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To our beloved Hajji Soad Tayyar

who provided light for the house of BAS K
as our first substitute mother.
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UTTERS OF SHUTTERS

Personal stories told by
Palestinian children and adults
from 2006 - 2010

Beit Atfal Assumoud
BAS

The Palestinian Storycrafting Team was led by

Dr Faizah Masri, Coordinator.
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Her team from the Finnish Psychologists for Social The bridge over the rail tracks leading to the oil refinery in Haifa.

Responsibility (FiIPSR) consisted of Ms Sirkku Kivistd,
Ms Kirsti Palonen and Dr Monika Riiheld.

The stories and the pictures in this book
were collected by Dr Faizah Masri.

The listeners and the storycrafters: Nadia El-Dehidi,
Jamal Abou Saleh, Howaida Al-Ali, Leila Jeindawi,
Dalal Shahrour and Samira Abou Jomiah.

English language consultation: Ms Ellen Siegel.

Photographers: Maysoun Mustafa, Hanan Dabdoub,
Kari Jaaskeldinen, Kirsti Palonen,
www.palestineremembered.com, Maston Collection.

Typing: Asaad Abdul Aal and Elham Shahrour.
Editing: Monika Riihela.

Beirut - Helsinki, 2012.
ISBN 978-952-93-0422-6

Picture on the front cover:
Al-Ghabisiyya, the village of one of the storycrafters.
Photo by www.palestineremembered.com.

Faizah Masri: "The picture of Al-Ghabisiyya says a lot about the past, before
the NAKBAH. Even the wall makes a shutter for the story tellers, the palm trees
behind it utter something. We have the most delicious dates in the oldest city on
earth, which is Jericho. I had the chance only once in my sixty-one years to taste
a date from Jericho. The dome reminds us of the Dome of the Rock in
Jerusalem. The picture reflects the history, which the elderly speak about."

Picture on the back cover:
Kindergarten children from BAS playing by the shore of Mediterranean.
Photo by Kirsti Palonen.

Faizah Masri: "The picture is of children, with their tender eyes, looking at the
sea. They are thinking of their future. The sand that they stand on is soft - as
they go deeper, strong waves await them. Eventually, the deep sea will drown
them if they do not learn to swim."
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"Press photographing Nahr el-Bared that my uncle . e wn " am
spoke about." Drawn by Hadyyah Hassan, 11. U w U
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Faisah Masri - Sirkku Kivisto - Monika Riiheld
Sorrow and Hope of Children

We carry our childhoods in our hearts our whole life. Our first experiences
remain with us. Stories told by the children are from those who managed to
escape bombing and destruction. The stories are often shocking
descriptions of assaults committed towards human beings. They are very
painful due to the young age of the tellers and the fact that they
experienced the incidents. The testimonies resemble each other with slight
differences; a girl misses her doll, a boy his bicycle, and others miss a pet,
their fathers or grandmothers. The stories are often desperate, full of horror.

Another emotion is experienced once you move from the written stories
to the photographs and the drawings by the children. Several photos have
been taken during the storycrafting sessions. The photos clearly indicate the
appreciation, delight and satisfaction towards the adult using the
storycrafting method. Facial expressions and gestures are unmistakable.
Closeness by an adult listener empowers narrating and sketching. The
drawings appear to be expressive and fitting to a positive life style while
indicating sorrow and anxiety. In this situation, sharing experiences by the
older and the younger generations create new visions in which to continue
with everyday life. In other situations the texts are more optimistic, as when
Khalil, a Dabke dancer, tells about his efforts for a better life.

The Storycrafting Method

"Tell me a story, whatever you want to
and | will write it down in the same way you tell it.
When you have finished your story,
| will read it to you
and you can change anything, if you want to.
You are the owner of your story
and you decide what to do with it."
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Ali Hamza Fayad, 9 year old, is telling.

Jamal Abou Saleh is storycrafting.

1. Tell me a story and I will write it exactly as
you say it.

2. Ali is telling and Jamal is writing.

3. Ali is crafting his story.
Ali tells about his house before the attack and
after the attack when the river was black because
he thought it was polluted. In Ali's story the sun
became a military aircraft, the birds became
bombs, trees were broken, the house is destroyed,
the security fence is half gone, the green grass
became rocks, the way to the house is full of
stones and the house has no more doors, all he
could see was a very faint window.

4. Jamal Abou Saleh: I will read back the story
for you and you can change what you want.

Two of Ali's stories on pages 94-95.
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Faizah Masri

I am delighted that this book has finally been
translated and published in English. This book
depicts five years of continuous storycrafting. It is
our hope that the translations will enrich the
stories as they come back to life again in another
language.

Since 1976, we at Beit Atfal Assumoud have
been serving those in need in the Palestinian
camps of Lebanon. Being a dentist by profession,
my work complemented that of many committed
colleagues and partners in the areas of social,
public and physical health. The team at Beit Atfal
Assumoud has shown unsurpassable dedication
and passion to their work, driven by their belief in
a just cause for a victimized people. Together, we
learned to overcome most of our problems as we
marched on to accomplish our noble mission. One
may argue that dental work is an art in and of
itself; carving the amalgam in the posterior teeth,
matching the composite color for the front teeth,
sanding and refining, and polishing and finishing.
Yet, it is an art that requires intensive training in
addition to sophisticated and expensive equip-
ment. Storycrafting, however, is a weaponless art -
pure, simple, and free of complex tools. Your
paper and pencil is your working kit that conveys
in words or a picture the answer to a clear and
direct request - “tell me a story”.

A storycraft picture or narrative creates, using
shapes and colors, an immediate feeling of pride
along with a sense of relief that somebody, some-
where will look at their expressions and under-
stand. Writing down what a child says, then
reading it back, can work wonders for a child’s self
esteem and sense of worth. Above all, it relays to
the listener a plea for understanding and protec-
tion that will develop into a feeling of respon-
sibility towards the child from the listener. This

storycrafting project was meant to allow children
to express their strongest feelings. As community
workers who witnessed all the misery and hard-
ships these children experienced, we expected the
stories to be mostly trauma related. Needless to
say, we were thrilled to find some hopeful stories,
particularly those reflecting the efforts of the
dental team. The dental team always takes special
care to minimize a child’s experience of pain. In
our daily lives, expressions of gratitude seem to
come from accompanying adults, rarely from
children. After all these years, I was for-tunate to
be part of this project and feel the warmth and
appreciation regarding our dental work from some
children who were desperate for services. Their
words are heartfelt and gave me a distinct feeling
of inner satisfaction. I was excited and their words
gave me positive energy to keep moving forward. I
am forever grateful to the story tellers and orga-
nizers of this project. They brought the idea of po-
sitive communication to light and they taught me
to breathe deeply and be more open to my
existence. As listeners, I am confident that you
will realize these stories are messages from
children who placed their confidence and trust in
you when deciding to utter from their long closed
shutters.

A special thanks to the Finnish Psychologists
for Social Responsibility, in particular Ms. Sirkku
Kivisto, Ms. Kirsti Palonen, and Dr. Monika
Riiheld who introduced this method to our com-
munity and followed through with the project till
this day. Also, our love and thanks goes to Ms.
Ellen Siegel who took upon the task of editing the
English translations in this book.

Faizah's father, Ibrahim Ahmad EI Masri’s,
Dirivers License issued by The Government of
Palestine for the period 1.10.1947 — 30.9.1948.



Zeinab Sakallah's own story on pages 99 - 101.

Ellen Siegel

I am delighted that I was able to contribute to this
most interesting project — “Utters of Shutters”.

As I started reading the stories I found myself
being incredibly moved. The tragedy of this long
and enduring conflict is heartbreaking. Children,
who should be living a normal, stress-free and
happy childhood, told stories of seeing members
of their family die, witnessing the destruction of
their homes, longing for their toys, missing
playmates, and being displaced. It is painful to
hear a child that has been displaced from one
refugee camp to another pleading “to return to
their homes in a refugee camp”. How sad.

The most touching and poignant story comes
from Zeinab Sakallah. She was born in 1930 in
Jaffa. Although I am a little more than a decade
younger, her history evoked memories from my
past. On November 29th 1947 I was at my
synagogue in the US. listening to the United
Nations vote on the Partition of Palestine. Great
applause broke out when the resolution had
enough votes to pass. On this day, a half world
away, Zeinab was studying at the Women's
Training College in Jerusalem. Close to her
college was a Jewish kindergarten. She used to
talk and play with the children as if they were her
little brothers and sisters. Through the school
fence she shared milk, biscuits, bread and cheese
with them. The morning that the partition was
announced she awoke to see “the kindergarten
area decorated with Israeli flags. The children
were making faces at us, sticking their tongues out,
and happily dancing”. This was the beginning of
the “catastrophe” for Zeinab and for hundreds of
thousands of Palestinians.

From this day forward, Zeinab tells us about
how some of the Jews treated the Arabs, the

racism and humiliation that occurred towards the
Palestinians, “We saw a Jewish man with a don-
key and an Arab man. The Jewish man was
forcing the Arab man to drink from the same place
as the donkey”. And so this behavior continued as
time passed.

On May 15th 1948 there was a parade in my
neighborhood celebrating the establishment of the
State of Israel. Neighbors marched thru the streets
holding Israeli flags and singing “Hatikvah” -
Israel’s national anthem. But for Zeinab, life con-
sisted of dodging bullets intended to hasten her
family’s departure from her homeland.

I grew up in a safe and secure environment with
my mother, father and sister close by. I was able to
be with both parents when they passed away. Not
so for Zeinab — “I had not seen my mother for
nine years when she passed in Gaza because Israel
would not give me permission to come. I did not
even know about her death until a few days after
she died. My father followed my mother in death
eleven months later. My brother also died, I had
not seen him in thirty years. A second brother,
who I never met, died of liver cancer that spread
to his bones”.

It is now sixty-three years after Israel’s establish-
ment and the Nakba for the Palestinians. I wish I
could give Zeinab some her lost past but I cannot.
I can only listen to and be moved by her memo-
ries. I understand what the consequences of
Israel’s establishment and its refusal to recognize
or allow return has meant for the Palestinians.
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Sirkku Kivisto

Children and how they see their future
work life in the stories

Beit Atfal Assumoud (BAS), a large employer in
Lebanon, has 219 part and full time workers as of
May, 2011. The children using their services are in
close proximity to the employees. Therefore they
are exposed to different kinds of jobs ranging from
professional to basic labourers. These include
administrators, social workers, teachers, dental
personnel, embroiderers, tailors, information tech-
no-logy specialists, accountants, secretaries, dri-
vers, cleaning workers, office assistants, mental
health professionals, and speech therapists. The
children are exposed to excellent role models at
BAS.

Palestinian children at BAS speak about their
career plans in their stories like children every-
where. "I will fulfill my dreams and become a
doctor and take care of people. I do not carry a
weapon. I only carry a book and a pen so I can
learn", says Amal, age 10. Fatima, age 12, stated
"I would like to become a paediatrician so I can
help the children of Shatila". Listen to Fatima, age
11, "I would love to become an artist, a painter,
and then to travel to Palestine and to Germany".
Then Fatima adds one point, which the children
elsewhere rarely say "...most of all I would like to
earn money so I am able to support my parents".
Zaina, age 7, “I am good at English and I would li-
ke to become a teacher". From Ahmad, age 9,
"When I grow up, I do not want to be a doctor. 1
want to be a teacher because the doctor’s job is so
tiring. Being a teacher is easier". The most popular
professions the children speak of in their stories

are physicians, especially paediatricians, artists
and teachers. Some children talk about the dreams
of their parents "they wish for us to have a good
education so that we will be able to manage our
lives independently in the future". The parents of
the children telling the stories appear to be jobless
and many of them are suffering from chronic
diseases. Some have a history of work place acci-
dents. In the stories, one role offered to children is
to promote a free Palestine through education.
Parents are important instructors for this career.

Ali from Bourj el-Shemali camp in 2010 (four
years after the summer war of 2006) said that his
parents advise him to study. "It is possible to win
the enemy by brains and understanding, not by
guns." Ali has an excellent curriculum at home.



Kirsti Palonen

Meeting children and families from

Nabhr el-Bared in summer 2007

In summer 2007 I got to know the situation of
some Nahr el-Bared families when visiting the
schools. The schools were crowded with evacuated
people as were some private homes. I visited there
with Nadia El-Dehidi and Howaida Al-Ali, dental
nurse and kindergarten teacher from the Beit Atfal
Assumoud (BAS) center in Beddawi. Some fami-
lies we met at the BAS center. Our purpose was to
give the children an opportunity to share their
experiences and feelings with a listening grown-
up. In that way they could get some relief after
having to leave their homes in such frightening
circumstances. But we also discussed experiences
with other family members and often the neigh-
bors in the next classroom. Often when a child
told the story the adults sat around and listened.

Although the children could choose whatever
theme they liked, they told about their experiences
in Nahr el-Bared after the clashes started between
the Lebanese army and Fatah al-Islam. The child-
ren described their horror, their losses and what
they missed. There were many things to miss;
father, mother, home, friends, pets, toys, favorite
clothes... In fact, it seems that the evacuees did
not have anything except the mattresses and some
utensils they had received from some Non-
Governmental Organization (NGO) or friendly
people.

The life had totally changed for those children
who had lost their mother or father. I will never
forget them. I remember the boy who was sitting
in a wheelchair in the garden of a hospital telling
how his mother got killed and how he himself was
injured. I remember his eyes and the eyes of his
little sisters. They were looking to scenes we could
not see but after hearing their story we had a very

clear image of their experiences. Their stories were
strong testimonies.

