
IN THE UNITED STATES DISTRICT COURT 
FOR THE EASTERN DISTRICT OF VIRGINIA 

Alexandria Division 
 
 

Khaled El-Masri,     ) 
      ) 

    Plaintiff,   ) 
      ) Civil Action No.  
v.      ) 1:05cv1417-TSE-TRJ 
      ) 
George Tenet, et al.,    ) 
       ) 
  Defendants.   ) 

DECLARATION OF KHALED EL-MASRI IN SUPPORT OF 
PLAINTIFF’S OPPOSITION TO THE UNITED STATES’ MOTION TO 
DISMISS OR, IN THE ALTERNATIVE, FOR SUMMARY JUDGMENT 

 
I, Khaled El-Masri, of Senden, Germany under penalty of perjury under the laws of the 

United States of America, declare as follows, pursuant to 28 U.S.C. § 1746:  

1. I was born in Kuwait on June 29, 1963.  Both of my parents are Lebanese.  I fled 

Lebanon in 1985 during the civil war and sought asylum in Germany.  Before my 

asylum application was processed I married my first wife, a German citizen.  We 

lived together for ten years, and were married for seven.  

2. In 1995, I renounced my Lebanese citizenship, acquired by virtue of the 

nationality of my parents, and took up German citizenship.  After my first 

marriage ended in divorce, I re-married in 1996.  My second wife is Lebanese.  

Together we have four young children, ages three, five, seven, and eight years 

old, and a baby of 7 months. 

3. I trained as a carpenter when I first came to Germany.  I then began working as a 

truck driver and subsequently as a car salesman.  Around late 2003 and early 

2004, I was made redundant from the car dealership.  Since then I have been 
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continuously unemployed and dependent on unemployment assistance. 

4. In the last few months of 2003, my wife and I had been experiencing marital 

problems.  These problems were made worse by our living conditions.  At this 

point I was unemployed and was living together with my wife and four young 

children in a one-room apartment.  By December of that year, things had gotten so 

bad that I felt I just had to leave home for a while to get my head together.  

5. I decided to travel to Macedonia.  ADAC (a German automobile club, similar to 

AAA in the United States, I understand) informed me that the cost of living there 

was inexpensive and that hotel rooms were easy and cheap to come by.  I made 

some initial inquiries with a bus company in Ulm that runs direct connections 

between Ulm and Skopje, Macedonia.   

6. On December 30, 2003, I purchased a round-trip bus ticket from Ulm to Skopje.  

When I purchased the ticket I had no set plans as to how long I was going to stay 

there, but I planned on remaining for at least a week before returning home again.  

7. The bus left Ulm as scheduled on December 30.  We traveled without incident 

through Germany, Austria, Slovenia, Croatia, and Serbia.  

8. Around 3 p.m. on December 31, 2003, the bus arrived at the border between 

Serbia and Macedonia.  As with all other border crossings we made during the 

trip, at the check point the bus driver collected all the passengers’ passports, mine 

included, to take to the border police for examination.  After our papers were 

checked, everyone, except me, had their passport returned to them.  The bus 

driver approached me and asked me to get off the bus and meet with the border 

official.  The official asked me a few routine questions.  First, he asked where 
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exactly I was going to stay in Macedonia.  I replied that I intended to find a hotel 

once I arrived, and that I had no specific one in mind.  He then asked me about the 

purpose of my stay in Macedonia.  I said I was on a tourist trip and had planned to 

stay for about a week.  He told me that as soon as I arrived in Skopje, I should go 

and see the local police.  As I did not speak any Macedonian, a fellow traveler 

translated for me and for the border official.  The translator was tall, slim, and 

appeared to me to me in his mid to late forties.  After these few questions the 

official instructed me to return to the bus.  The bus driver stayed with him for a 

brief moment before returning to the bus.  

9. The bus then drove on towards Skopje.  After about 3 kilometers or so, I asked the 

bus driver if he could return my passport.  He told me that he didn’t have it and 

that he thought it must still be with the border officials.  The driver turned the bus 

around and drove back to the border, where I got down off the bus and asked the 

border official for my passport.  The official said that there was a problem with 

my passport, and resolving it might take some time.  He suggested that I remain 

behind and let the bus continue on.  He said that after we had resolved the 

passport issue, he would drop me off at a hotel in Skopje.  The bus drove on 

without me.  I had to then hang around waiting until about 6 p.m.  

