impossible to starve here. We can even do a little f;
times get really tough”.

"Wait a minute,” he langhed. "I didn't mean you shoulqg g0 for
brief visit to the famous Bermuda Triangle would give yoy the chan

story".

"There's nothing I'd rather do than visit the place," | admitted, "But the
involved far outweigh any story - obligations I have to my editors" ISk

*hing nov Nd thep, ;¢
I

good! But 5
ce f()ra g

"Nobody in the outside world knows anything about the Bermuda Triangle '
Mogadishu and how its inhabitants have been defending their homes" M

I tned hard not to seem interested.

'If you're wormied about the problem of getting a "technical” to take us there
it doesn't cost much. We can pool our resources. How about jt?" '

"Well, my boy, you've found yourself a partner. I've always wanted to visit that
place”.

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. I showed them my letter
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.

"You are risking your life in such an idiotic mission".
"ButI have friends out there. Besides, I have always wanted to visit the place”.

Five minutes later, our "committee" voted three to one in favour of the visit,
with only Sheikh Abdi opposing it.

The Professor said as he stood up:

"I'have to go to the lecture”. He picked up his stack of papers and pwmd
o place them in his tattered briefcase. The stack was so high thathe mO_mC“W:':Y
lost control and papers sprayed all over the table. I noticed the headline on the
paper closest to me:

"WHY PEACE EFFORTS FAIL IN MOGADISHU"
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Chapter Four

Visiting Mogadishu's
Bermuda Triangle



p.m. - we hired a four-wheel-drive vehicle from a clan which claimed

A

48 , e :
h:ln“ma[ in the fighting. The vehicle was camouflaged and was mounted with
ln ' . b | J 2 | > ol
" 50 calibre Browning machine gun. A handful of teenage gun-men were inside,

keeping the cngine running.

My new partner, Hassan ldlch, was waiting for me at the kerb, along with the
griver, who cyed me openly. I wondered how I'appeared to him. I couldn't help
put notice how cool these teenagers were. Many gun-men and drivers of technicals
in Mogadishu would refuse to go to the Bermuda Triangle at any price, but these
teenagers 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 load the 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, I was worried about what
would happen when we attempted to cross the notorious Green Line dividing the
cty. In Mogadishu, there is no guaranéc that you will stay alive by shouting
"Press!” or "Neutral!” Recent experience had shown that people who claim
Reutrality do mot go over well with the militia who man the barricades. One
mq“‘“’fs astring of near-miracles to survive the journey through the devasted city.

18 an acute shortage of miracles in Mogadishu these days.

II‘:’"M hear @smt artillery fire and the chattering of small arms, but that was
‘hcbegfm-' the city seemed unusually quiet. Isuddenly remembered that it was
fasting f’r‘“lns of the Holy month of Remadhan, although the possibility of people

om dawn to dusk, or laying down their weapons, in the midst of war and
famine seemed very glim,

cleri %an Idheh, who was sitting next to me in the cabin, started at.tacking. the
"2 favoyy; elders for not trying harder to mediate between the warring factions
"P € theme of discussion in Somalia nowadays.
er

Saiq, aps they, 100, want the war to drag on for their own vested interests”, I
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"Do you think the former dictator, with the help of the
Italians, is behind the crisis in Somalia?"

Before I could answer, one of the teenagers, sporting hig AK-47, inte
"What about the IMF, the World Bank, and the CIA?" he asked. The ;4ch,:’ Upteq
directed at no one in particular, so I started fumbling with my notebogk a~n-q()n Wag
map of Mogadishu, printed by the US-AID in the seventies. an ol

Communists Or the

Another youth on the hood of the vehicle wanted to know what e letters [\
CIA, and KGB stood for. '

"IMF means International Ministry of Finance, "I answered him, "while KGR
means Kindly Go Back, and CIA means Come In Again",

This brought on a fit of raucous laughter inside the vehicle, and | fervently
wished that the boys would put their safety catches on.

The driver of the vehicle seemed to be in something of a hurry, evep by
Mogadishu standards, and we swerved crazily around potholes and bomb-craters,
The boys were singing an old tune in the back of the vehicle. I wondered whether

they were used to this sort of trip.

Eventually, I spoke up. "I am intrigued by the speed, but can you perhaps drive
a little slower?"

‘Tl ry," came the muffled answr.

Atlastthe vehicle stopped at the first barricade, and the noise of gunshots could
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 was difficult to see because of the darkness, but suddenly my eyes were
stabbcq with the light of the metalic glint of a gun barrel. I sat motionless, half
¢xpecung 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
I was going.

"Tam with the press, and I am trying to go to visit my friends on the other side
of the Green line". :

The puzzled voices of the militia men changed to angry intonations. Finally
the man with the gun Spoke in a commanding voice.

"Go on, but don't come back here". The man clearly had rank, as well 3 3%
on his side.
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yas I could, but the warning worried me a lot. Another

tl .
EASE d in, pointing his gun at my heart.

cople from General Robleh's stronghold in this place,

yeor? be journalists. We know they're really double

»n an € _
“We kecP ho claim to

gpecilly those W
e dor man told him to leave us alone, because we were "dung heaps and
The older

qons Of harlots”.

Hassan Idlch looked at me and shook his head.
S8

wReing a journalist or a neutral party is not an asset here these days. All I can
? :;cfw vour eyes and ears open. Of course we have guns, but they outnumber
g2y I8 ) YU

ond outgun us. Don't say I didn't warn you".
on some other occasion, 1 might have told him to go to hell, and then go back

w 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 see us through".

He stared at me. I think he expected some delighted response, but I felt only

@waveof insecurity and unease, what with gunmen sitting behind me, their fingers
on the triggers,

“Look, if you don't feel like proceeding with the joumcy,\let's call ita day and
0back 10 Lido, " I saig, |

_ g.but we're not
8 the barricage told

shook my pegq

going back at this stage. And remember the man
you not to come back".

Yideg
Pace Al an Hassa"elqblch fesponded. "We're annoucing our approach to the
“\eOther ' TV Te expecting us, It's a sort of security clearance".

Occy '
‘"“’lher bary Pants of the vehicle nodded their approval.
Whyy newcade 'oomed ahead, and the driver switched oft his lights.



"We must walk from here".

"Where are we?"

"Weliyow Adde"”, Hassan Idlch responded. "We are inﬂtcrnqqing the |
: . > line

from now on we are in the Bermuda Triangle". .ang

At four in the moming we were walking carefully, in single file, coq
i e ffi rhe

rubble and garbage, trying to avoid General Kayse's snippers who were said
deployed on the roof of the former people's Assembly building facing Be’rmlndhe
lda,

The three-kilometre enclave was in the territory controlled by General k
but the defenders of the Triangle supported General Robleh and were reno iﬁv
for their great fighting spirit. General Kayse, using tanks, mortar, "’"g-raned
arullery guns, and rocket-launchers had tried several times to over-ryn the e.“ClavEe
but the inhabitants defended their homes fiercely. It was the most desoaze olace
in the city. The faces of the buildings were pock-marked with holes from shellj

fire and bullets.

ThenIsaw dark shadows, bearing automatic rifles, standing guard on the street
corners while we walked past them.

"They're our reception committee, "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 I had 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 out from'behind
adamaged T-55 tank nearby. "Welcome to Bermuda", he repeated. the voice s
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, I presume?"

