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Dedication

To my father and mother, may God prolong their lives, to

my wife and my children Tala, Osama, and Safa,

To everyone who helped and contributed to bringing this

book to light;
For Palestine, Jerusalem, and Al-Agsa.
For the Holy, Jerusalem, and Al-Qassam,

I dedicate this book to them all and to everyone who has

cursed the occupation.
Abdullah Barghouti

"Prince of the Shadow"




Introduction

The fire erupts when it is suffocated by wood — and it burns
all those who usurp the truth. I once rose up with the
permission of my Lord against the occupying usurper, and
today I also rise, with the help of my Lord, against the prison
and the jailer to write my story—the story of a resister who
sought the face of his Lord and raised peace against
injustice. Perhaps the bullets of truth will restore the path to

victory and freedom.

Through my response to my daughter's letter and my
answers to her inquiries, I hope I have clarified for her what
goes on in our minds regarding that frequently asked
question: Who are you and why are you? Hopefully, through
my humble experience, I have contributed, even slightly,
through the pages of this book and through my resistance to
the occupier, to light a candle on the path to freedom, for I

despise darkness and those who curse the darkness.

Abdullah Ghaleb Barghouti

""From the solitary confinement cell where I have been since

2003 until today"
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Letter from Tala, Osama, and Safaa:

"To our dear father, whom we hold dear to our hearts, we
write this letter on the anniversary of your imprisonment, a
decade since that day, with you, our father, behind bars and
walls, secluded in a solitary confinement cell, seeing no one

and speaking to no one.

Father, or rather, my father, for I am your daughter Tala
writing this on behalf of my siblings Osama and Safaa. I
write, my father, bewildered and questioning. I do not know
if [ have the right to reproach you or to ask you the questions
that swirl in my mind, but it is my confusion; my confusion
that has driven me to this question for which I have found
no answer from those around me as everyone gives a very
different answer, even though the question remains

unchanged.

My dear father, my beloved, I know you have a broad chest
and that you always answer my questions even before I ask
them. You are the father who is not bothered by his young
children's queries. But today, I have grown up, and with me,

those questions have grown to be summarized in one single
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query, hoping to find a definitive answer from you; who are
you? Who are you, my father? Are you that kind and gentle
man as grandmother says? Or are you that harsh, heartless
man as grandfather states? Are you the loving romantic who
came on his white horse to capture my mother's heart so she
fell in love with you? Or are you the one who came from the
unknown and also departed to the unknown, breaking my
mother's heart and making her weep whenever your name is
mentioned in front of her? They say you are a mighty,
merciless titan, and they also say that you have two minds;
not one like the rest of humanity, claiming you replaced
your heart with another mind. Yet, what also transpires, my
beloved father, is that they also say if it weren't for your big
heart and your kind, gentle nature, you wouldn't have
reached where you are today, wouldn't have fought, and
wouldn't have kept your distance. I do not know who you
are, who are you? You are that image inscribed with that
sentence I do not understand the meaning of: The Heroic

Prisoner'."

Heroic prisoner, how does one become a heroic captive? Or

perhaps the question is how does a hero become a captive?




Are you a heroic resistor, or merely a reckless person who
impulsively joined a war that was none of his concern? Tell
me, by God, Abdullah, is Jamal your real name before
becoming Abdullah Barghouti or Abdullah al-Qassam?
Who are you? You are that shadow whose owner I cannot
see, yet it extends a helping hand to me without my asking.
Do you know, my dear father, that you are the only father
who remembers the birthdays of his children and those he
loves? All fathers forget, but not you; as long as you
remember, why have you been absent from us all these
years? Didn’t you know that those who fight may become

distant and separate from those they love?

Father, answer my question: Who are you? Why did you
leave me, a little girl just three years old, abandoned in a car
surrounded by dogs from every direction? Why did you
leave me in the freezing cold after you disappeared and I no

longer saw you?




For God’s sake, father, tell me who you are. Answer my
questions, those I have asked and those I haven’t dared to

ask you. Who are you, Prince of the Shadow? Who are you?

Your loving daughter, Tala




A Father's Letter to His Daughter

My beloved daughter Tala, dear to my heart and mind, and
my loved ones Osama, Safaa, my father, and my dear wife,
your message has reached me as have many others
containing this question: Who are you? And another more
complicated question that has been asked frequently: Why

are you?

My beloved daughter and my guardian angel: These
questions and inquiries require a philosopher to answer and
explain the reasons, to clarify matters to make them easier
for you to understand. I am merely an ordinary person, less
than ordinary, and I find it difficult to answer these
questions. However, I will narrate to you my story and the
story of my life, hoping that you, my guardian angel, might

find answers to your questions.

Perhaps you, my daughter, can tell me who I am, and why |
am. My beloved little one, my story began far from
Palestine, from the figs and olives, in the desert—I was born
in Kuwait, and I loved Kuwait and still do. I remember its

national anthem and sing it:




"My country Kuwait, I salute you for glory, and on your

forehead rises the fortune."

That anthem I kept repeating throughout my childhood
years, until the day came when I was no longer a little child.
I suddenly grew up, without any warning, when the Intifada
of Stones erupted in Palestine, when my cousin Mahmoud
and my uncle Ismail were martyred: they died in Palestine,

and we held a martyr's wedding for them in Kuwait.

I did not know that weddings were held for the dead, for the
slain; but I learned that weddings are held for martyrs. Who
are these martyrs and how did they become soaked in their
blood on their way to the eternal paradise, who are they? |
never saw them, never spoke to them, and didn't even know
anything about them. I asked and asked, and the answer
came. They told me that Mahmoud was my older cousin,
and that Ismail was my youngest uncle. The two were close
in age and in their friendship. Simply put, they threw stones
at the Zionist occupation forces wreaking havoc in our
village, and those forces fired a barrage of bullets at them,

and they were martyred.