I remember the mother with her four children
missing the father who was killed when trying to
save several people. I remember a girl sitting
besides the grave of her father saying that she
wanted to die too. Her whole family, living in a
classroom with forty people, became our friends.
Having an opportunity to get to know these people
was the most unforgettable training course for me.

In the schools there was no privacy. With so
many people the noise never stopped. Small
children ran around and shouted. For the young
ones it was a very hard time if they had their
exams ahead. I saw two girls sitting with their
heads close to each other trying to concentrate and
read. All the time, small and tall people where
shouting and talking around them.

When we continued to visit the same children
they started to tell us about the life in the school.
The adults were nervous and could not bare the
noise children made, there were quarrels between
grown-ups. The parents told about the everyday
difficulties in cooking, having a shower in the
container outside, going to the collective toilet at
night, etc. Children had difficulty understanding
the new situation and adapting to it. Parents felt
sad when they could not arrange their children’s
lives as they wanted to.

In spite of the almost impossible situation I did
not meet many who were very angry. I guess they
had so much to do to cope with their everyday life
that they could not afford the luxury of staying in
sadness, anger or any other emotion for a long
time.

The children used their own natural ways to
recover. As I already found when analyzing the
stories told in the summer 2006 when Israel

bombed Lebanon, I saw now by my own eyes that
children used every opportunity to start to play.

They loved the games the NGO'’s including
BAS arranged. But I also could see spontaneous
play. Sometimes their playing was a way to cope
with the traumatic and scary experiences.
Children were playing Fatah al-Islam against the
Lebanese army or they made graves on the sandy
ground next to the BAS center. Once I also saw a
small boy throw a small plastic spoon again and
again repeating: “Boooom!” With this kind of
play children tried to understand what had
happened and to control their fears.

It is difficult when you do not have means to
arrange for your children and your family a decent
life. But I think the hardest thing for the adults was
to see the agony and sorrow of their children
especially when they had lost one parent. The
children sense this and try to be brave. When
telling about the death of a parent or when visiting
the grave their sense of loss and their distress
resulted in a burst of tears. Although it was always
heart breaking to see and hear this, I felt that the
children needed to cry and mourn. What would
have been the worth of the near one if they would
have lost him or her without shedding a tear?

I have noticed that for Palestinians as refugees
there are some objects, such as a key or a docu-
ment of land ownership which have an important
symbolic meaning as links to Palestine, now lost
for more than sixty years. But there is also one
very valuable symbol, which is functioning as a
link to the future - a new-born baby. After the
many deaths there is still new life. I was lucky to
get to know a Nahr el-Bared family living in a
school in a crowded classroom with others and
without anything left - but happy about a new
family member born in August 2007.
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The Listeners
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The Tellers

The Palestinian Tellers in Utters of Shutters from Beit Atfal Assumoud (BAS).
The title of a story is followed by the name and age of the teller.

1. The Key Home. Pages 14 - 23.

* Father was carrying the key to their house: Sara Issa El-Issa, 9
* We are happy with the activities in BAS: Hadyyah Hassan, 11
* Grandfather brought only his passport from Palestine: Mohmmad Saied Shaban, 40
* Grandmother’s sewing machine has the smell of Palestine: Asma Amin Kassem, 45

2. Nakba 1948. Pages 24 - 31.

* We were comfortable living in Palestine: Ali Saied Abed El Razzaq, 84

* Israelis tying the hands of Palestinian men: Hiba Mohammad Mgamis, 12

* People were crowded in like pieces of sand: Kathoum Hassan Gannam, 84

* Carrying quilts to use for sleeping on the road: Kholoud Sami Hajar, 16

* The Jews threw rockets on the houses in Palestine: Sara Nasser Zeidan, 9

* I have not seen my brother in sixty years: Nour El Deen Housein El Sharief, 78

3. Palestine before the Establishment of Israel. Pages 32 - 37.

* We dig three meters and get water and I still keep my wedding dress: Fatima Faried Al Ali, 78
* We lived happily with our neighbors who were Arabic speaking Jews: Bahiyya Saied Al Batal, 74
* We are villagers from Suhmata: Inaami Hussein Sulieman, 79
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4. Boys and Girls under the Bombs. Pages 38 - 51.

* We live in a garage: Hanadi Housein Abed Al Rahim, 3

* My brother came home, told us men on the streets were bloodied: Hadeel Mohammad Rabih, 7
* Men were scared they would be killed: Amani Mohmmad Moghamis, 11

* People were crying and I was one of them: Fatima El Sayyed, 10

* I wish they would allow us to go back to our houses in the camp: Jana Khaled Rashed, 9

* His little brother was crying because of the death of his parents: Maram Mousa Sewidan, 11
* My friends passed away: Salah Salah Deiwan, 12

* I was shot in my back; I want to recover and play football again: Yousef Abou Radi, 12

* I worked hard with my parents to find things in my house: Sami Khaled Al Hassan, 9

* I wish we can go back and live as a family again: Khaled Salah Deewan, 10

* No playgrounds, our house is open to the neighbors: Khaled Jamal Yafawi, 12

* My bike was broken: Housein Mohammed Sharkieh, 5

5. On the Run. Pages 52 - 59.

* We slept on the floor without pillows, mattresses or blankets: Ahmad Nabil Al Zagal, 10
* I remembered my toy bus: Samer Walid Nasser, 8

* We ran to the mosque: Ahmad Kayed, 10 and Mohmmad Kayed, 12

* We stayed with grandfather for three days: Rayan Asskoul, 9

* All of our things are on the floor: Zeinab Housien Abed Al Rahim, 5

* We were in a panic and ran: Amal Nasser Abed Al Azziz, 11

6. My Family in My Heart. Pages 60 - 69.

* I told my father we will sleep at grandma’s until we fix our house: Jihad Jamal Yafawi, 10
* My father paints houses and gives money to my mother: Ahmad Wael Elhaj Mohammed, 3
* My grandmother’s house is pretty and there are toys: Batoul Ashraf Akel, 5

* My father threw a pack of chips from the jail window: Kamel Mohmmad Abdullah, 5

* My father is ill. I am ill as well: Fatima Marwan Akar, 3

* My unborn brother and my mother died: Jenan Abou Radi, 10

* Mama, Papa, Janin, Yousef and my sister: Jana Abou Radi, 2

* I and my siblings always stayed together: Aya Sami El Haj, 5

* We live together with my mother: Souad Ahmad Al Hamouz, 16




7. Old and New Culture in Our Lives - Dabke Dance and Marathon. Pages 70 - 81.

* Documents and the coffee grinder from Palestine: Ahmad Ghuneim Shatleh, 62

* 1 tell the mothers who lost their children - I am your child, please enjoy me: Khalil Kazwah, 9
* I am learning to play drums at BAS: Khalil Kazwah, 10

* I will continue displaying my cultural heritage: Ghadier Bahar, 11

* I wish to complete my education to be a pediatrician: Ghadir Bahar, 12

* I dreamed of performing the Dabke on stage: Abed El Kareem El Shayeb, 12

* 1 am learning how to cook and to help my mother: Abed El Kareem El Shayeb, 13

* My dream will come true and we will return to Palestine: Mohmmad Shalabi, 12, 13

* I am so glad that I ran the 10 km Marathon: Mahmoud Waked, 12

* T am sad but glad and proud that the handicapped are running: Nuhad Mohsen, 23

* I enjoyed participants from all over the world in the Marathon: Abed El Kareem EI Shayeb, 13

8. My Friends. Pages 82 - 91.

* I am happy because my friends are near me: Nourhan Serhan, 14

* 1 saw my friends go to the hospital: Abdalla Kamel Hassan, 11

* Our house was destroyed but I was happy with my friends: Sarah Marwan Azzam, 10

* 1 talk with my friend - we never thought this would happen to us: Inass Nasser Nasser, 10
* I remember my doll I used to play with: Houda Nasser, 10

* I miss Koko, our parrot; he called me "Affifi, Affifi": Ali Mohamad Affifi, 14

* We played football and hide and seek with friends everyday: Omar Mohamad Kodier, 13
* 1 like to play with my friend Aya: Layal Jihad Al Aydi, 7

9. We are Taking Care. Pages 92 - 103.

* I do not make trouble for the teacher: Mira Wajeh Kanaan, 4
* There was no milk, but my mother made milk from powder: Ali Hamza Fayad, 9 N 'S w
* When I grow up I want to be a teacher: Ahmad Moein El Sayyed, 9

* T will go to the dentist to get relief from that pain: Doaa Tayseer Mubadda, 10

* My tooth is even more beautiful than before: Yasser Abed Al Aal, 12

* In Jaffa my mother gathered the porcelain flowers to put under my pillow: Zeinab Sakallah, 78

* Beit Atfal Assumoud, BAS

* Finnish Psychologists for Social Responsibility, FiPSR



Sara Issa El-Issa: "Father was carrying the key to their house."

Sara Issa El-Issa, 8 year old.

Place of origin: Village Al-Ghabisiyya in Palestine.
Storycrafted in Beddawi camp
by Nadia El-Dehidi on 7.5.2008.

A woman is carrying her three children because she is
afraid that a bullet might hit them. The Israelis are
shooting at them as they flee. The father is carrying the key
to their house because he thought that the battle would last
only two days; that he would be able to come back. He did
not know that he would stay so long.
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Chapter 7

The Key Home

* Sara Issa El-Issa, 9

* Hadyyah Hassan, 11

* Mohmmad Saied Shaban, 40
* Asma Amin Kassem, 45




Hadyyah Hassan: "We are happy with the activities at BAS."

Houda Hassan: Playing with friends.
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Ali Hassan: Near our house. Ali Hassan: Family inside the camp.



Gy A :eu'Y\

YRR 1 yand

Ll g ) AEY) lSa
Mild asdiar Jlal) Aal8Y) ()lSa

OhaS Al g8 cudl Calhy iy il 598 Cige Caaw dlady b o cull dal cus
(risdeds la lile (AU JGI8 (u ! e 3y laa La 98 B gl c cliy (il

sall ddb Laly (g9 5 a9 IS 5 adhy (IS Qpdall o S Wany LS Ad) pa Caad e La Ul
&Jogagjcé*l‘ggubqibiiw&iiiUL':SUSU;JJE.\;U&}QQ‘;‘MJQUISL&;}J
) guaS s Las | gilS Ll i Bushl) o g Ul A o abill ba G Jl die sailg ol aa
M Lt g dule 3 Al g ¢ il b (o Ally al) iy o pilg e gl ) Bl Ao
Ay ya LY P L L i Ol Uile ikl GlaS A g Lgale Lakall (i 2o Ulag Lalg,
ALla 508 s Ul cud) e Uaa ) Lalg adhy oo Ciialill g (el i ie Uil g Saaka

O B | gyl A (A Gt ) 9SGl 5 (Dig o (0 Cigad Ue IS (laS Uadg
Culdg ¢ A G Ga Gall Ui AY | Guad) Jay 33 250 s padl Gus caal) ags OAS upally
Gl aa ladall o Ua ) dla Lale 5k 8 O Cualll] (s cp g B Gigandall g AT aa Candly
:\qﬁ‘,&&‘yléié)ﬂu&)ﬁs\mmmu‘g@héﬁﬁj‘gh\cnu‘d}‘,
) e Undls Gty g g g Uiand (LS & galy

laly Jalluy ..chuall) Galiy 7)) La el Gy A Clby il o) gali 13 AT Gy L Cuad U
L Bk (B Fa e 7)) agay Bl padie IS AN B L) A gy Cigum e gl
piiall (4 gt ae alle B O laSy aidal) e Ualh o Usdia Cluall) Gy Gus gl a5
Uddy o Usday cdyggd) by jlay luad) Uiy adall g a0 Ul Laly cupdal) (o Gl
by e gladl do Ulayg Laly, 4438 Yy adh La iy IS5 s 5l asda o Ladia g 5 b
Aiblg s A Cuddiy OOl ada B AR Gl 18 de G e Uaa g GlaS cciuall) Cgpua
Lo S Walaa caaly U (lile Ulaa ol &) ) ) bl € il g lgilla cia e
Yoovala) e g Jlos ALl @ I iy dia jraly 5 e il L 4 8

R



Hadyyah Hassan, 11 year old.

On the run from Nahr el-Bared camp to Shatila.
Storycrafted in Shatila camp
by Jamal Abou Saleh on 1.6. and 8.6.2007.

I was asleep at home in my bed when suddenly I heard
loud voices. I woke up and saw that all my family was
already awake. I asked “what happened?” Nobody
answered. Instead they told me to go back to sleep, they
did not want to scare me. I could not sleep because the
voices kept me up. We remained awake until morning.
The four of us gathered in one room - my father,
mother, and brother. We went to my grandmother’s
house to check on her. On our way we saw people
running. My father stopped a man and asked him what
was happening. He answered back that he “does not
know”. When we arrived to my grandmother she was
happy to see us safe and we were glad to see her safe
because she cannot walk, she is an invalid. We stayed
with her for two and a half hours, then we went back
home. I was very scared. We had some visitors from
Beirut - they were staying at my uncle’s house. We had
a wedding planned for Sunday, instead we had a war.
Our house was safer than our uncle’s house so everyone
came to stay with us. We stayed together the next day.
The bombing increased, we had to go to the shelter. I
went with my family but I was so afraid. When I saw all
the people in the shelter I became more afraid thinking
that if a bomb hit the shelter we would all die. After a
short while we went back home. I slept but did not
know if my family did. I thought the shelling would
never end.