10. At this time I was taken to a narrow room, about eight meters from the border 

station.  The room had a door and a big glass window facing the street where cars 

drove by.  In the room there was a table, a desk, and a chair.  I sat down on the 

chair with my back to the glass window.  The official did not allow me to turn 

around.  He also told me to put every item I carried with me on the table.  
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Afterwards he searched everything thoroughly.  Once he had completed the 

search, a young man appeared.  He was about 1.75 m tall and looked to be in his 

early 30s.   

11. After an hour-long interrogation, another man turned up.  He was a little bigger 

and also appeared to be around 30 years old.  He started a second interrogation, 

mentioning Islamic organizations and groups and asking whether I knew any of 

them.  I said that I had heard of most of them.  He then asked if I had anything to 

do with any of them.  I replied that I had no involvement or even contact with any 

of them.  He continued to question me about Ulm, asking me if there were any 

mosques in the area near where I lived, how many people attended their services, 

what nationalities they were, and if I had ever invited someone to Islamic 

activities at the Mosque or if someone had ever invited me to them.  I answered 

no to all these questions.  I was asked if there were any other activities in mosques 

apart from Friday services, and if I knew of any non-Muslims that had converted 

to Islam.  He offered me alcohol, presumably to test whether I drank alcohol.  I 

declined.  He asked me if I prayed or fasted.  I replied, “sometimes.”  

12. The interrogation ended around 10 p.m.  By this stage, some of the officers had 

gotten drunk; in less than 2 hours, the New Year would begin. 

13. I was eventually taken out of the office and led on to the road leading towards 

Serbia.  I saw three vehicles there, all without license plates.  Two of them were 

VW Golfs: one red, one black.  The third car was also black but I cannot 

remember the make.  It was very dark and the fog was thick.  The streets and the 

border station were deserted.  My escorts were all dressed in plain clothes and 
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were armed with guns.  On our way, we saw a police barricade.  We were allowed 

to pass quickly through it without stopping when my escort turned on a blue 

signal light.  

14. In Skopje I was taken to a hotel.  I subsequently discovered the name of the hotel: 

The Skopski Merak.  The hotel has a website: http://www.skopskimerak.com.mk/, 

which I have looked at.  

15. My escorts quickly walked me inside the hotel, and over to the elevator, situated a 

few meters away on the left side of the entrance.  The elevator was very small.  It 

could fit only two people at a time.  One of my escorts and I took the elevator.  

The rest of the men took the stairs.  

16. The hotel building had four or five floors.  We exited on the top floor and walked 

into the room located opposite the elevator.  Immediately on the left side of the 

entrance to the room was the bathroom.  It had a window, approximately eighty 

by forty cm, and a Jacuzzi.  Between the sink and the Jacuzzi was the toilet.  On 

the right side of the room was a double bed next to a large window with a view 

toward the inside of the hotel.  Opposite the entrance there was a large table with 

a computer and an internet connection.  To the left of it was a television mounted 

to the ceiling.  There was a second window with a view onto the slightly damaged 

chimney of a tall building.  Behind this building was another building and to the 

left, there was a view of a mountain with a cross visible on its summit.  This 

window was always locked and covered by heavy blue curtains; between this 

window and the bed stood a small table with four chairs.  

17. From the hotel website photographs, I can identify the actual room where I was 
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held.  From another, I even recognize one of the waiters who served me food 

during my detention there. 

18. After entering the hotel room, three of my escorts remained with me.  They 

locked the door.  I asked them why they didn’t leave.  They said that they were 

going to be staying with me even when I was sleeping.  I thought they just wanted 

to accompany me to my hotel and then leave me there as they said they would 

when I was detained at the border.  I asked them if I was under arrest and they 

said that I wasn’t, asking me if I saw any handcuffs on my wrists.  They carried 

out another search of all my belongings.  After this, three of them began 

interrogating me again.  These interrogations were conducted in English despite 

the fact that I have only a very basic grasp of the language.  The three men asked 

many questions all at once, speaking at me and firing questions from all sides of 

the room.  The interrogation lasted until at least 3 a.m. the next morning.  

19. The men conducted similar such interrogations for the next three days.  They 

observed my every move at all times.  Even when I went to the toilet they asked 

me to leave the door open, although it was located in the same room where I was 

staying. When I was exhausted and tired of answering their questions and after 

having been locked in this hotel room all this time, I demanded a translator, as I 

hardly spoke any English.  Then I asked to call the German Embassy, a lawyer, 

and my family.  All my requests were refused.  At one point I became so angry 

that I demanded to be released and attempted to leave the room by force.  During 

this particular incident, we all raised our voices, each of us speaking in our own 

language.  Communication was clearly impossible.  One of the men pulled out his 
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firearm and held it level with my head; the other two placed their hands on their 

holsters in a threatening manner.  

