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  Foreword


Hi. Terry Hayman here. 
Just wanted to tell you this novella is a prequel to the Jackson Traine series. It's certainly readable as a standalone story, but for maximum impact, the best time to read it is right after SCATTER: Jackson Traine Book Two. So let's call it Book 2.5 in the series so you can shelve it properly if you're a collector or completist. 
And with that, brace yourself for a dive into one of America's less-than-shining moments of history, its documented cruelties captured through my author's imperfect translation and played out by the imagined (though very  real to me) characters of my Jackson Traine universe.
Welcome to Iraq in 2003…







  
  1
October 22, 2003


SALIM

My name is Salim Noor al-Rashid. 
I write this story in my head to hold on to what is real and what is not. 
In English, because my shame will not let me use the language of my parents.
So…here are my words, spoken in my head, written on an imagined page of paper there to help me capture one fixed set of sensations and events before they shift and change into something else.
Praise Allah!
First, I am 24 years old, unmarried, and strange from birth. I have always been distracted from the ordinary course of life by random sights, smells, sounds, tastes, or feelings that catch my attention so completely I am lost. During Salah, my prayers sometimes sweep me into ecstasy.
When my mother saw this, she prayed I would become an imam. I think she hoped it would help connect me to others, and I would not be so alone.
Instead, shortly after she followed my father to Paradise two years ago, I became a teacher. It made me immensely happy. I understood the innocence of young children, and they understood me. 
I also decided this year that I would perform Haji, my pilgrimage to the holy city of Mecca, in July. And when I returned, I would ask the parents of my second cousin, Nazya, if she and I could marry. 
Yes, I knew Nazya’s father, Hafiz, did not approve of my love of American culture (Back Street Boys!!!), nor my lack of family, my times of distraction. But he softened when I joined the Arab Socialist Ba’ath Party under Saddam Hussein to keep my job. It showed I was responsible. Soon I could also say I had embraced all five pillars of Islam—the profession of faith, daily prayers, almsgiving, fasting during Ramadan, and Haji. Hafiz would then most certainly agree to my and Nazya’s marriage contract.
These were good plans.
Then the Americans invaded.
Their missiles hit Baghdad before dawn on Friday, March 20th. They shattered buildings and turned the air to fire and smoke around my apartment building, the heat and fumes so intense that I almost swooned, feeling part of them. When I came to myself, I decided they were a sign from Allah that I could not wait for the summer to secure Nazya’s hand. I needed to act.
Because there was no school on Fridays and Saturdays, I spent the morning cleaning the dust from my apartment, then dressed in my best clothes and set out to meet with Nazya’s father. 
When I arrived at their house, however, they had gone. Fled from the city like many others. None of their neighbors knew where they had planned to go.
Perhaps I should have left Baghdad then, chosen a direction, and battled through roadblocks, hunger, and the attacks of others until I found Nazya.
However, I am not so daring. I take in the world; I do not shape it.
For this reason, I stayed in Baghdad and continued to teach my students as the Americans bombed, then invaded the city. They destroyed many buildings. We lost our electricity and clean water. But they also helped my conflicted people pull down the big metal statue of Saddam in Firdos Square. Many Iraqis cheered. Saddam had been ruthless. The Iraqis who cheered believed America had so much wealth they would surely share it with us.
This did not happen. At least, not immediately. So my countrymen went crazy with violence. They destroyed government property, killing and looting. They raided armories and distributed weapons and ammunition to insurgent forces. Saddam’s old military turned on the Coalition Provisional Authority that the Americans had tried to set up. 
Saddam’s rule had been brutal but orderly. This was chaos.
By October, shelling and car bombs from insurgents happened every day, the weather grew cold at night, and the Coalition Provisional Authority decided to clean all signs of Saddam’s Ba’ath government from Iraq. Since I had become Ba’ath to continue teaching, they fired me.
I now had no money, no electricity, no heat, no students, no friends. But as I walked home in a daze, an old acquaintance stopped me to say he had been traveling up north and seen Nazyah and her family in Aldor. 
My heart leaped. Praise Allah!
That evening, with a boldness that made me want to call from a minaret like a muezzin, I pulled out of hiding the one thing of value my father had left me—an old Qur’an which he claimed dated back to the Abbasid era. True or not, the book was very old, and I thought its sale might give me enough money to leave Baghdad and find Nazyah.
I stuffed it into my knapsack and rode my bicycle to a heavily bombed neighborhood of southern Baghdad where there was a trader in rare books. I hid my bicycle in an alleyway and ran from one half-destroyed building to another, avoiding places of conflict where American soldiers patrolled in armored vehicles. I was brave! I was a man of conviction!
Until two American soldiers on foot grabbed me.
“Hey! Stop!”
They threw me down on the rubble, and one pinned me there, shoving me over and over against the chunks of broken stones to make me stop screaming while the other searched my backpack. The searcher pulled out my father’s gift, saw the age of it, and looked at me with an angry sneer.
“Fucking thief! Terrorist!”