At night our visitors went back to Beirut because
they had a car. Some people were walking to find a car.
The next day at noon we left the camp on foot. Many
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people were running. They were afraid from the
shelling. We walked until we were out of the camp. We
reached an army check point where we were asked for
our identity cards. We walked till we found a car. The
car brought us to Beddawi camp. All this time there was
no shelling but it started again when we reached
Beddawi camp. In Beddawi we could hear the noise of
the shelling. We decided to go to Beirut to our cousin’s
house in Shatila camp. My sister Houda was standing
by the window. I asked her “What’s wrong?” She said
“I wish my friend Aya could come with us because I
love her very much and play with her and now she is a
refugee in Beddawi camp”.

... on 8.6.2007.

We went to Shatila camp. People came to us and
brought us mattresses and food. The first day I could
not sleep properly because I am used to sleeping in my
own house. People started coming to register us and to
give us some items that we needed. A teacher visited my
mother and told her to send her children to Beit Atfal
Assumoud (BAS) center in Shatila. I went with my
siblings Ali, Houda, Nadim and Youseif. Youseif is
very small so he went to the kindergarten class. My
brothers and I joined the activities class. We were very
happy with the activities. The first day each one
introduced themselves to the other. Then I told a story
and the next day I drew pictures, played and met new
friends. I became a little happy and I forgot about my
problems. My sisters were very happy. My brother Ali is
the happiest because he is helping the teacher with other
children. He is the oldest so he became an animator.
One day my nephew visited us and told us that our
house was only partially destroyed. He told us that
journalists entered Nahr el-Bared camp and started
interviewing the people. Everyday we join in the
activities. I wish the war would finish and I could go
back to our home in the camp.

Son o
Houda Hassan: Bombing our house near the mosque.



Mohmmad Saied Shaban. "Grandfather brought only his passport from Palestine."

Mohmmad Saied Shaban, 40 year old.

Place of origin: Town Acre in Palestine.
Storycrafted in Beddawi camp by Nadia El-Dehidi on 7.7.2008.

My grandfather was a carpenter in Palestine; we had a big piece of land, nearly as
big as half of this camp. He used to tell us that oranges would grow as big as
melons. We had plenty of water. When the British occupied us, he left Palestine.
My grandfather settled in Lebanon. He left his wife and children, came back to
Palestine and stayed for six months. He fought the British and the Jews. He went
back to Lebanon to check on his family, stayed three days then came back to
continue his struggle. He was killed in Palestine. My grandfather brought only his
passport with him from Palestine, he brought nothing else. My father kept it in a
safe place. When my father passed away he gave it to me. I am keeping it. One time
someone asked me to hand it to them, but I refused.

SR

(=T



S\ R\ W/

SN N

RO

VAAVINVAN \

"

Mohmmad Saied Shaban storycrafted by Nadia El-Dehidi: "My grandfather used to tell us that in Palestine oranges used to grow as big as a melon.



Cliadi dana mw dada 1 adY)
A £ 0 2 panl)

e : Slali ald)

i g sl AEY) S

At the orange groves.

SN adiar ) ALY lsa

Kgall) o) Wghy (1S ¢ pudall ai 38 5 8 Ga ) Us (A Oy (Ol jlad Jiidy oS gaa
A i S )y daghald) 8l culs

gaus oMy sise Juay (Ol o A g3 ) Onhaald (e ab galh g SN ) gal Ll iy
Al ¥ oL e ) pay Gty gl S Ml Glay Jle agd T Gl g Gubuald e 7))
loadh Loy .Cila Cpimyy B3 (e lay Guhald o 7)) gy cgiseyg 19Ny o Ot (k)
&) ol Sl Qg (AL el aa ) Sl Qug Oged Bl (S g3 Sl Y A Calaa

. CAL Ogabae) Gl Lag e O galls (uld L) 5 sa Ol ) g (AR L) ) gaa

YoMV Y Ful el 400 ALlha) o el

Before nailing the orange boxes and after quality
control, each orange is carefully wrapped.
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Asma Amin Kassem: "Grandmother’s sewing machine has the smell of Palestine."
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Asma Amin Kassem, 48 year old.
Place of origin: Village Safouri in Palestine.
Storycrafted in Beddawi camp by Nadia El-Dehidi on 3.4.2008.

My grandmother, may God have mercy on her, used to tell us stories about her suffering when they left
Palestine. Families where scattered in different places; my grandmother went to Karoun (Beqaa Valley)
then to Kan Askar. They were given bread and food rations according to the number of family members.
They used to think that it would be only a few days and they would go back. They never thought that
they would not be able to return. My grandmother had some gold jewelry which she sold so she had
money to feed her children. Others used to beg for money to feed their children. They came to Beddawi,
lived in compounds built by UNRWA with metal ceilings and were given food and blankets. They lived
with the hope of returning to Palestine. We still keep a sewing machine from Palestine although it is out
of order and needs parts. It is impossible to discard it because it has the smell of my country Palestine
and my grandmother carried it from one place to another, till she settled in Beddawi.
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Ali Saied Abed El Razzaq, 86 year old.

Place of origin: Suhmata in Palestine.
Storycrafted in Beddawi camp
by Nadia EI-Dehidi on 3.4.2008.

We were living in Palestine until the Jews and the British
entered Palestine and started destroying things and killing
us. They stole everything we had, many Palestinians died.
We settled in villages in Lebanon near the borders
because it would be easier to return. In time, we started
moving further away little by little. We went to Tyre, and
then to Anjar (Beqaa) — there were many problems there
between us and the Lebanese because we were living on
their land. The Lebanese General Security ordered us to
move to Tripoli. We came to a camp where the Red Cross
distributed tents and blankets according to the number of
family members. The land was rented by UNRWA; they
gave us food (beans, dates, flour, and sugar) and straw
mats to sleep on.

After a short while diseases began spreading. They
established a tent as a clinic and brought in an English
medical doctor. When she left, they brought in an Arabic
doctor named Wardieh. They established another tent as
a school; the teachers were Palestinians and paid by
UNRWA. We lived through many dark days; we used to
collect wood to burn in winter for warmth. We moved to
mud houses and then to houses with metal ceilings. Men
started working crushing stones, women in agriculture.
The Lebanese used to be scared of us. They spread
rumors that we have tails or were carnivores that eat
human meat. Slowly they got to know us better and many
inter-marriages took place later.
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Chapter 2

JVakba 1948

* Ali Saied Abed El Razzagq, 84

* Hiba Mohammad Mgamis, 12

* Kathoum Hassan Gannam, 84

* Kholoud Sami Hajar, 16

* Sara Nasser Zeidan, 9

* Nour El Deen Housein El Sharief, 78

cre - Deporte

-



Hiba Mohammad Mgamis: "Israelis tying the hands of Palestinian men."

Hiba Mohammad Mgamis, 12 year old.
Place of origin: Village Safouri in Palestine.

Storycrafted in Beddawi camp by Nadia El-Dehidi on 5.5.2008. e Sase Lk PO
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Kathoum Hassan Gannam: "People were crowded in like pieces of sand."

Kathoum Hassan Gannam, 86 year old.

Place of origin: El Teirah in Palestine.
Storycrafted in Beddawi camp
by Nadia El-Dehidi on 8.7.2008.

We were very happy living in Palestine until the
British came to our land. They built settlements on
the land where we used to grow olives; then they
gave the land to the Jews. We started fighting with
them. We used to own plenty of land from Haifa to
Alazizia to Atleit. The Jews one day said “do not
get frightened it is only training” and they started
shelling at us and throwing bombs while the British
army was watching. It took seven days until we
fought back. By then the bombs were coming from
air and sea, the bombing was very heavy.

Then the Jews forced us to leave. We fasted for
ten days; we carried white flags and surrendered.
They separated the women from the men for three
days. They brought buses and took us to Uhm EI
Fahm. We walked all day and night, stepping on
thorns (we thought they were silk). We were so
frightened. We were so thirsty we drank sewage
water. When we passed by a corn field we hid
between the crops. We kept on walking for a second
night until we reached Jenin. We stayed there for
one day and then the alarm came. They told us to
stay in the corners of a school. In the morning we
went to Nablus. People were crowded in like pieces
of sand, wearing dirty clothes, suffering from head
lice. They had nothing and we also had nothing —
not even a dress or shirt. We put our shoes under
our head to sleep; we used them like a cushion.
Then we came to Lebanon and have been here
since 1948 - sixty years.
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Kholoud Sami Hajar: "Carrying quilts to use for sleeping on the road."

Kholoud Sami Hajar, 16 year old.

Place of origin: Tripoli - Lebanon.
Storycrafted in Beddawi camp
by Nadia El-Dehidi on 22.4.2008.

When the Palestinians left Palestine they were carrying quilts
to use for sleeping on the road. They left their homes and
land out of fear that the Jews would kill them.

They started running from one place to another because
the rockets and shelling were like a spray on their heads.
Children were crying because they were terrified of the
shelling. Mother put her hand on her heart fearful that a
rocket would hit her husband or baby. Father put his hand on
his mouth fearful that a rocket would hit his wife or his child.
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Sara Nasser Zeidan: "The Jews threw rockets on the houses in Palestine."
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Sara Nasser Zeidan, 8 year old.

Place of origin: Village Balad El Sheik in Palestine.
Storycrafted in Beddawi camp
by Nadia El-Dehidi on 9.6.2008.

The Jews threw rockets on the houses in Palestine. A house
was somewhat destroyed. The lady and her husband ran
away to avoid the rockets but the husband died in front of
his house. The lady started to cry and pray for God’s
punishment to the Jews because they killed her husband.
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Nour El Deen Housein El Sharief: "I have not seen my brother in sixty years."

Nour El Deen Housein El Sharief, 78 year old.

Place of origin: Safouri in Palestine.
Storycrafted in Beddawi camp
by Nadia El-Dehidi on 31.3.2008.

When we left Palestine I was 18 years old, a young man.
We were living in a village, I worked in agriculture. Mind
you, agriculture was very important in Palestine.

When the British occupied our country, we thought
that our economy would improve. But the opposite
happened. The Jews used to import wheat from outside
at low prices in order to destroy the price of our crop.
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Fatima Faried Al Ali, 78 year old.

Place of origin: Akaa in Palestine.
Storycrafted in Beddawi camp
by Nadia El-Dehidi on 4.4.2008.

We had a genuine Arabic horse; we used it to plough
the land. We used to grow wheat and barley, we were
farmers, our land was fertile. We used to dig three
meters and get water.

We had Arab Jews in our neighborhood and we
used to visit each other. But they established good
relations with the British because they were the
occupiers. They inter-married which resulted in them
getting our land because the British controlled
everything at that time.

I got married in Palestine when I was fifteen years
old and had two children there; a boy named Housni
and a girl. But the girl got ill on our way to Lebanon
and passed away during our displacement journey. We
buried her in a village called Tamra. My husband
stayed there, believing that after some days we will be
back, he did not know that we will be separated
forever. He waited five years for my return, three times
he arranged for me a permission to go back. I used to
take the bus to the border but the Lebanese General
Security did not let me pass. Since the Nakba I did not
see him, it has been sixty years. After five years he
gave up and got married to a lady in Palestine. I stayed
in Lebanon and divorced. It took me fifteen years to
get married to a Palestinian from Lebanon. I still keep
my wedding dress. I wrapped it in a cloth and carried
it on my head all the way on my long displacement

r road. It was tailored for me by a lady tailor in Haifa.
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Chapter 3

Palestine before
the Establishment of Israel

* Bahiyya Saied Al Batal, 74
* Inaami Hussein Sulieman, 79




Bahiyya Saied Al Batal, 74 year old.

Place of origin: Haifa in Palestine.
Storycrafted in Beddawi camp
by Nadia El-Dehidi on 2.5.2008.

Palestine was beautiful and Haifa was paradise. Our
neighbors were Jews but they spoke Arabic, we lived
together happily. My father used to work for harbor
customs in Haifa. I went to a government school and
only finished elementary education.

The British came and started shooting at us, the
shelling was heavy. They took young men and killed
them and made the girls take off their clothes. As we
were leaving my mother went into labor, maybe out
of fear, around the time the baby was due. I took a
horse carriage and went to fetch the lady doctor. It
was a horrible night. Our neighbor was Jewish, her
name was Om Shalomo — she asked me “Bahiyya,
why are you crying?” I told her “my mother is in
labor; please do not throw bombs at us". She told me
“it is not us who are shelling you”? My mother
delivered a boy, Bashir. We left Haifa for the Cross
Valley. I carried the newborn baby and put my other
brothers and sisters in some people’s house. I went
back to get my mother because she has been blind
since childhood from having smallpox. My mother
asked father to take us to Sidon in Lebanon because
she was afraid from the shelling that might hit her
children. So he hired a car and took us to Sidon in
Lebanon. They would not let us in unless we paid
some money. Until now, I still have my birth
certificate.

Bahiyya Saied Al Batal: "We lived happily with our Arabic speaking Jewish neighbors."

In Lebanon, Palestinian money had a high value
at that time. My father went back to his job in Haifa.
He used to come every month to give us money and
check on us. We are from the first people who had to
leave Palestine in 1948. People used to laugh at us
because we ran away. We used to go to the port in
Saida to watch people coming from Palestine. First,
they put them in the mosque and then they built a
camp - Mieh Mieh. We lived there because my father
lost his job in Palestine. He joined us - we had no
money left and had to live in the camp. It was
miserable and we were poor, rain water poured on
our heads and the tents flew in the air. We used to
queue to get some drinking water. People started to
fight with each other. I suffered a lot because I was
the eldest and carried a huge responsibility. My
father used to work as a daily cleaner of the tents.
There was a tent for sick people with tuberculosis.
He got the infection and died. My mother was breast
feeding my little brother when they told her about
his death. She did not believe them because they
would not let us see him. They came and sprayed
the tent that we were living in. We moved to Beirut
where I got married and then moved to Tripoli. My
mother died. My little brother will be sixty years old.
The other Arab countries like Jordan, Syria, and
Lebanon opened their borders for Palestinians. We
lived in the Diaspora. The Palestinian history is so
black.
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Inaami Hussein Sulieman: "We are villagers from Suhmata."
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Inaami Hussein Sulieman, 79 year old.

