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Preface

Mansour son of martyred Ali Beerany 
Writing a memoir, biography, or journal within the realms of politics and social sciences is relatively contemporary, and somewhat unfamiliar, in our society. However, in developed countries, most actions and milestones are meticulously documented from early childhood; for example, detailed information is often recorded in a newborn’s medical records.
In my country, memoirs are mostly written by political or social figures. However, I believe everyone should preserve their memories by writing their own biographies. Even better would be to keep journals and publish them every 25 years, because what truly endures is our history, our life’s ups and downs, not our souls or bodies.
Writing a memoir before the age of 30 may seem unusual to some readers, but in reality, it is a contemporary necessity. Our minds are capable of reflecting on the past 25 to 30 years of our lives. One might question the importance of writing a memoir, and the best answer is this: many of us lack knowledge about our ancestors. Imagine if our grandmothers had recorded their lives, those stories would now be invaluable treasures for us to learn from.
I have written my memories, and you are welcome to consider this work a memoir or an autobiography. God willing, I will write a follow-up memoir in the next 25 years, one that neither I nor anyone else can predict, as the future remains unknown. I hope this memoir benefits both the current and future generations, encouraging them to write their own autobiographies. After all, the truths and details captured in early-recorded memoirs are preserved and not easily forgotten.
In the preface of this book, I’d like to mention two things to my dear readers:
There are many incidents, dozens of people, and countless untold stories I have yet to share, not because they hold less importance or influence in the life of a martyr’s son who has dedicated himself to his homeland, but because I have not yet decided to speak about them.
Secondly, this is my first memoir. I hope to write my next book in the future, where I will share what I have not yet written and speak openly about what needs to be said.
























Chapter one:
Displaced from birth, I grew up as a Peshmarga.














I am Mansour

I am Mansour, son of the martyred Ali Beerany. I was born into a family where patriotism and love for Kurdistan ran deep, an inheritance more precious than land or gold. My life began in displacement, and from childhood, a gun rested in my hands. I walked the same unwavering path my father once chose.
My father, of his own free will and without the slightest coercion, devoted himself to the struggle for a free and independent homeland. He faced that path without fear of the consequences, indifferent to the fate that might befall him or his family. Because of his choice, we, his children, grew up roaming the breadth of Kurdistan’s cities and regions, never rooted in one place, always carrying with us his unyielding dream.
My father, Ali Salih Fat-hulla, known to many as Ali Beerany, came from the rugged Surdash area of Sulaymaniyah. In 1987, he joined the ranks of the Peshmarga. After the uprising in the spring of 1991, the political crisis and the bitter struggles of the civil war swept across Kurdistan. Like thousands of other families, we were forced to leave our home in Sulaymaniyah, seeking refuge in Erbil.
In 1997, the martyred Ali Beerany became betrothed to my mother, Mirwary Ibrahim. A year later, in 1998, I was born, and they named me Mansoor. Mansoor, the son of Mirwary, the woman I believe to be the most beautiful in the world and the best mother any child could hope for.
But fate was merciless. At just 31 years old, my mother, consumed by grief, passed away only three months after my father was martyred, leaving us alone in the world. Even in her absence, she has never truly left us. She remains in our hearts and souls, watching over my siblings and me. Though we cannot hear her voice, her wisdom and tender guidance still illuminate our path.


Life in the alleyways of political bureau

During our displacement, misery and hardship became part of our daily, weekly, and monthly rhythm. Much of what we witnessed filled us with disappointment, yet we had no choice but to endure. At times, we lived in the apartment blocks assigned to displaced families; at other times, in the Political Bureau itself. Nearby lived Uncle Qala, the father of the martyred Ahmad Qadir. His son, Nabil, was close in age to my sister Sonya and me. We often played together in the yards of the Political Bureau building, our laughter echoing against its walls. For the adults, life was relentless and exhausting, but we, being children, could not fully grasp the weight of their burdens. Still, we understood enough to know that our parents struggled to provide for us, so we learned not to ask for more than they could give.
I remember how I longed for a bicycle. The craving stayed with me for months, yet I knew too well the hardships we were facing. I didn’t dare to ask, until one day, in the company of my grandmother, the words slipped out. What it took for my family to fulfill that wish, or what sacrifices they made, was beyond my understanding at the time. It took a full year before the bicycle was mine, and when it came, the joy was indescribable. Sonya and I would ride together, exploring every corner of the apartment blocks crowded with displaced families. In those moments, the struggles and sacrifices behind that bicycle never crossed our minds; we were too busy living the freedom it gave us.
I often found myself pondering the strange, unspoken bond I felt toward Uncle Qala. He had been a close friend of my father’s, and beyond being the father of my age-mate Nabil, he seemed to hold a deep affection for me. At the time, I couldn’t understand the reason for my feelings toward him, or his toward me. It was only after my father was martyred that Uncle Qala revealed the truth. He told me that my father’s absence had left a void in his soul, and in some way, the love he had for my father had found its way to me. Their friendship was so profound, so intertwined, that even now, I cannot fully describe the depth of their bond.

Displacement in the homeland

My father, Ali Beerany, was a humble, kind man, a true patriot. I grew up with three sisters and three brothers, in what might have been a typical Kurdish family, if not for one thing: we were displaced. And being displaced in your own homeland carries a weight unlike any other. In some ways, it is even harder than being a refugee in a foreign land. We had fled only to the next city, Erbil, yet it felt like a different world. Our home became an old apartment building that had once served as the Political Bureau of the PUK. But because of the housing crisis and the sheer number of families fleeing from Sulaymaniyah, the building had fallen into ruin. Still, it sheltered us. People often referred to it simply as “the displaced people’s building,” a name that was both a reminder of our reality and a label we could never quite escape.
It was 2003, and I was five years old when whispers of Saddam Hussein’s downfall reached our ears. At the time, his name meant nothing to me; I didn’t know who he was, why he had fallen, or who had brought him down. But the exuberance in my family’s faces told me something important had happened. Only later would I understand the depth of their relief, born from years of his oppression and injustice that had left their lives in pieces.
On the day of Saddam’s downfall, the air roared with celebratory gunfire, a tradition that may have faded from Kurdistan now, but was very much alive back then. Thousands of bullets were fired skyward, each one carrying the weight of long-suppressed joy. The next morning, the children of the displaced building turned the aftermath into our own adventure. We scoured the ground for spent bullet casings. Some kids talked of selling them; others imagined throwing them into the sea, though our city had neither sea nor even a river. But that’s how children think, unfettered by reality. I decided I would sell mine and buy drawing notebooks. We were children, our worlds shaped by imagination, untouched by the knowledge of the struggles our parents endured just to put bread on the table. Bread that no one would envy, yet it was enough for us because it had to be. Life was hard, but life as a displaced family was many times harder. Now, as I write these memories, I begin to grasp the weight my parents carried. And yet, even then, and sometimes even now, I still find myself wondering: why did they marry at all?



















An unexpected incident

We managed to make a living, much like any other family in Kurdistan. Even during the harsh economic sanctions on Iraq, compounded by regional blockades and the countless crises that swept through the Kurdistan region, life was simpler then. People’s needs were fewer, and despite the hardships, there was a certain resilience that carried us through. But then, out of nowhere, my family was struck by an unexpected incident, something we never could have anticipated.
Sometimes, an unexpected incident can change everything about a person. A calm, peaceful soul might turn violent and aggressive in such moments. Yet, at that time, we held on to our calm. In 2006, my father remarried, an absolute shock to all of us. It was beyond anyone’s imagination. There was nothing we could say or do; any words would have been in vain, unable to alter what had happened. So, despite everything, I wished my father happiness with all my heart. I wouldn’t be honest if I said that the marriage caused no change, or that it didn’t bring conflict. On the contrary, it led to detachment, suppressed emotions, and disputes that left scars on our family, wounds that still linger today. But everything truly changed on November 26, 2014. My father was martyred on the front lines, fighting against ISIS at Khalid Office Gate in Tal Alward, south of Kirkuk. His martyrdom transformed everything. Our family was no longer just the Beerany family, it became the family of the martyred Ali Beerany. I became Mansoor, son of the martyred Ali Beerany. From that moment on, nothing stayed the same. But through all the upheaval, one thing endured: our patience, our resilience, and our unwavering defiance.





The explosions of first of February

When the explosions rocked Erbil on the first of February, 2004, I was too young to grasp what was happening. We were there, in the city, but the meaning of explosions, the destruction of buildings, offices, mosques, and homes, was beyond my understanding. Why would anyone want to tear apart their own city? Why cause such pain? But the sound of the blasts was impossible to ignore. It echoed through every corner of Erbil, shaking the air and rattling the nerves of everyone who heard it. The news spread quickly, too quickly. That day, more than a hundred lives were lost. Their blood stained the streets, leaving a scar on the city and on our hearts that would never fully heal.
What I remember most clearly from that day is the distress etched on my father’s face. It was the first day of Eid, a time when joy and smiles should have filled the air. But the explosions shattered everything. When I asked my father what had happened, he told me quietly, “There have been explosions. Friends, compatriots, comrades… they have been martyred.” “Martyrdom” was a word I had heard before. My father explained that anyone who dies for their land and country is a martyr, and martyrs are immortal. But I didn’t understand the martyrs of these explosions, or the battles they had fought, until later. We came to realize that these monstrous acts of terrorism had infiltrated our lives, determined never to let our people know peace or happiness. Their goal was bloodshed and fear.
A few hours after the explosions, I saw my father whispering quietly to my mother. When I moved closer, I heard him say that Mr. Shawkat Sheikh Yazdin and several of his comrades had been martyred. Hearing that name, I knew how deeply my father had loved him. It was a terrible loss, and my father was restless, fidgeting, mumbling words we couldn’t fully understand. The only thing I could catch was his pain: “Why must our men be martyred like this? Why can we never live in peace? What is the sin of the innocent that their celebrations must turn to misery?”

I went to school in Takyah

I grew up gradually and began my formal education at Barda Qaraman School, located in the town of Takyah in the Chamchamal district. It was my first real step on the journey of learning. My teachers showed me great care and kindness, perhaps because we had only recently returned to our hometown. Looking back, I can say it was one of the most joyful periods of my life. For a child born into displacement, nothing compares to the simple happiness of coming back home, returning to the land where your roots lie.
I was a sociable child among my classmates, forming deep and sincere connections with those around me. I wanted to know everyone, and even now, that desire hasn’t faded, I still wish to meet new people every day. It was a special hope of mine, one I’m not sure others shared. Being sociable is a unique trait, often evident from childhood. Sociable children tend to value experiences and relationships over material things. For me, a book was more precious than money, and the people I met were more important than anything else in the world.
Because we moved frequently and settled in different neighborhoods, I had to transfer to several schools. We were a poor family, my father worked as a police officer in Kirkuk, but my mother, Mirwary, was always by our side. She took on my father’s role in many ways and made sure we never felt his absence. Life was full of hardships, and we missed out on many of the simple joys of childhood. Yet, the people of Sulaymaniyah treated us kindly. No one called us “displaced.” After all, we were from Sulaymaniyah, our homeland. Still, I couldn’t understand why so many displaced families faced such difficulties. We all spoke the same language, shared the same land, and dreamed of the same future. So why were we met with suspicion and distance? Why were we forced to be displaced within our own country, and for what purpose?
Our manners with those around us from friends, neighbors, and everyone, were exceptional. Though my childhood holds many stories I wish I hadn’t had to live through, life isn’t like clock hands moving steadily in one direction; it’s full of ups and downs. I continued my studies and completed secondary school in Piramagrun, a town in Sulaymaniyah. I wasn’t the brightest student academically, but I was rich in good manners and politeness. I often shared thoughts and ideas with my teachers and classmates that were beyond my years. Both my classmates and teachers were astonished by the awareness I had of the bigger picture.
I have always preferred peace and modesty. I felt deeply that this country needed peace more than anything else. That’s why I have always seen my siblings as my closest friends, a feeling that remains strong to this day. I still believe that all human beings are fundamentally friends, sharing one common humanity. Though we come in different colors, speak different languages, and live in diverse communities and lands, we are all part of the same family.














We returned to Kirkuk

After some time, my brother Masrour was born, our dear brother, born into displacement but arriving at a different moment in our journey. Soon after his birth, we moved to Kirkuk, a city that had been forcibly occupied and severed from Kurdistan. Repopulating Kurds in Kirkuk wasn’t just about numbers; it was about reclaiming identity and redefining the city’s soul. For us, Kirkuk has always been a symbol of life’s joys and struggles, freedom, occupation, sacrifice, martyrdom, and the enduring legacy of Barzani.
When Kirkuk is mentioned, it also brings to mind the Dawdee family. The Dawdees, with their dahol and zurna[footnoteRef:1], have long enlivened the city’s spirit, turning Kirkuk into a beacon of Kurdish cultural art. Names like Fayaq and Salah Dawda are celebrated figures, forever linked to the traditional Kurdish songs that resonate throughout the city. Alongside them, other artists such as Ali Mardan and Hussain Ali have left their mark on Kurdish maqamat in Kirkuk, enriching our cultural heritage and keeping the soul of the city alive through music. [1:  Dahol is a large, double-headed drum, typically cylindrical, that is played with two sticks, and zurna is a double reed wind instrument played in Central Asia, West Asia, the Caucasus, Southeast Europe and parts of North Africa. “Translator’s note”] 

Since we went back to Kirkuk, I lost my friends from Erbil. I had to find other friends and age-mates, and that was my favorite thing. I adored getting into a kindergarten, but we were incapable financially.






My mother, Mirwary

The chemical attack on Halabja and other towns caused unimaginable suffering, countless casualties, wounded, martyrs, and displaced families. My mother, Mirwary, was very young when she sought refuge in Iran. During her time there, she picked up some Persian words. But learning another language never made her forget her sweet mother tongue. When she raised me, she ensured I spoke Kurdish fluently while also teaching me some Persian words. I had heard stories of how some Iranians treated refugees poorly, so I was determined to learn their language well. Now, living in Europe, I speak Persian fluently. My goal was, and still is, to communicate with Iranians in their own language about the Kurdish people. And indeed, I have done just that.
Our life was unlike that of an ordinary child, one who has never known war, displacement, poverty, or distress. This was not a path we chose; it was a destiny imposed upon us, shaped in part by the oppression and cruelty of enemies of the Kurds. Yet, much of the suffering we endured also stemmed from internal conflicts. Tragically, many Kurdish children across the country found themselves displaced, homeless, and orphaned from both sides of the divide. When a life not of your choosing is forced upon you, whether bitter or sweet, you have no option but to accept it. There is simply no other choice.