They told me, I know you are from there, from Palestine,
from a village called Beit Rima, and they also said you are
Palestinian. Thus, my daughter, I was no longer Kuwaiti as
I thought and as I sang, but Palestinian. From that time, I
started to sing another anthem about me and about Palestine,
the Palestine of martyrs, the captive Palestine. That anthem
went, "Muhammad Jamjoom and Fouad Hijazi, my people,
repay them," a song about three heroes, "Ata Al-Zir,"
"Muhammad Jamjoom," and "Fouad Hijazi," who were
executed by British forces; those forces that erected gallows
for the sons of Palestine and gave the Zionists a cursed
promise called the Balfour Declaration, that despicable and
filthy promise that was given by those who do not own, to
those who do not deserve, gave the purest land of Palestine

to the filthiest people, to the Zionist occupiers.

From there, my guardian angel, I grew up and no longer
remained a small child. With me, the idea of resistance
grew, of expelling the occupation, and of punishing the
occupiers for their crimes against Palestine, Mahmoud,

Ismail, and every martyr.




My beloved daughter, my guardian angel, I watched on
television how the soldiers of the occupation broke the
bones of Palestinian children, the children of stones, the
men of the Intifada, and its falcons. This is why I decided to
become very strong, so that my bones would not be broken,
and so that I could defend those I love, Jerusalem, Al-Agsa,
and Palestine. During that time, God willed that I be beaten
by a number of students at school. They were more and
stronger, and [ was alone and weaker. Immediately, I joined
a judo sports club with a coach named "Munir Sameek," and
began my training at the Jahra Club in Kuwait. The coach
was Palestinian and also trained a team from the Palestine
Liberation Organization in the city of Hawally. I trained
silently and seriously in the art of judo, but that was not
enough for me. I wanted to be very strong, so I added boxing
and bodybuilding training to judo. Thus, I spent all my time
after school moving between training halls. I did not
participate in competitions and did not win medals; instead,
I took part in fights, whether at school or in the
neighborhood I lived in, and sometimes I received many

bruises or fractures.
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After those years, the coach told me that he would teach me
the last move today. If I learned it and mastered it, I would
be able to kill anyone who attacks me, and he strictly warned
me never to use it. When I asked him why he would teach
me a lethal move and expect me to master it but not use it in
fights or even in matches inside the club, he replied, saying,
"Aren't you Palestinian? Don't you want to liberate your
country?" I said, "Yes." He said, "Then use it there in
Palestine against those who have occupied your homeland,

and use everything you have learned here."

After that, a new phase of my life began. I started training
with weapons, there in the Kuwaiti desert. But what was
more important was what I did during school holidays,
whether it was the mid-year break or the end-of-year
vacation. Since I was twelve years old, a year younger than
you are now, I spent those holidays working in an
electronics shop owned by my uncle, Abu Ahmad, or in a

garage as a mechanic after I grew older.

My guardian angel, I never practiced martial arts out of love

for it, nor did I learn to use weapons because I enjoyed it.
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My hobby was dismantling things and reassembling them,
trying to figure out how they worked. Electronics and
mechanics were my hobbies—very delicate and small
things, and big things filled with oil and grease. This is what
later drove me to study electromechanical engineering in
South Korea. How I got there is a story I will tell you after

I finish my story about Kuwait first.

I was very attached to Kuwait. Even when my parents and
siblings went to spend the summer holidays in Jordan, I
preferred to stay in Kuwait alone, even though I was only
sixteen years old, to continue my studies and indulge in my
hobby that I loved. Here I say that Kuwait is not just the
desert or oil wells; Kuwait was the cradle and the school
from which I learned everything. I used to follow the Al-
Arabi magazine, which introduced me to the Palestinian
cause and even to the wider world. 1 followed the
newspapers, especially admiring the works of the creative
artist and martyr of creativity, Naji Al-Ali, who drew for the
Kuwaiti newspapers, and as I recall, he drew for Al-Qabas

newspaper, then Al-Qabas International in London.
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This period in Kuwait shaped much of who I became. It was
not just a place of residence but a profound influence that
nurtured my intellectual and emotional growth, tying me to
my roots while equipping me with the skills and knowledge
that I would later use in ways I could never have anticipated

as a young boy.

Kuwait, the land that produced Fahd Al-Ahmed Al-Sabah,
who fought for Palestine in the Ajloun mountains in Jordan,
epitomizes the moderate, wise Muslim country—not the
extremist, foolish kind. From an early age, I learned to pray
and perform the religious rituals. My father would take me
to pray at the mosque every day, and even during my
training sessions, we would pause to perform the prayers.
When I was working in mechanics or electronics, I would
stop work to pray. Prayer became an integral part of my
daily routine. I also remember that my father used to take
me to hear the Friday sermon in a town near the Jahra area,

as he loved the sermons of the Kuwaiti sheikhs.

My father always said that Saddam Hussein was a wicked

and unjust man, and so I never liked Saddam Hussein,
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especially when I read about what he did to the Kurds, his
foolish war with Iran, and particularly when Saddam
invaded Kuwait, my disdain for him grew—he was an
occupier like the Zionist Jews, no more, no less. He
occupied a country that had supported him, destroyed it, and
wreaked havoc, and I thanked God when Kuwait was

liberated.

