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If the Disappeared Could Talk

As we commemorate forty-three years 
of the Lebanon war, and depending on 
the circumstances of our disappearance 
and the different locations we have been 
scattered in, we thought of uniting our 
voices to address you in the preface of 
this book prepared by the kind efforts of 
“Act for the Disappeared”. The book will 
provide you with glimpses into the lives 
of thirty of us, men and women, before 
the kidnapping.

It is only normal for you to dislike 
remembering the war. Talking about it is 
unpleasant, even detestable. Moreover, if 
we were the ones narrating our experience 
of it. We, the ones still entrapped in 
its abyss, hanging on the ropes of the 
unknown, and forgotten by negligence. 

We shall neither describe our conditions 
after being kidnapped, nor the monumental 
injustice we were subjected to. We shall 
not list the fears and dangers we endured. 
We shall go past the humiliations and 
torments inflicted on our humanity. We 
shall choke the anguish of our longing for 
our families, and the yearning to meet our 
children. Oh our children! How many of 
you grew up without us? How many were 
born after our absence so that you neither 
know us, nor do we know you? How many 
of you are boys, and how many are girls? 
What are your names? What are the colors 
of your eyes?

We shall go past all this because this is not 
our objective. We only seek two things here: 

First: We wish that our families would 
receive some closure from this killing 
state of waiting. That they would return to 
living normally just like you do. Just like 
all people.

المفقودون إن حكوا

 ŮƸƸŠاŨĉŴ اƸƸن ǀĐاřتĬا ǀŗŴĴƸƸōŤ ƻاƸƸőėتŴ ȕūاƸƸنėŤ يƸƸŘ ǀĕĴƸƸĩťŤ ŮƸƸżőĖĳǜد اƸƸőĖ ĚƸƸġŤاġŤا ŶĴƸƸŠĲŤي اƸƸŘ
 ųƸƸت ǁعدĉ źĲƸƸŤا ĕاƸƸتšŤا اĲƸƸه ǀĚƸƸŨ ǏدŝŨ يƸƸŘ ŪƸƸš ƾتėňاĭŨŴ ěوƸƸصŤا ƾدƸƸżĨا توƸƸن ǂŻĊتĳا ȕاƸƸŬ ǀĴġőėت
 ŮƸƸżĠǙĠ ŹƸƸťع ůĴƸƸėع ūو ǁťŉتƸƸĸ źĲƸƸŤاŴ ȕ ƻęĳوšƸƸĽŨ ȕ³ŮƸƸŻįوŝřũŤا ŦƸƸĤĉ ŮƸƸŨ ŦƸƸũőنŤ´ ĚƸƸżőũĤ

 �ŚƸƸŉĭŤا ŦƸƸėا قƸƸ ǁنŨ ƽę� ƽدƸƸĨاŴ ŮƸƸżĠǙġŤ  ƽęاƸƸżĨ

 ȕħĴřũŤا ǀĴƸƸŨǜاĖ ĺżŤ عنها ƿŧǙšƸƸŤاŘ �ĕĴƸƸĩŤا Ůع ƾğ ǁدƸƸĩتŤوا  اŕżƸƸĹتĹلا ت ūĉ يƸƸőżėŉŤا ŮƸƸŨ
ŮƸƸĩŬ �ŮƸƸżĠ اőŤاƽĕĴƸƸĨ ǏĮƸƸřĖ ŮƸƸżŝŤ اĖتőťتنƸƸا�  ǁدĩتũŤا ŮƸƸĩŬ اƸƸنŠ اıč ŚƸƸżšŘ �ĞƸƸżŝ ƾŨ وƸƸه ŦƸƸĖ لا

 �ŦƸƸاهĥتŤاŴ ǀţوƸƸهĥũŤا ǀţاƸƸėĨ ŹƸƸťع ŮƸƸżŝ ǁťőũŤا ŮƸƸĩŬ

 ŮƸƸŤ ا�ƸƸنŤاň źĲƸƸŤا ǀŪƸƸťōŤا ǀŪƸƸĥĨ ŮƸƸلا عŴ ȕŚƸƸŉĭŤد اƸƸőĖ اƸƸŨ اƸƸن ǀŤواĨĉ ŮƸƸع ŪƸƸš ƾĠ ǁدĩŬ ŮƸƸŤ 
 ǀţلاıǞا ǀŏواƸƸŬĉ ŹتƸƸļ ƿĵŴاĥنتƸƸĸ ها�Ť نا ǂń ǁĴőي تƸƸتŤا ǀĴƸƸňاĭũŤاŴ ǀŗŴاƸƸĭũŤا ǀĚƸƸũĐد قاƸƸعن ƾŚƸƸ ǁتوقŬ
 ȕاƸƸنżŤهاĉ ǀĚƸƸŻċĴŤ ǀśوƸƸĽŤا ƾĚƸƸوعŤ اƸƸاتن ǁوĤ  ƿŞنĭنƸƸĸ نا� ǀتżŬاƸƸĹŬč ǏŞƸƸĩĖ ǂĞƸƸĸĳو ƿŨ يƸƸتŤا ǀĘƸƸŻĲőتŤاŴ
 ǙƸƸŘ اƸƸن ǀĖاżŔ ĴƸƸĠč دƸƸ ǀŤ ƿŴ ŮƸƸ ƾŨ ŪƸƸšنŨŴ ȕاƸƸن ǀŬŴį ŮƸƸŨ ƾĴƸƸ ƿė ƾŠ ŮƸƸ ƾŨ ŪƸƸšنŨ ا�ƸƸŬ ƾįلاŴĉ اƸƸŻ ůććć ا�ƸƸŬ ǀįلاŴĉ ǀĆاƸƸŝťŤ
 Ź ǁŉĭنتƸƸĸ����Ūš ǀŬوżع ƾūواƸƸŤĉ لاŴ ŪŠ ƾĆاũƸƸĸĉ لاŴ ŪšƸƸ ƾĹنĤ ƿŗĴƸƸőŬ ŮƸƸĩŬ لاŴ اƸƸنŬوŘĴőت ŪƸƸتŬĉ

�ūاĴƸƸŨĉ ƿů ƿدƸƸĽنŬ اƸƸŨ Ǎūč �ŗدƸƸهŤا ĺƸƸżŤ ųƸƸŬǜ ŢƸƸŤı ǍŦŠ

 ŹƸƸŤč ǀęįوƸƸőŤاŴ ǀĚƸƸťاتŝŤا ǀĳاƸƸōتŬالا ǀĚƸƸŤاĨ ŮƸƸŨ ǀģŴĴƸƸĭŤا ŹƸƸťا عƸƸنżŤهاĉ ǀęاعدƸƸĹũŤ ƼيőƸƸĸ ȕţŴǜا  �
�ķاƸƸنŤا ŦŠ ŦƸƸġŨ ȕŪƸƸšťġŨ ǀĚƸƸżőżėŉŤا ǀęاƸƸżĩŤا

 ǀŞżŝĩتŴ ȕاƸƸه ǀĤĳاĬ ŮƸƸŨŴ ها ǀťĬاį ŮƸƸŨ ƽŧوƸƸŻ ŦŠ ƿľ ƾنته ƿي تƸƸتŤا ǀĚƸƸŤŴدŤا ęįوƸƸőŤ ƼيőƸƸĸ ȕيƸƸŬاġŤا  �
 �ŪŠ ƿįاřĨĉŴ اƸƸŬ ƿįاřĨĉ ȕŪƸƸŠ ƿįلاŴĉŴ اŬ ƿįلاŴĉ ųƸƸ ǀوعĖĳ يƸƸŘ ƾŪőنżŤ ȕ ƽيƸƸŝżŝĨ ƽŧǙƸƸĸ

 � ǁاƸƸعن ǀĢƸƸĩėŤا ǀĚƸƸťĨĳ يƸƸŘ اƸƸنżŤهاĉ ǀęĴżƸƸĹŨ ŹƸƸťع ǀĆوƸƸŅŤا ƿŊżťƸƸĹو تƸƸه ů ƿدƸƸŻĴŬ اƸƸŨ ūĉ ƿĚƸƸŝżŝĩŤا
 ŶĴƸƸŬ اƸƸنŬǜ ŦƸƸĖ ȕĴƸƸġŠĉŴ ŢƸƸŤı ūو ǁŝĩتƸƸĹŻ ŪƸƸهŬĉ وƸƸŤŴ ȕŪƸƸŻĴšتŤا Ŵĉ ǀĴšƸƸĽŤا ǀĚƸƸ ǏżنĖ ĺƸƸżŤ  ƻاƸƸőėň
 ȕŦƸƸťŨ Ŵĉ ƽŦƸƸťŠ ūŴį ǀěنواƸƸĹŤا ǀěاĴƸƸĽع ǀĳداƸƸŨ ŹƸƸťع ȕųƸƸĖ ūوƸƸėŤاŉŻŴ واƸƸėŤاň اƸƸŨ ƾŞƸƸżŝĩت ūĉ
ǀę اřŤاǀĚƸƸťŀ عƸƸťĖ ŮƸƸوǀœ عتǀĚƸƸė اǀŪťƸƸĹŤ اƸƸťőřŤيƸƸŘŴ ȕي  ǁوƸƸهŤا ŧįĳ يƸƸŘ ƻĚƸƸŻ ǁدĤ ƻĚũاهƸƸĹŨ ƿŦ ǁšƸƸĽŻ

هƸƸا�  ǀوتėŠ ŮƸƸŨ ƾŧوƸƸŝي تƸƸŠ ĚƸƸŤŴدŤا ŧاƸƸŨĉ ǀŞƸƸŻĴŉŤا ǀدƸƸżهũت

 ǍĴũتƸƸĸا اƸƸũŤاň  ŞƸƸ ǁŝĩتŻ ŮƸƸŤŴ ŪƸƸŤ ŢƸƸŤı ŮƸƸšŤ �ĕوƸƸťŉŨŴ ƼيƸƸهŻدĖ ƼĴƸƸŨĉ يƸƸńاũŤي اƸƸ ǁŉĭت Ǎūč
 ǀŃĳǜا ŹƸƸťع ǀę ǁĴƸƸũŤا ǀĚƸƸĖĴĥتŤاĖ  اƸƸنżŤهاĉ ƿĚƸƸنĥŤ ǂĞƸƸŠĳįĉ دƸƸŝŤ �ūاżƸƸĹنŤا ǀĚƸƸĸاżĸ ǀŏاƸƸė ǁاتĖ ƿŧا ǁšƸƸĩŤا
 ǀĳداƸƸŀč ŹƸƸťلا عŴ ȕ³ŹƸƸŅŨ اƸƸũع ųƸƸťŤا اƸƸřع´ ǀĚƸƸŤوŝŨ ŹƸƸťع ƿŧوƸƸŝŻ لا ƾيƸƸŝżŝĩŤا ƾŧǙƸƸĹŤا Ǎūĉ

ƾľƸƸ اĩŅŤاƸƸŻا�  ǁũهŴ  ŮƸƸżėšتĴũŤا ŮƸƸا عƸƸřع ūوƸƸŬقا

نƸƸا اťũŤت�ĚƸƸĹė هĲƸƸا  ǀتżőńŴ ǀĆاƸƸهŬč ŹƸƸťع ƾŦƸƸũőŤا ƿĘƸƸ ǁťŉتŻ ǀĕĴƸƸĩŤا ǀĕاƸƸėťĤ ŮƸƸŨ ƾģŴĴƸƸĭŤا Ǎūč
 ĳدƸƸĥا تƸƸهن �ŚƸƸصŬŴ ƽįوƸƸŝع ƾĚƸƸĠǙĠ ĳداƸƸŨ ŹƸƸťع ĕŴċدƸƸŤا اƸƸه ǀŤاŅŬ يƸƸŘ اƸƸنżŤهاĉ ĚƸƸنĥŤ ů ƿدƸƸŻĴا تƸƸŨ

تũهżد
Preface
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�ųƸƸ هƸƸي  ǀťŻدőتĖ لاŴ ųƸƸ ǀĐاŕŤĎĖ ƻاƸƸŨوŻ ĘƸƸŤاŉت ŪƸƸŤŴ ȕوƸƸřőŤا ūوƸƸŬاŝŤ ǍدƸƸتتص ŪƸƸŤ اƸƸه ǍŬĉ ŹƸƸŤč ǀęĳاƸƸļǞا
لا تƸƸŻĴدƿ تƸƸżĖĊدƾ اũŤاƸƸńي Ŵلا ĩŨاėƸƸĸتŴ ȕųلا تĖ ĘƸƸŔĴاŤتŝوقƸƸŘ ǀŒƸƸي ǀĚƸƸżőńŴ ا�ĚżĩŅŤهƸƸي لا 

 �ŪƸƸżĭŤي اƸƸŘ ƾŧاƸƸالاعتصŴ ƾĴƸƸاهōتŤا ŶوƸƸته

 ǍŞƸƸĨ ūč ا�ƸƸه ǁŝĨ اĲƸƸهŴ � ƻاƸƸواتŨĉ Ŵĉ اƸƸنŠ ƻĆاƸƸżĨĉ اƸƸŬ ǀĴĐصاŨ ƿĚƸƸŘĴőŨا هوƸƸنżŤهاĉ ƿĚƸƸنĥŤ  ů ƿدƸƸŻĴا تƸƸŨ ƿŦŠ
ųƸƸĸ اƸƸŅŝŤاƿĆ اėťŤناŬي  ǁĴŠŴ ȕيƸƸŤŴدŤي اŬاƸƸĹŬǞا ƿūوƸƸŬاŝŤي اƸƸŘ ǍķĴšŨ ŧاƸƸع ƼĉدƸƸėŨ وƸƸه ǀĚƸƸŘĴőũŤا
ĴƸƸŝĖاƸƸļ ĺƸƸťĥŨ ĳوŶĳ اŤدĚƸƸŤŴ اŤصƸƸاĳį عƸƸاŧ �2014 عųƸƸżť اƸƸĸتندě اĥťŤنŴ ƿĚƸƸاĤتهƸƸدƸƸŘ ěي 
 ųƸƸĖ ĞƸƸŨا قاƸƸŨ ĕĳاƸƸŝŻŴ ȕاƸƸتنżŅق ŪƸƸتĭŤ ţوƸƸėŝũŤا ŹƸƸŬįǜا ǍدƸƸĩŤا ƿŦ ǁšƸƸĽŻ يƸƸũťع ƽŦƸƸĨ ĚƸƸŔاżŀ
 ĚهĖاƸƸĽŨ ƽŚƸƸŉĬŴ ƽŦƸƸقت ƾŪƸƸĐاĴĤ ǂěهدƸƸļŴ ȕĚƸƸťĠاũŨ ƻاƸƸĖŴĴĨ ǂĞƸƸŘĴي عƸƸتŤا ŪƸƸŤاőŤا ǀţŴį ĚƸƸżėŤاŔ

���ŢƸƸĸĴهŤاŴ ĚنƸƸĸوėŤاŴ ĿĴėقŴ ŮƸƸżنتĤĳǜاŠ

 ŦżťŝتŤا ūŴį ȕاƸƸŬĴżصŨ ĚƸƸŘĴőŨŴ اƸƸ ǁعن ĢĩėŤا ŹƸƸťع ĴتصŝŻ دƸƸőŻ ŪŤ ĚƸƸنĥťŤا ųƸƸĖ ĘƸƸŤاŉا تƸƸŨ ūĉ
 ŚƸƸĐواŉŤا ŦŠ ŮƸƸŨ ȕŮƸƸŻįوŝřũŤا ŮƸƸĩŬ �ŮƸƸňŴ ŮƸƸع ĢƸƸĩėťŤ ůاƸƸ ǁŉĭت ŦƸƸĖ ȕŢƸƸŤı ĚƸƸżũهĉ ŮƸƸŨ
 ĺżŤ ƿįوŝřũŤاŘ �ęĶƸƸżũŨ ęدƸƸŻĴŘ ĚřĐاň واťšƸƸļ ȕناťġŨ اƸƸنżŤهاĉ ����Ŵ ŞƸƸňناũŤاŴ ĘƸƸاهĲũŤاŴ
 ƿŦ ǁżƸƸĹا لا تƸƸتنżŅق ūč  �ųƸƸعن ĢƸƸĩėا لا تƸƸŨč ȕŮƸƸňواũŠ ųƸƸعن ĚƸƸŤŴدŤا ĢƸƸĩėا تƸƸŨč �ĚƸƸřĐاň ųƸƸŤ
 ĚƸƸنĥťŤاĴėتőت ȕěاĲƸƸŤاĖ ĘėƸƸĹŤا اĲƸƸهŤŴ ي�ƸƸřĐاň ƼŦƸƸĨ اƸƸهŤ ĺƸƸżŤ يƸƸŤتاŤاĖŴ ȕĚƸƸżřĐاň ƻاƸƸصصĨ
 ūĉ ŮƸƸŨ ƻدلاƸƸĖ اƸƸن ƿتŤŴį ƾĢƸƸőėتنŴ ƾįوƸƸőي تƸƸšŤ ĿǙƸƸĭŤا ƾĚėƸƸĽĬ Ŧ ǎšƸƸĽŻ دƸƸق ĚƸƸżŅŝŤا ůĲƸƸه ǍŦƸƸĨ ūĉ

Ŵ śتĩتĨ ŮƸƸŨ śĴƸƸوŤنƸƸا��� ǁĶƸƸũي تتƸƸتŤا ţŴدƸƸŤا ŹƸƸťع ģ ǁĴƸƸřتŤاŴ ǀśĴƸƸŕŤي اƸƸŘ ƾĴũتƸƸĹت

 ǏيƸƸň يƸƸŘ ūوƸƸėŔĴŻ ȕŪƸƸšťġŨ اƸƸنżŤهاĉ �ĘŕƸƸļ ƾęواƸƸوا هƸƸĹżŤŴ ƽŧǙƸƸĸ ƿįا ǁŴĳ ŪƸƸا هƸƸنżŤهاĉ
 ŹƸƸŤč اƸƸهċناĖĉ ƿŮƸƸŨĊŻ ȕĚƸƸŻقوŴ ƽĚƸƸŤįعا ȕ ƽę ǁĴƸƸĨ ƽĚƸƸŤŴį ǀŚƸƸنŠ يƸƸŘ ŧǙƸƸĹĖ ǀľƸƸżőŤاŴ ǀĕĴƸƸĩŤا ǀĚƸƸĩřŀ

�ŪƸƸهįلاŴĉ įلاŴĉŴ ŪƸƸه ǀįلاŴĉ ƾŦėŝتƸƸĹŨŴ Ūه ƾťėŝتƸƸĹŨ ūوƸƸنũŅŻŴ ȕŪƸƸه ǀĴńاĨ

 ȗŦżĩتƸƸĹŨŴ ƼźĶżĥőت ĴŨĉ هو ųĖ ūوėŤاŉŻ اŨ ŦƸƸهŘ

 ȗهاŻįوŝřŨ Ůع ƿĢĩėŤا ĚżũƸƸĸĴŤا ǀěاŉťƸƸĹŤا ǀěاėĤاŴ ŹŤŴĉ ŮŨ ƾĺżŤĉ

 ƾĘƸƸŤاŉ ƿŻ ūĉ ĚżŬاƸƸĹŬč ĴاعƸƸĽŨ ųƸƸ ƿŠĴĩ ƿت ųƸƸżŘ ƽįĴƸƸŘ ŦŠŴ ƽŏاŴ ƽŒƸƸũتĥŨ ǀŦŠ ǀĘƸƸĤاŴ ŮƸƸŨ ĺƸƸżŤĉ
 źĲƸƸŤا ƾيƸƸاعũتĤالا ƾدƸƸŝőŤا ƿدƸƸ ǁĹĥŻ ųƸƸŬǜ ŪƸƸه ǀĐاėĨĉ ǀĴƸƸĐصاŨ ǀĚƸƸŘĴőũĖ ŮƸƸŻįوŝřũŤي اƸƸŤهاĉ ǏŞƸƸĩĖ

 ȗěاƸƸőũتĥũŤا ųƸƸżťع ƿĺƸƸ ǍĸČت

 ųƸƸ ǀلاقĶŬا  źįاƸƸřتŴ  ŒƸƸũتĥũŤا  ǀŮƸƸżصĩت  ŦƸƸĤĉ  ŮƸƸŨ  ƻĚƸƸŻ ǁدĤ  ƻĚũاهƸƸĹŨ  ŢƸƸŤı  ƿŦ ǏšƸƸĽŻ ĉلا 
ȗ  ęدƸƸŻدĤ  ƽĕĴƸƸĨ  ŹƸƸŤč

ȗĚŨįاŝŤا ǀţاżĤǝŤ ĕĴĩŤا ķŴĴƸƸżŘ ǀĢŻĳتو ūŴį ƿţو ǂĩ ƾت ƻĚŬاũń ŢŤı ƿŦ ǏšƸƸĽŻ  لاĉ

هŪ عƸƸŨ ŹƸƸťا  ƾĴšƸƸĽŬ ūĉ ا�ƸƸنżŤهاĉ ŹƸƸŤč ĳاƸƸėŠčŴ ƽĘƸƸĨ ǀĚƸƸżĩت ƾųƸƸ ǍĤوŬ ūĉ ŧاƸƸتĭŤي اƸƸŘ اƸƸنŤ واĩũƸƸĸا
 ȕţاƸƸŅنŤا ŮƸƸŨ ĚنƸƸĸ 36 دƸƸőĖ  ȕŪƸƸه ǀوقŝĨ ǀŊƸƸĹĖĉ ŮƸƸŨ ǍūĊƸƸĖ ƾŗĴƸƸتőŬ ūĉ ا�ƸƸنťĤĉ ŮƸƸŨ ůŴدƸƸ ǁėšت
 ĺƸƸżŤ ا�ƸƸتنżŅق ŦƸƸĨ يƸƸ ǁنėتĖ ųƸƸعن ƿĴƸƸ Ǎėő ƿŻ ȕيƸƸŬناėťŤا ǀĘőƸƸĽŤا ŮƸƸŨ ƻǙƸƸاعŘ ƻاƸƸřوقŨ اŴĴƸƸōنتŻ ūĉ
 ĚƸƸżńاũŤا ǀĕĴƸƸĩŤا ǀěاƸƸřťŨ ŮƸƸŨ ƽŚƸƸťŨ ƾĴƸƸĬć ƿŦƸƸřŝ ƿŻ ů ƾįاƸƸũاعت Ǎūǜ ŦƸƸĖ ȕŪƸƸنتهĥťŤ لا Ŵ اƸƸنŤ ŹƸƸŨĴŠ

 �³įاƸƸőا تنƸƸũت ĴƸƸŠĲتن´

 ǀĆاƸƸنėŤ ƻاżƸƸĸاĸĉ ƻاŠاƸƸŨدŨ ƿŦ ǏšƸƸĽ ƿŻ اƸƸه ƾũتĬ ūǜ ȕĴƸƸġŠĉ ƿţوƸƸŉت ŮƸƸŻįوŝřũŤا اƸƸŬ�ĚżŅوا قƸƸلا تدع
�ūاƸƸنėŤ ŮƸƸع ǀĚƸƸهŻĴšŤا ĕĴƸƸĩŤا ǀĪƸƸĐاŴĳ ǀįاƸƸőĖǞ �ĚƸƸنňواũŤا ĚƸƸŤŴį ĆاƸƸنėŤ ȕŮƸƸňواŨ

نƸƸا� ƸƸŨŴا ĉ ųƸƸőŘįهاżŤنƸƸا  ǀŨǙĨĉŴ اƸƸŬ ǀĳاũعĉ ȕاƸƸن ǀواتżĨ ŮƸƸŨ ƻاƸƸżŤاŔ ŮƸƸũġŤا اƸƸنőŘį ŮƸƸŻįوŝřũŤا ŮƸƸĩŬ
 � ƻĚƸƸĨداŘ ǎŦƸƸŝŻ لا

 ƿĘƸƸťŉŬ لا �ŪƸƸŝنتŬ ūĉ  ƿدƸƸŻĴŬ čلاǁ ا�ĚƸƸŝżŝĩŤ لا   ƿدƸƸŻĴŬ ũƸƸĸĎĖنا ĖŴاũƸƸĸهƸƸŝŬ  ŪوŮƸƸĩŬ ȕţ لا 
 ǀĪƸƸŤصاŤ ęدƸƸŀĳǜا ŦŠ ĴƸƸ ǁżĥتŤŴ ا�ƸƸنżŤهاĉ ĚƸƸŨاĴŠŴ اƸƸتنŨاĴŠ ŎƸƸřĨ ǁلاč ƿĘƸƸťŉŬ لا ŮƸƸĩŬ � ƻاƸƸŅŻوőت

 �ųƸƸ ǀتŨاĴŠŴ ŮƸƸňوŤا

�ĚŨįاŝŤا ţاżĤǝŤ دŕŤاĖ ŪƸƸťĩŬ ناżŤهاĉŴ ŮĩŬ
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Second: We wish for the return of the state 
that is being eroded inside and out, day 
by day. We wish that true peace would be 
reached and enjoyed by our children and 
yours, and our grandchildren and yours. 

The truth is that we wish to highlight our 
respective families’ journeys in searching 
for us. Not to bestow gratitude or honor 
on them, although they deserve that and 
more. But because the demands they 
tirelessly called for, and still call for, form 
a serious contribution to removing the 
obstacles which prevent true peace, and to 
paving the way for the recovery of the state.

Bypassing the past is a self-evidently 
necessary step towards the future, but it 
will never happen as long as the country’s 
rulers follow the policy of obliviousness. 
The Committee of the Families of the 
Missing and Kidnapped realized, through 
bitter experience, that true peace will never 
be based on “letting bygones be bygone”, 
nor will it be founded on laws which 
absolve those who committed the crimes 
while marginalizing the victims. 

Transcending the loops of the war requires 
efforts to end our tangled situation. This 
is what the Committee of the Families of 
the Missing and Kidnapped aims for in its 
endeavor, now ongoing for the last three 
and the half decades. It is worth noting 
here that the committee never opposed 
the amnesty law, and never demanded its 
repeal or amendment. The goal is neither 
to consecrate the past, nor to hold it 
accountable. The role of the victim is not 
where the committee desires to confine 
itself. Demonstrations and sit-ins in 
tents are, for the committee, means and 
not avocations. 

All what the Committee of the Families 
of the Missing and Kidnapped wants is 
to uncover our fate: Are we dead? Are we 
still alive? This is a basic human right. 
The right to know is a universal principle, 
guaranteed by international human 
law, and it has been recognized by the 
Lebanese judiciary through the decision 
issued by the State Shura Council in 2014. 
The committee based its work on that 
foundation, and strived to formulate a 
scientific solution encompassing the bare 
minimum closure for our cause, using an 
approach that emulates the ones used in 
countries such as Argentina, Cyprus, and 
Bosnia-Herzegovina, all of which suffered 
from conflicts similar to the one which 
took place in Lebanon, and where crimes 
of killing and kidnapping also occurred. 

The demands of the committee are no 
longer confined to searching for us and 
knowing our fate, important as this is. It 

goes beyond that to striving for a homeland 
in the full meaning of the word. We, the 
disappeared, belong to all communities, 
sects, and regions of Lebanon… as do 
our families. In fact, we have become a 
distinctive community. For the missing 
have no sect. The government should 
make a clear choice: either to look for us 
as citizens or not to do so at all. Our cause 
cannot be translated into sectarian gains, 
and as such has no sectarian solution. 
Therefore, it is the committee’s firm belief 
that the solution to this cause may become 
a way of deliverance for our country, 
leading to its rebirth rather than leaving 
it on its present drowning course while 
watching other countries around us break 
down and burn… 

Our families are agents of peace, not fans 
of riots. Our families, just like you, wish 
to turn the page of the war. Our families, 
just like you, hope to live in peace in a free, 
just and strong state which provides, for 
all its citizens, safety at the present, and 
prospects for their future, their children’s 
and grandchildren’s.

So are those demands so unattainable 
and impossible? 

Isn’t searching for disappeared citizens one 
of the top duties of any government?

Isn’t a call for the right of the families of 
the disappeared to know the fates of their 
loved ones the duty of every vigilant society 
and each of its members moved by feelings 
of human empathy, as it materializes 
the social contract the foundation of all 
societies? 

Wouldn’t that form a serious contribution 
to consolidate society and avoid its plunge 
back into another war? 

Wouldn’t that be a guarantee for future 
generations that they will not inherit the 
virus of civil war? 

In conclusion, let us offer our families 
our utmost love and respect. Let us thank 
them for what they endured for us. Let 
us recognize that, after thirty six years of 
struggle, the least of their rights is to expect 
an active stand by the Lebanese people, 
showing that it adopts a solution to our 
issue. Not for our sake, and not for the sake 
of the families’ committee, but because this 
would close the final chapter of that past 
war, re-iterating the common saying in 
Lebanon: “Let it be remembered so that it 
would never happen again”. 

Don’t let our cause, the cause of the 
disappeared, remain open. Its closure is a 
foundation for building future citizens, and 
a country based on active citizenship. It is 

a guarantee that Lebanon will be spared, 
once and for all, from the foul taste of war. 

We, the disappeared, paid dearly, with our 
lives and our dreams. Our families paid no 
less greatly. 

So in our names and theirs we say: we only 
want the truth. We don’t want to avenge. 
We don’t seek compensation. All what we 
want is the preservation of our dignity 
and our families’. Then, let all accounts 
be redirected to the best interest of our 
country, its future and its dignity. 

Both ourselves and our families 
dream of the future for the sake of the 
next generations.
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 ŮŨ اŴĲĬ ƿĉ ţاƸƸĤĳŴ ĆاƸƸĹŬŴ ţاřňĉ �ĚżŬناėťŤا ĕĴƸƸĩŤا ţǙƸƸĬ ĿاĭƸƸļǜا ŗلاć ŹƸƸřتĬد اƸƸŝŤ
 ĴĠČت ţاĶƸƸتي لا تŤا ȕęاƸƸĸĊũŤا ůĲƸƸه �ŢƸƸŤı دőĖ ŪƸƸعنه ƻاđżƸƸļ واőũƸƸĹŻ ŪƸƸŤ ŮƸƸŻĲŤا ŪƸƸهĖĳقاĉ

�ŧįصاŤا ųƸƸżńاŨ ĆاƸƸهŬč يŘ اƸƸنőũتĥŨ ŦƸƸĽŘ ĴƸƸوهĤ يƸƸه ȕĴƸƸĸǜا ŗلاć ŹƸƸťع

 ȕ³ŦƸƸŨĉ ĚĩƸƸĹŘ´ ŮƸƸŻįوŝřũŤا ŦƸƸĤĉ ŮƸƸŨ ŦƸƸũőنŤ ĚƸƸżőũĤ ĞƸƸŝťňĉ ȕ2015 ŧاƸƸőŤي اƸƸŘ
 Źťد عƸƸżŠĊتŤا ęįاƸƸعčŴ ŮŻįوŝřũŤا ĿاĭƸƸļǜا ĚƸƸŻهو ęįاőتƸƸĸا ŹƸƸŤč ŗدƸƸته ęĳįاƸƸėŨ يƸƸهŴ

�ŪƸƸهįوĤŴ ĚƸƸنšŨĉŴ ŪƸƸهĴĐصاŨ ĚƸƸŘĴőŨ يƸƸŘ ŞƸƸĩŤا

 ĚĨاƸƸĹŨ ĺƸƸŻĴšتŴ ŮƸƸŻįوŝřũŤا ĿاĭƸƸļǜا ţوƸƸĨ ěاƸƸŨوťőŨ ŒƸƸũĤ ęĳįاƸƸėũŤا ŦũƸƸĽت
 ţوƸƸĨ ěاƸƸŨوťőŨ ŃĴƸƸőŻ  ȕدƸƸĤŴ ţاƸƸĨ يƸƸŘ ȕيƸƸũقĳ źĳاŠĲƸƸت ūاƸƸżĖ يƸƸŘ ŪƸƸنهŨ ŦšƸƸŤ

�ŪƸƸهĐاřتĬا ţوƸƸĨ ěاƸƸŨوťőŨŴ ĳوƸƸŀŴ ĚƸƸżاتĲŤا ŪتهĴżƸƸĸ

 ţوƸƸĨ  ěاƸƸŨوťőũťŤ  ŧاƸƸع ŴاقƸƸőي   ŏįتوƸƸĹŨ  ŮƸƸŨ  ĴƸƸġŠĉ هƸƸي   ³ŦƸƸŨĉ  ĚĩƸƸĹŘ´  ūč
 �ĚżصĭƸƸĽŤا ŪهĖĳاĥت ŮƸƸع ĴżėőتťŤ ĚƸƸŀĴřŤا ŮƸƸŻįوŝřũŤا ĴƸƸĸǜ ĴƸƸŘي توƸƸهŘ ȕŮƸƸŻįوŝřũŤا
 ĞƸƸوقŤا ŮƸƸع ĴƸƸōنŤا ņƸƸŕĖ �ŪƸƸقصصه ŹƸƸŤا ŒũتƸƸĹتŴ ŪƸƸهŤĵناŨ يƸƸŘ ĚƸƸżőũĥŤا ŪƸƸهĳŴĶت
 įوƸƸŝد عƸƸőĖ �ŪƸƸهĐاėĨĉ ĆاƸƸřتĬلا ĚżėťƸƸĹŤا ĳاƸƸĠǚا ŮƸƸŨ يƸƸŬاőت ĴƸƸĸǜا ţاĶƸƸلا ت ȕŹƸƸŅŝŬا źĲƸƸŤا
 ȕŒƸƸńتواŨ ŦšƸƸĽĖ ȕŪƸƸاتهŬاőŨ ŹƸƸŤč ŏاũتƸƸĸǞا ŪاهƸƸĹŻ ȕŪƸƸهżťع ŪƸƸ ǁتĩũŤا ĞƸƸũصŤا ŮƸƸŨ

�ųƸƸنŘį ŪƸƸت źĲƸƸŤا ŪƸƸŤǜا śǙƸƸňč يƸƸŘ

 ůĲي هŘ ĚŠĳاƸƸĽũŤا Źťع ĕاėƸƸĽŤا ŮŻįوŝřũŤا ŦĤĉ ŮŨ ŦũőنŤ ĚżőũĤ Œ ǁĥƸƸĽت
 ȖŮŻįوŝřũŤا ĴƸƸĸĉ ŒŨ ěǙĖاŝŨ ĆاĴĤč يŘ ęاعدƸƸĹũŤاŴ ęĳįاėũŤا

فهذه فرصة لجيل الشباب من أجل الإطلاع على 
حروب لبنان وفهم، بشكل أفضل، كيف أن 

الماضي يشكّل حاضرنا. 
 Źťع ŞŘتي تواŤا ĴƸƸĸǜا ĚťĖاŝũĖ ĕاėƸƸĽŤا ŧوŝŻ ȕدĨاŴ ŧوżŤ ĘŻĳتدŤ ŏوŅĭŤد اőĖ

 ĞŬĴتŬǞا Źťع ĚĨاƸƸĹŨ ĆاƸƸĽŬǞ ŧدĭتƸƸĹتي تŤا ěاŨوťőũŤا ŒũĥĖ واŨوŝŻŴ ŢŤı
�ŮŻįوŝřũťŤ  Ěص ǁصĭŨ

 ĴƸƸĸĉ ŮŨ ęĴƸƸĸĉ 300 ŮŨ ĴġŠĉ ŹŤč ƻوتاŀ ³ŦŨĉ ĚĩƸƸĹŘ´ ĞĩنŨ ȕقهاǙňč ĲنŨ
 ŮŨ ĴżġšŤا ŒŨ ŮšŤŴ اƸƸوعهŬ ŮŨ ęدŻĴŘ Ěقص ųŻدŤ ŪƸƸنهŨ ŦšƸƸŘ ȖŮƸƸŻįوŝřũŤا ĿاĭƸƸļǜا
اŤتƸƸĽاŮƸƸżĖ ŮƸƸŨ �ųĖ هČلاĆ اȕĴƸƸĸǜ هناş اŤتي اĨتėĨĉ ĚƸƸŘĴŕĖ ĞōřاĐها اŝřũŤوũŠ ŮŻįا 

 ŮŻĲŤا ĕĳقاǜا şهناŴ ȖŪتهįعو ĳاƸƸōتŬي اŘ ȕŧوżŤا ĺřŬ يŘ واřتĬد اƸƸوا قƸƸŬاŠ وƸƸŤ
 ŧعد ŮŨ ūوŬاőŻ واŤاĵ اŨŴ ȕدŻدĤ ŮƸƸŨ ŪهĐاėĨĉ ĚŻċĳ ęĴšŘ ŮƸƸوا عƸƸťĭتŴ ŦƸƸŨǜا اŴدƸƸŝŘ

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 

ĚŨدŝũŤا
Introduction
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 ŮŨ ȕūŴĴőƸƸĽŻ ŪهŬǜ ĚżاعũتĤǞا ŪاتهżĨ ūŴد ǁżŝŻ ŮŻĲŤا ĴƸƸĸǜا įاĴŘĉ şهناŴ ȖŮżŝżŤا
 şهناŴ ȖŮŻįوŝřũŤا ŪهĐاėĨĉ ŶĴŠı ūوŬوĭŻ ŪهŬĉ ȕĚŉƸƸĽŬĉ źĊĖ ŏتاũتƸƸĸǞا ţǙĬ

 ŪهėŻĴق Ůع ĆيƸƸļ źĉ ūوŘĴőŻ įاšŤاĖ ŮŻĲŤاŴ ĕĴĩŤد اőĖ اŴدŤŴ ŮŻĲŤا ĕاėƸƸĽŤا
 ĲنŨ دťėŤا اŴĳįاŔ ŮŻĲŤا įاĴƸƸŘǜا şهناŴ ȖواũهřŻ ūĉ ŹŤč ūوƸƸĤتاĩŻ ŮƸƸŻĲŤاŴ įوƸƸŝřũŤا

�ŪهĆاĳŴ ĞŠĴ ƿقد ت ŪهƸƸĹřŬĉ ŮŨ Ěőŉق ūĊĖ ūŴĴőƸƸĽŻŴ ěنواƸƸĸ

 ŹŤč ŪƸƸاتهżĨ ųƸƸżŘ ěĴƸƸ ǁżŕت źĲƸƸŤا ŧوƸƸżŤا اŴĴƸƸŠıŴ ŪƸƸهĐاėĨĉ ŮƸƸع ŪƸƸاتهŻĴŠĲĖ اŬوŠĳاƸƸļ دƸƸŝŤ
 ĞƸƸťĬį Ȗ ƻداƸƸĖĉ دƸƸőد� تƸƸőŻ ŪƸƸŤ اƸƸنهšŤ �ųƸƸنšŤŴ ȕęįاƸƸőŤا ŦƸƸġŨ ţĶƸƸنũŤا ěĳįاƸƸŔ �ĳįاƸƸŔ �اƸƸĖǜد
 ŹƸƸŤč ƻęدƸƸĐعا� ƻداĐعا ĞƸƸŬاŠ�ūاŠ ا�ƸƸهŴĲĬĉ �ůŴĲƸƸĬĉŴ ţĶƸƸنũŤا ŮżĩťƸƸĹũŤا ŮƸƸŨ ĚƸƸوعũĥŨ

�ľƸƸżتřت ĚƸƸŉŝŬ دƸƸعن ŚƸƸŉتĬاŴ ĚƸƸőŨاĥŤا ŮƸƸŨ Ŵĉ ŦƸƸũőŤا ŮƸƸŨ ĞƸƸżėŤا

 ĕĴƸƸĩŤا  ţوƸƸĨ  ĚƸƸřťتĭũŤا  ěاƸƸŻاŴĴŤا  ůĲƸƸه  ŏاũƸƸĹŤ  ĚƸƸ ǁنصŨ  ³ŦƸƸŨĉ  ĚĩƸƸĹŘ´  ĴƸƸ ǁŘتو
�ţįاƸƸėتũŤا قėوŤهƸƸا   ĶƸƸŻĶőتŴ ĖهƸƸا   ŗاĴƸƸعتǞاŴ

 Ŧėق ŮŨ ĚŠĳاƸƸĽũŤا ĚżŝżŝĩŤا ěاŨوťőũŤا ŹŤتند اƸƸĹهنا ت ęĳوƸƸĽنŨ Ěقص ŦŠ ūا
 �ųƸƸĹřŬ ĘťŉŤا اĲهĖ تنتهيŴ įوŝřũŤا łĭƸƸĽŤا Ŧėق ŮŨ ŶŴĴت ȕęĴƸƸĸǜا

“لا تدعوا قصتي تنتهي هنا”. إن هذا الطلب هو 
دعوة للمواطنين لإتخاذ خطوة من أجل الخروج من 
فقدان الذاكرة الجماعي والنهوض وراء حق معرفة 

مصير المفقودين وأمكنة وجودهم.
 ůĲƸƸه ņƸƸőĖ ĴƸƸĽŬ ŮƸƸŻįوŝřũŤا ŦƸƸĤĉ ŮƸƸŨ ŦƸƸũőنŤ ĚƸƸżőũĤ ěĳ ǁĴƸƸق ȕūاƸƸĹżŬ 13 ĚėƸƸĸناũĖ
 ŪƸƸŤ ĕĴƸƸĩŤا ūĊŠŴ  ūŴĴőƸƸĽŻ ūوƸƸŤاĶŻ لا ĿاĭƸƸļǜا ŮƸƸŨ دƸƸŻدőŤا ūĊƸƸĖ اƸƸŬĴżŠĲتŤ łƸƸصŝŤا

� ƻداƸƸĖĉ ųƸƸتنت

to create the online space dedicated to 
the missing. 