The youth moved forward, and, ignoring our greetings of "Nabad
"Nabadinos, "he immediately began telling us the situation.

, ttack
"We have information that General Kayse is planning another m.?siivi: wi
against us, so we should get you to your bunker. It'sa nice bunker, bu’ tn 3;et 'some
a window facing a solid wall. You will be safe there. You may eV

sleep”, he said.

" and
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' hefore we werc seated around a long table, bathed in the glow
! IongOrking through a meal of flattened maize cakes, goat meat, and
ofa"d]el'g;g;,:ahi ordered his men to collect our vehicle from where we had left
ed yards away. They would first unload the cargo of fish that

baﬂanas-r ve hundr
. gome 1YY : - rom Lido Beach, and then they would park the vehicle

we yund garage.

jnan und(‘-f?“
onversation was dominated by talk of the war, and of friends who had
Qur € o

peen killed 1n action.
"Wy are you feluciant {0 expand the boundary of Bermuda?". I asked him.

"We are not cxpansionisl.s", he replied. "Our policy is to defend ourselves and

our homes'".
~What is the population of Bermuda?”".

"About forty thousand, mostly women, children and elderly people. All clans
are represented”.

"How is your contact with General Robleh's stronghold?”.
"Excellent”, he said, with a smile of satisfaction. "We have our own secret

channels. Asfor food and drinking water, we are self-sufficient. Of course, some
people from the Red Cross and The Doctors Without Borders are trying to help

- wwithmedical supplies, and are planning to set up kitchens in several parts of our

~ mBem

J

r‘

encalve".

. We then talked about the war and the famine, and he revealed that everyone
uda would be glad to see an immediate end to the hostilities. But some
»Including General Kayse, were not interested in peace.

"We i »
¢ 0 Bermuda will fight to the last to defend our homes and families. We

ve : L
- hlmltal Peace will never arrive in Somalia as long as men like General Kayse
8¢ring for power and leadership”.

"How
for g lonz?a: © You managed to keep General Kayse's well-equipped forces at by

'We ma
A l.iti:'n“t;)tt ul::v? big guns and tanks, but the morale of our men is very high.
Ofthe ey ; big guns which are the deciding factor ina war; itisthe fighting

Nthe field. Take the Algerians and the Viet Cong, as examples".
fuuY 8 bu lou Observe g ceasefire brokered by the United Nations?" I asked.
Y sy

8i
Pport theg e f;easeﬁre agreement in New York alone is not enough. We
Ployment of a strong international peace-keeping force in

Woulg yo
e
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Somalia, with a mandate to enforce, and to shoot anyonc who vig|ages it
"How do you see the future of Somalia?”
Abdullahi leaned back in his chair and sighed.

"I have my fearsand hopes,” he said. "Itisa dreadful thing to say, by | believe
that a strong international force, led by the U, S. army should fan out in the coun
and kill the thugs that snatch food from the mouths of small babies and thejr
skeleton-like mothers. As a first priority, all factions in the country should be
disarmed simultaneously, and a national reconciliation conference should be held
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.

FEBRUARY 15,

- I missed the biggest pattle of the war so far. Reports reaching us here said
that General Kayse launched a massive offensive against his enemy's stronghold
yesterday at 10.00 a.m. local ume. The report said that General Kayse, using all
the terror weapons at his disposal, including Katyushas, tanks, APCs, and mortars
unexpectedly attacked positions held by General Robleh, and the fighting was still
going on.

It appeared 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 ba!tlc
to lack of preparation on the part of the defenders, although they were fighung
vigorously to fend off the invaders.

We switched on the radio station controlled by General Kayse, but only musi¢
and nationalistic songs were playing, an indication that fighting was taking Plac‘:i
The hope that the clan conflict would come to an end was dashed to the groun
by yesterday's fresh offensive.

Abdullahi brought me a newsletter, called "The Bermuda Bay", whlc'h 1‘:::
published daily by a group of university students. The four-page quarto Sheetlsearly
story said that yesterday's "unprovoked" attack by General Kayse was ¢
aimed at derailling the UN-sponsored pcacc-télks in New York.
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. apetus to the ousted regime. Its troops, for example, were
p gives eV lap¢ the third offensive since January. They captured the
nthe € ance t?[:,ygrcgi““' Baidoa, last September 15. Their main objective
v oicapital 01 B4V

Py Mogadishtl - . |
issurﬁy loval to the former dictator are expected to advance SOON on
sother forces 0.\’“1 in the lower Shabellah region, in co-ordination with Siyad
,andsh""‘f“h‘“m;opg' advance on Mogadishu. The renewed offensive by
s olh:‘-f' Bg’;?ﬁmc is greatly encouraged by the splitin the USC leadership
03 y
.dﬂl‘go’;\"gahlmg in Mogadishu ...

knew quite some time ago that General Kayse was planning such an
"W}*-e the third since January, but what we didn't know was that his main
offensive, -

guive was General Robleh's territory, " Abdullahi said, as 1 handed him ghe
ﬂ:. "We should have known better".

"You thought he was planning to attack Bermuda ag

ain, and that's why you put
your men on full alert?".

"All we knew was that he was up to no good".

“Thelieve you are goin

g to have to make some tough decisions,”, I said. "Wil]
You send reinforcements

to help repulse the invaders?"

He crossed his legs and picked up his brand new M-

ll:h' I'do not think the i -
_*%Orst, we will have no choice but to attack from the rear. Our loyalties Ia
"t General Roble" ’ ’

tmied 10 i |
“ﬂ?}f magme,“’hal Was going on ten miles
"'&'mg hm°s‘ ternb_le inall the worl -

16 assault rifle.

Atinuing ingjde i i '
%com? sound of g N8 1nside and outside the city. Here in Bermuda,

7 Lebig guns, parallel to the fi hting, the UN-sponsored
Sog fideg '

Gy, Claim .
h,x:’ D'Obleh ' T:n :::;:33 In the battle. The radio station controlled by

at his forces destroyed ral ified militar
n yed several unspecified military
Shhm?‘?bleh’s sflclfr?k ; i Ap_csv during the four-day-long encounter outside
%,,m 4 (h, hisi 0ld, while General Kayse said that he was holding the
°fﬁcia13. Orces were now hunting the remnafits of General Robleh's
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In order to back his claims, General Robleh took scvgral joumali.q[g
line. They were shown several dozens of the dead bodies of the attac
and a T-55 tank which had been scized from the attackers ang was late
They were also taken to the Red Cross hospital, which had been hiy
shells and completely ransacked of everything by the attackin g forceg,
to an eye-witness, five Red Cross doctors and One nurse had mang
in a diesel-powered boal, while a doctor and another nurse had hee
forces loyal to General Kayse.

10 the frop,
kin g fOrce,
F'Seton fire
by arlillery

Accmding
ged to escape
N abducteq by

Another report said that General Kayse's men had intenq
linking General Robleh's stronghold with the airstrip, "but
repulsed” by General Robleh's forces.

ed o sgize the road
they-were heroically

veracity of General Kayse's claim. He said that the " unprovoked" attack was aimed
at undermining the peace talks in New York.
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Chapter Five

Strange Bedfellows

”




MUSA MOHAMED RAGHE:

45-ycar-old former secondary school teacher, married with three childr Hi
school destroyed and his wife and three children fled m.th'c cr;untr q?(';é hls
decided to take up arms for the first time in his life. He has qinglc-ﬁand;dle
destroyed an APC with a Milan anti-tank rocket, and killed SCVCI\'al attackers in z

single week. He received shrapnel from mortar; MSF (Doctors Without Borders)
removed the fragments from his left thigh, and now is back in action. |

OMAR HASSAN MUDDE:

A hard-core convict who escaped from Mogadishu's central prisons, he made his
way to Bermuda with another former inmate with rifles they had seized from the
guards. He regularly leads a group of armed gangs to loot food from warehouses
at the port and airport, to feed the inhabitants of the city.