20. The watch was divided between nine men; they changed shift every six hours.  On 

the fifth day, a man with a bag appeared. He had sheets of paper and finger-print 

ink.  He also had a camera and took a few photographs of me: right profile, left 

profile, and then frontal. 

21. After about seven days, another official turned up.  He appeared to be of a much 

higher rank than any of my guards.  He looked to be around fifty-five years old.  

He had a large build and brought an assistant with him.  He was very respectful. 

He asked me about my condition and how the food was.  He told me that I could 

order food from any restaurant if I didn’t like the food that was being served.  He 

also asked if the guards had treated me well.  I thanked him and said that so far I 

was fine.  He then told me that he wanted to and could end my current situation, 

and that he had a deal to offer me.  I asked him what kind of a deal.  He replied 

that if I admitted that I belonged to the Al-Qaeda organization they would send 

me back to Germany with a police escort.  I refused and he subsequently left. 

22. Two or three days later, his assistant showed up again and presented me with a list 

of allegations.  He told me that he was certain that these allegations were true.  He 

added that based on these allegations the case against me was no longer within 

their control, and that it had been referred to the Macedonian president.  He said 

that the president had made a decision regarding my continued detention.  

23. I was surprised by this turn of events and asked again to meet with the German 

ambassador or any other German authority.  He told me that the German 
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government did not want anything to do with me, and that I was wanted by them 

as well.  One of the specific allegations against me was that my passport did not 

belong to me, and that I was wanted by both the Egyptian and German 

governments because I had been seen in Jalalabad, Afghanistan.  After presenting 

me with these allegations, he left. 

24. On the thirteenth day after my seizure, I began a hunger strike to protest my 

situation.  A week later, I was told they would soon send me to the airport to fly 

me back to Germany.  I did not eat again for the remaining ten days of detention 

in Macedonia. 

25. At around 8 p.m. on the twenty-third day of my captivity, January 23, 2004, a 

video recoding was taken of me.  I was instructed to state my full name, that I had 

been treated well, and that I would shortly be flown back to Germany.  I was then 

accompanied out of the hotel.  Once outside, two men approached me.  They 

grabbed hold of my arms and a third man then handcuffed and blindfolded me.  

26. Before being blindfolded, I saw a white minivan, and in front of it, a black jeep.  I 

also saw many people in plain clothes waiting around.  I was placed in the jeep 

and it drove off.  By the manner in which it was being driven, I think that it was 

following another car.  

27. After about half an hour, the vehicle came to a halt.  I was taken out of the vehicle 

and made to sit down on a chair, where I sat for about another one and a half 

hours.  At this point, I heard the voice of the assistant who had come to see me 

with the high-ranking official.  I was told that I would soon be taken into a room 

for a medical examination before being returned to Germany. 
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28. As I was led into this room, I felt two people violently grab my arms, one from 

the right side and the other from the left.  They bent both my arms backwards.  

This violent motion caused me a lot of pain.  I was beaten severely from all sides.  

I then felt someone else grab my head with both hands so I was unable to move.  

Others sliced my clothes off.  I was left in my underwear.  Even this they 

attempted to take off.  I tried to resist at first, shouting out loudly for them to stop, 

but my efforts were in vain.  The pain from the beatings was severe.  I was 

terrified and utterly humiliated.  My assailants continued to beat me, and finally 

they stripped me completely naked and threw me to the ground.  My assailants 

pulled my arms back and I felt a boot in the small of my back.  I then felt a stick 

or some other hard object being forced in my anus.  I realized I was being 

sodomized.  Of all the acts these men perpetrated against me, this was the most 

degrading and shameful.  I was then pulled to my feet and pushed into the corner 

of a room.  My feet were tied together, and then, for the first time since the hotel, 

they took off my blindfold.  As soon as it was removed, a very bright flashlight 

went off and I was temporarily blinded.  I believe from the sounds that they had 

taken photographs of me throughout.   

29. When I regained my vision, I saw seven to eight men standing around me, all 

dressed in black, with hoods and black gloves.  