Since its launching, Fushat ‘Amal has 
given a voice to more than 300 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.

Each story published here is 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.
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 łقص
ŮŻįوŝřũŤا
Stories of the Missing
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 ĚňĴƸƸĽŤا ĶƸƸŠاĴŨ ŒƸƸżũĤ ěǙĥƸƸĸ يƸƸŘ ĴƸƸهōŻ ŪƸƸĸǞا اĲƸƸه �ľƸƸėšŤا ŪƸƸżاهĴĖي اũƸƸĸا
ƸƸŘي ƸƸżŀدا� 

³ǧǯǮǪ ŧعا ŮŨ ţŴǜا ŮŻĴĽت Ǫ يŘ دŝ ƿŘ ȕľėšŤا ŪżاهĴĖا´

 ĚňĴƸƸĽŤا ĶƸƸŠاĴŨ ŒƸƸżũĤ ŮƸƸŨ ĘƸƸťň اıč ųƸƸ ǁŬĊĖ źدƸƸŤاŴ دƸƸŝاعت ȕźįاƸƸĥŻǞ ěلاŴاƸƸĩŨ ęدƸƸد عƸƸőĖ
 ĳŴĴƸƸŨ دƸƸőĖ ıč � ǁيƸƸťع ĳوƸƸġőŤا ĿĴƸƸŘ ŮƸƸŨ دŻĶżƸƸĸ ŢƸƸŤı ǁūĎƸƸŘ �źĴƸƸżصŨ يƸƸŘ ŞƸƸżŝĩتŤا
 ŹƸƸŤč źدƸƸŤاŴ ŧ ǀدƸƸق ȕųƸƸėťق ǝƸƸũت ƽĚƸƸقĴĩĖ Ŵ ȕيƸƸتįلاŴ ŦżĥƸƸĹت ŹƸƸťع ŊƸƸŝŘ ƻاƸƸŨعا ĴƸƸĽع ĚتƸƸĸ

ŉťƸƸاƸƸĥŨ ěدįاŤ ƻتŦżĥƸƸĹ اĬتřاƸƸĐي�  ǁĹŤا

ƸƸĸاعدƸƸŘ ůي عƸƸėŉŠ ųťũاŘ ƽīي  ƿĉ ƿĞنŠ نيŬĊĖ ŪƸƸهĴėĬĉ �ƸƸي ǁعن ųƸƸŘĴőŻ ūاŠ اƸƸŨ ǁŦŠ ŪƸƸهŤ ţاƸƸق
 ĘėƸƸĹĖ  ĚƸƸżندقřŤا ķĳįĉ ūĉ ƿěįĳĉ يƸƸنŬĊĖŴ داƸƸżŀ يƸƸŘ įوƸƸ ǁũĨ ŹřƸƸĽتĹŨ يƸƸŘ اƸƸŻĴżتŘاŠ
ƸƸŝدı ȕųƸƸżŘ ƿěهƿĞė اŹƸƸŤ اĹũŤتšŤ ŹřƸƸĽي  ƿŘ źĲƸƸŤا ŧوƸƸżŤي اƸƸŘ � ǁيƸƸťع ųƸƸťũعŴ źدƸƸŤاŴ ĴƸƸżĠĊت
 ĞƸƸوقŤا ņƸƸőĖ ĆاƸƸŅŨǞ اƸƸدهőĖ ƿĞƸƸėهıŴ ƻاĴƸƸ ǁĬČŨ تهاŻĴتƸƸļد اƸƸق ƿĞƸƸن ƿŠ يƸƸتŤي اƸƸتĤاĳį ŮƸƸŠĳĉ

ƸƸي� ǁعن ĴƸƸėĬ źĉ دƸƸĨĉ ŒũƸƸĹŻ ŪƸƸŤ ȕŧوƸƸżŤا ŢƸƸŤı ĲƸƸنŨŴ �ľƸƸżŬĳوšŤا ŹƸƸťي عƸƸĐدقاŀĉ ŒƸƸŨ

Š ŮƸƸŻĲاŬوا  ǁŤا ȕĚňĴƸƸ ǁĽŤا ŇاƸƸ ǁėŅŤ ěا ǁĴƸƸũŤا ěاĴƸƸĽع źدƸƸŤاŴ اƸƸهį ǁįĳ يƸƸتŤا ĚƸƸصŝŤي اƸƸه ŢƸƸťت 
هƸƸĹŻ ŮƸƸŤ ŪƸƸتőżŉوا ƸƸĹŨاعدتŻ ŪƸƸŤ ŢŤĲŤŴ ȕųوŤوųƸƸŬ الاهتƸƸũاŧ اšŤاŘي�  ǁŬĊĖ ūوƸƸũťőŻ

 ǁūĉ يƸƸه ȕيƸƸتťĐا عاƸƸهżťع ĞƸƸťصĨ يƸƸتŤا ęدƸƸżĨوŤا ĚƸƸŨوťőũŤاŴ ȕęدƸƸع ĴهƸƸļĉŴ ŧاƸƸŻĉ ě ǁĴƸƸŨ
 źĉ ĴƸƸŠı ūŴį ȕĚƸƸŨوťőũŤا ůĲƸƸه �ųƸƸżŘ ƿěدƸƸŝ ƿŘ źĲƸƸŤا ŧوƸƸżŤي اƸƸŘ ŒƸƸقŴ دƸƸق ūاŠ ƻاĳاƸƸĥřŬا
ƸƸا ƸƸŘي  ǁŨĉ ي�ƸƸŤ ğدƸƸĨ اƸƸũŤ ƻاƸƸżŘاŠ ƻاĴżƸƸĹřت ūوƸƸšت ūĉ ŃĴƸƸتřũŤا ŮƸƸŨ ūاŠ ȕŶĴƸƸĬ ƿĉ ŦƸƸżŀاřت
 ţاČƸƸĹŤا ŧدƸƸعŴ ǁيƸƸťع įداƸƸĩŤي اƸƸتťĐعا ŹƸƸťع ĘƸƸĤŴŴ ƿĞƸƸżŘد توƸƸق ƿĞƸƸن ƿŠ ȕķاƸƸ ǁنŤا ŮƸƸżعĉ

 �źĴƸƸżصŨ ŮƸƸع

 Şżũع źĴżصŨ ĚƸƸŘĴőŨ ŧعدŴ يƸƸŬداŝŘ ŪŤĉ ţاĵ لا ȕ ƻاƸƸŨعا ŮƸƸżĠǙĠ Ŵ ŮżنĠا ĳŴĴƸƸŨ دƸƸőĖ ŮƸƸšŤŴ
ƸƸŘي عاťĐتي� 

اũĸي اĴĖاهŪż ا�ľėšŤ قصتي لا تنتهي هنا� 

 Ibrahim El
Kabesh

My name is Ibrahim El Kabesh. This name 
appears in the registry of all police stations 
in Saida.

“Ibrahim El Kabesh, disappeared on 4th  
October 1984”.

After having made all attempts to find me, 
my father thought that by requesting from 
all the police stations to investigate my fate, 
this would increase the chances of finding 
me.  Only sixteen years after registering my 
birth, he came to the authorities again to 
register my disappearance, this time with 
an aching heart. 

He told them all he knew about me: that I 
used to help him with his work as  a chef in 
the cafeteria at Hammoud Hospital in Saida, 
and that I wanted to study hotel management 
because of the influence he had had on me. 
On the day of my disappearance, I came to 
the hospital to drop off my motorcycle that I 
had recently bought. I then went to join my 
friends at the Cornish and since then, there 
has been no news about me.

 My father had told this story many times to 
the police officers who, knowing in advance 
that they will not be able to help, did not pay 
him much attention.

Days and months have passed and the only 
information my family received, was that 
an explosion occurred on the same day 
of my disappearance. This information, 
without any other detail, was supposed to 
be an explanation for my disappearance.  
In everyone’s eyes, my family was no longer 
supposed to ask any further questions. To 
them I was probably dead and my family was 
supposed to mourn me.

Yet after thirty two years, the uncertainty 
of my fate still causes immense pain for my 
family.

My name is Ibrahim El Kabesh. My story 
does not end here.

ابراهيم الكبش
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 Estephan
Iskandar

 اسطفان 
اسكندر

 ĚƸƸŻداĖ ŦƸƸėق ūŴĴƸƸتėŤا ĚƸƸŝŉنŨ يƸƸŘ ŇǙƸƸėťŤ ĚŠĴƸƸļ يƸƸŘ ŦƸƸũعĉ ƿĞƸƸن ƿŠ �ūاřŉƸƸĸي اũƸƸĸč
 ŮżĖ Ūهĳاũعĉ ħŴاĴƸƸتت ȕěاƸƸنĖ ĚőĖĳĉŴ ūاƸƸżėŀ ĚőėƸƸĸ Ȗ ƻǙřň ĴƸƸĽد عĨǜ ƻاƸƸĖĉ ƿĞƸƸن ƿŠ �ĕĴƸƸĩŤا
ني  ǁنšŤŴ ȕūاƸƸżė ǁصŤا źįلاŴĊĖ ƻداƸƸĤ ƻاĳوĭŘ ƿĞن ƿŠ � ƻاƸƸŨعا ŮŻĴƸƸĽőŤاŴ دĨواŤاŴ ŚƸƸنصŤاŴ ĚنƸƸĹŤا
 ŮƸƸنني عŤĊƸƸĹت ūĉ ǁŮƸƸهŬاšŨاĖ ūاŠŴ ȕيƸƸاتĴżŨĉ ǁŮƸƸŠ ıč ي�ƸƸناتėŤ يƸƸťżŤتد ŶدƸƸũĖ ƻاƸƸŘŴĴőŨ ƿĞƸƸن ƿŠ

 �ęįاőƸƸĹŤاŴ ħĴƸƸřŤا ǁŮƸƸهĩنũŤ ƻا ǁدőتƸƸĹŨ ƻاƸƸŨŴį ƿĞƸƸنŠŴ ȕųƸƸŬįĴت ƽĆيƸƸļ ǁźĉ

 ĚƸƸنŨćŴ ĚƸƸťżũĤ ĚƸƸŻĴق ĞƸƸŬاŠ �ŦƸƸŘĳدĥĖ هاũƸƸĸا ūŴĴƸƸتėŤي اƸƸŘ ęĴƸƸżŕŀ ĚƸƸŻĴي قƸƸŘ ŪƸƸżŝŬ اƸƸ ǁن ƿŠ
 ƻاĴšƸƸĹőŨ ŪهƸƸĹřنŤ واƸƸĹ ǁĸĉŴ تناŻĴق ŹƸƸŤا ūوĩ ǁťƸƸĹŨ ŦƸƸĬį ȕǧǯǭǫ ŧاƸƸع ĚƸƸŻداĖ يƸƸŘ ŮƸƸšŤŴ
 ƿĞƸƸėťň �ĕاėƸƸ ǁĽŤا ƻĚƸƸ ǁŀاĬ اƸƸنهŨ ŮƸƸż ǁŻŴĴŝŤا ŮƸƸŨ دƸƸŻدőŤا ħĶƸƸŬ ȕĚƸƸŻĴŝŤا ŪƸƸهŤوĬį دƸƸőĖ ا�ƸƸهżŘ
 ȕاŬĉ اƸƸŨĉ �ĴŉĬ źĉ ŮƸƸع ŪهįاőĖč ŗدƸƸهĖ ŦƸƸżėĤ ŹŤا اƸƸŬįلاŴĉ ŒŨ ĕاƸƸه ǁĲŤا ĚƸƸ ǁżهĖ يƸƸتĤŴĵ ŮƸƸŨ
 ĚŝŉنũŤي اƸƸŘ ŒńوŤا ǁĴŝتƸƸĸا ȕęĴƸƸżقص ęĴƸƸتŘ دőĖ ي�ƸƸťũع ĘėƸƸĹĖ ĚƸƸŻĴŝŤي اƸƸŘ ƿĞƸƸżŝĖ دƸƸŝŘ

  �ţĶنũŤا ŹƸƸŤا ęįوƸƸőŤا ŪƸƸنهŨ ƿĞƸƸėťňŴ

 ţاĤ ǁĴŤا śĴƸƸň ȕĕĴƸƸĩŤا ĚƸƸŻداĖ ŮƸƸŨ ĴهƸƸļĉ ĚƸƸĠǙĠ دƸƸőĖŴ ȕǧǯǭǫ ŧاƸƸع ŮƸƸŨ ĕć ĴهƸƸļ يƸƸŘ ŮƸƸšŤ
 ģŴĴƸƸĭŤا ŹƸƸťي عƸƸŬŴĴėĤĉŴ ȕيƸƸŤĶنŨ ĕاƸƸĖ يƸƸتŻĴي قƸƸŘ واƸƸġšŨ دƸƸوا قƸƸŬاŠ ŮƸƸŻĲŤا ūوĩ ǁťƸƸĹũŤا

ŨنĨ ŢƸƸŤı ǁŦŠ �ųƸƸصƸƸŨĉ ŦƸƸاĉ ŧعŴĉ ŮƸƸżلاĤŴĵŴ źįتƸƸي� 

 ĕĴĩŤا ĚƸƸهĤواŨ Źťي عƸƸتťĐعا įاĴŘĉ ĴƸƸėĤ ƿĉ �ŮƸƸżĩŤا ŢŤı ĲنŨ ţĶƸƸنũŤا ŢŤı يƸƸŨقد ĊƸƸŉت ŪƸƸŤ
 ȕĚũŻĴšŤا ęاƸƸżĩŤا ŪƸƸهĩنŨǜ şاƸƸهن ŮƸƸŠĉ ŪŤ �ŪƸƸدهĨŴ Ě ǁŝƸƸĽũŤا ŮƸƸŨ ƻاƸƸŨعا ĴƸƸĽع ĚƸƸĹũĬŴ
 ĪƸƸنŨĉ يƸƸšŤ şاƸƸلا هنŴ ȕěاĴƸƸżĥřتŤا ěوƸƸŀ ŮƸƸŨ ŮƸƸżřĐاĬ واƸƸŬاŠ اƸƸŨعند źįلاŴĉ ĚƸƸŬĊũŉŤ لاŴ

 �ęĴżĩŤاŴ ĚƸƸėŻ ǁĴŤا ěاƸƸōĩŤ يƸƸŘ ę ǁوƸƸŝŤي اƸƸتĤŴĵ

ƸƸا  ǁŨĉ �ĚƸƸťżťق ƽěنواƸƸĸ ŦƸƸėق ĞƸƸż ǁŘد توƸƸŝŘ ȕ ƻداƸƸĖĉ źĴƸƸżصŨ ŗĴƸƸőت ūĉ ĚƸƸ ǁżهĖ ŒŉتƸƸĹت ŮƸƸŤ
 ŮƸƸŨ ŧŴČƸƸĽũŤا ŧوƸƸżŤا ŢƸƸŤı يƸƸŘ يƸƸŤ ŦƸƸصĨ اƸƸŨ ĚƸƸŘĴőũĖ ūوƸƸťŨĊŻ واƸƸŤاĵ اƸƸũŘ ȕźįلاŴĉ

 .ǧǯǭǫ ŧاƸƸع ŮƸƸŨ ĕć ĴهƸƸļ

ũĸčي اřŉĸاšĸč ūند�ĳ لا تدعوا قصتي تنتهي هنا� 

 

My name is Estephan. Before the start of 
the war, I used to work at a tiling company 
in the Batroun region. I was the father of 11 
children, seven boys and four girls, aged 
between a year and a half to 21 years old. 
I was very proud of my boys, but everyone 
knew that I mostly pampered my girls. They 
were my princesses. They could ask of me 
whatever they want and I was always ready 
to give them joy.

We were living in Bjdarfel, somewhere near 
Batroun. It was a peaceful and pleasant 
place. But early on in 1975, armed men 
ventured into our village and set up a 
camp there. Following these men’s arrival, 
many of the villagers, especially the youth, 
decided to move. To keep my children away 
from harms’ way, I asked my wife Bahia 
to give our kids shelter in Jbeil. I, however 
stayed in the village because of work. After 
a while, and once the situation in the region 
steadied, they all came back home.

But in August 1975, only three months after 
the beginning of the war, those armed men 
who had remained present in our village, 
knocked on my door. They forced me out 
of the house, under the watchful eyes of 
my children. 

I never laid foot inside that house ever since. 
My wife and family had to face the war and 
fifteen years of hardship all alone”. I was 
not there to provide them with a decent life, 
neither was I there to reassure my children 
when they were scared of the sounds of the 
bombings, or there to give strength to my 
wife in the moments of uncertainty.

Bahia will never know my fate. She passed 
away a couple of years ago. My children are 
still hoping that one day, they will know 
what had happened on that ominous day of 
August 1975. 

My name is Estephan Iskandar. Do not let 
my story end here.
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Gergi Hanna
جرجي حنا

 ĚƸƸőŨاĥŤي اƸƸŘ ĞđƸƸĽŬ ƿĉ يƸƸتŤا ğاƸƸĩĖǜا ĚƸƸنĥŤ ĘƸƸťŉŤ ƻاĲƸƸżřتن ŴȕǧǯǮǫ ŧاƸƸع ţوƸƸťŻĉ يƸƸŘ
 ǁūč �ĚاعƸƸĸ ęدƸƸũŤ ĚƸƸőŨاĥŤا ěاƸƸ ǁżťŠ ŪƸƸōőŨ يƸƸŘ ŗوƸƸřصŤا ŒƸƸżũĤ ŞƸƸżťőت ŪƸƸت ȕĚƸƸżŬناėťŤا
 Ū ǁō ƿŬ دƸƸق ūاŠ ȕŧوżŤا ĺƸƸřŬ يŘ ŪƸƸżق ƿĉ źĲŤا ŒƸƸũĥتŤا ŹŤا ĚƸƸŘاńǞاĖ źĶƸƸŨĴŤا ŦƸƸũőŤا اĲƸƸه
 ȕيƸƸŬاĳوĨ اƸƸهŨ �ŪƸƸهŴ ŪƸƸهŤاŝاعتŴ ŪƸƸهřŉĬ ŪƸƸد تƸƸق ęĲاتƸƸĸĉ ę ǁدƸƸع ŮƸƸع ģاĴƸƸŘǞا ĘƸƸťŉŤ

ĳاƸƸĤي ƸƸĬوƸƸĤĴĤŴ źĳي ĨنƸƸا� 

 �ĚżŬŴĴتšŤč Ěĸهند ıتاĸا ĞنŠ �ŮżŘوŉĭũŤا ęĲاتĸǜد اĨĉ ƿĞنŠ Ŵ يĤĴĤ يũĸč

 ŹƸƸťع ĞƸƸťصĨ ي�ƸƸŤ ĞƸƸŨد ƿق ĚżƸƸĸاĳį ĚƸƸĩنŨ ŦƸƸŅřĖ اƸƸżŬاũŤĉ يƸƸŘ تيƸƸĸاĳį ĞƸƸũũتĉ دƸƸŝŤ
 ĚنƸƸĸ ǧǨ ęدŨ ناżŅŨĉ دƸƸنا قŠ ūĉ دƸƸőĖ �ęĴĖĳاĖ يƸƸتĤŴĵ ŹƸƸťع ĞƸƸŘ ǁĴőا تƸƸũŠ ůاĳوƸƸتŠį ęįهاƸƸļ

 �ĺƸƸŻĳŴį اƸƸنتنĖا ŒƸƸŨ ūاƸƸنėŤ ŹƸƸŤč ęįوƸƸőŤا اƸƸŬĳĴق ȕşاƸƸهن

 ěŴĴƸƸżĖ ŹƸƸŤč ęĳاżƸƸĹŤا įوƸƸŝŬ اƸƸنŠŴ ŦƸƸżėĤ ŮƸƸŨ ĕĴƸƸŝŤاĖ ŦƸƸŻداĤ ĚƸƸŝŉنŨ يƸƸŘ ŮƸƸŉŝŬ اƸƸنŠ
ƸƸŘ ķي őŨهƸƸد اőŤاƸƸŬĉŴ ĚƸƸżťŨا ƸƸŘي  ǁĳدƸƸ ƿت ęĴƸƸĖĳاĖ ĞƸƸŬاŠ �ŦƸƸũőŤا ŹƸƸŤč ĕاƸƸهĲťŤ يƸƸŨوŻ ŦšƸƸĽĖ
 ĴĤĊتƸƸĹŬ ūĉ اƸƸŬĳĴق ȕاƸƸنżťع ƻاĴƸƸŉĬ ŦƸƸŝتنŤا ĪƸƸėŀĉ اƸƸŨعند ŮƸƸšŤ �ğدƸƸĩŤي اƸƸŘ ŧوƸƸťőŤا ĚƸƸżťŠ
 ĞƸƸŨقا ȕěŴĴƸƸżĖ يťżĐاĴƸƸĸǞا ľƸƸżĥŤا ĴƸƸŀاĨ ūĉ دƸƸőĖ ŮƸƸšŤ Ŵ �ĴƸƸŻĶنĥŤا ĚżاقƸƸĸ يƸƸŘ Ě ǁŝƸƸļ
 ŦƸƸżėق ŢƸƸŤıŴ ȕĴƸƸġŠĉ ŮƸƸŨć ųƸƸŬǜ ŦƸƸżėĤ ŮƸƸŨ ĕĴƸƸŝŤاĖ اƸƸنŤĶنŨ ŹƸƸŤč ĕاƸƸهĲŤاĖ اƸƸŬنتاĖاŴ يƸƸتĤŴĵ
ĴřƸƸĸهũŤĉ ŹƸƸŤč ǁŮاƸƸżŬا ƸƸšŤي تƸƸőوį اĖنتƸƸيŹƸƸŤč ǁ اũŤدżĖ ĚƸƸĸĳنƸƸũا ŻهƸƸدĉ اŤوŒƸƸń اŨǜنƸƸي 

 �ěŴĴƸƸżĖ يƸƸŘ

 ŪƸƸت ȕūاƸƸنėŤ ŹƸƸŤč يƸƸتťĐعا ęįوƸƸع ŮƸƸŨ ŮƸƸżŨوŻ ŦƸƸėق źĉ ȕǧǯǮǫ ŧاƸƸع ţوƸƸťŻĉ ŮƸƸŨ ĴƸƸļاőŤي اƸƸŘ
 ĞƸƸťŝŬ يƸƸتŤا ŧوƸƸťőŤا ĚƸƸ ǁżťŠ ŮƸƸŨ ĞƸƸżėŤا ŹƸƸŤč ęįوƸƸőŤا ŞƸƸŻĴň يƸƸŘ ĞƸƸنŠ اƸƸũنżĖ يƸƸŘاŉتĬا
ČŨقتƸƸاĤ ŹƸƸŤč ƻاĘƸƸŬ اšƸƸĹżŬŴǜو� ƸƸŝŤد ŴĉقřنƸƸي ĨاŮƸƸŨ ŚƸƸŤČŨ ĶƸƸĤ عدƸƸĤĳ ęاŘ ŮżĩťƸƸĹŨ ţي 

 �ūاƸƸنėŤ ūوƸƸŻĶřťت ŦƸƸĖاŝŨ ŇاƸƸżĭŤا ĚƸƸťت ĚƸƸŝŉنŨ

 ūĉ ŹƸƸŤč ěنواƸƸĸ ǧǦ ŮƸƸد عƸƸŻĶت ę ǁدƸƸũŤ يƸƸĐاĖĴقĉŴ يƸƸتťĐاőŤ ĚėƸƸĹنŤاĖ ƻولاƸƸهĥŨ źĴƸƸżصŨ يƸƸŝĖ
 ŒƸƸŨ ŦƸƸŀتواŤاĖ اƸƸنهżĨ ŧاƸƸق źĲƸƸŤاŴ ĚŻĳوƸƸĹŤا ūوĥƸƸĹŤا ŮƸƸŨ ŦƸƸŝتőŨ ħاĴƸƸĸ śǙƸƸňč ŪƸƸت
ƸƸŘ Ůي  ǂżنتƸƸĸ ƿĞƸƸťŝ ƿد اعتƸƸق ĞƸƸنŠ يƸƸن ǁŬĊĖ Ŵ ȕ ƻاŻوƸƸĸ ŮƸƸ ǂżťŝتőŨ اƸƸنŠ اƸƸنŬĊĖ ŪƸƸهŨǙعčŴ يƸƸĐاĖĴقĉ

ƸƸŘ ęي ƸƸĸوŻĳا� ǁĶƸƸũŤا ŮĥƸƸĸ ŹƸƸŤč يƸƸťŝŬ ǁŪƸƸت ǁŪƸƸĠ ŮƸƸŨŴ ūاƸƸنėŤ

 ƸƸőĖد ũƸƸĸاŢŤı ŏ اĴƸƸėĭŤ اĴŤهȕĘż قƸƸاĉ ŧقĖĴاƸƸĐي ĖاĲŤهاŢŤı ŹŤč ĕ ا�ŮĥƸƸĹŤ اƸƸĸتŉاعوا 
نƸƸőوا ŝŨ ŮƸƸŨاťĖتƸƸي� اĘėƸƸĹŤ اŤوƸƸżĨد  ƿŨ ŪƸƸنهšŤŴ ŦżĥƸƸĹتŤا ĚƸƸĩĐلا ŹƸƸťي عũƸƸĸč اŴĉĴƸƸŝŻ ūĉ

Ė ĞƸƸũšاĖČũŤد�  ƿĨ دƸƸني قŬĉŴ ĚƸƸŤاũőŤاĖ ŪƸƸته ƿŨ يƸƸنŬĊĖ وƸƸه ųƸƸżťوا عƸƸťصĨ źĲƸƸŤاŴ يƸƸŤاŝلاعت

 ųƸƸŬĉ لاč ȕźĲƸƸżŨǙتŴ يƸƸĐǙŨĵŴ يƸƸĐدقاŀĉŴ يƸƸتťĐعا ųƸƸĖ ĞƸƸŨقا źĲƸƸŤا şĴƸƸĩتŤا ŮƸƸŨ ŪƸƸŔĴŤاĖ
Ż ŪƸƸŤتŪƸƸ قǁŊƸƸ اĴƸƸŘǞاģ عنƸƸي� 

ũĸčي ĤĴĤي Ĩنا� لا تدعوا قصتي تنتهي هنا� 

In September 1985, following the request 
of the research committee founded in 
the Lebanese University, all classes were 
suspended for an hour in many of the 
university’s campuses. This symbolic 
action, in addition to the gatherings that 
took place on that same day, were all 
organized to demand the release of the 
professors who had been kidnapped: Maha 
Hourani, Raji Khoury and Gergi Hanna.

My name is Gergi. I was one of them. I was 
an electrical engineering professor.

Thanks to a scholarship I was awarded, I 
was able to go study in Germany, where I 
got my doctorate degree and met my wife 
Barbara. After spending twelve years there, 
we decided that it was time for us to return 
to Lebanon with our daughter Doris.

We were living in Jdayel, nearby Byblos, 
and we would drive into Beirut every day 
to go to work. Barbara would give classes 
at the Amlieh institute and I at the Faculty 
of Science in Hadath. But when commuting 
became an even greater danger hazard, we 
rented a house in Sakiyet El Janzeer. During 
the siege on Beirut by the Israelis however, 
my wife and two daughters went to find 
shelter in our house near Byblos, while 
waiting on the situation in Beirut to cool 
down, before moving to Germany for my 
daughters to return to school.

On September 10th 1985, two days before 
their return to Lebanon, I got kidnapped as 
I was going back home from the Faculty of 
Science’s campus, that had been relocated 
temporarily neighboring the Unesco. My car 
got stopped at Tallet El Khayat by armed 
men, positioned at a checkpoint facing the 
Tele Liban. 

My relatives had no information about my 
fate until ten years later, when a prisoner 
who had been released from a Syrian prison 
reached out for them to inform them that 
we had been imprisoned together. He told 
them that I had been detained in Lebanon 
for two years before being transferred to 
Syria’s Mazze prison. 

After hearing this terrible news, my relatives 
rushed to that prison. They managed to see 
my name on the registration sheets but were 
not allowed to see me. The only explanation 
they got for my arrest was that I was accused 
of being a spy and for that, I was convicted 
to life in prison.     

Despite my family, my friends, my 
colleagues and my students’ mobilization, 
I was never freed.

My name is Gergi Hanna. Do not let my 
story end here.



Do Not Let My Story End Here13 لا تدعوا قصتي تنتهي هنا

جورج شمعون
 George
Chamoun

اũƸƸĸي ƸƸĤوŠ �ģĳنĤ ƿĞƸƸندŻاƸƸļ ƻاĖاŮŨ ƻ قĴƸƸĸ ĚŻĴعŘ Ůżي اƸƸŝėŤاŠ �ŏنĉ ƿĞتŒťŉ اĤč ŹƸƸŤاĵتي 
 �ŚŻĵوĤ دżصŤي اƸƸŘ يťżŨĵŴ يƸƸĬĉ ŒŨ ĞوقŤا ņƸƸőĖ يŅقĉŴ ţĶنũŤا ŹƸƸŤا įوƸƸعĉ ƿĞƸƸنŠ ıč

 �ĞƸƸřŉتĬا ȕěاĵاƸƸĤǞا ŢƸƸťت ŶدƸƸĨč يƸƸŘŴ ȕǧǯǭǫ ŧاƸƸع ŮƸƸŨ ţŴǜا ŮŻĴƸƸĽت ĴهƸƸļ ţǙƸƸĬ
 ŹƸƸťا عƸƸنŘاŝŻč ŪƸƸا تƸƸŨعند ľƸƸżĥŤي اƸƸŘ يƸƸĐǙŨĵ ŮƸƸŨ ŮƸƸżنĠč ŒƸƸŨ يƸƸتŻĴق ŹƸƸŤا ƻداƸƸĐعا ƿĞƸƸنŠ

 �ęĳتوƸƸļ يƸƸŘ ĶƸƸĤاĨ

 ŧاƸƸق ȕǧǯǭǯ ŧاƸƸي عƸƸŘ ŮƸƸšŤ �źĴƸƸżصŨ ŮƸƸع ƻاđżƸƸļ ŗĴƸƸőي لا تƸƸتťĐعاŴ ŧوƸƸżŤا ŢƸƸŤı ĲƸƸنŨ
ƸƸŘ ęي  ǁĶƸƸũŤا ŮĥƸƸĸ يƸƸŘ يƸƸőŨ ŮƸƸŻĶĥتĩŨ واƸƸŬاŠ ŪƸƸهŬĊĖ يƸƸتťĐعا œǙƸƸĖĎĖ ūوƸƸżŬناėŤ ĚƸƸĠǙĠ
ƸƸŠĉŴ ĴƸƸĬć łĭƸƸļ ŧدŤ ǁهŬĊĖ ŪƸƸنƸƸي ĩŨتƸƸŘ ĶƸƸĥي  ǀدƸƸق ȕĞƸƸوقŤا ņƸƸőĖ ĳŴĴƸƸŨ دƸƸőĖŴ ا�ŻĳوƸƸĸ
 ĪũƸƸĹت ŪƸƸŤ ƽĚƸƸĤĳدŤ ŦƸƸ ǁصřŨ ŦšƸƸĽĖ ŪƸƸهŤ يƸƸřŀوĖ łĭƸƸĽŤا ŢƸƸŤı ŧاƸƸق �ŮĥƸƸ ǁĹŤا ŢƸƸŤı
 ų ǁŬĊĖ ŪťőتŤ  ŮĥƸƸ ǁĹŤا ŢƸƸŤı ŹŤدتي اŤاŴ ĞƸƸعĴه ȕŢŤı دƸƸőĖŴ �ųق ǁتصد ūĊƸƸĖ ŶوƸƸĸ يƸƸتťĐاőŤ
 ŗ ǁĴőتت ūĉ ěاƸƸńĴũũŤا ĞاعŉتƸƸĸا ȕŹřƸƸĽتĹũŤي اƸƸŘ �ŹřƸƸĽتĹũŤا ŹŤي اƸƸťŝŬ ǁŪد تƸƸق
 Ţťي تŘ ƿĞƸƸنŠ ني ǁŬĊĖ اƸƸهŤ ū ǁدƸƸŠĉŴ ȕهاőŨ يƸƸدتŤاŴ اƸƸتهĴŅĨĉ يƸƸت ǁŤتي اĳوŀ ţǙƸƸĬ ŮƸƸŨ ǁيƸƸťع

 �şاƸƸهن ƻاįوƸƸĤوŨ دƸƸعĉ ŪƸƸŤ يƸƸن ǁŬĊĖ ƻاƸƸŅŻĉ  ŮƸƸĩńŴĉ ǁŮƸƸه ǁنšŤŴ ŹřƸƸĽتĹũŤا

ƸƸŨŴįŴ ȕاƸƸŨ ƻا ŠاĞƸƸŬ تŝوŤهƸƸا  ƻاĳاĴƸƸšتŴ ƻاĳاĴƸƸŨ اƸƸهįįĴي تƸƸدتŤاŴ ĞƸƸŬاŠ يƸƸتŤا ĚƸƸصŝŤي اƸƸه ŢƸƸťت
 ņőĖ ţǙƸƸĬ ŮŨ  قصتي ĴƸƸĽن ƿت ūĉ ƻاƸƸŨŴį ŦƸƸŨĊت ĞƸƸŬاŠ �ĚƸƸ ǁŻوŝŤا ĴاعƸƸĽũŤاŴ ę ǁدƸƸĽŤا ĺƸƸřنĖ
اŤصĩاŴ ŮƸƸżżŘاũŤنƸƸũōاĴƸƸżŔ ě اšĩŤوĚƸƸżŨ اŌĉ ŮƸƸŻĲŤهŴĴƸƸا اهتũاƸƸŨاŀ ƻاįقاƸƸĖ ƻي ŝĖŴصتي� 
ŠŴاĞƸƸŬ تتũنƸƸŅŻĉ ŹƸƸاūĊƸƸĖ ƻ لا Ŵ ŹƸƸŝĖĉاƸƸĨد ŮƸƸŨ اƸƸĹŤتĨ ĚƸƸđŨ ĚاĚƸƸŤ اŝřũŤوƸƸŘ ŮƸƸŻįي ƸƸĸوŻĳا� 

ŴاƸƸżŤوȕŧ هƸƸي ŪƸƸŤ تƸƸőد őŨنƸƸا� اƸƸĸتƸƸĬĉ Ūťي ĤوŴ ĳŴį ŚƸƸŻĵاŤدتƸƸي ƸƸŨŴا ĵاŻ ţنĴƸƸĽ قصتƸƸي 
Ũ ŚƸƸĽšĖ ƻǙƸƸŨć ȕصŻ źĴƸƸżوƸƸŨاƸƸŨ ƻا�  ƻĚƸƸżĨ يƸƸتĴŠاı ŹƸƸŝėتŤ ŪƸƸŤاőťŤ

ũĸčي Ĥوőũļ ģĳو�ū قصتي لا تنتهي هنا� 

 My name is George. I was a young soldier 
in the army from the Sareen village, in 
Bekaa. I used to look forward to my leave 
days, those days when I would go back 
home and spend time with my brother 
and hunting partner Joseph. It was on one 
of those leave days, during the month of 
October 1975, when I got kidnapped. I was 
on my way back to my village, with two 
of my colleagues from the army, when we 
were stopped at a checkpoint in Chtoura.

