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Has the cause of the missing during the
Lebanese civil war become just a personal
remembrance, taking a toll only on the
victims and some of their family members?

And why has this cause been dismissed
out of the public sphere, in spite of the
strenuous efforts made by the civil society
organizations?

Does this forced dismissal of the
cause which the consecutive Lebanese
governments have successfully
marginalized after the end of the civil war,
mean that this cause does not affect the
Lebanese collective consciousness? Or does
it mean that a flaw in the consciousness
has allowed for it to be ignored and turned
into a personal and familial cause that is
uniquely evoked in sit-in tents, which have
so far not awakened anyone’s conscience?

Society cannot possibly overlook the
fact that more than seventeen thousand
citizens - men and women - have
disappeared and their traces were erased,
unless this society suffers from amnesia
and is not concerned with its present time.

And there lies the fundamental matter
that we have to solve. The tragedy as
enormous as it is, and the wounds
despite their severity, are not the issue
at hand. Lamenting and mourning the
victims has become part of the past, but
the real catastrophe stands here in the
present time. For when a society loses
its memory, it also loses its present.
Defending the memory is a defense of the
present, because a present that has not
ethically and radically dealt with its past
is susceptible to falling again into new
morasses, where the past is repeated even
under new forms.
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What is needed is not to revenge on the
perpetrators, unless knowledge itself
constitutes the punishment and it does.
Knowing the fate of the missing, and
exposing the mass graves will allow for the
dead to rest in their graves and our memory,
but will also punish the perpetrators, on
both the moral and political levels.

This is the secret behind this prolonged
marginalization. The knowledge that
is being deliberately veiled and/or the
prevention of citizens and the civil
society organizations from accessing
this knowledge, is the weapon that will
turn the page of the past, and the voice
of facts whose verbalization becomes a
punishment in itself because it exposes
the motives of the criminals that have
kidnapped the individuals and kept their
fates unknown, for the hiding of facts is
the flag of the criminals’ project, a project
that aims to efface the homeland and
end its existence, and to kill the present
in preparation for turning people into
sympathizers with the sectarian structures
controlling the political and social life.

The war lords and fortune holders
who took over power and offered it as
a tool for sectarian groups to use daily
to threaten with a renewed war, is the
main impediment in the face of building
a national memory that would liberate
the Lebanese from a bloody past and
build their present on the basis of justice
and equality.

The missing have now become frictions of
a memory that is not allowed to remember.
They are our black and white photos, our
mirrors that we dare not look at because
they are covered with dense fog, preventing
us from seeing, from drawing lessons, from
holding the perpetrators accountable,
including those who remained silence and
did not break their silence.

Our society is tainted by the silence of
the victims, and only the voices of the
perpetrators and the victors are raised. It is
a society that condemned itself to slavery.

Here lies the responsibility of those who
remained silent for more than forty years,
including all of us, whether we belong to
the generation of war or later generations.

Breaking the silence is no longer an
emotional or conscientious act, it has
become a political and ethical necessity,
because if the kidnapped are not brought
back, all the Lebanese will remain
kidnapped and forced into absence.
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Thousands of people disappeared during
the Lebanese war. Children, women
and men taken from their relatives
and were never to be heard from again.
This tragedy, which is still affecting
thousands of families, is at the core of our
society’s failure to come to terms with its
traumatic past.

In 2015, ACT for the Disappeared launched
Fushat ‘Amal (space for hope), an initiative
that aims to reclaim the identities of the
missing persons and reaffirm the right to
know their fates and whereabouts.

The initiative consists of collecting
information about the missing persons
and dedicating a space for each of them
on a digital memorial that displays - if
available - biographical information,
photos and information about
their disappearance.

Other than being a public virtual
repository of information on the missing,
Fushat ‘Amal provides the families of the
missing persons with the opportunity to
express their personal experiences. ACT
visits them in their homes and listens to
their stories. No matter how much time
has passed, the families still suffer from
the adverse effects of the disappearance of
their loved ones. After decades of imposed
silence, acknowledging their suffering,
and all what they went through, modestly
contributes to releasing the pain that has
been buried.

ACT encourages the youth to participate in
this initiative and to help in interviewing
the families of the missing. This is an
opportunity for the young generation to
learn about Lebanon’s wars and to have
a better understanding of how the past
shapes our present. After attending a
one-day training the youth interview the
families who would like to participate
and collect the information that is used
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to create the online space dedicated to
the missing. Over the last two years,
75 persons have been trained and
participated in collecting the stories of
the missing.

Since its launching, Fushat ‘Amal has
given a voice to more than 220 families
of the missing persons. Everyone has a
story that is unique but very similar in
many ways. Among them are families
who kept the room of their missing loved
one as it was the day he disappeared,
waiting for his return; relatives who have
lost hope and have given up on the idea
of ever seeing their loved one again yet
continue to be tormented by uncertainty;
family members who restrict their social
lives because they feel that, by taking
pleasure in activities, they are betraying
the memory of their missing loved one;
young people born after the war who
know hardly anything about their missing
relative and who need to understand;
people who had left the country years ago
and who feel that a piece of themselves
was left behind.

They shared with us their memories of
their loved ones and recalled the day their
life changed forever.

Fushat ‘Amal provides a platform to hear
these different narratives about the war,
to acknowledge them and foster their
mutual acceptance.

Obviously this initiative is far too
important to be left only to one
organization’s efforts. For this reason,
the Committee of the Families of the
Kidnapped and Disappeared in Lebanon
and SOLIDE, along with 15 civil society
organizations joined Fushat ‘Amal.

This call to action does not stop there.
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In an effort to raise awareness about
the issue and engage all citizens,
ACT is publishing every week the
story of a missing person in Lebanese
national newspapers.

Each story, based on true information
shared by the family, is told in the first
person narrative of the missing person
and ends with this demand: “Do not let
my story end here”. This demand is a
call to citizens to take a step out of the
collective amnesia and rally behind the
right to know their fate and whereabouts.

On the occasion of April 13, ACT for the
Disappeared decided to publish some of
these stories to remind us that for many
people the war continues to feel as if it
never ended.

ACT commits to release every year, at that
date, new stories of missing people until
their fate and whereabouts are unveiled.
Only then we will celebrate the beginning
of the peace and give up commemorating
the outbreak of the war.

2- Permanent Peace Movement; The Palestinian
Human Rights Organization-PHRO; Wahdatouna
Khalasouna; UMAM Documentation & Research;
ALEF; AL JANA-Arab Resource Center For Popular
Arts; Khiam Rehabilitation Center For Victims Of
Torture; MARCH; AJEM- Association Of Justice And
Mercy; Fighters for Peace; Forum ZFD- Civil Peace
Service; International Center For Transitional Justice;
Sustainable Democracy Center; ABAAD- Resource
Center For Gender Equality; Artichoke Studio.
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My name is Edward. I was a working man,
living in my hometown with my brother
Mansour and his family. Despite it being a
time of war, life was still relatively simple. I
always considered my life and luck to be a
blessing from God, to whom I was grateful.

I was the head of the Mar Roukos church
in Rayfoun. Aside from my charity interests,
I was very dedicated to my job, wanting to
invest more in land and expand my real
estate business. I was also a fan of hunting.
I used to long for those hunting trips on
the weekends.

However, in 1985, the security situation
in Rayfoun worsened. Moving around the
region became very difficult, so my friends
and I decided to change our hunting
destination from the neighboring mountains
and valleys to Syria. The first couple of times
we went hunting near Syria’s Aleppo were
very enjoyable. Our third trip there was not
the same as before, I was kidnapped along
with my two friends. Two of the hunters that
were accompanying us had to break the
news of my disappearance to my family. We
were never to return home again. The only
news our families had ever received was that
the three of us had been taken from Aleppo
to al Rekka.

In the blink of an eye my brother’s life fell
apart. Immediately after receiving the
tragic news, he began searching for me and
dedicated most of his time to doing so. He
even went as far as moving to Damascus in
Syria for 9 months, leaving his work, his
employees and his family behind. But his
efforts were fruitless. He was banned from
ever returning to Syria which forced him to
abandon his search.

My name is Edward Sfeir. My two friends
who were kidnapped with me are Fouad
Haddad and George Kazzi. Do not let our
story end here.
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My name is Iskandar. My family used to
call me “Alico”. I was 28 years old when
I went missing on May 5th 1985. I was an
ambitious student pursuing my master’s
degree in marketing at AUB while working
at HSBC Bank. My lifelong dream was to
have my own business. In fact, prior to my
disappearance, I had just bought a place
where I could start one but never had the
opportunity to do so.

I was very busy between school, work and
my responsibilities at home. Ever since
my dad died about 10 years ago I have
been the breadwinner of my family. On
the weekends, I liked to go out dancing
with friends. My little sister Lina would
constantly beg to go with me. Occasionally,
I would bring her with us, if only to make
her smile.

I used to live in Msyatbeh, in an area where
a lot of militiamen were positioned. One
day, when I was at home with my mother
and sister, two armed men came and asked
to speak with me. They told me that they
would take my whole family if I did not
cooperate and go with them. Fearing for
the lives of my mom and sister, [ went with
the men. I have not been seen or heard
from ever since.

