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shocked because of poor living conditions in Pakistan, the hot climate and the terrible odor. I was
even on the verge of returning back to Libya to surrender myself to Gaddafi, instead of staying in
this terrible environment. But some Libyans calmed me down and suggested to me to travel to
Peshawar in the outskirts of the city of Karachi.

I lived in Peshawar with some Libyan friends. Actually, Peshawar was much better than Karachi,
and I started to pursue my medical treatment. I gradually started looking for a passport and a
visa in order to depart for Europe. But regrettably, the government of Pakistan started to hand
over some of the Libyans to Gaddafi at his request. They began a large campaign of arrests. I
did not find any other option but to depart to Afghanistan, because of its closeness to the border.
In addition, I didn’t have the means to get out of Pakistan. I entered the city of Jalal Abad and
met new Libyans; this took place around the end of 1997. I lived in the city for some time, and
then some friends suggested to me to visit a camp outside the city of Jalal Abad in order to get to
know the environment there. The idea aroused my curiosity and my hobby in discovering new
things. I agreed and began to train a little bit with some light weapons and soldier exercises as
much as my health allowed me, as my health was poor in addition to my injuries. I stayed there
for several months, enjoying my time, the beauty of nature and the surrounding ravines in the
neighborhood.

Then, I went back to the city and began to wander the country and mingle with its people. Then
I went to Kabul for a visit, and I returned back to Jalal Abad and kept navigating between these
two cities. In one of my visits, some friends invited me to tour the battle lines between Taliban
forces and Shah Masud. My curiosity led me to accept their invitation, but unfortunately while
en route, I stepped on an old landmine that was lying on the side of the road. I lost my foot and
shrapnel ravaged my entire body. Once again, I started a new cycle of medical treatment.
Because I was not linked to any organization or group, and did not have any money for
treatment, I decided to be treated in regular Afghan hospitals. In addition, my other foot was
infected from the old accident that took place in the Sudan. I become almost totally disabled.

During my medical treatment, I stayed temporarily at the Arab guest houses. Then, I travelled to
Pakistan looking for better medical treatment. Because of lack of funds, I was not successful. I
decided to return back to Afghanistan and contacted the Red Cross office in Kabul to be fitted
with a new prosthesis. They told me I needed an additional surgery in order to fit me with a
suitable artificial limb. I was so frustrated because this was my fourth surgery. As you may know
I previously underwent three painful surgeries. Fortunately, however, I found an Italian hospital
who agreed to perform my surgery and to treat me free of charge.

I returned back to the Red Cross Office in Kabul, and fitted with my artificial limb, and I started
a new phase of rehabilitation in July 2001. My muscles were very weak because of the lack of
movement during the past four years.
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After the events of September 11, I tried to leave from Afghanistan, but I didn’t have a passport
or the funds to sustain me. So just before the American invasion of Afghanistan I decided to
leave through Pakistan. I stayed for some time with some Libyan friends in Peshawar, but the
situation was awkward. They were married and I felt very embarrassed. I spoke with some
friends about my situation and they suggested that I move to a different place, until they could
arrange for a passport and some funds. I went to live in Faisalabad city, and I stayed with some
Yemeni students. After two months, the Pakistani government forces raided the house and
arrested everybody.

The Pakistani government sold us to the American forces under the pretext that we were
terrorists. I was interrogated in Pakistan and Afghanistan. During the third phase of
interrogation, the American interrogator told me that they would release me if my injury was not
related to fighting.

When [ transferred to Bagram detention center in Afghanistan, I started to cooperate with the
interrogator and the administrator in charge of the detention center. I provided advice regarding
their treatment of the Qur’an and religious ways. I told them that this religion has not come from
Al Qaeda. It had been around for 14 centuries and is believed by 1.5 billion human beings.

When they transferred me to Guantanamo Bay, I cooperated with the administration and was
involved with fixing many problems that happened between the detainees and the administration.
For example, I helped mediate the strike that happened in October 2002. In February of 2003, I
also solved a big problem that had lasted for almost two months.

After you have heard about my past, present and plans and hope for the future, I trust in your
decision, and I am sure that you will release me.
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