ISSA ABDI YEBEROW:

A 50-year-old taxi driver who found himself in Bermuda when the fighting broke
out, and decided to join the defenders. "In Bermuda,a complete stranger gives you
food and 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 MAHDI IBRAHIM:

A former army sergeant-major and an expert in explosives and bomb-making.
Hewas on leave to visit his ailing mother, who lived in the area, when the civil war
broke out. He disabled several tanks and APCs, and led command units to destroy
::;“;?:“0“ dumps in the outskirts of the capital. He also trains youngsters in th‘c
wife rearms and guerrilla warfare. His mother died of natural causes, but his

%as hit by a stray bullet and died instantly.

NOOR ELMI FARAH:

Af ;
Bmwn?n?? pohce' officer, who still wears his now tattered uniform and sports a
Narge, of ul:etomauc pistol and an M-16 automatic rifle. He was formerly in
“Mbush local police-station. Recently, he led a four-man militia and

ac : :
Onvoy ferrying General Kayse's troops. There were no survivors, he
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said. He received a gun wound during an encounter af the height of
’ ort
SHIRE ELMI WARSAMEHN:

A 35-year old former university student who edits the Bermud
U?e months after former dictator Mohamed Siyad Barre's ()u;;Iir: . ‘Z"‘_"”‘*
his co-workers managed to produce their paper fegularl}'d j*‘_hm‘. andqix of
heavy bombardments against their premises by General K 3ch.qpf'.te Continuayq
mainly responsible for urging the Red Cross to set up soup kit‘chinlg_hl"” He iy
He ztlls-o invited Doctors Without Borders to treat the woundcil - Bff_rmuda‘
medicines. Other relief workers avoid the area. ' and dispense

he civif wap

Paper. [y

Armed with bazookas and automatic rifles, he and his colleagues person
deliver the paper to his readers in the area on nominal fees, and often free of charg:

for those who have no money to part with.

MS. HALIMA ISMAIL ABDILLAHI:

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 killed or injured in the crossfire, but I managed to find my way to Bermuda,

only to find that my home was totally destroyed”, she said.
But today, in a pock-marked but well-kept compound, Halimatries to maintain |
an island of sanity, caring for somg two hundred orphans. A lorry carrying food
donated for the children by Unicef was hijacked at gunpoint, bpt_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.
DR. YUSUF HILOWLEH MAALIN
ferring to the hundrends

e", Dr. Yusuf said. He wasre da. He was 0n¢

"I can't stand it anymor
o in hi i ital i heart of Bermu
of injured people in his makeshift hosll'lh'ﬂlt mI-tII::cwork od as a surgeon at the De
4 4 SChOOl house into

of the few Somali doctors who staye_,d pu
Martino Hospital before coming to this area,

a hospital. | »
"No place in Mogadishu is a more obvious lalggﬁg e

Bermuda", he said while watching as a one-year-0

milkless breasts of her wounded mother.

where he turned

; than
artillery fire ©
ped at the dried,

FeTal



ital received several artillery shells, which killed and
' t weeks the h(;sl]));uents Dr. Yusuf said. Dozens of fresh graves could be
Z L3S mber O ’

nu

ged 2 ospital.
zﬂunmhjndmCh P st ks o oo o ke

[FFERENCES SHOULD BE SETTLED ON A
i NEGOTIATING TABLE

Hilin Weekly Gazzette Editor's Interview with General Robleh.
1

Q. What do you think was the root of the confrontati

on that took place in
Mogadishu among the two factions of the USC?

A. As you probably know, the confrontation th

at occured in Mogadishy last
Thursday was not the first of its kind; it was the third.

This last, however, was most

IS or close friends apart. In the civilized world, political
Yougd, - are usually Set!led On a negotiating table, and in a peacefql manner.
not medsee p°°P1f= Tunning to geta gun. It appears that here in Somalia we have
Bung, that politica maturity, No misunderstanding can Justify the use of

Q. . . . .
& m:sl:at gements have been made, politically and militarily, to counter
'aido Ve of trog

4, the - 20Ps loyal to Siyad Barre, since they have already captured
_~ Provincial capiga] of Bay?

beig g, ™ Barre pag acquired the ability to bring himself back to poteee 2;:
moz.e"p_ Oiting the misunderstanding that surfaced WIlhlf;_ &2 38(:: ks
"_"“lt, he ba:“’mls events in Mogadishu, particularly the mood o

Tbe); Made uge of the situation to launch this offensive asaiﬂ:l rmo
eve the Somalj people will rebuff all his atlempts, and itwilln
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much to check his advance and shatter his ill designs once and for al|

Q. But the human and property cost in every confrontation jg 100 hj
sustain, and the people are tired of more.  Are other organisations who
against the regime of the formfcr diclfllor ready to send troops to fight Siyaq
especially now that the USC is not in shape to do so?, -

gh 1o
foughy
Barre,

A. First, I should extend my condolences to all those affected by the lateg; sad
disturbances. But as far as the fight against Siyad Barre is concerned, the giy
organisatins agreed upon a clear-cut policy to confront the dictator's Lroops with
force.

The organisations are ready to execute that undertaking now.

It was planned that a delegation from Mogadishu be sent to Galkayo to bring
peace to warring groups, and another to Kismayu. Both delegates were temporar-
ily halted because of the outbreak of violence in Mogadishu. As 00N 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 call for the leaders to provide full logistical backing for the SDM and
USsC?

A. Naturally, it will be compulsory to mobilize and extend all possible
logistical support to these organisations whose forces are ready to fend off the
invaders. Even if there is one single organisation, we will throw all our weight
behind it. We have to take into account what is at stake: the defence of a nation.
We are 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. The Somali people have been fighting for their democratic rights, which
have been denied them in the past twenty-one years. The organisations that
liberated this country, no matter in what form or method they 3mpl°y°d;
overthrew the dictator, and they deserve a lot of respect from us. The governmen
that is to be set up will be a democratic one, which will plan for and Suafa"w':
the introduction of a multi-party system, after we put our house in order. Pw:?
Organisations, you are quite right, have a clannish flavour, but these ‘:’ od 10
haturally develop into political parties in the future, and they are expec
Outgrow their clan limitations.
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offorts to cffect security in Mogadishu fails, would you request the

fyour P ‘ ; | '
f outside forces to assist you in securing stability?

inlc.r\'('"l"“n .

Al sincercly hope that the need to invite in foreign forces will not arise. [
e W will be ablg to settle our problems by ourselves. So as to show the world
hal We are self-relient and arc able to solve our differences on our own. But if
(becomes imperative, although I strongly dislike it, we would take any measure
.o sce appropriate o quell the instability for the interests of peace and national

aity, even if that would mean calling for outside intervention.

