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Preface


Throughout history, the Yazidi people have suffered many attempts at genocide at the hands of Islamic militants. Stories told by Yazidi grandparents to their grandchildren or chronicled in poems and folk songs, preserve a record of these attempts at extermination. Because of a dearth of historical documentation, the details of many of these massacres have been lost.

I remember well when my father would sit listening to Kurdish songs, sung by men from Sinjar. Although I didn’t understand the Kurdish language, I could feel the sadness in their melodies. One day, when I saw the pangs of sadness in my father's face, I asked him about the meaning of these songs. He explained to me that they were old ballads that told of the massacres of the Yazidis from long ago.

Islamic militants have waged 73 genocidal campaigns against Yazidis throughout history. Most of these heinous massacres took place at the orders of the sultans of the Ottoman Empire. This much has been documented. I never imagined that I would live to see with my own eyes the 74th attempt at extermination. I do not know if this last one was crueler or more heinous than its predecessors. Still, I know that the crimes committed in this genocide included some of the most abominable acts of savagery that I have ever witnessed, heard, or read about.

This book is based on my personal experience in these events. It documents a part of crimes against humanity committed by the terrorists of the Islamic State against the Yazidi people in August 2014. It also highlights the unique heroism of an angel from Sweden, named Charlotta Turner, whose actions saved the lives of myself and my family during these horrific events. She has kindly consented to join me in telling our story.

 

Firas Jumaah
Lund, Sweden, 2020

 




Chapter One


Firas’s Story

Black Sunday: Massacre at Mosul
Mosul, Iraq, 22 April 2007

It was six o’clock in the morning when I suddenly heard the rush of footsteps and noise coming from the courtyard of our house. I quickly got out of bed and hurried out of my room to find our neighbor, Mumtaz, standing at the doorway to my father’s room. I was terrified and asked myself, “What’s Mumtaz doing in our house at this early hour?” The front door stood wide open and Yusuf’s dump truck was parked directly in front of the house. I ran to my father’s room to find someone lying on his back, covered by a blanket, with two women on either side. My vision was not very clear at this time of morning; the sun was only peeking out above the horizon and the lights were off. The first thing I thought was that the person lying on the floor was my father and that he had died. But when I looked over to the right side of the room, I saw my father sitting on his bed. On the opposite sofa was another neighbor, Kamal, whose house was attached to our own. I remained in shock and kept looking left and right, trying to understand what was happening until I heard my mother, who realized what I was thinking, “Don’t panic, my son! It’s Barakat.”

I looked again at the man stretched out on his back and recognized our neighbor, Barakat, and his mother, Merami, who was sitting on his right side. She was crying and holding her son’s hand. My mother sat to his left. As the shock wore off, I greeted everyone, and I was relieved that my father was alright. I went over and sat next to Kamal and asked, “What happened? Why are you sitting in the dark? Why don’t you turn on the light?” 

“As Yusuf was driving in front of your house, Barakat, who was sitting in the back of the dump truck, fell down on his back,” Kamal explained. Then my mother added, “While I was washing my face, I heard a loud noise and then the power went out. I rushed to open the door and saw Barakat lying on his back and writhing in pain. Yusuf and I carried him into the house.”

Each morning at this hour, everyone gets up to go to work. Barakat was working with Yusuf in construction, and Yusuf parked his truck, loaded with tools and equipment, such as ladders and barrels, close to his house so they would not be stolen. Every morning, Barakat climbed on the back of the dump truck carrying a wooden stick to move the electricity cables that extended from the columns to the houses. But on this morning, the electricity cable attached to our house got caught on one of the ladders and broke. It struck the dump truck, causing an electrical shock that stunned Barakat, who fell on his back.

My mother, Mumtaz, and Kamal all worked at the textile factory in Mosul. They used to take the same bus every morning from Bashiqa and Bahzani to the factory in Mosul and then back again in the evening.

“We have to hurry, or we’ll miss the bus,” Mumtaz said to my mother and Kamal.

Kamal got up quickly, but my mother looked at Barakat and his grieving mother and then she decided not to go to work at the factory.

“I’ll stay with Barakat because he needs help. Can you ask for a leave of absence for me for today?” my mother asked. They both agreed and left for work. 

Yusuf also went to work. Everyone thought Barakat’s injury was minor and that the pain would subside in a short time. My mother asked me to call a taxi to take Barakat to the Shaikhan Hospital, which was located 45 km to the north of Mosul. His mother, Merami, was an old woman, unable to look after her son. His older brother was not at home at the time, so my mother volunteered to take care of Barakat and bring him to the hospital.