My uncle, Omar Beerany

My uncle, Omar Beerany, has always been one of my greatest sources of pride. From my earliest days, his love for me was immense. My mother once told me that if it hadn’t been for Uncle Omar’s support when she was pregnant with me, she might never have made it to the hospital. In many ways, I feel he loved me even more than his own children. Another proud figure in our family, and an important part of my story, is my cousin, the martyred Muhammad. We lived in Takyah at the time, and Muhammad and I often visited each other. He had two brothers, but none matched his charm and warmth. To me, he was more than a cousin; he was a true brother.
As a child, I was like a blank sheet of paper, and my father and uncle were the ones who nurtured and shaped my imagination. I became exactly what they envisioned for me. They planted seeds of kindness and goodness in my mind, always encouraging me to be humanitarian, pro-life, and compassionate toward all people. I have always believed that people are friends at their core. It is language, culture, society, and gender that shape individual identities, but beneath it all, we are all human beings and lifelong friends. In many ways, I feel my father and Uncle Omar tried to write their memories and values onto the pages of my life, making me a living journal of their hopes and dreams.
Takyah was known for its fierce morning storms, which often troubled the few residents there. It was in this place that my most beautiful and cherished sister, Helen, was born. I remember it was four o’clock in the morning when she came into the world. Her arrival brought joy and grace to our family; everyone was filled with happiness. My father’s aunt, Nazif, was by my mother’s side that morning. Nazif was the sister of Gullakhan: the mother of martyred Ali Beerany and also the mother of martyred Muhammad. As soon as Helen was born, I kissed her and held her close. I remember one afternoon returning from school to find my father softly reciting the holy anthem, “hey watcher!” into her ears. I asked him, “Did you recite this anthem to me when I was a child, Dad?” “Of course,” he said with a smile.
We settled in Bazyan town

After a few months, we moved again and settled into an old house. Yet, despite the worn walls and unfamiliar surroundings, there was comfort in knowing some of my mother’s relatives lived nearby. Bazyan was a well-known town, steeped in history, but after so much time away, it felt almost like a foreign place to me.
The people there were humble, warm, and fiercely patriotic. Most of them were farmers, tending vast fields of sunflowers that stretched toward the sky, their bright faces turning to the sun. The farmers worked together, forming cooperatives where everyone helped one another. I often joined the children who pitched in whenever extra hands were needed in the fields. Those moments, working side by side with neighbors, feeling the earth beneath my fingers, gave me a rare sense of belonging and purpose. In the midst of displacement and uncertainty, those simple acts of cooperation felt deeply rewarding, like a small anchor in the shifting tides of my childhood.











The violinist awakened in me lasting obsession with music.

During my time in Bazyan, something began to pull at my attention, so strongly that I doubt it was only mine. Even those without sight, I believe, could have sensed it. Every day, from the top of a tall building in town, a young man played the violin. His melodies were deep and deliberate, as if composed for someone, or something, very special. On sunny days, he would return to the same spot, playing the same haunting piece, filling the air with music that seemed to belong to the town itself.
I didn’t know the violinist, and I suspect many of those who stopped to listen didn’t either. Yet, his playing was so passionate, so raw, that it compelled anyone nearby to pause and listen intently. I found myself wanting to meet him, to understand what drew him to that same rooftop every evening, playing the same haunting melodies. You’d expect a musician to rehearse in a proper hall, surrounded by fellow players, in a space designed to carry sound perfectly. But this was different, an open, roofless building, exposed to the elements, and a young man who, to most of us, was a complete mystery, yet somehow became the heart and soul of that place.
Now that I have grown and stepped into the wider world, music has become an even greater part of my life. Far from my hometown, I often think back to those evenings in Bazyan, when the sound of the violin drifted through the air. I understand now what I could not grasp as a child, that young man on the rooftop was not playing for himself, nor for any single one of us. He was playing for everyone. His music was for the land and the country, for the society and the Peshmarga, for the courage and sacrifice of the nation’s heroes. It was music for the martyred. I see now that he wasn’t playing only for Bazyan; his melodies belonged to all of Kurdistan. He had something to say, words too deep for speech, so he spoke through the strings, letting his fingers carry a message that needed no translation.
When I first saw that young musician standing tall on a rooftop in Bazyan, it was not long after the fall of the dictato, the most vicious president Iraq had ever known. The regime had collapsed, but this young violinist remained, bow in hand, rising above the dust and weariness. I think now that he must have understood something essential: life needed a pause. The Iraqi people were exhausted, but the Kurdish people were beyond exhaustion. Perhaps that was why he played, to give us a moment to breathe, a brief reprieve from the long struggle we had endured. He deserves to be remembered, and his music should be heard often, as a reminder of that fragile, necessary pause.
It was through him that I learned music could feed the soul. His playing taught me that music is a form of rest, a balm for the spirit. In developed countries, they understand this well, music is cherished, studied, and cultivated in conservatories and universities. And we, the Kurdish people, have always loved music too. Yet, as a stateless nation burdened with political, social, and financial hardship, we have not been able to make it the true food for the soul it should be. Music is not only for the living. Sometimes, it is played for the dead, to honor them, to carry their memory forward, and to let their spirits hear the beauty that life could have offered them.










Sulaymaniyah, different and incredible

We went through many struggles and calamities because of the patriotic heart of my father, martyred Ali Beerany. His devotion to Kurdistan shaped the course of our lives, moving from one city to another, from one small town to the next. We settled and resettled so many times that if I say I belong to all the cities and regions of Kurdistan, it would not be an exaggeration.
It’s true that wherever you live, whether by choice or by force, that place eventually becomes a second home. But deep down, a person’s heart always turns back to their true homeland, to the place of their origin. For me, that origin is not Sulaymaniyah. I did not live there long, nor was I born within its bounds. Yet Sulaymaniyah, or “Sulaimani” as the great Kurdish poet Sheikh Riza Talabany calls it, felt unlike any other city I had known. In one of his poems, Sheikh Riza Talabany wrote of Sulaimani with such affection that it seemed the city itself had a soul, a spirit that embraced poets, thinkers, and dreamers. And though it was never my first home, I could feel that spirit reaching out to me too, he wrote: 

“I remember Sulaimani, once the capital of the Babans
Neither ruled by the Persians nor a servant of the Ottoman dynasty
At the gate of the Sara palace gathered sheikhs, mullahs, and ascetics
The palace’s veranda became a Kaaba for seekers of needs and favors”

What Sheikh Riza wrote about Sulaymaniyah resonates deeply with me, because I grew up knowing the city firsthand. I lived there as a child, wandering through its alleyways and streets, exploring its bazaars and neighborhoods. From Sara Square to Kani Askan, from Malkandy to Sabunkaran, Sulaymaniyah felt like a living museum. You start at one point, lose yourself in its winding paths, and after a long journey, you find yourself back where you began. Each alleyway seems to mirror the next, each neighborhood carries a familiar scent, yet there’s something uniquely enchanting about the city’s rhythm and soul. Sulaymaniyah is a place where all colors, all stories, all voices can coexist. Anyone who has spent even a single day there carries its spirit with them forever, it leaves a mark on your heart that you simply cannot forget.




















My siblings are my friends

Though in our family we were always bound by friendship, the years between us still made their presence felt. As the eldest son of martyred Ali Beerany, my memories stretched further back than most, and with them came the weight of greater responsibility. In 2007, I found myself in Sulaymaniyah. My aunt, Bafrau Haji Salih Fat-hulla, the middle sister of my father, was living there at the time. I stayed with her family for a year, and it felt like stepping into an entirely different world. They were a typical city household: warm, close-knit, and unfailingly kind to me. I did not have many friends then, but somehow it felt as if I knew the whole city, as though its streets and people were already familiar to me. My aunt’s family shared their home with the family of martyred Salar of Qarawaisy. Her husband was Salar’s brother. It was there I met Salar for the first time, and it pleased me greatly. He was a true patriot, honest, sincere, and steadfast. Like my father, and like thousands of other brothers in arms, he too was martyred in the civil war.
Martyred Salar’s mother loved me with a tenderness that was almost overwhelming. She treated me as though I were one of her own sons, perhaps even more so. Her kindness was quiet but constant, wrapping around me like a familiar shawl. I often found myself wondering what had inspired such deep affection. It was only later that I understood: the love she carried for my father had simply found its way to me. My father had been a man both loved and respected, and that bond between them had somehow bridged the years and loss, making it feel as if we had known each other for centuries. In her eyes, I saw no pretense, only a sincerity that made her care for me as if the blood in my veins were also hers.
Life in my country has never been easy. Families, fathers, and breadwinners carry silent burdens, struggling day after day to put bread on the table. I will not go into the details of why I did not complete my high school education in Kurdistan, there are reasons I prefer to keep to myself, and what I have already shared is enough for the reader to understand. This memoir was never written for fame or recognition. I write to preserve the moments of a life, those worth remembering, before they fade into the shadows of time. My hope is that these pages might offer something of value, perhaps even guidance, to those who come after us. If my experiences can light the path, however dimly, for the next generation, then my purpose is fulfilled.


















Only a mother is truly irreplaceable

As a child, I fell asleep to the sound of my mother’s stories. Night after night, she would sit beside me, weaving tales with a patience that never wore thin, her voice steady until my eyelids surrendered to sleep. In life, many people pass by, faces and names that, in time fade from memory. But not mothers. Mothers are never replaced. They are the constant in a world of fleeting figures. Others may enter your life wearing masks, pretending to be something they are not, only to vanish like a breath of poisoned air, leaving no trace but a sour emptiness. A mother, though, her presence remains, unshaken and unforgotten.
It is a rare and beautiful thing to remain unchanged. Days pass, evenings fade, unexpected events arrive without warning. Hair turns gray, and life delivers its countless changes, its ups and downs, waiting for each of us in turn. Yet through it all, there is strength in holding fast to who we are. Fame and reputation, once earned, are not easily altered. Lands endure. Countries endure. Human principles, too, are constant; they do not vanish. We cannot compel others to see the world exactly as we do, and to try is both futile and unhealthy. Those who insist on bending every mind to their own will are not merely misguided; they are in need of healing.
What I have shared so far belongs to the stage of my childhood, a part of what I have lived through, though by no means the whole. I have chosen not to tell everything; not every memory demands to be written. Still, I will go on to speak of the other chapters of my life, and I will write only of what I find worth remembering and worth sharing.










Chapter two

Who are Kurds, What is Kurdistan?














Who are Kurds?

There are certain truths about the Kurds and our neighboring peoples that I feel must be spoken. The world should understand that the Kurdish people are unlike any of the nations surrounding us. We differ in language, culture, literature, and ethnicity, even in our colors and features. The Arabs believe Islam was founded for them. On that foundation, they built independent states, formed dynasties, emirates, and republics, and named their collective lands the Arab world. The Persians, for their part, possessed their own language, culture, and a rich civilization. Yet they became followers of the Arabs and Islam, later establishing their own great powers such as the Safavid and Fatimid dynasties, and crowning their kings with the title Shahanshah. The Turks, too, embraced the role of inheritors of the Arab Islamic caliphate, giving rise to the Ottoman Empire, and after its fall, forging the modern nation of Turkey. And the Kurds? What did we build? What did we claim? The Arabs drew strength and unity from their religion. The Persians and Turks likewise used it to consolidate their power. But the Kurds, though deeply religious, gained no such advantage. Instead, we were divided into four parts, carved up by the very people who shared our faith.

In truth, the Kurds are neither Arabs, nor Turks, nor Persians. Our roots reach back to the ancient Medes; we are, by origin, an Indo-European people. Some historical accounts tell that we were once Christians and Zoroastrians, long before we embraced Islam. Our language, too, bears no kinship to Arabic, Turkish, or Persian. Kurdish springs from its own ancient source, tracing back thousands of years. It has stood the test of seven millennia, carrying the voices of our ancestors through time. It is not a borrowed tongue, but our own birthright, a living proof that we are a distinct people with a history older than the borders that divide us.

The Kurds possess a culture rich in every sense, poetry, literature, art, music, and the beauty of our traditional dress. We are known for our bravery, chivalry, and boldness. No language among our neighbors reaches as far back in time as Kurdish, and the ethics we hold are as original and deep-rooted as the mountains we call home. Our literature is broad, rich, humane, and life-affirming, carrying the voice of a people who have endured without losing their soul. Yet what truly sets the Kurds apart is this: we have never been a nation of conquerors. We are not invaders, nor have we sought to occupy the lands of others. We are defenders, of our homes, our dignity, and our way of life. While we have never coveted the lands of our neighbors, they have, time and again, set their eyes on ours, seeking our submission and, at times, our destruction.
















What is Kurdistan?

Kurdistan, the land of the Kurds, is a region of great significance in the Middle East. Geographically, it begins with the rugged Zagros mountain range and stretches to the banks of the Euphrates River. Today, Kurdistan spans parts of southeastern Turkey, northern Iraq, southwestern Iran, and northern Syria, divided across four countries by international borders drawn without regard to the people who live there. Yet there is a fifth part, often forgotten or overlooked. Known as “Red Kurdistan,” it lies nestled between Azerbaijan and Armenia, a disputed territory where conflict over borders continues to simmer even now. This fragment, detached from the contiguous Kurdish lands, stands as a reminder of the fractures imposed on our people, fractures that have shaped our history and our struggles to this day.
The most recent estimates put the Kurdish population at over 50 million people, a vibrant, multi-faith nation. Among us are Muslims, Zoroastrians, Yazidis, Kakai, Christians, Armenians, Bahai’s, and others, each faith adding its own thread to the rich tapestry of Kurdish life. Our language, too, is diverse, spoken in several dialects, with Sorani and Kurmanji being the most widely used.
The Kurdistan Region, the heart of southern Kurdistan, is a semi-autonomous area with its own government and parliament, and its capital, the ancient city of Erbil. For over three decades, Kurds have governed this land despite facing economic hardships, political struggles, and at times, severe military threats. One of the most defining moments came in 2014, when ISIS, the brutal militia known worldwide for its terror, launched an assault on the Kurdistan Region. Against overwhelming odds, the Kurdish people and their Peshmarga fighters stood firm. They defied the darkness, dismantling the menace that threatened not only the Middle East but the world at large. It was this courageous stand that earned the Kurds and the Peshmarga their reputation among the world’s superpowers, as a powerful force against terror, a symbol of resilience and hope in a turbulent region.

Three neighboring countries oppress the Kurds

It is not only the Kurdistan Region that has been coveted by neighboring powers; every part of Kurdistan has endured invasions and occupation. The Turks and Persians have long sought to claim our lands, just as the Arabs have used Islam as a pretext to conquer the southern and western parts of Kurdistan. The Turks in the north, the Persians in the east, each justified their incursions under the banners of the Ottoman and Safavid conquests. Historians and scholars have shown that the true greed for our land stems from its fertile soil and life-giving landscapes, long before oil was discovered in places like Shatt al-Arab, Iraq, and Bilad al-Sham. While famine and poverty plagued neighboring regions, Kurdistan remained a green sanctuary, the only land suitable for agriculture and life.

More than that, the Arabs, Turks, and Persians have always seen the Kurds as a threat, fearful of our intellect, our talents, and our resilience. They never wanted to share borders with a people whose scholastic, intellectual, and physical strengths rivaled their own. This envy has been a root cause of their attempts to subjugate our land. Yet, despite all this, the Kurds have been pioneers of coexistence, peace, and progress. We have always sought a path of harmony and understanding in a troubled world. The cultures of our neighbors have often been defined by conquest and division, valorizing invasion and walls as symbols of bravery. But the Kurdish spirit has always embraced peace, freedom, and a commitment to knowledge and intellect, these are the true traditions of our people.