Q. Peace 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.

I hope our brothers in the North will understand and share with us this
concern. The interest of the Somali people is in unity. Allaround us, people are
coming together. Take the example of the Yemens, and that of Germany and the
European Economic Community country-members. People are rying to stress

and strengthen common factors, all those that bring them together. Nobody can

acept or sympathize with a decision that will partition Somalia - a one country,

one-people State. If there are certain quarters w

Plight, we understand those people are not promo
hope stability will return to the South; although Id

South ag an adequate justificalion for secession.
THANK YOU.

o o e e ok 3k 2k 3 A o e e ol e

ho close their eyes on Somali’s
ting our national aspirations. I
o not see the instability in the



Six

FEBRUARY 17,

- 1 am reproducing in my diary the following articjeg
GAZZETTE, an independent weekly published by a group of So
who decided to stay on in Somalia, despite the turmoil:

from the
malj intcllecmah

CITIZENS FLEE THE CAPITAL

By a Hilin reporter

The recent clashes that took place between USC factions in Mogadishu reviveg
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 countr'ir-side_
Following in the 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 ©0
250,000

35 3 e e 3 2 e e 3k ok e e ke ok ok

BULLETS HIT AFRICA AIR

By a Hilin Reporter b
On Sun(_lay, Air Africa cancelled its flight to Berbera when itwashit®)
M an unidentified gun-man at the airport.

Complicationg started when an SNM (a il ement e
. guerrillamover age:
Noﬂhet;n Region) delegation bound for Berbera arrived with ““"”ggﬁagg week®
delegation had missed severa] flights for lack of space in the pree
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Chapter Six

From The Pages of Hilin



agement of Africa Air could not provide or offer flight for the
e ﬂ“:‘n Jits cargo. The delegation was determined not to be left behind this

wcgan?':hc realisation of this entailed leaving out passengers going to the North

o bU .

nnn;c;110ir belongiNgs:

§

The go.ncral confusion prevailing at the runway became ugly . Facing the long
 asSCNEOTs Were awkward lines of militia men holding cocked AK-47 rifles
foe? r[":d\'- The militia were supposedly there to prevent any breach of security
::,:h:ou théy looked as if they were holding the people on the tarmac as hostages.

Recause of the confusion, it wasonly a few minutes before take-off when it was
gicovered 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.

sk 3k e 3 sk e ok sk ke sk e ok sk ke sk

NO WATER FOR MOGADISHU
ByaHilinreporter

Mogadishu residents have been without water for some time now. The fuel
dlocated for the pumps alongside the Afgoi road, it is said, found its way to the
blackmarket instead. Consequently, only a fraction, if any, of the fuel for the
reservoirs reached its destination. Our sources say that when the militia was asked

10 leave the premises, they demanded an amount in the region of 400 million
Shillings,

Itis also reported that water pumps from the same wellsare in the hands of other
militia in (own, 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 militia, guarding Radio Mogadishu's transmitters, has refused access
10 the transmitters unless they are paid 100 million Somali Shillings.

Of late, it 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.

3 2 2 3k afe afe s 3 o ol o o o ok e



SDA & USF PROMISE TROOPS
By a Hilin Reporter

Following the latest offensive of forces loyal to Siyad Barre ang th
Baidoa, a leader of the USC called on all those Organisations who f € fal] ¢

the former dictator to come up with troops to take a counleroffensi‘,'E;g again;

The official did not specify the quota of fj

ghters and equipmen
organisation is required to bring. Pment ea)

Up to now, only two organizations, the SDA and the USF, have EXpresse
support to the call. They did not, however, say how many men they will contribf::

to the effort, when their forces can be made ready, or from where they can possib]
come in time. )'

HILIN 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 against another puts
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 USC of its prime responsibility: to first bring I-mceh
toits community and then to resolve their differences in a peaceful manner. Higher s
USC officials place no great faith in protecting the lives and properties thatav!:;
under the organisation's administration. Many believe that the leaders could ha
intervened with their respective followers and stopped the fighting. \

| _ . il in
If the current political and military uncertainty continues t?omp{;‘;ﬁem\
Mogadishu, more fear will be instilled in those whostill cling to life, \
to move further from the battlefield, which is Somalia. s \
"

, |
Worse still, the other organisations in the country are divided into t:l? :nd the |
a camp that wholly supports the formation of a broad-based_so‘;hezn;“ ustod Siyed
restoration of peace; and another camp that aligns i.tself ‘_“m r camp believes \
Barre, prefering the gun to political stability in Somalia. This latwing from withil \1
that the divided USC has no supporters and the division now emerg the forces that
the SDM constitutes another factor. This rift has greatly weaken

86

__-‘



e troops of Siyad Barre at bay.
oopiné
o

The qark really iS:
Very
oht oul of
(1) CIf

out of ten people hit were civilians, who were in no way involved

(2 remotely instrumental to the feuding;
o c\'(‘-l'l ¢

2 and forapeople already enfeebled by nine months of intepse bombardment

G) an iminate shootings, the ensuing shocks of political Instability, severe
nd mdlscof; resources with which to feed and clothe themselves, erratically
m:;alifj water systems, medical inattention and lack of education and schooling
nve taken their toll.

ten casualties died from sustained injuries:

Ugo Betti, the Italian playwright, once wrote: "If friction is to be stopped, the
oly way is to remove the cause; if disturbances are to be brought to an end, the
way is o eliminate the disturber",

Weinthis newspaper reiterate once again that people should not hasten to take

sges at the slightest provocation. To take up arms against each other should be
e furthest thing from our minds,
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MEDIATORY COMMITTEE
By a Hilin Reporter

YCSlerday, the Communities Mediating Committee (CMC) brought out a

ty-u},? point document which largely dealt with the solution of the USC
Unities' differences.

U The eld‘?fs point out that if Qur' anic precepts and the respective national qnd
erconsulutions are ushered to from the outset, violence and destructive

a8y, “NICes can be avoided. The recommendations speciﬁca}ly address the clans,

hg:y d° Not leave out the possibility that the two contergdmg leaders can work
wul"' N an atmosphere free from personal antagonism. The .CMC was,

Whi SVer, faulteq iy, over-stretching their document to levels of national scale,

lc“c. e not included in the outline of the initial duties. .The CMC t:fcgan its

cohv.l One day after the two USC forces clashed in Mogadishu. Its sessions will
“Nue amid intense bombardments by both sides.

3 3 a2 2 3¢ ol e e e 2l dfe afe e
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ERITREANS SHOW THEIR CONCERN

By a Hinlin Reporter

A three-man delegation led by the Minister for Forei gn Affairg
Provisional Administration and the EPLF Secretary for Extern
Mohamed Saeed, arrived here on a special aircraft from Nairobi, and hag been in
Mogadishu for more than ten days.

of the Eritrean
al Affairs, My

The delegation first held talks with the United Somali Congress (USC)
Executive Committee to give bricfings of the objectives of th

. eir 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. Itisn
to remember that Somalia was one of the few nations that supported
our long struggle,” Mr. Saeed told the Executive Committee.

oteworthy
us through

The Eritrean delegation later met with General Kayse. Theenvoys plantohold
a discussion with General Robleh and members, of the organisations in Somalia. -

After leaving Mogadishu, The delegation will fly to Kismayu and then
Berbera.
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THE YOUNG MUJAAHID NEEDS FUTURE GUARANTEE
By A. Y. Artan

In the process of the fight against Siyad Barre, and in his final overthrow, m:nng
of our able-bodied youngsters have been drawn away from productive Sﬂ:CtOfSrs "
into Mogadishu. Now these people have not only abadoned economiC secto

: : o : t of
which they have been useful, but their presence in the capital is causing a lo
social and security troubles.

is young
In the future, it will be impossible for any government to absorb this y

e ; : many
militia, as the majority have no skills of their own and are numerically 100 |
to accomodate.