The taxi arrived and my mother and I put Barakat in it, then we all left for the Shaikhan Hospital. We arrived at the hospital and waited for over five hours while they conducted numerous tests. He was found to have a fracture in one of his lower back vertebrae.

In the meantime, I phoned my fiancée, Rawya, and apologized for not coming. We were supposed to go together to Mosul at 10:00 am for shopping and complete the preparations for our wedding, less than ten days away. She was a little upset at first, but she understood the situation. Barakat’s brother arrived at about 1:00 pm and remained with his brother, so my mother and I returned to Bashiqa.

***

3:00 pm, the same day.

 While my friends Naseem, Abdulghani, and six others were returning in a minibus from Mosul University to Bashiqa, two cars intercepted them and forced them to pull over on the side of the road. Naseem and Abdulghani both held master’s degrees and worked as lecturers at Mosul University. Both were Yazidis and close friends of mine. The other commuters were also from Bashiqa and Behzani.

Two armed men with masks stepped out of one of the cars and headed toward the minibus, aiming their weapons at the commuters and asking them to show their identification cards.

Several days before, there were warnings that extremist terrorist groups had threatened Yazidis with murder, warning Yazidi inhabitants in a statement that they should leave Mosul immediately because the land on which they lived is Islamic land. But these warnings had not been taken seriously by many Yazidis, who considered them as empty threats, aimed at preventing Yazidis from working in Mosul or intimidating those living in Mosul to leave.

Everyone produced their ID cards, but only Naseem and Abdulghani gave their Mosul University work cards. The two gunmen checked the cards and returned them to their owners one by one, except for Naseem and Abdulghani’s cards. The other commuters were all Christians or Muslims.

“Where’s your ID card?” The armed man looked at them angrily. The religion of a person is usually written on the ID card, so they had asked for the ID cards to see whether or not they were Yazidi.

“I forgot mine at home.” Naseem replied as he tried to hide his fear.

“And you?”

“I lost my ID card and I haven’t had the time to get a new one,” Abdulghani said, seemingly calm although his heart trembled with fear.

Both took the recent threats seriously and decided not to carry their ID cards with them in anticipation of being caught in an ambush or at a fake checkpoint controlled by extremist groups.

“What’s your religion?”

“I’m Muslim.” Both answered at the same time.

The masked man looked at both with doubt and suspicion and then went to ask the person who was sitting to the right of Abdulghani:

“Do you know them?”

“Yes!”

“Are they true Muslims?”

He paused before answering and then looked at both Naseem and Abdulghani.

“Why don’t you answer? Tell me the truth or I’ll kill you!” The gunman shouted loudly.

He trembled with fear, for he didn’t know what to say. If he told the truth, both his colleagues would be killed, and if he lied, maybe he would be killed. Just before he gave his answer, the gunman’s phone rang. There was a state of silence. Everyone looked at the gunman, who was apparently receiving instructions from someone. He hung up the phone and then turned to the other terrorist and said: “We have to go right now because we have an urgent task.”

The two gunmen left quickly for an unknown destination. Naseem, Abdulghani and the other passengers were in shock.

“What are you waiting for?” one passenger yelled at the driver, who sat frozen in his seat.

“Go as fast as you can and don’t stop, no matter what happens,” another said.

The driver recovered himself and quickly made his way to Bashiqa.

***

5:00 pm, the same day.

I was sitting with Rawya in her house, which was nearby. We were neighbors and lived on the same street. I apologized to her for being unable to go to Mosul because of what happened to Barakat and then we started planning for our wedding day. In the meantime, my phone rang. It was my friend, Waad, a policeman in the Mosul city hall.

“Hello, Waad.”

“Hello, Firas. where are you?”

“I’m sitting with my fiancée in her house.”

“I need to see you right away!”

From the tone of his voice, I knew there was something wrong.

“What’s going on?”

“I’ll tell you when I see you. I’m close by, on my way to your house. Meet me outside!” Waad said and then hung up the phone.

I was now very worried and I got up to leave.

“What’s the matter?!” Rawya asked.

“I don’t know, but Waad wants to see me right away for some reason. I’m going to go meet him.”

“He may be playing a joke on you. He always calls you when he knows you’re with me. I don’t know why he doesn’t find a girlfriend.”