30. I was dressed in a diaper, over which they fitted a dark blue sports suit with short 

sleeves and legs.  I was once again blindfolded, my ears were plugged with 

cotton, and headphones were placed over my ears.  A bag was placed over my 

head and a belt around my waist.  My hands were chained to the belt.  They put 
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something hard over my nose.  Because of the bag, breathing was getting harder 

and harder for me.  I struggled for breath and began to panic.  I pictured myself 

like the images I had seen in the media of the Muslims that were brought to 

Guantánamo.  

31. They bent me over, forcing my head down, and then hurried with me to a waiting 

car and then on to a waiting aircraft.  They walked so fast that the pain at my 

joints was getting worse, as the iron of my shackles chaffed against my ankles.  

When I tried to slow down they almost dislocated my shoulder.  In the airplane, I 

was thrown down onto the floor and my arms and legs were spread-eagled and 

secured to the sides of the plane.  

32. During the flight I received two injections, one in the left arm and one in the right 

arm, at different times.  They put something over my nose.  I think it was some 

kind of anesthesia.  It felt like the trip took about four hours, but I don’t really 

remember.  However, it appeared to be a much longer trip than one to Germany. 

33. I was mostly unconscious for the duration.  I think the plane touched down once 

and took off again.  When the plane landed for the final time I was fully 

conscious, although still a little light-headed.  I was taken outside the aircraft.  I 

could feel dry, warm air and knew immediately that the place where the plane had 

landed couldn’t possibly be Europe. 

34. I later learned that aviation documents show that a Boeing business jet owned and 

operated by some of the defendants in this case, then registered by the FAA as 

N313P, took off from Palma, Majorca, Spain on January 23, 2004, and landed at 

the Skopje airport at 8:51 p.m. that evening.  The jet left Skopje more than three 



 11

hours later, flying to Baghdad and then on to Kabul, the Afghan capital.  I believe 

I was on that plane. Attached hereto as Exhibit A are true and correct copies of 

the aircraft logs for January 23, 2004.  

35. After being removed from the aircraft, I was thrown down into what felt like the 

trunk of a vehicle.  The vehicle drove for about ten minutes.  I was then dragged 

out of the trunk and down a flight of stairs.  My arms were raised high behind my 

back.  I was marched so quickly that at times my feet hardly touched the ground.  

They pushed and shoved me against the walls of the building.  Finally I was 

thrown to the ground.  They beat me and kicked my head.  Someone stepped on 

my head and neck with his feet, then removed my chains and my blindfold.  I 

heard them leave and the door being pulled hard and locked behind them.  

36. After adjusting my eyes to the light, I could see that I was lying in a small, filthy, 

concrete cell.  The walls were covered in crude Arabic, Urdu, and Farsi writing.  

In place of a bed there was one dirty, military-style blanket and some old, torn 

clothes bundled into a thin pillow.  It was cold and dark.  Through a small 

opening near the roof of the cell I could see the red, setting sun.  It was only then 

that I realized that I had been traveling for some 24 hours.  

37. Through a small grille on the metal door of the cell I could see a man dressed in 

Afghan clothes standing in front of the cell.  I was very thirsty at this point and 

called out to the man for some water.  The man pointed to a small bottle in the 

corner of my cell.  It was a very old plastic bottle, dirty outside as well as in.  The 

color of the water was greenish-brown.  It stank.  I could smell the water from the 

other side of the cell.  After I held the bottle, the smell stayed on my hands for 
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quite some time.  I was extremely thirsty but when I tried to drink the water, it 

caused me to vomit.  It was impossible for me to drink from this bottle. 

38. That night, four masked men in black uniforms came to my cell, dragged me 

outside, and pushed me into a room close by.  The room was bare apart from a 

table and some chairs.  Three men in masks were sitting in the room when we 

arrived.  Two wore the same uniform as my four escorts, the third was dressed in 

shirt and jeans.  

39. Speaking in Arabic with a Palestinian accent, one of them instructed me to strip 

naked as a doctor was going to examine me.  I undressed, but left on the diaper.  I 

was instructed to remove this as well and complied.  I was left standing naked.  

40. I was then photographed, and blood and urine samples were taken by one of the 

masked men.  I think he may have been a doctor. 

41. The “doctor” wore a tight-fitting mask covering his head and extending down his 

neck. From his eyes, the grey hair that was visible, and the tone of his voice, he 

appeared to me to be around 40 or 50 years of age.  He was dressed casually in 

jeans and a blue checked shirt.  I complained to him about the unhygienic cell and 

the filthy water.  He told me that the Afghans were responsible for the conditions 

of my confinement.  He then asked whether I preferred Islamic or non-Islamic 

food.  I told him I wanted Islamic food.  Later I found out that he had made fun of 

me for this request since the Afghan food was nothing more than the leftovers of 

the Afghan guards.  All it consisted of was chicken bones and skin. 