My family knew nothing about my fate for 
years to come. But in 1979, three Lebanese 
men who had just been released, informed 
my family that we had been detained 
together in the Mazze prison in Syria. After 
a little while, another person came and 
confirmed my confinement in this prison. 
This person presented them with a detailed 
description of me that my family could 
not but believe him. After that، my mother 
rushed to that prison only to find out that 
I had been transferred to the hospital. At 
the hospital, the nurses recognized me 
from a photo my mother had shown them. 
They confirmed that I was taken to that 
hospital but also explained that I was no 
longer there.

This is the story that my mother would 
repeat dozens of times, always with the 
same intensity of emotions. She had hoped 
that these few journalists and NGOs who 
had shown genuine interest in my story، 
would somehow manage to make my story 
heard. She had also hoped that I would 
not remain one of the 600 cases that 
disappeared in Syria.

Today, she is no longer with us. it is my 
brother Joseph who continues to spread 
my story, to hold onto my memory and to 
keep the hope that one day my fate will 
be unveiled.  

My name is George Chamoun. My story 
does not end here.
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Joseph Keyrouz
جوزيف كيروز

�ŚŻĵوĤ يũĸč

 źدƸƸťĖ ŧدƸƸĬĉ ƿĞƸƸنŠŴ ȕ ƻاƸƸŨعا ĴƸƸĽع ĚƸƸĹũĬ ęدƸƸũŤ يƸƸŬناėťŤا ľƸƸżĥŤي اƸƸŘ ƻلاŴĉ ƻاƸƸėżقĳ ƿĞƸƸنŠ
 ŪƸƸĹŝŬا اƸƸŨعند ȕŎƸƸĩŤا ĆوƸƸĹŤ ŮƸƸšŤ �ĚżńاżřŤي اƸƸŘ ĚŻĴšƸƸĹőŤا ĚƸƸĸĳدũŤي اƸƸŘ ĴƸƸĭřĖ
 ƽĕاėƸƸĸǜ ľƸƸżĥŤا şĴƸƸتĉ ūĉ ƿěĳĴƸƸق ȕǧǯǭǬ ŧاƸƸع ŮƸƸŨ يƸƸŬاġŤا ūوƸƸŬاŠ يƸƸŘ يƸƸŬناėťŤا ľƸƸżĥŤا
ĥĖ ŹƸƸŝĖĉ ūĉ ěįĳĉ �ĚƸƸاĘƸƸŬ عاťĐتƸƸي ĖčŴنƸƸي اŤوżĨد ƸƸťŻčيȕ اėĥŬĉ źĲŤنƸƸاĴżĬĉ ůا  ǁżنŨĉŴ ĚƸƸżقǙĬĉ
 ŪƸƸŤ ƻداƸƸĨا ūĉ ǁلاč ي�ƸƸŤ ĚėƸƸĹنŤاĖ ĆيƸƸļ ŦŠ يƸƸنőŻ يƸƸťŻč ūاŠ �ĚنƸƸĸ ǧǪ ĞƸƸŨاį ęاƸƸŬاőŨ دőĖ
ƸƸőĖŴ ųƸƸŬĉ ŪƸƸťőŻ ŮƸƸšŻد ƸƸĸ ĳŴĴŨنŴ ĚاƸƸĨدę عŴ ŹƸƸťلاįتƸƸĸ ȕųوŬ ŗنřصŦ عŅőĖ ŮƸƸنƸƸا ĖǝŤد�

 ŮƸƸĸ ĚŝŉنŨ يƸƸŘ įوقوŤي اƸƸŘ ƽłƸƸŝŬ ŮƸƸŨ يƸƸŬاőŬ اƸƸ ǁنŠ ȕǧǯǭǬ ŧاƸƸع ŮƸƸŨ ūاƸƸĹżŬ ĴهƸƸļ يƸƸŘ
 ţوƸƸصĩťŤ ĚƸƸŝŉنũŤا ģĳاƸƸĬ ŹƸƸŤč ĕاƸƸه ǁĲťŤ يƸƸŬ ǁĴŉńا اƸƸ ǁũŨ ȕŮƸƸŉقĉ ĞƸƸنŠ ĢƸƸżĨ ŦƸƸżřŤا
 ěǝƸƸŨ ȕĴƸƸżĖĴėŤا ĚƸƸŝŉنŨ يƸƸŘ įوƸƸوقťŤ ĴƸƸŅĬ ĚƸƸŉĩŨ ŹƸƸŤč ĞƸƸťŀŴ �ųƸƸنŨ ņƸƸőėŤا ŹƸƸťع
 ĺŨاĭŤي اƸƸŘ ĚżŬاġŤا ęĴƸƸũťŤ ƿĞƸƸėهı اƸƸŨعند ȕŚƸƸĸǝŤ ŮƸƸšŤŴ ي�ƸƸŤĶنŨ ŹƸƸŤč ěدƸƸعŴ تيĳاżƸƸĸ
 ŢƸƸťي تƸƸŘ يƸƸŘاŉتĬا ǁŪƸƸت ıč �ĚŝĖاƸƸĹŤا ę ǁĴƸƸũŤاŠ ƻاƸƸŝŘوŨ ŮƸƸŠĉ ŪƸƸŤ ȕūاƸƸĹżŬ ŮƸƸŨ ŮŻĴƸƸĽőŤاŴ

 �ĚƸƸżĖĴŕŤاŴ ĚżقĴƸƸĽŤا ěŴĴƸƸżĖ ŮƸƸżĖ اƸƸŨ įŴدƸƸĩŤا ǁŊƸƸĭŠ ŗĴƸƸőت ĞƸƸاتĖ يƸƸتŤا ĚƸƸŝŉنũŤا

 ĴƸƸėőŻ ĢƸƸżĨ ȕĚƸƸũĨįĶŨ ƻاƸƸũĐاį ȕĴƸƸġŠĉ لا ĴżƸƸĸ ŒƸƸňاŝت įĴƸƸĥŨ ŮƸƸع ęĳاƸƸėي عƸƸهŘ ȕŧوƸƸżŤا اƸƸ ǁŨĉ
Ũ ĚƸƸاżńهƸƸا�  ǁżũهĉ ŶدƸƸŨ şاĳįč ūŴį ĚƸƸ ǁŨاőŤا

ũĸčي Ĥو�ĵŴĴżŠ ŚŻĵ لا تدعوا قصتي تنتهي هنا�

My name is Joseph. 

For fifteen years, I was a Sergeant major 
in the Lebanese Army and was proudly 
serving my country at the Military School 
in Fayadieh. Unfortunately, after the division 
of the army on January 21st 1976, I decided 
that for ethical and security reasons I should 
leave the army. I decided to stay at home for 
the sake of my family and my only son Elie, 
whom after fourteen years of struggle, we 
finally welcomed him to our world. He was 
everything to me. Sadly, only 1 year after his 
birth, we got separated.

On April 1976, and due to a shortage of fuel 
in my area of residence, Sin El Fil, I left the 
house looking for fuel. I reached Khodor 
gas station in Barbir. I filled up my car and 
went back home. Unfortunately, a few days 
later, on April 25th I was not as lucky as 
I was the previous time. I was kidnapped 
in this area, which later became known 
as the demarcation line between East and 
West Beirut. 

Today this line is no more than a big 
intersection, always busy, where the public 
drive through without acknowledging the  
significance of its past. 

My name is Joseph Keyrouz. Do not let my 
story end here. 
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 Hassan
Ghandour

حسن غندور

 .ǧǯǭǫ ŧاőŤ ţŴǜا ūوŬاŠ Ǭ ĞėĹŤا ȕěŴĴżĖ

 ŗاƸƸŉتĬاŴ ŦƸƸقتŴ ţاƸƸŝاعت ǁŪƸƸت ȕŧŴČƸƸĽũŤا ŧوƸƸżŤا ŢƸƸŤı ŮƸƸŨ ŮżاعتƸƸĸ ūوƸƸŅŔ يƸƸŘ
 �ĿاĭƸƸļǜا  ěاƸƸđŨ

 �įوĸǜا ĞėĹŤا اŻاĩń دĨĉ اŬĉŴ ĳŴندŔ ŮĹĨ يũĸا

 ĚĨاƸƸĸ ŮŨ ĕĴŝŤاĖ ěŴĴƸƸżĖ ĚƸƸنŻدŨ ŊƸƸĸŴ يŘ śدƸƸنŘ يƸƸŘ ƻاƸƸũżŝŨ ĞƸƸنŠ ȕŧوƸƸżŤا ŢƸƸŤı يƸƸŘ
 şاƸƸهن ğوƸƸšũŤا ǁيƸƸťع ŃĴƸƸřŻ ĴżřƸƸĹŤا ęدƸƸŻĴĤ يƸƸŘ ĳĴƸƸĩũŠ يƸƸťũع ūاŠ دƸƸŝŤ �ķاƸƸĖدŤا
ƸƸي  ǁنŨ ĘƸƸ ǁťŉتŻ يƸƸťũع ūاŠ اƸƸŨعند ŮƸƸżżŨوŻ Ŵĉ ŧوƸƸŻ ęدƸƸũŤ ĚƸƸŘĴŔ ĴĤĊتƸƸĸĉ ƿĞƸƸنŠ � ƻاƸƸŬاżĨĉ

 �ĕوƸƸنĥŤي اƸƸŘ اƸƸ ǁŻوĤ ĚƸƸŝŉنŨ يƸƸŘ يƸƸŤĶنŨ ŒƸƸŝŻ ıč ȕěŴĴƸƸżĖ يƸƸŘ دƸƸĤتواŤا

 ţįاėت Ůع ƻاƸƸũĤاŬ ě ǁصوŤا ŴدƸƸėŻ ŪŤ �ĿاŀĴťŤ śǙƸƸňč ěوŀ ĞőũƸƸĸ ȕŧوżŤا ŢŤı يƸƸŘ
 ĴƸƸġŠĉ وƸƸťőŻ ěاƸƸŝťŉŤا ŢƸƸťت ƿěوƸƸŀ ĲƸƸĬĉ � ƽدƸƸĨاŴ ƽūاšƸƸŨ ŮƸƸŨ ƽěć ųƸƸŬĊŠŴ داƸƸĖ ŮƸƸšŤŴ ěاƸƸŝťň
 �ŪوههĤŴ ŹƸƸťع ƽįاƸƸĖ ŒƸƸťهŤا Ŵ ĕĴƸƸهŤاĖ ķاƸƸنŤا ĉدƸƸĖŴ يƸƸŤوĨ ŮƸƸŨ ŦŠ ĴƸƸعĲŤا ĕاƸƸŀĉ �ĴƸƸġŠĊŘ

 �ęĳĶĥŨ ţصوĨ  ţوĨ ĴĽتنت ĳاėĬǜا ěĉدĖ اŨ ūعاĴĸ

 ţاƸƸĤĴŤد اƸƸĨĉ ƿĞőũƸƸĸ ȕģĳدƸƸŤا اŘ ŹƸƸŤندقƸƸي� żĖŴنƸƸũا ŠنƸƸőŀĉ ƿĞƸƸد   ƽĚعĴƸƸĹĖ ƿĞƸƸه ǁĤتو
 ȕيũƸƸĸا اŴċĴا قƸƸŨعند �ĆلاĶƸƸ ǁنŤا ĆاũƸƸĸĉ ĚƸƸĩĐلا ŮƸƸع ţاėŝتƸƸĸالا ŚƸƸ ǁŌوŨ ţĊƸƸĹŻ ŮżĩťƸƸĹũŤا

 �ūاƸƸŝřĭŤا ŮƸƸع Ś ǁتوقżƸƸĸ يƸƸėťق ǁūĊƸƸĖ ĞƸƸĹĹĨĉŴ ŗوƸƸĭŤي اƸƸنš ǁťũت

 ȖţهوĥũŤو اƸƸĩŬ ĚهĥتŨ ęĳاżƸƸĸ يŘ Ů ǂżنżőŤا ĕوƸƸصőŨ يƸƸĹřŬ ƿěدĤŴ ȕĚťżťق ƽūواƸƸĠ دƸƸőĖ
šني� ǁťũتŻ ĕاƸƸżتĳالا ŦőĤ ƻţهوĥŨ

 ȗĚƸƸťżťق ƽĳاƸƸتŨĉ دƸƸőĖ ŹƸƸťي عƸƸنŘįŴ يƸƸťقت ǁŪƸƸت ŦƸƸه �ŪƸƸťőŻ دƸƸĨĉ لا ȗŢƸƸŤı دƸƸőĖ ŦƸƸصĨ اıاƸƸŨ
 ȗيƸƸŘاŉتĬا ūاšƸƸŨ ŮƸƸد عƸƸżőĖ ŦƸƸŝتőŨ ŹƸƸŤا ĞƸƸťŝ ƿŬ ǁŪƸƸĠ ŮƸƸŨŴ ĕواĥتƸƸĸǙŤ źĲƸƸĬĉ ǁŪƸƸت Ŵĉ

� ƻاĖواĤ Ĵōتي تنتťĐعا ĞŤاĵ اŨ ȕ ƻاŨعا ŮżőĖĳĉ ĳŴĴŨ دőĖ

اũĸي Ŕ ŮĹĨند�ĳŴ قصتي لا تنتهي هنا� 

Beirut, Saturday December 6th 1975.

Within the span of two hours of that dreadful 
day, hundreds of people were arrested, 
savagely murdered or even kidnapped.

My name is Hassan Ghandour, and I am 
one of the victims of the Black Saturday.

On that day, I was staying at a hotel in 
downtown Beirut, nearby the Debbas 
square. My work as an editor for the Safir 
newspaper, would sometimes have me 
stay there. When work required me to be 
in Beirut, I would rent out a hotel room for 
one or two nights, since my house was in 
Jwaya in the South.

On that day, I heard gun shots. It did not 
sound like an exchange of fire, it rather 
seemed to be coming from one direction. 
The noise of the shootings got louder 
and louder. A state of panic suddenly 
hit everyone around me. People started 
running, terror was engraved on every face.       

Within seconds, news of the massacre 
started spreading. I headed back to my 
hotel. As I was going up the stairs to get 
to my room, I heard armed men ask the 
receptionists for the list of guests. When 
they read out my name, my heart stopped. 
It was only seconds before I found myself 
blindfolded, sitting in a car, heading 
towards the unknown. An unknown that 
I could only but dread.

What happened next? No one knows. Was 
I killed and buried within a few hundred 
meters? Or was I taken in for questioning and 
transferred to a detention center, somewhere 
far away from where I was kidnapped?

Forty years later, my family is still waiting 
for an answer.

My name is Hassan Ghandour. My story does 
not end here.
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 Hussein
Fneish

 ĴŅ ƿĬ ĚƸƸĸĳدŨ يƸƸŘ ķĳįĉ ƿĞƸƸنŠŴ źĴƸƸũع ŮƸƸŨ ĴƸƸĽع ĚőĖاƸƸĹŤي اƸƸŘ ƿĞƸƸنŠ ȕŮżƸƸĹĨ يũƸƸĸč
 Ężėň اƸƸŨ ƻاƸƸŨوŻ ĪƸƸėŀ ƿĉ ūĊƸƸĖ ƿŪƸƸťĨĉ ƻداƸƸتهĥŨŴ ƻاƸƸĨوũň ƻاĖاƸƸļ ƿĞƸƸنŠ ��ěŴĴƸƸżĖ يƸƸŘ� ĚƸƸŻوŬاġŤا

 �ŹŤŴǜي اƸƸتŅŻĴŨ ūوšتƸƸĸ اƸƸه ǁŬĊĖ ĚƸƸũňاŘ تيŝżŝƸƸļ ƿěدƸƸعŴ دƸƸق ĞƸƸن ƿŠ �ūناƸƸĸĉ

اŨǙĨĉ ǁŦšŤ ƻي�  ǁدĨ ĞőńŴ ĕĴĩŤا ǁŮšŤŴ

نƸƸا ĖاšƸƸŨ ŮƸƸŨ ĕĴƸƸŝŤاšƸƸĸ ūني�  ǁżĨ يƸƸŘ ŞƸƸŻĴĨ ŒƸƸŤدŬا ȕǧǯǭǬ ŧاƸƸع ŮƸƸŨ ŧاƸƸŻǜد اƸƸĨĉ يƸƸŘ
ũتŠǙاتنƸƸا� اŝťŉŬنƸƸا ƸƸŬĉا ŴŴاŤدتƸƸي  ƿŨ ŒƸƸżũĤ ŮƸƸżŠĳا تاƸƸنŤĶنŨ ƾيƸƸťĭ ƿŬ ūĉ يƸƸتťĐعاŴ ƿěĳĴƸƸŉńا
 ĶƸƸĤاĨ ŹƸƸťا عƸƸنřżتوق ǁŪƸƸت ųƸƸ ǁŬĉ ǁلاč �Ě ǁżŘĴƸƸļǜا ĚƸƸŝŉنŨ وƸƸĩŬ ŮƸƸżهĥ ǁتŨ ȕęĳا ǁżƸƸ ǁĹŤاĖ ĚƸƸżاهĵ

 �ĚƸƸťżťق ŞƸƸĐدقاĖ اƸƸتنĳįاŕŨ دƸƸőĖ ľƸƸżتřت

 ǁŪƸƸت ȕ ǁŎƸƸĩŤا ŮƸƸĹĩŤ ا�ƸƸنťصřĖ واƸƸŨقاŴ ęĳا ǁżƸƸ ǁĹŤا ŮƸƸŨ ŦƸƸ ǁĤĴتŬ ūĉ ūوĩ ǁťƸƸĹŨ ƼţاƸƸĤĳ اƸƸŬĴėĤĉ 
� ǁŎƸƸĩŤا ĺƸƸřŬ يƸƸنřŤاĩŻ ŪƸƸŤ ŚƸƸĸǝŤ ŮƸƸšŤ Ŵ يƸƸ ǁŨĉ ħاĴƸƸĸ śǙƸƸňč

ŹƸƸ اƸƸżŤوŪƸƸŤ ŧ تŒũƸƸĹ عاťĐتƸƸي عنƸƸي  ǁتĨŴ ƻȕاƸƸŨعا ūوƸƸőĖĳĉ ĚƸƸĠįاĩŤا ŢƸƸťت ŹƸƸťع ŹƸƸŅŨ دƸƸŝŤ  
 �ĴƸƸėĬ ǁźĉ

هƸƸا  ǁŬĊĖ ĞƸƸ ǁنŌŴ ȕęĴƸƸĤ ƿĉ ęĳاżƸƸĸ يƸƸŘ ĚƸƸũňاŘ تيŝżŝƸƸļ ĞƸƸŬاŠ ȕěنواƸƸĸ ĴƸƸĽي عƸƸŤواĨ ŮƸƸŨ
 ŞĐاƸƸĸ ŮƸƸŨ ĞƸƸėťňŴ ȕŦƸƸŨǜاĖ ƻĚƸƸđťتũ ƿŨ اƸƸهėťق ěاƸƸقį ĞعĳاƸƸĹت �ŏĳاƸƸĽŤي اƸƸŘ ĴżƸƸĸĉ يƸƸتنĉĳ
 ųƸƸŤ łĭƸƸļ į ǁĴƸƸĥŨ ūاŠ ȕŚƸƸĸǝŤ ŮƸƸšŤŴ ا�ƸƸهĴŌاŬ ŮƸƸع ĘƸƸżŔĉ ūĉ ŦƸƸėق ŒƸƸĤĴŻ ūĉ ęĴƸƸĤǜا

 �ųتĩŻĴƸƸĹتŴ źĴőƸƸļ ūوƸƸŤ ĺƸƸřŬ

 ĚƸƸ ǁťق ǁŮƸƸšŤŴ �ĞƸƸż ǁŘد توƸƸق ĪƸƸĤĳǜا ŹƸƸťي عƸƸنŬĉ ĚƸƸũňاŘ دƸƸŝتőت ȕęدƸƸع ƽěنواƸƸĸ ĳŴĴƸƸŨ دƸƸőĖ
 ŢƸƸ ǁĽŤا ŢƸƸŤı �ę ǁĴũتƸƸĹŨ ǁŢƸƸļ ĚƸƸŤاĨ يƸƸŘ يƸƸتťĐعاŴ اƸƸهżŝėت ȕźĴƸƸżصŨ ţوƸƸĨ ěاƸƸŨوťőũŤا
 ǁūĎƸƸŘ ȕĚƸƸŝżŝĩŤا ĞƸƸŬاŠ اƸƸũهŨ � ŪƸƸđتťت ūĉ ŪƸƸهĨŴĴĤ ŹƸƸťع ĘƸƸő ǁصŤا ŮƸƸŨ ŦƸƸőĥŻ źĲƸƸŤا

 � ŗĴƸƸőت ūǜ ĚƸƸĤاĩĖ اƸƸه ǁŬĉ ıč اƸƸهť ǁėŝتŤ ęد ǁőتƸƸĹ ƿŨ تيŝżŝƸƸļ

ũĸčي ���ŮżĹĨ قصتي لا تنتهي هنا�

 

My name is Hussein. I was seventeen 
years old and was studying at the Khodr 
Secondary School (in Beirut). I was an 
ambitious and studious boy with the 
dream of one day becoming a dentist. I 
used to promise my sister Fatima that she 
will be my first patient.

But the war put an end to all my dreams.

One day in 1976, a fire broke out in our 
neighborhood. We had to evacuate our 
house leaving behind everything we had 
owned. I got in the car with my mother 
Zahieh and headed towards Achrafieh. 
Only minutes after our departure, we 
were stopped at a checkpoint. Armed 
men forced us to step out of the car and 
separated us. Fortunately, my mother was 
released, but I was not as lucky.

It has been 40 years since my family have 
last heard of me.

About ten years ago, my sister Fatima was 
in a taxi when she thought she spotted me 
walking down the street. Her heart raced 
with excitement, and with the hope that 
she might see me again, she instructed the 
driver to go back before she loses sight of 
me. But sadly, it was a man who looked 
like me and had the same hair color and 
style as I did.

After so many years, my sister believes that 
I am most probably dead. But the lack of 
information regarding my fate keeps them 
with uncertainty. This uncertainty makes it 
difficult for their wounds to heal. Whatever 
the truth is, she is ready to accept it as she 
needs to know.

My name is Hussein... My story does not 
end here.

حسين فنيش
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 Khalil 
Abou Zeki

 ŮƸƸżŨوŻ دƸƸőĖ �ęĶƸƸاهĤ ĞƸƸĩėŀĉ ūاĴƸƸżŉŤا ĴƸƸŠاĲتŴ اŬĴřƸƸĸ ěاĵواƸƸĤ �ĆيƸƸļ ǁŦŠ ĶƸƸżهĥت ǁŪƸƸت
 įلاŴǜا ūاŠ ا�ƸƸاتنżĨ ŮƸƸŨ دƸƸŻدĤ ƽŦƸƸصřĖ ĉدƸƸėťŤ اƸƸżŬاũŤč يƸƸŘ تناƸƸĹũĬ ūوšنƸƸĸ ūǚا ŮƸƸŨ

 ��� ƻاĴƸƸżġŠ ūوƸƸĹũĩتŨ

 ȕěناĨاƸƸĽŤا Œŉق ņőĖ Ū ǁťƸƸĹتŤ اŻĳوƸƸĸ ŹŤا ĕها ǁĲŤا ǁيťع ĘĤŴ ȕاƸƸتنĳįاŕŨ ŦƸƸėق ŮƸƸšŤŴ
 ĆاƸƸنżŨ ŹƸƸŤا ĕاƸƸه ǁĲťŤ ƿĞƸƸŉ ǁŉĬ ا�ƸƸهżŘ ŦƸƸũعĉ ƿĞƸƸن ƿŠ يƸƸتŤا ĚŠĴƸƸĽŤا ŮƸƸŨ ĘƸƸťň ŹƸƸťع ƻĆاƸƸنĖ

Ŵ ĞėƸƸاƸƸőŤوęį اŹƸƸŤ اũŤنƸƸŻ ţĶƸƸوŧ اƸƸĨǜد�  ǁĹŤا ŧوƸƸŻ ĚƸƸ ǁżقı ǁǙŤا

 ěدƸƸد عƸƸق ŮƸƸŠĉ ŪƸƸŤ ȕĳاƸƸŉũŤا ŹƸƸŤا اƸƸنĖهاı ĞƸƸقŴ ūاƸƸĨŴ ŮƸƸżنĠǞا ŧوƸƸŻ ĪƸƸėŀĉ اƸƸŨعند ŮƸƸšŤŴ
ĘėƸƸ اŤوƸƸżĨد  ǁĹŤا ūĊƸƸĖ ĪƸƸńواŤا ŮƸƸŨ ūاŠ ي�ƸƸĐاĖĴقĉ ŹƸƸťع ŞƸƸťŝŤا ĴŉżƸƸĸ اƸƸŨ ūعاĴƸƸĸ د�ƸƸőĖ
 ŦƸƸصĨ دƸƸق ūوƸƸšŻ ūĉ وƸƸه ȕاƸƸżŬاũŤč ŹƸƸŤا źĴřƸƸĸ ĚƸƸťĨĳ ě ǁوƸƸŘ ƿĉ ūĊƸƸĖ Ę ǁėƸƸĹتŻ دƸƸق źĲƸƸŤا

 �ůŴĴƸƸšŨ يƸƸŤ

 ūاŠ �ĚŻĳوƸƸ ǁĹŤي اƸƸńاĳǜا ŹƸƸŤا ƿĞƸƸťĬį دƸƸي قƸƸن ǁŬĊĖ įŴدƸƸĩŤا ŹƸƸťع ţوƸƸĬدŤا ě ǁǙĥƸƸĸ ěدƸƸ ǁŠĉ 
ƸƸي�  ǁعن ŗĴƸƸ ƿع źĲƸƸŤد اƸƸżĨوŤا ĴƸƸĠǜو اƸƸه ŢƸƸŤı

ŘŴي ĴŻĶĨ ǧǩاŮŨ ū عاȕǧǯǮǭ ŧ اŬهاżĨ ěĳاتي żĨŴاę عاťĐتي ŬتŝŘ ĚĥżداŬي� 

 ȕدŻدƸƸ ǁĽŤا ūĶĩŤا ĘƸƸĹĹĖŴ �Ŧ ǁũĩ ǁتŤا ŹƸƸťتها عĳقد ţلاį يƸƸتĤŴĵ ěدƸƸŝŘ ȕيƸƸĐاřتĬد اƸƸőĖ ıč
هƸƸا ĴżŔ قاęĳį عŹƸƸť تŴĉ ĚƸƸĠǙĠ ĚżĖĴلاĨŴ įدها�  ǁŬĊĖ ěĴőƸƸļŴ ĳاĴũتƸƸĸǞا Źťع ęĳدƸƸŝŤا ěدƸƸŝŘ
ƸƸőĖŴد ƸƸļĉ ĚőėƸƸĸهŢƸƸŤı ŮƸƸŨ Ĵ اƸƸżŤوŧ اƸƸĸĊũŤاƸƸŔ ȕźŴاŴ ěĳįتŮƸƸŨ ǁŦŠ ĞƸƸŠĴ عĴƸƸżė اĖنتƸƸي 
 ŮƸƸŨ ŖƸƸťėت ĞƸƸŬاŠ يƸƸتŤا ţاƸƸنŨŴ ȕěنواƸƸĸ ŒƸƸĹت ĴƸƸũőŤا ŮƸƸŨ ŖƸƸťėت ĞƸƸŬاŠ يƸƸتŤاŴ ĴƸƸšėŤا
 ŮƸƸŨ ŪƸƸتهŻعاĳ ŪƸƸ ǁتتŤ ȕěنواƸƸĸ ĺƸƸũĭŤا ǁدƸƸőتŻ ŪƸƸŤ źĲƸƸŤا ĆاƸƸهĖŴ ȕěنواƸƸĸ يƸƸŬاũĠ ĴƸƸũőŤا

 �ŪƸƸهįداĤĉ ŦƸƸėق

 ĚƸƸ ǁŀاĬ ęاƸƸżĨ ĺżƸƸĸĊتĖ اŴĉدƸƸĖŴ يƸƸĖاżŔ يƸƸŘ ľƸƸżőŤا ŹƸƸťع źįلاŴĉ įاƸƸاعت ȕĞƸƸوقŤا ĳŴĴƸƸŨ ŒƸƸŨ
 ŮƸƸŻد ƿت �ĘƸƸŬ ǁĲŤاĖ ķاƸƸĹĨǞا ľƸƸżőت ĴƸƸżėع ĴƸƸšėŤي اƸƸنتĖا ĞƸƸŤاĵ اƸƸŨ ȕūǚا ŹƸƸتĨ ŮƸƸšŤŴ �ŪƸƸهĖ
ūĉ į تšŨč ŒƸƸŨ ľƸƸżőاƸƸšŻ ūĉ ĚƸƸżŬوŴ ūاŤدهƸƸا لا  ǁĴƸƸĥŨ ŹƸƸ ǁتĨ Ŵ اƸƸاتهšĩń ȕĚƸƸĩŻĴũŤا اƸƸاتهżĨ
 ǝƸƸũت ŏوƸƸŨدŤاŴ يƸƸŤ ţوƸƸŝتŴ يƸƸŬدĥت ūĊƸƸĖ ŪƸƸťĩي تƸƸهŘ �ŮĥƸƸ ǁĹŤا ūاƸƸėŅق ŚƸƸťĬ ƻاƸƸ ǁżĨ ţاĶƸƸŻ

�³ŢƸƸتŤĲĬ يƸƸنŬǜ ĚřƸƸĸć´ �عżنżهƸƸا

تي تنتهي هنا� ǁي� لا تدعوا قصŠĵ وĖĉ ŦżťĬ يũĸč

Everything was set. Our passports alongside 
our plane tickets were carefully arranged. In 
two days, the five of us will be in Germany, 
on the verge of starting a new chapter in our 
lives. The children were overly excited...

Before leaving, I had to go on a round trip 
to Syria to collect some spare parts for 
trucks which the company I worked for 
had requested. I had planned to visit the 
Latakia port on Saturday and to be back 
home by Sunday. 

Yet Monday morning, when it was time for 
us to head to the airport, I still had not come 
back. My relatives soon became worried. It 
was evident that the only reason I would 
miss my flight to Germany is if something 
wrong had happened to me. The passport 
control records at the border had shown that 
I had evidently entered the Syrian territory. 
This was the only trace that was left of me.

As a result of my disappearance, our life fell 
apart on June 13th 1987.

After I disappeared, my wife Dalal could not 
endure the situation. Overwhelmed with 
sorrow, she lost the strength to go on and 
felt unable to raise our three children alone. 
Seven months after that tragic day, she left, 
leaving Abir who was 9 years old, Manal 
who was 8 years old and Bahaa who was 5 
years old to the care of their grandparents.

With time, my children became accustomed 
to living in my absence, and went on to 
build their own lives. But up until this day, 
my eldest daughter Abir lives with a great 
sense of guilt. She condemns herself for her 
comfortable lifestyle, for laughing and even 
for living, while her father can still be alive 
and held behind bars. With eyes full of tears, 
she pictures herself finding me and telling 
me: “I am sorry I let you down”.   

My name is Khalil Abou Zeki. Do not let my 
story end here.

  خليل أبو زكي
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اũƸƸĸي �ŦƸƸżťĬ قƸƸĖ ŦƸƸėدĆ اŠ ȕĕĴƸƸĩŤنĉ ĞƸƸعƸƸŘ ľƸƸżي ŨنĚƸƸŝŉ اŤدŠواĤŴĵ ŒƸƸŨ ĚƸƸŬتƸƸي 
 ĞƸƸėėĨĉ ا�ƸƸنŤĶنŨ ĕĴƸƸق įوƸƸوقťŤ ĚƸƸ ǁŉĩŨ يƸƸŘ ĘƸƸĸاĩũŠ ŦƸƸũعĉ ĞƸƸنŠ �ĚƸƸĹũĭŤا źįلاŴĉŴ

� ƻاĴƸƸżġŠ يƸƸťũع

 ĆاŝėŤا اƸƸننšũŻ لا ųƸƸ ǁŬĊĖ ĞƸƸŘĴع � ǁĴũتƸƸĹŨ دƸƸŻاĶي تƸƸŘ ĚƸƸŝŉنũŤي اƸƸŘ ĴƸƸ ǁوت ǁتŤا ūاŠ ȕ ǁŎƸƸĩŤا ĆوƸƸĹŤ
ŬǙŤ ĚƸƸŨĵتŝاŒƸƸŨ ţ عاťĐتي  ǁǙŤا ěاƸƸėżتĴتŤاĖ ŧوƸƸقĉ ĞنŠ ŢƸƸŤĲŤ ȕĚťŻوň ę ǁدƸƸũŤ دƸƸťėŤا اĲƸƸي هƸƸŘ

ũŤĉ ŹƸƸŤčاżŬا�  

 ūوĩ ǁťƸƸĹũŤا ĊƸƸĥŤ ȕǧǯǭǬ ŧاƸƸőŤا ŮƸƸŨ ĕć ǧǨ يƸƸŘŴ ȕĚعĴƸƸĹĖ ĳوƸƸتده ǁيƸƸنŨǜا ŒƸƸńوŤا ǁūĉ ǁلاč
 ŮƸƸŨ ĚƸƸŤاĨ يƸƸŘ ūاŠ ĆيƸƸļ ǁŦŠ �ĚƸƸżĖĴŕŤا ěŴĴƸƸżĖ ŹƸƸŤč ŮƸƸż ǁżŬدũŤا ĆǙƸƸĤč ǁŪƸƸتŴ ţاƸƸėĥŤا ŹƸƸŤč
 ěǙƸƸŘاŝŤا ŹƸƸŤč įوƸƸő ǁصŤا ūوƸƸŤŴاĩŻ واƸƸŬاŠ ŮƸƸŻĲ ǁŤا ĿاĭƸƸļǜا ŗلاć ŒƸƸŨ اƸƸ ǁنŠ �ŹƸƸńوřŤا
 ȕŒżũĥŤا ŦƸƸŝنŤ ĚżŘاŠ ěǙƸƸŘقا şاƸƸهن Ůšت ŪŤ ȕ ǁŎƸƸĩŤا ĆوƸƸĹŤ ŮšŤŴ �ĴƸƸŉĭŤا ŮƸƸع įاƸƸőتĖǙŤ
ŘاƸƸŬĳĴŉńا ƸƸĹřŬĉ ĴƸƸĽĩŬ ūĉنا šƸƸĨĎĖاƸƸļ ŧدŻد įاťĬهƸƸا� ŠاĤŴĵ ĞŬتƸƸي تũاŧ تŦƸƸũĩ اĖنتنا 
 ĞƸƸĨŴاĴت ŮƸƸŻĲ ǁŤاŴ ȕĚƸƸőĖĳǜا اƸƸŬįلاŴĉ ŢƸƸ ǁĹũتŴ ا�ƸƸهżاعĳı ŮƸƸżĖ ĴهƸƸļĉ Ě ǁتƸƸĹŤا ěاı اŬاřťżƸƸĸ
 ǁŦƸƸŌ يƸƸŘ ƻاšƸƸĸاũتŨ ĆاƸƸŝėŤا ţŴاƸƸĨĉ ĞƸƸنŠ اƸƸũنżĖ ȕěنواƸƸĸ ŒėƸƸĸŴ ğǙƸƸĠ ŮƸƸżĖ ŪƸƸهĳاũعĉ
 ŪƸƸŤ اƸƸن ǁŬĉ ĚƸƸĤĳدŤ ȕĚƸƸťŘاŝŤا ŹƸƸŤč įوƸƸő ǁصŤاĖ اŴ ǁĴũتƸƸĸا ķاƸƸ ǁنŤا ŮƸƸŨ ƻداƸƸŻĶŨ ǁūĉ ǁلاč �ĚƸƸėťĥŤا ŢƸƸťت
 ŮƸƸŨŴ ƻاƸƸتناقĬا ţاƸƸřňǜا ŮƸƸŨ دƸƸŻدőŤا ěاƸƸŨ ȕŧوƸƸżŤا ŢƸƸŤı يƸƸŘ �ĺƸƸ ǁřتنŤا ŹƸƸťع ŮƸƸŻĳįد قاƸƸőŬ
 ĞƸƸŬاŠ يƸƸت ǁŤا ŮƸƸĸوĸ يƸƸنتĖاŴ ȕěنواƸƸĸ ğǙƸƸĠ ĴƸƸũőŤا ŮƸƸŨ ŖƸƸŤاėŤا ŧاƸƸĸŴ يƸƸنĖا ūاŠ ŪƸƸنهżĖ

ƸƸŘي ǁŮƸƸĸ اĭŤاżĨ ĚƸƸĹŨنهƸƸا�

 ĶƸƸĤاĨ şاƸƸهن ūاŠ �ŚƸƸĩتũŤا ĚƸƸŝŉنŨ دƸƸنا عنƸƸĸوĖاŠ يƸƸنتهŻ ūĉ ŒƸƸ ǁتوقũŤا ŮƸƸŨ ūاŠ دƸƸŝŤ
Ŭا  ƾĴ ƾŨĉ ȕşاƸƸهن ŹŤč اƸƸنťŀŴ اŨعند ŮƸƸšŤŴ �Ě ǁżĖĴŕŤا ěŴĴƸƸżĖ ŹŤč ŦƸƸصŬ ūĉ ŦƸƸėد قƸƸĨاŴ ľƸƸżتřت
 ţاƸƸřňǜاŴ ĆاƸƸĹ ǁنŤاŴ ĚƸƸهĤ ŹƸƸŤč ţاƸƸĤĴŤوا اƸƸőńŴŴ ȕĚƸƸťŘاŝŤا ŮƸƸŨ ģŴĴƸƸĭŤاĖ ūوĩ ǁťƸƸĹŨ ţاƸƸĤĳ

 �ĚƸƸżŬاĠ ĚƸƸهĥŤ

تي تنتهي هنا� ǁلا تدعوا قص �źŴاĽنŨ ŦżťĬ يũĸا

My name is Khalil. Before the beginning of 
the war, I was living in Dekweneh with my 
wife and our five children. I was working 
at a gas station near our home. I worked as 
an accountant and administrator. I loved 
my job.