I asked myself, why me? I was not involved
in politics and I was not part of any militia.
Perhaps it was because of my job at the
bank? In her desperate search to find me,
my mother would discover that several
other people working in the Banking
sector had also been kidnapped.

My name is Iskandar Zakhria. Do not let
my story end here.

L)2)j yaiSel
Iskandar
Zakhria
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Itidal Nemer
Awad & her
husband & son

cod oy Loy a6 JLalol 6 )5 sl ol g idind Sl Ul Jlocie] ool
o3l Jgloi a9j9 Cuiss Tia LLQML@MWSUMS@ vilgw dogos bS5
oy OIS g 29) 8w dlgals LYl aialg At 5l Lisls Jood Lings
Sl Eus Ehd Cdg L p bl LalSg LaYsl adial Eiss Ul Lol . lisg e Joo
Blino 1S 58 acbeol S Glesdl jS pol Gloey gl Cuis bl apdol o
2o ilg il (29) OIS Loiss - juondl ook Litkile L 11982 alall 5
oS -Leo Laboa 1 ilos 5)Lijl s I & il Solg o Logaspbo (6 29050
8)S gl Gty [)ypn Habs IS .0)0s o Aol 32y o) Lgiun 900

Il Al g2y adsg0m0g 3y i0gdsicall agdl clIS (6 . aaall

ol S Sk Lagic Gl b aidl ad saly gy 5oad ad gpadl el Sio

- £

s il in ilaisall Clagy Ll JS Jabil Eas —og-ill gl ad Ulg
d_n_\:>.,d U_u_\Lu J9_.o_'>..o &.o_uul

J.qa|9ﬂ| ML\ J9l.>i6.:A.(S Lo.i.u9 ).Q.J.\ )9 )R A=y

Gi ‘4J9.>| o< Jool s Lo ol g_é.l.I.’xo &o
g.a.ab.; Lm.‘l

Mg dablag JYs idmasdl SaYel a5l (m Ll Gis (il Lo adey aal Y
sl oS .,oi)’9 ;;_sio9_\_3 lg ) Qi,o_g.glcols AN |9S; 10lwgg pmlog
3Ulealloia JS oguins g wyndl o ogilos Ceabbiwl g

Lo il Suadlges Y 12

My name is I'tidal. I am the mother of 2 girls
and 4 boys. Raising 6 children in a country
at war was not an easy task but I was a very
determined person. My husband and I were
doing our best to provide a good life and
offer our children a happy childhood. My
Husband Walid owned a furniture shop. As
for myself, I was taking care of our children
and whenever I had spare time I loved to
embroider. I used to donate the earnings
of my work to the Ina’ash Welfare Centre to
help those in need.

In 1982, in an instant, our family was torn
apart. On their way from Wadi al Zayni
to Saida, to visit my mother in law, my
husband Walid, and my youngest son
Mahmoud, were kidnapped. Mahmoud
was only 9. He was a little boy who loved
to play football.

They never came back home on that
dreadful day.

I have spent every single day searching for
them ever since. I could not sleep. I would
be imagining all possible scenarios; I could
even hear Mahmoud calling for me to help
him. One month after their disappearance,
while T was desperately trying to reach
various militia groups to get answers, I was
also kidnapped.

Nobody ever knew what happened to the
three of us. My five children, Dalal, Fatima,
Khaled, Maher and Wissam were left alone.
They had to grow up without a mother or a
father. I wish I could have protected them
from the war and avoided all this suffering.

My name is I'tidal Awad, my husband
Walid, my son Mahmoud. Do not let our
stories end here.
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My name is Ahmad. I was the eldest boy
in my family and I took that role very
seriously. After my father passed away,
I became the primary breadwinner of
my mother and my six siblings. I was a
responsible person but I also loved to
do some mischief with my brothers. We
used to sneak out of the house and go
to martyrs’ square to meet up with some
friends. Although this would often lead
us to a lot of trouble with our mother,
trouble which I would always take the full
blame for myself.

By the time the war had started I was
about to open a shop to support my family,
and in order to settle down and start a
family of my own. But my plans were cut
short. Few months into the war and as the
clashes intensified, we decided to leave
the Nabaa area - where we were living
with my grandmother- to settle in West
Beirut region.

One day, while I was with my mother and
my sister in a taxi returning from our visit
to teta back to our new place, we were
stopped at a checkpoint. I was asked to
get out of the car, along with two other
passengers—leaving my mother and sister
in the taxi. My mother, Khadija, shouted
and begged the armed men to let me go.
But they did not.

Just like many other families of missing
persons, she received calls from people
promising her to speak to me over the
phone in exchange for money. She would
pay them every single time, hoping that
this time would be different, that she
could trust that person. But she never got
to speak to me. These people only took
advantage of her situation and exploited
her despair. She became devastated which
took a toll on her health.

Since then, she never stopped searching
for me. She met with other parents
who were going through the same pain
and together they started asking for the
release of their loved ones. To date, she
has attended every single demonstration
and gathering, calling for answers. A few
days ago, on mother’s day, she passed
away. Like Odette, Nayfeh and many other
mothers, she died without knowing what
happened to her son. However, their fight
is not over.

My name is Ahmad Herbawi. Do not let our
stories end here.
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My name is Ahmad. I was strongly
passionate about electronics. I could
spend hours playing around with tools
and performing experiments all around
the house. Once, I even made our house
door open at the touch of a button. It seems
very ordinary nowadays but back then it
was very innovative.

e.At that time, I was working at Al Amin
Roastery to earn my living. This provided
me with the means to support my mother
and my two brothers and sister; with whom
I was living then in Mina, Tripoli. We were
all very close to each other; as our bond
had tightened after my father passed away.

On September 1985, the security situation
in Tripoli deteriorated. I left Tripoli for
safety reasons and went to Akkar to stay
with one of my sisters. My older siblings
were already living in Akkar so I wanted
my mother and my younger sister to come
along as I knew they would be safer there.
Determined to get them to Akkar, I left for
the Mina with two of my friends. On our
way to Tripoli, we were stopped at the
Mallouleh checkpoint.

A few days later, my relatives found our
abandoned car by that checkpoint. The
soldiers positioned there told them that
we had been taken in for questioning and
that we would be released soon. I was 24
years old.

Since that day, my sister often dreams of
me. In her dreams I come back home in
ripped clothes, all filthy and emaciated. I
ask her why she had not looked for me and
why she had kept me waiting for so long.

My name is Ahmed Khanji, my sister is
Jathiba. She has been blaming herself for
years for not having found me. Do not let
my story end here.
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My name is Ahmad. I was 13 years old when
I went missing on September 17th 1982, in
the events that are today infamously known
as the Sabra and Chatila massacre.

Before that date, I was one of the best
students in my class; I loved going to school
and was particularly fond of writing. I also
liked to memorize part of what we study,
like poetry, the names of famous figures
and remarkable dates in history. [ used to
hang out with my friends, although I also
really enjoyed being by myself.

My mother would always tell me that I
would grow very tall when I become an
adult. At that time, I was still a child who is
afraid of the dark. And when I went missing,
my mother’s biggest concern was that I
would be kept somewhere dark. She knew
my fears, the fears of a 13-year old child.

My name is Ahmad Faysal Dirawi. Do not
let my story end here.
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My name is Jihad. Ever since I was a little
boy, I wanted to follow in the footsteps
of my grandfather and join the Lebanese
army. I pursued my childhood dream,
and at the age of 20, while I was studying
for my degree in computer studies at the
Lebanese University, I became a soldier.
Becoming a soldier was not exactly what I
thought it would be. I was not aware of the
cost I would have to pay in order to serve
my country.

In the year 1990 during the month of
October, I was stationed with other
soldiers near Saint Therese Hospital in
Hadath, only 5 minutes away from my
parents’ house. As the Syrian troops
managed to enter our neighborhood,
they started shooting at us. My foot got
wounded, while my friend Claude was
fatally injured. The Syrian soldiers then
took me to the detention center of Beau
Rivage. After being detained there for 18
days, I was sent to Anjar and finally to
Syria. My parents found out about my
whereabouts through a fellow detainee
who had been released.

My mother spent all her savings on
travel expenses to Syria. She also had
to pay officers to get information about
where I was detained. One year after my
disappearance, she managed to find me
in a Syrian prison. As she reached the
prison she saw 7 blindfolded, barefoot
and chained together prisoners. The face,
ears and necks of these prisoners were
bloody... and one of them looked like me.
My mother wanted to scream, she wanted
to ask which chained soldier was her son,
but she was physically and emotionally
incapable of saying or doing anything. She
fainted. These horrible images still haunt
her till this day.

Ever since that day she hasn’t stopped
asking for help. She became the leader
of the committee of the families of the
detainees in Syria and participated in
the sit ins in the tent of the families of
the missing. My mother was hoping she
would influence the public opinion and
the authorities through showing how
helpless and affected the families were.
Today she feels exhausted as a result of the
inactions of some and the disappointing
promises of others.