Baathists, one party, one nation, two countries

The Baathist regimes of Iraq and Syria, though divided into different wings, the Iraqi wing predominantly Sunni, the Syrian wing largely Shia, shared a single, dark purpose. Both traced their origins back to Michel Aflaq, the founder whose vision cast a long shadow over our people. Their plan was one: to crush the Kurds. Genocide was their tool; imprisonment, torture, execution, and massacre their weapons. They targeted Kurdish men, women, children, young and old alike, without mercy or distinction. It was a calculated campaign of suffering meant to erase a people, a culture, and a history.
The Baathist regime’s true aim was clear from the start: to loot, slaughter, and ethnically cleanse the Kurdish nation. This cruel ambition was not new, it reflected a longstanding Arab desire to strip the Kurds of their lands, to erase our language, culture, and traditions, and to fold us into their own world as if we were nothing more than a forgotten chapter. They tried to replace our sturdy oak trees with fragile palms, to rewrite the very landscape in their image. But Kurdistan itself refused their efforts. The land, like its people, has never accepted such invasion or destruction. Our roots run deep, and neither force nor violence can sever them.
The forced displacement of Kurdish villagers and the mass civilian burials in the deserts of Arar and Sawamah stand as dark stains on the faces of Iraqi Arabs. They carried out these horrors under the name “Anfal,” a term taken from the Quranic surah, yet its meaning was twisted into a weapon of death. Beyond the live burial of eight thousand Barzanis, beyond the chemical attack that claimed five thousand lives in Halabja, and the genocide of 182,000 Kurds under the banner of Anfal, these atrocities burned a deep and lasting hatred into the hearts of my people. It was this anguish that fueled the uprising in southern Kurdistan in the spring of 1991. Though I was born seven years after that uprising, its spirit lives in me. I know the revolution and its battlegrounds better than I know my own name or hometown. I have read, studied, and absorbed every detail, carrying the memory of that struggle as a part of who I am. kurds had gone through genocides, famine, imprisonment, execution, and occupying of their farmlands and homes for decades in order for Kurdish identity to fade away and erase Kurds and their lands, but on the 5th of March, 1991, Kurds courageously declared to the world, that they wanted freedom, we want freedom!
Although this uprising ended up in the mass exodus, the million southern Kurds force migration tragedy which was the beginning of an end to the oppression of the Iraqi Arabs which resulted in the Kurdish government and authority in the region.
On March 31st, 1991, much like the Eylul Revolution[footnoteRef:2] before it, the Kurds faced another painful defeat. Once again, we endured a humanitarian tragedy that shook the world and drew the urgent attention of the United Nations and the Security Council. Their response was to impose a no-fly zone over Iraqi Arab-controlled skies, a fragile shield for our people. But the Kurds, as always, rose from the ashes. We came back stronger and reclaimed the right to govern and protect our land, our home. This resilience has been the heartbeat of our nation through every storm. [2:  The First Iraqi–Kurdish War, also known as the September Revolution, was an armed conflict and major event of the Iraqi–Kurdish conflict, lasting from 1961 until 1970.] 

The Mass Exodus[footnoteRef:3] left an indelible mark on the world, compelling the International Security Council to pass Resolution 688, a step to protect the Kurds from further suffering. Yet, even this measure could not put an end to the tragedies that would continue to befall my people. Our nation has weathered many storms, some of which I have lived through myself. In this book, I will share some of those stories, moments of pain, resilience, and hope, that have shaped us and continue to shape our future. [3:  In 1991, following the First Gulf War, a mass exodus of Kurds from northern Iraq occurred due to Saddam Hussein's brutal crackdown on a Kurdish uprising.] 






Greater Kurdistan or four united countries of Kurdistan

The Kurds have endured immense suffering at the hands of Arabs, Turks, and Persians throughout history. The most recent chapter of this pain comes from the ISIS militants, a brutal threat that continues to cast a shadow over parts of Kurdistan. Even today, they seek to seize control of regions around Kirkuk in the south, as well as Afrin and Kobani in the west.

Kurdish people have the right to have an independent country, and some people think that they should have four independent countries; some others prefer having one greater independent Kurdistan. We should ask about the reason for one greater independent Kurdistan, rather than four independent countries, what is the difference?

Arabs and Muslims always claim that what you wish for yourself, you should wish that for your brothers too. So while there are 22 independent countries, and there are 57 Islamic countries, why would one independent Kurdistan or four independent Kurdish countries is forbidden?
The Turks see themselves as the heirs of Islam and the mighty Ottoman Empire. They claimed that every nation has the right to its own independent country and that this right should be respected. Yet, when it comes to the Kurds, right here, on their own ancestral lands, they feel threatened by the idea of even one united Kurdistan, let alone four independent Kurdish countries nestled among their borders. Why is it that they deny us this same right in our own homeland? It’s a question that has haunted me, a contradiction that speaks volumes about the struggles we face simply for daring to dream of freedom and recognition.

The Persians see themselves as heirs to the great Achaemenid Empire, proud of their cultural, humanitarian, and intellectual legacy, the birthplace of civilization itself. They insist on their right to their own country, while quietly exerting influence over places like Iraq, Syria, Lebanon, Yemen, and Oman. Yet, when it comes to the Kurds, they deny us the right to a single, unified Kurdistan, or even four independent Kurdish regions, to protect our independence and preserve our identity. Why should their reach extend beyond their borders, while ours is confined and suppressed within our own?

Some intellectuals, writers, and thinkers from Turkey, Arab countries, and Persia have dared to acknowledge the independence of Kurdistan, that we are a distinct and neighboring nation with a culture unlike any other. But their voices are quickly silenced, censored, so they cannot reach the wider world. Deep down, all three neighboring countries understand that Kurds are different. We have our own language, a rich civilization, and a history of sacrifice in the pursuit of our rights. The dream of one greater independent Kurdistan, or even four independent Kurdish regions, much like the United Arab Emirates or the United States, is not only legitimate, it is just. The changes sweeping across the Middle East may finally open a path to resolve this long-standing political cause. But for that to happen, Kurds must come together, united, before real change can take root.










Sword to chemical bomb

The Kurdish nation as a whole, and especially the generations yet to come, must find a way to reclaim and reorganize their future. We need to return to our own culture and original traditions, to embrace the heritage that has shaped us for centuries. At the same time, it is crucial to cast aside the cultural, intellectual, and religious influences imposed from the Shatt al-Arab region and the political Islamic movements that have grown there. These forces have, unfortunately, fueled the rise of Islamic extremism and led to the brainwashing of some among our own people
These invaders have wielded this intellectual weapon to oppress the Kurds, people deeply connected to their faith, known for their peacefulness and humanitarian spirit. Though we embraced Islam, even as it was revealed in Arabic, our kindness and openness were twisted against us. Our goodwill became a tool for our enemies, who exploited it to justify unimaginable cruelty. From swords to chemical attacks, they have sought to cleanse and erase the Kurdish nation. And even now, the threat has not disappeared, they continue to try.










Kurdistan and the destructions of ISIS

My country, Kurdistan, has been considered as the cradle of civilization according to historical evidences and the first place for humanity to have resided in and still there are people living there, it has stood against invasions and destructions, almost every family has lost at least one member of their family due to all the fights they had to go through in their lifetime.
My country is the land of martyrs, a home to the brave and the patriots. Our enemies have long coveted Kurdistan, seeking to invade and erase its people from the map. Yet, time and again, they have failed. They never succeeded in breaking our spirit, nor will they ever.
It was 2014. A group of terrorists had emerged in Iraq and the surrounding regions, people who rejected all human values and thirsted for blood. They called themselves the Islamic State of Iraq and Syria, a name later shortened to ISIS.
ISIS was an armed terrorist group, mostly made up of members from outside Iraq. They seized Anbar and Mosul, taking advantage of the disorganized Iraqi forces, and pushed toward the borders of Kurdistan near Erbil and Kirkuk. But the Peshmarga forces met them with courage and refused to let them advance any further. ISIS militants repeatedly tried to enter Kirkuk, but the Peshmarga and police forces stood firm, responding with strength each time. These battles were far from easy; they demanded sacrifice and martyrdom from the brave defenders. Yet, through their heroism, they protected the city from this monstrous threat.






Martyred Ali Beerany and the Americans
Martyred Ali Beerany was one of those police officers who defended Kirkuk to the last breath and sacrificed his life for the protection of this city which has been partitioned from the rest of Kurdistan by force for a hundred years.
My father’s full name is Ali Salih Fat-hulla Beerany, he was born in 1971 and in 1987 reaches the Kurdish Peshmarga forces and dedicates his life for the purpose of defending Kurdistan. His courageousness soon is soon spread around the forces and he is assigned the difficult missions from then, his bravery is then told from his comrades and it is not easy to express it all in a few pages, because he always risked his life for the protection of his comrades and the sacred land of Kurdistan, and so he sacrificed his life for this purpose and eventually was martyred for Kurditan.
Martyred Ali Beerany was together with Wajih Barzani for a while, he was fighting alongside him, who was known as the wounded falcon, for years and protected the country from Haji Omaran to Kirkuk borders. And defended every inch of it until there is an attempt to found Kirkuk police forces directorate.
After the Operation Iraqi Freedom, my father starts working with the American teams and shows his bravery and wins their trust. American teams were very impressed with his skills and rely on him completely.







Martyred Ali Beerany and Sarhad Qadir

When Sarhad Qadir became the director of Kirkuk police in 2008, he asked my father to serve as his bodyguard and to stand beside him in carrying out his missions. My father accepted this request, moved by the memory of martyred Ahmad and our uncle Qala.
Sarhad Qadir knew my father was an honest man he could trust completely in the most difficult missions. More than once, my father saved Sarhad’s life from enemy plots to kill him. In one assassination attempt, Sarhad was seriously injured, and even his own brothers abandoned him. But my father told him, “Unless I die, I will never leave you.” He carried him out of a dangerous and complicated situation, brought him to Piramagrun after several hours, and delivered him to Omar HamaAli Charmaga for medical attention.

The attacks of ISIS terrorists on the center of Kirkuk continued, with the Peshmarga and police forces always standing in their way. In one of those assaults, the militants tried to seize the police administration in Kirkuk, coming so close that hand-to-hand combat broke out. Sarhad Qadir was injured once again, but my father shielded him, fighting the terrorists fiercely and saving him from certain death.

But the real question remains, what did Sarhad Qadir do after the death of Ali Beerany? How did he honor the family of this brave man? Does he still remember the sacrifices my father made for his protection and for the safety of the land? These questions, and many more, are still left unanswered.

My father’s martyrdom, the anguish

I have shared certain things so far to lead into the main topics I want to address. From here on, I will speak in detail about the events; details that I believe will benefit the readers, ease the weight on my shoulders, and form parts of this biography that could serve as important historical references. I must also say that the circumstances in Kirkuk have always been different from those of any other city in Iraq, past, present, and future.

Kirkuk holds a distinct place in history, geography, economy, culture, and nationalism. Its characteristics are unique in the entire Middle East. Martyred Ali Beerany was born in Surdash and gave his life in Kirkuk. In other words, my father’s martyrdom in that city adds a unique meaning to Kirkuk. By every historical, geographical, and cultural measure, Kirkuk is a Kurdish city; it belongs to the Kurds, along with its surroundings, nature, and even its climate. The Kurdish people have always sacrificed for this cause, and the immortal Barzani once called it “The heart of Kurdistan.” All who have been martyred for Kirkuk are brave souls committed to preserving its Kurdish and national identity. My father stands as an epitome of those who fell in love with the city so deeply that they were willing to give their heart and blood for it, and he eventually did. The love and sacrifice of my father, Martyred Ali Beerany, and others who gave their lives for Kirkuk cannot be fully captured in a single book. Such devotion would require hundreds of scientific studies to be truly understood.

When Martyred Ali Beerany worked with the American teams, he earned their complete trust. His courage in fighting terrorists and his unwavering reliability impressed the allies so deeply that they offered to take him and his family to the United States, granting him asylum and American citizenship. He refused every time. He told them his home was not America, it was the land stretching from the mountains of Piramagrun to Khanaqin. “It is my rock and my shelter,” he would say. “I would not go to America unless Piramagrun Mountain itself moves from its place.”
Kurdistan, home of the memories

I can say that Kurdistan is filled with memories for me. It is true that body and soul part ways when a person’s life ends, but for me, the bond is much stronger. Whenever I looked into my father’s eyes, I could see a patriotic and nationalist vision shining there. I always felt that, without speaking, he was telling me he had devoted his life to his nation and his land. He lived for the Kurds and for Kurdistan, tirelessly working toward that purpose. It was as if he had made a vow to the martyrs, and he kept that vow.

Life is made of memories, yet no one can write them all. I can only say that my father had vowed to make a home from the borders of Hamrin to Piramagrun, and to rest as a martyr in the sacred land of Kurdistan.

Rostam, son of Uncle Sherko, was one of my father’s friends and comrades. He told me that while they were searching for the terrorists’ hideouts and bunkers, Martyr Ali stood beside Sarhad Ali and said, “Do you know that this very spot we are standing on now is the spot once demanded by Mullah Mustapha Barzani?!”

My father’s memories overflow from his friends, each story worthy of telling. But in the end, a mortar shell claimed his life at Tal al-Ward in Kirkuk. Just two hours before his martyrdom, I spoke with him; his spirit was high, full of hope. Later, I heard of his injury, but they did not tell me he had been martyred. My brother Masrour and I rushed to his aid, only to be met with the heartbreaking sight of his lifeless body brought to us. What a devastating moment that was! Etched forever in my memory. As we looked upon his bloodied form, his comrades whispered that a mortar shell had struck him. I am his eldest son, and to this day, that scene haunts me. Whenever I hear his name, I see him there, the man who, by his own will, spent 26 years moving from mountain to mountain, from city to city, seeking freedom and peace for his people. A man who dedicated his entire life to the safety, security, and comfort of his country. To sacrifice one’s very soul for every inch of one’s homeland is the truest measure of patriotism. And what an honor it is, to be his child.




















Piramagrun Cemetery: the final resting place of Martyr Ali Beerany

We wrapped the sacred flag of Kurdistan around him and laid him to rest in the Piramagrun cemetery in Surdash. Many of his friends and comrades were present at the ceremony, but Sarhad Qadir was absent. Sarhad, the very man for whom my father risked his life countless times, did not attend his burial. Why? For what reason? I do not know the answer. He should be the one to explain.

My father’s martyrdom was an immense tragedy for our family, yet it also raised many questions, some still unanswered, which I will leave for another time. What must be said now, however, is about the social circumstances of our society, and the Middle East in general. When a family loses someone dear, relatives and acquaintances often intensify the pain with loud crying and wailing. This is very different from developed countries, where people usually try to comfort and console the grieving family. Here, that respect for sorrow is lacking. The grief, especially for the children, is often overwhelmed by these expressions, burdening them deeply and leaving lasting trauma.










After my father’s martyrdom, my mother also passed away.

My father’s martyrdom brought immense sorrow and trauma to our family, but no one was affected more deeply than my mother. I have never seen anyone like Lady Mirwary in her strength and resilience. Yet, the loss of my father weighed on her so heavily that she fell ill soon after his death. That illness quickly claimed her life, leaving us without both parents in a very short time. It was an unbearably difficult start for me and my siblings. The burden felt even heavier on me, as the eldest child of these patriotic parents, because I had to shoulder all the responsibilities and care for the children of martyred Ali Beerany.