“No! He seemed very serious. I have to go now.”

“Don’t forget our date tomorrow at 10:00 am to go to Mosul and buy the rest of the wedding supplies. There’s not much time left.”

“Don’t worry, my dear!”

***

A few minutes later.

“Did your mother go to work today?” Waad asked anxiously.

“No, she didn’t! Why are you asking about my mother? I questioned him, with surprise and concern.

“That’s good news, but I have very bad news.”

“What is it? Oh Waad! You’re making me very worried.”

“I received a call from a colleague who also works as a policeman in the Mosul City Hall. He told me that the bus carrying textile factory workers had been kidnapped by extremist groups and taken to an unknown area. They were all workers from Bashiqa and Bahzani.”

“What do you mean?”

“The investigation is still going on. I’ve asked him to provide me with all of the details.”

I remembered that I had Kamal and Mumtaz’s phone numbers. I tried to call them, but their phones were off.

“None of the workers are answering their phones. The news has spread throughout the city and everyone is in a state of shock and panic,” Waad said.

While we were standing in our alley, people kept coming to the house of our neighbors, Kamal and Mumtaz. Sounds of weeping and wailing of women began to rise from the houses. So far, no one knew if the workers were still alive or had been killed. Waad’s phone rang again and he quickly answered. He listened very carefully and only a few seconds later began to show signs of sadness on his face. He hung up the phone and then I asked him eagerly what had happened, but he could not control himself and hugged me as he broke down in tears.

***

Earlier at 3:30pm, that same day.

The workers at the factory had finished for the day and they now boarded the bus to return to their homes in Bashiqa and Bahzani. There were about 35 workers on the bus as it left the factory, 26 of them were Yazidis, the rest were Muslims and Christians. Unusually, the atmosphere of the bus was calm. Everyone was almost silent, with only a few side-conversations going on in low voices. The workers were all from the same city and knew each other well, with close social and family relationships. They would play funny little pranks on each other and share their candy and fruit during the one-hour journey from the textile factory in Mosul to the city of Bashiqa. Among the workers were brothers, fathers, sons, and cousins. Laween sat next to his father, Barakat, and his uncle, Barakat’s brother, Khidr, sat behind him. On the bus were also their cousins, Khalil and Omar, all of them from a family called Shabi. Laween was loved by everyone because he was the youngest worker, 21 years old, while the rest of the workers were between 45 and 60 years old. He was a very shy young man who avoided others and talked little, which is why he always stayed close to his father, who in turn took great care of his son. He always sat beside him and defended him, even when the others tried to play tricks on Laween. And because he was single, everyone would joke and ask him if he had an intimate girlfriend or what he would do on his wedding night. Laween’s face would turn red as he stuck close to his father even more tightly, then his father would raise his hand, with smile on his face, asking them to stop harassing his son.

“Why is everyone calm today?” Zidu asked, sitting next to Kamal.

“I don’t know! But I have a strange feeling and a deep sense of anxiety,” Kamal replied.

“And why are you worried?”

“Recently, the threats from the terrorist groups have increased, making our work in Mosul more dangerous.”

“Yeah. I hope they are only threats. Our work in the textile factory is the only source of income we have to provide for our families.” Zidu kept silent for a moment and then added, “Don’t worry! Things will be fine.”

“I hope so,” Kamal replied. Then they both kept silent.

What was up with this silence? With the quiet uneasiness? Was it the calm before the storm? Or was it the noise of the soul that diminishes when death nears, to make it easier for death to seize the soul from the body. The workers had no idea that the vehicles of death were following behind them. 

A few minutes later, armed vehicles intercepted the bus and forced it to pull over. A number of masked gunmen stormed the bus, made their weapons visible to the workers, and ordered the workers to remain silent and not to move or use their mobile phones, or else they would be killed. The workers followed the terrorist’s orders. The gunmen collected their phones and turned them off, while another gunman ordered the bus driver to drive to the Al-Nour neighborhood, a densely populated area of Mosul.

Everyone was terrified, but Laween, the youngest, was most afraid. He held on tightly to his father’s arm. His father, also frightened, held his son Laween’s hand as if he feared they would take him away. The bus stopped in the Al-Noor neighborhood and the gunmen ordered the workers to get off the bus. The gunmen checked the ID cards of each worker and separated out the Yazidi workers, while ordering the non-Yazidi workers to leave. The factory workers were divided into two groups. The first group included nine workers, while the second group included seventeen. Laween, his father, and his uncle were in the second group. Each group was then taken to an empty spot — undeveloped land, situated within the heavily populated area where the terrorists ordered them to lay flat on their stomachs in front of a wall. People had gathered around to witness the executions.