After Kuwait was liberated, I moved with my family to live
in Amman, the capital of Jordan, where my father owned a
house. But with our move, a very short yet very important
phase began. After leaving Kuwait for Jordan, we were in a
very difficult financial situation, so even though I was
studying, I also worked in one of the city’s garages to
contribute even a little to the household expenses. Like you,
my beautiful daughter and guardian angel, I am the eldest of
my siblings. Thus, my hobby turned into my job and even
my studies; I studied at a vocational school in the mechanics
department. Once I finished high school, realizing that my
father could not afford to send me to university, I borrowed

a sum of money from one of my relatives, promising to
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return it within a year. I opened my own garage before I

even turned eighteen.

I worked tirelessly, but it was to no avail, as Jordan was
going through a very difficult economic period at the time.
After more than six months, with no progress and the
deadline for repaying my debt and the garage rent—paid
annually in advance—looming, I found all doors closing in
front of me. Despite being physically strong from
continuing my judo training in Amman with the same coach,
Captain Munir Sameek, who had also left Kuwait to settle
in Jordan and train there at the Mecca Sports Club, and
despite being a skilled mechanical and electronic technician
from blending my hobby with two years of vocational
school, I felt worthless. Being poor and in debt, it was hard
to believe that I owed over five thousand dollars before even
turning eighteen. This bitter experience of financial
hardship and being unable to help my father and younger

siblings made me realize the importance of money.

Thus, a few months before the repayment deadline, I

decided to migrate in search of better opportunities to
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improve my living conditions and fulfill the promise I made
to repay my debt on time and support my family. If it weren't
for the house we owned in Amman, we might have ended
up homeless. My father was elderly, having married late,
and my siblings were growing up, increasing their and the

household's expenses.

At that time, God put a friend named Ahmed in my path. He
had a relative working in South Korea, and Ahmed had
decided to go work there with his relative. Since Ahmed
wasn't well-versed in English or even Arabic—he hadn't
completed his education—I filled out his visa application
and decided to fill one out for myself too. Once the visas
were approved, I sold the garage's assets, bought a plane
ticket, and told Ahmed I wanted to travel with him to Korea.
He was very welcoming, for several reasons he shared with
me as we boarded the plane. He said, "Abdullah, you're
strong, and your hands are skilled. If we face any trouble
requiring muscle, you're here; if we need a translator, you're
here; and most importantly, according to Ahmed, if the
plane breaks down mid-air, you're also here to fix it," and

he was serious about that.
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The day before our departure, I informed my father of my
intent to work in Korea. He didn't object; instead, he blessed
my journey and encouraged me to persevere and work hard.
My father had great trust in me and knew I wasn't reckless.
He had silently observed and followed my work at the
garage and my training at the club, always repeating the
phrase he often said: "You've grown up before your time,

my son."

I bid farewell to my family and headed to the airport with
Ahmad, carrying nothing but my plane ticket. Ahmad paid
for the taxi and the airport departure fees. He had been
engaged to his cousin's daughter for two years before our
journey and, although older, Ahmad was very much in tune

with me—a genuinely good and simple man.

As soon as our plane took off from Amman, Ahmad’s
enthusiasm turned to apathy and pessimism. He expressed a
desire to return to Amman, a complete reversal from his
initial eagerness. Despite his family and his fiancée’s
family’s objections to his traveling, which he had initially

resisted, he now insisted with equal fervor on returning. By
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the time we reached Korea, after stops in Bahrain and Hong

Kong, his determination to return had only strengthened.

I tried to book him a return flight, but there were no
available departures that day. We waited at the airport for
two days until I could secure his ticket. I escorted him to the
departure gate, and he left without ever seeing Korea,

leaving me with the address of his relative in Korea.

Guardian angel, in a moment of madness, I sent my passport
and return ticket to Amman with Ahmad, along with a letter
telling my father that I would not return until I had achieved
what I dreamt of. I asked Ahmad to deliver this trust and
request my father’s prayers for me, and to keep my passport

until I asked for it.

With empty pockets, no money, no return ticket, and no
passport, all I had was an address written on a piece of
paper, a determination to succeed, and a desire to face

challenges.

Later, Ahmad told me over the phone that he returned to

Amman because, as he believed, his aunt (his fiancée's
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mother) had commissioned a witch to cast a spell preventing
him from traveling far from his fiancée and home. As for
my opinion on the true reason behind Ahmad's return to

Amman, I can only say that God knows best.

Reaching deep into my empty pockets, I retrieved the
address and approached an information desk officer at the
airport. The officer, understanding my intention to walk,
sketched the route on a tourist map. After spending a night
sleeping in the airport's garden, waking up wet from the
sprinkler system and drinking from it, I embarked on my

journey filled with hope, a dream now turning into reality.

For three days and two nights, I walked by day and slept by
night, consuming nothing but water from public parks.
Exhausted, soaked by the rain, and fluctuating between
feeling hot and cold, I finally arrived at the given address. It
turned out to be a lumber mill in a forest. Ahmad’s relative
had long since left this job and moved elsewhere, but
fortunately, there were foreign workers there—non-Korean,

Pakistani Muslims—who welcomed me.
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One of them kindly found me a job the same day at a nearby
factory. In this forest and at this timber mill, I worked
tirelessly for forty-five days before receiving my first
paycheck. The policy there required us to work a full month
and leave fifteen days' wages as a security deposit with the

factory.

I had no money to buy food, so I subsisted on a very light
meal provided by the factory at ten in the morning and
another meal at noon for lunch. I worked silently, perfecting

the tasks assigned to me.

I would jot down Korean words and memorize their
meanings, but I didn’t have the money to buy a dictionary.
However, I possessed something else. During that period, I
slept in one of the rooms attached to the factory. After work,
I attempted to access the computer in the reception area;
after many tries, I managed to hack into the computer and
figure out the password. Using that computer, I began
learning Korean through a university website, as I was quite
proficient in English, which made learning Korean through

English much easier!
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Later, I freely explored the nascent internet of 1991, which
was still very limited at the time. I believe that boredom,
along with curiosity, motivated me to start hacking into
websites. But that wasn't all. About thirty days after arriving
in Korea and starting work at the factory, I longed to contact
my parents to check on them, especially after Ahmad's

return.