My name is Jihad Eid, my mother Sonia
still celebrates my birthday every year. Do
not let our story end here.

Do Not Let My Story End Here
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My name is Georges. Similar to most guys
my age I was fascinated with soccer. My
sister used to always joke around telling
my family and friends: “If you’re looking
for Georges and you cannot find him,
just go to the soccer field and there he
will be”. I only wish that was true now...
After graduating from high school, I was
waiting for an opportunity to enroll in the
Lebanese Military academy. Meanwhile, I
kept busy tending to my mother who was
sick at the time and helping my father
at work.

On July 19th 1983, while I was driving
the truck from Zahle towards Beirut,
somewhere along the road, I disappeared.
Coincidentally, that was the only day my
father could not come to work with me; he
happened to be sick so he stayed at home.

After I disappeared, my father was willing
to do anything to find me. He sold his
tractor, his cultivated land and many
other belongings in order to hire lawyers
and investigators, yet all was to no avail.
My mother never lost hope that one day
I would return. She kept waiting for me
until her very last breath. She constantly
told my siblings “If Georges returned after
I die, just knock twice on my grave so I can
be able to rest peacefully”. If I never get to
return home alive, my only wish would be
to be laid to rest next to her.

My name is Georges Abi Nakad. Do not let
my story end here.
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My name is Hanna. [ went missing 37 years
ago. On that day I was going from my area
of residence in Dbayeh to my village in
Bkaakefra, to join my wife and 6 children
who were spending their last days of
summer there. While crossing the village
of Amioun, I was stopped at a checkpoint
by militia men. After being interrogated,
they asked me to step out of my car, a
“Simca”, that I had just recently bought;
and told me to keep walking and not to
come back again.

As I reached Bkaakefra, the story of what
I had encountered at the checkpoint
started spreading around the village.
The residents of my village gathered at
my father’s house, who was the mayor
of the village at the time. After lengthy
discussions, we decided to contact some
people that my father knew from Amioun
and head to the checkpoint with them in
an attempt to negotiate my car back. We
could have never imagined that this would
cause the disappearance of both my father
and L.

A while after our disappearance, a man
who was detained with me and my father
went to visit my family. He explained to
my wife that my father was begging the
people torturing us not to hit me as I had
a family to take care of. He was asking
them to torture him instead. According to
this man, my father had died shortly after
that. My family did not know if I had the
same fate or if I was taken to a detention
center in Syria.

“Your father disappeared, I don’t know
if he’s ever coming back”. How could
anyone explain this to small children?
My son Georges, who was 7 at the time,
remembers that in our village he was
named “the son of the disappeared”. He
did not quite understand the meaning of
the word “disappeared”. But he noticed
that this new nickname led the people
around him to treat him more gently and
attentively. He had concluded that the
word “disappeared” was a personality
trait that indicates an achievement done
by his father and that it was the reason
why people were treating him with much
respect. The reality will be very painful
when he grows up and asks: “Where is
my father?”

My name is Hanna Makhlouf, my father’s
name is Wadih. Do not let our story
end here.

Do Not Let My Story End Here

aglio Lia

&3 D 9 o.).l |99
Hanna
Makhlouf & his
father Wadih

L g5 iund lgei ¥ 18

Al bl 8 o oo MLl Eas . Sl e Sjo A TV Lis o)
PINPEVRYW-¥A I9_.ISU.»_xJI4.._A.LdIL53J9I9U_;.>9)UJIMy iseds 8 iupd
9_w|4_,)3 )9 Ll Sldiudsall a2y jals e Eeadgl.cllio capall
_\_cau..SU..JIo)L‘_,.,.JIu,oLJ_:).JIU.waJ.Ia Lesiudsall Loy g innl Lodasg
D33a0 8ag2ll iy “Sopnn” £95 o SIS llg ra 50 Lt il

Ot poieiS g0l (8 20 Baa Lo Jonolas Sy slpasody Al g jo-8
ey el all jlise oIS il sadly Jimio - inyd Jeal @ 8. ulill
090l 8 (Sallg 8)leo Gd2y g0 Juolys ol Uj)d oIl Jon dyglo SLbLES
o)l gl i Ledadiall Y ) ddglang jaladl Gl 8agll e Wi acluol

. Sadlgg Ul Ujlaial (Al (6355 sgdosll 5§ Lgis Janis

Fal ke 5)Lol aie )81 18 IS Iz sl s AlaTA (e 8)n 8 516 )90 12y
9 8yl 0y Y iy e hdgill ol Juibgis g OIS oS i)
Sl 895 il Al ony o Yy a e agin Culboy ol Lgall83g-0ll
i o) o il (5 o 018 o] bile aked o pinill o 8psend 3535 22y

g B jlainl jS e Gl Sl 48

J-ais o s Gl delbhiiwl A S " og2iwo oIS o edes Yo Eilg Laia]”

low JLabs¥ 1igs “Is

S5 B 0 pac po dsludl B 292 il OIS

-

Ol o il oS caxs oIl psdy LSl

Liews 9 gl

adolesy Lol g cas Ihay disly (Lanic Cag oo dolS ieo ogay o]
Jas Caglnie dals Gl gygn Gdb .calll s ade lgallal ol aey yisT calal,
0 ol o Bjsall AL Glg pusS Lol oLiall aey oaly LgimsS 850 e
ol Jlig 1Ss bosic doa g0 dadall (9Siw <ol yinly calaly Al Guolidl dloles
“qLS.)._Hg



19 Do Not Let My Story End Here Lia (g iund lges5 Y

My name is Khaled. In 1984, [ was 14 years
old and was a student at a secondary
school in Saida. I was a happy child and
used to do pranks on my brother and four
sisters. My mother remembers that when
my father used to give me money to get a
haircut, I would return home at night with
my hair untouched and the money spent
on ice-cream.

On March 16th 1984, I went out for the day
with my brother Fadi. At first, when we did
not return, my parents were not concerned
immediately. They thought that perhaps,
we were having so much fun that we lost
track of time. However, after few hours
and because of the stories they had heard
about people being kidnapped in this
wartime, they began to worry.

A few days passed before they asked
someone they knew to help them find us.
This person asked my father for $12,000
and promised him that in return we would
be home before the dark. Full of hope, our
father paid the money. Our mother was so
happy. She spent all of her day preparing
our favorite meals, and invited our family
and neighbors to the house so they could
all welcome us back. But hours passed
and we did not return home. At midnight
everyone went back to their houses. Only
my parents stayed, heartbroken.

My name is Khaled Shhade. My brother’s
name is Fadi. Do not let our story end here.
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My name is Ramzi. I was a 21 year old AUB
student. I used to spend my time either
in class or with my friends. My life was
not any different from that of a modern
day college student. The only difference
was that I had to drive by neighborhoods
marked with the presence of militia men.
Places where I was at risk of getting
stopped at a checkpoint.I was aware of
the dangers but I was not conscious that
it could happen to me.

Was it my youth and optimism that had me
denying that my fate could be similar to
thousand other misfortunates? Or maybe it
was the secular environment I was raised
in that held me back from believing that
the indication of my religious sect on my
identity card would pave the way for so
much suffering?

On July 29th 1982, when my friends came
to pick me up at the end of the day, I was
not home. A couple of days later, my car
was found and recognized by the AUB
stickers [ had put on its back.

34 years later, my disappearance remains
a source of pain and suffering to my loved
ones. My sister Dima often wonders if the
people that kidnapped me that day knew
that their act would generate this much
suffering.

My name is Ramzi Abdel Khalek. Do not let
my story end here.
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My name is Richard. In 1985, I was 22
years old and was working in the family
business after graduating in architecture;
my sister Marie-Christine was 19 years old
and was getting ready to start her first year
at university. We were two young adults,
raised in a loving home, surfing between
our studies, work, sports and friends.

After my father died from sickness in
1982, my mother Odette was determined
to maintain the same positive and loving
spirit at home. She started sewing again;
she was a very talented seamstress and
often, she would wear very elegant
dresses that she would make. She made
sure she filled the void that my father’s
absence created.

On September 17th 1985, at 3pm her
life and mission changed forever; from
providing for us to searching for us. That
day she got extremely worried that we
were late. We were returning from Hamra
with our uncle Georges, while our mother
was expecting us for lunch. Unfortunately,
we never made it.

Our mother waited, struggled, and hoped
for 24 years until 2009 when she was killed
by a speeding car on her way to the sit-in
tent of the disappeared.

My name is Richard Salem. My sister’s
name is Marie-Christine. Do not let the
story of our family end here.
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My name is Samia. I was a university
student living in Moscow. I was happy
there as I felt safe. I did not want to return
to Lebanon. Ten years ago, my father and
my two brothers were killed in Tell el
Zaatar; and in 1988, the war was still going
on. However, my mother missed me and
asked me to come home for the holidays
which I did.