After my father’s martyrdom, my mother would say it felt like some people had anticipated Ali’s death, which is why they acted so carelessly, as if they expected his martyrdom to make our lives even harder. What my mother said was painfully true. The terrorists didn’t just take my father from us; the grief of losing him also took my mother’s life. They destroyed our lives, and we endured the worst hardships. We will never forget that pain, or those who showed negligence. Yet, despite everything, we stood proudly on our own two feet.

There is a Kurdish saying: "No one dies after another." But for us, that saying wasn’t true. After my father’s martyrdom, my mother passed away too. Death became this vast, unfillable gap in our souls. All that remained were their fame, their patriotism, and their good deeds. But life without them was incredibly difficult and harsh. We were left alone, unsure of which way to turn. Despite all of this, I did not give up. Soon after the funeral, I visited all the strongholds where my father, martyr Ali Beerany, had bravely defended our land.




The difficult task began

I hadn’t even turned 18, and by military law, I wasn’t of legal age to be recruited or employed in most careers. But that didn’t stop me. I ignored the rules and became a police officer in the very strongholds where my father once stood. Not just any police officer, but one tasked with significant operations against ISIS. I followed the path of my father, martyred Ali Beerany. Perhaps I was the first son to return to those same battlegrounds after his father’s martyrdom, to fight the very same enemies. Together with my father’s comrades, we attacked terrorists’ bunkers and hideouts. They shared with me stories of my father’s bravery, stories I had never heard before. The more they spoke, the stronger my resolve became. I never feared death, and nothing could stop me. I gave my all, with no regrets, because I was fulfilling my father’s wish to fight those terrorists until the last breath.
Human beings face dozens of different situations every day, some pleasant, many unpleasant. But in an unusual life like mine, most of those moments were difficult, because the circumstances were far from typical, and joy was scarce. While we were still grappling with the loss of both my parents, we found ourselves trapped in a painful conundrum, and to make things worse, those around us harmed us in different, often violent ways. My stepmother, who was supposed to care for us after my father’s martyrdom, acted quite differently, far from what God or people would expect. She behaved with little grace, as if the whole world revolved around her alone. We held only respect and appreciation for her, but she seemed to believe that after losing our parents, we would simply perish. Yet, despite all of that, we survived, grew up, and carried ourselves with pride.




Bitter truth

There is one bitter truth I must share. Losing both parents in such a short time is never easy, but it’s crucial for people to stay faithful and understand that hard times will eventually pass. The problem with the Kurdish people is that they know God, but not themselves, they often depend on others instead of relying on their own strength. We did not fall into that trap; we depended on ourselves. We did not act against that woman or her family, even though many of them treated us poorly. But what God willed, happened. Our family became like a country that had lost its courageous leader, and suddenly everyone, both the brave and the cowardly, rushed forward, trying to fill that void. This was painfully true for us. Even many of my uncles and cousins were not ready to take on the responsibility of caring for us, despite my father’s achievements being an honor to the entire family.












We were left homeless and with no one

None of us had reached 18 years of age, and we needed someone to guide us. But apart from God, we could rely on nobody. Even my stepmother kicked us out of the house, leaving us alone and homeless. We had no choice but to obey whatever the elders told us to do. That was our reality, and nothing was in our control. We had no authority, but what never changed was the well-mannered and respectful behavior we had learned from my father, martyred Ali Beerany, and my mother, Lady Mirwary. Though we were young, we never did anything wrong or misbehaved toward anyone. We were brought up to never cause harm or bother to others. What remained with us was this brilliant manner and respect our parents instilled in us, forever in our hearts and something we are proud of.

After some tragic and unpleasant incidents, we lived with Uncle Omar for three years. He respected us immensely and loved us dearly, especially me, like a true friend. But in reality, we were still just guests there: respectful and peaceful. We never caused them any annoyance, and they showed us the respect we will never forget.









Terroristic threats

The circumstances in Kurdistan, and ours specifically were getting worse. Some incident took place out of our control. And since I was the eldest of martyred Ali Beerany’s children, and was very active in confronting the ISIS militants, I was consistently under their threat. Most of the times, I was criticized and got into trouble with the Islamic extremists, so I talked to the security concerned parties and they advised me to go abroad for my safety, that was a very difficult choice. It is not east for a human being, against all his wills and free wishes, to leave his home and country forcefully.
It required a lot of patience and self-discipline. Our early age of being a young boy was faded away an orphan, and now I had to leave the country. It was a really difficult decision I had to burden. We lost our father in a time in when having a father was vital for us, and lost our mother during a time when we needed her to take the role of our father too. Whenever we saw other children with their parents, we were feeling the depth of our misery and the tragedy we had been through. We were really homeless and alone at that time. No one could take care of us like a father or a mother. And actually, no one can replace your mother or father for you








We must be patriots

I should mention something here: for us, being Kurdish and defending Kurdistan was never tied to a single ideology or philosophy. It didn’t matter whether we were nationalists, socialists, democrats, or capitalists, what mattered was our patriotism, our role as protectors of our homeland, and our commitment to humanity. Just as some people love to dance, others to save money, or to draw, make music, create art, or play sports, our passion was patriotism and love for our nation. We took pride in what we did for our country, and it inspired us deeply. This was more than a wish; it was a spiritual calling. It was a hope and ambition passed down from our father.We never submitted to anyone’s demands, nor did we place demands on others. We didn’t even ask our country’s leaders for anything—we served willingly, by our own choice. And if the cost of that love for our homeland was our blood, then so be it; just as our father gave his life for it.

Talaat Tahir, the poet, once said: “I have a huge bag. In it, I place the rubbish of injustice, and most of my relatives. I will search every city and gather the rubbish of hatred, the rubbish of unfairness, all the violence done to the families of martyrs, all the insults thrown at your brothers, all the weapons hidden under blankets for the wars between brothers.”

What Talaat Tahir described was difficult, but what we went through was even harder. If we were to write it all down, it could fill several books. I can only say this: we lost both our parents in a single year. We thought our close relatives would become an umbrella, shielding us from the cold and the heat. But we were wrong. Those we expected to blossom for us turned into thorns, wounding us in ways we will never forget.









Chapter three:

Mandatory journey from Kurdistan to abroad.













A mandatory refuge

Leaving your country is never easy. But it is far harder when the journey is not a choice, but a necessity. For the son of a martyred father, moving abroad, farther from his homeland and from the graves of his parents, is not just difficult, it is deeply painful. Yet you cannot fight fate, and sometimes life forces you to do the very thing you never wished to do.
On a pitch-dark night in Kirkuk, the occupied heart of Kurdistan, all hope seemed to fade, and my heart broke. Not because of my homeland or my nation, but because of the injustices done to the families of our martyred heroes.

So I set out on the road abroad, stepping into another country for the first time in my life. Everything about it felt strange to me, its climate, its people, its land, its culture, its language, even the very rhythm of life itself was foreign to my soul and beliefs. But I had no choice. I had to adapt, to endure, until the day came when I could move on to another place, because I cannot imagine that anyone from my homeland would wish to remain forever in this country: Turkey.










Turkey: a strange country.

I stayed in Turkey for a time, experiencing different circumstances and meeting some of my fellow countrymen. Among them was a Kurdish family of five. Their eldest son, only nineteen, had cerebral palsy. I have many stories with this family, and perhaps I will share them in other parts of this book.

One night, we began our journey to Greece. Wshiar, the father of the boy with cerebral palsy, was with us. But the road was long, and exhaustion overcame him. Suddenly, he collapsed, saying, “I can’t walk anymore.” I told him, “Try to stand up and keep going, this is not the time to lose hope.” “Then carry my little daughter,” He replied. I was very young then, and his daughter was just three years old. I lifted her into my arms and kept walking. Along the way, she fell asleep, such a calm and peaceful child. His son, unable to walk, was pushed in a wheelchair.

Despite our exhaustion, we never stopped. We crossed the sea between Turkey and Greece, a journey that, in itself, is a legend. It was an impossible task, yet somehow, we made it.








Deportation: a refugee’s worst nightmare

Crossing the sea had been a relief for us, a moment of hope that made us feel we were finally on the right path toward our goals. But that dream didn’t last. In the blink of an eye, the Greek Navy and Commando Forces appeared, arresting everyone. They handed us over to the Turkish Gendarmerie, who took us back to the Turkish border. Most of us were placed in a large, unpleasant hall, a place so bleak and secure, that escaping seemed impossible. Once again, we surrendered to fate. We didn’t know how long the gendarmerie would hold us; all we knew was that we were under arrest and would likely be sent back to the border. In the hall, Wshiar began talking about his life. After a while, he leaned toward me and whispered, pointing to a man sitting in the corner. “That guy,” he said, “can get us to Italy, for a huge amount of money. What do you think?”
“Who is he?” I asked. “They call him ‘Carpenter,’” Wshiar replied.

“This is too much money,” I told him quietly. “And things like this shouldn’t be discussed in whispers here. If we make it back to Istanbul safely, we’ll find somewhere private to talk about it.” He nodded in agreement.

After staying in that hall for five days, we finally returned to Istanbul. There, I ran into Aree, the son of Ali Haji Kakawla, who had just arrived in Turkey. We had dinner together, and a couple of days later, the smugglers contacted us. They told us to be ready; they would take us to Italy by sea. As the Kurds say, “A corpse cannot be washed better than this,” meaning we were being given a rare and valuable chance. It seemed like a far better option to go directly from Turkey to Italy. At the appointed time, we began our journey from central Istanbul. It took 18 hours before we reached the coast. The bus we traveled in was meant for five passengers, but eleven of us crammed inside. By early dawn, we finally arrived at the shoreline. There were about a hundred of us in total, moving through a dense forest. We had no idea whether we were heading east or west. The trees were so thick we couldn’t even see the sky.
The ship of the emigrants shrank into a mere boat.

Our guides, or to put it more accurately, the human traffickers we called smugglers had promised to take us by ship, not by boat. Not only had they lied, but after 24 hours of walking through the forest and along the coastline, they handed us over to the Turkish gendarmerie. At the break of dawn, the gendarmes appeared, shouting, “Gel! Gel!”: “Come! Come!” in Turkish. The forest lay between two mountains near Antalya. We had climbed one of them, only to be forced back down. The gendarmerie gathered us together, asking where we were from, why we were traveling, and where we were headed. Then they began taking our photographs. None of us knew why, or what purpose the pictures would serve. We weren’t silent; we all knew how to answer their questions. Soon, police buses arrived to take us to the nearest coastal city. Once again, journalists were there, snapping photos and making news reports about us. It felt like they were racing for their stories while we were racing for our lives. In that moment, I realized that the journalists had their own objectives, and we had ours.

They took us to the city’s police administration, but there were too many of us for the place to hold or manage. Despite all the hardship we faced, I found myself smiling at the absurdity of the Turkish officers searching our phones for any trace of PKK members. They didn’t realize that we had fled our country for many different reasons, all hoping to find safety and a new life in Europe.

When the authorities realized they couldn’t fit all of us into the police station, they transferred us to a domed stadium. There, I met a Kurdish family from Sulaymaniyah. The next day, we were sent back to Istanbul. At the market, I saw Wshiar, he looked really upset and disappointed. I asked him if he wanted to grab some tea and talk.
While we drank our tea, I asked him what was troubling him. He said he had spent too much money and now felt like they were trying to trick and rip him off. I told him I knew some people who weren’t swindlers and that we could go talk to them together. He agreed. It seemed he had been promised false hopes so many times that he had lost all hope. Only God and he knew what he had endured to get there, it was incredibly hard to start from scratch again.




















The Somali group

We talked to the people the same evening and apparently, he Wshiar also liked what he heard. They took us to Greece the next day. But on the way, we were separated, and I found myself within a Somali group, seemed like in the fear of being arrested, they had all hidden out under a bridge. After a while, we started going toward crossing the sea. There was a Kurdish family within this group that I was unaware of. The family consisted of three members, including a woman. She was exhausted and out of energy due to the pregnancy she had. She held my hand and was asking me not to leave her. I said: sister, don’t worry, unless I die, I will never leave you, she was delighted and encouraged by this.
Traveling is usually something people enjoy. Many have made history through their long journeys. When you travel by choice, it’s an exciting experience that opens up new worlds. But migration is different, it’s forced. People don’t always know what to do in those moments. All they can focus on is how to survive and where to go next. I found myself constantly thinking about the possibility of being caught and sent back to where I started, back to square one.










My suitcase and all my memories sank into the ocean

When we reached the coast, one of the smugglers was inflating a small boat, only about two meters long, meant to hold five passengers. But they told us, “No, you have to squeeze in; we have no other choice.” So, fifteen of us crowded onto the tiny boat and crossed the water to the other side. They sent the boat back to bring our belongings, but on its return trip, the boat got punctured and sank.

For me, the sinking of the boat wasn’t just the loss of suitcases and belongings; it was the sinking of my most precious memory. I’m sure it was the same for my fellow travelers; each of us knew what was in our own bags, but none of us knew about the others’. My most beautiful memory was a few strands of hair given to me by a girl I truly loved. She had given me those strands, along with some other keepsakes, before the journey as something to hold onto. But I watched helplessly as they sank into the water between Turkey and Greece. I just stood there, powerless, watching those memories disappear into the deep sea, and whispered a final goodbye before they were gone forever.
Once we reached the other side of the sea, we started walking again, this time without any of our belongings. For most travelers and migrants, keeping their bags and equipment safe is a big concern. A suitcase holds a special place in the life of anyone on a journey. But losing it means losing much more than just things, it means losing plans and hopes. Our situation was even worse. Our suitcases didn’t just get lost; they sank to the bottom of the sea.






The Greek coastal guards took us into custody

We walked for about half an hour before the Greek coastal guards arrested us again. They held us in the freezing cold fields for three hours. Our situation was terrible, we were completely demoralized. Eventually, they deported us back to Turkey. As soon as we arrived, we headed toward the motorway. The Turkish Gendarmerie caught some of us, while those who managed to escape scattered and ran off in different directions.

It was my fourth time back in Istanbul. I heard that the pregnant woman had given birth on her way to Europe. After I got my phone back, I saw Wshiar again, wandering around hopelessly. I told him, “God almighty is going to help us. Life has many ups and downs; it’s not just us.” I could see he was slowly getting encouraged by my words, even though I knew he had every reason to feel completely helpless. His son, who had cerebral palsy, was one of his biggest challenges, extremely difficult to care for, but all he could do was wait. This time, I stayed in Turkey for six months. During that time, I realized that despite all the destruction, war, and famine, Iraq was actually a much safer country. On top of the cultural and ideological differences in Turkey, there was also extreme racism, even toward Kurds from North Kurdistan. They looked down on them and would probably consider them second-class citizens if they could. And for someone like me, who wasn’t even a citizen there and was Kurdish on top of that, it was even worse.

