
Yvonne MacKenzie, who lives on Pender Island and  was

Early Childhood Department Head at the first BC

Canadian International School in Cairo for two years,

has many friends in Egypt. A woman friend of hers

emailed this account of what happened to her husband’s

friend on February 2.

S
oon after midday, the peaceful protesters in Tahrir

Square were surprised to discover a few thousand

armed pro-regime thugs were heading to the square

to attack the protesters. There are 11 routes to Tahrir

Square, and they were all soon to be battlegrounds! 

Within six to eight hours, the protesters had managed

to drive back the thugs from nine fronts in tremendous

rock-throwing medieval-style battles. The thugs were

overpowered and their territories were overtaken. Two

final battles were, however, still going on. 

The Kasr el Nile bridge battle is one that is definitely

worth mentioning. It started past 9pm and lasted no more

than one hour. Until that time, I had not personally

engaged in any battles and I played a minor role of

distributing water and rocks. As I witnessed the Kasr el

Nile battle, I got very enthusiastic. As the battle started,

the thugs had taken over the whole bridge and were just

several meters away from entering Tahrir Square. As the

protesters set barriers and barricades to defend their

territories from behind, the thugs kept on throwing rocks

and advancing. All of a sudden about a group of 30 very

brave men from the protesters’ side jumped over the

barriers with a good stock of rocks shouting loudly  ‘God is

Great’ and managed to grab three hostages and force back

a far greater crowd of thugs consisting of more than 700

people.  

The thugs were taken by surprise, the protesters were

so brave and fearless, backed by the strong faith of a just

cause, were reinforced by another 20-30 protesters,

including myself for the first time, to drive the thugs back.

Amazingly, there were forced back all the way and

eventually began to wit

The final and decisive battle was Mataf lasted all night.

It was the most vicious by far and it accounted for most of

the injuries to protesters. Although the thugs had taken

steroids to stand the horrors of the battle, the protesters

faith and very high morale made them very resilient. They

were clearly brave, fearless and willing to fight to the

death. Moreover, the very warm co-operation and the

roles played by the children and women were deeply

touching to the heart. One clear message was spreading

out throughout the protesters, ‘We have a just cause and

the thugs are bound to give in and vanish.’ It was clear that

they were very poor people who were paid by the pro-

Mubarak regime to storm Tahrir Square and cause

destruction as well as shedblood. More than fifty prisoners

were captured and locked up, including several police

officers and ruling party members.

Nobody could possibly miss the very crucial role played

by a man aged 57 from Suez by the name of Mostafa in the

Mataf battle. Mostafa was the leader of the battle and a

truly great strategist. He was a very charismatic figure with

tremendous experience in the field of battle. Apparently,

he served in the army for 8 years taking part in the 1973

war. He was accepted as a leader by most, set the rules,

and laid down the grounds for a successful battle. His

admirable work included the following:

1- He asked us to gather more than a million rocks and
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place them on the battle front, in case the thugs
advance and took ground, they would be much slowed
down. Moreover, there would be plenty of rocks to
throw onto the relentless enemy. The role of making
these rocks was given mainly to the women and elderly,
who reacted immediately by removing all the tiles and
marble and concrete from the square and breaking
them down into small rocks that could be carried and
thrown easily.

2- At the beginning of this battle, a few thousand
thugs were advancing from the Mataf route to the
square and deviously shouting ‘peaceful, peaceful.’ The
protesters were going to let them in, but Mostafa was
quick and wise to see their bad intentions of causing
chaos, shedding blood and aborting the peaceful
protest; so he called immediately for building barriers
and barricades behind which the protesters could hide,
protect one another and prepare for battle.

3- Mostafa also was quick to break the door-lock of a
building on the edge of the battle front, so the
protesters could use the roof for throwing Molotov
bottles on the 6th of October bridge, a prime territory of
the thugs, in order to ease the pressure on the
protesters. Also, girls were going up the roof all the time
to provide the protesters with Molotov bottles and
bigger rocks, as well as other basic supplies like water
and food.

4- Mostafa instructed us to capture two big military
trucks which were neglected by the army so we could
use them in our cause.

5- He also showed us the art of holding and
throwing rocks, and the ways to limit the chances of
getting a head injury. Those who did not follow his
ways were severely injured.

6- Mostafa was an amazing morale booster, he
promoted in everyone fearlessness, bravery, and the
absolute sureness of winning the battle. Everyone was
then positive that the protesters would win the battle.

7- He made very assuring calls on the rumours that
spread inside the square. For example, if someone
shouts ‘Come to so and so route quickly’, Mostafa
would immediately reassure us that this could not
possibly be, and it is highly amazing that Mostafa did
not fault in a single call! He also knew enemy fire from
military fire from far away, and he seemed to predict all
the thugs tactics a long way in advance which gave the
protesters time to prepare.

8- Mostafa had an iron bar, thick and quite short,
wrapped in a plastic bag in a  way that would never

draw attention so you can never tell what’s inside, and
he used this to beat the thugs horsemen on the legs to
overpower them, knock them down and confiscate the
horses. He did this very successfully.

9- He set a perfect plan to catch four snipers from
the bridge and take them as prisoners. He chose men
for this mission that looked and dressed similar to the
thugs. He was very careful not to pick the bearded men
or the very well-dressed. These men then went up the
bridge from a far side pretending to be a pro-Mubarak
demonstrators and then suddenly grabbed the snipers,
who had previously killed five of the protesters. This
was a great achievement as the protesters had no
firearms.