42. After the examination, which lasted about ten minutes, I dressed and was 

accompanied back to my cell.  I had to search for the bed because the cell was so 
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dark.  There was no lighting.  I found it almost impossible to sleep because it was 

so cold and I was in so much pain from being strapped to the unpadded floor of 

the airplane.  I could not sleep on my right or left sides.  Only after ten days was I 

able to sleep on my front or back.  My discomfort was made worse by the 

nighttime cold in Kabul at this time, and I only had one blanket.  

43. On the second night, four masked men came to my cell, bound my hands and feet, 

and dragged me into the interrogation room again.  Seven other men were in the 

room.  All of them were masked and wearing black matching uniforms.  One of 

them yelled at me to come forward.  He spoke Arabic with a South Lebanese 

accent. The man asked if I knew why I had been detained; I said that I did not.  

He then told me that I was in a land where there were no laws, and that nobody 

knew I was there.  

44. On the desk in front of him was a file.  He said that the file contained information 

about me and was the reason I had been detained in Skopje and flown to 

Afghanistan.  He said that the file contained evidence that I had attended a 

terrorist training camp here in Afghanistan, that my passport was forged.  He 

interrogated me about these issues and my alleged association with important 

terrorists like Muhammed Atta, Ramzi Bin Al-Shibh and other alleged extremists 

based in Germany. 

45. I said that I had only heard of these individuals in the media, adding that if they 

wanted to determine whether I had ever trained in Afghanistan and whether my 

passport was a fake, all they had to do was speak with the German authorities who 

would prove that I was a German citizen and that I had never been to Afghanistan.  
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I repeatedly asked him to contact the German government.  I also asked why I had 

been taken to Afghanistan, when I was a German citizen, and had no ties to this 

country.  My interrogator did not answer.  

46. In total, I was interrogated on three or four occasions, each time by the same man, 

and each time at night.  In one of these interrogations, I was asked about 

telephone calls to Sudan.  My interrogations were always accompanied by threats, 

insults, pushing, and shoving. Two of the men who participated in these 

interrogations identified themselves as Americans.  During each interrogation, I 

demanded that I meet with a representative of the German government.  My 

demands, however, were ignored. 

47. In March, together with several other inmates with whom I had been 

communicating through the cell walls, I commenced a hunger strike.  We refused 

to eat or drink and demanded to see an American commander or representative to 

complain and demand our basic human rights.  Initially, there was no response to 

our demands.  After six days, I became very weak and felt close to death.  I 

started to drink again, but still refused to eat.  

48. On the eighth day, one of the inmates met with an American official and handed 

him a note detailing some of our demands, including that our captors respect our 

most basic human rights, afford us access to a court to challenge our continued 

detention, inform our relatives of our whereabouts, and give us reading materials.  

None of our demands were met.  

49. On March 13, I was interrogated by three unmasked American officials and a 

psychologist who also functioned as the prison’s Arabic interpreter.  This 
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interpreter had a Syrian accent.  The interrogation focused on my alleged 

associations with Dr. El-Attar, Dr. Yousif, his son Omar, and Mr. Reda Seyam.  I 

was also asked about people associated with the multicultural center “Multi 

Kultur Haus” in Ulm and the Islamic Information Center (IIZ) in Ulm.  

50. On March 31, after twenty-seven days without food, I noticed people standing 

outside of the house and I shouted to them.  I was taken to an interrogation room.  

After my hands and feet were shackled, I met with two unmasked Americans.  

One described himself as the prison director; the other was a more senior official 

whom some of the other inmates referred to as “the Boss.”  In addition, the 

Afghan prison director and the Arabic translator with a Palestinian accent were 

both present.  

51. I was asked why I was on hunger strike.  I replied that I was protesting my 

abduction from Macedonia and my detention in Afghanistan.  I said that I was 

also protesting against my continued detention without charge or trial, their 

refusal to allow me access to a lawyer or my family or government, and the 

inhumane conditions of my confinement.  