The fifth time trying to escape from Turkey to Greece was approaching. We were told to be ready at a specific time and place. That night, we gathered in a park in Istanbul. I was waiting with Wshiar when I turned around and saw a woman with two children. She asked, “Are you Kurdish?” I replied, “Yes, ma’am, we are Kurdish.” She said the children were hers and that we would be traveling together that night. A few minutes later, a bus arrived, but people started complaining because there were more passengers than seats. Wshiar and I were among the first to board. After a while, we had to get off the bus because it was so crowded we would have suffocated if we stayed. The woman, however, didn’t get off, and later, I saw her again in Greece. We returned to the hotel and waited.




















Greece: A Land of Culture and Intellect

Finally, I left Turkey. One evening, we climbed into a truck and drove from Istanbul to the border. After spending six days at the Greek border, a car came to take us to Thessaloniki. It was 2:30 in the morning when we stopped at a gas station. The plan was for us, about 80 people, to get into the car along the way. But then several police cars arrived. They were only about twenty meters away when one officer got out to urinate. At that exact moment, someone in our group accidentally switched on a flashlight, catching the police’s attention. It was a tense, fateful moment. I looked up at the sky and whispered, “God, only you can save us.” Miraculously, no children made a sound, and after a short while, the officers got back in their cars and drove away. I couldn’t stop thinking: how did they not see us? God must have protected us.

But our luck didn’t last. When we finally reached Thessaloniki and were about to get into another car, the police arrested us, along with the driver, and took us to a military base. Out of everyone, only 19 people were not deported back to Turkey. I was one of them.









Refugee camps

We were taken to an enclosed camp, we spent nine days at that camp, and we were asked questions every day, they were asking: where are you from? I was always saying: Kurdistan. But as if they couldn’t understand, they were asking the same question the next day, and I was responding the same way again and again. Apparently, some Syrian Arabs were working at the camp too. They were getting irritated just by hearing the name “Kurdistan”.  They probably were asking the same question in the hope that I would change my response to “Iraq” or maybe somewhere else, but I never did.

Greece is a country of intellect, civilization, culture, and philosophy. It is a land of diverse traditions, and perhaps that’s why living in the camp was not too difficult for me. After nine days there, we received our police reports and were able to leave. This time, we made our way to Alexandroupoli, an incredible city in Greece, where I met a Kurdish man named Dilgash. He was agile and graceful. I advised him not to go out too often, so we could stay safe and reach our destination without trouble. But along the way, we met a young woman from the east of Kurdistan and became friends. She told us she wanted to go to the UK. In time, she went from being our travel companion to his life companion, they got married.

Later, in Thessaloniki, I saw the same family I had met before, the one with two children. They had been given a small cottage in the camp, though in Kurdish, we would call it a canopy. It was hardly more than that. That night, we were given a tent, but thanks to some friends, we joined the family inside their tent and stayed close to them. The mother began telling her story, but I was so exhausted that I couldn’t even manage a “good night.” I simply fell into a deep sleep.

There is an undeniable truth I must mention here: although I was in Greece, my heart and soul remained in Kurdistan. My thoughts were filled with memories of everything that had happened there. The future was a mystery to me; I had no idea what might come next. The next day, I reached the sea border between Greece and Italy. The atmosphere there was different, many Kurds were gathered in that area, and some places even carried Kurdish names. I stayed there for twenty days, feeling upset, sad, and drained. I never found the chance to cross the sea. The only choice left was to turn back, but back to where? The Macedonian border!

















From Greece to Macedonia

Crossing from Greece into Macedonia was yet another situation beyond my control, one more chapter in the forced migration from my homeland. It was an obligatory journey, one I never chose for myself. Our guides drove us to a towering mountain that lay between Greece and Macedonia. There, we got out of the vehicles and met others who were waiting for us. We began our trek across the mountain, a dangerous path for people as inexperienced as we were. When we finally reached the other side, the Greek border was behind us. We were now at Macedonia’s frontier. From early dawn, we began our descent. It took an entire day to climb down. We started in the morning light, but by the time we reached the foot of the mountain, darkness had fallen again. There were eleven of us, moving together as a group. Near the base, we saw some people cutting trees. They never turned to look at us, never acknowledged our presence, just kept working as if we weren’t there. The trek had been grueling, but what made it worse was that I had no money left, not even enough to buy food or water.

When a human being has nothing left, not even food, they fall into a difficult mental state. Cold or heat, exhaustion or discomfort, none of it matters anymore. The only thing that occupies your mind is the emptiness of your pockets. You might not believe me when I say this, but being penniless can be as hard as facing death itself. I will never forget what it felt like to be stranded in the middle of nowhere with no money at all. My only hope rested with my travel companions, all of them Kurds. I kept wondering: Would any of my fellow travelers help me?





Still in Shock!

We took a short break in the middle of the mountain. Everyone was exhausted, and I was painfully thirsty. I had no water with me. One of my travel companions, Shwana, who now lives in the UK, was sitting nearby. I told him, “I’m so thirsty. Please, give me a sip of your water so I don’t dehydrate and die.” His reply shocked me: “I will not give you a sip of water, even if you die right in front of my eyes.”

I was stunned. Even now, I get chills when I remember it. I couldn’t believe that a human being could reach such cruelty. A sip of water, especially for a fellow countryman, even for a stranger, is not something you deny. But Shwana, in that moment, represented no one but himself. Among the eleven of us was another man named Bakhtiar, from Qaladze. He was a man of principle and courage. Stepping forward, he said to me, “You and I are brothers. Come, we will share everything I have in half between us. You don’t need to worry.” That day, I realized that Bakhtiar was the embodiment of Kurdish honesty and bravery, while Shwana was only the embodiment of his own selfishness.

I stayed in Greece for a year, and I came to love the country. Greece is a land of civilization, culture, and philosophy. Its people know about Kurdish culture and traditions, and many of them hold our people in high regard. However, living there as a refugee is not easy.

Mr. Salah, the brother of Aminaxan: wife of Sarhad Qadir, lived there with his family. I had known Mr. Salah for a long time and respected him greatly, but I had never had the chance to visit. One day, he invited me to his home for dinner. I will never forget his kindness and respect toward me that evening.


In the apple orchard

I walked through many Greek cities during that time. I met a man from Mala Homar-Erbil, and we became friends. We tried hard to leave the country together, but all our efforts were in vain. Greece has a damp, pleasant climate. No matter where you go, you’ll find fresh spring water or ponds nearby. The country is full of parks and orchards, especially apple orchards. We often walked through apple orchards in the mornings and stayed there at night. The summer air was cool, and there was a pond close by where we could swim if we wanted. Some nights, when it got too cold, my friend from Mala Homar and I would sneak into a nearby parking lot. We’d wait until the truck drivers fell asleep, then slip into the trucks ourselves to sleep. Behind the parking lot was a dense green area.

One night, as we were about to settle down, we noticed movement in the woods and saw shadows of people hiding. I listened closely and realized there were three individuals there. We approached carefully, and I spoke to them in English. They turned out to be Iranians. I switched to Persian and told them firmly that we were just passing through, and that no one would harm the truck drivers or damage the parking lot. If they had any bad intentions, they should leave, because we had no right to cause trouble in this country. Later, I learned that those Iranians were untrustworthy and planning to cause trouble, but thankfully, their plot failed.

Living in Greece as an asylum seeker is far from easy; otherwise, I would have loved to stay. I tried my best, but the attitude of Greek refugee organizations toward refugees was often harsh and unwelcoming. For many years, no one stayed in Greece permanently; it was mainly seen as a transit point to the rest of Europe. The facilities and services for refugees were in terrible condition, though the situation was quite the opposite for Greek citizens, who had everything provided for them. Unfortunately, the presence of many drug dealers and widespread illegal substance sales has given Greece an ugly reputation in some areas. Eventually, we had to change course. My friend returned to Kurdistan, while I continued onward to Macedonia.




















Fleeing the Mafia

When I arrived in Macedonia, my feet ached terribly from all the walking. I was exhausted and frustrated. That night, an Audi Land Cruiser came to pick us up and take us to the Serbian border. We stayed for two days in a small village on the border, a place full of unfamiliar sights and strange feelings. Though two days isn’t long, everything felt completely foreign to us. After those days, we were told to get ready to leave. We began walking, heading to the back of the village, climbing a path for about four kilometers. Then, two cars picked us up and drove us near Belgrade, the capital of Serbia.

What happened next was beyond anything I could have imagined. Our arrival in Belgrade marked the beginning of a series of strange, almost unbelievable events, stories that sound more like movie plots than real life. I was kidnapped by a mafia gang. They were not human in the way you’d hope, just ruthless people obsessed with money. They didn’t care how they got it, or who they had to hurt along the way. They were willing to send someone to their death over a tiny sum. To them, friends and family were nothing but sources of profit. Their gang included different people, but their demand was the same: money. They wanted money from me, but I had none to give.

I was a lonely man in a strange country, with no one to rescue me. I didn’t know how to escape that mafia gang or save myself. I had a mobile phone, so I called Rebwar Haji Radha Qarawaisi, a man I knew loved my father dearly. I told him everything. With true Kurdish courage and determination, Rebwar did everything he could to help me break free from that gang. My escape from them marked the beginning of a series of fortunate events. I had nowhere else to turn in this foreign land, but somehow, God opened a window for me.


Seven Months on the Streets

I stayed in Serbia for a year and a half. During that time, I spent seven months sleeping on the streets in a town called Šid, near the Croatian border. Despite the hardship, I worked hard to learn the language. Humanitarian organizations visited and saw how many of us were living rough. They tried their best to help, but their resources were limited. I also tried repeatedly to reach the Croatian capital, but all my attempts ended in failure.

Staying in Šid introduced me to many people in the country. I became acquainted with a lot of folks, but one person stood out, a coffee shop owner named Anya, who cared for me like her own son. I’ll never forget the first time we met. She asked me where I was from and what my nationality was. I told her I was Kurdish, from Kurdistan, the land that has struggled for over a century, a nation divided into four countries, where its people are still denied basic rights. The moment I said I was Kurdish; I saw a genuine smile light up her face. It felt like she truly understood the Kurds. That day, I realized something important: in Šid, I met people who were kinder and more caring than some of those closest to me back home.

If God wills, He strikes a chord, such strange coincidence;
Drowsy, I dreamed tonight of my own portrait.

I met other people in that city who helped and respected me, Serbia was part of Yugoslavia from the end of first world war in 1918 to 2006, and then declared their independence and became an independent country.




Serbia, one country and two different cultures

Serbia is very diverse in terms of its regions and geography. Take eastern Serbia, for example, it’s quite different from the western part of the country. Sometimes, it feels like the people from these areas barely know each other. Šid, where I stayed, is a multicultural town with Christianity and Islam as the main religions. However, the city is growing tired of the Arab and Afghani refugees living there. The local residents have had enough of the troubles caused by some of these newcomers. Most of the Arabs are refugees from Algeria and Tunisia, while the Afghanis come from a neighboring country and often pass through Šid on their way to Europe, adding to the city’s challenges.

Anyway, I believe that if a person is good-hearted, they can adapt to different countries and lifestyles. Not all fingers are the same; every nation has its good and bad people. The same goes for refugees; there were both kind and difficult individuals in that city, just as there were among the locals. Among the refugees, I got to know two guys from Eastern Kurdistan, Erfan from Kamiaran and Hamid from Saqiz. They were a huge comfort to me because, at least, I had someone to speak to in my mother tongue.

Erfan, Hamid, and I stayed together for three months. Hamid was very sensitive, every time the police caught us during our attempts to cross into Europe through Croatia, he would grumble nonstop. Sometimes, he even cried and prayed, asking God to punish the police for hurting us. Erfan, on the other hand, was calm and steady. He was a student and suffered from night blindness. One night, without us realizing it, the Croatian police surrounded us. Suddenly, they turned on their lights, caught us, and deported us back to Serbia.

The journey back was terrible and it was pitch dark. Erfan walked in front of me, and Hamid followed behind. Suddenly, Erfan fell into a huge hole. I thought he was dead. Thankfully, we managed to pull him out and bring him back to safety. Erfan said, “I couldn’t see anything in front of me.” I told him, “Dear Erfan, this is a difficult road; we’re not here for a casual evening walk. You have to be strong. Things like this are bound to happen.”




















Hilmie: The Heart of My Story

After that, I traveled to eastern Serbia, to a city called Pirot. There was a camp there for refugees and asylum seekers. When I arrived, I was exhausted. The staff told me there was no room available and that I’d have to wait a day. The people working there were harsh, more like mafias than helpers. You couldn’t expect any kindness from them, and they treated refugees who wanted to cross the country with violence.

In the Pirot camp, I met a man named Hilmie from Sulaymaniyah. He was sleeping in some ruins at the upper part of the camp, and it seemed like he had been there for a long time. When I asked him why he slept there, he said it was because the Afghanis lived in the southern part of the camp, and he didn’t want to live with them. According to him, the Afghanis were careless about cleanliness and loud with their music. He felt they lacked culture and manners.

I renamed Hilmie to Zagros, not out of disrespect to anyone, especially Arabs. Arabs have every right to choose Arabic names for their children, just as Kurds have the right to give their children Kurdish names. Naming children according to one’s own culture is a basic right for every nation. We have many beautiful Kurdish names, and it’s important that we use them to preserve and celebrate our identity.






A Priest with a Heart for Humanity

Zagros and I shared many experiences, but after some time in Pirot, I reached out to the city’s priest. I explained our situation, and they were very helpful. They never showed any discrimination based on religion. I told the priest, “I don’t want to discuss religions, they are not important to me. I was born Kurdish, faithful, and dedicated to my country.” He understood immediately and asked, “How can I help you?” I said, “We’re guests in your city. Could you provide us with food on a weekly or monthly basis?” Without hesitation, he replied, “Yes, of course. You can come every 20 days, and we’ll prepare food for three weeks for you to take.” I thanked him deeply. The help was invaluable, but life in that city remained very challenging for us.

It felt as if all the doors had been closed on us, and we became long-term, unwelcome guests in Pirot. We hadn’t chosen that city, fate had placed us there. Despite everything, I tried not to waste time. I attended the refugee school and worked hard to learn the language. Some tutors came to teach us, but honestly, they seemed to need schooling themselves.

One of them was called Muhammad from Tunisia, he had been living in Serbia for a long time, he had gotten married with a girl from Pirot, he was an Islamic extremist, I was telling him every day to invite us, get us food and Whiskey, and he was going away and saying: brother, I am Muslim, I am a Muslim! So the people, who were supposed to teach us, were coming just to waste our time and they could do nothing to these poor people. Until four years later, I saw Muhammad again in Germany. So life is like that, everyone can be successful, and this time the situation was the opposite, because I saw him as an asylum seeker this time.

Together with Hilmie, also known as Zagros, we decided to leave Serbia and make our way step by step toward Hungary. Although Hungary has a strong foreign policy, for us it felt like a quiet prison. Our journey began in Belgrade, the capital of Serbia, from where we took a taxi to Sombor. When we arrived at the train station in Sombor, some Afghanis tried to mistreat us. Fortunately, we had reached out to a local agency that helped us—they gave us some money to buy food, as we were starving. We went to the market and finally got something to eat.


















Refugees Caught Stealing Shoes

That night, Hilmie, also known as Zagros, and I stayed in the ruins of a house. It was freezing cold. Around 3 a.m., we finally fell asleep, but then I heard footsteps nearby. When I looked, I saw some people trying to sneak up on us. I was fully awake by then and quickly woke Zagros. We realized it was some Algerians trying to steal our shoes. We confronted them right away and managed to get our belongings back.