Unfortunately, tension in the region kept 
growing. I knew that we could not stay 
in this country for any longer, so I was 
preparing myself to move to Germany with 
my family.

Yet the situation swiftly deteriorated. On 
August 12th 1976, fighters took refuge 
in the mountains while civilians were 
evacuated towards West Beirut. Everything 
was in disarray. We were with thousands of 
people attempting to get on the buses, to 
get away from the danger. Unfortunately, 
there were not enough vehicles to move 
everyone so we had to squeeze in tightly 
inside. My wife Tamam was carrying our 6 
months old Silvana in her arms. Our other 
four children, aged between 3 and 7 were 
hanging onto me, trying to stay still in 
the middle of this bustle. But people kept 
climbing onto the bus. We were barely able 
to breath. On that day, many children died 
due to suffocation. Among them were my 
son Wissam, aged 3 years old, and my 
daughter Sawsan, who was 5 at the time.    

Our nightmare was supposed to come to 
an end at the museum area. There was 
one last checkpoint before arriving to West 
Beirut. Once there, armed men ordered 
us to step out of the truck, putting men 
on one side and women and children on 
the other.

My name is Khalil Menshawi. Do not let my 
story end here.

Khalil 
Menshawi

خليل منشاوي
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 ěاĴƸƸżĥřتŤا ĚƸƸŻهاŬŴ ȕĚƸƸżŬناėťŤا ĚƸƸżťهǜا ĕĴƸƸĩŤا ĚƸƸŻهاŬ ŦƸƸ ǁġũ ƿŻ ĮƸƸŻĳا ǁتŤا اĲƸƸه ȕǧǯǯǦ ŧاƸƸع
 ȕŦƸƸŻو ǁŉŤا ŏاĴƸƸ ǁصŤا ŢƸƸŤı ĚƸƸŻداĖ ŹƸƸťع ƻاƸƸŨعا ĴƸƸĽع ĚƸƸĹũĬ ĳŴĴƸƸŨ دƸƸőėŘ �ŧاƸƸ ƾĐ ǀوŤا ęįوƸƸعŴ
 ³ĚƸƸĩřصŤا ǁيƸƸň³Ŵ ĕĴƸƸĩŤا ůĲƸƸهŤ ǁدƸƸĨ ŒƸƸńŴ ĚƸƸ ǁżėنĤǜا ěاŉťƸƸ ǁĹŤاŴ ĕĴƸƸĩŤا ĆاĴƸƸŨ ƿĉ ĳ ǁĴƸƸق

ŤǙĬ ĞƸƸėšهƸƸا�  ƿتĳي اƸƸتŤا ŒƸƸĐاōřŤا ŮƸƸي عƸƸńاŕ ǁتŤاŴ

هƸƸا تƸƸĹتżőد تواŬĵهƸƸا  ǁŬĊŠŴ ęاƸƸżĩŤا ěدƸƸĖŴ ³ĆاƸƸنėŤا ęįاƸƸعč´ ĚƸƸżťũع ěĉدƸƸĖ ȕǧǯǯǩ ŧاƸƸي عƸƸŘ
 ȕاƸƸŻاĩ ǁŅŤا ęاƸƸŬاőŨ ěاšƸƸĸǞ ĞƸƸőń ƿŴ يƸƸت ǁŤا įوƸƸهĥŤا ǁŦŠ ŮƸƸŨ ŪƸƸŔ ǁĴŤاĖ ŮƸƸšŤŴ ا�đżƸƸĽŘ ƻاđżƸƸļ

�į ǁįĴƸƸتŻ ţاĵ لا ĚƸƸĹĐاżŤا ŮƸƸŻįوŝřũŤي اƸƸŤهاĉ ěاƸƸĬĴŀ ŶدƸƸŀ ǁūĎƸƸŘ

 ņőĖ ęĳاƸƸŻĶŤ ناŝŻĴň يƸƸŘ اƸƸ ǁنŠŴ ȕĳاƸƸżĖ يŝżŝƸƸļ ŒŨ ŞƸƸĽŨį يŘ ƿĞƸƸن ƿŠ ȕŧاƸƸőŤا ŢƸƸŤı ţǙƸƸĬ
 Źťي عŝżŝƸƸļ اŴĴƸƸėĤĉ ŮŻĲŤا ŧاƸƸōنŤا ŮƸƸŨ ĆاƸƸŅعĉ ŦƸƸėق ŮƸƸŨ اƸƸنřżتوق ŪƸƸت ȕ ƻęĊƸƸĥŘ �ĕĳاƸƸقǜا
 Ęťي قŘ يƸƸŘاŉتĬا ǁŪƸƸت ȕĚťżťق ƽūواƸƸĠ ūوƸƸŅŔ يŘ  �ųƸƸŬاšŨ واƸƸėŠĳŴ ęĳاżƸƸ ǁĹŤا ŮƸƸŨ ģŴĴƸƸĭŤا
 ŒƸƸŝŻ źĲƸƸŤا اƸƸŻاŬدżŀ ŮĥƸƸĸ ŹƸƸŤي اƸƸťŝŬ ǁŪƸƸت ǁŪƸƸ ƿتŴ �ĳاƸƸنهŤا ǀĪƸƸ ƾń ƾŴ يƸƸŘŴ ŞƸƸĽŨį ĚƸƸũŀاőŤا
 ǁŪƸƸتŻ ŪƸƸŤ � ǀųتŴاƸƸĹŝĖ ƻاƸƸŘŴĴőŨ ūاŠ źĲƸƸŤاŴ ŞƸƸĽŨį ĕوƸƸنĤ ƻاĴƸƸتŨوťżŠ ŮƸƸżĠǙĠ دƸƸőĖ ŹƸƸťع

 �ŮƸƸżĩŤا ŢƸƸŤı ĲƸƸنŨ يƸƸ ǁعن ģاĴƸƸŘǞا

 ŹƸƸŤا ůاƸƸėتŬǞا ĞƸƸřťŤ ŧاƸƸعتصǞاĖ ŮƸƸŻįوŝřũŤي اƸƸŤهاĉ ĉدƸƸĖ ȕǨǦǦǫ ŧاƸƸع ŮƸƸŨ ūاƸƸĹżŬ ǧǧ يƸƸŘ
 ĞŬاŠ ȕĚƸƸėŝĩŤا Ţťت śاżƸƸĸ يŘŴ �ĚŻĳوƸƸ ǁĹŤا ūوĥƸƸ ǁĹŤي اƸƸŘ ŮƸƸżżŬناė ǁťŤا ŮƸƸżťŝتőũŤا ęاƸƸĸĊŨ
 ŹƸƸŤا ĞƸƸ ǁũŅŬد اƸƸي قƸƸدتŤاŴ ĞƸƸŬاŠ � ƽيƸƸŝżŝĨ ƽŦƸƸŨǜ ƻاĶƸƸŨĳŴ ƻاعاĥƸƸļ ƻǙƸƸũع ěاƸƸŨعتصاǞا ůĲƸƸه
 ľƸƸżĥŤا ĕاĩƸƸĹŬا ǁŮƸƸšŤŴ � ǁŮƸƸهĐا ǁėĨĉ ĚƸƸŻĴĩĖ ĚƸƸėŤاŉũťŤ ǍŮƸƸő ǁũĥي تƸƸوات ǁťŤا ĆاƸƸĹ ǁنŤا ěاĴƸƸĽع
 ūاŠ يƸƸتŤا ŧاƸƸعتصǞا ĚƸƸũżĬŴ � ƾŮƸƸťŨĊŻ  ǍŮƸƸ ƿŠ اƸƸŨ ǀĺƸƸšع ŹƸƸťع ǁŮƸƸاتهŬاőŨ ǀųƸƸن ƿŻ ŪƸƸŤ źĳوƸƸ ǁĹŤا
 ŪƸƸŤاőŨ ŮƸƸŨ ƽĆĶƸƸĤ į ǁĴƸƸĥŨ ŚƸƸĸǝŤŴ ĞƸƸĩėŀĉ ȕęاعدƸƸĹũŤا ĘƸƸťň ŗدƸƸهĖ هاċاƸƸĽŬč ǁŪƸƸد تƸƸق

 �ůاƸƸėتŬč ǁźĉ ĕĲƸƸĤ ŹƸƸťع ęĳįاƸƸق ĴƸƸżŔ ŧوƸƸżŤا ĞƸƸاتĖŴ ȕĚƸƸنŻدũŤا ŊƸƸĸŴ

هƸƸا  ǁنšŤŴ اƸƸهŬاšŨ يƸƸŘ ęįوƸƸĤوŨ ĚƸƸũżĭŤا ţاĶƸƸلا ت ȕǨǦǧǭ ŧاƸƸي عƸƸŘ اƸƸنĩėŀĉ دƸƸقŴ ȕŧوƸƸżŤا اƸƸ ǁŨĉ
 ţǙƸƸĬ ǍŮƸƸũي اعتصƸƸوات ǁťŤا ĆاƸƸĹ ǁنŤا ĆلاČƸƸه  �ęاƸƸżĩŤا اƸƸنهĩنŨ يƸƸوات ǁťŤا ĆاƸƸĹ ǁنŤا ŮƸƸŨ ě ǁĴƸƸő ƾت
 ĿاĭƸƸļǜا ŮŨ ƾŮŨĴ ƿĨŴ ĚĬوĭżƸƸ ǁĽŤا ǁŮƸƸĸ يŘ Ůĩėŀĉ ȕĚżńاũŤا ĴƸƸĽني عĠǞا ěنواƸƸ ǁĹŤا

 �ĳاĴũتƸƸĸǞا ŹƸƸťع ęĳدƸƸŝŤا ƾūدƸƸŝŘ دƸƸŝŤ � ǁĴũتƸƸĹũŤا ŪƸƸع ǁدŤا ǁŮƸƸهŤ واƸƸŨ ǁد قدƸƸوا قƸƸŬاŠ ŮƸƸŻĲ ǁŤا

 ūĊƸƸĖ  ŦƸƸŨǜاĖ ƾŮšƸƸ ǁĹũتŻ ŮƸƸŤĵ لا ȕ ǁŮƸƸدهĨŴ ƾŮƸƸهĴżصŨ ĚƸƸهĤواũŤ ƾŮƸƸي عنهƸƸťĭتŤا ǁŪƸƸت ūĉ دƸƸőĖ
ŻصƸƸŕي żŤčهƸƸĨĉ ǁŮƸƸد� 

ƸƸد ūĊƸƸĖ تżŝėهƸƸا ƸƸũŠا  ǁŠĊتتŴ يƸƸتŘĴŕĖ ǁŪƸƸتهت ţĶƸƸنũŤي اƸƸŘ اƸƸقتهŴ ŪƸƸōőŨ يƸƸدتŤاŴ يƸƸŅũت
 źĊƸƸĖ ŞƸƸĩť ƿت ūĉ ŮƸƸšũŻ يƸƸتŤا ŧلاǚد اƸƸ ǁļĉ ŮƸƸŨ ųƸƸ ǁŬĊĖ هاƸƸĹřنŤ ţوƸƸŝت ǁŢƸƸřي لا تنƸƸهŘ ا�ƸƸه ƿتŠĴت

 �ų ǀاعدتƸƸĹŨ ŹƸƸťع ęĳدƸƸŝŤا ŢƸƸťũي لا تƸƸهŴ ȕŪƸƸ ǁŤĊتŻŴ يƸƸŬاőŻ اƸƸدهŤŴ ǁūĉ ĚƸƸŘĴőŨ يƸƸه ȕ ǁŧĉ

ũĸčي įاŬي Ũنصوĳاتي� لا تدعوا قصتي تنتهي هنا� 

Year 1990, is a date that represents the 
end of the Lebanese civil war. The end of 
the bombings and the return of harmony. 
After 15 long years of conflict, the warlords 
and the foreign authorities decided to put 
an end to this war, to “turn the page” and 
overlook the atrocities committed. 

1993, is the start of the process of 
“rebuilding”, life seemed to be regaining 
its balance. Yet, despite the efforts put 
forth to silence the victims’ sufferings, 
the desperate cries of the families of the 
disappeared still resonate.

During that same year, I was in Damascus, 
with my brother Pierre, on the way to visit 
some family relatives. All of a sudden, we 
got stopped by members of the regime 
who forced my brother out of the car and 
boarded my vehicle. Within seconds, I 
was kidnapped in the heart of Damascus, 
in broad daylight. I was then taken 
30km north of the city to the Sednaya 
prison, which was sadly reputed for its 
maltreatment. I never got out.

On April 11th 2005, the families of the 
missing started a sit in, to draw attention 
to the tragedy of the detainees in Syria. In 
the context of that era, it was a courageous 
act that symbolized a flicker of hope. My 
mother joined the dozens of women who 
had gathered to demand their loved ones’ 
freedom. But contrary to what they had 
expected, the withdrawal of the Syrian 
army did not terminate their agony. The 
tent, which was erected as a call for help, 
has unfortunately become part of down 
town’s landscape and now fails to attract 
any attention. 

2017, the tent is still there, but it is without 
the ones who had given it life. These 
women who had held sit ins for the last 
twelve years, have now grown old and are 
deprived from the ones who had offered 
them constant support. They have lost the 
strength to go on.

Abandoned to face their fate, they still 
hold on to their hope of being heard.

My mother spends most of her time at 
home. She looks after my room and makes 
sure it stays as I left it. She doesn’t stop 
telling herself that the worst pain one can 
inflict on a mother, is the knowledge that 
her son is suffering and she is unable to 
help.

My name is Dani Mansourati. Do not let my 
story end here.

 Dani 
Mansourati

داني منصوراتي
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 şĳاƸƸĽŻ ŪƸƸŤ ƻǙƸƸĤĳ ƿĞƸƸنŠ ي�ƸƸاعĵŴǜي اƸƸŘ źįلاŴĉŴ يƸƸتĤŴĵ ŒƸƸŨ ƿŪƸƸżقĉ ĞƸƸنŠŴ ĘƸƸŻį يũƸƸĸč
 įاőĖǞ źدƸƸهĤ ŶĳاƸƸقص ƿţĲĖĉ ƿĞƸƸنŠŴ � ƻاƸƸŨعا ŮƸƸżőĖĳĉŴ دƸƸĨاŴ ĴƸƸũőŤا ŮƸƸŨ ŖƸƸťėŻ ȕ ƻداƸƸĖĉ ĕĴƸƸĩŤاĖ

  �ěاżƸƸĽżťũŤا ŮƸƸع ǁźدƸƸŤŴ

 �ĚƸƸŻ ǁĴ ƿĩĖ ūاšƸƸŨ źĉ ŹƸƸŤا ĕاƸƸهĲŤاعتنا اŉتƸƸĸاĖ ūاŠ اƸƸŨعند ŧاƸƸŻǜا ŢƸƸťت ŹƸƸŤا ĞŝتƸƸļا
 ěاƸƸقǙع ŹƸƸťع ĴƸƸżĠĊت źĉ اƸƸهżŘ ĚƸƸżنŻدŤا ŚƸƸĐواŉťŤ ŮƸƸšŻ ŪƸƸŤ يƸƸتŤا ěاƸƸقŴǜا ŹƸƸŤا ĞŝتƸƸļا

 �ěاƸƸاعĶنŤا ŢƸƸťت ŦŠ يƸƸتنته ūĉ ĞƸƸżنũا تƸƸũŤاŉŤ �ĚƸƸداق ǁصŤا

�şĳاőũŤا Ţťت ŦŠ ĚŻهاŬ ĚŻċĴĖ ĚŀĴřŤي اŤ ĪنĹت ŪŤ ȕŎĩŤا ĆوĹŤ ŮšŤŴ

ƸƸŔاšƸƸŨ ĳįاū عƸƸťũيƸƸŬćĳ ȕي اƸƸĨد ƸƸĐǙŨĵي  ƿĉ ĞƸƸنŠ اƸƸũنżĖŴ ǧǯǮǫ ŧاƸƸي عƸƸŬاġŤا ŮŻĴƸƸĽت ǭ يƸƸŘŴ
 ƻاƸƸřĐاĬ ŴدƸƸĖĉ ĞƸƸنŠ �Ůż ǁŻĳوƸƸĸ įوƸƸنĤ ĚƸƸŝŘĴĖ ȕاتيĳاżƸƸĸ يƸƸŘ يƸƸŨاŨǜد اƸƸőŝũŤي اƸƸŘ ƻاƸƸĹŤاĤ
 ŦƸƸŀŴĉ ŗوƸƸĸ يƸƸنŬĊĖ ųƸƸŤ ĞƸƸťŝŘ �ŧاĴƸƸŻ اƸƸŨ ŹƸƸťع ƽĆيƸƸļ ŦŠ ūĉ ŮƸƸŨ دƸƸŠĊتťŤ يƸƸŬاįاŬ � ƻداƸƸĤ

 � ƻęĴƸƸļاėŨ ţĶƸƸنũŤا ŹƸƸŤا ŢƸƸŤı دƸƸőĖ įعوĊƸƸĸŴ ŦƸƸŨĴهŤا ŹƸƸŤا ĿاĭƸƸļǜا ĆلاČƸƸه

ũĸ łĭļ źǜ Źاعها Ũني� ǁنĹتي تŤا ęĴżĬǜا ěاũťšŤهي ا Ţťت ĞŬاŠ

 ūاŠ ūč ȕĕاƸƸĖ ŦŠ ŹƸƸťع ĞƸƸقĴň ıč �ŢƸƸŤı دƸƸőĖ źįاƸƸĥŻا ŹƸƸťع ĚƸƸũňاŘ يƸƸتĤŴĵ ĞũƸƸĹقĉ
 �ųتŝťت źĲƸƸŤا ĴƸƸتصĭũŤاŴ دƸƸżĨوŤا ĕواƸƸĥŤا ūاŠ ȕ³ا�ĴƸƸšĖ يƸƸőا� ´تŻĳوƸƸĸ يƸƸŘ Ŵĉ ūاƸƸنėŤ يƸƸŘ
 ūاŠ وƸƸŤŴ ŹƸƸتĨ ȕŮƸƸżĩŤا ŢƸƸŤı يƸƸŘ اƸƸهŤاŨć ŮƸƸŨ įاĵ źĲƸƸŤد اƸƸżĨوŤا ĕواƸƸĥŤا ūاŠ ƻاƸƸŅŻĉ ųƸƸ ǁنšŤŴ
 įوőت ĞƸƸŬاŠ اŨعند ŮƸƸšŤŴ � ƽłĭƸƸļ źĉ ŮŨ ęاعدƸƸĹŨ Ź ǁŝťتت ūĊƸƸĖ ţاƸƸŨć �ěاعاƸƸĸ ĚƸƸőŅėŤ
 ĆلاČƸƸه ūĉŴ اƸƸنهŨ łƸƸťĭتťŤ وƸƸه ĕواƸƸĥŤا ŢƸƸŤı ūĊƸƸĖ ĦتنتƸƸĹت ĞƸƸŬاŠ ȕيƸƸŬاġŤا ŧوƸƸżŤي اƸƸŘ

 �ŪƸƸهťاهŠ ŦƸƸŝġي تƸƸتŤتها اťđƸƸĸĉ ŮƸƸع ĚƸƸĖاĤǞا ūوƸƸė ǁنĥتŻ واƸƸŬاŠ ĿاĭƸƸļǜا

ĤŴĵ ǁūĉ ęįهƸƸا لا ƸƸšŻ ūĉ ŮƸƸšũŻوū قƸƸد  ǁدƸƸنŨ ȖŪƸƸŤاőŤا ĕĳاƸƸĩت ĞƸƸżŝĖŴ ŪťƸƸĹتĹت ŪƸƸŤ اƸƸنهšŤŴ
 �ęاعدƸƸĹũŤا ŹƸƸťع ţوƸƸصĩťŤ ƻęدƸƸļناŨŴ ĚňاƸƸĹėĖ ŹƸƸřتĬا

 ŒƸƸŨ ĞƸƸوقŤا ĚƸƸżŅũت ţǙƸƸĬ ŮƸƸŨ ĞƸƸŬاŠ ęاƸƸĸواũŤا اƸƸهżŘ ěدƸƸĤŴ يƸƸتŤا ęدƸƸżĨوŤا ĚƸƸŝŻĴŉŤا
 �ŪهĐاėĨĉ Ůع ĕĴƸƸĩŤا ŪتهťصŘ ŮŻĲŤا ĿاĭƸƸļǜا ĆلاČه �ŮŻįوŝřũŤا ěاƸƸهŨĉŴ ěاƸƸĤŴĵ
 ĚėŤاŉũŤاŴ ŪƸƸهŬاĶĨĉ ĚŠĳاƸƸĽũŤ واőũتĤا ȕŚƸƸĐواŉŤاŴ ŞƸƸňناũŤا ŚťتĭŨ ŮƸƸŨ ķاŬĉ ŪƸƸه

 �ŪهĐاėĨĉ ŮƸƸع ģاĴƸƸŘǞاĖ

 �ęĴũتĹŨ ţاĶلا ت ĆلاČه ĚŠĴőŨ ŮšŤŴ ĕĴĩŤا ĞتهŬا

 �ūناėŤ يƸƸŘ ĆاƸƸĹنŤا ŮŨ ŗلاǚا ŦġŨ Ĵōتنت ĚƸƸũňاŘ تيĤŴĵ ĞƸƸŤاĵ اŨŴ ȕĴŉŨ ĘƸƸŻį يũƸƸĸč
لا تدعوا قصننا تنتهي هنا� 

My name is Deeb. 

I was living with my wife and children in 
the Ouzai neighborhood. I was a 41 years 
old man that had never participated in the 
war. I was doing my best to keep my two 
sons away from the militias. 

I would long for those times back in the 
day, when we could go anywhere freely; 
back when our religious background 
had no influence whatsoever on our 
friendships. I used to wish that these 
battles would come to an end.

Unfortunately, I did not have the chance to 
see the end of the war.

On November 7th 1985, as I was leaving 
my workplace, one of my colleagues saw 
me in the passenger seat in the company 
of Syrian soldiers. I looked terrified. As he 
called on me to check that everything is 
fine, I explained to him that I had to drop 
these men up in Hermel and that I will go 
back home right after that. These were the 
last words anyone has ever heard me say.

My wife Fatima swore she would find me.

In Lebanon, in Syria, she knocked on 
every other door. “Come back tomorrow!” 
this brief answer, was all she was given. 
Yet that was enough to raise her hopes 
up for a few hours, hopes that someone 
might actually help her. But she would 
return the following day to discover 
that these people were simply trying to 
get rid of her and avoid answering her 
overwhelming questions.

But she wouldn’t give in, she would keep 
fighting against the world, screaming 
that her husband could not have simply 
vanished, screaming for help. 

The only comfort she found was in the 
company of wives and mothers of the 
others that disappeared. These people, 
who were separated from their loved 
ones by the war, people from various 
communities and regions, have now come 
together to share their sorrow and demand 
the release of their loved ones.

The war has ended, but their battle 
goes on.

My name is Deeb Matar. My wife Fatima 
and thousands of other women in Lebanon 
are still waiting. Do not let our story 
end here.

Deeb Matar
ديب مطر
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 ƿěدƸƸŝŘ دƸƸق ƿĞƸƸنŠ ūĉ دƸƸőĖ � ƻاƸƸŨعا ŮƸƸżĠǙĠ ĴƸƸũőŤا ŮƸƸŨ ŖƸƸťėت ĚĖاƸƸļ ƻاƸƸ ǁŨĉ ƿĞƸƸنŠŴ اƸƸ ǁŻĳ يũƸƸĸا
 ěĳĴƸƸŨ ūĉ دƸƸőĖŴ �źįĴƸƸřũĖ ŮŻĴƸƸĹŬŴ ĴƸƸżėع ǁيƸƸنتĖا ĚƸƸżĖĴتĖ ŧوƸƸقĉ ūĉ ƿěĳĴƸƸŉńا ȕيƸƸĤŴĵ
 Ūżōتن ŮƸƸع ƻĚŤŴČƸƸĹŨ ƿĞنŠ �ĚƸƸřżŌŴ يŘ ƿĞŻ ǁĴŝتƸƸĸاŴ يƸƸت ǁقو ƿěدőتƸƸĸا ȕĚƸƸėőŀ ĚƸƸťĨĴũĖ
 �įǙėŤا ģĳاƸƸĬ ŪتهƸƸĸاĳį ĚőĖتاŨ ŹŤا ūوőƸƸĹŻ ŮŻĲŤا ěاĖاƸƸĽŤاŴ ĕاėƸƸĽŤا ęĳįاŕŨŴ ŧŴدƸƸق
 ŮƸƸżĖŴ �įاĴƸƸŘǜا ĆلاČƸƸهŤ ŦƸƸŅŘĉ ŦėŝتƸƸĹŨ ūاƸƸũń يƸƸŘ ĚũاهƸƸĹũŤاĖ ƻداƸƸĤ ƻęĳŴĴƸƸĹŨ ƿĞƸƸنŠ
 łصĬĉ ūĉ ƻداĤ ĘƸƸőصŤا ŮŨ ūاŠ ȕيťũع ĚőĖتاŨŴ źįلاŴĉ ĚƸƸżĖĴت ŮżĖ اŨ يƸƸقتŴ ŪżƸƸĹŝت
 ŦƸƸĤĉ ŮƸƸŨ ȕĚƸƸĸĳدũŤا ŹƸƸŤي اƸƸناتĖ ęįوƸƸع ĴƸƸėصŤا œĳاƸƸřĖ ĴƸƸōتŬĉ ƿĞƸƸنŠ ŢƸƸŤĲŤ ي�ƸƸĹřنŤ ƻاƸƸقتŴ

اƸƸĸتőاřŬĉ ęįاƸƸĸي�

ŮƸƸżĨ اĬتŠ ȕĞƸƸřŉنƸƸŘ ƿĞƸƸي ƸƸŝŻĴňي اƸƸĸ ŹƸƸŤوś اŤ ĕĴƸƸŕŤتŦżĥƸƸĹ عƸƸŘ ŮŻĴƸƸĹŬŴ ĴƸƸżėي 
 ŮƸƸŨ ĕĴƸƸŝŤاĖ ĶƸƸĤاĨ ŹƸƸťا عƸƸنŘاŝŻč ǁŪƸƸت ŮƸƸżĨ ŮƸƸŻĴĬć ĕاŠĳ ĚƸƸőĖĳĉ ŒƸƸŨ ƿĞƸƸنŠ �ĚƸƸĸĳدũŤا
 ŮƸƸżőŘاŻ ƻاƸƸĖǙň واƸƸŬاŠ ĺƸƸŬوŻŴ ūاƸƸنĨŴ ŹƸƸنŨŴ ĚżŨاƸƸĸ �ěŴĴƸƸżĖ يƸƸŘ ŚƸƸĩتũŤا ĚƸƸŝŉنŨ
 ŹƸƸŤا ĚƸƸهĥتŨ ęĴƸƸĐاň ŮƸƸتŨ ŹƸƸťوا عƸƸŬوšŻ ūĉ ŃĴƸƸتřũŤا ŮƸƸŨ ūاŠ ا�ŻĳوƸƸĸ ŹƸƸŤا ŮƸƸżهĥتŨ
 śǙƸƸňč ǁŪƸƸت � ƻاƸƸőżũĤ اƸƸŬدŝ ƿŘ ȕŢƸƸŤı ŮƸƸع ƻاƸƸńعو ŮƸƸšŤŴ �ūوƸƸũ ǁťőتŻ واƸƸŬاŠ ĢƸƸżĨ وšƸƸĸوŨ

źĲƸƸ قƸƸاĖ ŧنŦƸƸŝ اĴƸƸėĭŤ اŹƸƸŤč ŧŴČƸƸĽũŤ عاǙĐتنƸƸا�  ǁŤو اƸƸهŴ ȕŊƸƸŝŘ ŞĐاƸƸĹŤا ħاĴƸƸĸ

 ŹŤا ĕاƸƸه ǁĲťŤ اƸƸت ǁĴŉńاŴ ŊƸƸŝŘ ěنواƸƸĸ ĚتƸƸĸŴ ĚƸƸĹũĬ ŮŻĴƸƸĹŬŴ ĴƸƸżėع ŮƸƸŨ ǋŦŠ ĴƸƸũع ūاŠ
 ĳŴĴƸƸŨ ŒƸƸŨ ŮƸƸšŤŴ śاƸƸŉا لا تƸƸũهŨلاć ĞƸƸŬاŠ ȕĚƸƸŻداėŤي اƸƸŘ ا�ƸƸũهżدتŤاŴ įوƸƸĤŴ ūŴį ĚƸƸĸĳدũŤا

 �ŪƸƸŤǜا ŢƸƸŤı ǁŚƸƸĬ ȕĞƸƸوقŤا

Ť ĚėĹهũا�  ǁنŤاĖ ƻداĤ ƻاũŤČŨ ŧوżŤا Ź ǁتĨ ţاĵ لا ǁŧǜد اżع ǁūĉ ǁلاč

تي تنتهي هنا� ǁلا تدعوا قص �źĳاŴį ا ǁŻĳ يũĸا

My name is Raya. I was a young 30-year-old 
mother. After the loss of my husband, I had 
to raise our two daughters Abir and Nisirne 
on my own. After a period of desperation, 
I regained my strength and landed a job. I 
was in charge of arranging the departures 
and arrivals of young people who were 
pursuing their education abroad. Being 
able to contribute to ensuring a better 
future to these individuals, brought me 
great pleasure. Between my work and my 
children, I rarely had time for myself. So, 
I was eagerly waiting for my daughters to 
start school, for me to regain my breath.

I was on the way to Souk el Ghareb to 
register Abir and Nisrine in school, when 
I got kidnapped. I was with four other 
passengers when we got stopped at a 
checkpoint near the Museum area in 
Beirut. Samia, Mona, Hanane and Younes 
were young students heading to Syria. 
They were supposed to board a plane to 
Moscow, where they were completing their 
studies. But instead, we all disappeared. 
Only the driver was released. In fact, he 
was the one to break the terrible news to 
our families.

At that time, Abir and Nisrine were aged 
6 and 5 years old respectively. They were 
to go back to school without their mother. 
At first, their pain was unbearable, but as 
time went by, it eased. However, Mothers’ 
Day remains a particularly painful day for 
them both. 

My name is Raya Dawari. Do not let my 
story end here.

Raya Dawari
ريّا دواري
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 ŪƸƸŻدŝتŤ įداőتƸƸĸا ŹƸƸťع ƻاƸƸŨŴįŴ  ȕŇاƸƸĽنŤاĖ ƻĚƸƸũőřŨ ƻĚƸƸĨĴŨ ƻęاƸƸتŘ ƿĞƸƸنŠ �ŶوťƸƸĸ يũƸƸĸا
 ıč ȕĚƸƸżŤĶنũŤا ţاƸƸũعǜاĖ ĚŠĳاƸƸĽũťŤ ĞƸƸżėŤا ŹƸƸŤا įوƸƸعĉ ƿĞƸƸنŠ ȕĚƸƸĸĳدũŤد اƸƸőĖ �ęاعدƸƸĹũŤا

 �ęوƸƸĬč ĚƸƸżŬاũġŤ ŶĴƸƸėšŤا ĞƸƸĬǜا ƿĞƸƸنŠ

عƸƸŤ ƻĚƸƸدŶ اŤهţǙƸƸ اĴƸƸũĨǜ اżŉƸƸĹťřŤنيıĉ ȕهżŤč ĘƸƸهƸƸŘ ŪƸƸي ŴقĴŘ ĞƸƸاƸƸŔي  ǁوŉتŨ ƿĞƸƸنŠ
 �ūوƸƸőŤا ŪƸƸŻدŝتŤ

 ęاƸƸżĨ ųėƸƸĽي تƸƸŨǙĨĉŴ يƸƸاتżĨ ĞƸƸŬاŠ ȕŮƸƸżĩŤا ŢƸƸŤı يƸƸŘ � ƻاƸƸŨعا ĴƸƸĽع ĚتƸƸĸ ŖƸƸťĖĉ ƿĞƸƸنŠ
�ĴƸƸũőŤا ŢƸƸŤı يƸƸŘ ęاƸƸتŘ źĉ ŧǙƸƸĨĉŴ

 şĳاƸƸőŨ ĞƸƸőŤدŬا ȕŪƸƸĸوũŤا ĚƸƸťŉőŤ ǎدőتƸƸĸĉ ƿĞƸƸنŠ اƸƸũنżĖŴ ǧǯǭǬ ŧاƸƸع ŒƸƸżĖĳ يƸƸŘ ŮƸƸšŤ
 ŦƸƸőĤ ŹƸƸŤč ĳاƸƸصĩŤا اĲƸƸه Ŷ ǁįĉ �ĴƸƸعتĶŤا ǁŦƸƸت ŪƸƸżĭŨ ŹƸƸťع ĳاƸƸصĩŤا ĉدƸƸĖ ıč ȕاƸƸن ǁżĨ يƸƸŘ ĚƸƸřżعن
 ĞƸƸŨاį ي�ƸƸتťĐعا ŪƸƸنهũń ŮƸƸŨŴ ŪƸƸهŤĳناŨ ŦƸƸĬاį ŮƸƸĐهاĴŠ ŮƸƸŻĵوĥĩŨ ķاƸƸنŤا ŮƸƸŨ دƸƸŻدőŤا
 ĚżŤŴدŤا ĚƸƸنĥťŤا ĞƸƸŬاŠ ا�ŻاĩŅŤا ŮƸƸŨ ěاđũŤا اƸƸعنه ĦƸƸتŬ ȕ ƻاƸƸŨوŻ ūوƸƸĹũĬŴ ĚƸƸőĖĳĉ şĳاƸƸőũŤا
 �ŪżĭũŤا ŮƸƸŨ ŹƸƸĨĴĥŤا ģاĴƸƸĬč ţŴاƸƸĩت ĞƸƸŬاŠ اƸƸũنżĖ ŢƸƸŤı ŹƸƸťع ƻęاهدƸƸļ ĴƸƸũĨǜا ĘƸƸżťصťŤ

 ŮƸƸŨ ŗلاǚا ţŴاƸƸĨ ȕŪƸƸżĭũŤا ŇوŝƸƸĸ ŧوƸƸżĖ ŗŴĴƸƸőũŤاŴ ȕǧǯǭǬ ŧاƸƸع ĕć ǧǨ يƸƸŘ ŮƸƸšŤ
 � ƻاƸƸŨاũي تƸƸťġŨ ȕūاƸƸŨǜا ǁĴƸƸĖ ŹƸƸŤوا اƸƸťصŻ ŪƸƸŤ ŪƸƸنهŨ دƸƸŻدőŤا ǁūĉ ǁلاč ĳاĴƸƸřŤا ŮƸƸżżŬدũŤا

 ȕĚƸƸżŬناėťŤا ĚƸƸżťهǜا ĕĴƸƸĩŤا ţǙƸƸĬ ƾūدƸƸŝ ƿŘ يƸƸواتťŤا ĆاƸƸĹنŤا ŮƸƸŨ دƸƸŻدőŤا ŮƸƸŨ ęدƸƸĨاŴ يƸƸن ǁŬč
 �ŗŴĴƸƸőŨ ĴƸƸżŔ ǍŮƸƸهĴżصŨ ţاĵ ي لاƸƸواتťŤاŴ

 ǁŦƸƸي تƸƸŘ ǁŮƸƸهĴżŔ Ŵ ĞƸƸŻĴهنŴ ūاƸƸũŻĴŠŴ ŮżتƸƸĹŻĴŠ źĳاƸƸŨŴ ęĴżũƸƸĸŴ ĚƸƸ ǁżŠĵ ŮƸƸŨ ŦŠ ǂě ƾدƸƸŝ ƿŘ
 ���ĺƸƸťĖاĴňŴ ųƸƸżŤعاŴ ĳوƸƸŨداŤاŴ ěŴĴƸƸżĖ ĕĴƸƸŔŴ داƸƸżŀŴ ĴƸƸعتĶŤا

 ȕţاőŘǜا Ţťت ŮƸƸع ŮżŤŴČƸƸĹũŤا Ě ǁŻهو ĞŬاŠ ƻاŻĉŴ ȕناŬداŝŘ ŹƸƸŤا Ŷ ǁįĉ źĲƸƸŤا ĘėƸƸĹŤا ūاŠ ƻاƸƸŻĉ
لا تدعƸƸوا قصصنƸƸا تƸƸŘ Œŝي ňيǁ اŤنżƸƸĹاū � لا تدعوا قصصنƸƸا تنتهي هنا� 

My name is Salwa. I was a lively young girl 
and always willing to help. At the end of a 
school day, I would head home – I was the 
eldest of my eight siblings – to complete all 
my duties as the eldest sister. Afterwards, 
I would join the Palestinian Red Crescent 
volunteers to give them a helping hand.