Kamel, Mumtaz, Zidou, and the rest of the Yazidi factory workers got down on their stomachs and then the gunmen opened automatic fire on them. Laween cried out in terror and put his hands over his ears, while his father, who lay next to him, tried to cover him with his own body to save his son’s life, but the bullets ripped through the father’s body and tore through his son’s as well.

Gunmen rotated heavily to make certain that no worker was left alive. After carrying out their horrific crime, the terrorists left, shouting, “Allahu Akbar!... Allahu Akbar!” leaving behind them the bodies of innocent factory workers who had been riddled with bullets.

Only two workers survived the massacre. One of them, Baseem Rashid Jumaah, who was in the first group, miraculously survived after being struck by three bullets, but he lost his brother, Jumaah Rashid Jumaah, in this slaughter. The second survivor was Zidu, who was in the second group. He survived because he ended up on the left side of the “wall of execution,” and the murderer’s ammunition had run out just as they approached him to finish their heinous deed. But he had still been struck by four bullets; one in the left hand, another in his right hand, a third bullet breaking the bone of his left thigh, and the fourth piercing his chest. 

Zidu tried to raise his head slightly to make sure the terrorists were gone. He looked to his right to see the bodies of his co-workers, then he painstakingly looked around to see the people who had stood by to witness the execution beginning to leave without offering any help. He turned to his left and saw houses nearby. He gathered all his strength and began to crawl toward them in search of help, but most of them refused to offer any assistance and prevented him from entering their homes, closing their doors in his face. He tried to crawl from house to house, and blood flowed from him so profusely that he almost lost consciousness. Then someone finally took pity on him when they saw his condition and called for an ambulance.

***

The day after the massacre, we all stood in our alleyway, young and old, men and women, friends, relatives, and neighbors, expecting the arrival of the bodies of Mumtaz and Kamal. This scene was repeated in many of the alleys and streets of Bashiqa and Bahzani. Finally, the first body arrived, which had been placed in a wooden box, wrapped in Kurdistan flag and loaded on the back of a pick-up truck. The sounds of crying rose throughout both towns. The women began to wail and slap their faces and pull their hair, while some of them passed-out from intense grief. We did not know whose body it is was. Was it Kamal or Mumtaz? We ran behind the car, which narrowly made its way through the crowd of people and stopped in front of Kamal’s house. We carried the wooden coffin and brought it into the house and placed it in one of the rooms. We took Kamal’s body out of the coffin. This was the first time I saw a dead body. 

Kamal did not die immediately. He was found alive among the bodies at the scene and was taken to the hospital for treatment, but he died later in the hospital. I removed the gauze and bandages from his stomach and chest. All the injuries were to his chest and abdomen. We washed his legs and hands with warm water and then wrapped him in a shroud, then we placed him in a wooden box, wrapped it in Kurdistan flag and carried him to the cemetery which would be his last resting place. I learned later that Mumtaz’s body had been torn apart by the bullets, making it difficult to identify him.

After we completed the burial ceremonies, I returned to our alley with my friend Waad. When we passed by my fiancé’s house, I heard her calling me. She was waiting for me on the balcony.

“Okay! I will leave you now, see you later,” Waad said, and then left off on his own. As for me, I remained standing, waiting for Rawya to come down.

“You are welcome to come in!” Rawya said.

“I am very tired.”

“I know that, but please come in for a few minutes. I need to speak with you.”

I went inside and sat down, then she brought a glass of water. I had difficulty swallowing the water because of the intense fatigue I felt after all that I had seen that day. I still could not believe that only yesterday I was sitting with Kamal in our house. Today, I washed his body and put a shroud on him and buried him with my own hands. My hand was trembling as I lifted the glass of water to my lips.

“I can’t believe what’s happening. They killed them all. Why? What’s going on?” she said, crying.

“I don’t know! The situation has become very dangerous. I’m shocked and I don’t understand what is happening either.”

“What do we do now? No one can go to work or study in Mosul anymore. How will these people feed their families? Death waits for everyone there. Mosul has become a city of terror and death. Do not tell me you will return to work at the University of Tikrit! I’m afraid for you.”