The next day, we left the city and headed toward the Hungarian border. When we arrived, we faced some strange and difficult situations. There was one checkpoint on the Hungarian side where they allowed some people through. It was tough, but those they accepted treated them kindly. I had heard before that Hungarians respected Kurdish people. On the first day, we ran into two Afghan men who were looking for trouble. They asked, “Why have you come here?” I answered in Persian, saying, “This land belongs to God and is for everyone. Who are you to question where we’re going?” They told us we couldn’t stay, but we ignored them. The next day, Zagros and I found a small house just behind the Serbia-Hungary checkpoint. There was an oven inside, so we lit it and sat by the warmth because it was freezing outside. The following morning, we reached the Hungarian immigration gates. It was 9 a.m., and we were still shivering when a Hungarian official arrived with an Arabic translator. When he learned we were Kurdish, he seemed to want to cause trouble. But we spoke directly with the Hungarian in English, telling him we didn’t need an interpreter because we could communicate clearly ourselves.





The Hungarians and a pleasing response

Zagros was furious, but I couldn’t help laughing, I just wanted to show that Kurds are strong and submit to no one. Before we could enter dear Hungary, some Serbian immigration officers appeared, trying to cause trouble. They shouted at us, “Go back! Why are you leaving?” But the Hungarians told us to ignore them. It was such a pleasing response! After that, the Hungarians took us to the place where we were meant to stay.

Before entering Hungarian land, I met someone named Pshtiwan. We spent some time together, but he was clearly confused and troubled. He had been through an unpleasant situation, and I tried hard to convince him to make the right choices to escape the country safely. Unfortunately, he never listened. After we left Serbia, I later heard that he got into a fight with some people and was killed. No one even knew the nationalities of those involved. The news gutted me, I had truly tried to help him, but in the end, his confusion and refusal to follow advice cost him his life. Whenever I think of Pshtiwan, I feel deep sorrow for him.

Serbia’s nature is truly picturesque, especially on the eastern side of the country. The people there caught my attention; they ate raw meat or barely seared it over the fire. In the northern part of Serbia lies a charming city called Tutin, equally scenic. There, animals roamed freely through the streets without fear, especially the wild goats that wandered undisturbed.

Since I had no one with me, I tried to make acquaintances everywhere I went. I asked people about their lives, their culture, and they always responded warmly and eagerly. One moment I’ll never forget is when an old man from a nearby village gave me 5 Euros and told me to buy something for myself. His kindness moved me deeply, and I promised myself to help others just as he helped me.

I also worked for some families in the region, helping them trim their trees. They treated me with great respect, and those moments gave me a sense of belonging and dignity amid all the hardship.



















Six months in Hungary

With the help of a Hungarian organization, we were taken to the place assigned for us. First, they questioned us thoroughly, and I answered all their inquiries as best as I could. By evening, they led me to a room and told me to wait while they prepared it. But exhaustion took over, and I fell asleep right there on the spot. A few hours later, a police officer escorted me to my own room. Each person had a separate container-like room. Around us stood Hungarian commandos, and we were strictly forbidden from leaving the premises.

I stayed in that place for six months. It was there that I received the heartbreaking news of my uncle Omar Beerany’s death. We had no phones, only televisions, so communication with the outside world was almost impossible. Zagros and I remained there for a long time, and each day brought new stories and strange incidents.

Later, under refugee laws, we began receiving cash assistance. From the very first moment they spoke to me and learned that I was an orphan, with both parents gone, their care for me deepened. They looked after me every single day, and I grew deeply attached to them.

In Hungary, laws were strictly enforced, and cash assistance was provided for both young individuals and families. Families with children were given special accommodations. However, many refugees receiving cash assistance, especially those with families, were frustrated. I completely understood their irritation; it was already hard enough for young people like us without families, let alone for those supporting children, because the regulations there were very strict.

As far as I remember, there were four Kurdish families in the camp. One of them belonged to Mr. Hemn from Erbil, who had once worked as a baker. Life for them was extremely difficult; the refugee laws were already tough for individuals, but for families with children, they made life in the camp almost unbearable.
My cop friend

Life in the camp was becoming harder each day. I became friends with one of the female police officers. She spoke some English, so whenever she was on duty, we would talk by the door. She told me she had two children, and that her son was a little younger than me. I wanted to learn as much as I could about Hungary, so I constantly asked her questions, and she always answered them kindly. One day, she wrote her phone number on a piece of paper and handed it to me. She said, “Keep this. Even when you leave this place, you can find me again.” It truly was like that, if someone isn’t looking for anything inappropriate and simply wants to meet good people, they will find them, no matter their nation or religion. That’s why, even after I left Hungary, we have stayed in touch and continue to have great respect for each other. 

In the department where we lived, there were 11 young adults: Hassan from Somalia, an Afghan, Radha from Iran, two Africans, Zagros and I, two Egyptians, and two others, one from India and, I think, one from Mexico. Since we were all refugees and none of us were Hungarian, we quickly got to know each other. Most of them were bored and upset, always complaining, because they had been there long before we arrived. But for us, it was different, almost like a feast. After all the challenges and hardships I had faced in Serbia, I felt quite happy in Hungary. Every day I met new people, which had always been one of my oldest hobbies, and the Hungarians treated me with great kindness.






My father was in the Hungarian police database

One day, I was summoned by the police for a long conversation. In the middle of it, they told me, “We know your father.” I was shocked. They went on, “Your father has spoken out against terrorism.” “I know my father is Kurdish,” I replied, “but how do you know him?” “Come and see for you,” they said. They led me behind a computer and showed me my father’s identity card, one issued to him by the Americans. “Yes,” I said quietly, “that’s him. So, you really do know him. But… do you know where he is now?” I asked, my voice unsteady, wanting reassurance. The officer rested a hand gently on my shoulder and said calmly, “Yes. He sacrificed himself for democracy, for freedom, and for the safety of the Kurdish people. He has been martyred.”

After about half an hour of conversation, I returned to my room. I had a pen and a notebook where I recorded all my memories, I even noted things as small as my shower time. About a month later, I fell ill and was taken by ambulance to a nearby city. I spent a day in the hospital before returning to my place. For the next few days, a doctor came regularly to treat me.









The woman that became my mother

One of the women was my social worker. She took care of me with such kindness that she felt like a mother. Whenever I was sick and she took me to the hospital, I could see tears in her eyes. She worried so much about me, I was young, and an orphan with both parents gone. Hungarians, in general, show great care for children without parents. With the doctor’s prescription, I eventually began to recover. Refugee social workers visited me often and sometimes brought desserts. One of them, named Orshi, always asked, “Before I come back tomorrow, what would you like me to bring you?” I was too shy to ask for anything, so I always replied, “Thank you, I don’t need anything, I have everything here.”

A few weeks later, we noticed some cats had appeared. They had apparently crossed the border from Serbia to our containers. The cats were extremely hungry, and since each of us received two liters of milk every morning, I began sharing mine with them. One cat, in particular, became my friend. Every night, it would come to my door, meowing, and I would pour milk into a bowl for it to drink. It often tried to come into my room to sleep, but I didn’t allow it, it hadn’t been vaccinated.

Over time, I realized one of the cats was pregnant, as she grew heavier each week. I kept feeding them milk, and apparently, the social workers had noticed. They were happy to see me caring for the animals, not knowing that Kurdish people are naturally animal and nature lovers and we never harm them. This seemed significant to the Europeans, because, alongside their affection for dogs and cats, they are very serious about animal rights, with strict punishments for anyone who harms them. I told the social workers that one of the cats was pregnant. Then one day, she appeared with eight tiny kittens. All the social workers came to see them, and since the area was covered with CCTV cameras, they had already seen me giving milk to the cats and playing with the kittens.

The difference of our and their religious men

We studied language in that small space every night with a couple of Nigerian friends. They were good, kind-hearted people, and we all tried to improve our English. To practice, we would make up all sorts of strange and imaginative stories. Not all social networking sites worked there, and on the TV, there were only Hungarian channels, BBC, and a few others. Twice a month, a priest would visit and bring us food. One day, I told him, “Social media doesn’t work here, and I don’t even have a mobile phone. Could you bring me a book to read?” He replied, “I’ll bring you something next time.” True to his word, on his next visit, he handed me a smart device. It had artificial intelligence that could speak in most of the world’s languages, including both Kurdish dialects. It was loaded with books that I could listen to in my own language. I was overjoyed. I couldn’t help but think about the contrast: in the Middle East, religious leaders often try to repress society, while in the West; religious people support freedom and democracy.

It seemed that the paths were finally clearing for us, and we would soon be allowed to move on. But just a few days before our departure, Zagros grew restless. “I’m going back to Serbia,” he said. His words upset me deeply. I tried hard to convince him to stay, but nothing worked. That same day, he left.

I didn’t eat anything. I was truly sad. Zagros thought like a Kurd, and I could talk to him about anything. We had grown very close, so his departure felt like losing family. But his return to Serbia wasn’t the end of the story. A couple of weeks later, we were transferred to another camp on the border of Hungary and Austria. After six months, it was the first time we had been outside. To me, it felt ordinary, but it was different for Hemn and his family, they had been there for a year and a month. When we arrived at the new camp, they looked cheerful and relieved. They had every reason to be. As a family with children, their needs and challenges were much greater than those of someone alone. That was the end of Hemn’s story, but my journey continued.

The son of a martyr in the global Media

A couple of days after arriving at that camp, a group of international journalists came. I was the first Kurdish person to speak, and my interview was broadcast worldwide. Unfortunately, no Kurdish TV channels were there, but through my words, Kurdistan was still introduced to the world. The journalists were genuinely impressed. One of them asked me, “What has deeply impacted you in this enclosed place?” I answered, “The cries of the children who are deprived of their education.” My response was widely shared in the global media. It made audiences reflect, because education is supposed to be a top priority for governments, and many have worked hard to protect it. Later, a French journalist asked, “Now that you’ve won your freedom and are living in this camp, what do you miss?” Without hesitation, I said, “I miss Kurdistan, with all its colors, with all its parts: north, south, east, and west.” The journalist looked puzzled. “What do you mean by north, south, east, and west?” I replied, “Kurdistan belongs to its people. It has its own land and environment. God has given them the right to live and to be citizens of their homeland. But Kurdistan has been occupied from all four sides. As a journalist, I think you understand what I mean, and you know what to ask for.” The journalist hugged me warmly and kissed me on both cheeks. “I understand,” he said. “Long live Kurdistan!”

The open camp where we were staying was on the border between Hungary and Austria. I became friends with some of the people who worked there and often asked them about the region and the local lifestyle. Some of those in the camp were kind to us, sharing information about the border, and that was exactly what I wanted. I wanted to know more about the area and become familiar with it, so I could plan my next steps. Without a mobile phone, I had no way of keeping up with the internet or the news. But I knew one thing for sure; I wouldn’t be staying at this border for long. Soon, I would be in a different country.


The Yazidi uncle Abdo

Uncle Abdo was with us in the camp. He was an elderly Yazidi man who spoke the Badini dialect. Agile and sharp-minded, he was full of knowledge and life experience. We quickly became friends, and for more than four days we spoke together at length. He told me many things, but most often he spoke about the catastrophes his people had suffered at the hands of Muslims. I asked him to tell me more and more, I wanted to know everything. Although he spoke in the Badini dialect, I could clearly understand him, as I had studied some Badini before. It felt as though he had been waiting for someone who would listen, someone to whom he could finally share all the struggles his people had endured.

Uncle Abdo said: when they came and wanted to wipe out the entire humanity, they intended to erase and genocide the Yazidis. They killed anyone they came across with. They didn’t know the meaning of life; they were a senseless and mindless body. They were against Yazidis, Kurds, and the entire humanity.

When I looked into Uncle Abdo’s eyes, I could see the weariness in them. Yet he was strong, strong because he had endured so many disasters and calamities. For that reason, I didn’t tell him that Islamists had martyred my father and caused my mother’s death. I didn’t want to add to his sorrow. So, each time we were together, he would tell me something new, and I would simply listen.






From Hungary to Austria

After spending a week in Hungary, I left for Austria from the train station near the city where we had been living. My time in Hungary had come to an end. The train ride to Austria took only a few hours. About an hour after entering the country, the police boarded the train and asked for my passport. “I have no documents,” I told them, “and I’m not here to stay. I’m just passing through and will soon leave your country.” But that didn’t matter. This was a country of law, and the law had the final say. They told me, “No, please follow us to the police station.” From there, I was transferred to another police station four hours later. After 24 hours in Austria, the investigations began. Their interpreter was a man from Kirkuk. They asked me a variety of questions, some of which seemed ridiculous to me, though perhaps they were important to them. Later, they brought in three more young men, and the four of us were taken together by car to a camp near the German border.

The supervisors of the camp were not good with refugees. It was a terrible condition and the refugees were too many. But they were mostly Syrian refugees. All the services were for the Syrian refugees. They didn’t care at all for the Kurdish refugees. I stayed in that camp just for five days, and I got my mobile phone there. After a year, I managed to own a phone. Although I wasn’t very happy with it since I saw how people misused it. I was much happier and freer when I lived without a phone. Despite all of that, if a mobile phone is used appropriately, it is an essential device for humanity. But what we see nowadays, this device has caused massive headaches for communities and has become a nightmare for social lives.




Arrival in Germany

On my sixth day in the camp, I escaped from the wall of the camp, and got to the train station. I reached the last point of Austrian border, and got onto a bus to the first city of Germany.

Germany is different in every way. You can feel it from the very first moment you cross its borders. I’m sure it wasn’t just me who felt this; it must be the same for everyone. This country is so rich in intellect and culture that, in my eyes, only Kurdistan could compare. I don’t believe any other nation could match Germany’s cultural wealth. On my first day in the country, it happened to be a Sunday, and I came across a local market. I went there by chance, curious to see their way of life, their culture, and their traditions. Later, I went to the train station and decided to take a ride to the capital, Munich.

I was so young that when the ticket seller asked what kind of ticket I needed, he answered his own question: “I’ll give you a child ticket.” I thanked him and explained that I had no money; it was my first day in Germany. “In that case,” he said, “I’ll have to give you a penalty ticket, because no one can ride the train without paying.” “Okay,” I replied, “do whatever you think is best.” He then asked, “Can I see your passport?” I smiled and said, “What passport? Do you think I even know where I’ve come from, sir?” He chuckled and said, “When you get off in Munich, try not to get on a train again without a ticket.”






Germany, my second home

Before I write about my life in the Federal Republic of Germany, I want to reflect on how we can define freedom and democracy in Iraq, and how these ideals could be built in Kurdistan. After decades of both foreign and local wars, Iraqis must look back on their past and choose a better future, one rooted in freedom, renewal, and the dignity of living as human beings in a more civilized and modern country.

Iraq needs to free itself from deep tribal and sectarian conflicts. What is happening now does not help all Iraqi communities’ live better lives, nor does it seem like a temporary situation that will pass. Iraq is a recognized country with borders and a government, yet it remains mired in political, military, and security crises, problems that are not unique to Iraq but plague much of the Middle East. Too many Iraqis live as if trapped in the past, and it should be a national priority to focus on building a better future, moving beyond daydreams, and creating real opportunities for comfort and stability.