This is a problem of great proportions and one cannot simply
What makes tackling this problem so important is the fact that ﬂ:f;?o ol
arsenals in the hands of these youngsters. Both the general publicanc
of the organizations are aware that it is paramount to collectarms mno
any security - at least in Mogadishu.
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any people in the top positions fail to realize is that the question of
ol whiﬂ.“:1 < closely linked to the issue of safety for those who overthrew the
SCollecuoc I;un dreds who have moved from the country-side, for hundreds of

g possession of a gun gives people a sense of confidence. They feel that now

Thm defend their interests, even if in the process they violate the rights of

w citizens. They will never relinguish arms so easily. Many sincere and
,tlg)onsible people will think before they hand over their weapons.

If the clan leaders are seriously considering the collection of arms, the
youngsters should be givena vision of what their future lives could be like, without
e "security” of arms. Some sort of guarantee of a better future must be offered
wthem. Without guarantees, a lot of people will mount stiff resistance. Many
pople fecl arms collection and the reintroduction of security measures puts their
future in the dark.

The problem of the thousands of youngsters who have left their families and
vestock in the countryside, not tomention those who lost their lives,isnotan issue
e taken lightly. Perhaps the first task of the clan leaders should be to address
e Mujaahid issue.

A'ﬂ('iw armed forces might absorb a portion of the youth in Mogadishu, but the
Maining greater majority must be helped, persuaded, and materially motivated
80 back 10 their livestock and leave the gun behind.

Ifa new government does not come up with a resettlement and employment
Pogram for the now-armed youngsters, it will certainly fail in its cleaning-up
“WMpaigns,
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CLAN OFFICIALS ASSURE ARMY
By a Hilin Reporter

There was once a Somali army that was the pride and envy of Africa. Or-so
e believed.

. That army, spoiled and misused by the former regime, virtually disbanded
8¢1f, Some of the troops defected to nalit_mal liberation organizations, Some went
Me 1o attend to their own private family and businesses.
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And yet some more used their expertise and weapons to roh and

loot
people they were drafted to protect. the very

The former two groups, tired of the long wait, formed 3 protest
strongholds of the two clan Icaders this week, ina peaceful show of fee

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.

3¢ 3 2 e e e e ofe e e e e e ke ok

THE SOMALI DISASTER
By H.M. Jama, Hilin Columnist

Fighting of any sort brings with it nothing but woe and destruction. Armed
confrontatons are the worst. They engulf both instigators and bystanders alike.

It 1s 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 of events as they were given them.
It is usually these citizens that suffer most. Hence, there is no victor in qombals
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 consciences of
both combatants.

Let us look at three recent world events. First, there is Iraq, the.mighucst oif
the Arab nations in firepower, invading a sister Arab State, Kuwail. Thc“::s
troops spare no tricks in pillaging Kuwait City and chase bothits Emirs apd cmjo ”
away, bare-footed and bewildered. The aggressor tells the world that it has

nothing but take back a piece of land that always belonged 1o it. 4id
ut

; ; B
The people are now back in Kuwait and the Emirs are remsmlfg‘; at the
anybody take the trouble to ask how the women who were raped a“dlh those Who
o days Of

frontiers survived? Perhaps one should exchanges confidences wbiaklnﬂ
came through the chilly, biting nights and the equally distressing,
the Jordanian Desert,
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o of the richest, most powerful nations in the world gang up on

ond, 8 SCO™ id to be the ousting of Iraqi troops from Kuwaiti soil.
Seto h-cguvc was Sal( , . > x
- e0 Jict“livcs came to be heard during the ensuing weeks: neutralize Iraqi

mhcm‘;'bnilics and overthrow Saddam Hussein. The first was realized
car CAP

e sands and thousands of air raids made on cities like Baghdad and
o h thoU: roper and their civilian population. We cannot, in all probability,
s 1N lriqaﬁ those bombs fell on military targets. The second objective was a
ieve “‘:}m even one strand of Saddam's hair was touched. The wrath and
flll};f{?;)“ of the Western countrics only made unwilling victims of the [ragi
- lation. The wailing babies, denied their milk by the current trade embargo
and those crazed by the falling bombs, have a story to tell.

The third example is how the rest of the world made inaproportionate amounts
of noise and opted on an equally mad choice by practising their nuclear power
arsenals on an uninvolved population. This same world kept its distance and
benned its media from factually reporting and armed confrontation championed
ad largely masterminded by the America of George Bush. In short, the world

gnored everything and everybody unless sanctioned or favoured by the U. S. and
wallies in OPERATION DESERT STORM.

fmy readers cannot at all picture these events for themselves, they can ask a
Ymali. Any man in the street will tell you of how it feels to be displaced and
tispossessed: of how maddening and unfair it is to be caught in the crossfire; to
b shot at, shelled, beaten and looted; of how inadequate and impotent a whole
Balion feels when slighted or totally exposed to a news blackout; of how one sleeps
o the chater of machine guns overhead and awakens to a cold fire. Ask to your

scontent, and | promise you will need no other authority on the subject after
You've asked a Somali.
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CUT OFF AND UNCARED FOR

Somalis Should Reshuffle Their Cards
By Hassan M, Jama, Hilin columnist

Somuch happened. Much, much more than what can be given justice in a mere
Outline is meant for an indifferent world. A world for whon Somalia and its
oublesome Somalis remain a delible question mark. A world whose media-led
Policy-makers find their contraversial UNITAs runaway Balkan statés, and
Poverty-stricken Sudans to be nothing more than weaving intrigues, to be spliced

o1



open at will, making more cngrossing :fnd rcwarding reading ip their

world whose values rest more sclf gratification and musclc-ﬂexing as books,
of tiny Grenada, or the more recent Iraqi (lchgch, making "fﬂlgfn 0 ::n- th
publicized concern for human betterment and individual dignipy,. a

If recent dictionary editions have not changed the defination of
another thatis more suitable for emerging superpowers, then we Som
dense than what I normally would have thought. I would say we mis
on the wall by a long mile. The message, loud and clear,
insignificance to the global power games.

The pain of being ignored is exacerbated a thousand - fold by twent
of progress toward near-annihilation which still hasn't come to 2
conclusion, even after nine post Barre months.

RE-APPRAISAL

Once we come to terms with 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 bowl remains 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 heard beyond the beyond,
suffices for a reply.