52. The American prison director demanded that I end my hunger strike.  I responded 

that I would not unless I was released, brought before a court, or permitted 

immediate access to a German government official.  The only other circumstance 

that would bring my hunger strike to an end was death.  The American prison 

director said that I was innocent of any crime, and that he would take that matter 

up with his superiors in Washington, D.C., but that he could not release me 

without their authorization.  After this conversation I was taken back to my cell, 
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and continued my hunger strike. My health continued to deteriorate on a daily 

basis.  I received no medical treatment despite my repeated requests. 

53. From media reports, I understand that shortly after I was abducted and transferred 

to detention in Afghanistan, senior personnel within the CIA as well as the State 

Department knew that they had the wrong man and that I was being detained 

unlawfully.  Attached hereto as Exhibit B are true and correct copies of media 

reports substantiating this fact. 

54. By April 8 I was so weak that I was unable to leave my bed, not even to use the 

toilet.  On April 9 some Afghans came to see me and tried to convince me to end 

my hunger strike, as they had noticed how much my health had deteriorated.  By 

April 10 I had been on hunger strike for exactly thirty-seven days.  

55. On the night of April 10, thirty-seven days into my hunger strike, hooded men 

entered my cell, dragged me from my bed, and bound my hands and feet.  They 

dragged me into the interrogation room, sat me in a chair, and tied me to it.  One 

of the men then grabbed my head.  A tube was stuffed up my nose and some sort 

of liquid was forced directly into my stomach.  After this procedure, I was given 

some canned food as well as some books to read.  I noticed that the food boxes 

had blue and white labels, and listed sodium and potassium as part of their 

contents.  I could also make out “USA” written on these boxes.  I was also 

weighed at this time.  The scale showed that since the time of my initial detention 

in December 2003, I had lost more than sixty pounds.  

56. Around April 8, 2004, I distinctly recall feeling an earth tremor.  After my return 

to Germany, my lawyers obtained records online from the Geological Survey.  
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These records show that on February 14 and April 15, 2004, there were indeed 

two tremors recorded in the vicinity of Kabul.  Attached hereto as Exhibit C is a 

true and correct copy of these records. 

57. Thirty hours after this force-feeding, I became extremely ill and suffered 

excruciating pain in my stomach.  A doctor visited me in my cell in the middle of 

the night and administered medication on which I could read the name “Cipro.”  I 

remained in bed thereafter for several days, during which time my health 

gradually improved.  

58. Around the beginning of May, the Afghan prison director took me to the 

interrogation room where I met with an American who identified himself as a 

psychologist as well as a female interpreter.  The psychologist told me he had 

come all the way from Washington, D.C. to check on me and ask me some 

questions.  At the end of our conversation, he promised that I would be released 

from the facility very soon.  

59. Some days later, on May 16, the American prison director, together with a man in 

military uniform, arrived.  The man in the military uniform spoke German and 

identified himself only as “Sam.”  “Sam” was about 180cm tall, slim, and had 

light brown hair.  His skin was very tanned.  He wore glasses and a cap.  He told 

me that he wanted to talk honestly with me about everything I knew.  I said that I 

was more than happy to share everything I knew with him, but before I did I 

wanted to know who from the German government had sent him.  Before 

answering he turned to the two Americans beside him (one was the prison 

director) and spoke with them in English.  I could not understand exactly what 
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they were talking about, but after speaking with the director he told me in German 

that he could not respond to the specific questions I had raised.  I then asked him 

if anyone in the German government knew I was here.  Again he refused to 

respond.  I then asked him if my wife knew where I was.  To this, he replied no.  I 

noticed that whenever he spoke he searched for his words.  He seemed very 

nervous while the Americans stood beside him.  After my questions, “Sam” began 

to interrogate me.  

60. He asked more or less the same questions that I had previously been asked, in 

Macedonia and by the Americans as well, regarding my alleged associations with 

extremists in Neu-Ulm, Germany and people who attended or preached at the 

multicultural center in Neu-Ulm.  In all, the conversation lasted for about two to 

three hours.  

61. From our very first meeting I was convinced “Sam” was a German citizen and 

from his accent, from the North of the country.  At one point he told me that his 

wife used a “Metro-Card,” a particular card for the “Metro” supermarket that is 

generally used only by self-employed people, and it was clear to me from this 

conversation that he knew Germany intimately.  Following my return home, I 

identified “Sam” twice: once on January 1, 2006, from a photograph in the online 

newspaper “Saar-Echo” (after I was notified of the article by its author, Frank 

Kruger), and again on February 20, 2006 from a police line-up. His name is 

Gerhard Lehmann and he is an officer from the German BKA 

(Bundeskriminalamt).  I am ninety percent certain that the “Sam” I met in 

Afghanistan and the man I identified in this line-up one and half years later are 
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one and the same.  Attached hereto as Exhibit D is a true and correct copy of a 

New York Times article reporting on my identification of “Sam.” 