Since I couldn’t afford to buy a phone card, I decided to
hack into the Korean telecommunications company. Within
five or six days, I managed to crack the Korean
telecommunications code and began making phone calls for
free throughout my six years in Korea. Even when the
company switched to a digital system from the previous one,
I managed to crack that code as well, and I didn’t stop
there—I also unlocked mobile phones. Thus, a need for
money transformed into a reason for entering a new world
for me—the world of computer hacking, or "hackers." After
completing the initial forty-five days, I received my salary,
which was very large, equivalent to the salary of eight
employees in Jordan, yet I spent very little of that money,

just enough for some food and clothes, saving the rest. By
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the second month and with the second paycheck, I had saved
up $5,000 and immediately sent it to my father along with
extra money for the family's expenses. Here, I paid off my
debts and started sending all my remaining money to my
father, significantly improving my family’s situation,

thanks be to God.

Here, I give thanks to God, for throughout my time in Korea,
I maintained my prayers, fasting, and worship by God’s
grace. I also kept my physical fitness in top condition
through intensive training that I practiced daily after the

morning prayer until work time.

After several months of working in the timber cutting and
carpentry industry, I decided to shift my focus towards a
field where I could engage more actively in my hobby,
which is mechanics. I took a job at a factory that
manufactured plastic products and, after a while, became a

worker and mechanic for the machines there.

In the afternoons, wanting to further pursue my hobby after

work hours, I enrolled in an engineering institute and
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studied electromechanics, combining both electronics and

mechanics.

Here, my beloved daughter and my guardian angel, I must
tell you, as they say, that I never had a heart but rather two
minds. One mind was skilled at accumulating money, and
the other was focused on challenging the law. I became a
computer hacker and a telecommunications network pirate.
But the most important focus of my intellect was dedicated
to Palestine. I learned about explosives and incendiary
devices, acquiring this knowledge from original sources:
military websites on the Internet. I learned a lot and turned
that knowledge into practical experience. I spent weekends
in Korea in the forests, sometimes detonating a device or
testing a new incendiary material, and I managed to
integrate the manufacturing of explosive materials with the
electronic components needed to detonate them, becoming
an expert in both fields. I was the one who manufactured the
explosives and also the one who created the electronic

devices for them.
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This was very difficult and complex, but Iloved it deeply as
it became my hobby in the foreign land of Korea. My judo
practice also evolved. I started training at a private club and
blended my judo training with tackwondo training. Koreans
do not favor judo because, generally, they do not like the
Japanese, as judo is a Japanese sport and Japan had occupied
Korea for a very long time. Hence, Koreans do not like
anything that comes from Japan, even sports. So, I learned
taekwondo, a native Korean sport, and particularly those
phases related to street fighting or what is known as special

forces combat.

I began frequenting clubs that specialized in sniper training,
and although they were quite expensive, I benefited greatly

from them.

Here, my dear daughter, I completed the full circle—from
making explosive devices to sniper training to Taekwondo
combat training: specialized forces combat. If you ask me
about my motivation for all this, I tell you that it was your
grandmother, my mother. At that time, the Intifada of Stones

was nearing its end, and my cousin Bilal, who grew up with
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me in Kuwait and had a Palestinian ID, had traveled with
his family to Palestine. My family and I, however, did not

have such IDs, so we remained in Amman.

In Palestine, Bilal, my cousin and friend who was active in
the Al-Qassam Brigades, was shot in the stomach, losing
one of his kidneys. He spent a long time in the hospital, and
because communications were cut off between the Arab
countries and occupied Palestine, I became the link between
the Barghouti family members, especially my mother and
uncles in Amman, and occupied Palestine. Therefore, I kept
track of the news of the injured Bilal, who almost became a
martyr, and I nearly had to set up a martyr's wedding for him
in Korea. Bilal had already lost a cousin and an uncle as
martyrs at the beginning of the first Intifada, and here I was,

almost losing him at the end of the same uprising.

That was the motivation that transformed me from a child
into a determined young man opposing the occupation. It
also drove me, once I became a young man, to become a
man whose only purpose was to resist that occupation. The

occupation is the reason for my family's displacement and
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also the reason for my poverty. If I were living in Palestine,
I wouldn't have been a displaced and impoverished refugee

or displaced person in one of the diaspora camps.

Here, I am not just speaking about myself, Abdullah al-
Barghouthi, but about every Palestinian who has been
displaced and lived the tragedy of diaspora and exile. My
hatred for the occupation grew stronger and stronger. I left
the plastic factory job and became a Korean language
translator at an Arab embassy and started trading in used
cars, exporting them to Jordan and Yemen. I became
wealthy and had two minds, but no heart that could love or
adore, despite the fact that girls were pursuing me, causing
me great embarrassment, because I repelled them by every
means possible. Truly, rejecting a girl is a thousand times

harder than winning her over.

Therefore, 1 decided to marry without love or emotion. I
married a Korean girl who was studying arts and
humanities. I married her but remained focused on my work
and training in my hobbies, which I swore would be my

means to liberate my homeland, to free Jerusalem and Al-
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Agsa, to liberate mankind from the tyranny of occupation.
But God did not will things to remain as they were. Clashes
erupted between Seoul University students and Korean
police following the rape of a Korean girl by American
soldiers, and I participated in these clashes, throwing
Molotov cocktails. I was arrested, and had it not been for
the intervention of the Yemeni ambassador, I would not
have been released from detention. I was deported to Jordan,
shackled in chains. I was handcuffed and shackled

throughout the flight until I reached Amman.