Mostafa was truly brave and was a main source of
the success achieved by the resisting protesters to drive
the thugs out and away. His tactics were admired and
everyone in the square on the day will never forget
Mostafa and what he did.

The sacrifice on this day was quite extraordinary.
We witnessed eight people killed and about two
thousand wounded and although there were no more
than 50,000 protesters, they all acted like heroes and
even women and children were willing to sacrifice their
lives for the freedom of the Egyptian people and the
taste of democracy. 

At 4am there was an incident that is quite worth
mentioning. One of the armed thugs on the bridge,
accidentally shot dead a military man causing another
military personal to go insane and shoot continuously
from his automatic rifle for at least 15 minutes before
his friends came along to calm him down. This incident
helped slightly in scaring off some crowds of thugs.
However, it appeared very clear that blood was the fuel
of the revolution.

By 7 am the faithful protesters managed to capture
the bridge from the thugs for the second time and
eventually the thugs withdrew in front of the very brave
and fearless heroes. 

At 7:30am, I began to realize how exhausted I was,
having not slept for a minute during the night nor
eaten, so I decided to go home, rest, eat, and shower
and then return to the square. I had a long walk to the
car which was parked in Ramsis and I was very
cautious as I went along. After one minute of driving
the car, I was stopped at a checkpoint  (apparently all
checkpoints around the square had a contract with the
police force to bring in all those walking in or out of
Tahrir Square). They were suspicious that I had come
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from Tahrir Square so when I confirmed, they raised
their weapons at my face, took my ID, started using
very foul and offensive language as well as making false
statements such as swearing to God that they saw me
yesterday with many other protesters slaughtering
some of their dear brothers in front of Ain Shams
university; a place I hadn’t visited in a long while. 

They then took my car key and parked my car on the
side of the street while waiting to catch a few others
walking out of the square on foot. They managed to
catch three others and took us all to the nearest police
station. 

My mobile was very low on battery and I was
extremely lucky to make one last call before the battery
was dead. The call was to my wife informing her where
I was taken, and those last seconds of a dying phone
have possibly saved my life. 

On our way to the police station, we were terrorized
by our pro-regime captors, who repeatedly making
statements that those who lost their brothers in front of
the police station are waiting to slaughter every traitor
in Tahrir Square. 

As we arrived at the police station, we were
immediately rounded up by a crowd of thugs who
rushed to brutally beat us with continuous and random
kicks, punches and slaps. 

The police officers then came out to take us in as if
they had saved our lives from the blood-hungry thugs
that carried all kinds of weapons. As we entered the
police station, all our mobiles were immediately
confiscated and we were physically checked. Then we
were blindfolded, had our hands tied up with ropes
behind our backs and our feet tied. They made sure the
tying was very tight to cause numbness and inflict on us
the highest level of pain possible. 

Within a couple of hours, we had reached forty
people according to the police count, including a few
foreigners such as a Tunisian, an Indian, an Iranian
and a Syrian and they were all framed to be directly
influencing and recruiting Egyptians in their cause of a
major turmoil. 

Then we were brutally humiliated: slapped, kicked,
spat at, sworn at with the most offensive language ever,
while those who had beards were called by a girl’s name
and constantly hit hard on the head with shoes,
apparently; they were wickedly wounded. The bearded
men were very calm although they were humiliated the
most and they regularly said ‘Ethbato fi al Ebtila2.’ 

There was an army doctor driving a BMW, who on
his way to Tahrir Square to provide medical supplies
for the injured, had been caught and framed as ‘helping
the criminals, traitors and murderers of Tahrir Square
and thereby should be put to death.’ Whenever any of
us screamed with pain, moved a head, talked of
innocence or anything, we were severly punished,
humiliated, sworn at and beaten.         

As the officers talked together, it was very easy to
realize that the army, the police force, the pro-regime
thugs and the people who made the checkpoints all co-
operated together to deter, terrorize, intimidate and
lock-up all those who walk in or out of Tahrir Square. It
was also stated that the pro-regime people at the
checkpoints were rewarded £50 Egyptian for every
person they brought in. We were also framed as
members of ‘Hezb Allah, Hamas and other foreign
political parties’ and if we denied it we were over and
over brutally beaten.

However, it was very remarkable that all ordinary
people tried hard to deny their presence in Tahrir
Square, including myself, while those men with beards
were so strong to confirm their  presence in the square
for a just cause. The bearded men were later taken to
another room and tortured in ways that were not
visible to us. Also a girl who was present in Tahrir
Square was taken and tortured—and God knows what
else. 

It became pretty clear that the police force in Egypt
was no longer part of the Egyptian government, but
rather, the arm of the Mubarak-regime.

After very dreadful six hours at the police station, I
was very fortunate to end my time in hell. Through
various police connections of the corrupt and wicked
system, I was released and received major apologies
from the various officers who had abused me terribly.
They said, ‘we are very sorry but we were just doing our
duties, please forgive us.’ The dark sarcasm and the
wicked irony totally stunned me. However, they never
gave back my mobile nor my ID, claiming that they
could not find them. 

Although I was in agony from the beating, the
swearing and the ropes that were tying me, it brought
me a greater and bitter pain to escape hell and leave
behind those brave men to suffer and get tortured and
intimidated at the hands of the ruthless  inhuman and
barbaric regime. 0
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