As a 16-year-old, my life and dreams were 
similar to that of any other young girl at 
that time.

But in spring of 1976, as we were 
anticipating the long-awaited vacation 
season, my neighborhood became a 
ferocious battlefield.

The siege on Tel el Zaatar had just began, 
making my family and many other civilians 
hostages in their own homes. The battle 
went on for fifty four days, causing 
hundreds of victims. The ICRC was there 
attempting to evacuate the wounded.

But on August 12th 1976, on the day of the 
fall of the camp, thousands of civilians who 
were left behind were trying to escape. And 
just like me, many others did not reach their 
planned destination. 

I am one of the many women who have 
disappeared during the war and whose 
fate is still unknown.

Zakiye, Samira, Marie-Christine, Kariman, 
Henriette… disappeared in Tel el Zaatar, 
Saida, West Beirut, Damour, Aley, Tripoli… 

Whatever the reason for our disappearance 
and whoever committed these acts, do not 
let our story be forgotten. Do not let our 
story end here.

 Salwa El Cheikh
Mohammad

سلوى الشيخ 
محمد 
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�Ūżťĸ يũĸا

 ģ ǁŴĶƸƸتǜ ūاƸƸنėŤ ŹƸƸŤč ěدƸƸع ȕįǙƸƸėŤا ģĳاƸƸĬ ŦũőŤي اƸƸŘ ěنواƸƸĸ ğǙƸƸĠ ĞƸƸżŅŨĉ ūĉ دƸƸőĖ
� ƻاƸƸŬاĴżĤ اƸƸنŠ ıč اƸƸŬĴŕŀ ĲƸƸنŨ اƸƸهŘĴعĉ ĞƸƸنŠ يƸƸت ǁŤا ŶدƸƸه ĞƸƸĤ ǁŴĶت �ĚƸƸťĐعا ĺƸƸ ǁĸċĉŴ

ŠاŤ ūدŻنƸƸا Ŭĳ ȕęĴƸƸżŕŀ ĚƸƸťřňا� ŠنőŨ ĞƸƸتƸƸاįاĉ ūĉ ƻعƸƸدŤ ƻهƸƸا ĤĵاĚƸƸĤ اĘƸƸżťĩŤ قı ŦƸƸėهاƸƸĖي 
ƸƸا ƸƸŘي عŬ ĚƸƸťŉهاĚƸƸŻ اėƸƸĸǜوšŘ ȕŏنƸƸا ĲŬهťŤ ĘƸƸتنƸƸŘ ůĶƸƸي  ǁŨĉ �ĆاƸƸنėŤا ĚƸƸļĳŴ يƸƸŘ يƸƸťũع ŹƸƸŤč
 ŮŨ ĪƸƸńواŤا ŮƸƸŨ ūاŠ �ĴƸƸŻتصوŤي اƸƸهŴ ĚƸƸť ǁŅřũŤي اƸƸتŻهوا ķĳاƸƸŨĉ ĞƸƸنŠ ĢƸƸżĨ ĚƸƸőżėŉŤا

�ĴƸƸŻصو ǁتťŤ ĚƸƸťŅřũŤتي ا ǁżصĭƸƸļ يƸƸا هƸƸŬĳ ūĉ ȕĳوƸƸ ǁصŤا ţǙƸƸĬ

 ņƸƸőėŤ ĚƸƸŨقاǟŤ اƸƸنťŝتŬا ȕųƸƸتįلاŴ دƸƸőĖ د�ƸƸũĩŨ يƸƸŬاġŤا اƸƸنťřň ناťėŝتƸƸĸا ǧǯǮǨ ŧاƸƸي عƸƸŘ
 �ŮżťřŉŤا ĚƸƸŻعاĳ يŘ ęاعدƸƸĹũŤنا اŤ واŨ ǁقد ŮƸƸŻĲ ǁŤا ȕŶي هدƸƸتĤŴĵ ĚťĐعا ţĶƸƸنŨ يƸƸŘ ĞƸƸوقŤا
 ȕŦƸƸżũĥŤا ĴżƸƸĽĖ ĺƸƸżĐĴŤا ţاƸƸżتŔا ĲƸƸنŨ ųƸƸ ǁŬǜ ȕيƸƸنŬĊũň ūاƸƸŨĉ يƸƸŘ ţاƸƸřňǜاŴ اƸƸه ǁŬĉ ĚƸƸŘĴőŨ

� ƻداƸƸĤ ĴƸƸتوتŨ داƸƸżŀ يƸƸŘ ŒƸƸńوŤا ĪƸƸėŀĉ

 ūوĩťƸƸĹŨ ţاƸƸĤĳ ŹƸƸتĉ ȕǧǯǮǨ ŧاƸƸع ţŴǜا ŮŻĴƸƸĽت ǨǨ يƸƸŘ ȕŊƸƸŝŘ دƸƸĨاŴ ĴهƸƸļ دőĖ Ŵ 
ĚƸƸļĳŴ ŹŤč اėŤناŠ ĢƸƸżĨ ĆنŨ ĞƸƸتواƸƸĤداŒƸƸŨ ƻ اƸƸũőŤاţ اƸƸŬŴĲĬĉ �ŮƸƸŻĴĬǚي ƸƸŬĉا ŀŴدƸƸŝŻي 
 ĚƸƸťżŨ ǁĴŤا ĚŝŉنŨ يƸƸŘ ĵاƸƸĥتĨǞا ĶƸƸŠĴŨ ŹƸƸŤč اƸƸنťŝŬ ƾŪتŴ اƸƸŅŻĉ ƻاżنżŉƸƸĹťŘ ūاŠ źĲƸƸŤا ȕدƸƸũĨĉ
نƸƸا ťŝŬنا  ǁŬĉ وƸƸه ȕا ǁا عنƸƸŬتاťĐعا ųƸƸتũťا عƸƸŨ ĴƸƸĬć نا�ĖواĥتƸƸĸا ŪƸƸت ĢżĨ ȕداƸƸżŀ ģĳاƸƸĬ ŒƸƸŝي تƸƸتŤا

�ĚƸƸżĥŤا ŹƸƸŤč

 �ŮƸƸŻĴżŕصŤا اƸƸنżťřň ĚƸƸżĖĴتŤ اƸƸدهĨŴ ŶدƸƸه ĞƸƸŠĴ ƿت ȕŮƸƸŻįوŝřũŤا ěاƸƸĤŴĵ ŮƸƸŨ دƸƸŻدőŤاŠ 
ĴƸƸ عżťřň ŹťنƸƸا  ǁĠČŻ اƸƸهŬĶĨ ŏدƸƸلا ت ūĉ ƻاƸƸŅŻĉ ţŴاƸƸĩت ĞƸƸŬاŠ ȕيƸƸŬدĥتŤ ĪƸƸŘاšت ĞƸƸŬاŠ اƸƸũنżĖŴ

�ŦƸƸėق ŮƸƸŨ ţاĩŤا ĞƸƸŬاŠ اƸƸũŠ ŪهŤ ęدżőƸƸĸ ęاƸƸżĨ ĴƸƸżŘتوĖ ĴũتƸƸĹت ūĉŴ

 ĞƸƸũ ǁصŤا  ūاŠ  ȕĻاĴƸƸřŤا  ŹƸƸŤč ūŴŴĊŻ  įلاŴǜا  ūاŠ  ūĉ ƸƸőĖد   ȕĚƸƸťżŤ  ǏŦŠ ƸƸŘي   ŮƸƸšŤŴ
šũĖاŬي ĖĲőŻاŬهƸƸا� żŝŻنهƸƸا   ŧدƸƸعŴ żŔاƸƸĖي   ƾيƸƸŝĖ  �ţĶƸƸنũŤا  ŹƸƸťع  ĴŉżƸƸĹŻ ŚżĭũŤا

تنا تنتهي هنا� ǁد� لا تدعوا قصũĨĉ يŝŻدŀ ŪĸčŴ �Ŧżاعũĸč Ūżťĸ يũĸا 

My name is Salim. 

After spending three years working abroad, 
I came back to Lebanon to get married and 
start a family. I married Huda my neighbor, 
whom I had known since we were kids. 

We had a baby girl whom we called Rana. 
I always prepared her bottle of milk before 
going to work at the construction site. 
During the weekends, we used to go on 
picnics and when we did, I dedicated my 
time to my hobby which was photography. 
You can see from the photos that Rana was 
my favorite model. 

In 1982, we welcomed our second child, 
Mohammad. After his birth, we moved in 
with my in-laws who helped us to look after 
our children. Knowing that my family was 
safe, gave me peace of mind, especially after 
the assassination of Bashir Gemayel which 
caused immense tension in Saida. 

However, on October 22nd 1983, one month 
after Mohammad’s birth, armed men came 
to the construction site where I had worked. 
They took me and my colleague Ahmad who 
was also Palestinian. We were transferred 
to a detention center that was situated in 
Rmeili, on the outskirts of Saida. There we 
were interrogated and then transferred to 
Jiyeh. That was the last information that 
our families knew about us. 

Like many of the wives of the missing, I left 
Huda all alone to raise our little ones. As 
she struggled to find me, she was also trying 
to keep her sadness from them. She had to 
provide for them while trying to maintain 
the life they had.  

But, at night and as the silence sets in, and 
our children go to sleep, the uncertainty of 
my whereabouts tormented her. 

My name is Salim Ismail. My friend is 
Ahmad. Do not let our story end here. 

Salim Ismail
 سليم إسماعيل
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Chahine Imad

 ŹƸƸŤč اƸƸهنĥاتŴ ųƸƸżŤي عاƸƸŘ ųƸƸżŬŴĵǜا ĚƸƸŻĴا قƸƸŬĳįاŔ ȕĴƸƸŠاėŤا ħاƸƸė ǁصŤي اƸƸŘŴ ŧوƸƸżŤا ŢƸƸŤı يƸƸŘ
ı �ěŴĴƸƸżĖهƸƸŻĴŘ ŮƸƸŨ ŦŠ ĘƸƸد ƸƸőŨ ŮƸƸũŻĉŴي� ŠاƸƸŬا ŀدƸƸŝŻيřň ǂوŤتƸƸي ƸƸŨŴįŴاŨ ƻا ƸƸļاŠĳاŬي 
 ŮƸƸع ğدƸƸĩتŬ اƸƸنŠ ȕęĳاżƸƸĹŤي اƸƸŘ اƸƸنŠ اƸƸũنżĖŴ ŮƸƸżĩŤا ŢƸƸŤı يƸƸŘ ي�ƸƸاتżĨ ěاƸƸōĩŤ دőƸƸĸĉ
 ŪƸƸŤ � ƻاƸƸŨعا ŮŻĴƸƸĽع ĳŴĴƸƸŨ دƸƸőĖ ŴدėنƸƸĸ ŚƸƸżŠ ŮƸƸżšĨاń ŦƸƸ ǁżĭتŬŴ ȕĚżťėŝتƸƸĹũŤا اƸƸنŉŉĬ
 ŧوƸƸżŤا ŢƸƸŤı ūاŠ ıč ȕ ƻاĴƸƸżġŠ ůĴƸƸŨǜ ŪƸƸاهت ŪƸƸŤŴ يťėŝتƸƸĹŨ ūوšżƸƸĸ ŚƸƸżŠ ŗĴƸƸعĉ ŮƸƸŠĉ
 ŦŠ ŢŤı ūاŠŴ ƽŧاƸƸŻĉ ĚƸƸőŅĖ دƸƸőĖ ģŴĶتĊƸƸĸ ĞنŠ اتي�żĨ يƸƸŘ ǁŪƸƸهǜي اƸƸه ĚƸƸōĩťŤا ŢƸƸťتŴ
ƸƸŨا ŦŕƸƸĽŻ تŠŴ źĴƸƸżšřنƸƸŘ ĞƸƸي ƸƸŝŻĴňي į ŹƸƸŤčعƸƸوĬ ęاƸƸŤي ŴاقĖĴاƸƸĐي Řĵ ŦƸƸřĨ ŹƸƸŤčاƸƸŘي� 

ĳĉاƸƸŻĴŘ įد اĲŤهƸƸاƸƸŘ ĕي żƸƸĸاĳتƸƸŅĨǞ ųاŴ ĳاŤدتŝżŝƸƸļŴ ųƸƸاتƸƸŅŝŤ ųاŬ ĆهاĚƸƸŻ اėƸƸĸǜوƸƸŘ ŏي 
 ŢƸƸŤĲŤŴ اƸƸنőŨ ĞƸƸوقŤا ņƸƸőĖ ĆاƸƸŅق ĚƸƸŀĴŘ ěوƸƸřŻ ūĉ دƸƸŻĴŻ ŮƸƸšŻ ŪƸƸťŘ ŮƸƸũŻĉ اƸƸŨĉ �ĚƸƸŻĴŝŤا
 ŪƸƸŤ ıč ȕĚŻŴاƸƸĸĊŨ ĚƸƸŝŻĴŉĖ ĚƸƸőتũũŤا اƸƸتنťĨĳ يƸƸتنته ūĉ ŒƸƸ ǁتوقŬ ŮƸƸšŬ ŪƸƸŤ ا�ƸƸتنŝŘاĴŨ ĳĴƸƸق

 �ūŴدũĩĖ ĶƸƸĤاĨ ĵŴاƸƸĥتŬ

 �įوƸƸũĨ ģĴƸƸĖ يƸƸŘ ĚňĴƸƸĽŤا ĶƸƸŠĴŨ ĺƸƸżĐĳ ȕĘƸƸŤاŔ ȕدƸƸŻĴŘ ŞżŝƸƸļ ūاŠ ȕĞƸƸوقŤا ŢƸƸŤı يƸƸŘ
 ěŴĴżĖ يƸƸŘ ƻęĳوƸƸĥهŨ ųŝżŝƸƸļ ęĳاżƸƸĸ ŶوƸƸĸ دƸƸĥŻ ŪƸƸŤ ųƸƸ ǁنšŤŴ ȕاƸƸنżťع ĴƸƸġőŻ ūĉ ƻاĴƸƸżġŠ ţŴاƸƸĨ
 �ĕĴƸƸĩŤي اƸƸŘ ŦƸƸاتŝت ĞƸƸŬاŠ يƸƸتŤا ěاżƸƸĽżťżũŤا ŶدƸƸĨǞ ŒƸƸĖتا ţاƸƸŝاعت ĶƸƸŠĴŨ ŮƸƸŨ ĕĴƸƸŝŤاĖ

ŹƸƸ اƸƸŨ ĚƸƸŝżŝĨ ūǚا Ť ŶĴƸƸĤنƸƸا�  ǁتĨ اŬĴƸƸĸĉ ŗĴƸƸőت ŪƸƸŤ ȕųƸƸلاتŴاĩŨ ŦŠ ŮƸƸŨ ŪƸƸŔĴŤا ŹƸƸťعŴ

ŝŤد ŝŘدŬا ėŀاŻ ħوļ ŮŨ ƽŧهĴŻĶĨ Ĵاū عاȕǧǯǮǨ ŧ قŻĉ Ŧėاƽŧ قŘĵ ŦřĨ ŮŨ ĚťżťاŘي� 

اũƸƸĸي ƸƸļاهŮż عƸƸũاŀĉŴ įدقاƸƸĐي هƸƸŻĴŘ ŪƸƸد Šو�ŪżťƸƸĸ ŮƸƸũŻĉŴ ľƸƸŠ لا تدعƸƸوا قصتنƸƸا 
تنتهي هنا� 

On that day, early in the morning, we left 
the Azounieh – a village in the Aley district 
– to head to Beirut.

I was accompanied by Farid and Ayman, 
my two childhood friends with whom I had 
shared some of the happiest moments of 
my life. In the car, we were talking about 
our plans for the future. Humorously 
picturing how each of us would look 
twenty years from now. I did not know 
what my future was meant to be, but I did 
not give it much care. On that day, only 
the present mattered. I was going to get 
married in a few days and it was all I could 
think of. I was actually on my way to invite 
my uncle and my cousin to the wedding 
ceremony.

Farid had taken the car to go pick up his 
mother and sisters as they wanted to spend 
the weekend in the village. Ayman on the 
other hand did not want to miss out on the 
opportunity of spending time with us, so 
he decided to keep us company. We could 
have never anticipated that our joyful 
getaway could end so tragically, as we did 
not go beyond the Bhamdoun checkpoint.

Ghaleb – Farid’s brother – who was the 
chief officer in the Burj Hammoud police 
station back then, did his best to try to find 
us. He saw his brother’s car abandoned in 
Beirut, near a detention center which was 
used by the militias that were fighting in 
the war. Despite all his efforts, our families 
never found out what happened to us.

All three of us disappeared on a morning 
of June 1982, only a few days before my 
wedding day.

I am Chahine Imad, my friends are Farid 
Koukach et Ayman Slim. Do not let our 
story end here.

شاهين عماد 
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Ř ŮšƸƸي ĤŴĵ ŒƸƸŨ ěŴĴƸƸżĖتي  ǁĹťŤ ȕيƸƸĸĉĳ ŊŝƸƸĹŨ ȕĳوƸƸŀ ĚƸƸنŻدŨ ƿĞƸƸŠĴي� تƸƸĩėŀ يũƸƸĸا
 źĲ ǁŤا اƸƸنťřŉĖ ĘƸƸżĨĴ ǁتťŤ Ůżق ǁوƸƸĽتŨ اƸƸ ǁنŠŴ ȕ ƻاŻوƸƸĸ ęدƸƸŻدĤ ęاƸƸżĨ ĆدƸƸėŤ ĆداőƸƸĸ اƸƸ ǁنŠ �Ě ǁżنƸƸĹĨ

 �ŒżĖاƸƸĸĉ ĚőŅĖ دƸƸőĖ دŤوżƸƸĸ ūاŠ

 ĳŴĶƸƸت ĞƸƸŬاšŘ ȕĚ ǁżنƸƸĹĨ اƸƸ ǁŨĉ ي�ƸƸعĴŨ يƸƸ ǁũع ŮƸƸĖا ŒƸƸŨ يƸƸŤĶنŨ يƸƸŘ ƿĞƸƸنŠ ȕيƸƸŘاŉتĬا ĚƸƸťżŤ
ŝżŝƸƸļتها ƸƸŘي ŨنĚƸƸŝŉ اĴƸƸũĩŤا Š ıčاū قƸƸد اقتŨ ĕĴƸƸوعƸƸد ŴلاįتهƸƸا ƸƸĤŴŴوŝżŝƸƸļ įتها 
 ŹƸƸتĉŴ ĴƸƸŠاėŤا ħاƸƸėصŤي اƸƸŘ ĳوƸƸŀ şĴƸƸد تƸƸق ūاŠ دƸƸŝŘ ȕيƸƸ ǁũع ŮƸƸĖا اƸƸ ǁŨا� اƸƸهŬĊũň اƸƸهĖĴŝĖ
 ŗدƸƸهĖ اƸƸżŬاũŤĉ ŹƸƸŤي اƸƸŤا ǁتŤا ŧوƸƸżŤي اƸƸŘ ĴřƸƸĹŤا źوƸƸنŻ ūاŠ ا�ƸƸŬعند ĚƸƸťż ǁťŤا ĆاƸƸŅŨčŴ اƸƸتنĳاŻĶŤ
اĨ ĆاĨ ĚƸƸĠįصĉ ųƸƸőŨ ĞƸƸťتżŘ ĞƸƸřťهƸƸا  ǁĴƸƸĤ ůĴƸƸصĖ ĴƸƸĹĬ دƸƸق ūاŠ ıč ȕūوƸƸżع ĘƸƸżėň ĆاƸƸŝŤ

 �ųƸƸنżع ĚšėƸƸļ

 ƻاĴƸƸżġŠ ŮƸƸ ǂżĖĴŝŨ اƸƸنŠ ȕاتنا ǁżصĭƸƸļ ŗǙƸƸتĬا ŮƸƸŨ ŪƸƸŔĴŤا ŹƸƸťőŘ ȕųƸƸتŻċĴĖ ƻداƸƸĤ ƻاĳŴĴƸƸĹŨ ƿĞƸƸنŠ
 ƽŦƸƸŻوň ƽدƸƸĹĤ Ŵı ƻصاĭƸƸļ يƸƸعĴŨ ūاŠ � ƻاŻوƸƸĸ اŬĊƸƸĽŬ دƸƸا قƸƸنŠ اƸƸنŬوŠ ņƸƸőėŤا اƸƸنŅőĖ ŮƸƸŨ
 Ŵı ŮƸƸšŤŴ ĚƸƸŨاŝŤا ĴƸƸżقص ƿĞƸƸنšŘ ȕاƸƸŬĉ اƸƸŨĉ � ƻاƸƸō ǁřĩتŨ ƻولاƸƸĥĬ ųƸƸőėň ūاŠ ŮƸƸšŤŴ ƽŧĳاƸƸع
 łقĳĉ ƿĞƸƸنŠ ĢƸƸżĨ ŗاƸƸŘ ǁĶŤا ěǙƸƸřĨ ƻاƸƸŀصوĬŴ ȕěǙƸƸřĩŤا ƿĞƸƸėėĨĉ �ĚƸƸĩتřنŨ Ě ǁżصĭƸƸļ
ŘǙاتنƸƸا ŨصƸƸدĳ تواŝŘنƸƸا�  ǀĬ ĞƸƸŬاŠ ȕاƸƸنŝŻĴřتŤ ƾاėėƸƸĸ اƸƸهŬوŠ ŮƸƸع ƻاƸƸńعو ŮƸƸšŤ � ƻاƸƸŨŴį ĚƸƸšĖ ǁدŤا
 ŮƸƸŨ ĚƸƸوعũĥŨ ƻęĊƸƸĥŘ اƸƸنżťع ĞƸƸťĬį ȕğ ǁدƸƸĩتŬ ĚƸƸėنšŤا ŹƸƸťا عƸƸ ǁنŠ اƸƸũنżĖŴ ĚƸƸťżť ǁŤا ŢƸƸťي تƸƸŘ

ƸƸĤاĲĬĉŴ ţتنƸƸا�  ǁĴŤا

�ĴĽع ĚőĸتاŤي اŘ ūاŠ دŝŘ ȕعيĴŨ ا ǁŨĉ �źĴũع ŮŨ ĴĽع ĚőĖا ǁĹŤي اŘ ƿĞنŠ

 �ĚũهėŨ ناŘاŉتĬا ŦżŀاřتŴ ĚŘŴĴőŨ ĴżŔ تنا ǁقص ĚżŝĖ Źŝėت

 ĞƸƸėت ƿŠ ȕŧاƸƸŻĉ ĚƸƸőŅėĖ يƸƸŘاŉتĬد اƸƸőĖ ěدƸƸŤŴ يƸƸت ǁŤا ęĴƸƸżŕ ǁصŤي اƸƸنتĖا ȕŧǙƸƸĸ ĚƸƸ ǁقص ŮƸƸšŤ
ƸƸŬŴį ŮƸƸŨي�

�ņ لاتدعوا قصتنا تنتهي هنا�  ǁżŨĳ عيĴŨ ي هو ǁũع ŮĖاŴ ņ ǁżŨĳ يĩėŀ يũĸا

My name is Sobhi. I had left Tyr, my 
birthplace, to go live in Beirut with my 
young wife Hosnieh. We were thrilled to 
start a new life together and were happily 
anticipating the birth of our baby in a few 
weeks’ time.

On the night of my kidnapping, I was at 
home with my cousin Merhi. Hosnieh was 
at her sister’s place in Hamra. Her due date 
was approaching so having her sister by 
her side reassured her. Meanwhile, my 
cousin had left Tyr in the morning and 
came over to spend the night. He was 
going to Germany the next day to meet 
with an ophthalmologist as his retina was 
damaged due to an incident that caused 
him to lose his sight.  

I was thrilled to see him. We grew up 
together and despite our different 
personalities, we were very close to each 
other. Merhi was a big guy, mostly shy and 
reserved. I, on the other hand was small 
and very extroverted. I loved partying, 
especially in weddings where I used to 
dance the dabkeh. Instead of separating 
us, our differences were the source of our 
compatibility. On that night, as we were 
sitting on the couch chatting, a group of 
men suddenly barged in.   

The rest of my story remains unknown, 
along with the details of our kidnapping.

Whereas the story of my daughter Salam, 
the young girl who was born a couple of 
days after my disappearance, was written 
without me.

My name is Sobhi Rmayed, my cousin 
is Merhi Rmayed. Do not let our story 
end here.

Sobhi Rmayed
صبحي رميّض
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Issam 
Faytarouni

 ĆاƸƸعتنǞي اƸƸŘ يƸƸدتŤاŴ ęاعدƸƸĹŨ ĚƸƸŀاĬŴ ǁźدƸƸżĖ ŦƸƸũőŤا ĘƸƸĨ ƿĉ ƿĞƸƸنŠ �ŧاƸƸي عصũƸƸĸا
 ȕęاعدƸƸĹũŤا ŪƸƸŻدŝتŤ اƸƸũĐاį ƻاƸƸőŘندŨ ȕ ƻاƸƸŨŴدĬ ƻصاĭƸƸļ يƸƸŬوšĖ ƻاƸƸŘŴĴőŨ ƿĞƸƸنŠ �ĚƸƸŝŻدĩŤاĖ

Ŷ اŝŘ ŹƸƸŤداƸƸŬي�  ǁįĉ źĲƸƸŤا ĴƸƸŨǜو اƸƸهŴ

 ĚƸƸ ǁĸاŨ ĚĤاĩĖ ūاŠŴ يŝŻدŀ ŮƸƸĖč ƾŃ ǀĴŨ ȕيťżĐاĴƸƸĸǞا ħاżتĤǞا ţǙƸƸĬ ȕǧǯǮǨ ŧاƸƸőŤي اƸƸŘ 
 ĞƸƸŻ ǁĴŀĉ يƸƸنŬĉ ǁلاč ȕاƸƸتهż ǁŝťي تƸƸتŤا ěاĴƸƸŻĲĩ ǁتŤا ǁŦŠ ŮƸƸŨ  ŪƸƸŔ ǁĴŤاĖ �ĘƸƸżė ǁŉŤا ŹƸƸŤا ĕاƸƸه ǁĲťŤ
 ȕşاƸƸهن ŹƸƸŤا ųƸƸťřňŴ ųƸƸتĤŴĵŴ ųƸƸتťŀŴĉ �ĕĴƸƸŕŤا śوƸƸĸ يƸƸŘ ĘƸƸżėŉŤا ęįاƸƸżع ŹƸƸŤا ųƸƸ ǁťقĉ ūĉ
 �ĳاƸƸ ǁżň ĶƸƸĤاĨ ŦƸƸėق ŮƸƸŨ يƸƸŘاŝŻč ǁŪƸƸا تƸƸŨعند ȕųƸƸżŤعا ĚƸƸŝŉنŨ ŹƸƸŤا ƻداƸƸĐي عاƸƸŝŻĴň يƸƸŘ ƿĞƸƸنŠŴ

ŠاĞƸƸŬ تŢƸƸť اĩŤاĚƸƸĠį هƸƸي ťőŨ ĴƸƸĬćوĚƸƸŨ عنƸƸي�

 źĳوƸƸėع ŮƸƸŨ ĚƸƸŝżقį ŮƸƸżĠǙĠ ŦƸƸėقŴ ȕŧوƸƸżŤا ŢƸƸŤı يƸƸŘ ųƸƸŬĉ وƸƸه ųƸƸĖ ŪƸƸťع ŹƸƸťع ŮƸƸŠĉ ŪƸƸŤ اƸƸŨ
 ŹŤا Ŷ ǁįĉ źĲƸƸŤا ĴƸƸŨǜا �įǙżŨ دƸƸżع ĚťřĨ ţǙƸƸĬ ĳاƸƸŬ śǙňč ŦƸƸصĨ دƸƸق ūاŠ ȕĚƸƸŝŉنũŤا ŢƸƸťت
 ěĳاƸƸŀ اƸƸŨعند �ĞƸƸوقŤا ŢƸƸŤı يƸƸŘ şاƸƸهن ŮƸƸŨ ǁĴƸƸŨĉ ūا źĳدƸƸق ūاŠŴ ȕźوƸƸřع ĶƸƸĤاĨ ĚƸƸŨقاč
 ţاƸƸي� قƸƸعن ĢƸƸĩėŤاĖ اŴĉدƸƸĖŴ ŞƸƸťŝŤاĖ يƸƸتťĐعا ěĉدƸƸĖ ȕدƸƸعĉ ŪƸƸŤŴ ƻĆاƸƸĹŨ ĚƸƸĸįاĹŤا ĚاعƸƸ ǁĹŤا
 ŒƸƸŨ تيĳاżƸƸĸ ŮƸƸŨ يƸƸřťĭŤد اƸƸőŝũŤي اƸƸŘ ƻاƸƸĹŤاĤ يƸƸŬŴĉĳ دƸƸق ŪƸƸهŬĊĖ اƸƸتنŻĴق ŮƸƸŨ įاĴƸƸŘĉ ŪƸƸهŤ
 ĲنŨ دƸƸĨĉ يŬĴŻ ŪƸƸŤ �ĚƸƸŝĐاŘ ĚعĴƸƸĹĖ تيĳاżƸƸĸ ƿįوƸƸŝŻ ūاŠ ŪƸƸدهĨĉ ǁūĉŴ ŮƸƸżżĖĴŔ ţاƸƸĤĳ ĚƸƸőĖĳĉ
 ŹƸƸŤي اƸƸتįعو ĴƸƸōتنت ţاĶƸƸلا ت ıč ȕيƸƸا هƸƸũŠ يƸƸتŬاĶĬ يƸƸŘ يƸƸĖاżĠ يƸƸدتŤاŴ ĞƸƸŝĖĉ �ŮƸƸżĩŤا ŢƸƸŤı

اũŤنŻ ţĶƸƸوƸƸŨاƸƸŨ ƻا� 

تي تنتهي هنا� ǁي� لا تدعوا قصŬŴĴتżŘ ŧي عصاũĸا

My name is Issam.

I loved working with my hands, and the 
highlight of my day would be helping my 
mother to take care of her garden. I was 
known as the person who would go out of 
his way to help others. This trait of mine,  
was what led to my disappearance. 

It was 1982, during the Israeli invasion, my 
best friend’s son became ill and needed 
immediate medical care. Despite all the 
warnings, I still offered to give them a ride 
to the doctor’s office in Souk El Ghareb. I 
dropped him off with his wife and son, and 
was on my way back to Aley. On the way, I 
was stopped at a random checkpoint. That 
was the last time that anyone ever heard 
about me. 

What I did know at the time, is that 
there was a shooting at a birthday party, 
thirty minutes earlier. This had led to the 
installment of the random checkpoint. 
It was mere chance that I would cross it. 
When I failed to get back home by 6 pm, 
my family began to worry, and started 
looking for me. People from our village 
informed them that they had seen me 
sitting in the back seat of my own car 
with four strange men, and one of them 
was driving my car extremely fast.  I was 
never to be seen again. My mother kept all 
my clothes the way I had left them in my 
wardrobe, hoping that one day I will come 
back home. 

My name is Issam Faytarouni. Do not let 
my story end here. 

عصام فيتروني
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 ŮƸƸĹĨ ĴżĖ ĚŝŉنŨ يŘ يŤĶنŨ يŘ ƻاƸƸũ ǀĐاŬ ƿĞنŠ � ƻاƸƸŻįعا ƻاƸƸŨوŻ ūاŠ ǧǯǮǨ ȕţوƸƸťŻĉ ǧǨ ĚƸƸőũĥŤا
 �źįلاŴĉŴ تيĤŴĵ ŒŨ

 ĚƸƸŨįقا ƽĚƸƸŻŴد ƿŨ ƽěواƸƸŀĉ ŹƸƸťنا عōŝżتƸƸĸا ȕŧوƸƸżŤا ŢƸƸŤı ǀħاƸƸėŀ ŮƸƸŨ ĴƸƸšė ƿŨ ƽĞƸƸقŴ يƸƸŘ
� ´ĸčتũťƸƸĹوا ŮƸƸżťĐقا ěوƸƸصŤا ǀěاĴƸƸėšŨ يƸƸŘ ūوƸƸĬĴص ƾŻ ƻاƸƸĸاŬ ƿĉ ناőũƸƸĸ �ŏĳاƸƸĽŤا ŮƸƸŨ

نƿŮƸƸĩŬ �ŮƸƸż اľƸƸżĥŤ اėťŤناƸƸŬي�³ ǀŨć واŬوšتƸƸĸŴ

 ę ǁدƸƸĽĖ ŪدهĨĉ ƾś ƾĴ ƾň ūĉ ŹŤč ȕţĶƸƸنũŤي اŘ ƻا ǁŻوƸƸĸ ŮżőũتĥŨ ناżŝĖŴ اƸƸنĐŴهد ŹƸƸťا عƸƸنōŘاĨ
 Ůżĩ ǍťƸƸ ƾĹ ƿŨ ĿاĭƸƸļĉ ę ǁد ǀع şهنا ūاŠ � ƿųƸƸتĩتŘŴ ĕاƸƸėŤا ƾوƸƸĩŬ ƿĞهĤ ƾو ƾا تƸƸعنده �ĕاƸƸėŤا ŹƸƸťع
ƿųƸƸ عżťنƸƸا Ũ ĆǙƸƸĬčنŤĶنƸƸا  ƾŬĉ اƸƸنŤ واƸƸŤقا �ŮƸƸżżŬناėŤ ƻاįوƸƸن ƿĤ واƸƸĹżŤ ŪƸƸهŬĉ ĪƸƸńواŤا ŮƸƸŨ ūاŠŴ ±

�ųƸƸĽżتřت ŮƸƸŨ واƸƸن ǁšũتŻ يƸƸŠ ŏĳاƸƸĽŤا ŹƸƸŤč ţŴĶƸƸنŤاŴ

 ± ūاżėصŤاŴ ţاƸƸĤĴŤاŴ ȕĚżĨاŬ يƸƸŘ įلاŴǜاŴ ĆاƸƸĹنŤا �Ů ǂżوعتũĥŨ ŹƸƸŤč ناũƸƸ ǁĹ ƿق ȕŏĳاƸƸĽŤي اŘ
 ĚƸƸĹũĬ يŤواĨ ناŠ �ŶĴƸƸĬ ƿĉ ĚƸƸżĨاŬ يŘ ± śوƸƸŘ اƸƸŨŴ ĚنƸƸĸ ǧǩ ŮƸƸżĖ ŪƸƸهĳاũعĉ ħŴاĴƸƸتت ŮƸƸŻĲŤا
 ǧǮ� دƸƸżŤŴ �� ƸƸŬŴĴŨĉا ĖاŤوقƸƸوĤ ŗنƾĘƸƸ اĩŤاŠ �ŊƸƸĐنĖĉ ŮƸƸŨ ĚƸƸĠǙĠ ŒƸƸŨ ƿĞƸƸناƸƸĐي ƻǙƸƸĤĳ ūŴĴƸƸĽعŴ

�ŮŻĳعوĲŨ ƻاƸƸőżũĤ واŬاŠ ± � ƻاƸƸŨعا ǧǩ� دƸƸũĩŨŴ � ƻاƸƸŨعا ǧǫ� ūاƸƸŬعد� ƻاŨعا

ƸƸťوا ƸƸőżũĤاŹƸƸŤč ƻ اĘƸƸőťũŤ اŻĴŤاƸƸńي� ĤŴĵ ĚƸƸŻċĳ ĴƸƸŠıĉتƸƸي  ǀŝ ƿŬ دƸƸŝŘ ȕţاƸƸřňǜاŴ ĆاƸƸĹنŤا اƸƸŨĉ
نƸƸا  ǂżŤč اƸƸهřťĬ ĴƸƸōتن ĞƸƸŬاŠ اƸƸũنżĖ ا ǁنƸƸĸ ĴƸƸŕŀǜا اƸƸŬįلاŴĉ źدƸƸŻĊĖ ŧاšƸƸĨĎĖ ĚšƸƸĹũتŨ يƸƸهŴ

� ƻداƸƸżőĖ يƸƸĽũي تƸƸهŴ

 ųƸƸťũع ŮƸƸŨ ŮżƸƸĹĨ ĴƸƸšėŤي اƸƸنĖا ƾįاƸƸع ȕŧوƸƸżŤا ŢƸƸŤı  يƸƸŘ ƻاƸƸŝĨلا � ƻاįدƸƸĥŨ نا ƾťũƸƸ ƾļ ƾŒƸƸ ǀũ ƾتĥŻ ŪƸƸŤ
 ūوĩ ƾťƸƸĹ ƿŨ ƾŦ ǁĤ ƾĴ ƾت ȕŢƸƸťت ųت ƾŤ ƾŴاĩŨ ĆاƸƸنĠĉ ŮƸƸšŤŴ عنا ǀĢĩėťŤ ƾģĴƸƸĬ � ƻاƸƸŔĳاŘ ů ƾدƸƸ ǀĥżŤ ţĶƸƸنũŤا ŹƸƸŤč

 �ůŴĲĬĉŴ ŪتهĳاżƸƸĸ ŮƸƸŨ

ȗĚőĸاŴ ĚŻĴšĹع Ěżťũا عŻاĩń Ŵĉ źįĴŘ ŧاŝتŬč Ŧũا عŻاĩń ناŠ Ŧه

ƸƸŝدĖĉ ŮƸƸŨ ĚƸƸőĖĳĉ ŒƸƸŨ ƿěناƸƸĐي� ĭƸƸļ ŪƸƸŠصاĴƸƸĬć ƻاŴ ƻاƾĺƸƸřŬ ƾųƸƸĤ اũŤصƸƸŘ ĴƸƸżي  ƿŘ دƸƸŝŤ
  ȗŧوƸƸżŤا  ŢƸƸŤı

�ŮżĹĨŴ دũĩŨ ȕūاŬعد ȕدżŤŴ Ūه źįلاŴĉ ي�ťي عũĸا

عوا قصتنا تنتهي هنا� ƾد ƾلا ت

   

Friday September 12th 1982, was an 
ordinary day. I was sleeping at home in Bir 
Hassan, with my wife and children. 