62. “Sam” met with me three more times.  On May 20, he told me that it might take 

them another week to assess whether or not I could be released.  Upon hearing 

this I became angry and told him that they kept promising my release and always 

postponed it.  I said that I would begin my hunger strike again the next day.   

63. On May 21 I began my second hunger strike.  In the evening that same day, the 

American prison director appeared together with “Sam” and an American doctor.  

“Sam” asked that I end my hunger strike and assured me that I would be on my 

way to Germany within the next eight days.  He said that they were just clearing 

the security formalities for my transfer from Afghanistan to Germany.  He 

explained that the flight would not go directly to Germany and that it would take 

many hours.  He asked that I remain calm, not worry, and that I would be home 

soon.  

64. I recall distinctly all of the dates mentioned in this declaration because I dutifully 

counted them from the first day of my detention.  When I didn’t have any paper or 

pencil to record the dates, I scratched the days off on the wall of my cell.  Then, 

when I was issued paper and a pencil I wrote them down.  When the other inmates 

warned me that the guards would keep any papers in my cell when I left, I 

committed the dates to memory.   

65. On the evening of May 27, the American doctor and the American prison director 

came to my cell.  The doctor examined me.  The director then said that I was to be 

flown back to Germany the next day.  He went on to explain some of the details 
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of the transfer from my cell to the airport.  The doctor requested that I not eat or 

drink after that night, as I wasn’t going to be permitted to use the bathroom during 

the flight.  

66. The next morning, May 28, the doctor and the American prison director arrived in 

my cell.  I was handcuffed, shackled, and blindfolded before being led outside and 

put inside a jeep.  I was driven for about ten minutes and then taken inside a large 

empty shipping container. They sat me down in a chair so that I was unable to see 

out and was forced to face the wall.  From this position, I could hear the sound of 

an approaching aircraft.  

67. Shortly thereafter, my blindfold was removed and I was handed the suitcase that 

had been taken from me in Skopje.  I was also given two t-shirts. I removed the 

clothes I had been wearing and changed into some of the clothes that I had in my 

suitcase and one of the t-shirts.  

68. My hands were cuffed again.  My ears were plugged and headphones were placed 

over my ears.  I was blindfolded again and led back to the jeep.  We drove a short 

distance to the waiting airplane.  Once inside I was chained to the seat.  

69. The plane was much smaller than the one that had flown me from Macedonia.  It 

had leather seats.  I wasn’t administered any injections before taking off.  “Sam” 

accompanied me.  I could also hear American accents around me.  Although they 

were muffled, it sounded to me like there were at least two or three different 

people.  

70. At one point during the flight, I asked if I could remove the headphones.  “Sam” 

obliged and they remained off for the remainder of the flight. 
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71. After telling me that there was a new President in Germany, “Sam” explained that 

we would eventually land in a European country but that it would not be Germany 

itself.  When he told me this, it heightened my persistent fear that I was not going 

to be flown home, but rather taken to another country and executed.  The flight 

took about six to seven hours.  

72. When the plane landed, “Sam” told me that we would part company there and 

some other people would make sure I got back to Germany safely.  I was 

blindfolded and handcuffed the whole time.  I was then bundled out of the plane 

and placed in the backseat of what I sensed to be a Japanese-made minivan-type 

vehicle.  Specifically, I sensed that it was a Toyota F-model, by the sound it made 

when it drove over bumps.  I had driven an identical model myself when I was 

back in Germany. 

73. I was driven in the car, up and down mountains, on paved and unpaved roads for 

more than three hours.  The vehicle came to a halt and I was aware of the three 

men in the car getting out, closing the doors and then three men climbing in to the 

vehicle.  All of them had South European/Slavic accents, but said very little. 

74. The vehicle proceeded to drive for another three hours, again up and down 

mountains and on paved and unpaved roads.  Eventually, the vehicle was brought 

to a halt.  I was taken out of the car and before my blindfold was removed, one of 

my captors turned me around.  He then removed the blindfold, sliced the cuffs 

from my wrists, gave me my suitcase and passport, and directed me to walk down 

a path without turning back.  

75. I heard the car leave and began to walk as instructed.  It was dark.  No one was 
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around.  As I walked I feared that I was about to be shot in the back and left to 

die.  

