STEALTH

We were called to a BMW car blown up by a roadside bomb.
Inside was a family of four, all dead,
except for a small kid looking at me.
Both his legs were cut off.
I gave him painkillers.
He didn’t realize his legs were gone.
He kept asking,
“Where are my shoes? Please, bring my shoes.”
Again and again he was asking for his shoes.
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Why “stealth”?
Stealth is the art of invisible energy transfer and is related to the word “steal.”
The ecology of the present global war is stealth-based.
Airplanes and drones are designed to transmit signals so weak that they cannot be
detected.Yet they carry massive amounts of destructive energy.
As does the sniper killing from kilometers away.
Warriors are faceless, prisons concealed and prisoners hooded.
The war victims are muted and journalists disappear. The public image of war is a construct.
Thirty US war veterans and forty Indian farmers are killed daily in so-called “suicides.”
Hidden wars for minerals are on.
“Freedom is untidy,” Rumsfeld said in 2003.
“Free people are free to make mistakes and do bad things.
We couldn’t know how it would turn out.”
When we have lost the perception of reality, we cannot act.
Then the warrior is free and the war machine rules.
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Advice for readers
This book is about the new war machine. A monster is, by definition, beyond comprehension; it cannot be described along a coherent line but maybe by a mosaic. It may be
better to read the book transversely – by cross-references – than top-down.
The texts in italics are transcripts of video documentaries captured in the no-go zones
of Iraq by my brothers Nouri Sharif and Zaradasht Ahmed.
Take your time.
The truth of facts is best explored by legwork.
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I am Hans
I am an old surgeon. For forty years I have been on the road, in minefields and war
zones in the South, always at the receiving end. When not there, I am recharging my
batteries, writing manuals on life-saving surgery, and herding ducks in the taiga of
Northern Norway.
I am a skillful surgeon. Our hands are part of the brain, an extension of our mind. My
fingers are sensitive.When young, I studied classical piano; Chopin helped me get through
adolescence after my father died. I am a caring person and cry easily.
I grew up with radio news of the bloody victory of the Algerian revolution, and of the
US Marines’ massacres of the Vietnamese peasants in the village of My Lai. “My son,
you should always side with the underdogs,” my late father told me. When the Israeli
army rolled up the Lebanese resistance and pointed their artillery at the Palestinian
refugee camps in Beirut in 1982, I went there to scrutinize the belly of the F16 fighter
jets, to see war from the point of view of the target – not from a cockpit. After two
months’ surgery at the Palestinian trauma centers in Beirut, my operating theater team
was gang raped and killed inside our hospital by the Israelis. The murderers cut the
breasts and ears off my scrub nurse and my patients were shot dead in the hospital
beds.
Under these conditions I could basically react in two ways: either go home, stay quiet,
dissociate myself from the fact that I am a conscious being living in a bloody world,
and consider the massacre in Beirut another inevitable sequence of a historical
phenomenon called “war.” Or be shaken to my innermost depths and cry out, “What
the hell are you doing?”
Beirut 1982 had a deep and lasting effect on me. The outcry of sorrow is the source of
knowledge, philosophers say.
After Beirut, I quit the operating theater for twenty years. Having realized that one
patient had died on the way for every one that had reached me alive, I quit the green
clothes and went where people had started dying. I had to find out what the hell was
going on out there in order to get my own life in order as a human being. From 1985
to 1992 I worked with the mujahedin, the Afghan anti-Soviet resistance. The Afghans
taught me two lessons. Firstly, this war is worse than We – the pilots of fighter jets and
manufacturers of “smart bombs” – can think of. The pain and fear of a child torn to
pieces in a sudden air raid on her village is beyond our imagination. We cannot
understand the hopelessness of a mother having lost her husband and children to the
landmines. And even less do we realize the price of endurance that the unprivileged
have to pay. Because there is not just one bomb, but many; not one landmine, but
thousands; not one war, but repeated wars that have been fought by Us against Them.
The second lesson the Pashtuns taught me was this: “We will never give in!” On the
one hand, this standing is based on their deep-rooted distrust of Westerners – for good
historical reasons. But this attitude of theirs was as much a foundation for coping. The
patient was not a passive recipient of my medical attention. The patient’s family and his
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village were an active part of the medical team – as operation assistants, blood donors,
nurses, and cooks. I thought that villages being bombed to saturation level would stand
no chance of survival. Instead I learned how the villagers organized and maintained
the mobile forward clinics, built the makeshift training centers, and made me feel comfortable and confident inside the war. In short, I felt at home with the Pashtuns.
But now things are different.
In the good old days the nights were ours. After sunset we could settle down, organize
makeshift clinics, repair wounded bodies, and before dawn leave safe and unseen on
donkeys, Russian gunships hovering above us. We could do stunts and take calculated
risks because the pattern of war could be read easily: We are here and They are there.
This is a friend and that is a foe. Now we are within range, and over there we will be
on safe ground.
Clinton’s bombing of Serbia in 1999 shattered my understanding. The moral foundation
of the massacres in Belgrade was the notion of “the unspecified enemy,” Texas-style
backstreet ethics, “If you’re not with us, you’re against us.” Belgrade 1999 was the
testing ground for the stealth warrior. The US had gotten two technological prerequisites
in place during the 1990s: the Eye in the Sky, the capacity to find, track, and target in
real time any significant element moving on the surface of the earth; and the capacity
to simultaneously hit multiple targets and penetrate them deeply without being caught.