Much

C()nchu
Sed the Writing

spelt out oy

Y'plus Years
Salisfacm

(b) To priorily ask for humane assistance in four 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

the
(4) no-strings-attached material and political input that can chart us out of
Siyad-Barre-regime muddied waters.

is
That the most vulnerable in our midst double and quadruple by lh-e giag:;:iz:lh"f
day, is a valid proof of the futility of our feeble efforts; it is also in mb ing, and
those among us who have been misappropriating, embezzling. rgd hands:
hoarding what little aid has been flown or floated to our out-stretch

d
, ; ourage &
We must look inward unto ourselves, and our inner resevoirs, for¢
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ify our lls, multiply the gains, and face the world a
.dancc‘loizc divest ourselves of the apathy and self-abase;?rlxalﬁll);n:cr&
i gug - qand characterised us since the late 1960s. The will to take a f; e
andic? 1o matter on whose toes we tread in the process, should Sulrm e
forwdr y!tO the largely unctious, self-important Z-class politicians who hamp;;ietgz

onvlity
‘dcvcloplng World.

we can no longer trust leaders whose only claim to the positions they occu

s the ability 10 keep their respective clan-elders grinning, well-satisfied gx
sational 100k, If we stand shoulder-to shoulder, and pull strongly against the
ievastating troubles of a tribal Pandora’s Box, we will surely overcome the current
sational disorientation. If by design or omission we lose the right to assert our
wishes on the leadership, we will never be able to retrieve it again without
sacrificing sO much more than canbe saved if only we act more judiciously. Unless
we discard the worn-out shoes of Siyad Barre, and go to the politcal cobbler for

anew, custom-made pair of our own, we will be piling more woes on ourselves
o eternity.
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MAIL BAG
To the Editor
HILIN WEEKLY GAZETTE
Mogadishu
Bravo, So far, so good!
o and informative. With the

- : alistic
both highly journ nts, HILIN could be of world

Your presentations are )
P ¢, and social envirome

appropriate political, economi
> S.W. Hgni
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clan elders, so there could never be a USC army under j gip,

- : gle co
up a national army is undesirable to them. Mmand, T,

Set

During their rule, they did nothing to save government ey,

from looters; more than seventy per cent was availble at the time Sivit Officqy

The looting and destruction continue to this day, and nothing {M(W"Hhtar-m fled.
scernabye

to stop them. 13 done

These, and many other things, show that this group first served itge|f

their only goal is to enrich themselves at the expense of the poor. »and thy

I say: "Please think of what is good for this country and its people.

lr){{}u .
it is not shameful to defect and lay down your weapons. Can't,

Isma” Ahmed Nmf
Mogadishy

s 3 3k 3 S 3 sk s 3k 3k ok ok ok ok ok

Hurrah, Mr. Baffo! Your article on tribalism and modern politics in Somalia
was quite fascinating. I never 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.

Elmi 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 and regional leaders of that day to realise it.

If that unity had not taken place in 1960, it is beyond doubt that the tworegions
would have remained as sister states. If now those two peoples decide tostay apart
[ believe there is no power in the world that can hinder it.

s, wherever they

The responsibility to create an atmosphere whereby Somali
po ty P y “he shoulders of

are, can live together in peace and mutual respect lies solely on e
leaders and intellectuals. They can start by affording due respect to the bilate y
agreements, and by the careful handling of the mass media. Insults al:l
misinformation broadcasted through the radios or written in newspapers "‘%m
serve nothing but to create more discord and greater alienation among us.
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rCmembpe : g .
history. I that we are undergoing a difficult and very sensitive period in

Ibrahim H. Mohamed
Mogadishu

***********#***

Congratulations for a good start! There was a real need for credible English -

language newspaper like yours. Nationals, both here and abroad, who are
interested in Somali affairs need factual reports from Somalia,

May we suggest that you present us with more constructive articles., We reserve
our final judgement, however, 'till we see more of you in the near future.

Qassim H. A,
Al F. A,
Omar A. H.
Mogadishu

e e 36 30e e 3¢ b e e 3k ok ok e e e

In your Sunday issue, Mr. Shirwa outlined procedures that should govern the
¥lection of a worthy administration, that would be able to rescue the people from
Walready sinking vessel. But he forgot a "should be" article that should have
Meceded this one, in order to putafragmented USCin one jug. The USC,Ibelieve,
Sl main and basic organ the new government will be based on. But since the
;&ders of the splinter groups are at loggerheads, I very much doubt if a viable

“Mment will be formed in the near future.

Osman Hassan
Mogadishu

e 3 o o o e o e o ke 3 ok e Kok

'lhh . . .
:%" illlclWlth renge,[ that almost all your readers concentrate of future adminis-
mhu Idl,"“loﬂ.of cabinet posts, but none of them mentions the carage

Vg degm:;tp"‘?ble that they were in league with the perpetrators of death,
ion in Mogadishy?

A.A. Yusuf

Dispossessed & Displaced

5 e b e o o s e o o o o o o ok
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I support an interim government which will Cquitah]

i ' qal f Y distribyge .,
portfolios and would not give special favours to any particyl ' Cah

Ne
ar{”ganmﬂﬁnn '

alas, I doubt if the USC has even one powerful figure in s favour in ¢ Bur,
leading hawks of an interim government, while otherg have! €1OD fiya
EImi Mirrap

Mogadigh,,
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DIPLOMATIC OFFENSIVE FROM NAIROBI
By Hilin reporters

Mogadishu - Unconfirmed reports reaching here claim that there are Intensive
meetings and consultations taking place in Nairobi, Kenya, among members of the
SSDF, SPM, USPF and USP. In other words, all are of the Darood clan.

According to these 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.

Tacucal 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 hostilities but establish parallel local administrations: ?undmd
Republic in the Bari region, parts of Nugal and parts of Mudug region; f'md
Jubland Republic in southern areas, controlled by their forces. Negoilate
with them on possible federation treaties so as to share power with the
Hawiye on an equal basis.

; . ‘ [ed|
It is not yet known which of the three positions is strongest. 1t is eXP
however, that the conference will come up with a unified strategy s00n:

The reports also reveal that the other organizations are exer [taly and EgYP!

USPF (Marehan) to get rid of Mohamed Siyad Barre immediately.
are both said to be ready to give him asylum,

Delegations from SPM and SSDF, who were recently in
96
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auending the Nairan:
for Nairob; 1 a“cnﬂ:n “Onference. A delegation led by USC officials secretly left
gives Nationa] sign :;-:::;:1""ft‘.rvm ¢ also. The participation of the USC delegation
Its Oll"“l'ml(‘. IS lh("“‘fﬂr{\( “ '0 what otherwise would have been a clan conference.
Polincs. The Consey EXpe ".fd o influence the balance of power on clan
with any truc authgy,, his conference are, however, not easy to forecast
cconcilhation Conference ang ]l:m chtire _Darmul clan give full support tnlthe
An all-out war, more b t the realisation of national stability is one option.
Oodshed and further instability is another option. A

¢isagreement on a common g i '
» _ Stralegy and a possible gulf among the differen
parood factions is yey another option I ’ )8 " |

ll"‘”('(“\ Of t

Thai
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KENYAN REFUGEES
Find The Going Rough
By Ismail Mohamed Sheikh

Mogadishu - It is running into the second year since the inflow of Kenyan
rfugees into Somalia began. Unlike other refugee cases where people are forced
o leave their country, the Kenyan refugees of Somali ethnic origin were not the
vicums of internal war. The Kenyan government did not have legitimate reasons
lorthe expulsion of a section of the Kenyan community. The refugees themselves
@ not understand the actual reasons behind their expulsions and subsequent
tsplacements. What they do know is the fact that their deportation to neighbouring
Somalia was entirely illegal and unconstitutional. The so-called screening of
Kenyans of Somali ethnic origin was by itself unlawful. According tothe chairman
fthe Kenya Law Society, "It was not only unconstitutional but a very sad day for

“Iyan justice and an abuse in international laws and norms".

inh The method used to arrest, detain and deport the refugec::s was extremely ugly,
" dml;]]af‘e a'nd'brulal. Administration policemen from special tribes were engasg;d
lhey w'eu Mission was carried out very secretly. Since no legal process was }xk d
Ip fro::e éivena free hand to manhandle people the hard way. People were'pti:h eir
Mivage hlhe Streets, some dragged out of cars, while others were 1.nvadcd in the

8ihe, S In some cases, victims were cluped and identification papers torm,
il y w-e e forced into police van which carried them to a detention camp at
ey 81, Not a single person deported was charged inacourt of law; none were
%"ﬂauoess 0 legal advice or defence. The most inhuman aspect of the
g, WaS that no one was allowed to contact his family members, Or was

© safety of pjg 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 scparation of fami; -
' Ieg “-’h i

children remain without parents.