I visited family and friends, and it was
truly lovely. When it was time for me to
go back to Moscow, the airport in Beirut
was closed as it was often the case in those
days. So my friends and I - four girls and
one boy - took a taxi to Damascus from
where we were supposed to fly out. But
we never went further than the National
Museum crossing in Beirut. We were all
kidnapped. Taken with our belongings and
never to be heard from again.

Imagine my mother’s plight; she had
already lived through the killing of her
husband and two of her sons. She ended
up leaving the country. She packed up all
of our belongings, even the dried red rose
in my book, and went to Germany.

My name is Samia Mahmoud. My friends’
names are Raya, Mona, Hanan and
Younes. Do not let our story end here.



23 Do Not Let My Story End Here

My name is Stavro. [ was 16 years old the
day I went out with my friends but never
returned. I was studying to complete my
Brevet. I hated history, but my mom would
help me study by reading the lesson in the
form of a story so that dry historical events
become easier to remember. I was really
good at maths though. I wanted to become
an electrical engineer.

I had a younger brother who had died when
our balcony was accidentally hit by a shell
a few years before. I was a big support for
my mother Maggie after his death, yet the
war continued to ravage my family.

On July 7th 1978, I left my house in Sid
El Bauchrieh, with my friends to spend
some time with one of them before he left
for the USA. We all hopped into one car
and went to grab a drink in Fanar to say
our goodbyes, but we never made it there.
Eyewitnesses say that a yellow car stopped
and two armed men stepped out and forced
four young boys to go with them. My family
believed this to be me and my three friends
especially when someone described one of
the boys as being tall, with blonde hair and
wearing a blue shirt.

My mother spent years going to detention
centers across the country and in Syria to
find any information about me. She never
received any answers.

Today, she lost all hope that I would return
alive. All she wants is a trace of my remains
back, so that she can bury me properly and
have a place where she can go to mourn
and be with me.

My name is Stavro Andrioti. Do not let my
story end here.
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My name is Saeed and I was 17 years old
the day I was asked to step out of the taxi.
It was on March 12, 1985. I had left my home
in Zgharta to go to Beirut. I did not know
then that I would never see my home again.

I was not registered in school. My father
had died and I was looking for a job to
help my mother and two siblings. I had
no problem helping out; I used to take on
summer jobs anyway, and I would gladly
help with house chores. They used to say
that I was mature for my age. My plan was
to get my papers ready and join the army.
I loved to visit my older sister Lina, who
was married. She lived in Amchit, which
was calm. It felt nice to escape the tensions
of the war. We would go together for walks
and visit friends. We shared a bond that
only siblings can have; during one of our
many heartfelt conversations, I also told
her about the girl I liked.

My family spent a great deal of time looking
for me. After a heavy search and many
investigations, my family was able to find
two people who claimed to have seen me
in a detention center in Syria. Some days,
my family finds it difficult to talk about me,
but they continue to hope that one day they
will find out what happened to me.

My name is Saeed Khabbaz. Do not let my
story end here.
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My name is Charbel. My wife Laure and I
had been married for 11 years. I used to
call her Sheikha. We had two wonderful
children, Ramiz 6 years old, who loved to
do everything like me and Rouba 5 years
old, my little princess.

I was working hard as a taxi driver. Every
day after work as I walked up the stairs to
our home, I used to jingle the change in
my pocket. The kids would know that I had
arrived from the sound it made, and they
would run to the door to greet me with
hugs. I was such a lucky man.

On October 3rd 1983, I left home in the
morning as usual to start my workday. I
took a passenger to the airport. On my way
back I was stopped at a checkpoint and
I was asked to get out of the car. I never
came back home. Ramiz and Rouba never
heard their father walking up the stairs
ever again.

It took years for my wife Laure to tell them
that I had disappeared. How to explain?
How to answer their questions? She told
them that I was away and that I missed and
loved them dearly. Laure began working
two jobs as a secretary to ensure that our
children were taken care of and able to
attend school. This was also the time her
long and painful search to find out what
happened to me had begun. For months,
she reached out to many politicians to
find out where I was being held and if I
would ever come back. She never received
any answers.

Until one day, a man who heard Laure
speaking of my disappearance on Kalam
El Nas, contacted her to tell her that he was
detained with me in Syria. What a great
relief that was for her; I was still alive;
this gave her hope that one day I would
return home. As time passed, her despair
grew. Laure still had many questions but
Nno answers.

My name is Charbel Zgheib. Do not let my
story end here.
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My name is Abed El Raouf. I was a 36-year-
old active and ambitious person. After
studying medicine at the University of
Cairo in Egypt, I came back to Lebanon to
work as a lab technician in the region of
Barbir. At the end of every day, I would go
hang out with some friends at Raouche’s
Meriland cafe, which has now been
replaced by the Movenpick Hotel. I also
used to go very often to Tripoli where I had
a car dealership business. After each trip I
would always pass by my mother’s house
bringing her some of her favorite desserts.

Each and every one of my relatives
remembers that I was truly passionate
about Lebanon. I had the chance to travel
regularly but was always eager to return
home. I never missed an opportunity to
travel around Lebanon with my brother
Talal who used to accompany me in all
my adventures. One of them - that was
very dear to my heart - was a schooling
project to improve youth education in
my country. My plan was to create a
professional college where the students
would be better prepared to start a job. I
had a lot of ambition for Lebanon and a
lot of energy to invest.

However, it all stopped on that fateful
September day in 1982, when I went
missing while returning to Tripoli. My
parents aged tormented by the uncertainty
of my fate. They both died without
knowing what happened to me.

My Name is Abed El Raouf Ahmad Khalil,
I have always loved my country, but it
seemed to have given up on me. Do not let
my story end here.
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My name is Ali. I come from the village
of Shhour, nearby Tyr. It is a region I
am really fond of. The afternoons by the
rivers with my family, the fishing trips
with my friends... Nothing in this world
would have ever made me want to leave
this place. But I had fallen in love with a
girl that happened to live in Beirut. I had
met her once on a weekend, while she
was visiting my village to check up on her
grandparents. Whenever I had the chance,
I would go spend my weekend in Beirut
and stay at my friend Hassan’s place so I
could see her. Hassan was my childhood
friend. He had left both our school and our
village to go live and work in Beirut.

On August 22nd 1983, as the two of us were
headed to meet the girl I wanted to be my
wife, we got kidnapped. My sister Mariam
— whom I had promised to join in picking
almonds from my father’s tree the next day
— never saw me again.

My relatives knocked on every possible
door. The only answer they would get was
this horrid one: “They count the detainees
in prison like they count their sheep and
if they ever notice that one of them is
missing, they go mad. So perhaps, if you
have someone replace him there, you could
set him free.” To them we were nothing but
numbers, change, chess pawns on their
way to a prospective “victory”.

My name is Ali Fares, my friend’s name
is Hassan Zein. Do not let our stories
end here.
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My name is Ali. When the war broke I
was a worker at Beirut port. One day,
as I was working, I heard shouting and
gunfire shots, and saw people running. I
immediately understood what was going
on and had no choice but to run for my
life. Some of the employees - who were
not a target due to their religious identity
— hid in their colleagues’ offices. I, like
many others decided to escape swimming
out to the sea, but it was too late. they
were already here... I did not have time to
get away.

It was on December 6th 1975, an infamous
date known as «the black Saturday». I was
25 years old and my son was only 2 months
old. My wife never got remarried. In order
for that to happen, she would have had to
declare me dead. My relatives could never
get themselves to do it. They would have
had the feeling that they abandoned me.

I am one of hundreds of anonymous
victims who died that day and whose
families refuse to give up their right to
know. Rumors of being thrown in the sea
or moved to another part of Beirut to be
buried are the only answers my family has
to date.

My name is Ali Mustafa. Do not let my
story ends here.
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My name is Imad. I am the youngest in a
family of 5 children. My eldest sister, Samia
and I, were very close. I was only 9 when she
got married and moved out. I used to visit her
every day after school and on the weekend, we
used to take her son to the beach. My 2 brothers
often teased me because I was very quiet and
romantic. I loved to keep a journal where
I would write love letters and poems. I was
about to get engaged to a girl called Samira,
but my plans for a new life with the girl I loved
were cut short on a tragic day in 1984.

That day I was with my two friends,
Mohammad and Dorgham. We were driving
back from a wedding in Tripoli to Beirut when
we were stopped at a checkpoint. Dorgham
was killed immediately but Mohammad and
I were taken away. Years passed and the war
ended but I did not come back, along with
thousands like me.

By the end of the 90’s many people were
released from Syria. Among them, were people
who told my sister that they had seen me in
detention. You can imagine the relief and joy
my relatives felt. In 2003, after a man from
Saida visited his brother in a Syrian prison, he
brought back with him a hand written letter
I entrusted him with, and delivered it to my
sister. It was a confirmation that I was still alive
and that I would someday return home to my
family. This letter was followed by a second
and final one. When the war in Syria started,
my family was hoping I would be released but
their aspirations fell apart, just like those of
hundreds of other families.