Since Belgrade there are good reasons to be concerned. When we doctors meet nowadays, we discuss wounds and injuries hitherto unseen. Our patients are not mujahedin,
military staff or terrorists anymore. Ninety percent of them are civilians, and there
are a lot of child victims. And the same recipe seems to apply all over, in Afghanistan,
Iraq, Somalia,Yemen, Palestine, and Syria.
So, what the hell is going on here? Twenty years ago I could tell you, but now – honestly
– I can’t. I have been on the road for decades, under fire, at my patients’ bedsides, close
to the victimized families. I have a PhD in war injuries. Something very bad is happening,
but I am not able to see the pattern clearly – just some bits and pieces of a mosaic
partly obscured.
Sisters and brothers, this raises a disturbing question: If the pattern of malice is hidden,
how then can we cope?
That’s why I had to write this book. Surgery doesn’t make sense anymore.
The injuries are too bad and there are too many of them.
We have fallen feeble.
Those at the other end are far too powerful.
Please take a look at some bits and pieces of what may turn out to predict a pattern of
global civil war. We can start by listening to some stories told by those not yet killed in
Iraq.
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I am Nouri
I am paramedic and cameraman.
I am your eyes and ears here in Diyala.
I don’t care for the art of filming.
There are voices to be heard,
wounds to be seen.
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Nouri and the boy without arms
Let me tell you of the massacre on the Day of Ashura, the tenth day of the Islamic month of
Moharam.This day 1,374 years ago, the Prophet’s grandson Ali and his baby son were killed
in the battle of Karbala, Iraq. Shia Muslims honor the ancient story of Karbala this day. Men
and children take to the streets, singing the old songs and hitting themselves with chains till
they bleed. Ashura is the Shia’s rite of strength through pain.
So also in Saadiya in Central Iraq, 14 November 2013. Hundreds of Shias filled the main
road under strict security precautions by police and army. But a killer also joined the march
and blew himself up amid men and children. I was on call in Jalawla Hospital and got to the
site with my ambulance fifteen minutes after the explosion.
I have seen a lot, but nothing compared to this scene. Dead bodies still burning. Guts and
intestines splashed onto buildings and cars. Women yelling for their dear ones, ripping their
clothes. Bloody faces, bloody hands, everywhere blood. On the rooftops, masked soldiers in
black, shooting like crazy over us.
A loudspeaker called, “Get away! Get out! There is a second bomber here!” I ran for a nearby
house. A young man was lying at the entrance, his guts spread on the ground, bleeding from
the ears. I checked him. He was dead. Three small girls had taken shelter inside with their
mother.The youngest one lay trembling in her mother’s arms; she had one gunshot to the belly.
The second was shot in the chest, the third through the legs. We carried the three to the
ambulance but the car was already full of corpses and body parts. I told soldiers to empty the
ambulance, loaded the three children and rushed to the nearest hospital. But Saadiya hospital
was already packed outside and inside with the dead and the wounded, so we turned the car
and went like crazy to my own hospital in Jalawla. On the way a police patrol stopped us.
They were carrying casualties in a pickup car, all critically injured. I selected two burn
patients, both of them with the belly blasted open. A policeman, a friend of mine, shouted,
“Nouri, I have a child in the car. Please, see to him. I think he is dead.” The boy had his hands
and legs blasted off. He was badly burnt but still breathing. So I took him, fighting my way to
the ambulance through crowds of people grabbing my clothes, yelling at me, “Help us for the
sake of Allah!” With six patients inside, the ambulance was packed so I stood in the open
doorway up to the hospital.
First I cared for the kid without arms and legs, stopped the bleeding and gave him fluid, antibiotics and painkiller. For the next few hours, I walked amid blood, pain and screams, taking
hopeless cases to the side and evacuating those who might survive.
Sixty-one people died in the 2013 Ashura massacre.
Ghost warriors killed them by bombs and guns.
Eighty-eight were severely injured but survived.
One of them was a boy without arms and legs.
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War
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Go tell it on the mountain
Since the Americans displaced us from Sheik Baba, we have been living in a tent for four
years, all eight of us.
One of my sons, Jamal, finally got upset and said,“Father, we cannot just hide here, eating bread,
drinking dirty water, and nobody visiting us. Let me go and find some job.”
For weeks I kept him locked up. Outside it is too dangerous.
But he insisted and finally I had to let him go.
So he went to Kirkuk and found a job in a plant.
Last Thursday he was kidnapped at night.
The next day they found him outside the city with signs of torture all over the body.
His skull was smashed from behind with some sharp tool.
I don’t know if a human being can kill in such a way.
Jamal owned nothing. He didn’t ride a BMW car and even had no mobile phone.
Now, when you came to his funeral with your camera, I got confused and told my wife that
maybe he thinks this is a wedding party and not a funeral.
But I want to thank you, because we have never seen any camera, any journalist, or any public
officer coming to ask for us.
Please, brother, stay with us.
Tell our story so that everybody knows.

Jamal with 30,000 other sons and fathers disappeared in 2004 on
Rumsfeld’s order. See page 121, “The Killer from El Salvador.”
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