My Korean wife, Mi Sun Ok—who I called Isra—had
arrived in Amman before me. All the money I had in Korean
banks had been frozen for about two years, so despite what
I had in the bank, I returned to Jordan impoverished once

again, without any money, just as I had left.

By God, I arrived in Amman without a single penny. There,
my friend Ahmad Shuyash was waiting for me along with
my wife, father, and mother to take me in his car to my
parents' house. Ahmad had married and had several

children, whereas my wife, Mi Sun, had not yet given birth.
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She was having fertility issues, and after several years of
trying both in Korea and in Amman—a total of six years—
due to immense pressure from those around me, except for
my mother and father who never pressured me about this
issue, my aunts did not hold back in pressuring me and even

my mother.

Two years later, through the Korean embassy in Amman, I
managed to recover all the money I had in Korea and began
several successful businesses in Amman. I was able to buy
my own house and a car. During that period, I lived in
complete comfort, which intensified the pressure on me to
find a solution to my wife's infertility, so I decided to marry
another woman. God is my witness that I only took this step
after I had exhausted all possible treatments for her. I felt

the need for children to complete my joy.

At that time, I was over twenty-five years old. I tried to
convince Mi Sun, but she categorically refused, marking the
first and only time during our nearly six-year marriage that
she denied my request, despite understanding the reasons.

Mi Sun saw me as an inseparable part of her life; when 1
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trained at the club, she would accompany me and sit quietly
watching me. She was always around, preparing the best
food, caring for my comfort as if I were her child or her
elderly father. She loved me, truly loved me more than
anything else in this world. She told me how could she
possibly share her world with another wife. As for me, I
don’t know if I loved her because, as I said, I didn’t really
have a heart for love, but I had grown accustomed to her and
her presence in my life. She was a good, quiet, and obedient
wife, and I never neglected her during our marriage. She
knew I had no interest in other women; my entire focus was

on work and training.

The only secret I kept from her was my hobby of making
explosive devices; this hobby was very secret, a sacred

secret that I shared with no one during that time.

She refused to accept my decision to take another wife, and
Iinsisted, so we separated in a strange, very strange way—
as friends. I even went to a jewelry shop and bought her
several sets of gold, clothes, and gifts for her parents, and I

drove her to the airport, bidding her farewell with sadness.
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For several months after, I spoke to no one and could barely
stand anyone, spending my time working, working, and
nothing but working. I had no longing for Palestine and did
not care for its news, the reason being the emergence of the
corrupt and corrupting authority of Oslo, an authority
composed of dirty, corrupt bribe-takers. These thieves who
not only stole the money of the revolution and the
revolutionaries but also sold the blood of the martyrs of the
first Intifada, the Stone Intifada, to return to their corruption

in Palestine, to defile it.

I poured my attention into my businesses which began to
grow, reaching a point where I only returned home to sleep.
My entire week was consumed by work, and I felt both
sorrowful and somewhat lost; lost because I was unsure
what to do about the matter of marriage. Despite not loving
her, I had lived a very happy life with my former wife, and
I observed that none of my relatives or friends lived with the
same happiness, despite having many children. I feared that
another marriage would make me miserable like them,

fearing that a new wife might become a constraint.
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Therefore, I decided to travel to Spain, specifically to
Barcelona, where my cousin's son lives. He holds Spanish
citizenship and is also a friend and companion of mine.
During that period, I started preparing the necessary
paperwork for the travel and began to downsize my
operations in Jordan, until a storm hit, or rather a tsunami
that no one could withstand: it was my mother, my calm,
kind, and affectionate mother who would cry at sad scenes
on TV. She became a raging storm in every sense of the

word.

She learned by chance from my aunt's wife that I was
arranging to travel to her son in Spain, and she went mad.
She went to my house—which she had not entered since my
divorce from the Korean—and found everything as I had
left it. The Korean's pictures filled the house, and her
clothes—or what remained of them—filled the closets.
Everything was as it was, and I was escaping those
memories through my work. That’s when the storm broke;
my mother started collecting everything related to the
Korean: pictures, clothes, even Korean food, spices, books,

Korean and foreign video tapes, even our wedding photo
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album. She gathered all of these into several garbage bags

and threw them out, threw them in the trash.

Ireturned home past midnight to find my mother waiting for
me in a house I hardly recognized. She had transformed it
into an authentic Palestinian home, with walls adorned with
pictures of Jerusalem and wooden maps of Palestine—maps
I had made before traveling to Korea. After returning from
my studies and work, I used to go to my room to create
models that depicted Jerusalem and the map of Palestine. I
distributed these models to my sisters, uncles, and friends'
homes. They were not pretty, but they were authentically
Palestinian, made from olive wood by someone who loved

Palestine and cherished Jerusalem.

Looking around, I found no trace of the recent past, no trace
of Korea. Instead, I found the distant past, Palestine,
hanging on the walls of my home. ButI couldn't find myself,
Abdullah Al-Barghouthi, even my judo suit had been used
by my mother as a doormat and placed at the front door.
When I asked her, she told me it was very old and that I

should buy another one, or better yet, not buy one at all.
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"Listen, Abdullah," she said, swearing by God Almighty, "I
will be angry with you and will never be pleased if you do
not stop traveling and get married immediately. Tell me
now, what are the qualities you want in a wife? Speak and
do not be afraid, mention her qualities and I will find her for
you. All you have to do is say it and forget the Korean. I too
loved the Korean, she was like a daughter to me, kind and
affectionate, but that was her fate. Tell me, my son, what are

the qualities and do not break my heart."