It is very sad that the Kenyan government never changeq o COMrecieq - .lJ
ity

mistakes.
The Kenyan refugees express their gratitude to the Somali public, byg op,:
» DUt clajm

they have suffered heavily from the negligence and total indifferen on ,
of the former Somali government. the par

In retrospect, the refugees now believe that their deportation wag » Clandeg;
: Stine

agreement between Siyad Barre and the Kenyan government, The depo
simply fell victim to the liberation war which was going on in Somalia. Their 1::;:;
affinity to those struggling to topple the Siyad Barre regime was considered ag 5

sort of support for the war.
It is very unfortunate that the plight of the Kenyan refugees was worsened a
a consequence of the Somali civil war. 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 lack of medical care. The dangers of a bleak 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 numbered about 16,000 people, and others were lately forced
out of their country in the same way. They include a sizeable number of children,
some born in Somalia, and some elderly and sick people. ;
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ORGANISATIONS RELEASE OFFICIAL STATEMENTS
By Hilin Reporter

tl\f[ogadishu. - Following the violent disturbances that entan ffected
political organisations here released statements both condolences (0 Uk eSorrlali
pc?p]e, and on their respective positions on inter-related issues on current
politics. |

T ere
The first came out from SDA, USF, SSDF, SDM, and SPM. Itis dchvcfedh
98

gled Mogadishy,



_“*h;uw/
in verbagin, .. . i . :
alim, in its original English Version:
"In . . ) )
A Mmeeting held by five signatorics of the Somali Reconciliation Confer-

ence, t . ; y
ilualiohc'pamcs had a lengthy discussion on the present security and political
S N 1n Somalia. particularly in the capital, Mogadishu.

n]n [h]q ‘ )
S mecting held in the wake of the recent fighting, the f. :

i ’ g2 , the foll
resolutions were made:- owing

1. The above partics are deeply sorry and touched by the incidents and
uncxpected armed conflicts in the capital in which large number of
Innocent citizens, young and old were killed and injured and many others
lost their properties through looting and destruction by artillery fire.

"Further to this, .lhc 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.

2. "The parties also emphatically declare to the Somali people wherever
they are to observe in full dand 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 and

unity of the Somali people.

REFUGEES IN THEIR OWN LAND
By A. Y. Artan and A. M. Shirwa, Hilin Gazzette.

Inthe compound of former Deputy Prime Minister, General Mohamed Abshir
Musa's house, 3,500 displaced people, the majority of which belonged to hs clan,
e Majeerteen, sought refuge. The house is opposite Villa Baidoa. Most of these

People were driven there by fear of persecution, a few weeks after Siyad Barre fled
the Capital, It was the beginning of an era when the fight for the liberation of the

“uniry 1ook an ugly turn,

The majority of these people were Mogadishu residents, with theirown houses,
gy nd government jobs. But there were also some from the outlying
9%, Who had suffered and survived similar terrors. All of these people had

®iveq .. )
Ned With their lives only,
8Pace remaing vacant over all the compound. The struetures are not €ven

bag 45 8h2: P, let alone human beings. In fact, one can describe it as hastily

q‘"’ent,cgif N coops that can neither keep away rain, nor any other severe
! Other camps share these sorry "shelters", as a matter of record.
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Mohamed Saeed Farah, 50, owned a foodstuffs store in El-gab, the C

; . . Cnitre, 1y
store was looted and the last of his spilled grains was swept away, I8

"Iam a hostage of circumstances here. My family managed to flee, | have ng
the least idea of their whereabouts or conditions”, he said. t

Ibado Farah, 55, said she came originallly from Ethiopia along with fifteen
other members of her family. They settled in the North, The War there 100k ty,
of her sons away. The rest travelled here to Mogadishu. Relatives bought them
a house. Once again, two more of her sons fell under the bullets of the armed
struggle against Siyad Barre earlier this year. Another was wounded, byt Surviveq,
Ibado herself sports two bullet wounds on her shoulder, sustained when some
armed gangs attacked her compound several months ago.

"I am planning to find my way back to Ethiopia with surviving members of my
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 of her children, 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 greatest difficulties these people face are lack of food supply and medical
care. Since the General left Mogadishu a few months ago, Mohamed Sheikh Elmi,
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," l:}e
said. "The ICRC and the Islamic Foundation (Rabidat Al Islam) were our main
donors. The ICRC, for ¢xample, used to give us four kilogrammes of food grains
and one litre of cooking ol per person per month," he added. He stated that out

of the total compound inhabitants, only seven hundred were provided for by the
Charity Organisations,

~ The people there also accuse the camp committee of mismanagement :h";:
Misappropriation of what little food is allocated to the refugees. They claim

: ir own
committee members ge]] back a good part of the food to the market for their OW
Personal gain.

When HILIN visjteq the camp, there was some food in the store;wdpz‘t’g::
hold{ng CMpty sacks, empty cooking utensils and plastic bags were crow
store's ntrance. There was 3 lot of jostling and indignant shoves qoiﬂﬂ o[‘;splw
confusion at the €ntrance was multiplied by gunfire heard inside.
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en were dragging bags of food out, obviously commandeered
yihings ':thc women, the children, and those enfecbled by age, still clutching
™S00

cacks, were the only people left standing outside, shreiking their
y Sacks,

plt .on and indignation.
]

1ral : °

s ic from outside, whose names were not in the lists, snatched food from
.1Pe.olrl‘“- "avery old woman, wrinkled and bent double by malnourishment, told

ArMOUEE:

|-om.sidc the store.
i

s Toyota Hilux, loaded with bags of rice and tins of ¢
sck-t0-back with the store entrance, When ween
aken, a man who claimed to be a committee-m
general's family. The people, however, say
e General's house. It is the Committee, th
for their own ends.

ooking oil, was parked
quired where the food was being
ember told us that it was for the
it is lie and that no such food goes to
€y say, that uses the General's name

All this time, gunfire was heard inside the food
amoured personnel carrier appeared and hit the store’
The people were not greatly alarmed and
@peared 1o us to be strange events.

store. Out of nowhere, an

s wall. It left a gaping hole.
seemed to be quite familiar with what

A young mother in her mid-twenties, one of those who had been left outside
“relun empty-handed, confided to us that she had delivered a baby while here

anq she had nowhere to turn - no milk for the baby, no clothes for herself and the
‘lild and no food 1o keep soul and flesh together.