They don’t know where I am and whether or
not I'm still alive, but even after 32 years, they
still believe I might return. You might think this
is foolish, but a few years ago a person came
back from Syria after being detained there for
over 30 years. Why stop hoping when there is
even the smallest possibility?

My name is Imad Abdallah. Do not let my story
end here.
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My name is Fatima and I am the proud
mother of four children. Even though the
conditions of the war impacted our lives, I
worked hard to shoulder the responsibility
and burden to give my children a happy
childhood and a good education.

Adnan, my 8-year-old son, was the eldest
of my children. He did very well in school
and loved when people came over to
visit; he would always greet them with
excitement. My son Ismat was only 6
years old, but he seemed so wise for his
age. Fadia was my only daughter, she was
4 years old. Fadia was sweet and loved to
play with her toys. My youngest boy Fadi,
was only 2 years old. He was a calm boy
and was never difficult.

Even though I tried to do my best to protect
them, my children were robbed of their
childhood and their future. We lived in
the Tel Zaatar camp, and in 1976, after
days of being under siege, we thought we
could escape safely... We were never to be
seen again.

My children were so young, and should
have had more time.

My husband was in Germany at the time.
He lost us all at once. My mother refused
to live her life comfortably afterwards;
she slept on the floor as she felt so much
sorrow and guilt. My sister continued
to look for me tirelessly. She often came
close to losing hope, but never did and
continued to fight for answers about what
happened to my children and I.

My name is Fatima Al Ali. My children are
Adnan, Ismat, Fadia and Fadi. Do not let
our story end here.
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My name is Qozhaya. I was born in
December 1951, in Northern Lebanon. I
lived in the town of Batroun where I raised
a family of four children with my wife and
lead a quiet peaceful life. I would go to
work at the Selaata chemical company,
and then straight back home to help
bathing the children and feeding them,
and to spend time with them. I have one
son and three daughters. My two-year-
old, Micheline, would only fall asleep in
my arms.

We managed to put some money aside and
buy a plot of land. We had started to build
the foundations for our new home. My
greatest pleasure was to visit the land with
my wife. As much as I enjoyed my family
and my friends’s company I also enjoyed
my solitude. Living by the sea was an
added blessing. I loved hearing the waves
break on the shore and watching the water
glistening under the sun.

I was at work when I received a call from
the Syrian intelligence services. They took
me away and I never returned home.

My wife Naheel searched for me
everywhere. She was finally able to see
me only for a few minutes in a Syrian
prison. After that, there was no more news
about me.

My name is Qozhaya Shehwan. Do not let
my story end here.
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Kariman
Ahmad
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My name is Kariman. I was born on
January 23rd 1956. I was not yet 20 years
old when the war in my country broke out,
but I was old enough to throw myself into
it and experience it first-hand. I became
a medical nurse, and spent long days
and nights doing relief work and social
support. During that time, I also got
married and became the proud mother of
Rasha and Ziad. From that perspective, life
did go on during the war.

I come from a big family; my parents
bore eight children. Today, only one of
my siblings remains in Lebanon; for the
others have emigrated. As for me, no one
ever knew what happened to me since that
day in June 1986.

As I'was on the way back from visiting my
parents while looking forward to seeing
my children, somewhere between Beirut
and Saida I was kidnapped. The war had
been going on for ten years, and even
though I was deeply passionate about
helping my community, my wish was
to relocate with my two children and to
settle somewhere safe and quiet; where I
could pursue further studies and where my
children could grow up without the sound
of bullets and explosions.

I was 30 years old and that was my dream
the day I was forcibly disappeared along
with thousands of people like me who had
similar dreams that vanished on one dark
day of the war.

My name is Kariman Ahmad. Do not let my
story end here.
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My name is Maher. I was the eldest sonin a
family of three boys and two girls. I shared
a special bond with my dear mother. She
always had my back. Even that day when
I took the car and crashed it, she luckily
managed to sort out the situation with the
other driver. I introduced her to Marcel
Khalifeh’s songs. I would play them on the
guitar for hours. In fact, I was thinking of
becoming a professional guitar player - that,
or studying business management.

These dreams came to an end on the 17th of
June 1982, when I never came back home.
I was 15 years old.

From that day on, my mother struggled to
find me. She could not accept and mourn
the loss of her son without knowing what
happened, without having a grave to find
peace. Nothing had any meaning anymore.
She wanted to be close to me, dead or alive.
She tried to find some relief by dedicating
her art to painting me and thus kept me
present in her life. Today each room of her
apartment is filled with portraits of me.

But she was still feeling lost, searching for
the place where she could be with me. Few
years ago, on the day of my disappearance,
she went to put a rose at the place where
I went missing. The last place I was seen
before vanishing has become the only
marker, the only thing that has meaning
for her and that can lessen her torment.
Since then, my mother planted a tree in my
memory, and she now visits this place every
time she needs to be close to me.

I would like so much for her to find relief.

My name is Maher Qassir, my mother is
Maryam Saide. Do not let our story end here.
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Mohammad
Abbas
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My name is Mohammad. I was 34 years old
when I went missing on August 21st 1978.
I left behind a loving family, a wife, and
four daughters, Ibtisam, Amal, Sana, and
Salam, who was only 10 years old.

I was living in Saudi Arabia, working as a
tiler. Like many men my age, I decided to
live and work there to be able to offer my
family a better life. My dream was to move
back with enough money to buy a house
and live with them. I would return back to
Lebanon regularly to visit them. I would
eagerly anticipate every moment I could
spend with them. My favorite memories
were having long talks with my father and
going on picnics on beautiful sunny days
before the summer heat came.

As the war raged on in Lebanon, I became
more worried about my loved ones. In
1978, as the situation worsened, I decided
to drive back to Lebanon to visit my family
during the holy month of Ramadan and to
bring them back with me to Saudi Arabia
where they would be safe.

My family waited for my arrival, but I never
made it. After days of wait and worry, my
brother-in-law travelled to Saudi Arabia
and Jordan hoping to find me. The only
information he was able to get, was that
my journey had stopped shortly after I
crossed the border into Lebanon.

My wife and daughters suffered greatly
from my disappearance, and I missed so
much of their lives. They spent most of
their time trying to find out what happened
to me and to make up for the fact that I am
no longer there to provide for them.

My name is Mohammad Abbas. Do not let
my story end here.
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My name is Mohammad. If you were to ever
visit my house in Tripoli, you will see that
it is filled with pictures of me. This is how
my wife maintains my presence at home.
She is the most courageous woman I know.
During our time together, she bore me six
children, but unfortunately two of them
did not survive. She dedicated her time to
raising our two sons and two daughters.
She had to do that mostly on her own,
since I was working between Oman, Qatar
and Riyadh as a construction engineer and
only saw them once every few months.

After a while, I decided I wanted to spend
more time with my children and see them
grow up, so in 1987, I returned. Sadly, I was
only allowed to enjoy three months with
my family. In November 1987, a group of
armed men stormed into our house at 3am,
and took me away. As they blindfolded
and handcuffed me, I could hear my
wife shouting. I could still hear her voice
as they put me in a truck, and beat me
with sticks.

Since that day, my wife has been looking
for me, going to detention centers in
Syria and in Lebanon; she even received
threats... but she never stopped. I am lucky
to have such a courageous wife.

My name is Mohamad Mustafa. Do not let
my story end here.
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My name is Milad. I was born in Ein
Majdelein in the Jezzine district, in 1965. I
was a mechanical engineer working at the
Volvo company. My family used to believe
that I was in love with my cousin. I kept
this a secret to myself. I was a fun guy that
did not take life too seriously.

My sister Jeanette was my favorite game
partner. We used to spend our time fighting.
When the war battles would force us to find
shelter in the ditches, we would kill time
and overcome our fears by playing cards.

One day, after losing a hand to my sister,
I had this gruesome idea of throwing
an apple to her face which hurt her
and made her bleed. This had cost me a
decent punishment from my father. Today,
Jeanette remembers this moment as she
examines the small scar near her eye, all
filled with emotions. Today, her scar and
the few photos she has of me are my only
remaining traces.

August 30th 1983, aged 18 years old, I
disappeared. I had just joined the Lebanese
army and was positioned at the airport
checkpoint, the one linking Beirut to
Mecharafieh. It was there that armed men
kidnapped me.

Last Friday, the International Committee of
the Red Cross declared that it was collecting
DNA from the families of the missing to be
able to identify the human remains buried
in mass graves. It is a very important step,
yet it remains insufficient as long as the
Lebanese authorities have neither located
nor exhumed the mass graves. It is only at
this point that my relatives would be able to
know the truth about my fate and that they
would be able to visit the tomb in which I
will be laying in peace.

My name is Milad Youssef. Do not let my
story end here.
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My name is Hadi. I was a 28-year-old man,
loved and spoiled by my three sisters
who focused their attention on their only
brother. I worked with my father in our
family-owned printing house in Jbeil.
In 1989, after 14 years of war, I had had
enough. I wanted to leave Lebanon to
settle in Toulouse, France. But I had to put
that dream on hold, as my father could not
imagine letting me go.