Place of origin: Suhmata in Palestine.
Storycrafted in Beddawi camp
by Nadia EI-Dehidi on 3.5.2008.

We are villagers from Suhmata. In the summer we
used to plant cactus, figs, nuts, pomegranates,
tomatoes, vegetables and beans. We used to plant
for our personal use, not for sale. If someone did
not plant tomatoes or other edibles we gave some to
him. Everyone did the same. The olive season
came; everyone had olive trees in Palestine.

Then the British army came to Palestine. People
ran off the land because the Haganah (a Jewish
paramilitary organization at the time) took the
youth and killed them and undressed the females. I,
my mom, dad and some brothers and sisters except
for my brothers Ahmad and Hani left to Ein
Tabaraya. The Jews cuffed and arrested Ahmad and
Hani. My mom and dad went back to Suhmata and
stood in front of my brothers. My mom kissed the
feet of the Jewish soldier so he would free them, he
refused. After eight days, they set Hani free but kept
Ahmad. My dad lost hope in Ahmad being set free
and was worried about his other children. So he
made the decision and told my mom that we were
leaving to Lebanon. We went to Lebanon bare
footed. The whole way my father was carrying his
sister on his back because she was very old and

disabled. She had one son who she did not know
where he was.

We used to make stops to get some rest; we saw
death with our own eyes on the way. We reached
Rmeish and found that all doors closed in our faces.
No one accepted to give us a sip of water. We
found a pond that dogs and cats drank from - we
also drank from it because people were dying of
thirst. We went to Bint Jbeil and after three days
they got us buses and took us to Tyre. Then they
took us to Tripoli where we stayed for fifteen days.
Fleas lived on our bodies. We slept and lived on the
train, there were no toilets. If someone needed to
use the toilet he had to go next to the litters. We
stayed in Tripoli. My aunt found her son and my
father went back to Palestine to look for his son
Ahmad. In Suhmata there was nobody except for
two old ladies who stayed because they had no one
to help them out. My dad went to a village named
Birkah where he found a mayor who was a Druze.
The mayor told my father that his son was in an
underground prison in Jenin, he was fed only
radishes and salt, he took my dad to Ahmad. He
told my father that he could let him out but that he
had to take him back to Lebanon. Ahmad was set
free. He did not want to leave Palestine because he
had a degree from the University of Jerusalem.
That is why they did not want him to stay in
Palestine.
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Hanadi Housein Abed Al Rahim: "We live in a garage."
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Hanadi Housein Abed Al Rahim, 3 year old.

Place of origin: Safouri in Palestine.
Storycrafted in Beddawi camp
by Nadia El-Dehidi on 21.3.2009.

We live in a garage, we sit on mattresses.
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Chapter 4

Poys and Girds
pemader the Bowmbs

* Hanadi Housein Abed Al Rahim, 3
* Hadeel Mohammad Rabih, 7

* Amani Mohmmad Moghamis, 11
* Fatima El Sayyed, 10

* Jana Khaled Rashed, 9

* Maram Mousa Sewidan, 11

* Salah Salah Deewan, 12

* Yousef Abou Radi, 12

* Sami Khaled Al Hassan, 9

* Khaled Salah Deewan, 10

* Khaled Jamal Yafawi, 12

* Housein Mohammed Sharkieh, 5




Hadeel Mohammad Rabih: "My brother came home, told us men on the streets were bloodied."
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Hadiel Mohammad Rabie, 7 year old. 58 Ul | 588y Jliuall Gy il La LY () Gl | 5345 L Juik)

Displaced from Nahr el-Bared camp to Beddawi camp. TV L Sty g ar A AL gl

Storycrafted in Beddawi camp by Nadia El-Dehidi on 23.5.2007. Kirsti Palonen (Finnish psychologist) comments

We were at home on the third floor when shooting started. They shouted for us to go on Hadiel’s story in Nahr el-Bared.
down to the basement, to grandmother’s home. They started shooting but I did not cry ) o
or shout. We stayed with grandmother for three days then we went to Beddawi and When I translated the story I felt that Hadiel was still in shock and

had not fully understood what everything meant. Maybe he was
fighting reacting by denying the most natural feeling of fear. The fear
of fear may sometimes be so big that the child tries to prevent even
others to be scared. Maybe he is also trying to avoid the fear by
identifying with a distorted adult image without feelings of fear. I
think Howaida or some other kindergarten teacher on your staff could

stayed with my aunt. They were shooting bullets in our yard. We were eating canned
food. Bread was being distributed so my brother went to get us some. They started
shooting at the bread truck. My brother came home and told us how men were on the
streets bloodied, there were many wounded and one woman got hit with a bullet. They
did not hit our house, but we felt as if the shelling was coming towards our house. I am

happy here because there is no war in Beddawi and I can sleep. I study at Betier follow-up with Hadiel and continue storycrafting with him. Maybe he
School. I am sad because a rocket hit the school. They used to teach us a song at will use this possibility to open up and let his fears and tears come. At
school - “we came to dream of liberty”. With a little smile, I tell all the children not to least during the storycrafting the adult would have an opportunity to
be afraid of the war because it is not scary. But children are afraid, I am an adult. discuss with Hadiel that there are situations when even the adults are

scared. But this does not mean that they are totally helpless; that even
adults cry. After crying in the presence of somebody you can trust you
may feel better. I feel so sad when a seven year old says she is an
adult. I am sure your staff will help her to feel like a child again
during the activities you arrange for children.




Amani Mohmmad Moghamis: "Men were scared they would be killed."
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Amani Mohmmad Moghamis, 11 year old.

Place of origin: Village Safouri in Palestine.

Storycrafted in Beddawi camp by Nadia El-Dehidi on 5.5.2008.
I drew the Israelis shouting at the Palestinians. They were taking

their homes. Men were scared they would be killed, they raised their
hands. The sky became red because of the heavy shelling.

)
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Fatima El Sayyed: "People were crying and | was one of them."

Fatima El Sayyed, 10 year old.

Displaced to her aunt’s house in Beddawi camp.
Storycrafted in Beddawi camp

by Nadia El-Dehidi on 26.5.2007. s (pa gl el zpui¥)
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because of fear. On my way out of the camp I saw many blocks of O Oula )9S Galil) JS (Qalill kS o Cilgin aa gillg o) A Be) B 0SS alg B siS il b
houses that had been desFroyed, lew.:led. People \ylvere crying and [ a SRS Gy prieal) (50 Uik 4305 ¢ Akl B8 O pabse A ¥ madll i3Sy e g plucs
was one of them. Today in Beddawi, at my aunt’s place, I feel .
happy and sad at the same time. People who stayed in the camps o asll G Ly, agda Ul Sy ¢ S el g £l Ga)) o Aasa Sl B
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Jana Khaled Rashed: "l wish they would allow us to go back to our houses in the camp."

Jana Khaled Rashed, 9 year old.
Storycrafted in Beddawi camp
by Nadia El-Dehidi on 1.6.2007.

In The Name Of Allah, the Most Beneficent, the Most Merciful.

There was so much bombing in Nahr el-Bared some people were
afraid they would die, others were afraid they would be injured. Days
passed until the day came when we left the camp. We were scared and
lost. At that time we did not know how we got out of the camp but it is
an unforgettable day in our memories.

When we left Nahr el-Bared we went to Beddawi camp. We thank this
camp because they fed us and met our needs. When we were exposed to
bombing and snipers we understood the value of having a home. We
realized that nagging gets nowhere.

When we left the camp some people were looking for a place to live
in. The nearby Arab countries were watching. They did not believe what
was happening until they saw us on TV. I wish there will be no fighting. I
wish they would allow us to go back to our houses in the camp.
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Maram Mousa Sewidan: "His little brother was crying because of the death of his parents."

Maram Mousa Sewidan, 11 year old.

Place of origin: Village Albozia in Palestine.
Storycrafted in Beddawi camp
by Nadia EIl-Dehidi on 29.5.2008.

I drew a tank shelling a house. People ran away. A woman
and her husband died. She had two children - one of them
was throwing stones at the tank because it killed his mother.
His little brother was crying because of the death of his
parents and he did not know where to go.
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Salah Salah Deiwan: "My friends passed away."

Salah Salah Deiwan, 12 years old.
Storycrafted in Beddawi camp by Dalal Sahrour on 5.11.2007.

What can we say about destruction? The people were destroyed. They are not
comfortable here because there is nothing here. I have a very strange feeling
concerning this destruction. We used to live better. People cannot accept each other
because of the destruction and because of those who died. I am working on
cleaning our house. It was so nice before. We had furniture, toys — that is all gone
now. We had two floors to our house where we used to play and study. No more. We
cannot play, life is boring. I wish the camp would be rebuilt just like it was before.
People would act better. Some of my friends passed away. I was so upset because I

saw one friend that was uncons.cmt.xs. I met some friends in a school in Tripoli. I was O)gad CM C)\_‘ . N\“
so happy I forgot all about my life in the camps. On my way back to the camp I felt
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Yousef Abou Radi, 12 year old.
Storycrafted in the garden of Rahmeh Hospital
by Nadia El-Dehidi on 4.7.2007.

‘We were in the shelter. My father went out to the
streets and found El Hajj Naif. He said that anybody
who wants to leave the camp can go. My father and
El Hajj Naif decided to leave together in his bus.
When we reached the main street many families
were waiting. They all rushed onto the bus, one on
top of each other. El Hajj Naif was shouting "I
cannot take you all, I cannot drive like that”. His gas
pedal broke three times. He shouted for people to get
out of the bus so he could fix the pedal. We all got
off of the bus he fixed the pedal, then we got back
on. I was sitting by a window on the bus. I
recognized a car that passed us, it went through
Badet Al Set but we went through another road by El
Falah hill. Forty meters before the Shaker house I
saw shooting coming from the fields. The bus driver
got hurt and the bus started moving from side to side
then turned over on the left side. I was shot in my
back. My father tore my clothes off and found a big
wound on my back. My mother saw what had
happened to me, got off the bus, and screamed for
somebody to help me. A sniper shot her in the head,
she was badly hurt. I saw her but could not do
anything because I was hurt. One of the Shaker
family carried me away. I saw plenty of tanks.
Someone took me in their car and quickly drove me
to the hospital, to the Emergency Room. They gave
me oxygen. I was lying on my right side, when I tried
to turn on my left side I vomited. I saw a lady nurse
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Yousef Abou Radi: "l was shot in my back; | want to recover and play football again."
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looking at my mother's head. I saw my mother but
could not speak with her because I was unable to
speak. They gave me an anesthetic injection and I
slept. I was operated on. When I woke up there was
an army man standing by me. I asked him “who shot
at us?” he answered that he “does not know"”. I was
there till the morning then they transferred me to the
Palestine Red Crescent Society’s hospital because I
was in Al Keir hospital. There, I found my uncle. He
had run out of Nahr el Bared and walked to Beddawi
last night. I asked: "Where is Montaha?" - He did not
answer. I knew that she had passed away. She was
taken out of the hospital in a coffin and buried. They
took her and Hajj Naif and buried them next to each
other under a tree. When I was in the car I saw the
tree that my mother and Hajj Naif are buried under -
my father showed it to me. Here in the hospital I get
bored because there is nobody to play with and I
have nothing to play with. My aunt’s husband
promised to get me a play station when I got out but
he did not get it yet.

Al

Yousef'’s wishes:

I want to recover so I can play football again. I
pray to God to give health to my grandmother
and my aunts. They spent a lot of effort raising
us. My father is tired of going to Beirut to apply
for passports for all of us. Every day he goes to
the home office, they tell him no news. All of our
papers and ID's remain at Nahr el-Bared camp.
They were there before the destruction.

I sent a letter to Kirsti. I am so happy that she
answered me and thanked me for my message.
She asked me about my sisters. At home I play
with the play station, sometimes with my uncle
or sisters and sometimes alone.
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Sami Khaled Al Hassan: "l worked hard with my parents to find things in my house.'
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Sami Khaled Al Hassan, 9 year old.
Storycrafted in Beddawi camp by Samira Abou Jomiah on 5.11.2007.

We came back to the camp on the first day of Eid El Adha. I wanted to come even though I
was not enjoying the Eid. I missed my house. In the camp I found destroyed homes. The
army was very strict about allowing people in and out of the camp. Our entire
neighborhood was destroyed. I was sad because all of our neighbors' houses were also
destroyed. Our house was in better shape than others, only half of it was burned. I worked
hard with my parents to find things in my house. I became tired. I wanted to find my
favorite things but all my toys were gone; my mother’s jewels, my sister’s wedding items
were gone. I especially missed my winter jacket that my mother had bought for me to wear
in school. I get scared at night because of no electricity and at night rats visit us.




Khaled Salah Deewan: "l wish we can go back and live as a family again.'

Khaled Salah Deewan, 10 year old.
Storycrafted in Nahr el-Bared camp by Samira Abou Jomiah on 5.11.2007.

I felt like my heart stopped beating when I saw the camp. I could not
recognize my house. In all directions streets are filled with broken concrete
from the destroyed homes. Our house is burned — there is nothing left inside.
Our house was so beautiful. It was by the sea, I used to swim everyday. I am
very sad for the camp. The state should beware of God. I got tired of speaking
- who is listening? Everyday I came to the camp with my family to clean our
house. Even when we managed to clean our house it is still very difficult to
live in. I love to go to school but there is no school available. I swear by God I
am tired. I cannot play with my friends because we live very far from each
other. I forgot how to play. My toys have gone. I cry everyday, [ am fed up, I
wish we can go back and live as a family again.
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Khaled Jamal Yafawi: "No playgrounds, our house is open to the neighbors."