I knew my mother's heart was very ill; she had undergone
surgery on it not long ago. My mother, who said she would
be angry if I did not stop traveling and get married. "Ah, my
mother, isn’t Paradise under your feet? How could I accept
making you angry? Mother, do not be angry with me, I am
obedient, please accept me and what my hands have done."
I paused for a moment and then said, "Alright, I won't
travel." She looked at me and asked, "What about
marriage?" I said, "Let's postpone it a bit until..." She
interrupted, "Until what, my son? Until you forget? Nothing
suits you but marriage." I replied, "Okay, but on my

conditions."
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First: I want her from Palestine.

Second: I want her from our family, a Barghouthi through

and through.

Third: I want her educated in child education because [ have

no experience or patience with children.

Fourth: I do not want her to work, as I and the children will

be her occupation.

Fifth, and most importantly: I want her father to be the head
of the household, not her mother. I do not want a strong wife

who turns my life into a hell of problems.
And with that, the conversation ended.

My mother looked at me and said, "Blonde, white, tall, and
curvy, beautiful, isn’t there anything like that?" I laughed
and replied, "Absolutely not, mother. I was initially sad
about my divorce from the Korean lady, but later, I became

fearful that I wouldn’t find someone like her again."

This was why I wanted to travel abroad, to meet and

understand a woman before marrying her. Here in Amman,
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it seemed difficult, or rather, I didn’t want it, as I hadn’t
found anyone in Amman who matched up to the Korean

woman.

My mother left me and went back to our home; my father
wasn’t there as he was in Palestine. He had decided some
time ago to visit relatives and to look after the lands he had
inherited from my grandfather. He chose to extend his visits
to Palestine to take care of his lands. I don’t know whether
my father's presence in Palestine at that time was bad luck

or good.

As soon as my mother called my father that night, the next
morning she was standing over me, waking me up to tell me
that she had found the right bride for me. "Mother, in less
than five or six hours, you found a bride who fits the
specifications I thought were impossible?" I said. My
mother had left my house at two in the morning and returned
at seven in the morning; our apartment was in the same
building as my father’s. "Mother found me a bride," I said
okay. She then told me, "Give me your passport and go get

a visa so you can travel to Palestine for the bride."
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Still drowsy, I asked, "Do you want the passport or what?"
She replied, "I don't want the passport; I want you to go

now, get a visa, and travel to the bride in Palestine."

By Allah, I will go to Palestine, which I no longer love?
Didn't I say one day when asked about the state of Palestine

after the authority took over:

"Crazy, insane is that land... Injustice, murder, and houses

of mourning,

They wreaked havoc and tyranny... Killed the mother and

the newborn."

This is the Palestine I do not love, the Palestine I do not
want. How can I go to a Palestine I no longer love, to find a

girl to love... Oh God, what a dilemma.

It only took a few days to get a visa for the visit. I bid
farewell to my mother, telling her I was going on a trip with

my friends and that I would go to Palestine after my return.

I did not go on a trip outside Palestine; rather, I went on a

journey to Palestine. I had a friend there, a wealthy merchant
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from Jerusalem waiting for me at the crossing, or as they
call it, the bridge. I crossed the bridge into Palestine, but I
did not see Palestine; instead, I saw Zionist flags filling the
space. I arrived late even though I had left early because the
occupiers detained me for interrogation about my
circumstances and what I had been doing, especially since
it was my first visit to Palestine. They spoke to me in
somewhat broken Arabic, which I refused to respond to in
Arabic and started speaking in English instead, prompting
them to bring an interpreter for English. Isn't it enough that
they occupied my land and my Jerusalem, and now they
want to occupy my language? I will speak to you in the
language of that despicable scoundrel, Balfour, who enabled
you through his ominous promise to take our blessed land...
but you will not take my language. Even the interpreter tried
to speak Arabic, but I did not utter a single word in that
language and told him if English is too hard for you, find a
Korean interpreter. He was angry, but I was not; I was very
happy because I had angered him, and he felt insulted. I
spent several hours until the evening when, without any

preamble, they gave me back my passport and told me to
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cross, so I crossed into Palestine. "Welcome," my friend
said, "you are late, but it's okay. What do you think about
going to 'our villa' in Jericho? It's very close, just five
minutes from here." I did not speak and just nodded in

agreement.

In a beautiful villa with a large swimming pool and splendid
fruit trees, I spent my first night in Jericho, a Jericho unlike
any I had seen before. I asked my friend to take me on a tour
around the city of Jericho, now overshadowed by Oslo's
authority. I saw a neglected village devoid of modernity,
hardly a city at all, filled with troops from the Oslo
Authority acting like a flock led by a wolf. After returning
to the villa, my friend insisted I change into my most
expensive and elegant clothes before he even told me why,

urging me not to ask questions and just follow his requests.

Within minutes, I was dressed in one of the suits I had
tailored in Korea, back when 1 first arrived and couldn’t
even afford food or transportation. After becoming wealthy,
I had my suits and shirts custom-made, even the undershirts

worn beneath and ties made of fine Chinese silk.
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We got into his car, worth at least half a million, and drove
for a few minutes before arriving at a very luxurious hotel.
At first, I couldn't believe such a hotel existed in Jericho,
which felt more like a village, but the hotel was grand and
opulent. As I had a foreign passport and my friend held a
Jerusalem ID, we entered the place as if we were

conquerors.

It only took a few minutes inside for me to realize I was in
the Jericho casino, a nightclub and a den of gambling and
corruption. I saw it with my own eyes—a casino in Jericho,
the pinnacle of corruption and decadence in the first city

controlled by the Palestinian Authority!