Before I could summon the words to explain, they placed a black hood over my head, bound my wrists behind me, and threw me into a moving vehicle that was louder than any I had ever traveled in. I jolted about until rough hands pulled me up to a seat between others, both men and women, whom I could hear wailing, sniffing, and vomiting. I lost myself in their sorrow.
Until we finally arrived here. 
Jahannam, our private hell.
Abu Ghraib prison.
Real.
…
I have been here for two weeks now, I think, in what they call the “Hard Site.” This part of the prison is a two-story building of small concrete rooms which have steel bar doors on one side. On my floor, the doors opposite have no bars, just flat steel doors. Total isolation. I hear moans and cries to Allah but see no one except when guards enter to drag me out. The air is thick and stinks always of sweat and garbage, feces and urine. Wild dogs sometimes roam the halls, passing the cells holding “high security” prisoners, those of us supposedly tried and found guilty of terrible crimes.
There are tales that Saddam kept his political prisoners here, hanging scores of them each day.
Now the Americans run it and do even worse.
They torture us daily for information we do not possess. On the advice of other prisoners, I do not let them know I speak English. It makes no difference. They beat us. They shave our beards. They make us go naked and do sexual things while their women watch. They put us in positions of so much pain we pass out. They take our sleep, take our breath, shackle and drag us, make us crawl in our own—
No!
They try to take everything from us, including Alhamdulillah and the magnification of Allah.
I must not let them go. Yet…for someone who has always had trouble focusing, how can I possibly hold on to anything? 
It is why, as I now lie naked on the filthy, wet floor of my cell, I continue this story in my head. Words spoken and written, recalling sights, sounds, feelings, facts. I make a dua to Allah that I may remember them all for what they are.
This.
That.
Myself.
Yet I fear that even as I do this, it may not be enough. For I fear I am becoming غير لاصق. In English—Uh-rayrah-lah´ssuh-quin. 
Unglued.
No!
Review!
Yes.
My name is Salim Noor al-Rashid…
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Okay, this is Day One. Yep! Journaling time, Gordo. 
Gotta start with the crazy-shit way this world turns. Take my career. Four months ago, I was an Army MP on my second tour of Iraq, studying Arabic and bucking for a promotion, when I got diagnosed with Crohn’s disease. The Army kicked me out—stupid regs!—but I got hired on with Comsee International a couple weeks later.  Now I’m back in Iraq in one of the sites most targeted by enemy fire and IEDs.
Abu Ghraib prison. Jesus.
And I’m here as a frigging interrogator. 
Because of my language skills, obviously. Also, I have experience in the region, so I know enough not to get myself blown up on an IED by casually ripping out along any of the roads around this place.
Not that I plan to go out much. They’ve given us cells—yeah, literally concrete block rooms. They got solid doors, and are in a different building from the prisoners in the Hard Site, Tier 1A and Tier 1B, but still. In our rooms/cells, I guess we’re going to sleep, read, journal, masturbate, what have you. The CIA guys we flew in with are in a different block, but I doubt their accommodations are much better. Everything here is crumbling cinderblock or crumbling brick and mortar. Places that were painted, like all those halls with gaudy pictures of Saddam-fucking-Hussein, are chipped and painted or defaced. Our troops are repainting some areas, but it’s definitely like trying to cover mold. The rot’s still there. Inevitably seeps out.
I’ve been meeting soldiers and intelligence people nonstop since I came in, but the one I want to mention is a head shrink who came in with the CIA guys. Name’s Dr. Uwe Bent. That’s pronounced Oo-vuh, and he’s a bona fide psychiatrist. Originally from Switzerland, I think.
He flew in on the same Hercules I did. And I don’t want to sound gay, but the doc’s really striking. Tall, long neck, high forehead. A touch of gray in the temples, though he looks like he’s not even 40. He’s also got these amazing, sparkling blue eyes. 
I couldn’t help staring at him during our take-off and finally got his name and background from the Comsee commander strapped in beside me on the line of web seats that lined each side of the hold. I changed webbed seats once we’d reached altitude and plopped down beside Bent, strapping in just as the plane started to rock and roll through a patch of turbulence, the props roaring even louder than usual. 
I asked Bent, almost shouting, why he was coming all the way out to Abu Ghraib.
“Why do you think?” he called back.
“Because you’re a good interrogator?”
He seemed to think that was funny. “Perhaps. But I believe that’s why the government hired you people, isn’t it? What is your name?”
“Gordon Trench, sir.”
“Ditch digger in a former life?”
“Not that I know of, sir.”
“It would explain your need to come out here in this one. Do you have a degree in psychology, Gordon?”
“No. I was Military Police.”
“Ah. A young man’s game.”
“I guess.”
“You’re sorry you left it. Heart condition? No. Schizophrenia? No. Bowel problems? Ah. Better than discovering you’d developed Lyme disease or epilepsy, I suppose.”
The fact he’d read me so fast pissed me off, but I laughed. “Ha. You’re good. But if you’re not here to help with interrogating the prisoners…”
“I’m here to study. Observe. Make…suggestions.”
The way he said it made me shiver and stop asking questions. Everything else had been relaxed and professional, if a bit pompous. But that last thing? It made me feel like a mouse in a maze, with Dr. Bent fascinated to





OEBPS/cover.jpeg
Among the documented horrors of Abu Ghraib Prison, one mystery remains CLASSIFIED...
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