Khaled Jamal Yafawi, 12 year old.
Storycrafted in Nahr el-Bared camp
by Samira Abou Jomiah on 5.11.2007.

When we came to the camp I was afraid even though
I was so eager to come. Women were sad and
shouting, the small children were screaming. The
minute we entered our house we started cleaning.
When we finished cleaning we mopped the floor and
stayed there. The house has two rooms, which were
still in good shape, but the four other rooms were
destroyed. We cleaned little by little until we
finished. We are living with our uncles because
originally we had lived in the same block. An
institution visits us and records our names. Till now
we live without doors and windows. We are afraid of
the winter and what will happen to us. I am
remembering our house from before. I cried and
cried because everything has changed — there are no
shops, no playgrounds, our house is open to the
neighbors. I get scared at night because the neighbors DIV s sand)
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Housein Mohammed Sharkieh: "My bike was broken."

48 ,d dana Gan 1 pea)

(LU Ay, ) <l giw o el
Ay ) giua : Bal)

G adia: ) AalBY) (jlsa

Housein Mohammed Sharkieh, 5 year old. A ll, 5o when 2 L) Lalayi ke
Place of origin: Safouri in Palestine.

Storycrafted in Beddawi camp - Gyt s 3

by Nadia El-Dehidi on 19.3.2009. el gl e U da Gduad) S

The Army was near our house, at Abou Kassem's. Y < S'.\ S5 5 | i ) )‘S‘J " S'i "!S .9

My bike was broken and so was my red swing, and

that is all. Youov/o/1a gamall 40U AL sl
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Ahmad Nabil Al Zagal, 10 year old.
Storycrafted in Beddawi camp by Howaida Al-Ali on 26.5.2007.

I have to tell you about Nahr el-Bared camp.

The army was fighting with Fatah al-Islam and shelling Nahr el-
Bared camp, many people were killed. People started leaving the camp
to go to Beddawi camp. They were going by cars and buses. On the
way we saw the Lebanese army bombing the camp. When we arrived
at Beddawi camp we went out of our cars and greeted our relatives. At
night we slept on the floor without pillows, mattresses, or blankets.




Chaplter s

@ the FCoen

* Ahmad Nabil Al Zagal, 10

* Samer Walid Nasser, 8

* Ahmad Kayed, 10 and Mohmmad Kayed, 12
* Rayan Asskoul, 9

* Zeinab Housien Abed Al Rahim, 5

* Amal Nasser Abed Elaziz, 11




Samer Walid Nasser: "l remembered my toy bus."
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Mother giving biscuts to my young Laughing at Inass while she is crying.

brother when his sugar level went down.
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Samer Walid Nasser, 8 year old.

Place of origin: Town Acre in Palestine.
Storycrafted in Shatila camp
by Jamal Abou Saleh on 6.6.2007.

When the shooting started, I was sleeping. I woke up but the
shooting continued.

I found my father, mother, my uncle’s wife and her
children. They came to our house for shelter. They were very
frightened, especially my cousin Inass. Whenever a bomb hit
she put her hands on her ears and put her head down; I
laughed at her. In the morning the shooting was more severe.
My brother Mazen was trembling because his blood sugar was
low. My mother ran and quickly gave him biscuits because he
must eat something sweet when he is in this condition. My
mother always keeps biscuits for him in her handbag. When
he ate the biscuit his blood sugar level was ok. The glucose
reading should be between 70 and 120; if it becomes high he
should be hospitalized. Thanks God he is ok now.

We went to grandma’s and stayed with her for three days.
At 11:30 at night we went to Beddawi, the next day to Beirut.
On our way I saw buses. I remembered my toy bus and
wished I had brought it with me. We arrived to Beirut to my
grandfather’s place in Sabra area. My grandpa’s place was so
narrow and already had eight people in it so we went to the
National Education School. We stayed in a small room - six
people slept in it. It is true that we are relaxed from the
shooting but we are not relaxed staying in the school room.
But we say “thanks God, and by his will we shall go back to
our house in Nahr el-Bared”.



Ahmad and Mohmmad Kayed: "We ran to the mosque."
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Displaced from Nahr el-Bared Houses wersdestroved

to Shatila camp.
Storycrafted in Shatila camp by Jamal Abou Saleh on 8.6.2007.

I woke up a little before the heavy bombing and shooting started. My father,
mother, sisters and brothers also woke up. We ran to open the door and found
our neighbors awake because of the noise. They wanted to see what was
happening. We knew that there was bombing on the side of the camp. We ran
and hid in the kitchen with my brother Mohamed and Thab, mom and dad.
When the bombing subsided some we went back to our room.

The bombing started again at daylight. We ran to the mosque when there was
a cease fire, the streets were filled with people running to the mosque. Armed
forces were on the streets. When we reached the mosque there were many people
inside. I saw young children crying. I heard that many young children died. I was
afraid so I stayed in the mosque until the next day. My father went to check on
the house - he told me that our house was burning. I was very sad about our
house; my uncle’s house was also on fire and was destroyed. We left the mosque
at 6 pm. We ran and jumped on a small truck my uncle owned. We were afraid
from the snipers and their bullets. There was a woman with lots of children, we
carried the children and quickly took them with us in the truck.

We went to Beddawi camp. Many people were leaving the camp. There were
plenty of cars; those who did not have cars walked, others used ambulances. It
took us three hours to reach Beddawi - this usually takes half an hour. There were
a lot of people but no bombing when we arrived at the school. We went to sleep
immediately because we had not slept for two days. It was nice to sleep with no
bombing but sleeping outside the house is not nice. We went together with my
mom and dad, brother Mohamed and Thab to a bus heading for Beirut. We had
nothing except our ID’s. On our way, the army stopped us and asked for our ID’s.
We finally reached my aunt’s place in Shatila camp at 2:30 in the afternoon.
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Rayan Asskoul: "We stayed with grandfather for three days.'

Rayan Asskoul, 9 year old.

Displaced from Nahr el-Bared to Shatila camp.
Storycrafted in Shatila camp by Jamal Abou Saleh on 1.6.2007.

My mother woke me up early. She asked me to wash my face
and get dressed. I was surprised because she never woke me up

that early. Jshee ol aa)
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Zeinab Housien Abed Al Rahim: "All of our things are on the floor.'
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Zeinab Housien Abed Al Rahim, 5 year old.

Place of origin: Safouri in Palestine.
Storycrafted in Beddawi camp by Nadia El-Dehidi on 19.3.2009.

We were staying with uncle Faris until he threw us out of his
house. We rented a garage from Abou Samir Risha, near my uncle
Mahmoud. We are still there and all of our things are on the floor.
A woman who owns a shop gave us boxes, we put our things in
them. Then we bought a cupboard and arranged our things in it.




Amal Nasser Abed Al Azziz: "We were in a panic and ran."
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Amal Nasser Abed Al Azziz, 11 year old.
Storycrafted in Beddawi camp
by Nadia El-Dehidi on 31.5.2007.

My brothers and I were sleeping but woke up in
the early morning scared. My mother said “do not
be afraid, it is Israel bombing”.

We ran out of the house where we were told
that it was Fatah al-Islam and the Lebanese army
that were shelling. My mother went to get bread
because since the first day of the fighting we had
no bread in the camp. We ate toast and drank tea.
My mother was cooking rice when the shelling
started. We were in a panic and ran, leaving the
food. Later, we stopped eating because the noise
was so loud. On the second day it got even louder
and scarier. This was because they were targeting
El Jalil mosque which was in our neighborhood.
Our neighbor’s house was targeted and destroyed.
We stayed together with my aunts, nieces and
nephews. We were very nervous when we heard
the rockets whistling. As the rockets approached
us we prayed and read Quran verses. My mother
and grandmother said Allah words (what we say
before death). We were running out of water so
my mother told everyone to only take a sip of
water to wet our mouth. My cousin heard that
someone had water so he went and got some. My
mother washed our faces and gave us a drink. At

night we were scared to go to sleep. My mother
told us that we better catch some sleep before they
start shelling again. I went to sleep but I woke up
scared because of the bombing. My uncle said
that the shelling was in our neighborhood. We
wanted to go to Beddawi with my aunt but my
grandmother was afraid from snipers. We were
screaming and running in the streets. At 9 a.m.
they let the people leave. We all left. My brothers,
aunts, and uncles were very afraid and asked God
to please let us not be shot. My mother was two
months pregnant, we worried for her safety. We
arrived at the check point. From there we went
into a green van full of people on top of each
other. We reached Beddawi. When I am writing
this I want to cry because I remember everything.

... Amal’s second story

We were living in Nahr el-Bared camp, now
moved to Beddawi. We are living with my father’s
friend in a flat, we are not happy. Always we ask
our mother to take us back home. She tells us we
can after the Fatah al-Islam group surrenders. We
joined Beit Atfal Assumoud. They give us juice,
biscuits, lollypops and many presents. Yesterday
we heard the voices of shelling and saw on TV
how we left Nahr el-Bared. My father heard the
news that the shelling was in Elabdeh and
Behanin area and the area by the checkpoint. We
left Nahr el-Bared with no clothes. My father
bought each of us a jogging suit. When it became
dirty, my mother washed it for us. We had been
dressed in the clothes we were wearing when we
left Nahr el-Bared.
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Jihad Jamal Yafawi: "I told my father we will sleep at grandma’s until we fix our house."
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Jihad Jamal Yafawi, 10 year old.
Storycrafted in Nahr el-Bared camp by Samira Abou Jomiah on 5.11.2007.

When my mother told us we are going back to Nahr el-Bared camp I was
clapping and very happy because I missed our house.

I saw many destroyed houses and there was a very bad smell that causes
health problems. When the bulldozer cleaned the street we could enter our
house - stones from destroyed houses were blocking the road. Our house was
burned but I went to grandmother’s house because it was better than ours. I
became very happy because I love my grandma and want to sleep near her. I
told my father we will sleep at grandma'’s until we fix our house.
Grandmother was crying and was asking God to punish those who caused
: s this destruction. I cried with her. I hugged her and told her: “May God burn
&'/ﬁ - those who burnt our houses”.
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* Souad Ahmad Al Hamouz, 16




Ahmad Wael Elhaj Mohammed: "My father paints houses and gives money to my mother.’
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Ahmad Wael Elhaj Mohammed, 3 year old.

Place of origin: Safouri in Palestine.
Storycrafted in Beddawi camp
by Nadia EI-Dehidi on 19.3.2009.

We were living near the kindergarten. I sleep when it is
dark. When my father gets up he goes to work. He
paints houses and gives money to my mother. My
mother gives me money to buy things.

<.
Byt

I
[2)]
N




Batoul Ashraf Akel: "My grandmother’s house is pretty and there are toys there.'

Batoul Ashraf Akel, 5 year old.

Place of origin: Safouri in Palestine.
Storycrafted in Beddawi camp by Nadia El-Dehidi on 19.3.2009.

When my father will be able to walk he promised to take us to the
harbor.

Our house was destroyed during the war, we saw it later. When
we heard the bombing we had been sleeping. We woke up and went
to grandmother’s house - a pretty house with toys. Father is
walking slowly without crutches. During the war he was not able to
walk because he was injured by a bullet.
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Kamel Mohmmad Abdullah: "My father threw a pack of chips from the jail window."
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Kamel Mohmmad Abdullah, 5 year old.

Place of origin: Village Sasaa in Palestine.
Storycrafted in Beddawi camp
by Nadia El-Dehidi on 7.3.2009.

My father sleeps at the jail. I visit him with my mother
and my sister Nour. Mother carried food for him - he
told her it tastes good. He threw a potato chips packet to
me from the jail window. I told father that I want to
bring a pencil for the teacher and I brought one.



Fatima Marwan Akar: "My father isill. | am ill as well."
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Fatima Marwan Akar, 3 year old.

Place of origin: Town Safouri in Palestine.
Storycrafted in Beddawi camp
by Nadia EI-Dehidi on 19.3.2009.

My father is ill. He goes to the doctor and drinks red
medicine. The medicine is not sour. He takes the
medicine in order to recover. I am ill as well. My
mother died in her sleep. Al is also ill.
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Jenan Abou Radi: "My unborn brother and my mother died."

Jenan Abou Radi, 10 year old.
Storycrafted in Beddawi camp
by Nadia El-Dehidi on 7.8.2007.

As we were leaving by bus we went in the wrong
direction. The driver was speeding, we were being
shot at; the driver was shot first, then others. Two
men on the bus raised their white T-shirts in the air.
A man from the Shaker family used his phone to
call for help. An ambulance arrived. My mother
had a bullet in her head. Zahra, my aunt, had an

injury to her hand and my father and brother were a4l Y| @@l G
also injured. The ambulance took all of them to the Glgia Yooz paald
hospital. We were taken off the bus by two army 4 5 siea; Bald)

men - one called Amer and the other called Salah.
They put us at the Shaker house with a woman and

3 g asda 1 AlLu) ALY (lsa

her children. I cried all night thinking about what S asda z ) AalEY) o\Sa

had happened to my mother, father and aunt. Later, % s 3 3 (i 4 Sla e 5 .

we were taken to see my mother at the Palestine ol gk sk b . oo il O Al Ry ke U comaly e inls

Red Crescent Hospital. She was dead. She was six S 13 O aaly ) G S ) gad s Gl Gana g wghealy B alg JS Guny sl G gluas
months pregnant when she died. My brother was ¢ Lo 32 o glaciia kS ) 3319 O glaciiall 831 Cilans) La) Ui ghaany (e ¢l o (Say b
also injured and till now he is at El Rahmeh .

hospital. He started to talk with us. The first day I R O Ja Usadl 1 5a) Gl 8 538 Gy ¢ il s sils Lgamals Cal B8 e
do not remember where I slept, the second day we o e cudl e U ey s sau) dalgy sale gand daly 0 Ugadi 1ol o U gadl
slept at Khalil'’s place. Now we sleep every night at L. . o B B} .

my grandmother’s place. My unborn brother who U""h‘ Gy Bl B Ul Cutnyy iy g oA s s o dsils “"“ Cipa Uly oS4
died with mother had not yet been given a name by i L g b o Say g0l Sy L ) Addua g Pl 5 0T g ) 26 Dlgde

us. I am not happy because my mother and little
unborn brother passed away.
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Jana Abou Radi, 2% year old.
Storycrafted in Beddawi camp
by Nadia El-Dehidi on 4.7.2007.

