
Afabet was the beginning of the end- Massawa was the Burial of colonialism 
In 1988 I was in my early teens, but very much aware of the liberation struggle and one Sunday afternoon-as me and my friends usually did, I was looking forward to going to watch a football match between my beloved Red Sea (Elpa) football club and Melotti (Asmara Birra) football club-at the Asmara (chichero) stadium. Before the match of Red Sea and Melotti, there was another match between Walia (the Ethiopian Military team) and Adulis. I met my childhood friend Saeed and we made our way to the stadium with the money that was given to us by our parents for the entrance and also to treat ourselves with some sweets and peanuts. 
Sundays in Asmara were usually quieter than other days as Asmarinos enjoy a relaxed day with their families and friends, but that Sunday was unusually busy with a lot of military soldiers on the street. We were oblivious to the miraculous achievement of EPLF in Afabet, but every Ethiopian soldier we came across had angry and suspicious look on them-more than usual. When we got to the stadium, there were more uniformed Ethiopian military soldiers than civilian Eritreans and the whole atmosphere was tense. While waiting in the queue to get in, older guy from our neighbourhood called us from behind and took as away then he quietly but firmly ordered us to go back home as situations in the stadium were not safe. The excitement on his face was visible and it didn’t take us long to realize the seriousness of the situation and we run back to where we came from. 
By the time we got back to our neighbourhood, a group of our friends were sitting and chatting away and we joined them. After telling them why we came back, one of them said –“Yes Afabet has been captured by Tegadelti and that they are on their way to Asmara”. Excited but scared-scared because we were surrounded by colonisers-we then started making up stories about how much we knew about Tegadelti and how courageous they were. We were comparing them to movie stars. 
When I got home I started talking about the situations in the stadium and the capture of Afabet to my older sister. She obviously knew what was going on, but she was dismissive to what I was saying. For the first time in my life, I knew Eritrea would be free. The capture of Afabet completely changed the mood in Asmara. Eritreans were actually planning ahead with excitement-they were looking forward to the following miracle. When EPLF destroyed the strong 18th military division headquarters of the Ethiopian army- which humiliated the colonial regime ‘Derg’ and with the capture of Russian military advisors, the Eritrean liberation struggle leaped to another level.
February 1990, I was 11th grade student in Barka (Comboni) secondary school, Asmara. In the morning of a school day I walked into my class room and my classmate Mokonen called me excitingly and asked if I had heard that the Asmara-Massawa road has been blocked by Tegadelti? I remember it like yesterday - the whole class was talking about it and no one was concentrating on what the teacher was saying. The Ethiopian Maths teacher knew the students’ excitement and was clearly angry. The situations in Asmara changed dramatically. Ethiopian soldiers were in every corner of Asmara, people were stocking up food, electricity was restricted from 6pm until mid night, 9pm curfew was declared and most Asmara streets were dark and deserted. Asmarinos would make sure they are home by latest 6pm. 
Eritrean Peoples’ Liberation Front was only a few kilometres away from Asmara-putting the airport on target-the military airport in ‘Sessantotto’ was being bombed every day. Asmarinos could hear missiles whistling past their city towards military targets. Though it was terrifying to begin with, people got use to it. Pamphlets were spread by EPLF insurgents advising the residents of ‘Sessantotto’ to leave.  Checkpoints were setup around ‘Bar Jima’ and ‘Sembel’ by the Ethiopian army. Anyone was not allowed to pass beyond the checkpoint well inside Asmara. Those who were travelling out of Eritrea had to catch a NTO (National Tourism Organisation) tour bus to the airport from the then Ethiopian airlines ticket office-now the elegant Harnet Avenue- as cars and taxis were not allowed. When passenger planes arrive, the bombing was halted not to injure the civilians. After all everyone was shaebia and the bombing was accurate with the help of informers within the enemy inside the airport. 
Bars and restaurants had barely anything to serve. When people order tea it was served without sugar. Petrol and kerosene was out of question. Coffee machines were redundant as there was no electricity. The inventive Asmarinos were making it happen somehow. There was no act of whining. People were more hopeful and joyful. Ykealooooooo, Ykealo, Ykealo was echoing on Dimtsi Hafash. Operation Fenkil started the burial of colonialism. The Freedom Bell was sounding loudly.
The Ethiopian colonisers were frightened and terrorised as they knew their final day was near. They were losing hope and were becoming more hostile. Young men and women were being imprisoned and murdered. Walking out of the house became more dangerous. It was the time of 1990 World Cup when Cameroon beat Argentina. The football loving Asmarinos were out watching the match in friends’ house and on their way back 30 young Eritreans were massacred by heavily armed Ethiopian soldiers. Their bodies were left on the street of Asmara until the morning. Everyone heard the sound of those deadly bullets that night, but no one could help-it was one of the darkest times of Asmara. Colonisers wanted to terrorise and break the hopeful and joyful spirit of Eritreans, but to the contrary Asmarinos became more committed and dedicated to getting rid of the barbaric colonisers.  
The terrorism did not stop there. One afternoon our school friend Helen invited three of her friends to her house-to work on some school work together. It was Saturday afternoon and we were studying and discussing our homework. A loud bang-something I have never experienced before erupted. It shook the house and as we run out, we could see people screaming, shouting and running everywhere.  A missile landed in the middle of Asmara. Shopkeepers were shutting their shops, people were rushing to find their loved ones and it was a very chaotic and frightening moment. I remember walking home with other fellow Asmarinos that afternoon-everyone was looking out for each other and the elders were advising the younger ones to walk together with the crowd-not to be singled out by the Ethiopian soldiers. It was like a war zone with heavily armed colonial soldiers in every corner. It must have been the longest 20 minutes I had to endure until I got home.   
As it was later discovered from a captured Ethiopian soldier, the missile was deliberately fired by the Ethiopian Army around Asmara to cause hatred on EPLF. The captured soldier was interviewed by EPLF radio ‘Dimitsi Hafash’. 
The Liberation of Massawa began the burial of colonialism and it certainly changed Eritrea once and for all. The hard fought and sacred freedom has to be moulded with great care. Our martyrs gave their life and true Eritreans shoulder the responsibility of making Eritrea the unique pearl in the world.  

Happy 20th Anniversary Massawa. 
God/Allah bless the Eritrean Martyrs.
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