Early on that morning, we were awakened 
by loud noises coming from the street. We 
heard people screaming into a megaphone, 
“Give in and you will be safe! We are the 
Lebanese Army.” We remained at home 
gathered in silence, until someone knocked 
heavily on our door. I walked over and 
opened it. I was met by several armed men 
– that evidently did not look like Lebanese 
soldiers – who told us that we had to 
evacuate our house and go down to the 
street for them to search it. 

Down there, we got separated into 2 groups: 
the women and children were set on one 
side, and the men and boys – aged 13 years 
and above – on the other. We were around 
25 men. They instructed  us to stand against 
the wall. I was with three of my sons: Walid 
(18 years old), Adnan (15 years old) and 
Mohammad (13 years old) – who were all 
terrified. As for the women and children, 
they were moved to the Riyadi stadium. I 
remember seeing my wife clutching tightly 
to the hands of my younger children, while 
looking back at us as she walked away. 

We were never reunited. That same day, my 
eldest son Hussein came back home after 
work to find the house empty. He went out 
to search for us, yet in his attempt to find 
us, armed men stepped out of the car and 
took him.

Were we the victims of an isolated act of 
revenge or a vast military operation?

I disappeared with my four sons. How many 
others had the same fate that day?

My name is Ali. My sons are Walid, Adnan, 
Mohammad and Hussein.

Do not let our story end here.

Ali Ahmad 
Mohammad

علي أحمد 
محمد
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 Ali and Abed
Hamadi

علي و عبد 
حمادي

 ŹƸƸťع ƿĞƸƸťصĨ دƸƸق ƿĞƸƸنŠŴ ƻاƸƸŨعا ŮŻĴƸƸĽعŴ ĚƸƸĹũĬ ĴƸƸũőŤا ŮƸƸŨ ŖƸƸťĖĉ ƿĞƸƸنŠ د�ƸƸėي عũƸƸĸč
 ĢƸƸżĨ ƻاŝĖاƸƸĸ اتيżŘوƸƸĹŤا įاƸƸĩتǞي اƸƸŘ ĚƸƸőŨاĤ ŮƸƸŨ ĚƸƸżšżŬاšżũŤا ĚƸƸĸهندŤي اƸƸŘ تيįهاƸƸļ

 � ƿĞƸƸĸĳį قد ĞƸƸنŠ

 ŒتũتƸƸĸĉŴ ęقهو ūاĥنŘ ƿĕĴƸƸļĉ ţĶنũŤا ŧاŨĉ ƿĺťĤĉ ĞنŠ ȕųƸƸżŘ ƿěدŝ ƿŘ źĲŤا ŧوƸƸżŤي اƸƸŘ
 ƿţĆاƸƸĹتĉ ƿĞنŠŴ ȕ ƽŧاƸƸŻĉ ǀĚƸƸőŅĖ ƿĲنŨ ūاƸƸنėŤ ŹƸƸŤč ƿěد عدƸƸق ĞƸƸنŠ �ĚƸƸżřŻĴĭŤا ĺũƸƸĽŤا ĆŗدƸƸĖ

 �ŦũőŤا įاƸƸĥŻč ǀŒŘداĖ ƻاįدƸƸĥŨ ĴĤهاĉ ūĉ ţاũتĨاŴ ūاƸƸنėŤ يŘ يťėŝتƸƸĹŨ ŮƸƸع

 �ĚżňاũŝŤا ĚŝŉنŨ يŘ ĆتاĽŤا ŦصŘ يŅŝتي تťĐعا ĞŬاŠ ıč ȕ ƻاĐįها ţĶنũŤا ūاŠ

 ŮƸƸŨ ŪتهŤĊƸƸĸ ي�ƸƸťي عƸƸĬĉ ĚƸƸŻċĳ واƸƸėťňŴ يƸƸŤĶنŨ ŧاƸƸŨĉ ŹƸƸŤا ūوĩťƸƸĹŨ ŒƸƸŘدŬا ȕęĊƸƸĥŘ
ťƸƸĸĳĉ źĲƸƸهżŤč ŪنƸƸاč ȕلاƸƸĠĉ ŢƸƸŤı ǁūĉ ǁاėŅŔ ĳهƸƸŬŴĲĬĊŘ ŪƸƸي ƸƸŬĉا ƸƸĬĉŴي�  ǁŤا ŮƸƸŨŴ  ūوƸƸŬوšŻ

 ŢƸƸťت ǁŦŠ ūĉ ƿĞƸƸōĨلا ȕĚƸƸŨصدŤا ĴƸƸżĠĊت ĞƸƸĩت ţاĵĉ لا ĞƸƸنŠ اƸƸũنżĖŴ ȕĚƸƸōĩ ǁťŤا ŢƸƸťي تƸƸŘ
 ƿĞƸƸنŠ يƸƸتŤاŴ ĕاƸƸŝع ūŴدƸƸĖ ŦƸƸصĩت ĞƸƸŬاŠ يƸƸت ǁŤا ŪƸƸĐاĴĥŤاŴ ŚƸƸنőŤاĖ ĚƸƸđżťũŤا ěنواƸƸĹŤا
 ŹتĨ ƻǙهƸƸĸ ƻاđżƸƸļ ķاƸƸنŤا ŗاƸƸŉتĬا ŮƸƸŨ ĞƸƸťőĤ ȕįǙƸƸėŤا ģĳاƸƸĬ ƿĞƸƸنŠ اƸƸŨا عندƸƸنهŨ ƻاƸƸżũĩŨ

 �ůوƸƸĤوŤا ĚƸƸżŉŕت ŹƸƸŤč ĚƸƸĤاĩŤا ūŴįŴ ĳاƸƸنهŤا ŚƸƸنتصŨ يƸƸŘ ŢƸƸŤı ŦƸƸصĨ وƸƸŤŴ

 ŧوĩت ūوƸƸťŤا ĆاĴƸƸũĨ ȕاįĵاƸƸŨ ŏوƸƸŬ ŮƸƸŨ ęĳاżƸƸĸ اŴĉĳ دƸƸوا قƸƸŬاŠ ŪƸƸه ǁŬĊĖ تيĴƸƸĸǜ ūاĴƸƸżĥŤا ţاƸƸق
ƸƸĨوţ اũŤنţĶ قŦƸƸżė اĬتŉاŘنا� 

 ƻاŨاŝتŬا اƸƸهťقتŴ هاŘاŉتĬا ǁŪƸƸي تƸƸتŤا ĚوعũĥũŤا ŮƸƸũń ناŠ اƸƸنŬĊĖ دőĖ اƸƸũżŘ يƸƸتťĐعا ĞƸƸũťع
 � ƻاĴĬČŨ ŦżتŔد اƸƸق ūاŠ źĲŤا ĚŻĳهوũĥŤا ĺżĐĳ ŦƸƸتŝũŤ

 Śŝا تƸƸŨ ƻاƸƸėŤاŔ �ųƸƸنŨ اƸƸنřŉ ƿتĬا źĲƸƸŤا ţĶƸƸنũŤا ŢƸƸŤı يƸƸŘ ľƸƸżőي تƸƸتťĐعا ĞƸƸŤاĵ اƸƸŨ ȕŧوƸƸżŤاŴ
 ŒƸƸنŨ ŮƸƸŨ Ů ǁšũتتƸƸĸ ĞƸƸŬاŠ ūč ţĆاƸƸĹتتŴ ȕŞƸƸŻĴŉŤو اƸƸĩŬ ĴƸƸōتن ȕĕاƸƸėŤا ĚƸƸėعت ŹƸƸťي عƸƸدتŤاŴ

اĬتŉاŘنƸƸا ƸƸŤو ŠاŨ ĞƸƸŬوƸƸĤوƸƸŘ ęįي اũŤنżĨ ţĶƸƸنهƸƸا�

 ũĸčي عėد ũĨاĬĉŴ źįي هو عťي ũĨاȕźį لا تدعوا قصتنا تنتهي هنا�

My name is Abed.

I was 25 years old and had just gotten my 
degree in Mechanical engineering in the ex-
USSR where I had studied.

On the day I disappeared, I was sitting in 
front of the house, drinking my coffee and 
enjoying the warmth of the autumn sun. 
Having gotten back to Lebanon just a few 
days ago, I was questioning my future in 
Lebanon and the possibility of having to 
immigrate again for work.

The house was quiet. My family was 
spending the winter in the Qmatiyeh 
mountains. Suddenly, armed men erupted in 
front of my house. They asked me where my 
brother Ali was. Attempting to win us some 
time, I asked them about what they needed 
from him and whom had sent them here. But 
they felt provoked and decided to take me 
and my brother.

I noticed there and then, while in shock, that 
the years of violence and unpunished crimes 
- from which I was safe being abroad – have 
made it possible and almost harmless to 
kidnap people midday without even having 
the urge to cover their faces. My neighbors 
would later tell my relatives that before we 
disappeared, they had seen a car – a red 
Mazda – wandering around our house.

My family was later told that we were part of 
the people that got kidnapped and executed 
to avenge the death of the president that had 
been recently assassinated. 

Today, my family still lives in that house 
from which we were kidnapped. My mother 
often stands at the door looking out at the 
road, wondering had she been present in the 
house at the time, if she would have been 
able to stop our kidnapping.

My name is Abed Hamadi, my brother is Ali 
Hamadi. Do not let our story end here. 
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 ěدƸƸاعت �ěŴĴƸƸżĖ يƸƸŘ ĚƸƸżťŨاőŤد اƸƸهőŨ يƸƸŘ ķĳįا ĞƸƸنŠ ǧǯǮǩ ŧاƸƸي عƸƸŘŴ źįاƸƸŘ يũƸƸĸا
اƸƸĤĴŤوŹƸƸŤč ŏ اũŤنƸƸŘ ţĶƸƸي ŬهاėƸƸĸĉ ŦŠ ĚƸƸŻوđũňǟŤ ŏنƸƸاū عŹƸƸť عاťĐتƸƸي� ŠنŨ ĞتŉوعƸƸاŘ ƻي 
 ĞƸƸنŠ ȕĕŴĴƸƸĩŤاĖ ĚƸƸđżťũŤا ŧاƸƸŻǜا ŢƸƸťي تƸƸŘ ي�ƸƸĐدقاŀا ŮƸƸŨ دƸƸŻدőŤاŠ ĴƸƸũĨǜا ĘƸƸżťصŤا
ŴاƸƸŝĠاŴ ŮƸƸŨ ųƸƸŬĉ ƻاƸƸėĤي ƸƸĹŨاعدę اĉ �ŮƸƸŻĴĬǚعتƸƸŝد اŬنƸƸي ŢƸƸŤı ĞƸƸĠĳŴ اŤǞتĶƸƸاŴ ŮƸƸŨ ŧاŤدتƸƸي 

  �ĚńĴũũŠ ŦƸƸũőت ĞŬاŠ يƸƸتŤا

ţǙƸƸĬ اƸƸŻǜاŧ اŴ ĚƸƸťżťŝŤاęĴƸƸżĬǜ اŤتƸƸي قżŅتها ƸƸŘي اũŤنŠ ȕţĶƸƸنĞ اتƸƸĩدĴżġŠ ğاĬĉ ŒƸƸŨ ƻتي 
 � ƻاĴĬČŨ اƸƸهĖ ĞŠĳاƸƸļ دƸƸق ĞƸƸنŠ يƸƸتŤا ıاƸƸŝŬǞا ěاƸƸżťũع łƸƸقص ŮƸƸني عŤĊƸƸĹت ĞƸƸŬاŠ �ĚƸƸنŻĵ
 ěوƸƸũťŤ ± اƸƸنهżĨ ŪƸƸهĴũőĖ ƿĞƸƸنŠ ŮƸƸŻĲŤا ± ŒƸƸŘاżŤا ĕاėƸƸĽŤا ūداƸƸŝŘ ŹƸƸťع ĴƸƸ ǁĹĩتĉ ĞƸƸنŠ
ƸƸĨĉ ȕد  ƻاƸƸŅŻĉ اƸƸŬĉ ūوƸƸŠĉ ŗوƸƸĸ ĚƸƸťżťق ƽŧاƸƸŻĉ دƸƸőĖ ųƸƸŬĉ ŦƸƸżĭتĉ ŮƸƸŠĉ ŪƸƸŤ  �ĕĴƸƸĩŤا ĘėƸƸĹĖ

 �ŪƸƸتهťĐعا ŮƸƸع ƻداƸƸżőĖ اŴĲƸƸĬĉ ŮƸƸŻĲŤا ĿاĭƸƸļǜا

 ŪƸƸŤ يƸƸن ǁنšŤŴ ęįاƸƸőŤاŠ ţĶƸƸنũŤا ŹƸƸŤč يƸƸتįعو ūŴĴƸƸōنتŻ يƸƸťهĉ ūاŠ ȕيƸƸŤتاŤا ŏوėƸƸĸǜي اƸƸŘ
ĉت�ŢƸƸŤı ŮƸƸŨ ŮƸƸšũ عندŨا  ĴŉżƸƸĸ عżťهŪ اȕŞƸƸťŝŤ توĤهوا żŀ ŮƸƸŨدا ŤĊƸƸĹżŤ ěŴĴżĖ ŹŤčوا 
 ŮšŤŴ �źدĤتوا ūاšƸƸŨ Ůع ěاŨوťőŨ źĉ ŪهŻدŤ ūاŠ ūč دƸƸهőũŤي اŘ يƸƸĐǙŨĵŴ يƸƸĐدقاŀا

 �ĴėĬ źĉ يƸƸوا عنőũƸƸĹŻ ŪƸƸŤŴ ęعد ƼŧاƸƸŻĉ ěĴƸƸŨ ıč ȕيƸƸعن ƻاđżƸƸļ واƸƸŘĴőŻ ŪƸƸŤ ƻاƸƸŅŻĉ ŪƸƸه

 ŚƸƸťتĭ ƿŨ ŶدƸƸŤ يƸƸعن ĢƸƸĩėŤاĖ ƻĚƸƸĹĐاŻ يƸƸتťĐعا ĞƸƸŨقا ȕيƸƸĐاřتĬا ĞƸƸťي تƸƸتŤا ĴهƸƸļǜا ţǙƸƸĬ
 �ĚƸƸĖاĤč ĚƸƸ ǁŻĉ ŹƸƸťع ţوƸƸصĩŤا ūŴį ŮƸƸšŤŴ ŮƸƸżĩŤا ŢƸƸŤı يƸƸŘ ĕĳاƸƸĩتت ĞƸƸŬاŠ يƸƸتŤا ĕاĶƸƸĨǜا
ĉ ūĉ ŹƸƸŤčتŹƸƸ اƸƸżŤوŧ اƸƸĤ źĲƸƸŤاĭƸƸļ ųƸƸżŘ ĆصاŹƸƸŤč ƻ عتĚƸƸė اũŤنŴ ţĶƸƸقƸƸاŤ ţهųƸƸŬĊĖ ŪƸƸ قƸƸد ƸƸŬćĳي 

 �ĚŻĳوƸƸĹŤا ūوĥƸƸĹŤا ŶدƸƸĨč يƸƸŘ ƻناżĥƸƸĸ

ƸƸŘي تŢƸƸť اȕĚƸƸōĩťŤ اĞƸƸŬĊũň عاťĐتƸƸي ŴعĞƸƸŘĴ اŬنƸƸي ƸƸŨا ĞƸƸŤĵ عŹƸƸť قƸƸżد اƸƸżĩŤاŴ �ęتوƸƸŤد 
 ĳŴĴƸƸŨ ŒƸƸŨ ŮƸƸšŤŴ �ŶĴƸƸĬĉ ƻęĴƸƸŨ ţĶƸƸنũŤا ŹƸƸŤč يƸƸتįعو ŦƸƸŨĉ ȖŦƸƸŨǜا ŮƸƸŨ łƸƸżصĖ ŪƸƸهťĬداĖ

اŤوقȕĞƸƸ عƸƸاį اĴŉżƸƸĹżŤ ķĊƸƸżŤ عėĨĉ ŹƸƸťاƸƸĐي đżƸƸļاđżƸƸĽŘ ƻا� 

 ŗĴƸƸőت ȕĚƸƸنŻدũŤا ŊƸƸĸŴ يƸƸŘ ŮƸƸŻįوŝřũŤا ĚƸƸũżĬ ūŴĳŴĶƸƸŻ واƸƸŬاŠ اƸƸũنżĖŴ ǨǦǦǫ ŧاƸƸي عƸƸŘŴ
ĴƸƸĸ ŞƸƸťňاĨهŮƸƸŨ Ū اĥƸƸĹŤوū اƸƸĹŤوĚŻĳ عŀ ŹƸƸťوĳتƸƸي�  ƿĉ دƸƸق ūاŠ ĿاĭƸƸļĉ ĚƸƸőŅĖ

 ȗŪهŤ ŦƸƸżا قũŨ اŴدƸƸŠĊتŻ ūĉ ŪƸƸهŤ ŚżŠ ŮƸƸšŤŴ ي�ƸƸĐاĖĴاق ŦƸƸĬداĖ ŦƸƸŨǜا įدƸƸĥت ȕĚƸƸżŬاĠ ęĴƸƸŨŴ
 ĳاĴũتƸƸĸالا ŮŨ ūنو ǁšũتżƸƸĸ ŚżŠ ȕŪهǜاŴ ȗĚƸƸĖوĤǜا Źťع ĳوƸƸġőŤا ŮŨ ūنو ǁšũتżƸƸĸ ŚƸƸżŠ

ȗي لا تنتهيƸƸتŤا ĚťđƸƸĸǜا Ţťت ŦŠ ŒƸƸŨ ľƸƸżőŤي اƸƸŘ

ũĸčي ŘاėĨ źįا�ţ لا تدعوا قصتي تنتهي هنا� 

My name is Fadi. In 1983, I was studying 
at the Aamliyeh Institute in Beirut. I used 
to go back home to Saida every weekend 
to check up on my family. Like many of my 
friends, I was a volunteer in the Red Cross. 
During this time of war, I was convinced 
that it was my duty to help others. I believe 
I inherited this commitment from my 
mother who was a nurse. 

During my last few days at home, I had 
had a long talk with my sister Zeina. She 
had asked me about the rescue operations 
I had participated in recently. I used to 
bemoan the loss of young people – who 
were as old as I was – dying because of the 
war. I could not have imagined that a few 
days later, I myself would be taken away 
from my family.   

In the following week, my sister and my 
parents were waiting for me as usual. 
But I did not come home. Worried, they 
left Saida and headed to Beirut to ask my 
friends and classmates if they had any 
news about me. But they too, had not seen 
me during the past few days.

During the months following my 
disappearance, my family desperately 
searched for news about me, asking the 
different warring parties at the time. Yet 
they never got an answer. Until the day 
when a man showed up at their doorstep 
to inform them that he had seen me when 
I was being detained in a prison in Syria.

My family was relieved; I was still alive; 
they had a glimpse of hope that one day 
I will be coming back home. However, as 
time went by, my loved ones’ desperation 
grew bigger.

In 2005, while visiting the tents set up by 
the families of the missing in downtown 
Beirut, people who were released from the 
Syrian prison recognized my picture. 

Once more, my relatives’ hope was 
reignited. But how can they be sure of 
what they were told? How can they find 
answers? How can they go on living with 
these never ending questions? 

My name is Fadi Habbal. Do not let my 
story end here.

Fadi Habbal
 فادي حبال
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 į ǁĴƸƸĥŨ ŮƸƸŨ ĴƸƸżġšĖ ĴƸƸġŠĉ يƸƸا هƸƸهŻدŤواĖ ĚƸƸňاĩŨ ęĴƸƸżŕŀ ƽęاƸƸتřŤ ĚƸƸũŻدŝŤا ęĳوƸƸ ǁصŤا ůĲƸƸه ǁūč
ƸƸوęĳ اŤوƸƸżĨدę اŤتƸƸي Ũ ŮƸƸŨ ĞƸƸżŝĖاżńنƸƸا� ǁصŤا اƸƸه ǁŬč ي�ƸƸńاũŤا ŮƸƸŨ ĚŉżƸƸĹĖ ęĳوƸƸŀ

 ĚŻĳنصوũŤي اƸƸŘ ناŤĶنŨ يƸƸŘ ناŠ ا�ƸƸه ǁتوŤ ěĉدƸƸĖ قد ĕĴƸƸĩŤا ĞƸƸŬاŠ ȕǧǯǭǫ ŧاƸƸع ūاƸƸĹżŬ يƸƸŘ
żťřň ŒƸƸŨنƸƸا� ŬاƸƸũŻĳاū اřŤتƸƸاę اŤصƸƸŘ ęĴƸƸżŕي هůĲƸƸ اŤصƸƸوżřƸƸĸŴ ęĳاū اƸƸŤŴ źĲƸƸŤد őĖدهƸƸا 

 �ęوƸƸŝŤاĖ يƸƸĤŴĵŴ يƸƸŬŴĲĬĉŴ ƻęĊƸƸĥŘ اƸƸنŤĶنŨ ūوĩ ǁťƸƸĹŨ ƼţاƸƸĤĳ ŪƸƸĩا اقتƸƸŨعند ȕدƸƸĨاŴ ŧاƸƸőĖ

 ŮšŻ ŪƸƸŤ źĲŤا ūاżřƸƸĸ اƸƸوهĬĉŴ ęدƸƸĨاŴ ĚنƸƸĸ ĴƸƸũőŤا ŮƸƸŨ ŖƸƸťėت ĞƸƸŬاŠ يƸƸتŤا ūاƸƸũŻĳاŬ ĞƸƸżŝĖ
 ĞƸƸŬاŠ يƸƸتŤا ĚƸƸřżنĨ ŶĴƸƸŕصŤي اƸƸĤŴĵ ĚŝżŝƸƸļ ŒƸƸŨ ţĶƸƸنũŤي اƸƸŘ ȕĴهƸƸļĉ ĚƸƸőĖĳǜا Ŷ ǁدƸƸőد تƸƸق
�ŊŝŘ ĚنƸƸĸ ĴƸƸĽع ĚƸƸĹũĬ ĴũőŤا ŮƸƸŨ ŖƸƸťėت ĞƸƸŬاŠ يƸƸتŤاŴ ȕŮƸƸżĩŤا ŢƸƸŤı يƸƸŘ اƸƸنőŨ ŮšƸƸĹت

 ŹƸƸŤč ȕţاƸƸĤĴŤا ĆلاČƸƸه  ęįوƸƸع ŮƸƸŨ ŮƸƸżřĐاĬ ȕŧاƸƸŻĉ ĚƸƸőĖĳĉ ęدƸƸũŤ ţĶƸƸنũŤي اƸƸŘ ŮƸƸŻĶĥتĩŨ واƸƸ ǁťŌ
 ŦũƸƸļ ǁŪŤ يŘ ęاعدƸƸĹũŤاĖ وا عندهاŨقا �ĞőقŴ تيŤا ęاƸƸĸĊũŤا ūاĴżĥŤا ņőĖ şĳįĉ  ūĉ

اŴǜلاĤĉ ŒƸƸŨ įداįهŪƸƸ اŠ ŮƸƸŻĲŤاƸƸŬوا šƸƸĹŻنوŘ ūي ŨنĚƸƸŝŉ عŘ ŮŻĴřي ƸƸĸوŻĳا�

ŮƸƸšŤŴ ȕ لا ƸƸŻ ǁĴƸƸũŻوŴ ŧاƸƸĨد ūĉ ūŴį تĴƸƸšř اĖنتƸƸي  ƻاƸƸŨعا ŮƸƸżőĖĳĉ يƸƸŤواĨ اƸƸنĐاřتĬč ŹƸƸťع ŹƸƸŅŨ
 ěاŻĴŠĲŤا ǁŦŠ ŒƸƸũĥĖ ŧوżŤا ŧوƸƸŝهي تŘ ȕاŬĴŠĲلا تتŴ ĚƸƸťřň ĞŬاŠ اƸƸه ǁŬĉ اũĖŴ ا�ƸƸنĖ ūاƸƸũŻĳاŬ
 ǁūĊĖ ŪƸƸهŤ ĞŤد قاƸƸŝŘ ا�ƸƸهįلاŴǜ اƸƸهťŝتنŴ اƸƸتن ǁقص ĘƸƸتšي تƸƸšŤ ȕاƸƸ ǁا عنƸƸŬċاĖĴقĉ اƸƸهšťتũŻ يƸƸتŤا
 ŮŨ ŪŔĴŤاĖ ȕźĲƸƸŤاŴ ƻاĳاƸƸĥŬ ūاŠ ŪƸƸه ǁدĤ ǁūĊƸƸĖŴ ȕęĴƸƸاهŨ ĚƸƸňا ǁżĬŴ ƻاƸƸŬنوĨ ƻاƸƸ ǁŨĉ ĞƸƸŬاŠ ŪƸƸته ǁدĤ
ƸƸوŠ ĴƸƸżŔ ęĳاč ȕĚƸƸťŨلاƸƸŨ ǁūĉ ǁا  ǁصŤا ŢƸƸťت ǁūĉ ŮƸƸŨ ŪƸƸŔ ǁĴŤاĖ � ƻاƸƸ ǁėĩŨ ƻاƸƸĖĉ ūاŠ ȕĚƸƸ ǁŻ ǁدĥŤا ųتżصĭƸƸļ
 ŮƸƸŨ ĚƸƸŘĴőŨ اƸƸهįلاŴǜ Ź ǁنƸƸĹتŻ ūĉŴ اƸƸهŻدŤاŴ ŶĴƸƸŠı ŹƸƸĩũ ƿلا ت ūĉ وƸƸه ūǚا ūاƸƸũŻĳاŬ ǁŪƸƸهŻ
ƸƸšŻوĤĉ ūداįهƸƸŨ �ŪƸƸا هƸƸو ŨهƸƸŅŻĉ ŪƸƸاĖ ƻاŤنŤ ĚėƸƸĹهƸƸا هƸƸو Ũ ĚƸƸŘĴőŨصŴ ĴƸƸżاŤدŻهƸƸاƸƸŨŴ ȕا 

 �ŪƸƸهŤĶنŨ ŹƸƸŤا Ůżĩ ǁťƸƸĹũŤا ĆلاČƸƸه ĆيƸƸĥŨ دƸƸőĖ اƸƸũهŤ ğدƸƸĨ

�źĳوŬ ي هوĤŴĵŴ ŪżاهĴĖا ĚťżŅŘ يũĸč

تنا لا تنتهي هنا� ǁقص

This old photo of a little girl surrounded 
by her parents is much more than a simple 
picture from the past. It is the only trace 
left of our history.

In April 1975, the war had just started. We 
were in our house (in Mansourieh) with 
our children. Nariman (the little girl in this 
picture) and Sufian (born one year later). 
Armed men suddenly stormed in and took 
me and my husband by force.

Nariman (1-year-old) and Sufian (4 months 
old baby) were left behind at home with 
Hanifeh (15 years old) - my husband’s 
younger sister – who was living with us 
back then. All three of them had stayed 
locked inside the house for the next four 
days, terrified by the thought that these 
men might return. The neighbors finally 
realized that a tragedy had taken place and 
reunited them with their grandparents, 
who were living in Afrin in Syria. 

Forty years later, not a day goes by that 
my daughter Nariman does not think of 
us. As she was too young to remember her 
parents, she delved into all the memories 
that were brought up by our relatives - who 
had known us – to write our story and 
hand it down to her children.

She had told them that their grandmother 
was a caring mother who was a skilled 
knitter and crocheter and that their 
grandfather, on the other hand, was 
a carpenter, who, despite his serious 
personality was a very loving father. 
Although that portrait is incomplete, but 
it was necessary for Nariman to ensure 
that the memory of her parents does not 
vanish and that her children will grow up 
knowing who their grandparents were . 

What is also important for her today, is 
to find out what happened to her parents 
after the armed men stepped into their 
home and took her parents away.

My name is Fadeela Ibrahim and my 
husband Nouri.

Our story does not end here.

 Fadeeli & Noori
Ibrahim

فضيلي ونوري 
ابراهيم
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كمال حسّون
Kamal 
Hassoun

Š ȕنġŨ ĞƸƸاĴƸƸĖاƸƸŘ ƻي عťũي  ƻاƸƸŨعا ūŴĴƸƸĽعŴ ĚƸƸżŬاũĠ ĴƸƸũőŤا ŮƸƸŨ ŖƸƸťėŻ ƽŦƸƸĤĳ źĊŠŴ ţاƸƸũŠ يũƸƸĸč
نƸƸي ŠنŴČƸƸĹŨ ĞƸƸلاƻ عżŀ ŮƸƸاĚƸƸŬ اǚلاƸƸŘ ěي ƸƸĸ´ ĚŠĴƸƸļنĞƸƸėėĨĉ �³Ĵĥ عƸƸťũي  ǁŬĉ اũ ǁżƸƸĸ لاŴ
 ƻاĴĖاġŨ يƸƸنťőĤ źĲƸƸ ǁŤد اżĨوŤا ĘėƸƸ ǁĹŤا ŮƸƸšŻ ŪŤ ŢƸƸŤı ǁūĉ ǁلاč ȕųƸƸĐاįĉ يƸƸŘ źįاƸƸتهĤا ŮƸƸŨ įاĵ اƸƸ ǁũŨ
 ƽęدżĤ ƽĚƸƸĸاĳįŴ ƽęدƸƸżŔĳ ęاƸƸżĨ ŮƸƸżŨĊو تƸƸه ȕيƸƸėťق ŹƸƸťع ƻاĶƸƸŻĶعŴ يƸƸن ǁũهŻ ūاŠ اƸƸŨ ĴƸƸġŠĉ ǁūĉ ıč �ųƸƸżŘ
 ĞƸƸنŠ �ĚėƸƸĸناŨ ǁŦŠŴ دƸƸżع ǁŦŠ يƸƸŘ ĚƸƸŝżŬĉ ƻاƸƸĖاżĠ ŪƸƸهŤ źĴتƸƸļا ūĉ ěدƸƸاعت �ĚƸƸőĖĳǜا źįلاŴǜ

ƸƸوū تŢƸƸť اŴ ĺƸƸĖǙũŤاŤهداƸƸŻا�  ǁŝťتŻ ŮƸƸżĨ ŪƸƸوههĤŴ ŹƸƸťع ĚŨاƸƸĹتĖالا ĚƸƸŻċĳ ŞƸƸĽعĉ

řŨ ƽŦšƸƸĽĖ ţاŘ ƽĒƸƸĤي ŠاƸƸŬوū اġŤاŬي  ǁدėتت ūĉ ŢƸƸļŴ Źťع ĞƸƸŬاŠ źįلاŴĉ ęاƸƸżĨŴ يƸƸاتżĨ ŮƸƸšŤŴ
 .ǧǯǭǬ ŧعا

 ĚėŻĴŝŤا ĞŠĳاŨĴĖوƸƸĹŤا ŹƸƸŤč يƸƸنتĖا ŒƸƸŨ ĞƸƸėهı ȕŦƸƸũőŤا ŮƸƸŨ يƸƸتįد عوƸƸőĖ ȕŧاƸƸŻǜا ŶدƸƸĨč يƸƸŘ
 ĞōĨلا ţĶƸƸنũŤا ŹŤč اƸƸتنįعند عو ŮƸƸšŤŴ  �ěاƸƸ ǁżĤاĩŤا ņƸƸőĖ ŏاżتĖلا ųżتėƸƸĹŤي اƸƸŘ اƸƸنŤĶنŨ ŮƸƸŨ
 ūŴدƸƸĖ ęĴƸƸũŤا ůĲƸƸه ŮƸƸšŤŴ ĴƸƸĥتũŤا ŹƸƸŤč ěدƸƸع ŢƸƸŤĲŤ �źاƸƸĽŤا ņƸƸőĖ ĆاĴƸƸļ ĞżƸƸĹŬ دƸƸي قƸƸنŬĊĖ

ƸƸĩŉŀčاĨĉ ĕدőŨ ƽي� 

� ŠاĞƸƸŬ اĖنتƸƸي اĴšėŤ لا  ƻا ǁدƸƸĤ ƻاĳاŕŀ واƸƸŬاŠ �źįلاŴĉ اƸƸهżŘ يƸƸŬćĳ يƸƸتŤا ęĴƸƸżĬǜا ę ǁĴƸƸũŤا ŢƸƸťت ĞƸƸŬاŠ
 ǁŪĠŴ ȕاƸƸهĴũع ŮƸƸŨ ĚőĖا ǁĴŤي اƸƸŘ ĞƸƸŬاŠ يƸƸتŤا اżŬوƸƸĸ اƸƸهŝĩťا� تƸƸهĴũع ŮƸƸŨ ĚƸƸĹŨاĭŤا ŹƸƸ ǁŉĭتت

 �ŊŝŘ ƻاƸƸŨوŻ ĴƸƸĽع ĚƸƸĹũĬ ůĴũع ūاŠ źĲŤا źįاƸƸŘŴ ĚنƸƸ ǁĹŤا ěاı ŮƸƸاتŘ

 ŢƸƸŤıŴ ȕųƸƸżŘ ľƸƸżőŬ اƸƸنŠ źĲƸƸŤا ţĶƸƸنũŤا ŮƸƸŨ ţاƸƸŝتŬǞا ŹƸƸŤč يƸƸتťĐعا ě ǁĴƸƸŉńا ȕيƸƸĐاřتĬد اƸƸőĖ
 Ůع ĢƸƸĩėŤا ŹƸƸŤč ě ǁĴƸƸŉńاŴ ي�ƸƸŤوĬدŨ ūŴدƸƸĖ ĳاƸƸĥŻǞا ŒƸƸŘį يƸƸتĤŴĵ ĚاعŉتƸƸĸاĖ دƸƸőŻ ŪƸƸŤ ųƸƸ ǁŬǜ
 ěĳ ǁĴق ȕūاƸƸنėŤ يŘ ŒńوŤا ĳوƸƸا تدهƸƸŨعند �ĚťĐاőŤا ĚƸƸŤعاǞ ęدƸƸع ŚƸƸĐاŌŴ ĆاĳŴ يőƸƸĹŤاŴ ŦƸƸũőŤا
 ǁŮšŤŴ �ĴřƸƸĸ ěاĵواĤ Źťع ţصوĩťŤ ŹőƸƸĹت ěĉدĖŴ ȕ ƻŶıĉ ǁźĉ ŮŨ اŬįلاŴĉ ĚƸƸŻاũĩŤ ĴƸƸĤتها ūĉ
 ĞƸƸŤŴاĨ �ĕǜا ĳوƸƸŅĨ ĘƸƸ ǁťŉتت ěاĆاĴƸƸĤǞا ŢƸƸťت ǁūĊƸƸĖ ƻĚƸƸżع ǁدŨ اƸƸهėťň ĞƸƸŅŘĳ ěاŉťƸƸ ǁĹŤا
 ŪƸƸŤ ŪƸƸنهšŤŴ ȕĴƸƸŅĩŻ ūĉ ŦżĩتƸƸĹũŤا ŮƸƸŨ يƸƸŤا ǁتŤاĖŴ ³دƸƸŝŘ´ دƸƸد قƸƸŤواŤا ūĊƸƸĖ ŪƸƸهŤ ħĴƸƸĽت ūĉ

ħĴƸƸ عżťهƸƸا هƸƸو ūĊƸƸĖ تŘŴ ŮƸƸťőاتي�  ƿاقت ź ǁĲƸƸŤد اƸƸżĨوŤا ǁŦƸƸĩŤا ūاŠŴ ا�ƸƸهżŤč واƸƸŕصŻ

 įوƸƸżق ŢƸƸŤهنا ĞƸƸŬاŠ ȕźĴƸƸżصŨ ĚƸƸŘĴőŨ ŧدƸƸها عė ǁėƸƸĸ يƸƸت ǁŤا ĚżƸƸĹřنŤا ęاƸƸŬاőũŤا ŹƸƸŤč ƻĚƸƸŘاńč
 Ů ǁšũي تتšŤ ĚاعĥƸƸ ǁĽŤا ŮŨ ŦĐها ǁŪƸƸšĖ Ź ǁťĩتت ūĉ تيĤŴĵ ŹƸƸťع ūاŠ �ĚƸƸ ǁżŬوŬقاŴ ĚƸƸ ǁŻĳاįčŴ ĚƸƸ ǁżŤاŨ
  �įلاŴĉ ĚƸƸőĖĳĉ ĚƸƸżĖĴتĖ ŧوƸƸŝت ųاتı ĞƸƸوقŤي اŘ ĞƸƸŬاŠ اƸƸũنżĖ ȕŚƸƸواقũŤا ŢƸƸťت ŦŠ ĚƸƸهĤواŨ ŮƸƸŨ
 ǁŮƸƸŠ اƸƸũنżĖ ȕěاƸƸĖوő ǁصŤا ĺƸƸřŬ ĚƸƸهĤواŨ ŹƸƸŤč ěاƸƸه ǁŨǜاŴ ěاƸƸĤŴ ǁĶŤا ŮƸƸŨ ĴƸƸżġšŤا ěĴƸƸŉńا
 ȕ ǁŮهĴƸƸĸĉ ĚƸƸŤعاč ŹƸƸŤč ūĳĴƸƸŉńا � ǁŮƸƸهĤاŴĵĉ ĴƸƸżصŨ ĚƸƸŘĴőũŤ ěاƸƸĖاĤč ŹƸƸťع ţوƸƸصĩťŤ ŮƸƸĖĳاĩت
 ěاĖوő ǁصŤا ǁŦŠ ŮŨ ŪƸƸŔĴŤاĖ ± ūوťصĩżƸƸĸ ǁŮهŤاřňĉ ǁūĉ ŮŨ د ǁŠĊتŤا ūاšŨǞا ĳدƸƸق ĚƸƸŤŴاĩũŤاŴ

 �ĚعŴĴŨ ƽĕĴƸƸĩŤ Ů ǁżżƸƸĹنŨ اƸƸŻاĩń ȕ ƻاƸƸŅŻĉ ŪƸƸه ȕįلاŴǜا ĆلاČƸƸه  �ĚƸƸżőżėň ĚƸƸŤوřň ŹƸƸťع ±

تي تنتهي هنا�  ǁلا تدعوا قص �ūو ǁĹĨ ţاũŠ يũĸč

My name is Kamal. As a 28-year-old man, 
I was in charge of the maintenance of the 
machines at the “Singer” company. I was 
a hard-working man. Providing my four 
children with a good education and a 
good living were things I held dear to my 
heart. Upon every holiday, I used to get 
them elegant clothes to dress up for the 
occasion. I adored seeing their smiling 
faces while receiving these gifts.