I thought to myself, "God is sufficient for me, and He is the
best guardian." I was grateful that the Palestinian writer
Mourid Barghouti, who wrote "I Saw Ramallah," had never
entered here, had never seen what I saw in this den. It wasn’t
just the gambling or the prostitutes, but the pimps—men
from Jibril Rajoub's Preventive Security Force, guarding the
casino and overseeing its security. Arafat, the hero among

heroes, had tasked Jibril Rajoub with forming this security
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apparatus, whose sole purpose was to protect the Zionists

from the resistance and the corrupt from the rebels.

My friend thought I wouldn't stay long there, but he was
mistaken. I didn’t spend the night gambling or engaging
with the prostitutes. Instead, I spent it questioning my friend
about what was happening here in the casino and what was

going on in Ramallah and Gaza.

Before dawn, we returned to the villa. I placed my bags in
the car, and we set out to pray at Al-Agsa in Jerusalem,
moving from the casino, a den of Authority corruption, to
occupied Jerusalem. As soon as I arrived there, my spirit
returned, and life pulsed anew in my body. I felt alive, truly
alive. In Jerusalem, my memory and love for Palestine
returned, as did my desire to fight and punish the occupiers.
There, my beloved daughter, there, my guardian angel, I felt
a desire to live. There is no way to describe Jerusalem; its
scent is beautiful. We passed by a bakery making Jerusalem
bagels, bought some, and ate as we walked through the
alleys of the city. After crossing its walls, I ate the bagels—

I was hungry since I had not eaten or even drunk water at

40



the casino. I refused to defile my body with their food and
water. But the Jerusalem bagels, by God, were the sweetest
and most wonderful thing I had ever eaten in my life.
Despite having dined in the finest restaurants in Korea and
Amman and despite my love for my mother's cooking, Isay:
nothing tops the bagels of Jerusalem, which remain sacred
and cannot be defiled, for it is Al-Agsa, blessed in and

around it.

That day, my daughter, was a Friday morning. I asked my
friend to let me spend my day in the city, and I told him that
we would return to his second home in one of the
neighborhoods of Jerusalem after prayer. I insisted, and he
agreed. I bid him farewell, hoping to meet him after prayer
at Bab al-Amud. I began to wander around the courtyards of
Jerusalem and then through its alleys, the Jerusalem I loved
and had long dreamed of praying in. I saw the settlers, the
occupiers, the Palestinian mothers, Jerusalem itself. Despite
all my anger at the occupiers, my rage was greater and more
profound towards the Authority, corruption, and

degradation.
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As I'walked through the holy city, verses of poetry began to
surround me like a flock of falcons, and I spoke the
following lines, not knowing whether it was poetry or
something else. I suppose the emotions had just become
words, nothing more or less; for you, my daughter, I am not
a poet, and I even confess to you that I do not fundamentally

like poetry. I said:

"In Jerusalem, there's no longer a place for waiting ... In
Jerusalem, no longer a human in the place,...In Jerusalem,
the fangs of tyranny are planted... In Jerusalem, the Zionists
and settlements are embedded ... In Jerusalem, stones no
longer hold value... In Jerusalem, the call to prayer is no
longer heard... In Jerusalem, the occupier has planted
sorrow... In Jerusalem, the olive trees have been severed...
In Jerusalem, the domes no longer gleam... In Jerusalem,
Silwan is no longer alive... In Jerusalem, darkness and
madness have been sown... In Jerusalem, the parched
thirst... In Jerusalem, there is no longer oil or olives... In
Jerusalem, the worshippers no longer lead prayers... In
Jerusalem, injustice reigns without law... In Jerusalem,

unjust judges have been appointed... In Jerusalem, no flour
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is ground... In Jerusalem, no grapes or pomegranates
remain... In Jerusalem, hatred has been planted, not
forgiveness... In Jerusalem, ignorance and tyranny have
been sown... In Jerusalem, there are no longer religions... In
Jerusalem, there are no longer worshippers... In Jerusalem,
phantom enemies have been planted... In Jerusalem, a wild
beast has been sown... In Jerusalem, white is no longer a
color... In Jerusalem, the sky no longer holds colors... In
Jerusalem, a sad heart has been planted... In Jerusalem, a
blind man without eyes has been sown... In Jerusalem, the
place no longer has form... In Jerusalem, the Quran is no
longer read... In Jerusalem, demons and spirits have been
planted... In Jerusalem, disbelief is acknowledged... In
Jerusalem, there are no longer Palestinians... In Jerusalem,
only the sons of Zion remain... In Jerusalem, the bodies of
the mujahideen have been sown... In Jerusalem, chains bind

the hands of the captives..."

I recited those verses, my beloved daughter, my guardian
angel, after praying in Jerusalem. I was allowed to pray at
Al-Agsa because I carried a foreign passport, while young

Palestinians were denied entry to pray. I uttered those words
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after witnessing the first martyr being prayed over—a
martyr who ascended to the heights at the hands of a settler
who had stabbed him in the streets of Jerusalem. They
prayed over him, and I prayed and exclaimed, saying,
"Allah is greatest, Allah is greatest." But then, someone said
a phrase that would become the focus of my life thereafter:
"Revenge, revenge, oh Al-Qassam Brigades, revenge,
revenge, oh Al-Qassam Brigades." I repeated it after him,

and so did everyone else there.

I was enraged and in love, I prayed and tasted love for the
first time, for I fell in love with Jerusalem and the Dome of
the Rock at first sight—indeed, I fell in love from the very

first Jerusalem bagel.