On June 14th 1990, a man came to my work
place and asked if I intended on selling
my car. I found this rather strange as I
had noticed that a car had been following
me for a few days now. Later on that day,
I left work to go to a wedding in Douma.
Before leaving, I called a florist to prepare
abouquet so I could take it with me. But, I
never made it there to pick it up. My friends
were alarmed when they did not see me at
the wedding, but the thought that I had
disappeared never crossed their minds.

Like thousands of other families, my
parents were deeply affected by my
disappearance. My father may have
regretted not letting me move to France.
He died shortly after I disappeared. My
sister Hilda continued to wait for me.
Even when she had the opportunity to
leave Lebanon to go and work abroad, she
decided to stay home in case I returned.
Today she remembers fondly the times I
would play outside with my nieces and
nephews, bringing them back home filthy
from head to toe. She wishes her children
could remember me... She wishes to know
what happened to me so she can explain
it to them.

My name is Hadi Karam. Do not let my
story end here.
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My name is Wajih. At the age of 38, I
was married with four children, living in
Aley and working as a foreman. The war
had been going on for years, but I had
intended to live my life regardless. I was
not affiliated to any party or prone to any
activism. What mattered to me the most
were my work and my family. [ was a strong
man, and I liked to work with my hands.
My son Ayman, who was very young at the
time, would say that I was strong enough
to break a stone with my hands.

I liked to spend the evenings with my
friends and family. We used to gather at
my place for musical sessions. I loved to
sing. Life was good, really. Until one day,
life changed forever. Not just mine, but
that of my loved ones too.

On August 12th 1982, I was on my way to
the Bekaa, for a repair job. I left home at
5 in the morning, while everyone was still
asleep. I was supposed to call my wife
when I reached the Bekaa but I never did.
My car was later found not too far from our
home, near Bhamdoun.

My children’s ongoing search for me
led my son to an abandoned detention
center. There, he found a pile of passports
belonging to many of those who were
taken there, including mine. This is the
only information my family was ever able
to gather. They are still waiting to know
what happened to me till this day.

My name is Wajih Zahlan. Do not let my
story end here.
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My name is Ali. [ was born in 1971. Unlike
many families in Lebanon, ours was small; it
was only my mother Nayfeh and I . My father
had passed away before I had the opportunity
to know him. However, my mother gave me
the love and support of both a mother and a
father. Every day, I would go to school, and
she would head to the offices of the Al Safir
newspaper where she worked. Every once in
a while, we enjoyed short journeys from the
city to the mountains where we would visit
my grandparents in Qumatiyyeh - those trips
were needed to escape the violence and the
turmoil that engulfed Beirut.

Ironically, it was after one such journey that
I went missing. On March 26, 1984, after
spending the weekend with my grandparents,
a friend of the family was driving me back to
Beirut and was supposed to drop me off at
the Mathaf crossing. That was the last time
anyone saw or heard about us.

Our families never found out what happened
to us. To them, we simply vanished. My
mother published several letters in Al Safir
newspaper, in the hope that somehow,
somewhere, they would reach me. She
pleaded that no matter how badly they
might harm me, I would not allow those
responsible to plant the seeds of evil in my
heart nor deprive me of my innocence. She
wrote about us leaving the country as soon
as I return and about her wish to protect me.
Sadly, this never happened. I never returned.
Nine months later, on December 27th, my
mother took her own life in desperation.

I'was 13 years old the day I disappeared; that
was the day my mother was left childless; the
day my life was cut short.

My name is Ali Hamadeh. Do not let our story
end here.

daloa J<

Ali Hamadeh
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This list includes the names of the missing persons
for whom a space has been dedicated on the digital
memorial Fushat ‘Amal. Thousands of other stories

need to be collected and added to this list.
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1976 ,diw 36 1camals il ol
El Semrani, Nassif, 36 years old, 1976

1986 ,diw 32 183las , 30l sl
El Sayid Ahmad, Hamada, 32 years old, 1986

1979 i 47 , e 1 Sglpadll
El Shaarawi, Ali, 47 years old, 1979

1986 1iiw 21,3l ke Al
El Cheikh Ali, Khaled, 21 years old, 1986

1976 302l 3020 é.g...idl
El Cheikh Mohammad, Ahmad, 1976

1967 1itin 17 S gdans , 2020 Gaadill
El Cheikh Mohammad, Salwa, 17 years old, 1976

1977 diw 30 1 Ygas , Jaghall
El Tawil, Nicola, 30 years old, 1977

1984 diww 28 1aaa ,ausll
Al Abed, Mohammad, 28 years old, 1984

1985 diww 45 1aaal el
El Ali, Ahmad, 45 years old, 1985

1976 .duw 28 1deble , J=ll
El Ali, Fatima, 28 years old, 1976

1975 1w 44 |30 ,Jadrall
El Fadel, Mohammad, 44 years, 1975

1984 diw 16 1agalyl ,piusll
Kabesh, Ibrahim, 16 years old, 1984

1993 diw 19 iaiss ,pAuxall
El Mbayed, Haitham, 19 years old, 1993

1980 , i 30 1 Juss ,dboagll

El Hobta, Nabil, 30 years old, 1980

1976 1diw 41, e , 34l
El Huq, Hussein, 41 years old, 1976

1978 1diw 16 39050 ,cpoqll
El Yaman, Mahmoud, 16 years old, 1978

1978 auw 16 ,9)3[1.;» FETYPEY
Andrioti, Stavro, 16 years old, 1978

1975 ,cawwgs ookl

Antoun, Youssef, 1975

1985 iclud sl
El Bachi, Diaa, 1985

1984 s 16 1 paoly 15y Ll
El Boukhari, Yaser, 16 years old, 1984

1985 alya ,oladl
El Badan, Drad, 1985

1976 i 23 13020 59l
El Badawi, Mohammad, 23 years old, 1976

1985 s 21 ,a335 15 yll
El Bezri, Nazih, 21 years old, 1985

1982 diw 20 1pakd ,aixdl
El Baytam, Fayad, 20 years old, 1982

1989 ,diw 22 . e 2Ll
El Hajj, Alj, 22 years old, 1986

1975 1diuw 18 , 2020, 2Ll
El Hajj, Mohammad, 18 years old, 1975

1975 14w 20 ,ddusd 39020 2LaI
El Hajj Mahmoud, Fadila, 20 years old, 1975

1986 1iiw 26 ,cpaaae sl

El Hussein, Hussein, 26 years, 1986

1983 1diw 19, paoun Lo 31
El Kherfan, Samir, 19 years old, 1983

1988 Ldiw 43,3031, pui3lI
El Khodor, Ahmad, 43 years old, 1988

1987 1w 37 1 panass oI
El Khatib, Taysir, 37 years old, 1987

1985 1diws 17 s 1 oajll
EL Zein, Hussein, 17 years old, 1985

1984 1dinw 20 12020 ol
El Zein, Mohammad, 20 years old, 1984

1988 1t 31,2050 , el el
El Sabeh A'yon, Mohammad, 31 years old, 1988

1982 1diw 21 1 yalall suc el
El Sekka, Abed El Qader, 21 years old, 1982

1982 .aiw 19 1000 , Lol
El Sekka, Mohammad, 19 years old, 1982

1976 diw 31 150 ,oxalpl
Ibrahim, Nathir, 31 years old, 1976

1975 1w 21,595 ol
Ibrahim, Noori, 21 years old, 1975

1982 Liiw 31, e, 2)5 ool
Abou Khurj, Ali, 31 years old, 1982

1987 diw 34 ,Jud3 S gl
Abou Zeki, Khalil, 34 years old, 1987

1976 1diw 27 , 2050 , juSs gl
Abou Shkeir, Mohammad, 27 years old, 1976

1976 .U.ob.; 1O 9.3|
Abou Sahyoun, Nathmi, 1976

1980 1diw 24 13uuw , puinos ol
Abi Amshar, Saeed, 24 years old, 1980

1983 1iiw 23 12)92 1355 ol
Abi Nakad, George, 23 years old, 1983

1982 ,302l 302l
Ahmad, Ahmad, 1982

1986 1diw 30 1olagyS 30l

Ahmad, Kariman, 30 years old, 1986

1981 1diw 23 19155 ,dgSLusl

Isakouf, Fouad , 23 years old, 1981

1976 \Jao 32wl
Asaad, Jamil, 1976

1975 diw 46, plasuwl , yaiSsl
Iskandar, Estephan, 46 years old, 1975

1982 ,diw 30 ,ajs Ll
Agha, Nazih, 30 years old, 1982

1976 1w 8 ,lac ;3021
AL Ahmad, Adnam, 8 years old, 1976

1976 i yw 6 ,Crowoc ;3021
El Ahmad, Osmat, 8 years old, 1976

1976 yiiow ,g“leé VTS|
El Ahmad, Fadi, 2 years old, 1976

1976 w4 13018 302V
El Ahmad, Fadia, 4 years old, 1976



1985 1dinw 17 , 3u2n ,jld
Khabbaz, Saeed, 17 years old, 1985

1985 diw 23, Jloa , yuda
Khdeir, Jamal, 23 years old, 1985

1982 .diw 39,89l e, Juls
Khalol, Abed El Raouf, 39 years old, 1982

1983 Ldinw 29 159)ke 1595
Khoury, Maroun, 29 years old, 1983

1992 1diw 53 iguploy ,3igh
Khawand, Boutros, 53 years old, 1992

1983 1iiw 50 1 Lo 2923
Dahrouj, Hani, 50 years old, 1983

1982 .dauw 30 .|.3) ,L“S)|9)