76. As I came round a corner in the road, I came across three armed men.  They 

immediately asked for my passport.  When they saw that my German passport had 

no Albanian visa, they said I was illegal and asked me what I was doing in 

Albania without the necessary authorization.  I had no idea I was even in Albania.  

We walked together a short distance until we came upon an old one storey 

building.  The building had an Albanian flag on it. 

77. Some time later another man appeared.  He seemed to be a superior officer.  He 

went through my bags and asked me what I was doing in Albania.  He said that 

from my appearance (I had grown long hair and a beard) I looked like a terrorist.  

When I told them the story of my arrest in Macedonia, transport to and 

imprisonment in Afghanistan, and eventual transport to Albania, they all laughed 

and said that no one would believe my story.  The officer instructed me not to tell 

my story to anyone.   

78. I asked if they could take me to the German Embassy.  The officer in charge said 

that was unnecessary; they would take me to the airport and put me on a flight to 

Germany. 

79. The whole time I was with them, I sensed that they had been expecting me; that 

our chance encounter on the road was not an accident at all but rather planned.  

One fact that seems to confirm this for me is that the bread, chips and cheese that 

I was given to eat during the road trip through Albania were in the same plastic 

bag that I got when I ate these very snacks at the border station, and they tasted 
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exactly the same.   

80. The three men drove me to the Mother Theresa Airport in Tirana.  We arrived at 

around 6 a.m.  One of the men took my passport and 320 Euros from my wallet 

and went in to the airport building.  When he returned some fifteen minutes later, 

he instructed me to go through a door.  On the other side, I was met by another 

man who accompanied me through customs and immigration controls and on to 

the airplane.  Apart from an exit stamp in my passport, I went through these 

controls without further inspection.  Only after the plane was airborne did I finally 

believe that I was going home.  

81. Attached hereto as Exhibit E is a true and correct copy of relevant pages of my 

passport showing Macedonian entry and exit stamps as well as an exit stamp from 

Albania.  

82. The plane landed at Frankfurt International Airport at 8.45 a.m. on May 29, 2004. 

I went through customs and immigration controls.  By this time, I had lost a great 

deal of weight, something like sixty pounds, my hair was long and unkempt, and 

my beard had not been shaved since I arrived in Macedonia.  Consequently, I 

looked nothing like the picture in my passport.  The immigration officer 

questioned whether I was the same man, but after substantiating my identity with 

other documentation in my possession, he let me through. 

83. From Frankfurt I traveled to Neu-Ulm and from there to my home village, 

Senden.  I knew before I entered my house that no one was there and that no one 

had been there for some time.  I went from my home to the Cultural Center in 

Neu-Ulm where I asked after my wife and children.  I was told that my wife and 
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children were all safe and well and that they had all relocated to her family’s 

place in Lebanon.  I called my wife and she returned to Germany with our four 

children one week later.  On July 31, 2005, our fifth child, Sirin was born. 

84. On June 3, 2004, I met with my German lawyer Manfred Gnidjic.  Initially 

skeptical of my account of what had happened to me, he asked that I write down a 

complete version of events and make drawings of the hotel in Macedonia where I 

had been detained for twenty-three days and the prison in Afghanistan.  Attached 

hereto as Exhibit F are true and correct copies of my statement together with a 

plan of the hotel in Skopje and the prison in Afghanistan  

85. Mr. Gnidjic also requested that I hand over all the items that I had with me in 

Macedonia and Afghanistan.  Among other things, I gave Mr. Gnidjic my 

passport, which was stamped with entry and exit stamps for Macedonia and an 

exit stamp for Albania, my boarding pass for the flight from Tirana to Frankfurt, 

and the two t-shirts which had been given to me in Afghanistan. 

86. On June 20, 2005, I met with Steven Watt of the American Civil Liberties Union 

(ACLU) in Ulm.  I retained the ACLU to represent me in legal proceedings in the 

United States.  On December 3, 2005, together with my German lawyer, Mr. 

Gnidjic, I attempted to travel to the United States to meet with my U.S. lawyers 

and to attend a press conference.   

87. On December 3, 2005, we attempted to enter the United States in Atlanta.  

Although Mr. Gnidjic was permitted to enter the country, I was denied entry.  No 

reasons were given for my refusal.  I was sent back to Germany via France that 

same day.  Attached hereto as Exhibit G is true and correct copy of the denial of 
















































































































































































