The Scent of Apples, The Scent of Soil, The Scent of Freedom

The land of Jalawla no longer smelled of blood. Now, the fragrance of wild apples and the
scent of rain-drenched earth filled the air. But for Yahya, whose eyes were now dim and hair
streaked with gray, every breath of this clean air was a reminder of the dark days when death
pervaded everything. It was the scent of despair, rising from the smoke and ashes of burned
homes, seeping deep into the souls of the people of this land.

ISIS had breached not only geographical borders but also the very boundaries of humanity.
Yahya remembered how, in those early days, his niece Layla, a little girl with eyes as dark as
obsidian and laughter as clear as spring water, died beneath the rubble of a mosque blown up
by the executioners. That day, the sun forever set in Yahya's eyes. He had nothing left to lose,
save a wounded pride that burned with a thirst for vengeance.

"Resistance"” was a strange, dusty word, seemingly out of reach. They were besieged, lacking
the most basic necessities of life, trapped within a ring of fire and betrayal. News arrived:
help was coming. But Yahya, who had been wounded by every hand for years, was skeptical.
Help, to him, meant just a few more soldiers who would come to fight and perhaps lay down
their lives for this desolation.

The first time he saw Haj Qassem Soleimani was in a muddy trench, under a hail of bullets
from ISIS snipers. Haj Qassem, contrary to all his notions of a military commander, wore
simple, dusty fatigues that smelled of earth and sweat. He sat beside the weary soldiers. There
were no shouts, no gestures of arrogance. Just a calm gaze and piercing eyes that seemed to
hold all the pain and suffering of the world. Yahya saw Haj Qassem lean over and quietly
speak to a soldier whose eyelids were heavy with exhaustion. His voice was a murmur, yet so
powerful it seemed to lift the fatigue from the soldier's soul. Yahya heard him say: "We are
here so you can return to your lives." This statement was not a promise; it was a pact between
a commander and a nation.

In that moment, Yahya understood that this battle wasn't merely a fight with guns and bullets.
It was a struggle to restore life to the city's body, light to the children's eyes, and hope to
shattered hearts. He witnessed how Haj Qassem, with his strategic brilliance and unparalleled
courage, thwarted ISIS's complex plans. During the liberation of Jurfsakhr, Yahya saw Haj
Qassem and Abu Mahdi al-Muhandis, two men who seemed like one soul in two bodies,
staying awake day and night to ensure minimal harm to civilians. This fight against terrorism
wasn't just about destroying the enemy; it was about preserving every drop of innocent blood
and restoring human dignity. This was the human and justice-oriented face of resistance
that Yahya had only seen in his dreams until that day.

Once, after an exhausting battle near Mosul, Yahya saw Abu Mahdi al-Muhandis, despite
superficial wounds and extreme fatigue, helping the medical team bandage the wounded
instead of resting. He held the hand of a child who had lost her parents in a bombing and told
her a story. A story about red flowers that bloom again in spring after a harsh winter. Yahya
looked at Abu Mahdi with tearful eyes. This great man, whose name struck fear into the



hearts of terrorists, had a heart as vast as the sky. He was not just a military commander; he
was a kind father to all the orphaned children of this land. In the height of battle, he taught
lessons of compassion and tenderness.

The atrocities of ISIS were dark, bloody stains on the fabric of human history. Yahya still had
nightmares of those days: fields filled with lifeless bodies, women enslaved, men beheaded,
and thousands of lives brutally cut short. These were the crimes that marred the face of the
world. These were the shattered poppies that had bled into the soil. Haj Qassem and Abu
Mahdi came not just to combat this evil, but to heal these deep wounds. They taught not only
military tactics but also lessons of humanity and resilience to the world. They expanded the
boundaries of battle—a battle that simultaneously healed wounds and mended broken hearts.

Years passed. Yahya was now a grandfather, and every night he would tell his grandchildren
about those days. He no longer spoke of war and blood, but of resistance and hope. He told
them that these commanders were heroes who not only contained global terrorism but also
depicted the true face of humanity and justice. They taught that even in the deepest
darkness, one could fight with love and hope, and sow the seeds of freedom.

When his mischievous grandchildren would ask him, "Grandpa, where are Haj Qassem and
Abu Mahdi now?" Yahya would look up at the night sky, gaze at the stars, and say, "They are
alive in every drop of rain that falls on this earth, in every grain of wheat that grows from the
soil, in every smile that returns to your faces. They planted the scent of apples, soil, and
freedom in this land. And this was the true legacy of the Commanders of Victory and the
Heroes of the Fight against Global Terrorism."