Mama, Papa, Janin, Yousef and my sister.
The bicycle and the car are for my brother
Hamodi who died in my mother’s tummy
when she was shot.

Jana Abou Radi: "Mama, Papa, Janin, Yousef and my sister.'
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Aya Sami El Haj: "l and my siblings always stayed together."

Aya Sami El Haj, 5 year old.

Place of origin: Town Saforia in Palestine.
Storycrafied in Beddawi camp by Nadia El-Dehidi on 7.3.2009.

When our house in the camp was destroyed we rented a place
to live with my aunt. She fed us. She raised us. We sleep with
her. My father traveled and maybe my mother did too. I and my
siblings Sara, Saleh, Eyad, Hamoudi and Mariam always stayed
together.
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Souad Ahmad Al Hamouz, 16 year old.

Place of origin: Town AlGalilo in Palestine.
Storycrafted in Beddawi camp by Nadia El-Dehidi on 9.4.2008.

I was born in Akrania. When I was one month old my father
wanted to go to Galilo because he finished his specialty as a
surgeon; mother was a general practitioner.

My mother told him that she wanted to visit her father in
Lebanon because he was so ill; then she would follow my
father to Galilo. My mother did go to Lebanon. On her return
she could not get permission to enter Galilo. She tried many
times but was always refused becau-se they did not allow
anyone to enter Palestine. We stayed at grandfather’s place for
a while, and then he passed away. At the beginning my father
used to talk to me on the phone. My mother used to call him
but he did not reply - maybe he got married. My mother
wanted a divorce but my father did not appear in court so she
got a divorce in his absence. We live together alone, she works
and pays my expenses. Three years ago I called my father - he
answered. I told him “I want to see you, please come just one
time and see me”, he said “I will send your grandmother to see
you”, so I told him “I want you, not grandmother, because I
never saw you in all my life and don’t want to see
grandmother”. He told me I will send you a present with some
of my colleagues that are coming to Lebanon. We went to see
his friend Rafik AlBaba. My father sent me his photo and
money. I refused to take the money because my mother gives
me what I need and the photo was an old one from when he
was with my mother and we have the same copy. I refused the
photo because I want to see how he looks at this stage, it is 16
years and I do not know how he looks. If I see him on the
streets I would not recognize him. I wish they let us go to
Palestine to see my father.
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Souad Ahmad Al Hamouz: "We live together with my mother."

o5

e



Ahmad Ghuneim Shatleh, 65 year old.

Place of origin: Village Al Buwayziyya in Palestine.
Storycrafted in Beddawi camp by Nadia El-Dehidi on 9.5.2008.

I was one year old when I left Palestine. My father used to
speak to me about Palestine and how we lived. We had farms,
we were very happy; we planted wheat, sesame, maize, and all
kinds of vegetables.

My father was the spokesperson and the bookkeeper of all
the documents in the village because he was the only educated
man from our village. Before his death he gave the documents
to the owners and asked them to keep them in a safe place, not
to give them away. He hoped that we would go back to our
land and plant again. He was also responsible for marriage
and divorce documents and he used to teach mathematics,
Arabic and Quran. He taught four generations. He was a
mayor and we had a big living room where the old people
used to come and spend the evening. When the Jews entered
the village they forced the people to leave, my father did not
want to leave. But he left Palestine and took all the documents,
the coffee jugs, coffee roaster, and the coffee grinder. He
walked to Mais el-Jabal in the south of Lebanon which was so
near to our village, and then to Tripoli. He used to have
gatherings over coffee. He would look at the coffee jugs and
say “these are for you”. I have looked after them until now.
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Dabice Dance and Merathen

* Ahmad Ghuneim Shatleh, 62
* Khalil Kazwah, 9

* Khalil Kazwah, 10

* Ghadier Bahar, 11

* Ghadier Bahar, 12

* Abed El Karem Al Shayeb, 12
* Abed El Karem Al Shayeb, 13
* Mohmmad Shalabi, 12

* Mohmmad Shalabi, 13

* Mahmoud Waked, 12

* Nuhad Mohsen, 23

* Abed El Karem Al Shayeb, 13



Khalil Kazwah: "I tell the mothers who lost their children: | am your child, please enjoy with me."
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Khalil Kazwah, 9 year old.
Storycrafted in Shatila camp by Jamal Abou Saleh on 15.9.2009.

Each Friday we practice Dabke, our folklore dance. One day our
coach told us that we are going to perform on the stage of the
UNESCO Palace for the occasion of the Sabra and Shatila
massacre commemoration. I was very happy. He gave us some
information about the massacre. I imagined how the mothers and
children were crying and how the Israeli soldiers killed the
people. I started thinking that this Dabke might bring some
happiness to mothers and children. My message is to tell the
mothers who lost their children is that “I am your child, please
share this happiness with me”.




Khalil Kazwah: "l am learning to play drums at BAS."
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Khalil Kazwah, 10 year old.
Storycrafted in Shatila camp by Jamal Abou Saleh on 3.9.2010.

I live with my mother Fatima Khalaf and my brother Abdullah in Shatila camp. My parents separated
when my brother and I were young. My mother works in the field of nursing. I study at the Bakah School
(UNRWA) with my brother Abdullah. I used to study at a Lebanese school Makassed. I have been a scout
member for a long time with a Palestinian folklore dance group at Beit Atfal Assoumod (BAS) in the
Shatila center. I participated in the group folklore dancing on stage many times. I love Dabke dancing a
lot and so does my brother. I am learning how to play music at BAS, I am playing drums. I also love to
draw and have participated in art workshops. I go to BAS activities so I can draw, play, and learn cultural
and national subjects. I will study to become a pediatrician if God wants me to. The best thing in my life
is my mother.




Ghadier Bahar: "l will continue displaying my cultural heritage.'

Ghadier Bahar, 11 year old.
Storycrafted in Shatila camp by Jamal Abou Saleh on 15.9.2009.

I signed up with the Dabke group because I heard that we travel to places. I love the
Dabke and have met many friends like Reem, Wafaa, Malak, Nour and Nadin. I love it
because I am talented. When I performed at UNESCO I was very shy but I wanted to
send a message to the whole world and to the victims’ families that we will never forget

this massacre. We will become stronger. By my dancing I will tell the world that I will JL_"." AP S )
continue displaying my cultural heritage and my struggle until the last day of my life. V) :.)-“'“
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Ghadier Bahar: "l wish to complete my education as a pediatrician."
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Ghadier Bahar, 12 year old.
Storycrafted in Shatila camp by Jamal Abou Saleh on 10.9.2010.

Ghadier lives with her father Rabieh, mother Najla Najjar and her two
sisters Rasah and Marwa in a small house inside Shatila camp. She studies
at an UNRWA school. She is in grade seven and she is thirteen years old.
She always participates in the activities of BAS. She loves drawing and
swimming is her hobby. She wishes to be able to complete her education as
a pediatrician.

75 BAN



Abed El Kareem El Shayeb:

"l dreamed of performing the Dabke on stage."
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Abed El Kareem El Shayeb, 12 year old.
Storycrafted in Shatila camp by Jamal Abou Saleh on 15.9.2009.

I always dreamed of performing the Dabke on stage. I am happy to wear the
sherwal that our ancestors used to wear - the sherwal and the colorful
embroidered vest is part of our Palestinian heritage. Unlike today we wear
pants and T-shirts.

When I was on stage, I was extremely happy. I remembered the words of
the social workers at BAS about Palestine. They said how beautiful
Palestine was, how the Israelis came and destroyed houses, killed people
and occupied the land and led us to the Diaspora. When I raised my head
to look at the people, I saw the families of the Sabra and Shatila massacre.
The families were very happy to watch us. Even though I am young, I feel
that I should share the responsibility in defending the rights of the victims
and those who are still under arrest in Palestine. We should struggle to free
our country Palestine. I was so happy that our performance was so good.



Abed El Kareem El Shayeb: "I am learning how to cook and to help my mother."
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Abed El Kareem El Shayeb, 13 year old.
Storycrafted in Shatila camp by Jamal Abou Saleh on 10.9.2010.

My mother is Rola Deiwan, my father is Saleh, my sisters are Neiven and Zeina, and my
brother is Zeiad. Together, we live inside Shatila camp in a one room apartment. We all
study at UNRWA schools. I am in the seventh grade. I will study very hard to become a
dentist. Sports is my hobby; especially football and swimming. I also participate in BAS
activities. I draw because I love it. I was with the Folklore dance group at BAS but this was
not to be my fate. I could not continue because of health problems — I had to undergo a
serious operation. Instead of dancing I am learning how to cook and helping my mother at
home. I love it - I already mastered baking some light sweets.
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Mohmmad Shalabi: "My dream will come true and we will return to Palestine."

Mohmmad Shalabi, 12 year old.
Storycrafted in Shatila camp by Jamal Abou Saleh on 15.9.2009.

Although I was shy I was very happy to dance on stage. This is my first time to perform in front of
an audience. I wish that I will perform in a celebration of our return to our homeland Palestine,
not for the bad memories of the Sabra and Shatila massacre. I want to give happiness to all those
who lost their loved ones. Inshalla, my dream will come true and we will return to Palestine. I will
say that "We are children but we are heroes for Palestine”.
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Mohmmad Shalabi, 13 year old.
Storycrafted in Shatila camp by Jamal Abou Saleh on 3.9.2010.

I live with father Jamil, my mother Amal Elzamar, my sister Amira and my
brother Rabeih. I study at an UNRWA school. I am in the seventh grade. I want
to be an architect. I love to play. I am a folklore group member, I dance very
well. I have participated on many occasions both outside and inside the center. I
love swimming. I pray to God to fulfill my dream to become an architect.



Mahmoud Waked: "l am so glad that | ran the 10 km Marathon."
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Last year and for the first time, I participated in such a long Marathon with this a great number of people. I once
joined a small Marathon in Shatila with different Nongovernmental organizations; it was by the airport road. But
not in Beirut Marathon - this is huge, and people came from all over the world, people of all ages. Some disabled
who cannot walk came, it was much more than fantastic and beautiful.

This year was so nice, but last year was nicer because it rained. I love the rain so much, although where I live in
Shatila the roads and the houses get flooded. Sometimes we could not move around for a period of time. In spite
of everything I love the rain. I am so glad that I ran the 10 km. I wish next year I could run the 40 km and win the
title. May God give us every year a Marathon so all the young and elder people get some joy and happiness.



Nuhad Mohsen: "l am sad but glad and proud that the handicapped are running."

Nuhad Mohsen, 23 year old.

Place of origin: Village Deir El Kassie in Palestine.
Storycrafted in Shatila camp by Jamal Abou Saleh on 6.12.2010.

I am Nuhad, a volunteer at BAS Shatila camp. Last year I was a helper in the Beirut Marathon. I gave
water to the 40-42 km runners. I was so sad when I knew that the handicapped were running, but was so
glad and proud of them being active and not shy of their disability in front of the other runners.

I wanted to be much better this year, but I was not. The number of full Marathon runner was much less

this year. I used to hear about the Beirut Marathon, but since two years I became an active member. I i
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BEIRUT MARATHON 2010

The 7th of November, 2010 has witnessed an early active and energetic start to the day in Beirut. It was the Blom Beirut Marathon and participation of the
Extreme Survival Team of NISCVT and of our Finnish friends. Our Finnish friends always give us their support and do all they can to help. We started the
marathon preparations a couple of months before the date of the run. All the NISCVT centers were alert and hard working to collect the information for the
participants, which reached 820 registered runners from the Extreme Survival Team. The coordination was made with Kirsti Palonen and Nina Lyytinen.
They made all the preparations in order to have a successful participation for our team. Nina was the 42 km marathon runner in 2008 and 2009.
Ten NISCVT centers arrived at the start line and joined the 30,000 participants of the marathon. We divided into 1, 3, 10 and 42 km lines. Everyone was

eagerly and joyfully waiting for the start and happily crossed the finish line.

e Like always we end our events with big successes and accomplishments. That is due to our team work and commitment guided by our General Director,

W Mr. Kassem Aina and supported to the fullest by our friends from Finland who we give many big thanks. Without their support we could not have done it.
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Abed El Kareem El Shayeb: "l enjoyed participants from all over the world in the Marathon."
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Nuhad Mohsein wearing red shoes and Abed wearing a grey jogging suit.

Abed El Kareem El Shayeb, 13 year old.

Place of origin: Village Deir El Kassie in Palestine.
Storycrafted in Shatila camp by Jamal Abou Saleh on 20.6.2010.