All religions deserve respect and, at their core, they are the same for every nation. But religion should not be confused with life itself. People have hundreds of basic needs, and it is the duty of the government to meet them. The well-being of the people must be the priority, and every individual must be free to choose how they live.






Above all, I am Kurdish

My Kurdish nation, my dear and capable nation, Kurds are Kurds, and before there were any religions, there were Kurds. Religions have their own time and place, but when God created the Kurds, He gave them the right to speak their own language and to think with their own minds. No religion should ever be forced upon another people.

The Kurdish nation cannot be understood through the lens of religion alone. In the beginning, and at the very foundation, the Kurdish nation must be free, free in its decisions, its coexistence, and in its choice of any system or religion it wishes to follow. Just as Arabs often say that not everything can be defined by religion, the same must hold true for the Kurds: nothing should be imposed upon them. Every religion and ideology should remain optional. Human beings must have the freedom to think, both positively and critically, about their own lives. In Europe and the West, the systems of life have granted people these rights. European nations have worked hard for generations to reach this level of freedom and comfort.

In contrast, many Middle Eastern countries still enforce systems on people without their consent, denying them their deserved rights. Every individual should have access to medical insurance and their own place to live. They should receive a monthly allowance to meet their basic needs and live with dignity. No one should be placed above others in an exaggerated way.

Transforming Iraq’s system will take time. It requires good and honest people, with real abilities and competence. I believe some Kurds can have a huge impact on this change. The Kurdish people have produced many great thinkers and scholars who could lead Iraq out of this storm of misguided politics and harmful ideologies, and turn it into a country people want to live in, not a place they must escape from.
Iraq needs surgery

The solution to Iraq’s problems, and to its entire system, is like treating an illness: it must be removed at the root so it does not return. The rotten parts must be cut away, like diseased tissue in surgery. Real change is not as simple as building residential areas and hoping the problem disappears with a few apartment blocks. The real work lies in repairing the thoughts and mindsets of the people.

The minds of Iraqis, Syrians, Turks, Iranians, and Afghanis need to be reformatted, like a computer, to create an environment where people can live in comfort and peace. This transformation will require both time and cooperation. For too many years, people in the Middle East have wasted their lives by sinking deeper and deeper into religious divisions. Wherever you look, you see people entrenched in their own forms of worship. But my dear Kurds, we have no connection to the religion of our Arab brothers. Worshipping God requires development, social, cultural, and intellectual. Many nations that understood this have moved forward, and the Kurds, too, have their own path of development to follow.










The road to freedom is long and hard

We still have a long road ahead, and each success must build upon the last. The Kurdish individual must be strong, strong enough not only to stand alone but also to lift others up. It is essential for Kurds to be aware of their own progress, achievements, and place in civilization. Just as, after the fall of Hitler, the world worked to clear away every trace of Nazism, we too must remove the harmful elements within ourselves. Only then can we cultivate a more beautiful bouquet of Kurdish flowers, patriotic individuals who stand tall and proud. Our effort to grow and develop in this busy, crowded world will take time. It requires patience and calmness. Kurdish endurance must never be underestimated, for it is that strength which will carry us to this new stage.

I will not bow my head or break
I walk toward my destiny
if I find the path to freedom
I will write history like a roar
I am that flame that rises toward the storm of the sky
Even if I am exiled, I carry the wings of a thousand storms
for hundreds of years, blood has dripped from my wings, and death has not silenced me
Even the sun and the shores of the water cannot stop my movement
I move forward, and the taste of history doesn’t make my steps tremble
No river, no broken bridge, no trap on the left will stop my path
Let the condition be that storms and the valleys of Hawraman watch me
Like a rose, a thorn, and the burning, let my homeland keep its eyes on me
I swear by the plain of Sharazur and the soil of Rwandiz
By the soil that cannot be separated from my jasmine and green cherry trees
I swear by the flame of Baba Gorgor and the Azmar of my Baban
By the old city of Hewler and my Sablakh and Botan
This time, I myself mark the borders of Kurdistan
I am a Peshmarga, and with my soul I say: this is the map of my homeland

The son of a martyr defines his country in this manner. He gets familiar with the other culture, traditions and languages. He understands and thinks about the world and its circumstances. He thinks for the future of the nation and the country. He wants to introduce his Kurdistan to the whole world. And on top of that, he is being asked every day: where are you from? He always responds: Kurdistan, Kurdistan and Kurdistan. They ask: which Kurdistan?! He clarifies what Kurdistan is, where it is located on the world map. He tells them to ignore Kurdistan no more, and draws them a map of Kurdistan. Because of the son of the martyr’s definitions, they will learn about Kurdistan. This person dedicates his life to introduce his Kurdistan, and attempts to accomplish his countries objectives, and lets the world know about his interests and hobbies.














My ultimate aim

I had a Dutch friend who came from a really kind and caring family. They truly cared about me. Over time, we shared ideas, and he kept asking me questions. One day, out of the blue, he asked, “What’s your biggest goal?” Without hesitation, I said, “The independence of my Kurdistan.” He looked surprised and said, “I wasn’t prepared for an answer like that. Your goal is so big.” It felt like he didn’t really like my answer. So I responded calmly and thoughtfully: “That’s my goal, and it’s a fair one. It’s not just mine; it’s the dream of 50 million Kurds. What if my happiness came from this goal, just like your happiness comes from helping an asylum seeker? When you asked me about my goal, I was simply being honest. Your joy comes from your hopes, so please understand mine too.” It seemed like she hadn’t expected such an answer and was shocked by it.

But as the son of a martyr, whose father gave his life for his country’s independence, I will always speak about Kurdistan’s freedom. I wanted to make it clear to my Dutch friend’s family that this is a just cause. Like every nation in the world, Kurdistan has the right to independence, and that right comes from God.









Yekkes, the best teacher of my life

Making acquaintances and getting to know people here started out quite normally. Then, I learned the language and completed my secondary education in a surprisingly short time. I had a teacher from Fribourg who cared deeply about me; he felt more like a close friend than just a teacher. Mr. Yekkes was the best teacher I’ve ever had. When I first arrived, he was a huge motivator, encouraging me to learn the language and understand the culture. He also taught me how to interact with people and introduced me to a special local organization, where I became a member. Some Germans were genuinely surprised that a Kurdish guy could learn their language so quickly, especially since many refugees have lived here for over 20 years and still struggle with German. There are Turks, Arabs, and many Iranians who have been here for a long time but haven’t mastered the language fluently.

Although not everyone is blessed with the same talents, Kurds seem to be lucky in this regard, they can learn languages and sciences quickly. What really made me happy was that, in a short time, the people at the investigation office recognized I was Kurdish. They said, “The first one is from Kirkuk, and you are all descendants of the Kurds.” I was overjoyed and couldn’t contain my excitement. I shouted, “God made us Kurdish, but those around us have tried to take that right away from us.”







I got the highest score in my study

As I mentioned before, the organization took special care of me, so much so that I sometimes wondered why they were so invested in me. Later, I realized it was because they cared deeply about those who learned their language quickly, believing it would help them better understand the world around them. This organization designed a personalized plan to help me improve myself. Then COVID-19 hit and brought the entire world to a halt. Despite that, I became the first Kurdish person in my city to achieve the highest score in record time, an accomplishment I’m really proud of.

After my significant achievement became known around the city, that the son of a martyr had earned the highest score, the president of the municipality invited me and awarded me a Medal of Honor. This recognition was especially meaningful for Kurds because I was acknowledged as a Kurdish person, not just an Iraqi asylum seeker. That’s why we’ve remained close friends with the president of the municipality. We meet regularly, having monthly discussions about many different topics.

I want to make this clear to my dear Kurdish people: while I am proudly Kurdish, I am also German. I have held onto my Kurdish identity with all my heart, and at the same time, I love Germany deeply. Being Kurdish doesn’t stop me from loving Germany, and being German hasn’t lessened my love for my language, homeland, and people. So, I urge you not to believe the enemy’s rumors. Know that Europe, and Germany in particular, is a country of humanity, freedom, democracy, and coexistence.




Germans are compassionate and polite people

Dear Kurdish people, it’s important to live among others, observe things closely, and then make your own decisions. We shouldn’t believe everything we hear or all the rumors about people, for example, the idea that Germans are racist or selfish. I want to be clear: that statement is completely false. While there are racist individuals in every nation, most people are not like that. The majority are educated, compassionate, and well-mannered. They treat everyone with kindness and respect. So, the ignorant opinions of a few don’t define an entire nation. In fact, if someone with narrow views comes to this country, their mindset will almost certainly change for the better.

I am confident that one day, Kurdistan will become a country like Germany, where everyone can live peacefully and freely under the proud Kurdish flag. In that future, everyone in Kurdistan will have the right to marry and pass that right on to their children, giving the Kurdish flag its truest meaning of freedom. So, to everyone reading my words, I ask you to pay close attention. Kurdish people have many talented writers, and writing a book is never easy, writers dedicate their lives to capturing the moments they write about. Ladies and gentlemen, please read carefully and find life and hope in these words.








A tragic terroristic act

There was a New Year’s celebration in the city center where I lived, and we joined in the festivities. It was the most beautiful part of town, and it seemed like every year the ceremony was held there, celebrating the joyful event just as we do back home with various traditions. But sadly, the hands and mindsets of terrorism reached even there. Those accustomed to violence and unable to accept others’ happiness caused a tragedy that echoed around the world.

Three Arab terrorists, including one Syrian, drove a truck into the crowd; I saw it with my own eyes. They ran over innocent people and spilled their blood. In just seconds, many were injured or martyred. They turned a moment of joy and celebration into sorrow and tragedy for the whole country.













Terrorists have no identity or country

From now on, I will talk about terrorism. Terror refers to violent acts that threaten innocent lives. A terrorist is someone who targets civilians, breaking all rules of combat and warfare, aiming to kill ordinary people. In fact, terrorists lack basic human values and can’t be seen as ordinary human beings. Often, terrorists are angry with them and sometimes even target their own families, turning them into martyrs. Because of this, many countries have strict punishments for terrorists, and in some places, they are executed after a fair trial.

Many terrorists commit their crimes in the name of religion. For example, after the attack in my city, a few days later, Mullahs in Tunisian mosques declared over the loudspeakers that shedding Christian blood was halal. It’s important to note that two of the attackers in the truck were Algerian. What’s truly dangerous here is extremism. Middle Eastern countries, especially Arab nations, have become factories for producing extremism and terrorism. Because of this, these countries often struggle to live in peace or appreciate the peace and happiness of others. Despite all this, many from these countries live in Europe, where their rights are guaranteed.









The martyrdom of a teacher

These days, some people are encouraging others to commit acts of suicide and homicide. They try different ways to spread terror, murder, arson, and explosions in places filled with joy and celebration. But the terrorists don’t realize that there are thousands like me who are willing to give their lives for peace and freedom. We are always ready to sacrifice ourselves for democracy, humanity, and liberty. What struck me most about this incident was that eight people were martyred and many others injured. Among them was a teacher who had taught thousands about science, manners, and humanity. His loss deeply affected many people, including me. The tragedy was so profound that it seemed to change the very nature around us, green leaves turned yellow, and even hair seemed to turn gray from sorrow.

The security forces caught the terrorists and sent them to jail. But nature was heavy with sorrow, and the children were filled with anxiety. Before nature’s eyes, those innocent souls passed away, and in front of those children’s eyes, the teacher who had dedicated his life to educating them was martyred. As the son of a martyr, I watched these tragic scenes unfold. I thought to myself that terrorists have no homeland or identity. They try to reach every village, city, and country. They want to destroy the earth’s beauty, strip humanity of its joy and comfort, and erase all the values we hold dear. Terrorists are ignorant, uneducated, and narrow-minded. They see nothing beyond their own twisted view of religion. In short, terrorists are nothing but savages and murderers.





Katrin, a kind hearted woman

Life changes as you move from one country to another, from one place to another. I remember the city I was living in, it was really cold. One day, I was on my way to school, and my bus was delayed. After a few minutes, someone pulled up in a car and said, “Get in, I’ll take you to school.” It felt like I had just called a taxi, which was a relief because my school was quite far. On the way, she introduced herself: “I’m Katrin, the one who’s been investigating your case. I know you well.” Then she started to cry. She said, “It’s the first time I’ve heard a story like yours. We’ll do everything we can to help you.” I looked at her, smiled, and said, “What could be more joyful than serving this country as a Kurdish guy? But Ms. Katrin, don’t misunderstand, I’m not being nationalistic. Wherever I’ve been, I’ve considered it my home and country. I’ve worked for democracy, freedom, and the well-being of its people. I’ve thought of myself as a citizen of every place I’ve lived, both physically and mentally. But when I say I am Kurdish, there’s a reason. I want the hatred poured on my country by its neighbors to lessen, at least a little. I want the world to know that injustice has been, and still is, committed against us.”

Katrin listened to me closely as I spoke. I told her that the neighbors of Kurdistan have been invaders. They have oppressed us for years and committed countless crimes against us, including the Anfal campaign and chemical attacks. Despite all this, we have always been good Samaritans and have respected other nations. I now live in this country, alongside hundreds of Arabs, Turks, and Persians, and we hold no hatred toward anyone. Kurdish people have grown strong and resilient, enduring all hardships. We have become smarter and more capable than those who oppress us. While they lack the ability to improve or engage in democratic dialogue, our intelligence, strength, and resilience deeply trouble them.



Kurds love everyone

Human eyes can see everything, but not everyone has a vision. Kurds, Arabs, Persians, Turks, English, Indians, and others all have their own perspectives and goals. Everyone looks out for their own interests, but Kurds also care about the well-being of others. That’s the Kurdish vision and desire. Kurds love other nations alongside their own. They believe in fairness, everyone should live freely and with dignity, without selfish gain. Those living in the Kurdistan region, or as some Iraqis call it, “the north of Iraq”, are more international in outlook, surrounded by Arabs, Turks, and Persians. These groups often struggle to care for others without expecting something in return, and they face their own local challenges. Although some Turks have made progress, much of that development has come through European influence rather than their own efforts.

For hundreds of years, Persians have tried to oppress good people. What they claim to take pride in is a lie, beyond apples, their country offers little. Although they have occupied the fertile lands of Eastern Kurdistan and profited from them, the Kurdish nation, the true heirs of the Mesopotamian civilization, has produced hundreds of scholars, great achievements, and many innovations. With change on the horizon, we must stay alert and do our best to build a better future.








The big change continues

In 2003, big changes took place. At that time, Iraq and Kurdistan were undergoing major political, social, and scientific developments. Now, a similar wave of change is happening again across the Middle East, this time, driven by science and reason. These changes are very close, and they will be different from what we’ve seen before. There is great hope for better circumstances, where Kurds will be the winners of these high-stakes transformations and will shine brightly in the region. I truly believe we are experiencing the same spirit as in 2003. We just need to stay united and work together to achieve our long-lost hopes and dreams.