“I cannot think of anything right now. I cannot get the picture of Kamal out of my mind. You and I were about to go to Mosul to buy the rest of things for our wedding party. What if Barakat did not fall in front of our house? If we went to Mosul, maybe they would have arrested us. Oh! And my mother! She was supposed to go to work today. If she had gone, she might be dead too. Mom! I have to go to see her now.”

***

When I returned home, it was nearly sunset. I went into the living room and found my mother sitting on a floor mat next to my father, both leaning against the wall. My brothers and sisters sat around them. My mother was crying, and my father’s eyes were also filled with tears. The rest of the family was also sad and crying. I went and sat next to my mother. My father lit a cigarette and blew out its smoke as if to signify his heartbreak. I tried to speak, but I was afraid that I would break down and cry. I could no longer hold back my emotions and, moments later, I too began to cry, and I put my hands on my head. My mother turned to hug me, and I put my head on her chest and wept.

Later that night, as I laid in my bed, smoking a cigarette and blowing the smoke away, watching it spread throughout the room, I thought about what happened and I could see the faces of all the victims floating about my room in the smoke. My mother would likely have been among them, and perhaps I would also be dead, had fate not intervened. Was its destiny that Barakat fell in front of our house and prevented us from going to Mosul? Or was there an angel watching over us?

Work at Tikrit University became impossible. Now I had to find another solution. “Maybe I can find a job at a university in the Kurdistan region,” I thought to myself.

 

 




Chapter Two


Firas’s Story

Duhok, Iraq, Three years later, 2010

We had postponed our wedding because of the massacre at Mosul. Several months later, on September 20, 2007, we had a very small wedding ceremony. We invited only a few relatives and close friends, out of respect for the families of the victims in Bashiqa and Bahzani. During this period, I left my job as a lecturer at Tikrit University and managed to find a job as a lecturer at the University of Zakho, which is in the province of Duhok in the Kurdistan region of Iraq. Rawya abandoned her studies at the University of Mosul for security reasons. She then continued her studies to attain her bachelor’s degree in chemistry at the Faculty of Science at the University of Duhok. The laboratories at the University of Zakho lacked modern equipment and the teaching still depended on the use of old and traditional methods and devices. However, this was not a big problem compared to what I endured during my studies at Mosul University and my work at Tikrit University.

The biggest problem I faced in Iraq was that of racial discrimination. The cultural heritage shared by the people of Iraq is different based on the region they inhabit, their race, religion, and the community to which they belong. This includes religious heritage, customs, traditions, values, ethical standards, and attitudes toward other peoples. In terms of religious heritage, it includes all that is written and unwritten about ideas, symbols, laws, and values, which have become entrenched into the everyday behavior of individuals. Normally, there shouldn’t be an issue with cultural differences between people living in the same country, but problems arise when individuals do not accept the cultural heritage of others.

During my studies and work in Mosul and Tikrit — areas with an Arab majority — I was often, directly, or indirectly, exposed to harassment and racial discrimination based on my ethnicity and religion. I am Kurdish and many Arabs make jokes that ridicule Kurds. They consider Kurds to be less intelligent. Many times, they bragged and shouted out jokes in front of me, without any shame, while others laughed. Some Arabs do not even consider Kurds to be human beings, they say they are from the Djinn. There are many legends concerning the origins of the Kurds. One of these legends had been created in the neighboring societies by the Arabs details the Kurds as being the descendants of King Solomon’s angelic servants (Djinn). This legend says that King Solomon, who ruled over the supernatural world, called his angelic servants and ordered them to fly to Europe for the sake of bringing to him 500 beautiful maidens. By the time they were done and the servants returned to Israel, the king had already died. The Djinn settled in the mountains, and they retained those women for themselves, and their offspring formed the Kurdish nation.

I also suffered from religious discrimination because I was a Yazidi living in the midst of a Muslim community. Many of them considered me an infidel, so I often avoided revealing my religious identity for fear of being killed. Yazidis are people living mainly in northern Iraq, who speak the Kurdish language and believe in the Yazidi religion. The Yazidis were influenced by some of the region’s civilizations, such as the Assyrians, the Babylonians, and some Jewish communities. Elements of the Zoroastrian civilization in Persia were merged with the Yazidis. The Yazidis are the oldest religion in the world, and they emphasize this because of their ancient historical calendar dating back more than 6,700 years. The word ‘Yazidis’ is derived from the ancient Persian term “yazata,” which means the holy, or “Yazdan,” which means The God.