I participated in the Beirut marathon in 2009, it was fantastic. I ran the 10km and did not feel tired, even though I never walked all
this distance. I live in Shatila camp and all the camp area is less than the distance that I walked. I enjoyed the beautiful scene of
the sea because I live in a place where there is no light, no sun or even electricity like other people have. I live in a very small
house. This is the reason I am running. Talking to myself, I said I want to win, I want to be the winner, I love to win, but could
not do it. Never mind, I consider myself a winner because I participated in the marathon, enjoyed the beautiful scenes, and met
participants from all over the world.

This year I was a helper, giving water to the 40km runners. I noticed the difference between being a helper and a participant. I
wish next year to be a participant because last year I was so happy and my mood was better. I would like to thank everybody who
worked for us to join this Marathon because it is a wonderful event and it has a great value to the body and mind. Thanks to BAS

and many thanks to those who let us join this event, and I wish it will keep on and improve more and more. 81
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Nourhan Serhan: "l am happy because my friends are near me."

— v

Nourhan Serhan, 14 year old.

The girl lives in one of the metal containers.
Storycrafted in Beddawi camp by Dalal Shahrour on 5.11.2007.

I like living here because it is close to the camp, not like Beddawi.

In Beddawi we were not comfortable, we demanded to open the
schools so we could study. Here we are happy, we are not bored
at all, and I am happy because my friends are near me. I feel very
sad about the destruction in the camp. I think a lot about the
houses, how it was and how it became. We have to keep on
demanding that we return to the camp and to our homes. I am
happy with this small room only because it is near the camp.
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My Friends

* Nourhan Serhan, 14

* Abdalla Kamel Hassan, 11
* Sarah Marwan Azzam, 10
* Inass Nasser Nasser, 10

* Houda Nasser, 10

* Ali Mohamad Affifi, 14

* Omar Mohamad Kodier, 13
* Layal Jihad Al Aydi, 7
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Abdalla Kamel Hassan: "l saw my friends go to the hospital."

Abdalla Kamel Hassan, 11 year old.

Displaced from Nahr el-Bared to Shatila camp. Storycrafted
in Shatila camp by Jamal Abou Saleh on 4.6.2007.

We were asleep at 3 a.m. when the shooting started with
guns called 500. We wanted to escape to the shelter but we
could not because the shooting was near our home. In the

morning the shooting stopped, it seems the shooters L) s auda ;égl.ul\ PN O\Sa
wanted to take some rest. So we managed to run to the
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and read the Quran.
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brother and our young men because the Palestinian people
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Red Cross was distributing goodies for us to eat. Then we 1900 agad el o Uiy « Py il S sdlg ) Gid gudle chag) Mol e Ul
went to Shatila. I was happy because I met my mother and :
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come and get us. In Shatila, every day I watched the news L Ablaaad) tJ sk g Al Ol paal gldle Wy e
and would say “God be with the Palestinians and R LY o gl Jlaa mu‘ & )%.‘

Muslims”. I want so much to go back to my home because
I felt secure there. The last thing I want to say is “thanks
God”.




Sarah Marwan Azzam: "Our house was destroyed but | was happy with my friends."
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When we went back I saw the camp destroyed - dead e AR AR A . od ak: s . IR TR e 4
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house and destruction but I was happy to find some
friends to play with. I used to meet them in Beddawi.
When we moved to Tripoli I used to meet them to play.
We finished cleaning our house the second day of Eid.
We put our things inside and slept. My aunts sleep here.
When they opened the highway to the new camp my
grandparents came everyday from Beddawi camp. My
niece and I help them. The house is clean. My grand-
father is watering the trees and cleaning the garden,
everyday he comes to water the plants. They want to
sleep here when everything is done. I want the camp to
be rebuilt as it was and the people of the old camp to
return because my grandparent’s house is there and our
siblings from the Azzam family.
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Inass Nasser Nasser: "l talk with my friend - we never thought this would happen to us."

Inass Nasser Nasser, 10 year old.

Displaced from Nahr el-Bared to Shatila.
Storycrafted in Shatila camp by Jamal Abou Saleh on 4.6.2007.

At 3:30 a.m. we woke up due to the shooting coming from the
Fatal al-Islam and the army. I knew who was shooting from the
news. We were living on the third floor but we went and stayed
on the first floor with my uncle. But my uncle told us to leave
because the shooting was coming near our place. We were
living close to Samed (a Palestinian institution). People were
saying to get out of the camp - so we did at 11:30 at night. We
went to Beddawi and slept with some friends. The next day at 8
in the morning we left to Beirut for my uncle’s place. I wanted
to take my toys that I used to play with - a girl doll and a bride
doll. I was playing house with my brother Tarik. I did not get
to take these toys because we left in a hurry. We only took our
pajamas and identity cards. I am now at the National
Education School. At the school I met my friend Halima. This
made me very happy because I have no other of my previous
friends around. We play hide and seek. When we sit and talk
we say that we never thought this would happen to us.
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Going away from home. My doll. My school friends.



Houda Nasser, 10 year old.

Displaced from Nahr el-Bared to Shatila.
Storycrafted in Shatila camp by Jamal Abou Saleh on 4.6.2007.

In the beginning, when we went out, I was scared from the
shooting that happened at night. Until now, I am still scared. I
held the hand of my sister’s fiancée Hanna on my way home.
On our way I saw two men, one man'’s intestines was outside of
his stomach, the second was shot in his chest. When I witnessed
that scene, I turned my face and held my father’s hand. We
continued our journey to Beddawi (we stayed five days in Nahr
el- Bared). While I was on the road, there was shooting close to
us. I went into a car with half of my family. The other half of
the family went into a relative’s car. My brothers were in the
relative’s car when the tire was shot. My sister’s fiancée told us
the story when we arrived at Beddawi. There, the shooting
could hardly be heard. We stayed one day in Beddawi, then
went to Beirut and to Shatila by bus. We stayed at
grandmother’s (from my mother’s side) place. She was very
happy to see us. She ran and hugged and kissed us. From the
first day there, I started to remember my toys, my clothes, and
the doll I used to play with. I played with the doll with my sister
Hanaa. I remembered that I used to dress nicely and neatly.
Now I have only one set to change into - the one I came with
and a jogging suit that people gave me. I wear this suit for two
days then change into the clothes that I came with. I alternate
washing every two days.

Houda Nasser: "I remember my doll | used to play with."

When the bullet hit our car.
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Houda's dresses.
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Ali Mohamad Affifi: "I miss Koko, our parrot; he called me 'Affifi, Affifi'."
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Ali Mohamad Affifi, 14 year old.

Displaced from Nahr el-Bared to Beddawi,
to Ein El Helwi and then to Shatila.
Storycrafted in Shatila camp

by Jamal Abou Saleh on 7.6.2007.

When we were in Nahr el-Bared the army and the
Fatah al-Islam attacked each other. My brother,
his friends and I were staying up late smoking
nargila on the roof of our building. Suddenly a
bullet hit the nargila but we were safe. Quickly, we
changed our clothes and ran for the car. As we
were starting the car a rocket hit our flat. Thanks
God we were not injured. We headed to our aunt’s
in Beddawi camp. All of that happened during the
first day. At my aunt’s place we used to see the
shooting going on at night. The second day we
went to my aunt’s place in Ein el-Helweh camp.
We stayed for 14 days. We talked about how the
bullet hit the nargila and how we escaped the
rockets. But we felt very guilty for leaving our
parrot Koko behind as. We consider him a family
member. We wished that we had brought him
with us, we really do. He has been with us for 3
years. I miss him a lot; he used to wake us up for
school and called me “Affifi, Affifi”. My mother
was also very sorry because we left him behind.
Suddenly, shooting started in Ein el-Helweh. We
said: “Where shall we go”? Then the shooting
became more frequent. We quickly ran and went
to Shatila, to my aunt Sahar Affifi. Now I have
been in Shatila for one day and hope no shooting
will take place in this camp too.
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Omar Mohamad Kodier: "We played football and hide and seek with friends everyday."
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Omar Mohamad Kodier, 13 year old.
Storycrafted in Beddawi camp by Dalal Shahrour on 24.11.2007.

When I saw the destruction, southern Beirut came to mind
immediately, even though it was not as destroyed. Cars were
burnt, houses that had not been destroyed were burned later,
trees and homes were bulldozed. I found nothing, everything
was gone. When I entered the camp I was cross because I never
expected this much destruction. They did not fight the Fatah al-
Islam, they fought our houses and they shit inside the houses.
We expect UNRWA to rebuild our houses and compensate for
the loss of our car. They are provoking us to make a problem,
but this is our camp. We used to play football with our friends
everyday in the yard, we played hide and seek. We hope
UNRWA can make a playground for us. Really one is not in the
mood to play. I am cleaning with my family and there is no time
to play.




Layal Jihad Al Aydi: "l like to play with my friend Aya."
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Layal Jihad Al Aydi, 7 year old.
Storycrafted in Nahr EI Bared camp by Dalal Shahrour on 5.11.2007.

I would love to stay in a place that is not destroyed. I don’t like our
house to be on the ground. Our house is burnt; my parent’s room is
burnt. My sister wants to leave for Abu Dhabi. Two suitcases were
burned, she was so cross. She was looking for her jewelry but found
nothing. My father’s truck was burned and thrown to the mountains;
he bought it for $100. I am not happy here because they destroyed
the camp. I have a friend here, I stay with her. I want to stay in
Beddawi because this camp is destroyed. I have two names (Layal
and Domoz) - Domoz means tears. I like them to call me Domoz, it
is much nicer.

My mother asked me not to go to school because of bombs. I told
her I will go because I am clever at school. In Beddawi I play, but
here I cannot. I walk with my cousin but there is plenty of mud and
dirt. Fatah and Hamas bring food from Hariri, it is not good. From
Fatah it is good. My sister left to Abu Dhabi. I do not like to play
here because of the soil and soot. My mother stays at home and
works all the time, she washes by hand because the washing machine
was burned, the refrigerator was also burned. There is no cold water
and the electricity is available only at night. I like to play with my
friend Aya (Loukate). Sometimes I stumble on metal. My father is
poor, he has no money. He gathers metals from near the front. When
friends are around I play with them. I like to play hide and seek with
my friend. When I play outside I wish that the camp was not dirty
and rotten. I don't want to stay outside because my clothes become
dirty. I like to play every day. My mother gives me 1000 L.L each
day. I like to dance and also I like to help my mother in cleaning the
house. Sometimes she doesn’t let me, sometimes I wash.



Mira Wajeh Kanaan: "l do not make trouble for the teacher."
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Mira Wajeh Kanaan, 4 year old. . . Z i Goe
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Place of origin: Town Safouri in Palestine. £k £l o o ok
Storycrafted in Beddawi camp by Nadia El-Dehidi on 19.3.2009. Yot JT NS gt A AL

When my mother sleeps I help tidy things. When she asks me to
wake up, I do. I put on my clothes and go to kindergarten. I do not
make trouble for the teacher. I love boys and girls and love my
friends. When the teacher asks me to look at the board I do.
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Ali Hamza Fayad: "There was no milk, but my mother made milk from powder."
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Ali Hamza Fayad, 9 year old.
Storycrafted in Shatila camp by Jamal Abou Saleh on 1.9.2006

I love my village a lot because I have friends there. My only friend is Hassan, he is 9 years
old. I do not know what happened to him. I hope he is still alive.

My father we left behind, he refused to come with us. My mother brought us here
because she was afraid from the Israeli enemies that hit the houses and destroyed the top
of where people were living. I miss my father a lot. He came yesterday. I was playing in
the garden. I hugged him and we cried in the room together. But my father will not come
back. He doesn't want to leave his village. I wish the war would stop so I can go back and
play with my computer games and my bike. I wish I could sleep by my father everyday
and meet my friend Hassan and my neighbors. Our house is so beautiful, it is two stories
and we grow vegetables in our gardens. We have apple and grape trees, so many birds
come and eat, they sing and fly. But here I hear only the planes. I get afraid at night when
the shelling is heavy because the room we sleep in has a ceiling made from metal and I
am afraid of the shrapnel hitting us.



Ali’s second story

I was on the balcony when a war plane hit us. I fell down on a
chair. Another rocket targeted the water spring. I was afraid
because the house was shaking. Father was shouting at us and
told us to take our things and jump in the car. We climbed on top
of each other in the car and drove to Sidon. My sister was crying
because she wanted her baby doll, I wanted my bike. In Sidon we
played with our cousins, my aunt’s children. From Sidon we went
to Beirut; along the way we saw destroyed bridges and a car and
van that had been completely burnt. I was not afraid but my
sisters were screaming. We arrived to Shatila and met uncle
Aniss. I hugged him and kissed him. He asked us about the south.
I was tired so I slept. When I woke up I found that everything
was different - it was not like the south. There was no milk, I
wanted some but nobody could give it to me. My mother bought
powder and made milk. I went to BAS where I started playing
and drawing. I am happy now because I met new friends -
together we draw and play.

Ali and his family arrived safely to their uncle’s place at Shatila camp.
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Ahmad Moein El Sayyed: "When | grow up | want to be a teacher."
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Ahmad Moein El Sayyed, 9 year old.
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When I was in Nahr el-Bared my tooth was not
broken. After our displacement from the camp
we lived in a school. I was playing with some
friends and accidentally hit my head against a
friend’s head. My tooth broke; my mouth was not
aching but was burning. For awhile I could not
drink cold water but now I am able to and can
even have ice cream. My mother took me to the
UNRWA dentist in Beddawi but he did not fix
my tooth. Instead he told me that when we go
back to Nahr el-Bared they will fix it. But I am
ashamed of my broken tooth. I feel embarrassed
when people ask me how my tooth got broken,
only my family knows. When I grow up I want to
be a teacher because a doctor's job is so tiring.
Being a teacher is easier.
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Doaa Tayseer Mubadda: "I will go to the dentist to get relief from that pain."
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Doaa Tayseer Mubadda, 10 year old.
Storycrafted at the dentist in BAS Beddawi center
by Nadia El-Dehidi on 20.6.2007.