I was late to meet my friend, but he waited for me at Bab al-
Amud, one of Jerusalem's noble gates. He was worried
because of the incident of the martyrdom of the young man
from Jerusalem; he was worried about me, but I was worried
about Palestine. We went to his house located in one of the
suburbs of Jerusalem, ate, and then I asked him to let me

sleep since I had not slept since the night before. I slept until
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the evening, and that evening he took me to visit Bethlehem.
We toured around it and the Church of the Nativity where I
lit a candle at the altar; for me, the Nativity, like Jerusalem,
is revered equally. Afterward, we headed towards Hebron
and spent our night there at a friend's house. Throughout the
evening, I inquired about the conditions in Palestine and
Hebron, about the story of that settler who killed
worshippers at the sacred Ibrahimi Mosque. They told me
not just of the killer who massacred our martyrs in that
heinous crime but also of the resistance engineer Yahya
Ayyash, the Qassam engineer who retaliated and punished
the Zionists through his martyrdom operations and his
resistance to the occupying settlers. I loved Yahya Ayyash
as much as I loved Jerusalem; Ayyash, that Qassam
engineer, revived in me through their stories the spirit of

resistance and the drive to confront injustice and tyranny.

Early the next morning, we went to Ramallah, but I found it
asleep. I expected to see demonstrations against the
occupation because of the martyrdom of the young
engineer, but I saw only a flock of sheep from the security

apparatuses of Oslo, which prevent people from
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demonstrating against the occupation and supporting the

martyr.

Here, my beautiful daughter and guardian angel, I chided
the city of Ramallah, expressing my disappointment in its

current state:

"Ramallah, rise and wake up, I beseech you... and awaken
all those who loved you — Are you sad and do they mourn
for you? For the martyrs who bade you farewell... They
allied with the occupier and stabbed you in the back...

Ramallah, rise and wake up, I beseech you."

After wandering a bit in Ramallah, I felt suffocated by the
processions of Palestinian guards protecting the dignitaries
parading around the city, which had been plundered by
them. Isn’t it enough that it has been robbed by the Zionist
occupier? Isn’t what has befallen it enough, or does it need
the heroes of Oslo to enter and perform their heroics’ on it,

further deepening its wounds?

Then, I asked my friend to take me far away to the sea and

the occupied cities there—to Jaffa, Haifa, and to Lod and
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Nazareth. I visited these cities, which, though completely
occupied, were devoid of occupation forces because they
had become a given after the Palestinian negotiator
conceded them. That negotiator, who was never mandated
by anyone to decide on Palestine’s fate, negotiated, sold out,
and relinquished all those lands occupied before 1948,
focusing his demands merely on the West Bank, Gaza, and

a few streets adjacent to Jerusalem.

May Allah hold accountable everyone who sold a speck of
Palestinian soil—Palestine of Jerusalem and Al-Agsa,
Palestine of the liberator Omar Ibn Al-Khattab, Palestine of
the liberator Salahuddin. They sold it and got "VIP" identity
cards in exchange, they got security convoys, and filled their
pockets and bank accounts after cashing in on every drop of

blood shed on Palestinian soil.

Know, my guardian angel, that I have never loved Yasser
Arafat, and I never will. Isn’t he the one who supported the
tyrant Saddam Hussein? Isn’t he the one who brought us the
calamity of Black September in Jordan? Isn’t he the one

who had us expelled from Lebanon? Why did he return to

47



Palestine? To resume his course of destroying the
Palestinian people, the people of the stone-throwing

children and the intifada men?

In Nazareth, I visited the Church of the Annunciation and lit
a candle. My daughter, I've grown accustomed to visiting
historical sites, a habit I picked up during my studies of
Korean literature. I visited every temple, church, and
mosque in Korea. Therefore, I've developed a desire to
understand others, their cultures, traditions, and customs. At
the beach, as lunchtime approached and I ate grilled fish, the
scent of the fish mixed with the sea air inspired me to make
a vow that made my friend leap from his chair, pleading

with me to be silent.

I swore by Allah to liberate all of Palestine, to strip it from
the Zionists, and to purge it of the semblances of men from
Oslo. I repeated this, addressing the sea. My voice grew
louder with each repetition. However, my Jerusalemite
friend implored me to keep quiet. I didn't heed his requests
but instead repeated my vow louder and in Korean—the

language I learned during my studies and work in Korea—
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turning my words into what seemed like the melody of a
beautiful anthem: "All of Palestine, and nothing but all of it

in Palestine."

As the day ended and evening fell, the first of the Palestinian
coastal cities grew even more beautiful and radiant. I had
my dinner and asked my friend to take me to my village, to
Beit Rima where my father's house and my awaiting bride

were located.

On the way to the village, I was silent, deep in thought,
having decided that upon seeing the bride, I would say no,
a thousand times no; this bride was not for me at all. That

was my resolution, and that was my intent.

We arrived at the village after midnight. I thought I would
struggle to reach my father's house, but I found my father
waiting for me at the entrance of the village with some of
my cousins. They had been waiting for days, having learned
from the mother of my Jerusalemite friend who visited my
mother in Amman, that I had been in Palestine for several
days. My father feared I had been arrested by the occupation

forces at the border, as my Jerusalemite friend and I hadn’t
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contacted anyone for days. We had turned off our phones,
asking for peace during our journey through captive
Palestine. My father was both angry and relieved to see me

safe.

Despite my travels and visits to numerous countries
worldwide—across Asia to Korea, Hong Kong, Taiwan,
China, Japan, Malaysia, Indonesia, and Thailand, and to
most Arab states including the Gulf countries, Iraq, and
Syria—this was the only time my father ever worried about
me. He never feared for my safety in those countries, but

this time was different.

When I asked him why, he explained, "In those countries,
there are laws and governance, but here it's the law of the
jungle that rules, the law of the Zionists who break oaths
and promises. Here, it's the law of a corrupt authority that
thrives on bribery and collusion with the occupier. That’s
why I was worried about you, my son. I know you're grown
and strong, my precious boy, but they are unprincipled and
godless. Be careful, and God willing, you'll meet the bride
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