Dawari, Raya, 30 years old, 1982

1982 .diw 13,201, (59l
Dirawi, Ahmad, 13 years old, 1982

1982 .duw 26 uo.;.ml).)I ,.égb.;)

Dirawi, Ibrahim, 26 years, 1982

1982 1w 32 jaj< gl

Dirawi, Aziz, 32 years, 1982

1982 ,duw 22 1)grOi0 ,.égb.;)

Dirawi, Mansour, 22 years old, 1982

1982 diw 34 10l ,Ji>)
Rhayyel, Ahmad, 34 years, 1982

1985 diw 17 Lo 1udu0)
Rmayed, Soubhi, 17 years old, 1985

1985 14w 19,20 \uom0)
Rmayed, Merhi, 19 years old, 1985

1983 diw 63 , Gudas L)
Risha, Shafiq, 63 years old, 1983

1983 .diw 50, JLos Ly,
Risha, Kamal, 50 years old, 1983

1985 1diw 28 , yuiSanl ,Ly3 j
Zakhria, Iskandar, 28 years old, 1985

1983 Ldiw 33 1 Ja s s
Zougheib, Charbel, 33 years old, 1983

Do Not Let My Story End Here

1976 diw 41 ,casjgn ,olas
Haddad, Joseph, 41 years old, 1976

1985 1w 58 1 jidd ,alas
Haddad, Henriette, 58 years old, 1985

1976 dinw 28 1 JLeS ,(yguns

Hassoun, Kamal, 28 years old, 1976

1982 ,diw 55 10pall o | guiien
Hashisho, Mohyeddine, 55 years old, 1982

1982 ,diw 17 1 Jlos gm0

Hemmao, Jamal, 17 years old, 1982

1984 diw 13, < ,83lo
Hamadeh, Alj, 13 years old, 1984

1982 1diww 25 Loganll ase Saloa
Hamadi, Abed El Hafiz, 25 years old, 1982

1982 13w 23 , e iSalea
Hamadi, Ali, 23 years old, 1982

1978 3020 ,gal..o.:
Hamadi, Mohammad, 1978

1975 diw 34 1pulic 8 )0
Hamza, Abbas, 34 years old, 1975

1976 1diw 32 iplode 5o

Hamza, Othman, 32 years old, 1976

1976 diw 34 1 abbusw ,5j0n
Hamza, Mustafa, 34 years old, 1976

1985 1diws 42 13 p s
Hanna, Gergi, 42 years old, 1985

1980 1diw 60 ;s ,opein
Hanin, Najib, 60 years old, 1980

1975 «cawsgs lga

Hawwa, Youssef, 1975

1984 dino 44 | ppauss 1l g9

Hourani, Samir, 44 years old, 1984

1979 ,diw 57 1Jgis ,yaun
Haidar, Nicola, 57 years old, 1979

1985 diw 24 302l ,,ila
Khanji, Ahmad, 24 years old, 1985
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1975 1w 22 1 pwgo yogal
Mousa, Ayoub, 22 years old, 1975

1976 i.a2Jn 0l )81
Melhem, Melhem, 1976

1982 14w 22 18 o ,L“Sgl.?).)

Berjawi, Samira, 22 years old, 1982

1976 i 18 302l ,dnbliin
Bashasha, Ahmad, 18 years old, 1976

1975 1diw 12 ipuldl, ua L g5
Bou Chahine, Elias, 12 years old, 1975

1975 diw 37 1 a9l , ool g9
Bou Chahine, Shalouhi, 37 years old, 1975

1983 ,diw 22 (5948 ;w20 g2
Bou Saab, Fadwa, 22 years old, 1983

1982 diw 65 /&S ,pulic 93
Bou Abbas, Zakiye, 65 years old, 1982

1982 ,dinw 18 1yass ,sisiloys

Tarmanini, Haidar, 18 years, 1982

1982 1dixw 20, alawas ,Lls

Jana, Mustafa, 20 years old, 1982

1976 1dinw 24 Uadids , Jalpa
Jebrail, Shalita, 24 years old, 1976

1985, oloow gan
Geadeh, Semaan, 1985

1985, JLoS a2
Geadeh, Kamal, 1985

1987 1diw 19 12820 ,d20a
Jomaa, Mohammad, 19 years, 1987

1983 .dw 19,538, Jl
Habbal, Fadi, 19 years old, 1983

1975 1diw 20, e i 5jlxa
Hijazi, Ali, 20 years old, 1975

1985 .din 23 1oisd il
Hijazi, Haitham, 23 years old, 1985

1990 .diw 24 1 bl ,alan
Haddad, Elie, 24 years old, 1990
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1978 1w 20 1obusd , gauc
Abdo, Ghassan, 20 years old, 1978

1978 1w 19 ,(53L8 ,93uc
Abdo, Fadi, 19 years old, 1978

1982 duw 18 ,Jloa | soxc
Ajami, Jamal, 18 years old, 1982

1981 i 17 10l ,pwgi e

Arnous, Ahmad, 17 years old, 1981

1991 ,diw 28 1oldua ,.0ljc
Azzam, Hisham, 28 years old, 1991

1978 /i 78 2050 i Soloc
Atwi, Mohammad, 78 years old, 1978

1982 1diww 29 , 203l , iac
Afesh, Ahmad, 29 years old, 1982

1982 1w 33, s> ypinc
Afesh, Hussein, 33 years old, 1982

1982 ,diw 26 e lid ,slac
Imad, Chahine, 26 years old, 1982

1982 .diw 34, Jlsicl , o 9<
Awad, I’tidal, 34 years old, 1982

1982 i 17 ,cajoa wy9<

Aoun, Joseph, 17 years, 1982

1985 1diw 21,2050 ,lage
Awayik, Mohammad, 21 years old, 1985

1985 diw 13 39050 ,lage
Awayik, Mahmoud, 13 years, 1985

1990 ,diw 20 ,slg> s
Eid, Jihad, 20 years old, 1990

1988 1w 19 12050, 59l jod

Ghemrawi, Mohammad, 19 years old, 1988

1975 1diw 24 iy ,y9id
Ghandour, Hassan, 24 years old, 1975

1983 14w 18 i e pu)lé
Fares, Ali, 18 years old, 1983

1976 (il yg<ld
Faour, Adeeb, 1976

1980 ,diw 29 1Lajd o lggs
Shehwan, Qozhaya, 29 years old, 1980

1982 1diw 22 1jloc ,2lko

Saleh, Ammar, 22 years old, 1982

1985 duw 27 30l \duwae
Sobha, Ahmad, 27 years old, 1985

1975 duw 15, abuwow ,law
Safa, Mustafa, 15 years old, 1975

1985 1diw 41 4)lgal | yabun
Sfeir, Edward, 41 years old, 1984

1985 ,diw 29 1 Juda Ludea
Saliba, Khalil, 29 years old, 1984

1976 diw 37 , 303l , yalis
Daher, Ahmad, 37 years old, 1976

1976 1diw 39,305 , yals
Daher, Hamad, 39 years old, 1976

1976 1diw 37 s 1 palid
Daher, Deeb, 37 years old, 1976

1984 ,dw 20 .(53L8 g0

Daou, Fadi, 20 years old, 1984

1977 \diow 17 ,casjga 1Jagh
Tawil, Joseph, 17 years old, 1977

1984 1diw 39, yuouw , Jagho
Tawil, Samir, 39 years old, 1984

1985 1diw 19 ,Jsla ,ale
A’bed, Jalal, 19 years old, 1985

1985 Lii 18,2239 ,3ule
A’bed, Wadih, 18 years, 1985

1978 diw 34,3820 ,owlc
Abbas, Mohammad, 34 years old, 1978

1982 1din 20 1530y 1 Gl suc
Abed El Khalek, Ramzi, 20 years old, 1982

1976 diw 38 1cawgy vl asc
Abdel El Razzak, Youssef, 38 years old, 1976

1984 1diw 20 13los ,aldl suc
Abdallah, Imad, 20 years old, 1984

1987 (i 16 1 akouss ,lg3S;