The Yazidis believe that God created seven angels of His light led by the Archangel, called the “Melek Taus.” The Yazidis reject rumors that they are worshiped by “Satan;” in fact, they do not believe in the existence of an evil being like the “Devil” and consider evil to come from man himself.

The Lalish Temple is the main religious temple of the Yazidis and there is a pilgrimage to it, which is located in the valley of Lalish or “Valley of Silence” in Iraq, as it is a very ancient temple that some historians say dates back to the third century BC. The Yazidis have been subjected to dozens of extermination campaigns, especially by Muslims, who consider them infidels and devil worshipers. Hundreds of thousands of Yazidis have been killed during these genocide campaigns and their civilization is on the verge of extinction. More than 20 million Yazidis were killed during the genocide of the Yazidis during their history. The most recent of these attacks was the Islamic State’s attacks on them, killing 4,000 Yazidis, abducting more than 6,500, gang-raping 2,000 of them, and selling over 1,500 as slaves.

The Iraqi people are characterized by the most primitive forms of discrimination — discrimination on the basis of race and religion, which has been rejected by most other cultures and peoples.

When I wanted to get out of the house, I was confused and wondering to myself whether it was more appropriate to carry a civil ID card or leave it at home. That card differentiated between Iraqis on the basis of ethnicity, religion and doctrine. This was not just my feeling, it was the feeling of most Iraqis. Everyone was afraid of being kidnapped or killed because of sectarian violence, or being harassed by security personnel for sectarian reasons.

The anxiety and fear increased after the Mosul massacre because of the spread of armed terrorist groups. It had become difficult to distinguish between a security man and a terrorist. So, I often preferred to sit at home and not go out, except in extreme cases.

The killing in Iraq has become linked to the State IDs which indicate the holder’s religious identity. And even if you don’t carry your ID with you, your name may be the cause of your death. The extremist terrorist groups can distinguish any religion or sect from a name. For example, if your name is Peter, John, or Micah, you are Christian. If your name is Hamou, Salou, or Kamshou, you are Yazidi, and if your name is Othman, Sufyan, or Omar, you are a Sunni Muslim, and if your name is Karrar, Haider, or Abdulzahra, you are a Shiite Muslim.

Sectarian violence hit Iraq in 2005. Extremist armed groups from both the Shiite and Sunni communities began to set up fake checkpoints and began killing people according to the religion mentioned on their IDs or even by their names. Thousands have been killed as a result of these practices.

***

In 2010, my wife and I lived in a small apartment in Duhok. We had a two-year-old boy named Maxim, and Rawya was pregnant. I was commuting from Duhok to the University of Zakho every day by bus and the journey took about one hour. Rawya was a junior at the University of Duhok.

Abdulghani and Naseem also moved to the University of Zakho. In 2008, Abdulghani got a scholarship from the Erasmus Mundus Program to do doctoral studies at Lund University in Sweden, and a year later, Naseem also got a scholarship from the same program to do his doctoral studies at Lund University.

I also dreamed of getting a Ph.D. scholarship outside of Iraq for several reasons. The first was that all the laboratories in Iraq lacked modern facilities and equipment, and the second, which was the most important for me, was that I wanted to learn about new cultures and experience other societies. I was in constant contact with Abdulghani and Naseem and they provided me with information on the most important programs and the dates of deadlines for the applications, as well as tips on how to apply to increase my chances of getting a scholarship.

One day, Abdulghani called me and told me about a one-year scholarship for partial doctoral program at Lund University in Sweden. Despite being a scholarship for only one year, it was a golden opportunity that I may not have found again. I applied for this grant and fortunately, I received it. I was very happy, but I had to make the decision together with my wife, especially as she was not yet finished with her university studies. We discussed it and decided to go together in the hope that I would receive a full scholarship in the future. Rawya decided to temporarily abandon her studies and travel with me, especially since she was pregnant and I could not leave her alone with Maxim, who was only two years old at the time.








OEBPS/js/book.js
function Body_onLoad() {
}







OEBPS/images/image1.png
GAUDIUM





OEBPS/images/9781592111190.jpg
Firas Jumaah
and Charlotta Turner

e i -

3 B, 0 4
How a University Professor
organized a Ccommando
Mission to Rescue Her
Doctoral student from
Isis-Controlled Iraq

GAUDIUM