'Itisnot an overstatement if I tell you that my baby and I will die of starvation
1y soon,” she cried. Other people, the majority of whom are old, tell us that when

€Y can no longer tolerate the hunger and want that they are now suffering, they
W

forced to throw dignity to the wind and go begging in the Streets for titbits
sk sk s e ok o ok ok ok ok ok ok ok ok ok

EBRUARY 21
Nigerian Foreign Minister, Major-General Nwachukwa, arrived here ¢

ang delivered o message from Nigerian Presnden.l, Ibrahim Babangida, the cu?r(:; );

“hairmap of the Organisation of Afr!can Unity (OAU), 10 Generg] Robleh

“8arding the wragic situation in Somalia. eh,

General Nwachukwa told Joumalasts.thal the OAU would wejcq

k\‘-Ep'mg forces in MOgad}Shu. lo monitor the Cf‘fasefire signeq i':eNUN ce-
Earlier the Nigerian Foreign Minister had met wjp, Genera] i e“{ ?'Ork.
Mown what transpired between the two men, Sources ap (h, ik but it jg not
Genera) K ayse had accepted the ceasefire, et

ng saig
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Shelling continued all night and moming, with both sides claimin
the batdefield.

FEBRUARY 25

A nine-man delegation from the United Nations, the OAU. the Arab [ e
and the Islamic Conference Organisation (ICO), are expected to arrive here h:d ue
to witness the signature of the ccasefire agreement, ay

4 "ittrlry in

The fighting is gaining momentum in both sections of the divided City. Th;
moming, a ship carrying humanitarian food aid to the starving pcqble ;:
Mogadishu was forced to tum away after it was fired upon twice by anti-aircrafy

guns.

The Central Fuel Depot was set on fire. Thousands of cubic metres of fye] was
either burnt 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.

MARCH 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 ICO officials were meeting with General Robleh to sign the

truce. One person was killed.
MARCH 26

The fragile ceasefire is holding, and both sides agreed to jointly operate t!}c
airport and seaports to facilitate the distribution of emergency aid. The UN will
send fifty peacekeeping forces to Mogadishu.
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EPILOGUE

The first question everybody asks the moment they learn that I managed to

ape from Mogadishu s, "How did you get out of that hel]?" I've been asked this
Gscfgeiion an average of twice a weck for the past eight months,
ques '

[ boarded a UN chartered Tupolov aircraft with only the clothes on my back,

aving everything else behind. Tsat in the Jomo Kenyatta International Airport
in Nairobi thinking about what I had gone through. It didn't seem possible, just

not possible, to have been where I was before, and to be where I was then, all in
the same afternoon.

One of the correspondents from the French news agency who had been on the

plane with me was sitting opposite, also by himself. We looked at each other,

shook our heads, and laughed. For a moment, I thought I had gone insane as a
result of what I had witnessed during the past eighteen months,

Mogadishu was 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
a1all Somali from the defunct Somali Films Agency in Mogadishu. He was
probably about twenty-five, although it was not €asy to guess the age of Somali
People due to the effects of the savage war and the starvation, I couldn't tel] the
difference 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.
Hig Passport in order, his bags packed, he was going through all of the last-minute
business of "getting out," organising letters from friends to their relatives to be
Posted in Nairobi, exchanging addresses - "tell my son in Nairobi to send money,"
“lc. (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.

If the wind was right, one could hear the 37mm anti-aircrafy guns starting ip
the South of the city whenever a plane made its approach to the airstrip, The first
incoming artillery would precede the landing of the aircraft to board Passengers
% seconds. Anyone waiting there (o be transported could do nothing, nothing a¢
dll, because there were no trenches or hiding places anywhere around the dusty
arstrip.,



The young photographer caught a ride in a "technical” vehic

. le thy
him at the perimeter. He dropped his hand-bags and lookeg aroun - dta

' (l, Watch: :
Cessna as it touched down. Then the shelling started. He ran, 'Capingt(lthmg the
shrubs. He lay out flat on the ground and listened until there Wiig IVer Some

. _ Noth;
listen to. The shelling stopped as quickly as it had started. hing lefy to

Back in the city, there was some surprise at his return, by N0 one o
anything. Anyone can miss aplane. They all simply slapped him o the ba:ksalg
‘ an

wished him better luck the next time out,

The next moming, two of his friends went with him to the edge of the airsyri
to see him off on his second attempt. Tkey went back home to say that hel had
gotten out for sure this time. An hour later, he came up the dirt roaqg again
smiling. He said that there had been a de.dly shootout at the airstrip between twc:
sub-clans over the ownership of a shipment of the drug Khat, imported daily from
Nairobi and the Cessna had left without him,

He was still there smiling when I left 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:-

AFRAH'S TRAGEDY

There have been countless personal tragedies during Somalia's descent into
chaos, but one was closer to home than most. At the height of last year's civil war
in Mogadishu, Reuters long time correspondent, Mohamoud M. Afrah saw one
of his sons killed in front of 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 gota Kenyan entry visa for him, but contact was so difficult that they were
unable o pass it to him. Somehow he managed to get a flight out and he finallly
made it 10 Nairobi in June. The Bureau had heard nothing of him for five months.

: . - . inent.
Like so many Somali families, Afrah's is now scattered across the contine

After Siad Barre's fall, Afrah had spoken with optimism aboul Sc;lmili:
future. He had stayed on as the only representative of an internation i
Organisation in the country and continued until the last possible L
Copies on a fax / satphone.

Typically, when he walked into the Nairobi office, the fir
1o do was 1o read the file,

st thing he wanted
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POSTSCRIPT

fragile ceasefire brokered by the United Nations has been violated

Th? (mes. When I left the city there were still many no-go areas. The

scvcr?ouq Green line was still intact, and the sporadic shootings continued
otOr1vus

jlegedly by gangs of free lancers.
allegctl)

The mass starvation, the daily dying, and the barbarity being committed
against defenscless civilians is continuing as men with guns decide who eats and
\‘:'hO slarves.

The conditions of the displaced and dispossessed persons at Lido 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 my friends would
pass the time watching sea gulls. Many of the shacks had completely collapsed,
torn away by incoming artillery shells which had become heavy in this, once the
safest,area of Mogadishu. All of my friends had survived, but they were unhappy

about clan leaders who preached reconcilliation, and then ordered their soldiers
10 shoot 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 Kitty Hawk! '

One rumour, however, has been confirmed: The UN Secretary-General
BoutrosBoutros-Ghali has pushed harder than any other UN official for full -
fledged military intervention in Somalia than in any African country since the
early 60's Katanga crisis in southern Zaire, but the world body failed toact in time
10 prevent the Somali crisis before it became endemic.

It is true that bandit attacks on food convoys will makc:: it too dangerous for
the proposed five hundred Pakistani troops. Relief workers in Mogadishu told me
that at least twenty thousand fully equipped troops, mainly from the United States
are vital in order o feed 4.5 million hungry Somalis, and that UN should sponsor
a conference of national reconcilliation to resolve the Somali crisis once and for

all.
Nairobi (Kenya)
« This was written before US Marines stormed Mogadishy - Decem-
ber 9, 1992 ’
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MOGADISHU: A HELL ON EARTH

M.M.AFFIAH,famO“Jsfor his first book
TARGET: VILLA SOMALIA on 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.

MOGADISHU: A HELL ON EARTH curdles the blood, because the

events menticned in the Diary areterrible and the clan gunmen ruthless who
shoot first and ask questions later.

Mr. Afrah was born in the Somali capital of Mogadishu in 1933. He studied
and worked in Kenya and Germany. Since 1972 he edited the nation's news
agency daily bulletin, "SONNA" and doubled as Reuters correspondent in
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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