Zakzouk, Mustafa, 16 years old, 1987

1982 14w 38 1ang ,pMb)
Zahlan, Wajih, 38 years old, 1982

1982 1diw 23 1w ,2)
Zeid, Hussein, 23 years old, 1982

1984 1diw 33 ,cdlé 2om ol
Zeidan, Mohammad Ghaleb, 33 years old, 1984

1983 |G ()
Zein, Hassan, 1983

1982 .diw 33 1 JLeS | gias

Sinno, Kamal, 33 years old, 1982

1985 ,diws 15 1 pud3 ,0llus
Salem, Khodor, 15 years old, 1984

1985 diw 22,3yl ,ollus
Salem, Richard, 22 years old, 1985

1985 1iiw 19, ianssyS (5 ylo roollao
Salem, Marie Christine, 19 years old, 1985

1991 ko 54, pugsills | ySuw
Sekkar, Tanios, 54 years old, 1991

1984 a0 14 3B soluns
Shhade, Khaled, 14 years old, 1984

1984 .duw 19 ,(5aL8 ,8aloud
Shhade, Fadi, 19 years, 1984

1984 diw 48 ,)SLds , giuads
Cheaitou, Shaker, 48 years old, 1984

1976 1injga nogeld
Chalhoub, Joseph, 1976

1977 diw 37 &l jlao ,nghds
Shalouhi, Mubarak, 37 years old, 1978

1986 1diw 26, 34945 19l
Shloun, Toufiq, 26 years old, 1986

1975 .duw 20 29> 10 §ROAD

Chamoun, George, 20 years old, 1975

1983 1ay)S , g

Chahla, Karim, 1983



1982 1diw 19 1 Jlos ,dg )20

Maarouf, Jamal, 19 years old, 1982

1988, diuw 20 iy ,ak20

Maalem, Hussein, 20 years old, 1988

1982 . Lilgiw 9 39020 , p020

Mo’ammar, Mahmoud, 9 years old, 1982

1982 4w 40 , 34y , oo

Mo’ammar, Walid, 40 years old, 1982

1979 1diw 41 | J£5o 00
Melhem, Mikhael, 41 years old, 1979

1976 1diw 28, Jul Sgluio
Menshawi, Khalil, 28 years old, 1976

1985 ,duw 51 1 bac ,dioaio
Mneimneh, Adnan, 51 years old, 1985

1975 1dow 27 | 3u0a ,Ligo
Mhanna, Hameed, 27 years old, 1975

1982 3w 33,202l ,uge
Moussa, Ahmad, 33 years old, 1982

1978 \dinw 34 303l , L2
Najjar, Ahmad, 34 years old, 1978

1986 diw 31 ,puldl o
Naseem, Elias, 31 years old, 1986

Naseem, Tanios, 19 years old, 1994

Nasreddine, Hassan, 20 years old, 1982

1976 ,duw 20 13wl 1S9l
Herbawi, Ahmad, 20 years old, 1976

1976 1w 19 1puldl gy

Harmouch, Elias, 19 years old, 1976

1983 i 18130 ,Cawgs
Youssef, Milad, 18 years old, 1983

Do Not Let My Story End Here

1976 1diw 37 ,casjgn 1jgpuS
Keyrouz, Joseph, 37 years old, 1976

Madi, Hussein, 20 years old, 1988

1988 ,diw 20 i¢peand 300
Mohammad, Hussein, 20 years old, 1988

1988 diw 51, ke ,aax0
Mohammad, Ali, 51 years old, 1988

1988 Jdiw 13,3020 , 3020
Mohammad, Mohammad, 13 years old, 1988

1988 ,dinw 18,34y 2050
Mohammad, Walid, 18 years old, 1988

1982 ,diw 24 dgolis 390520

Mahmoud, Samia, 24 years old, 1982

1979 .diw 38 ,Lia ,égliue
Makhlouf, Hanna, 38 years old, 1979

1979 1t 70 239 ,bgkie
Makhlouf, Wadih, 70 years old, 1979

1982 diw 21 ,Chmwgs 1 i po
Murtada, Youssef, 21 years old, 1982

1982 a3, ,ep0
Merhi, Khaled, 1982

1978 1dw 17,35, e p0
Merhi, Khaled, 17 years old, 1978

1976 1slines , akbouono

Mustafa, Sanaa, 1976

1975 1k 25 wdangy e 1 ibauas

Mustafa, Ali Youssef, 25 years old, 1975

1976 13020 , abwow

Mustafa, Mohammad, 1976

1987 1dw 37 13020 ,abwow
Mustafa, Mohammad, 37 years old, 1987

1985 1dinw 41 ;e s pbow
Matar, Deeb, 41 years old, 1985

1988 .diw 27 ,igh , phowo
Matar, Tony, 27 years old, 1988

Lo g5 b lge5 Y 24

1976 ,lsid ,ygcld

Faour, Linda, 1976

1975 1w 42 ,1pg5 00y
Frem, Nohra, 42 years old, 1975

1978 1ol 253
Farah, Ibtissam, 1978

1976 i 17 i ,pinid
Fneish, Hussein, 17 years old, 1976

1984 .diw 21, e , 0gd
Fahmi, Ali, 21 years old, 1984

1982 ,diw 18 ,0lonc ,ig yiud

Faytarouni, Issam, 18 years old, 1982

1986 ,diww 18 , e ,aunld
Kassem, Ali, 18 years old, 1986

1978 ,diw 57 13499 ,owul
Kassem, Wafiq, 57 years old, 1978

1983 Ldine 19 153 Sl
Kartawi, Nizar, 19 years old, 1983

1982 i 16, pale , o3

Qassir, Maher, 16 years old, 1982

1982 1diw 27 (s youlads
Qolqas, Nabil, 27 years, 1982

1985 ,diw 32 , 2050 ,8)LS
Kabbarah, Mohammad, 32 years old, 1985

1985 Lii 48 259> 2y pall , &iLiS
Kettaneh, Alfred George, 48 years old, 1985

1983 diw 44 10llw ,.0)S
Karam, Salem, 44 years old, 1983

1990 1dixs 28 u5ald 108

Karam, Hadi, 28 years old, 1990

1976 14w 25 1judj , 09)S

Karroum, Zouheir, 25 years old, 1976

1985 diww 55 i Jusiuo ;abis
Kassab, Michel, 55 years old, 1985

1976 1ii 20 ,ounlyl ,pis
Kanj, Ibrahim, 20 years old, 1976
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ACT for the Disappeared would like to thank
the many individuals and organizations
without whom Fushat ‘Amal would never
have happened.

ACT would like to express its special
gratitude to the families of the missing
persons who participated in the project.
Despite their psychological distress and
growing despair, they have been very
generous by opening up their homes and
sharing the stories of their loved ones and
their personal experiences.

ACT would like to thank each and every
volunteer who are helping to interview the
families of the missing. Was it not for these
individuals’ compassion and commitment,
the number 17 000 would have remained
without a face.

Moreover, ACT would like to thank the
Committee of Families of Kidnapped and
Disappeared in Lebanon and SOLIDE
(Support of Lebanese in Detention and
Exile) for their input throughout this
project. It would also like to salute their
tireless efforts and dedication to the families
of the missing throughout the years.

Last but not least, this project would have
never been possible without the constant
support of our donors. We would like to
thank them for believing in ACT’s mission
and trusting in us. Therefore, we would like
to extend our gratitude to the European
Union (EU), National Endowment for
Democracy (NED), Robert Bosch Stiftung,
Columbia University’s Alliance for
Historical Dialogue and Accountability
and the International Committee of
the Red Cross (ICRC). We would like,
however, to highlight that the content of
this publication is the sole responsibility
of ACT for the Disappeared and can under
no circumstances be regarded as reflecting
the position of any of its donors.
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Act for the Disappeared is a Lebanese
human rights association founded in 2010.
Its mission is to work towards fostering
a reconciliation process in Lebanon
by ending the injustice suffered by the
families of the missing, and by engaging
the Lebanese to address their violent past.

Act is working on supporting and
empowering the families of the missing
in their search to know the fate of their
loved ones. Since 2015 Act has launched
a memorialization project that aims to
alleviate the families’ emotional isolation
and empower them. This opportunity
helps the families to create through artistic
expression a tangible product that can tell
their story and give it a new meaning. In
2016, Act has started collaborating with
the International Committee of the Red
Cross (ICRC) to provide the families with
a holistic and wide-ranging assistance.

Act seeks to document past crimes and
provide a platform for truth telling.
As part of this project Act conducts
interviews with victims, witnesses and
former combatants, and makes part of
this information available to the public
on the digital platform “Fushat’ Amal”
(Space for hope). Sensitive information
that could contribute to clarifying the fate
of the missing persons is kept confidential
and will be given to a national commission
in charge of investigating the fate of the
missing once created. Meanwhile, Act uses
this information to locate sites of graves
and protect them from destruction; thus,
ensuring the victims could be exhumed
and identified in the future.

Act also aims to generate a better
understanding of the past among the
youth by engaging them in an inter-
generational oral history project. As part
of this project the youth listen to the
voices of the victims and collect their
testimonies. This initiative helps introduce
them to the consequences of political
violence and engage them actively to
memorialize the war. This memory work
gives a place to the different narratives
of the war and contributes to developing
better acceptance of the other.
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www.fushatamal.org fushatamal@actforthedisappeared.com

https://www.facebook.com/act4thedisappeared/ +9611 443104
https://www.facebook.com/Fushat2amal/ +961 76 933 306
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