But my life and that of my children 
was about to take a sudden turn in 
January 1976.

One day, after work, I went with one 
of my daughters to a supermarket near 
our house at Sabtieh to do some grocery 
shopping. Once back home, I noticed that 
I had forgotten to get the tea. So I returned 
to the shop, but this time unaccompanied.

This was the last time my children ever 
saw me, Nada was 5 years, Sonia 4 years, 
Faten 1 year and Fadi who was only 15 days 
old at the time.

After my disappearance, my family had 
to move out of the house we were living 
in, because – without my income – my 
wife was unable to pay the rent. My wife 
was bound to find and work many jobs, in 
order for her to sustain our family.

When the situation in Lebanon worsened, 
she decided to immigrate in an effort to 
keep our children safe. But when she 
applied for passports, the authorities 
rejected her application, claiming that 
for such procedures to happen, the father 
has to be present. She tried to explain that 
the father was “missing” and therefore his 
presence is not possible. But they would 
not listen. The only solution she was 
offered, was for her to declare me dead. 

In addition to the psychological suffering 
that is generated by the uncertainty of my 
fate, were the financial restraints and the 
rigidity of the administrative and legal 
systems. It took my wife a great deal of 
courage to face this situation. All this, 
while raising four children.

Yet many other wives and mothers 
have had to face similar difficulties. All 
fighting for answers about the fate of their 
husband. They had to provide for their 
households, and try as much as possible 
to ensure that their children – despite the 
situation – live a normal childhood. They 
are, them also, part of this war’s forgotten 
victims.  

My name is Kamal Hassoun. Do not let my 
story end here.
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 �şĳاėŨ يũĸا

 ƿěدƸƸد عƸƸق ƿĞƸƸنŠ �ŧاƸƸőŤا ŮƸƸŨǜي اƸƸŘ ƻلا ǁŴĉ ƻǙƸƸ ǁهČŨ ƿĞƸƸنŠŴ ȕ ƻاƸƸŨعا ūوƸƸĠǙĠ Ŵ Ě ǁتƸƸĸ źĴƸƸũع ūاŠ
ę اƸƸŝĩŤوȕś عūĉ ŦƸƸŨĉ ŹƸƸť تũنĩنƸƸي اũŤهƸƸاĳاě اĥŤدƸƸŻدę اŤتƸƸي  ǁįاƸƸŨ ĚƸƸĸاĳدŤ ĚƸƸőŨاĥŤا ŹƸƸŤا
 ŞƸƸŻĴň ŢťƸƸĸĉ ūĉ ƻا ǁĴƸƸŉŅŨ ĞƸƸنŠ ȕĘėƸƸ ǁĹŤا ŢƸƸŤĲŤ ي�ƸƸťũي عƸƸŘ ĚƸƸżقĴها تėƸƸĹتŠĉ ŗوƸƸĸ
 ĚƸƸőŨاĥŤي اƸƸŘ يƸƸŘوřŀ ĚƸƸőĖتاŨ ŗدƸƸهĖ ȕ ƻاĴƸƸżġŠ �ūŴĴƸƸتėŤا ĚƸƸŝŉنŨ يƸƸŘ ĚƸƸőواقŤا� ţدƸƸĥŨ

 �ĘƸƸŻدŤا ǁŦƸƸĤ ĚƸƸŝŉنŨ يƸƸŘ ĚƸƸőواقŤا ĚƸƸ ǁżŬناėťŤا

 ęاĥŬ يƸƸتŝŻدŀ ي ǁنŨ ĞƸƸėťň ȕţĶƸƸنũŤا ŹƸƸŤا ĕهاĲťŤ ǎدőتƸƸĸĉ ĞƸƸنŠ اƸƸũنżĖŴ ŧاƸƸ ǁŻǜد اƸƸĨĉ يƸƸŘ
تƸƸي ŠاĞŬ تĖ ŮšƸƸĹاŨ ĕĴƸƸŝŤني�   ǁŤا ŧاƸƸĹتĖا اƸƸتنťżŨĵ ǁŦƸƸق ƿĉ ūĉ

ƸƸا ƸƸŘي šƸƸŨ ǁŦŠاĥŻ ŪƸƸŤ �ūدƸƸŬŴا  ǁعن ĢƸƸĩėŤاĖ اƸƸتنǙĐعا ěĉدƸƸĖ ȕدƸƸőŬ ŪƸƸŤŴ ŦƸƸżťŤا ǁŦƸƸĨ اƸƸŨعند
 ķĉĳ ĚƸƸŝŉنŨ ŮƸƸŨ ĚƸƸėŻĴق ĚƸƸŝŉنŨ يƸƸŘ ęĳوƸƸĥهŨ ĆاƸƸقĳĶŤا اƸƸوتŻتوŤتي اĳاżƸƸĸ اŴدƸƸĤŴ ŮƸƸšŤŴ
 ĚƸƸ ǁŻĉ ūŴدƸƸĖŴ ȕاƸƸنŤ ŦƸƸصĨ اƸƸũŤ ūاĴƸƸšŬ ĚƸƸŤاĨ يƸƸŘ اƸƸتنǙĐعا ŮƸƸżŠĳا تاƸƸنżřتĬد اƸƸا قƸƸ ǁنŠ �ĻاƸƸĩŬ

ťőŨوƸƸŨاě عŨ ŮƸƸصƸƸŬĴżا� 

ŀ ĞƸƸėťدŝŻتنƸƸا ƸƸĥŬاƸƸĸǟŤ ęتĥواƸƸŘ ĕي  ƿň ȕاƸƸنĐاřتĬا ŹƸƸťع ŧاƸƸŻĉ ĚƸƸőŅĖ ĳŴĴƸƸŨ دƸƸőĖ ŮƸƸšŤ
 ŮƸƸŨ يƸƸه ĞƸƸŬاŠ ūč ĚƸƸŘĴőũŤ اƸƸهőŨ واƸƸŝ ǁŝĨ ŮƸƸšŤŴ وهاĖوĥتƸƸĹŻ ŪƸƸŤ ȕşاƸƸهن �ĴƸƸŻĶĨĴřŠ
 ŹƸƸŤا ĚŤاƸƸĸĴŤا ĞƸƸėتŠ يƸƸتŤي اƸƸه ĞƸƸŬاŠ ȕŦƸƸőřŤاĖŴ �Ůż ǁŻĳوƸƸ ǁĹŤا ŮƸƸع ęĴĬاƸƸĸ ĚŤاƸƸĸĳ ĞƸƸėتŠ
 į ǁįĴتت ĞƸƸŬاŠ ěاšƸƸŬ Ğن ǁũŅي تƸƸتŤاŴ łƸƸũĨ يƸƸŘ Ůż ǁŻĳوƸƸĹŤا ŮƸƸŨ اƸƸهżŘ ƻęĴĬاƸƸĸ تهاŝżŝƸƸļ
 ȕųƸƸżŘ اƸƸŬدŝ ƿŘ źĲƸƸŤا ŧوƸƸżŤي اƸƸŘ ŧاƸƸĹتĖč ęĵوƸƸĩĖ ĞƸƸŬاŠ ĚŤاƸƸĸĴŤا ůĲƸƸه �ĚƸƸŝŉنũŤي اƸƸŘ ƻęįاƸƸع
 ĚőżŅŤي اƸƸŘ ŮšƸƸĹت ĞŬاŠ يƸƸتŤتها اŝżŝƸƸļ ŹƸƸŤا اƸƸهŤصاŻč اƸƸنهŨ ĞƸƸėťň دƸƸق ęاƸƸĥŬ ĞƸƸŬاŠ ıč
ƸƸĹřŬها� Šاū هƸƸدŗ هČƸƸلاĆ اĥŤنƸƸوį اƸƸĹŤوŮƸƸŨ ŮżŻĳ اŤتƸƸĥŬ ŒƸƸŨ ŞƸƸżŝĩاę هƸƸو تĭوřŻهƸƸا 

Ě اĬتřاĐنƸƸا�  ǁżŤŴČƸƸĹŨ اƸƸهťżũĩتŴ

تĴƸƸĸ śǙƸƸňč ǁŪƸƸاƸƸĥŬ ħاƸƸőĖ ęد ƸƸĸاعاƽě قťđƸƸĸĉ ǁŮƸƸšŤŴ ȕĚƸƸťżťتها ƸƸĨوŨ ţصŀĉ ĴƸƸżدقاĐهƸƸا 
 �ĚƸƸĖوĤĉ ūŴį ţاĶƸƸلا ت

تنا تنتهي هنا�   ǁلا تدعوا قص �ŧاĹتĖčŴ اŬĉ ƿěدŝ ƿŘ ي�Ĩوťļ şĳاėŨ يũĸا

My name is Mubarak.

At 36 years old, I was a 1st lieutenant in the 
General Security. In the meantime, I had 
returned to school to study law, hoping that 
these newly acquired skills would grant me 
a promotion. I often had to take the road 
from Mejdel (in Batroun) to the Lebanese 
University in Jal el Dib, to be able to attend 
my classes.

One day, as I was getting ready to go back 
home, my friend Najat asked me to drop off 
Ibtissam our classmate, who happened to 
live along the way.

At night, given that we had not returned, 
both our families went on a search to find 
us. They found my car, a blue Toyota, 
abandoned not far from Ras el Nach with 
no one inside it. We disappeared leaving 
our families in disbelief, deprived from any 
information to hold on to.  

Furthermore, a couple of days following 
our disappearance, our common friend 
Najat was called in for questioning in 
Kfarhazeen. There, the Syrian soldiers did 
not question her, but instead investigated 
whether she had written a text in which she 
openly mocked the Syrians. She had indeed 
written a letter to her sister in which she 
joked about the Syrians of Homs, jokes that 
were commonly made in the region. And 
this letter was in Ibtissam’s possession the 
day we disappeared. Najat had requested 
she delivers it to her sister as they happened 
to be from the same village.

The main reason behind the interrogation 
of Najat was to intimidate her and make 
her feel guilty for our disappearance. Najat 
was released a few hours later, but her 
questions about the fate of her two friends 
remained unanswered.

My name is Mubarak Chalouhy. I 
disappeared with Ibtissam. Do not let our 
story end here.

 Mubarak
Chalouhy

مبارك شلوحي
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 ƼţاƸƸĤĳ ŪƸƸĩاقت ȕيƸƸĖتاŠ ŒƸƸŤاňĉ يƸƸŤĶنŨ يƸƸŘ ƻاƸƸĹŤاĤ ĞƸƸنŠ اƸƸũنżĖ ȕǧǯǮǫ ŧاƸƸع ţوƸƸťŻĉ ǧǫ  يƸƸŘ
�ŞżŝĩتťŤ ŪƸƸهőŨ ĕاƸƸهĲŤي اƸƸنŨ واƸƸėťňŴ يƸƸŤĶنŨ ūوĩťƸƸĹŨ

 ĳوŨǜا ŪƸƸاقřتĖ Ę ǁėƸƸĹتت ūĉ ĚżƸƸĽĬ Ŧ ǁĬتدŤا ŮƸƸع ĞƸƸőتنŨا اƸƸنهšŤ źįلاŴĉŴ يƸƸتĤŴĵ ĞƸƸėőتĳا
 � ƻتاتاĖ ţĶƸƸنũŤا ŹƸƸŤč įوƸƸعǜ ŮƸƸŠĉ ŪƸƸŤ ȕ ƽاƸƸũ ǁتĩŨ ūاŠ źĴƸƸżصŨ  ŮƸƸšŤ �ĴƸƸġŠĉ

اŬتƸƸĸĉ ŮŨ ŦŠ ĴōاƸƸĸ ǧǮ ĚŨنȕĚ هدƸƸĸ ǧǫ ŶنŨ ȕĚنƸƸĸ ǧǧ ŹنŨŴ ĚاƸƸĸ ǯ ūĵنȕŮż عوįتي 
 ƻداżőĖ ęĴĥهŤا ŹŤا ŪƸƸتهőŘį Ŵ Ūتهŝهĳĉ ĚťŀتواũŤا ŦƸƸŨǜا ĚėżĬ ǁūĉ ǁلاč � ƽĚƸƸťŻوň ƽěنواƸƸĹŤ
 ŪƸƸŤ ŮƸƸŻĲŤاŴ ŪƸƸدهŤاŴ يƸƸřňاĬ ĳواƸƸĥĖ ľƸƸżőŤا ŹƸƸťع ŪƸƸهũŔĳĉ źĲƸƸ ǁŤد اƸƸťėŤد� اƸƸťėŤا اĲƸƸه ŮƸƸع

� ƻاőŉق ŪتهėƸƸĸاĩŨ ǁŪتت

 ŮƸƸ ǁũŨ ƽĚƸƸĠǙĠ ĚƸƸ ǁŻهو ŹƸƸťع ĞƸƸŘ ǁĴőا تƸƸهŬوšŤ �ţاƸƸŅ ǁنŤا ŮƸƸع ƻاƸƸŨوŻ ęاƸƸĥŬ يƸƸتĤŴĵ ŚƸƸتتوق ŪƸƸŤ
 ȕاƸƸهũżũتصŴ اعتهاĥƸƸĽĖ Ěĩ ǁťƸƸĹŨ �ŪƸƸه ǁŝĩĖ ĚƸƸ ǁżĐاŅق ŶوƸƸعį ŒƸƸŘĴĖ ĞƸƸŨقا ȕيƸƸŬوřŉتĬا
 ĚŝżŝĩŤا ĚƸƸŘĴőũŤ Ŧ ǁŀو ǁتťŤŴ ŪƸƸاتهŘاĴاعت ŹƸƸťع ŦƸƸصĩي تšŤ ŮƸƸżřňاĭŤي اƸƸتĤŴĵ ĞƸƸهĤاŴ

�źĴƸƸżصŨ ţوƸƸĨ

 ěاƸƸĹťĥŤاŴ ĚƸƸũŠاĩũŤا ŮƸƸŨ ƻاƸƸŨعا ǨǮ دƸƸőĖŴ � ǁŞƸƸĩŤا ŢƸƸŤı ŮƸƸŨ ŹƸƸتĨ وهاėťƸƸĸ ŪƸƸه ǁŬĉ ǁلاč
ŦŠ ĞŉŝƸƸĸ اŤتهŴ ŪƸƸاŤدعƸƸاŶŴ اũŤوĤهƸƸń ĚƸƸد  ƿا ȕĚżƸƸĸاżĹŤا ěاƸƸňوŕŅŤاŴ ĚƸƸŤاĩũŤا

     �ĚƸƸĠǙġŤا ŮƸƸżżنőũŤا

 ƻęدƸƸŨاŀ ţاĶƸƸي لا تƸƸهŘ �ŒƸƸواقŤا ęĳاĴƸƸŨŴ ĚƸƸĖوőŀ ŮƸƸŨ ŪƸƸŔĴŤاĖ ŪťƸƸĹتĹت ŪƸƸŤ ęاƸƸĥŬ ŮƸƸšŤ
 ĴĥهũŤي اƸƸŘ قتهاŴ ŮƸƸŨ ƻاƸƸŅőĖ يŅũا تƸƸهŬا اƸƸũŠ �ŮƸƸŻįوŝřũŤي اƸƸŤهاĉ ŒƸƸŨ ĘƸƸنĤ ŹƸƸŤč ƻاƸƸėنĤ

�ŪƸƸهĖ ĚƸƸŀاĬ ěǙƸƸĐعا ŪƸƸنهŨ ƽŦšƸƸŤ ĪƸƸėŀĉ ŮƸƸŻĲŤا اƸƸŬįلاŴا ĕĴƸƸق

 ŹƸƸنĤ يƸƸدتżřĨ ěĴƸƸصĖĉ ȕيƸƸŘاŉتĬا ŹƸƸťع ƻاƸƸŨعا ǩǦĳŴĴƸƸŨ دƸƸőĖ źĉ ȕǨǦǧǨ ţوƸƸťŻĉ ǧǫ يƸƸŘ
 ȕ ƻĚƸƸėŻĴŔ ƻĚƸƸŘدŀ ƻاƸƸŅŻĉ ĞƸƸŬاŠ اƸƸنهšŤ يƸƸتťĐاőŤ ęĴƸƸżėŠ ƽĚƸƸĨĴŘ ĚƸƸĖاġũĖ اƸƸتهįلاŴ ĞƸƸŬاŠ �ĳوƸƸنŤا
 ŹƸƸĹنŻ ŮƸƸŤ ȕĚƸƸŝżŝĩŤا ĳوƸƸهŌ ŒƸƸنũŤ ěاƸƸňوŕŅŤا ŮƸƸŨ ŪƸƸŔĴŤاĖ ųƸƸŬĉ دƸƸ ǁŠČتŤ ĞƸƸتĉ اƸƸهŬĊŠŴ

 � ƻداƸƸĖĉ اƸƸه ǁدĤ

ũĸčي ĩŨي اŤدĽżĽĨ ŮŻو� لا تدعوا قصتي تنتهي هنا�

My name is Mohieddine. On September 
15th 1982, as I was sitting at home reading a 
book, armed men stormed into my house and 
demanded I go with them for investigation.

My wife and children were terrified. Yet, - in 
fear of worsening the situation – they did not 
protest. But my fate had already been sealed. 
I was never to return home again. Oussama 
(18 years old), Huda (15 years old), Mona (11 
years old) and Mazen (9 years old) spent years 
waiting for me to come back. However, the 
ongoing disappointment took a toll on them 
so they moved away from this country. Away 
from this place that had forced them to live 
nearby their father’s kidnappers, kidnappers 
from whom no account was requested.

My wife Najat never stopped fighting. Having 
recognized the faces of three of my abductors, 
she filed a complaint. Armed  with only her 
courage and her determination, she confronted 
them wanting to hear their confessions, and 
finally discover the truth behind my fate.

But even her right to know was taken away 
from her. After twenty eight years of trials, 
adjourned hearings and political pressure, 
all charges against the three defendants were 
dropped.

Despite the bitterness of the situation, Najat 
did not give up, she is still standing on her 
own two feet,  side to side with other families 
of missing. She also spends a part of her time 
abroad, beside our children who are now 
raising families of their own.

On September 15th 2012, thirty years – day by 
day – after I got kidnapped, my granddaughter 
Jana saw the light. Her birth was both a great 
joy and a weird coincidence in our family. It 
happened as if to reiterate that despite the 
pressures exercised to conceal the truth, her 
grandfather will never be forgotten.

My name is Mohieddine Hachicho. Do not let 
my story end here.

Mohieddine 
Hachicho

 محي الدين
حشيشو
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 ĚƸƸĸĳدũŤا ǁĘƸƸĨĉ ŪƸƸŤ �Ńĳǜا ĚƸƸاعĳĶĖ يƸƸťũع ūاŠ ĘƸƸĨĉ ƿĞƸƸنŠ اƸƸŨ ǍŦƸƸ ƿĤ د�ƸƸũĩŨ يũƸƸĸا
 ƿĞƸƸنŠ �ĚƸƸĸاĳدŤا ĚƸƸŤŴاň ŚƸƸťĬ ĳاƸƸنهŤا ţواƸƸň ķوƸƸťĥŤا ŦƸƸũتĨĉ ŮƸƸŠĉ ŪƸƸťŘ ȕźĴƸƸŕŀ يƸƸŘ
 ųاعدتƸƸĹŨŴ źدŤاŴ ŹŤč ŧاƸƸũŅŬǞا ĞŬاŠ ęدƸƸżĨوŤتي اėŔĴŘ ȕدŻدƸƸĽŤا ŦƸƸťũŤاĖ ƿĴőƸƸļĉ ƻاƸƸŨŴį
 ǂيƸƸنĠا ĴƸƸũőŤا ŮƸƸŨ ƿĞƸƸŕťĖ اƸƸŨعند ĚƸƸĸĳدũŤا şĴƸƸتĉ ūĉ źدƸƸŤاŴ ŞƸƸŘاŴ ا ƻĴƸƸżĬĉ �ĳاƸƸżĭŤا ŚƸƸŉŝĖ

 �ŦƸƸŝĩŤي اƸƸŘ ůاعدƸƸĸĉ ƿĞƸƸĩėŀĉ ĞƸƸوقŤا ŢƸƸŤı ĲƸƸنŨŴ اƸƸ ƻŨعا ĴƸƸĽع

 ĳŴĴƸƸŨ دƸƸőĖ ŮƸƸšŤ �ľƸƸżĥŤاĖ śاƸƸĩتŤالا ĞƸƸŤŴاĨ ȕ ƻناƸƸĸ ĴƸƸėŠĉ ĞƸƸĩėŀĉ اƸƸŨعندŴ ęĴƸƸتŘ دƸƸőĖ
ŦƸƸũĨ ūĊƸƸĖ ŮƸƸ اŻ ŮƸƸšŻ ŪƸƸŤ ħǙƸƸĹŤناėƸƸĸني�  ǁŝżتŨ اƸƸŬĉŴ ţĶƸƸنũŤا ŹƸƸŤا ƿěدƸƸ ƿع ȕدƸƸĨاŴ ŧاƸƸع
 ŪƸƸŤ ĚƸƸŻĴĩťŤ يƸƸėĨŴ ĚƸƸőŘندũŤتي اżصĭƸƸļ ȕųƸƸنňوŤ ƻاƸƸ ǁėĩŨ ا ƻصĭƸƸļ يƸƸŬوŠ ŮƸƸŨ ŪƸƸŔĴŤاėŘ
ǁźĶƸƸŤ Ů اĥŤنƸƸدź اŤصاšŘ �ĪƸƸŤنĳŴį ĘƸƸőŤ ŦƸƸŅŘĉ ƿĞƸƸ اŝƸƸļĉ ŒƸƸŨ ŪƸƸšĩŤاĐي  ǂżėƸƸĸناŨ اƸƸŬوšŻ

ŝżŝƸƸļŴاتي ŴتŝدŪƸƸŻ اƸƸĹũŤاعدę عندƸƸŨا ŠاƸƸŬوا ĩŻتاƸƸĤوũĨ ƾūاŻتƸƸي�

 ŮĖا Źťع ņƸƸėŝŤا ƾيƸƸ ǀŝŤ ƿĉ قد ūاŠ �ĳاƸƸżهŬǞاĖ يƸƸ ǁŨĉ Ğėżŀ ƿا ȕǧǯǮǫ ŧاƸƸع ŮƸƸŨ ŧاƸƸŻǜد اƸƸĨĉ يƸƸŘ
 ųƸƸĖ śاƸƸĩťŤ ŏاĴƸƸĸǞاĖ �ĴƸƸŨǜاĖ ĴƸƸšŘĉ ūĉ ūŴį ± اƸƸŬĉ ƿĞƸƸũ ƿقŴ ȕĺƸƸťĖاĴň يƸƸŘ įوƸƸũĩŨ اƸƸتهĬĉ
 ŪƸƸŤ ȕźįوƸƸهĤ ŦŠ ŮƸƸŨ ŪƸƸŔĴŤاĖŴ �ŊƸƸŝŘ اƸƸ ƻŨعا ĴƸƸĽع ĚƸƸĠǙĠ Ŵı įوƸƸũĩŨ ūاŠ �ųƸƸżťع ĳوƸƸġőŤاŴ

�ŧوƸƸżŤا ŢƸƸŤı يƸƸŘ ĞƸƸżėŤا ŹƸƸŤč ŒƸƸĤĴŬ ŪƸƸŤ اƸƸŬǙ ǀŠ �ĆيƸƸļ ŦƸƸőŘĉ ūĉ źĳŴدƸƸŝũĖ ŮƸƸšŻ

قصتنƸƸا  تدعƸƸوا  لا   �ŢƸƸ ǁŻوőŤا  įوƸƸũĩŨ  ųũƸƸĸا ĬاŤتƸƸي   ŮƸƸĖč  ȕŢƸƸ ǁŻوőŤا ƸƸũĩŨد  ũƸƸĸčي 
هنƸƸا�    تنتهƸƸي 

My name is Mohammad. Working in the 
land was what I used to love most. As a 
child, I would suffer in school. I could 
not stand sitting behind a desk the entire 
day, as my legs would itch. I had but 
one desire, which was to join my dad in 
picking cucumbers. At 12 years old, my 
father had finally agreed that I can be free 
from my school desk and work in the field 
by his side.

A few years later, as I became older, I 
tried joining the army. But within a year I 
went back home convinced that I was not 
meant to carry a weapon. I was however 
very patriotic but my impulsive character 
and my love for freedom did not suit the 
good soldier’s uniform. I preferred playing 
the role of referee between my brothers 
and sisters, and helping them if they ever 
needed my protection.

One day in 1985, my mother collapsed. My 
cousin Mahmoud was arrested in Tripoli, 
so I rushed without thinking to go and 
find him. Mahmoud was only 13 years old. 
Despite my efforts, there was little I could 
do for him. Neither him nor I returned 
home on that day.

My name is Mohammad Al Awwayik, my 
cousin is Mahmoud Al Awwayik. Do not 
let our story end here.

 Mohammad 
Al Awwayik

محمد العويّك
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 ŪŤ �źĴżėŕŤا ĚƸƸĸĳدŨ يŘ ķĳįĉ ƿĞنŠŴ ƻاŨعا ĴƸƸĽع ĚőĖĳĉ źĴũع ūاŠ �ŹƸƸřŉصŨ يũƸƸĸا
 ĳدƸƸŝĖ ĚƸƸĸĳدũŤي اƸƸŘ ƻاƸƸĩĤاŬ ƿĞƸƸنŠ يƸƸن ǁŬĉ وƸƸŤ ŹƸƸنũي تتƸƸتťĐعا ĞƸƸŬاŠŴ � ƻداƸƸتهĥŨ ƻاĲƸƸżũťت ŮƸƸŠĉ
 ūاŠŴ ŪƸƸĸ ǁĴŤاĖ ĴġŠĉ ƻاƸƸ ǁũťŨ ƿĞنŠ يƸƸن ǁŬĉ ǁلاč �ūوƸƸšĩŅŻ يĐدقاŀĉ ŦƸƸőĤ يŘ ƻاƸƸĩĤاŬ ƿĞƸƸنŠ اƸƸŨ
 ĳوƸƸŀŴ ĚƸƸ ǁŻĳاتوšŻĳاŠ ŧوƸƸĸĴĖ ĞƸƸوقŤا ŢƸƸŤı يƸƸŘ اƸƸتهǝŨ ĚƸƸ ǁżŉżŉĭت ŧوƸƸĸ ƿĳ ĚƸƸĸا ǁĴ ƿŠ źدƸƸŤ
 ęدƸƸĩتũŤا ŪƸƸŨǜا ŧاƸƸع ŮƸƸżŨĉ ŹƸƸŤا اƸƸنهżĨ ĚƸƸ ǁŻĳهوũĥŤا ĺƸƸżĐĳ ŮƸƸŨ ȖĚ ǁżƸƸĸاżĸ ěا ǁżصĭƸƸļ
 ŇاŝŬ ęاهدƸƸĽũĖ ŒتũتƸƸĸĉ Ğن ƿŠ �ĞوقŤا ŢƸƸŤı يŘ ŮżŤŴČƸƸĹũŤا ŮŨ įدƸƸőĖ ƻاĳŴĴƸƸŨ ŞĖاƸƸ ǁĹŤا

 �ŪاتهŅتناقŴ ŪاتهżصĭƸƸļ ŚƸƸőń

ěĴƸƸĬ اŮƸƸŨ ŦƸƸżťŝŤ اũŤاŠ ȕţنıĉ ƿĞƸƸهĘ اżƸƸĸ ŹŤنũا  ǁįا اƸƸũ ǁťŠŴ اũنżƸƸ ǁĹŤاĖ ŚŕƸƸļ źدƸƸŤ ūاŠ 
řŻĳوƸƸŤي � ƸƸŘي ƸƸĽũŤ  � ěŴĴƸƸżĖ ŊƸƸĸŴاهدŠ �ŪƸƸťżŘ ęنıĉ ƿĞƸƸهĘƸƸ عƸƸاŝżŝƸƸļ ĚƸƸŝŘĴĖ ƻęįتي 
 ³ĳوżŉŤا´ ŪƸƸťżŘ تيŝżŝƸƸļ ŒƸƸŨ ěاهدƸƸļ يƸƸن ǁŬĉ ĴƸƸŠıĉ �ŧاƸƸĽي هƸƸĐدقاŀĉ ǁĶƸƸعĉ Ŵĉ ŶĴƸƸėšŤا

 �şوšƸƸĽتżه ģĴĭũťŤ

 ƿĞƸƸنŠ اƸƸũنżĖ ŧاƸƸĽه ƿĞƸƸŘįاŀ ȕǧǯǭǫ ŧاƸƸع ţوƸƸťŻĉ ĴهƸƸļ ŮƸƸŨ يƸƸŤاżť ǁŤا ŶدƸƸĨč يƸƸŘ ŮƸƸšŤŴ
 ĘهĲŬ ūĉ ŧاƸƸĽه ħĴƸƸاقت �ůعند ĚƸƸťżťŤا ĆاƸƸŅŝŤ ŒƸƸėنŤا ķĉĳ يƸƸŘ يƸƸŤاĬ ţĶƸƸنŨ ŹƸƸŤا ƻاƸƸهĤتوŨ
تƸƸي�  ǁŉĬ ĴƸƸżżŕتĖ يƸƸقناعǞ ĴƸƸżġšŤا ŢƸƸŤı ųƸƸنŨ ĘƸƸ ǁťŉتŻ ŪƸƸŤ �ŪƸƸťżŘ ęاهدƸƸĽũŤ اũنżƸƸ ǁĹŤا ŹƸƸŤč

 �Ŀاŀĳ ěاƸƸŝťň ŏدلاƸƸŬنا اőũƸƸĸ ȕيŤوřŻĳ اũنżƸƸĸ ŹƸƸŤا ţوĬدŤا ŢƸƸļŴ ŹƸƸťا عƸƸ ǁنŠ اƸƸũنżĖŴ
 ųřťĬ ŧاƸƸĽه ĴōŬ ȕŮƸƸŨć ūاšƸƸŨ ŹƸƸŤč ŦƸƸŀŴ ūĉ į ǁĴƸƸĥũĖŴ �ŶŴĊƸƸŨ įاƸƸĥŻǞ ģŴĴƸƸĭŤاĖ عناĴƸƸĸĉ
 ȕŒواقŤا ĚƸƸهĤواŨ ƻاƸƸŅŘاĳ عني ĢƸƸĩėŻ هوŴ ųƸƸ ǁťŠ ŦżťŤا ŹƸƸŅŨĉ �ůĆاĳŴ دƸƸعĉ ŪƸƸŤ يƸƸنŬĊĖ ŶĴƸƸżŤ
 ŹŤا ŦƸƸĬį ȕيƸƸŤا ǁتŤا ŧوƸƸżŤا ħاƸƸėŀ يƸƸŘ ŮƸƸšŤŴ ي�ƸƸŬداŝŘ ĊƸƸėŬ ŮƸƸي عƸƸدتŤاŴ ĴƸƸėĭŻ ūĉ ųƸƸżťع ǁūĊƸƸĖŴ

 � ƻاƸƸļ ǁوĽŨŴ ƻعاĶعĶŨ ħاżƸƸĽŤي اƸƸŘ يŤĶنŨ

 Ńĳǜا ěĳاƸƸهŬا اƸƸŨي عندƸƸřťĭŤا ĆاƸƸنřŤي اƸƸŘ ǁتيŝżŝƸƸļ ŒƸƸŨ ĳاƸƸŉŘǞا ţŴاƸƸي تتنƸƸدتŤاŴ ĞƸƸŬاŠ
دǁŦŠ ŮƸƸőũĤ ȕĚƸƸŨ اƸƸŝŤوę اŤتƸƸي  ǁصŤا ŢƸƸťت ŮƸƸŨ ęĶƸƸżĤŴ ęĴƸƸتŘ دƸƸőĖ ŮƸƸšŤŴ � ǁŮƸƸهŨقداĉ ĞƸƸĩت

 �ħĳاƸƸĽũŤي اƸƸŘ يƸƸعن ĢƸƸĩėŤاĖ ūĉدƸƸĖŴ اƸƸنهšťتũت ĞƸƸŬاŠ

 �Ź ǁتĨ ěاŘĳ şهنا ŮšŻ ŪŤ � ƻاđżļ اŴدĥŻ ŪŤ ȕŶŴدĤ ūŴį ŮšŤŴ

اũĸي Ũصřŀ Źřŉا� قصتي لا تنتهي هنا�   

My name is Mostafa.

I was 14 years old and was studying at 
Ghobeiry school. Speaking of which, I 
wasn’t a very good student. My family 
would have liked it if I was as successful 
in school as I was at making my friends 
laugh. But I was much more interested in 
drawing. I had a sketchbook that I used to 
fill up with caricatures and representations 
of political figures from that time. 
From the president, the United Nations 
Secretary General, to the main leaders at 
the time. I would crookedly enjoy their 
inconsistencies and their weaknesses. 

I also had a passion for the cinema. 
Whenever I would have enough savings, 
I would head straight to the Rivoli - there 
in Down Town - to watch a movie. I would 
often go in the company of either my best 
friend, Hisham or my eldest sister. I recall 
once watching Hitchcock’s “The Birds” 
with her.

One evening, in September 1975, as I was 
heading to my uncle’s place in Ras El 
Nabeh to sleep over, I ran into my friend 
Hisham, who suggested we go catch a 
movie. It did not take much persuasion 
for me to change my plans.