The journalists and the Medias were impressed

I grew up feeling alone, but surrounded by the beautiful people of the world. I considered everyone my family. When I was younger, the well-known German newspaper Die Süddeutsche Zeitung published a short piece about me. A few days later, I was sleeping in my room when I woke up early to get ready for school. As I went downstairs, I found journalists waiting at the front door. At first, I didn’t think they were there for me, but when I approached them, I realized why they had come—they had seen my photo in the newspaper. They all stepped forward and greeted me warmly. “Good morning, Mansour.” “Mr. Mansour, good morning.” The journalists had studied my story closely. They asked about everything, so many questions, in fact, that I could hardly keep up with my answers. For the German media and people, it was important to know how a young man, whose father had been martyred at the hands of Islamists, had managed to reach Germany. As philanthropists and opponents of violence, they wondered why a hero, a patriot, a man of generosity, would be killed in his own homeland. TV channels were eager to tell the story of a Kurdish boy, still under 18 years of age, who had been forced to become a refugee, unable to remain in his own country. They wanted to know why my father was killed while off duty, and why so-called brothers would betray him, seeking gain from his blood, even though he had sacrificed his life for them. They asked these questions and many more, and I answered each one in detail.

After that, the media and journalists, with my permission, followed me to school. My teacher spoke to them about me. For the German channels, I gave my final statement: “We have defended our country with both tears and blood. Our heroes have sacrificed their lives and achieved martyrdom, while their families and children have wept for them. We have fought for coexistence, humanity, and the comfort of our nation. We stood against the darkest of Islamic terrorist groups, determined to show the world that courage and humanity will prevail once again.”

Germany: country of law and human rights

In this country, the law stands above everything. That is why so few can truly define or analyze it, we are all submissive and obedient before it. Since my arrival, I have studied and gained some understanding of the country’s rules. For example, in the case of my father’s martyrdom, or when our stepmother threw us out of the house, if such things had happened here, the authorities would have taken her in for investigation and kept her in custody until she learned to respect both the law and human values. But in Iraq, there is no such law and no such respect for human dignity.

This is just one small example of how the law here is applied equally to everyone, without discrimination. Everything here has its own rules, even trees, animals, and birds. The law is so thorough that you might hardly believe it: trees are given their own budgets, valid until they are two hundred years old. This budget goes to the gardeners who care for them, trimming them, feeding them, and ensuring they thrive.

Germany, a country of logic and philanthropy, has become my favorite place in the world. I hope that one day Kurdistan will also reach this level of freedom and development.







My new family

After spending several months in Germany, I met a family who, in a way, adopted me. From the moment I was welcomed into their home, I no longer felt like an orphan. They were a family of four, and I became their fifth member. Through them, I learned music and discovered more about German culture. They taught me that friendship means both joy and respect, and that respect means valuing others. They showed me that following the rules is not a sign of weakness, but a way of honoring the country you live in. What delighted me even more was that they were already aware of the Kurdish cause. Through our time together, they learned even more about the Kurds from me and showed complete sympathy and support for our struggle.

In this family, my sister’s name is Alicia. From the very beginning, we loved each other like real siblings. She often plays the piano for me, and I’ve grown to love the instrument as well. Through her, I improved my German, deepened my appreciation for Germany, and yet never forgot my own country. In return for all the love and respect this family gave me, I embraced Germany in my heart, but I always kept Kurdistan in my thoughts. At the same time, I must express my disappointment with many Kurdish leaders. They show little concern for the Kurdish migration, even though millions of Kurds live and work abroad. Many claim to serve the Kurdish people and Kurdistan, yet too often they lack true patriotism or sympathy for their fellow Kurds. To me, this reflects a loss of our values and principles. We are a nation known for showing compassion to foreigners, so why should we be so cold toward our own?





Mr. Klaus

I met Mr. Klaus here, a German lawyer who had worked as a legal counselor. A Kurdish man from western Kurdistan worked for him as an interpreter. My first meeting with Mr. Klaus was unusual. I had plenty of time, and we met at 17:00. After greeting me, he asked, “Can you draw the map of your country on this blackboard?” I was delighted by the question. I immediately thought of answering in a way that would impress him and give him a map to remember for a long time. So I calmly replied, “I can draw my country’s map in two different ways.” He looked intrigued: “How? Let me see what you mean by that.”

“First,” I said, “you can use a piece of clothing to blindfold me, and I will draw the map of my dear Kurdistan on the blackboard. The second way is the way everyone normally draws the map of their country, I can do that for my dear Kurdistan as well.” He was surprised by my answer and said, “Oh, I know Kurdistan.” I then began drawing the map of Kurdistan. Afterward, Mr. Klaus asked, “Can you draw the map of Iraq?” I replied, “Mr. Klaus, we are from Kurdistan. This land belongs to us; do you want to make us Iraqis?” He fell silent at my response. I continued, “Let me explain. My father was Kurdish. He was an Iraqi police officer, and he died defending Iraqi soil. He confronted terrorists, and I am now an asylum seeker in this country because of his actions. I am the son of a man who refused to let terrorism take over our land. But do you know what Iraq’s reward was for my father’s sacrifice? Do you know that Iraq has been disloyal to all the martyrs of Kurdistan? Do you realize that today’s Iraq has effectively become part of Iran, and that there is nothing left that can truly be called Iraq anymore?”

Albeit I have to mention that Mr. Klaus has helped me in some stages of life in Germany and I really appreciate that. I am also thankful for the fact that my work hasn’t finished here and if I write all the details, I have to write another book and it doesn’t end here, I am hopeful that I will do that in the future and complete the stories. 

As long as you live, don’t become a Mullah[footnoteRef:4], [4:  An Islamic scholar.  “translator’s note”] 

Do not turn to begging or disgrace.
Dear readers, by writing this poem verse of the poet Qani, I don’t mean to disrespect Islamic scholars, the poet himself didn’t mean that either. But he had rather written this verse for his son, Wrya Qani, and I want to say that human beings should respect their own values, even if they are young in age, some situations require patience, and not accept everything, especially if something cause human’s humiliation, we should stand firmly against it, and not accept it at all.














Nechirvan Barzani: The flower in the Kurdish bouquet

After a few years, one day we received the news that Mr. Nechirvan Barzani would be visiting Germany. His Highness came on an official visit. I consider Mr. Nechirvan the flower of the Kurdish bouquet, a kind, respectful, and gracious man, just like his late father, the immortal Mr. Idris. He has dedicated his entire life to the Kurdish people and to Kurdistan. We went to welcome him, and I was the first son of a martyr to do so, along with Alla Shally, the reporter for the Rudaw news network. A few hours later, I had the honor of meeting His Excellency in person.

How I came to meet Mr. Nechirvan, and who made it possible, is something only the two of us know, and I would like to keep it that way. But when I embraced him, he carried with him the scent of Kurdistan. Mr. Dilshad Barzani was also present. I can say that when I was a child and hugged my father, he too carried the scent of Kurdistan, and Mr. Nechirvan had that very same fragrance. I told Mr. Nechirvan, “Laugh, so that the whole of Kurdistan laughs with you.” He replied, “Alright, then you must laugh too.”

I can say that this was the most wonderful meeting I ever had with Mr. Nechirvan. What mattered most to me, as the son of a martyred father, was the scent of Kurdistan. I was raised in a family that taught me to honor the loyal figures of all four parts of Kurdistan. Every politician and patriot who has come to this country, I have welcomed with respect. In that meeting, Mr. Nechirvan told me that we must all work for Kurdistan and unite under its flag. And yes, I say it now, just as I said it then, Mr. Nechirvan was right. We must all stand united for Kurdistan and strive for the honor and pride of its flag.



The Kurdish society must make use of data and statistics

For the past century, Kurdish society has endured oppression at the hands of its neighboring nations. Arabs, Turks, and Persians have each oppressed the Kurdish people in their own ways. It is the duty of the Kurdish diaspora to bring this reality to the world’s attention. I am confident that if Kurdish communities abroad launch widespread campaigns, Western countries will not be able to turn a blind eye to the cause.

It is true that many of us claim to support humanity, human rights, justice, national rights, freedom, and liberty. But how much of that claim has truly reached the global community? And how much of the oppression we face has been documented with accurate data and presented to the world? This task requires the commitment of concerned parties to support the Kurdish community, helping Kurds ensure their voices are heard by the nations of the world.

The Kurdish nation has no choice but to advance in all areas. It is well known that the Kurdish people have endured oppression for generations, primarily at the hands of Arabs, Turks, and Persians. We must also acknowledge that the victors of the world wars obstructed the unity of Kurdish regions and their path to independence. For this reason, I can confidently say that one of the greatest injustices in the Middle East has been inflicted upon the Kurdish nation. Kurdistan was divided into four regions, distributed among Iraq, Iran, Turkey, and Syria, and the superpowers of the time denied the Kurds an independent state. Yet despite all this, the Kurdish people have never stood idle, they have consistently resisted this division, revolted, and fought for their rights.

If we want to make the Kurdish cause international, we cannot simply wait for the leaders of Kurdistan to act alone. It is the responsibility of the Kurdish community to make the world aware that there are now 50 million Kurds across the globe, and that the land of Kurdistan spans roughly half a million square kilometers, yet they still have no country. In my view, it is crucial for Kurds everywhere to consistently share this information worldwide, because we are living in an age where data and statistics carry significant weight.



















Ms. MLR

There are several important people in my life, each of whom has played a role in my success. I feel it is important to acknowledge them in detail and record their contributions for history. I may not be able to do that fully in this book, which is why I have only briefly mentioned some of them. One of these people is Ms. MLR.

I can consider Ms. MLR the savior of my hard life and the closest of friends. She is the designer of my successes and apart from appreciation, I have nothing else to for her. She has always been there for me despite her busy schedule and work. Because life here is different from our own country, for example, a police officer can work in a market after their own duty is over, or a teacher can become a taxi driver, but it is not the same in Kurdistan, not everyone can do everything, Ms MLR has always supported me after her own work and duties, and as a son of a martyr who has gone through many life’s challenges and difficulties, she has been important to me, and whenever I buy her a gift, she wonders why I would do that?! And I always respond the same way: Ms. MLR, to us Kurdish people, women are very important.









The French lady

A French lady from Annecy, in the southeast of France, became my friend. She was not just a friend; she was much closer than that. She brought countless incredible moments into my life. When Spanish media and journalists broadcast my story, this French lady sought me out and found me.

After she found me, she reached out, and I felt like the ugly duckling from the cartoon we all know. I was an orphan, longing for someone to at least listen to my sorrows and stories. But this French woman became like a mother to me, as well as my closest friend. She has supported me endlessly and always done her best for me. She is the most wonderful friend I have ever had, and we are still in touch even as I write this book. It is also worth mentioning that, because of me, she has even learned to speak some Kurdish.












Thanks and appreciation

To the highly esteemed Sheikh Star Awalanee and the family of the martyred leader Omar Kanakawaee, who have written two articles providing an accurate account of Martyr Ali Beerany and our family, and whose work is included in this book, I extend my sincere gratitude. I felt it was important to include their articles in this book.


Mansour, son of Martyred Ali Beerany














A golden statue should stand in tribute to the martyr Ali Beerany












My acquaintance with the family of Martyred Ali Beerany dates back to the 1980s. I was fourteen at the time, and they were one of the well-known families of Surdash. They were always active participants in the Kurdish struggle, particularly within the Kurdistan Democratic Party. After 1991, our social ties and shared ideals grew even stronger, and I came to know Ali Beerany more closely.

Ali was nimble, brave, and wise, shaped by the ideology of the PDK. Beyond his courage, he possessed a unique personality, highly disciplined, quiet, and laconic. He was neither arrogant nor selfish. His manners were exemplary, matched only by his valor in battle. During the unfortunate civil war of 1994, we fought together for a year in Piramagrun, Chami Razan, and the Piramagrun mountains. I never saw him upset for even a single day; he was always cheerful and gracious toward his friends. Ali was prepared to sacrifice his life to protect his comrades from harm, willing to face martyrdom to prevent a single drop of their blood from being shed. This selflessness was among the most remarkable and beautiful qualities of Martyred Ali Beerany.

I witnessed Martyred Ali in the most difficult of times, and I never saw him waver from his steadfast beliefs. The bravery I saw in him, truly, he deserved a golden statue, as I have said many times, was rooted in the powerful ideology of the PDK and the immortal path of Barzani. It was this commitment that led him to fight against ISIS and ultimately achieve martyrdom. He would always say that we must be ready to sacrifice ourselves, but never allow our party to fall.

All the respect to the soul of Martyred Ali Beerany.

Sheikh Star Awalany











Martyred Ali Beerany grew up in a family deeply rooted in resistance

One of the rebellious and patriotic families from the Surdash and Piramagrun areas in the Sulaymaniyah region is the family of the martyred Ali Salih Fat-hulla Beerany. They have dedicated their lives to the Kurdish cause and the defense of Kurdistan, always standing vigilant in the protection of their homeland and making immense sacrifices for its freedom and well-being.

The family of the martyred Ali Beerany has fought alongside the PDK since the Gulan Revolution. His brothers were among the first Peshmargas in the area, and because of their commitment, the family has repeatedly faced displacement and endured numerous challenges. Despite this, they never ceased to participate in the Kurdish revolutions. In 1991, they played a pivotal role in the Kurdish uprising in the region, emerging as leaders of the struggle. Always vigilant, armed, and prepared to defend their homeland, the family continued their guardian role. During the civil war between the PDK and PUK, they were forced to relocate to Halabja and Erbil. Yet, for the sake of their party’s principles, they embraced life in displacement and continued their fight for the Kurdish cause.

Tragically, martyred Ali Beerany lost his life fighting against ISIS in Tal Al-Ward, Kirkuk. Following in his footsteps, Mansour also took up the same path, fighting for the same cause. It is important to note that this family continues its legacy of resistance, with dozens of young members ready to carry on the struggle, despite the lack of sufficient recognition and support for the family and their immense sacrifices.

Brother of the leading martyr, Omar Kanakawaee


Final thoughts

When a person comes into this world, they will experience both pleasant and unpleasant events. Bitter and sweet memories will weave themselves into the fabric of their history. Their path will be strewn with both flowers and thorns. Leaving home before the age of eighteen, enduring hardships across different countries, and meeting countless people, one must learn to cherish those who become flowers along the way and distance oneself from those who turn into thorns. It becomes a duty to remember those who have been loyal, but I choose not to record them!

When I say I wouldn’t, I mean that I intend to honor them in more detail and give them their due recognition, those who never looked the other way when I needed them, who supported me and lifted me when I had fallen. Although I cannot mention their names for certain reasons, they have always been the light in the darkness, never letting me feel alone. They made me feel like one of their own children. Among them, the American doctor I will mention in the future was extraordinary; she was incredible and played an essential role in my survival.

I hope I can accomplish this in my next book, I have made that promise. There are people in my life I must care for more deeply, and memories I should recount in greater detail. I pray that God grants me the chance to carry this responsibility, to serve the Kurds and Kurdistan, to serve humanity, and to contribute to the advancement of democracy and freedom. I will conclude this book with the following two lines, and until the next one, I wish everyone happiness. 

(The one person I listen to and love, their voice has entered my soul, becoming ever more cherished.)
Mansour Ali Beerany
Germany
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