As we were on the verge of entering the 
movie theater of the Rivoli, gun shots 
broke out. The two of us rushed out trying 
to find shelter. As soon as he had reached 
safety, Hisham looked back and noticed 
that I was no longer behind him. He spent 
the night searching for me, refusing to face 
the reality and the prospect of having to 
break the news to my mother. However, 
early on the next morning, looking all 
shaken and disoriented, he stepped into 
my house in Chiah.

My mother and my two sisters were having 
breakfast in the backyard when the floor 
crumbled beneath their feet. Yet shortly 
after this shock, they gathered whatever 
strength they had left, and started 
visiting morgues. 

But, I was nowhere to be found. There 
were not even any remains. 

My name is Mostafa Safa. My story does 
not end here.

Mostafa Safa
مصطفى صفا
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 �ĺťĖاĴň يŘ ĚŻĴاهĶŤا ĚŝŉنŨ ŮŨ اŬĉŴ ĳاĶŬ يũĸč

 źĴƸƸŕŀ يƸƸŘ źدƸƸŤاŴ يƸƸŘتو �įلاŴĉ  ĚőėƸƸĸ ŮƸƸŨ ĚƸƸřŤČŨ ĚƸƸťĐي عاƸƸŘ ĴƸƸšėŤا  īǜا ƿĞƸƸن ƿŠ
ŚƸƸ اĭŤاƸƸšŤ ȕĺƸƸŨي ĉعƸƸĸĉŴ ŦƸƸũاعد  ǁصŤي اƸƸŘ ĞƸƸنŠ اƸƸŨعند ĚƸƸĸĳدũŤا şĴƸƸتŤ ěĳĴƸƸŉńاŴ
 ĪƸƸżťتصŤ ųƸƸاقŘĳ دƸƸĨĉ ǀģاĴƸƸŠ يƸƸŘ ƻǙƸƸũي عƸƸŤ دƸƸĤŴ دƸƸي قƸƸ ǁũع ūاŠ �ĚƸƸťĐاőŤا ĚƸƸŤعاč يƸƸŘ يƸƸدتŤاŴ
 ŮŨ Ğن ǁšũت ȕيƸƸėŻĳتد ĆاƸƸتهŬا ŮŨ ęĴƸƸżقص ęĴتŘ دƸƸőĖŴ ȕĚƸƸŀĴřŤا ŢƸƸťت ƿĞƸƸũتنŔا �ěاĳاżƸƸ ǁĹŤا

 �ĚƸƸŻĴاهĶŤا ŧوƸƸنŔ ĚƸƸĸĳدŨ ŮƸƸŨ ĕĴƸƸŝŤاĖ يƸƸĖ ĿاƸƸĬ ģاĴƸƸŠ ĪƸƸتŘ

اĉ ūĉ ěĳĴƸƸŉńعĥĖ ŦƸƸũهƸƸد ũŻ ŪƸƸŤ ŮšŤŴنőني ŮƸƸŨ ŢŤı اũŤواŮżĖ ĚŬĵ عƸƸťũي ŀĉŴدقاĐي� 
 łƸƸقĴŬŴ ŹŝżƸƸĸوũŤا ŧاƸƸŕŬĉ ŹƸƸŤč ŒũتƸƸĹنŤ ŦƸƸżťŤي اƸƸŘ يƸƸĐدقاŀĉ ŒƸƸŨ ŒƸƸũتĤĉ ĞƸƸنŠ ıč
 ƻاƸƸŅŻĉ ĞƸƸوقŤا ŢƸƸŤı يƸƸŘ ĞƸƸن ƿŠ �ĶƸƸżĤ يƸƸėŤاŴ اƸƸĖǚا ĚƸƸقĴŘ �ŮżتĳوŉƸƸĸĉ ŮƸƸżقتĴŘ يƸƸŬاŔĉ ŹƸƸťع
 ŮƸƸżńاĳ اƸƸهŻدŤاŴ ŮƸƸšŻ ŪƸƸŤŴ ŮƸƸĹŤي اƸƸŘ يƸƸŬĴŕتص ĞƸƸŬاŠ �źįاƸƸها هنũƸƸĸا ęاƸƸتřĖ ƻاƸƸŨĴŕŨ
 ƻاƸƸŨعا ĴƸƸĽع ĚőƸƸĹت şاĲƸƸŬć źĴƸƸũع ūاŠ ا�ƸƸهĳاōتŬلا ƻداőتƸƸĹŨ ƿĞƸƸن ƿŠ يƸƸن ǁنšŤŴ ȕاƸƸقتنǙع ŮƸƸع

ŠŴنĉ ƿĞƸƸعتƸƸŝد Ũĉ ǁūĉاƸƸŨي ƸƸżĨاň ęوǜ ĚƸƸťŻعƸƸĽżها� 

 Ěőŉق Źťع ţصوĩťŤ ęĳوšŤا ŹŤي اŝŻدŀ ŒŨ ƿĞėهı ȕǧǯǮǩ ŧعا ŮŨ يŬاġŤا ūوŬاŠ ǧ يŘ
ƸƸا ƸƸŘي ŝŻĴňنƸƸا اŹƸƸŤ هنƸƸاŀ ȕşاŘįنƸƸا ƸƸĤĳالاŠ ŮżĩťƸƸĹŨ ƻاŬوا  ǁنŠ اƸƸũنżĖ ŮƸƸšŤŴ �ųتĳاżƸƸĹŤ ĳاƸƸżŔ
 �ĚŉŝنŤا Ţťت Ůع ƻاĴżġŠ د ƿőėŬ ŪŤ �ęĳوšŤا ± ĿصاĩĖ ĚŝŉنŨ يŘ ĶĤاĨ Źťع ŮŻĶŠĴũتŨ 
 ǁūĉ ǁلاč �ūوƸƸżŨĉ ŮĥƸƸĸ يƸƸŘ اƸƸŬĵاĥتĨاŴ اƸƸŬĲĬĉ ŪƸƸد تƸƸق ƿųƸƸŬĊĖ įهوƸƸĽŤا ŮƸƸŨ دƸƸŻدőŤا ţاƸƸق
 ƻداƸƸĖĉ ŤهƸƸا   ĪũƸƸĹ ƿŻ  ŪƸƸŤŴ  ěاĴƸƸŨ  ęدƸƸع  ŮĥƸƸĹŤا  ŢƸƸŤı  ŹƸƸŤا  ĞƸƸėهı دƸƸق  ĞƸƸŬاŠ ŴاŤدتƸƸي 
 şاƸƸهن  ŹƸƸŤا  ĕاƸƸه ǁĲŤاĖ ŴاŤدتƸƸي   ě ǁĴũتƸƸĸا  ȕŢƸƸŤı  ŮƸƸŨ  ŪƸƸŔ ǁĴŤا  ŹƸƸťع  �ųƸƸżŤč  ţوƸƸĬدŤاĖ
�şاƸƸهن ƻاįوƸƸĤوŨ دƸƸعĉ ŪƸƸŤ يƸƸنŬĊĖ ųƸƸżŘ اƸƸوهŕťĖĉ źĲƸƸŤا ŧوƸƸżŤا ŹƸƸتĉ ūĉ ŹƸƸŤا ƻاĳاĴƸƸšتŴ ƻاĳاĴƸƸŨ 

  
ƸƸőĖŴد تĚőƸƸĹ عƸƸļ ĴƸƸĽهĴاŮƸƸŨ ƻ اĬتŉاƸƸŘيĵ ȕاĳهƸƸا Š ƼłĭƸƸļاŝżŝƸƸļ ǀģŴĵ ŒƸƸŨ ŦũőŻ ūتي 
ĩتĶƸƸĥاƸƸőŨ ƻي įاƸƸŘ ŮĥƸƸĸ ŦƸƸĬي  ƿŨ ūاŠ ƿųƸƸŬĊĖ اƸƸهŤ ţاƸƸق  � ƻاįدƸƸĥŨ يƸƸتŻċĴĖ ŦƸƸŨǜا اƸƸهŤ įاƸƸعĉŴ
 łĭƸƸĽŤا اĲƸƸه �ŚƸƸهšŤا ŪƸƸĸا ūاšƸƸũŤا ŢƸƸŤı ŹƸƸťع ŞƸƸťŉ ƿŻ ūاŠŴ ȕęĳوƸƸšŤاĖ ĪżŘ ĚƸƸŝŉنŨ
 �ŮƸƸżĨ دƸƸőĖ ųĨاĴƸƸĸ ŞƸƸťň ƿĉŴ ȕŦƸƸũőŤي اƸƸŘ ůċǙƸƸŨĵŴ وƸƸه ęĴƸƸتŘ ĲƸƸنŨ ŦƸƸŝد اعتƸƸق ūاŠ 

  
 �œاĴřŤا Ŷوĸ ƻاđżƸƸļ دĥت ŪŤ ȕي ǁعن ĢĩėتŤ ŮĥƸƸĹŤا ŢŤı ŹŤدتي اŤاŴ Ğėهı اŨعند ŮšŤŴ 

  
ũĸčي ĶŬاĳ اňĴŝŤا�źŴ قصتي لا تنتهي هنا�

My name is Nizar. I am from the Zahriyeh, 
in Tripoli.

I was the eldest in a family of seven 
children. My father passed away when we 
were still little. I had to quit school while I 
was still in 5th grade to work and help my 
mother sustain our family. My uncle had 
landed me a job at a friend of his, who 
used to fix cars. I grasped this opportunity, 
and shortly after my training was complete 
I managed to open my own small garage 
nearby the Ghannouma Al Zahriye school.

I had to work hard but was still able 
to create a balance between work and 
friends. My friends and I used to gather at 
night to listen to music and dance to the 
beats of our two legendary bands: ABBA 
and the Bee Gees. Alongside my friends, 
there was also a girl called Hanadi, with 
whom I was in love. She was younger than 
me, and her parents were not very satisfied 
with our relationship, but I was willing to 
wait for as long as it takes. I was 19 years 
old, and I believed I still had a long life 
ahead of me.

On January 1st 1983, I went with a friend of 
mine to Koura to get the spare piece that his 
car needed. On our way there, we clashed 
with armed men who were positioned at 
the Bahsas-Koura checkpoint. We did not 
go much further than this. Many witnesses 
have said that the two of us were taken and 
detained in a prison in Amioun. My mother 
had gone to that prison numerous times 
but was always banned from entering.  
Nonetheless, she kept going to that place 
over and over again, until the day they told 
her that I was no longer there.

However, 19 months after I got kidnapped, 
someone who had worked with my sister’s 
husband, visited her and reignited her 
hope of seeing me again. He had told her 
that we were cell mates in the Fih, Koura 
prison, which was also known as “the 
cave”. He, on the other hand, had been 
arrested along with his colleagues from 
their workplace but was released later on.

Yet when my mother went to that prison 
to look for me, she found nothing but 
emptiness.

My name is Nizar Al Kirtawi. My story does 
not end here.

Nizar Al Kirtawi
نزار القرطاوي
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 ħŴاĴتت įلاŴĉ ĚƸƸĹũĭŤ ƻاƸƸĖĉŴ ƻǙ ǁهĊت ƿŨ ƿĞƸƸن ƿŠ �ŃاƸƸŻĳ ŪƸƸĸاĖ ƻاŘŴĴőŨ ƿĞƸƸنŠ يƸƸن ǁنšŤŴ ųƸƸŻĶŬ يũƸƸĸا
�ěنواƸƸĸ ĴƸƸĽőŤاŴ Ů ǂżنتƸƸĹŤا ŮżĖ Ūهĳاũعĉ

 ĴƸƸĥřŤد اƸƸعن ƿŎŝżتƸƸĸĉ ƿĞƸƸنŠ �ŢũƸƸĸ ǀįاƸƸ ǁżصŠ ŦƸƸũعĉ ƿĞƸƸن ƿŠ ĢƸƸżĨ ȕداƸƸżŀ يƸƸŘ ƿĢƸƸšũŬ اƸƸ ǁنŠ
ıĉŴهŹƸƸŤč ĘƸƸ اƸƸšŤ ĴƸƸĩėŤي ƸƸŉŀĉاƿŒƸƸżĖĉ ǁŪƸƸĠ ŮƸƸŨŴ ȕį اũƸƸĸǜاş اŤتƸƸي اŉŀدتهƸƸا Ėĵ ŹƸƸŤčاĐنƸƸي 

�ĚƸƸنŻدũŤا ĆاƸƸĩŬĉ ǁŦŠ يƸƸŘ

 ųƸƸėťň ƿņƸƸŘĳĉ ƿĞƸƸن ƿŠ ȕęĴƸƸżĬǜا ĚƸƸŬŴǚي اƸƸŘ ŮƸƸšŤ ا�ƸƸ ƻũĐاį يƸƸنŝŘاĴŻ ūĉ śŴĳاƸƸŘ ĴƸƸš ǀėŤي اƸƸنĖا įاƸƸاعت
ĘėƸƸĹĖ تدهƸƸوĳ اŤوŒƸƸń اŨǜنƸƸي� ƸƸŝťŘد اĬتĖ ƿěĴƸƸėنƸƸĹřي ƸƸŨدƸƸĸ ŶوĆ اĩŤاĚƸƸŤ اŨǜنĚƸƸż عندƸƸŨا 
ƸƸŝťŉوا ĴƸƸĸاĨي ƸƸőĖد ŘتƽęĴƸƸ قصęĴƸƸż عندŨا  ƿżŤ ȕźĵاƸƸĥتĨاŴ يƸƸřżتوقĖ Ěĩ ǁťƸƸĹŨ ĴƸƸŀعنا ĞƸƸŨقا

Š źĲƸƸاƸƸėżėň ūاŨ ŮƸƸŨ ƻنŝŉتنƸƸاĉŴ ȕقنőهĖ ŪƸƸاĴƸƸŘǞاģ عنƸƸي� ǁŤاŴ ȖيƸƸنĐاĖĵ دƸƸĨĉ ŦƸƸ ǁĬتد

 ŒŉتƸƸĸĉ ŪƸƸŤ ȕŢƸƸŤı ƾŪƸƸŔĳ ŮƸƸšŤ �ūاƸƸżĨǜا ŪƸƸōőŨ يƸƸŘ ƻاƸƸŝťق ĪƸƸėŀ ƿĉ يƸƸتنťőĤ ĚƸƸĠįاĩŤا ůĲƸƸه
ĚƸƸũŝŤ Ů اőŤ ľżőŤاťĐتي� ǁŨČ ƿŻ ūاŠ źĲƸƸ ǁŤد اżĨوŤا ŦũőŤا ƿųƸƸ ƾŬوŠ ŢũƸƸĸ ŒĐاėŠ يťũع ŮŨ ǁدƸƸĩŤا

ŴقƿĞƸƸř عĨ ŹƸƸťاƸƸĸ �ĶƸƸĤاĖĵ ŏĳاĐنƸƸي  ƿĉ ȕاĴƸƸėع ŹƸƸŤا ƻاƸƸėاهı ƿĞƸƸن ƿŠ اƸƸũنżĖŴ ŧاƸƸ ǁŻǜد اƸƸĨĉ يƸƸŘ ȕŮƸƸšŤ 
 ŦŀتواŤاĖ ȕĚƸƸĠįاĩťŤ ŪاهدتهƸƸĽŨ ƾĳوŘ ȕ ƻدا ǁżĤ نيŬوŘĴőŻŴ ĚƸƸŝŉنũŤا ū ǁاšƸƸĸ ŮŨ واŬاŠ ŮƸƸŻĲ ǁŤا
 ŪŤ ها ǁنšŤŴ ا�żƸƸĽżťżũŤا ţاƸƸĤĳ ŦƸƸėق ŮƸƸŨ źĵاƸƸĥتĨا ŪƸƸقد ت ųƸƸŬĊĖ اƸƸهĳاėĬǞ ĚƸƸťżũĤ يƸƸتĤŴĵ ŒƸƸŨ
تƸƸĹتŒŉ اĲŤهƸƸاĕ اšƸƸŨ ŹƸƸŤاĨč ūتƸƸĥاƸƸŘ źĵي ŢƸƸŤı اƸƸżŤوǁūǜ ȕŧ اľƸƸżĥŤ اĴƸƸĸǞاťżĐي Šاū قƸƸد 

�ĚƸƸنŻدũŤي اƸƸŘ ţوƸƸĥت ĴƸƸōĨ ŃĴƸƸřĖ ŧاƸƸق

 �Ě ǁŻĳا ǁنŤي اƸƸتĤا ǁĳį ŹƸƸťع ĞƸƸŘ ǁĴőتŴ ųƸƸنżع ĶĤاĩŤا ŹƸƸŤا ĚƸƸťżũĤ ĞƸƸėهı ȕيƸƸŤا ǁتŤا ŧوƸƸżŤا ħاƸƸėŀ يƸƸŘ
 źĲƸƸ ǁŤا ŢũƸƸ ǁĹŤي اƸƸťŝĖ ūوƸƸŨوŝŻ واƸƸŬاŠ ŪƸƸه ǁŬĉ ŒƸƸŨ يƸƸتŻċ ƿĳ اŴĴƸƸšŬ ūوĩťƸƸĹũŤا ţاƸƸĤ ǁĴŤا ǁūĉ ǁلاč
 ĘƸƸťŉĖ ŢƸƸŤı دƸƸőĖ يƸƸتĤŴĵ ĞƸƸŨقا �ųƸƸدتŉŀد اƸƸا قƸƸŬĉ ƿĞƸƸن ƿŠ źĲƸƸ ǁŤا ŢũƸƸ ǁĹŤا ƿųƸƸ ǁŬĉ اƸƸ ƻĩńاŴ داƸƸĖ
 ŮšŤŴ ȕĚŝĖاƸƸ ǁĹŤا ę ǁĴƸƸũŤي اƸƸŘ يĨاĴƸƸĸ śǙƸƸňĎĖ اعدƸƸĸ دƸƸق ūاŠ źĲƸƸŤا ĘƸƸżėŉŤا ŮƸƸŨ ęاعدƸƸĹũŤا

�ĆيƸƸļ ǁźĉ ŦƸƸőŘ ĴƸƸĬć łĭƸƸļ ǁźĉ ūاšƸƸŨĎĖ Ŵĉ ųƸƸŬاšŨĎĖ ŮƸƸšŻ ŪƸƸŤ ę ǁĴƸƸũŤا ůĲƸƸه

 ĴƸƸđĖ ŦƸƸĬاį Ě ǁŻĴƸƸĽĖ ěاƸƸŘĳ ŹƸƸťع ĳوƸƸġőŤا ǁŪƸƸت ȕيƸƸĐاřتĬا ŹƸƸťع ƻاƸƸŨعا ŮŻĴƸƸĽعŴ يƸƸنĠا ĳŴĴƸƸŨ دƸƸőĖ
 ŮƸƸšŻ ŪƸƸŤ �ŶĴƸƸĬ ƿĉ Ě ǁŻĴƸƸĽĖ اƸƸŻاŝĖ ŒƸƸŨ ŪƸƸĤاũĤ ĚƸƸżŬاũĠ įاƸƸĥŻč ǁŪƸƸدا� تƸƸżŀ ĚƸƸنŻدŨ ŮƸƸŨ ĕĴƸƸŝŤاĖ
 ǁŢƸƸ ǁĽŤا ţاĵ اŨŴ ا�ƸƸŻاĩ ǁŅŤا ĆلاČƸƸه ŮƸƸżĖ ŮƸƸŨ ƿĞƸƸن ƿŠ اıč اƸƸŨ ĚƸƸŘĴőŨ źįلاŴĉŴ يƸƸتĤŴĵ ĚاعŉتƸƸĸاĖ
 �ěواŨǜا įداƸƸي عƸƸŘ لاŴ ęاƸƸżĩŤد اżق ŹƸƸťع ƿĞƸƸĹŤ اƸƸŬĊŘ ȕŧوƸƸżŤا اƸƸ ǁŨĉ �źĴƸƸżصŨ ţوƸƸĨ ŪƸƸهįŴاĴ ƿŻ
 ŮƸƸŨ ǁŦŠ įاĳĉ ıč �źįلاŴĉ ŗاƸƸŘĵ ěواƸƸعį يƸƸŘ źĴƸƸżصŨ ţوƸƸĨ ŃوƸƸũŕŤا اĲƸƸه ęĆاĴƸƸق ŮƸƸšũŻ
 ūŴį ŮƸƸšŤŴ ȕŪدتهŤاŴ ŪƸƸĸا ŮƸƸŨ ĕĴŝŤاĖ يũƸƸĸا ĚƸƸĖتاŠ ķŴįĴƸƸŘŴ źįاƸƸŘŴ ŮŻĴƸƸĹŬŴ śŴĳاƸƸŘ

�³ŧوƸƸĨĴŨ´ ĚƸƸũťŠ įوƸƸĤŴ

ũĸčي Ŕć ųŻĶŬا �ŻĳاŃ�� لا تدعوا قصتي تنتهي هنا�

 

My name is Nazih, but everyone called me 
Riad. I was married, and had children aged 
between 2 and 10 years old.

We were living in Saida where I was 
working as a fisherman. Every morning, I 
would get up by dawn and head to the sea. 
I would then sell the fresh fish I caught to 
my customers in and around the city.

My eldest son Farouk had the habit of 
keeping me company. But recently I have 
been turning down his offers to accompany 
me, because the security situation was 
deteriorating. I had recently been stopped 
by armed men, who had released me 
shortly after the intervention of one of my 
customers, a doctor from the region.

After that incident, I had become more 
unsettled. I could not however reduce 
my commuting, as selling my fish was my 
only income. It provided a good living for 
my family. 

But one day, as I was going to Abra, I was 
stopped at a checkpoint. My customers 
who knew me well and lived close by, 
contacted my wife Jamileh to inform her 
that I was being detained by militia men. 
However, due to the Israeli curfew at the 
time, my wife was unable to go to where I 
was being held.

The next morning, as she reached the 
checkpoint, she recognized my motorbike.

However, the armed men denied ever 
seeing me, although they were frying fish 
which was evidently the ones I had caught. 
My wife then approached the doctor who 
had helped my release the previous time 
I was detained. But this time around, 
neither him nor anyone else was able to 
do anything about it. 

22 years after my disappearance, 
unidentified human remains were found 
in a well near Saida. Eight skulls along 
with other human parts were uncovered. 
My wife and children were unable to 
know whether I was among these victims. 
The uncertainty of my fate remains till 
this day. Today I am neither dead nor 
alive. This ambiguity can be read on our 
children’s wedding invitations: Farouk, 
Nisrine, Mohammad, Fadi and Ferdos had 
wanted to have my name appear next to 
that of their mother, without the reference 
of “deceased”.

My name is Nazih Mohammad Agha 
(Riad). Do not let my story end here.

Nazih Agha
 نزيه آغا
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 �ęĳوšŤي اŘ ŒżŘ ĚŝŉنŨ يŘ دŻĴėŤا ĘتšŨ ĺżĐĳ ƿĞنŠŴ ȕولاšżŬ يũĸا

 ĚقǙع ŹƸƸťع ƿĞƸƸōŘاĨŴ ŮƸƸżř ǁŌوũŤا ŹƸƸťع ƿĞŘĴƸƸļĉ ıč ȕęدŻدƸƸļ ĚƸƸ ǁدقĖ اتيżŤŴČƸƸĹŨ ƿěĲƸƸ ǁřŬ
 Ůع ūŴĴƸƸ ǁėőŻ واŬاŠ ŮƸƸŻĲŤا ĳاŴ ǁĶƸƸŤاĖ ƻاƸƸđżťŨ ƻاƸƸŨŴį يƸƸŤĶنŨ ūاŠ �ĚƸƸŻĴŝŤا ĆاƸƸنĖĉ ŒƸƸŨŴ ŪƸƸهőŨ ęدƸƸżĤ

تŝدĴŻهƸƸŨĴšŤ ŪƸƸي żń ŮƸƸĹĨŴاŘتي� 

 ǁŮƸƸĸ ŖƸƸťĖǜ ĚƸƸťżťق ƽěنواƸƸĸ ŶوƸƸĸ ǁźدƸƸŤ ŮƸƸšŻ ŪƸƸŤ ȕŮżƸƸĹũĭŤاŴ ĚőĖاƸƸ ǁĹŤا ǁŮƸƸĸ يƸƸŘ
 ŢƸƸťŨĉ ĞƸƸنŠ اƸƸŨ ĚƸƸŻعاĴĖ اƸƸهżŘ ĉدƸƸĖĉ يƸƸتŤا ŧاƸƸ ǁŻǜاĖ ƻاŝėƸƸĹŨ ŪƸƸťĨĉ ěĉدƸƸĖ دƸƸق ƿĞƸƸنŠ د�ƸƸاعŝ ǁتŤا

ĥƸƸļĉ ŮƸƸŨاĳ اŻĶŤتƸƸوĖ ȕūاńǞاĚƸƸŘ اĘƸƸőŤ ŹƸƸŤ اƸƸŤوŀĉ ŒƸƸŨ śĳدقاƸƸĐي� 

 �ŧǙĨǜا Ţťت ǁŦŠ ęĊĥŘ Ğũ ǁŉĩت ȕǧǯǭǯ ŧعا ŮŨ يŬاġŤا ūوŬاŠ ǧǧ يŘ ŮšŤ

ƸƸتو�ź توقżƸƸĸ ĞƸƸřاƸƸŨĉ ęĳاŨ ŧنƸƸŤĶي  ǁĽŤا ŧوƸƸżŤا ŢƸƸŤı يƸƸŘ ęĳاĶƸƸŕĖ ŦƸƸŉته ĳاƸƸŉŨǜا ĞƸƸŬاŠ
Ũ ģĴƸƸĬŴنهƸƸا Ĵň �ūǙƸƸĤĳقƸƸوا ƸƸĖاŨ ĕنƸƸŤĶي ŴقاƸƸŤوا ƸƸŤي ŬĉهƸƸŻĴŻ ŪƸƸدƸƸĸĳč ūŴاŻĴĖ ţد اĨĉ ŹƸƸŤد 
 ĕĴƸƸļ Ūهżťع ĞńĴعŴ ŦƸƸĬداŤا ŹƸƸŤا ŪƸƸدعوتهĖ اũƸƸĸĉ يƸƸتĤŴĵ ĞƸƸŨقا ȕ ƽĲƸƸĐعند �ŪƸƸهĖĳقاĉ

 �ęقهو ūاƸƸĥتŘ

 ŪهĴōنتŻ ƻصاĭƸƸļ şاƸƸهن ūĊĖ ūǙƸƸĤ ǁĴŤا ĴŠı ȕĚƸƸĽżőũŤا ĚƸƸŘĴŔ يŘ اƸƸĹťĤŴ ǙƸƸĬį ūĉ دƸƸőĖ
 ƿĞƸƸťŀŴ اƸƸũŤاĨ ا�ƸƸنżŤč ŧاƸƸũŅŬǙŤ ůوƸƸعįĉ يƸƸšŤ ģĳاƸƸĭŤا ŹƸƸŤا ƿĞƸƸėهı ȕاƸƸعنده �ęĳاżƸƸ ǁĹŤي اƸƸŘ

�ŮżĖĳوا هاƸƸ ǁŤŴ ĚعĴƸƸĹĖŴ اƸƸهťĬاį ŹƸƸŤا źĳاƸƸėĤĎĖ ūǙƸƸĤĴŤا ŧاƸƸق ȕęĳاżƸƸĹŤا ŹƸƸŤا

اũĸي šżŬولا żĨد�ĳ لا تدعوا قصتي تنتهي هنا�  

My name is Nicolas. I was the head of the 
post office at Fih, in the Koura district.

I complied with my responsibilities very 
meticulously, carefully maintaining good 
relations with both my employees and 
the villagers. My house was always full 
of visitors who appreciated my generosity 
and hospitality.

At 57 years old, I had only few years left 
before retiring. I was already picturing 
spending my days caring for my olive trees 
and playing cards with my friends.

But my dreams were suddenly shattered 
on January 11th 1979.

It was raining heavily on that winter day. 
A car parked outside my house and two 
men stepped out of it. They knocked on 
my door telling me about a mail they would 
like to send to their relative. My wife Asma 
invited them in and offered to make them 
some coffee.

Once seated in our living room, the two men 
mentioned they had someone waiting for 
them in the car. So I went outside to invite 
him in but as soon as I reached the car, the 
two men forced me inside and drove off.

My name is Nicolas Haidar. Do not let my 
story end here.

Nicolas Haidar
نيكولا حيدر
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 �ęدżőĸ ƽěاōĩŤ يŘ يŤ ęĴżĬǜا ęĳصوŤهي ا ůĲهŴ ĞżŻĴي هنũĸč

 ŪتهŻعاĳ ĞƸƸėėĨĉ �įاƸƸřĨĉ ęĴƸƸĽع źدŤ ūاŠŴ ƻاƸƸŨعا ŮżƸƸĹũĬŴ ĚƸƸżŬاũĠ ĴũőŤا ŮƸƸŨ ŖƸƸťĖĉ ĞƸƸنŠ
 ĚŻċĳŴ ūŴĴƸƸėšŻŴ ūوƸƸėőťŻ ŪهŴ ŪاهدتهƸƸĽŨ ĞƸƸėėĨĉ اũŠ ȕęįاőƸƸĹŤي اƸƸŤ ĘƸƸťĥت ĞƸƸŬاŠ ıč
 ĆيƸƸļ źĊƸƸĖ ŪƸƸهőŨ يƸƸقتŴ ĆاƸƸŅŨč ĚƸƸŅŻاŝũĖ ŹƸƸńĳĉ ŮƸƸŠĉ ŪƸƸŤ �ŪƸƸوههĤŴ ŹƸƸťع ĚƸƸšĩŅŤا

ƸƸŘي اŤدżŬا�

 ȕħاėŀ ǁŦŠ ƻاĴƸƸŠاĖ ŎŝżتƸƸĸĉ ūĉ ęįتاőŨ ĞنŠ �Ě ǁťŝتƸƸĹ ƿŨŴ ƻĚŉżƸƸĽŬ ƻęĉĴŨا ƻاƸƸŅŻĉ ƿĞƸƸ ǂżŝĖ دƸƸقŴ
 �ŧوżŤا ŢƸƸŤĲŤ Ěŉ ǁŉĭũŤا ŧاƸƸهũŤا ŒżũĥĖ ŧاƸƸżŝťŤ يŘاšŤا ĞƸƸوقŤاĖ ŹƸƸōĨĉ يƸƸšŤ

 ŧاũالاهتŴ ųƸƸżŘ ŦũőŤا ǁĘƸƸĨĉ ƿĞنŠŴ ȕĺƸƸĖǙũťŤ ƻاĴƸƸĥتŨ ŢťŨĉ ƿĞƸƸنŠ ȕĕĴĩŤا ŏدلاƸƸŬا ŦƸƸėق
 ŦŠ şĴƸƸتŴ ţاƸƸŝتŬǞا ŹƸƸťع ĕĴƸƸĩŤا اƸƸتنĴėĤĉ ȕşاĲƸƸŬć ŮƸƸżżŬناėťŤا ŮƸƸŨ ĴƸƸżġšŤاŠ ȕŮƸƸšŤŴ �ųƸƸĖ

ƸƸļيĳŴ ĆاƸƸŬĆا� 

 ĚĠǙġŤا اƸƸŬįلاŴĉ ŹŤč ŧاƸƸũŅŬالاŴ ĚżŤاũƸƸĽŤا اšŻĴŨĉ ŹƸƸŤč ţاŝتŬǞاĖ يƸƸĤŴĶĖŴ يƸƸĖ ĴƸƸŨǜا ŹƸƸتهŬč
�şهنا ūوƸƸĽżőŻ واŬاŠ ŮƸƸŻĲŤا

 ŪناهŠĴت ŮƸƸŻĲŤا اƸƸنĐاĖĴقĉ ęĳاƸƸŻĶŤ įوƸƸőŬ اƸƸنŠ ȕūاƸƸنėŤ يŘ ĉدƸƸته ĳوƸƸŨǜا ĞƸƸŬاŠ اƸƸũťŠ ȕŢƸƸŤı ŒƸƸŨ
 ĚƸƸőŅėŤ ŢƸƸŤı ūاŠ وƸƸŤŴ ȕŮƸƸňوŤا ģĳاƸƸĬ اƸƸنŠ اƸƸũنżĖ اƸƸاهŬدŝŘ يƸƸتŤا ĆاżƸƸļǜاĖ ŏتاũتƸƸĸالاŴ

�ŊƸƸŝŘ ŧاƸƸŻĉ

 �ęĴƸƸżĬǜي اƸƸتĳاŻĵ يƸƸه ŢƸƸťت ĞƸƸŬاŠŴ ȕǧǯǮǫ ŧاƸƸع ŮƸƸŨ ţوƸƸťŻĉ يƸƸŘ ūاƸƸنėŤ ŹƸƸŤč ƿěدƸƸ ƿع
 ĘƸƸŬاĥĖ  ķاƸƸũ ƾتŤا  ŊƸƸĬ  ęĳاżƸƸĹŤاĖ  ĴƸƸėعĉ  ƿĞƸƸنŠ żĖنƸƸũا   ţوƸƸťŻĉ  ǨǬ ƸƸŘي   ĞƸƸřŉ ƿĬ ƸƸŝŤد 

اŤوňنƸƸي�  ŚƸƸĩتũŤا

 ĕĴƸƸĩŤا ūĉ لاč ȕاƸƸنťżĨĳ ţǙƸƸĬ ŮƸƸŨ ŚƸƸنőŤا ŮƸƸا عƸƸتنťĐا عاƸƸŬدőĖĉ دƸƸا قƸƸنŬĉ ƿŮƸƸ ǁōŬ اƸƸنŠ اƸƸũنżĖ
اƸƸĸتŉاعĞ اƸƸĩťŤاĖ śنƸƸا� 

 ūاŠ ƿůĊƸƸĖ ŪƸƸهŤ ţاƸƸقŴ يƸƸĐاĖĴقĉ ŹƸƸŤč łĭƸƸļ ŹƸƸتĉ ȕيƸƸĐاřتĬا ŹƸƸťع ęدƸƸع ŮżنƸƸĸ ĳŴĴƸƸŨ دƸƸőĖ
ƸƸĤاĳاƸƸŤ ƻي ƸƸŘي قƸƸėو الاĨتƸƸĥاƸƸŘ ĵي ƸƸŘ ŒƸƸŝŻ ĶƸƸŠĴŨي ŨنĚƸƸŝŉ اƸƸũŠ �ĚŉƸƸĹėŤا قƸƸاŤ ţهƸƸŘ ŪƸƸي 

 �ĚƸƸőĖĳǜا źįلاŴĉ ĆاũƸƸĸĉ ĳاĴũتƸƸĸاĖ įįĳĉ ƿĞƸƸنŠ يƸƸنŬĉ اƸƸنهżĨ

 ĴŉżƸƸĸ ǁŪĠ ŮŨŴ ȕĴŨǜا ďįاƸƸĖ يŘ ŮżőĐاńŴ ŮƸƸżšėتĴ ƿŨ واƸƸŬاŠ دƸƸŝŘ  ȕيƸƸتťĐاőŤ ĚėƸƸĹنŤاĖ اƸƸ ǁŨĉ
�ĶĥőŤاŴ ķĊƸƸżŤا Ūهżťع

  �ŪŤČŨŴ ƼŗوĽšŨ تيťĐعا ƿħĴĤ ţاĵ اŨŴ ě ǍĴŨ قد ƻاŨعا ūوĠǙĠ

ƸƸوŴ ĳاōĩťŤاě اżőƸƸĹŤدę اŤتي  ǁصŤاŴ ěاŻĴŠ ǁĲŤا ŢƸƸťتĖ Ŏřتĩي تƸƸتťĐعا ƿţاĶƸƸلا ت ȕŢŤı ŒƸƸŨŴ
�ęدĨاŴ ęĴƸƸĸĊŠ ناهاżŅد قƸƸق

اũĸي هنĨ ĞżŻĴدا�į لا تدعوا قصتي تنتهي هنا�

My name is Henriette. 

This photo captures one of my last moments 
of happiness.

As a 58-old old woman, I had ten 
grandchildren. Looking after them brought 
me great joy. I loved watching them grow, 
playing with them and listening to them 
bursting into laughter. I wouldn’t trade my 
time with them for  the world.

I had also remained a very active and 
independent woman. I had the habit of 
waking up early in the morning to have 
enough time to fulfill all the tasks I had set 
out for that day.

Before the war, I owned  a clothing shop 
which I loved  looking after.

However, like many other Lebanese, the war 
had driven us to move and leave everything 
behind. My husband and I ended up moving 
to North America to join our three children, 
who were already living there at the time.

However  every time the situation allowed,  
we would travel back to Lebanon for a visit 
to see our relatives that we had left behind 
and enjoy the things we had missed while 
we were away.

I came back to Lebanon in September 1985. 
It was to be my final visit . I was kidnapped 
on September 26th, while I was driving 
through the demarcation line by the National 
Museum. Although we thought that we had 
driven our family away from the violence, 
the war still managed to catch up with  us.

Years after my disappearance, a man came 
forward and told my relatives that he was 
my inmate in the detention cellar in a center 
located in the Basta area. He had told them 
that  I would incessantly repeat the name of 
my four children.

Thirty years later, my family’s wound has not 
healed and the memory of my disappearance 
is still very painful. 

However the happy memories and photos 
we shared  as a family also remain.

My name is Henriette Haddad. Do not let my 
story end here.

 

Henriette 
Haddad

هنرييت حداد
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