I did not have my teeth treated because I was
afraid. Some girls of my age do have dental
treatment but others do not because some are afraid
and others are not. But I do brush my teeth every
day after lunch and breakfast and I wash my hands.
I brush my teeth when I am through with the day.
Now we are living at the school. They gave me and
all the children, men and women toothbrushes.
When I was in Nahr el-Bared my mother used to
accompany me to the dentist. I used to be so scared
to enter the clinic, my little sister was also afraid to
go to the clinic. But when the dentist gave me
medicine I drank it all, I was not afraid to drink it.
But if my tooth pain gets so bad, I will go to the
dentist to get relief from that pain.




Yasser Abed Al Aal: "My tooth is even more beautiful than before."

Yasser Abed Al Aal, 12 year old. Jall 38 puly taud)
Storycrafted at the dentist in BAS Beddawi center L VY el
by Nadia El-Dehidi on 14.6.2007. '

I was running when the war started. I fell on my

Bl g a1 ailad) AaBY) (4
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children called me names “Tell me, how are you
toothy?”. Now, my tooth is even more beautiful
than before.
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Zeinab Sakallah: "In Jaffa my mother gathered the porcelain flowers to put under my pillow."

Zeinab Sakallah, 78 year old.

Place of origin: Jaffa in Palestine.

Storycrafted in BAS Beirut Family Guidance
center by Dr Faizah Masri on 29.12.2008.

On my way here a jasmine flower fell on me.
These flowers grow near the mosque. I leaned over
and picked up the flowers which had fallen. I
recited the El Fateha (Quran verses) for my
mother’s soul. When we were in Jaffa my mother
used to gather the jasmine flowers and put them
under my pillow, my father used to gather the
flowers and put them on the pillow. My aunt in
Jerusalem had a big tree with flowers called
“mother of the seven years”. This flower is also
called the porcelain flower. My aunt gave my
mother a little plant; my mother gave me a piece
of it which I brought with me from Gaza. It grew
so big that I was able to give many people a piece
of the plant. I transplanted four of the plants for
the Family Guidance Center. Please send someone
to pick it up. I love it and I am so proud of it
because it came from Jerusalem, then it moved to
Gaza and now it is in Lebanon.

I had not seen my mother for nine years. She
passed away in Gaza. I could not see her because
Israel would not give me permission to come. I did
not even know about her death until a few days
after she died. My father followed my mother in
death eleven months later. My brother also died, I
had not seen him in thirty years. A second brother,
who I never met, died of liver cancer that spread
to his bones.

The streets in Jaffa smell like orange blossoms.
When I studied in Alexandria I used to smell the
same scent and remember my beloved Jaffa. They
used to gather the orange petals and close the
opening to the water jug with them. That way,
when you drink the water it has an orange
blossom scented taste.

I was studying at a teacher training college in
Jerusalem. There was a Jewish kindergarten by
our fence. We used to talk and play with the
children as if they were our little brothers and
sisters. I used to give them some of my food, milk,
biscuits, bread and cheese through the school
fence. The morning that the partition of Palestine
was announced we awoke to see the kindergarten
area decorated with Israeli flags. The children
started making faces at us, sticking their tongues
out, and happily dancing.

I cannot forget an incident that happened on a
spring day while I was walking with some friends
in Jerusalem. We saw a Jewish man with a donkey
and an Arab man. The Jewish man was forcing
the Arab man to drink from the same place as the
donkey. He took pictures and gave them to
Europeans, telling them that this “is the image of
Arabs”. Last month I read a book by Ilan Pappe -
“The Ethnic Cleansing of Palestine”.

I remember that Jewish ladies used to come to
our house to sell us clothes. By doing this they
gathered information about each house and street.
After I read the book, I relived my life in Jaffa. I
realized that these ladies were from Israeli

intelligence. Our school principal in Jerusalem was
British. On the day of the partition of Palestine we
refused to study. Instead we gathered at the
playground and sang Mawtini (Arab national
song). The principle asked for a meeting with the
student representatives. I was the representative
for my class. She said to us “What can you do?
The Israelis will win because they are more
educated. You should go back to classes and study.
Or do you want to fight again?” We told her “Yes,
we want to fight”. She said: “You Arabs are mad”.
We asked her “Why"? She said “You have not
learned a lesson from World War II. Still you want
another war”. I said to her: “Are you British
mad?” She shouted at me and banged on the table,
“How dare you?” I calmly said “Because you saw
what happened in World War I and yet there was
a second world war”. “Yes, yes you are right, you
are right”, she said. She took revenge by following
me from one place to another after our
conversation.

One night the shelling from the Israeli side was
very strong. We lived at the school. We used to
study in the morning and go to the dorms in the
afternoon. I remember the bullets were red, the
same as when we left Jaffa. My father used to tell
me to count my brothers and sisters in the car. I
was the eldest of the six children. The bullets were
the same sparkling red. I swear by God that we
will return. I am sure that the world’s conscience
will wake up. Once they see all the massacres they
will be fair to us very soon.

99

NISEVT



NISEVT 100



A8 2ae 1 JS JAN B 1ilay cCan JSy B UM S o Gl Al (e daallly QLN llall)
S el (LS 18 Ul cisy callbe aadl Wik ) Glia Aaggs SH Gglany 13lay B pud)
L i Gl A JS Ul cradaall A Jaad ClS al g clgeay s

Gl pida 58 pladll () caadl 138 Caal gy Ul b fasae Gule QLS Gl B o g oYy
)30 5 Jal) A8 mal Aabiih paa)

2 calal) A Uy (Galaald apad diad oA 5100 5 paall CilS Quailly Clalaall s B ciS Wl
Ul Sy g gasall gaa AU Al o JS (e el il | (g A1 Agihy A1y hga
i g palii oY pS ol 2ogall SES O B Ve 55 el L By s (B Ayl
“ You Arabs are <l oijad Wy ol :lgd U [91ga o) Oaus pl... ) saai
Saaa Goa Gt aily Al Ll Guoall Al |50kl Y b 99913l WUiludimad”
S Wi iy S ad “You, British, are mad.”  (silaa Ouillay yl alil g 1p gags L) il

iy il g ¢ A gldal)

“How dare you say it? ”
il A0 dpallad el adad g oY) Aallad) cojal) A Al ASSY i
“Oh yes you are right, you are right.”

(i Jgaadl QS o) Ae el Culhy dlimady Syl Glujpiall COSy G paY) Uk
,,‘;i‘,J)d‘,gaqs,&l,:aJu_,‘Igm,,!juouuﬁq&s,,u\dﬂ,ahﬁ

LS I8 2 ggall il s o8 AL (B ¢ il Ciladeal) )3 A8 qalda B O il
Ay e Ualh Lad Jia janl jaal gaba )l 55 LSy pgill di £ ) bl Jall (g cabua (i
AV LS B S U g bl b 3800 Uy Jh B cad g il gA) 38 (I sk OAS

A biaill S day 0 ppas Ay g allall O @i Cige dlly (@i g dily
LB g B Ulkaly Gl gy (Si2aS

ARRYVARTALE TS PR R ¥t JERUFL URUPEY

) Gl Al Gl sad)

A VA saad)

By ;3L
Ua ) o Cuby caalaly ds g 5all e Caants B8 (Ao by (k) B dl Uy

Badall o ahady Wl A Gaanlil) gand GilS el O A Aadlil) cy By Cpantll (Bl Cualy
o) ahel (e pad) o) Bk Laie S el B AN dadall o Aaayy Jil pady (ol
3Sa bl g (508 i Lgda G Jgg S g BB Oa e iy Aded bl )y Adud
HASE ) G laly et G T 5 Ly Ul g i £ 3 paall JUilal Cuy B SLEY)
oy i idans o il el O sl ol Q28 e 5 58 (A Qg el ol A Silgia 4
ply s Ay sLEl o) Iy gk VYo Wiy A5 aly pll Bae sy Lol ey (Jsdal
Oy aly dallie ) J3a asil ol jpud) b B B Al B A (S g i ¥ e 028l
ada S e Ay )5S (e

Ly oS 7 gd JUO 5 Al Gl ¢ Clalall 513 A8 A S Lad ¢ el ULy (3 5k
Ll S0 UGl a5 A a8 Ay S ()

By ARy gl sl B A GusSeyy ograny 1SS Geadlly JUS 3y
Ol OIS (el Clalaall 1a 408 B A S Lal | shara (980 4950 Lasie cplal) ) 4dadl
O pgland g g S LS (Bl (B aALS 5 Jliua 5580 UL GAS &) Lagy « Juib) Ay o3 o) A yaall
B3 On ol gl uladl ) ¥ ag JS S U 5 Ay ey o g comla aldld) LI
Al g N g

5 s Al ju) pde] Clale A g gee IS (Opplanald s AL 3y (M 25l Tlaa (B
A (gl yy ) 38 g e LY LEBLEY agiiad) U (i gaay 19 kea JuilsY) g «

s S o lan g e Sy Anay Laggy padd Ll o300 US () (B p) a s
S Lagd By laad) Lgde qipdy A A8, Ga iy O dal) On g2 by colaa A8
A s S, i e g Janlly qall OF dsiy o) eV o e Sl Lk
o Cogadl ) DAY B8 (b gl plaadll i SEy My N Caladh (B Al gl S

101 NISEVT



Care for Children and for Palestinian Culture

Beit AYfal Assumoud (B.1S) N ISOVT

Faizah Masri

Our institution was established on August 12,
1976 as an initiative of the Secretariat of The
General Union of Palestinian Women and some
Lebanese and Palestinian professionals. This surro-
gate home, called “Beit Atfal Assumoud”, was ini-
tially designed to house and care for parentless
children from Tal El-Zaatar camp after the massa-
cre which took place there.

Objectives:
* To help those families who lost their providers by
continuing to uphold the responsibilities of raising
their children. We do this by giving them monthly
financial support through a special sponsorship
program.
+ To provide cultural, recreational, educational
and health services for the children and their
families through our centers located in the camps.
* To contribute to the development of the
economical and professional potential of the fami-
lies through special programs targeting the educa-
tion of women and youth.
» To ensure the preservation of our people’s iden-
tity by reviving our Palestinian culture and heri-
tage and passing this on to the new generation.

This book speaks of the institution's care for these
children. It is a document of some of the activities
and services offered to these families. It talks
about the humanitarian sufferings of the old and
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future generation. It might change the life of some
children or families like Ali Hamza (see pages 94-
95). It might act to serve as a way to focus on the
Palestinian issue. Hopefully, it will make people
ask more questions, do more search about the core
problem. Some of the aims of the institution are
to make people inquire about the Palestinian
suffering, to try to understand what is the truth
about these sufferings in a simple peaceful way.

Lebanon, our host country that suffered with us
all the way, has helped us to give our children
shelter, although this was painful at some points.
Still, all the Palestinians love Lebanon and refer to
it as their second country, they are loyal to it. Even
when they immigrate their childhood memories
are in Lebanon. Yet, they all want to go back to
Palestine, they all understand that they are refu-
gees in this country and have no civil rights.

Storycrafting is a tool that everybody who prac-
ticed it loved it. It was introduced to us by Sirkku
Kivistd as a tool to help children express their
needs, to empty themselves of all their troubles.
They practiced it for a short period at the Family
Guidance Center in Beirut, a mental care facility
for BAS. Sirkku, being a psychologist, made sure
the project happened, no matter what.

I got involved during the 2006 war when many
children from the south of Lebanon fled (Leba-

nese children headed to the Palestinian camps for
shelter). It started with Ali Hamza’s story, page 94.
We sent this story to our Norwegian, Japanese and
Finnish donors who showed interest in the story.
They responded with questions such as how Ali’s
cow got back home, what happened to it? Then
Kirsti Palonen encouraged us to go on with the
work. Together we formed a small group including
those who work with me in the dental field (inclu-
ding the nurse Nadia El-Dehidi in Beddawi). She
showed great interest in the storycrafting and got
another social worker to take photos. Assad Abdul
Aal and Elham Shahrour have typed the texts in
Arabic for me. I translated it and sent it to Kirsti.
She made some remarks as a psychologist. She
then came and lived with these people after the
Nabhr el-Bared crisis for six weeks. She stayed with
Nadia and her mother. She learned and under-
stood the way we think. She then crafted some
stories together with BAS storycrafters. It was
team work, we called ourselves the “storycrafting
team”. One team was working in Beddawi,
another team in Beirut in Shatila - these were the
most successful teams. As part of the team, my job
was to encourage the field work and ask them to
do storycrafting on certain occasions such as
Nakba and Beirut Marathon.

www.socialcare.org
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Finnish Psychologists for
- w Social Responsibility

Sirkku Kivisto

Finnish Psychologists for Social Res-
ponsibility (FiPSR) assists the National
Institution of Social Care and Voca-
tional Training (NISCVT), also known
as Beit Atfal Assumoud (BAS), in
helping Palestinian refugee children
and their families as well as poor Leba-
nese families. “The Right to Psycho-
logical Well Being for Everyone" is our
mission. BAS and FiPSR have been
partners since 1984.

With the support of the Ministry for
Foreign Affairs of Finland, we have as-
sisted BAS to develop the work in the
mental health field over fifteen years.
Currently, BAS runs five family gui-
dance centers which are situated in
Beirut and in Southern and Northern
Lebanon. We appreciate the compe-
tent, consistent and steadfast huma-
nitarian work of BAS.

www.vastuu.fi/libanon

The Right to Psychological Well Being for Everyone

Ry

Children singing in the kindergarten of BAS Beddawi cen

ter in North Lebanon. Photo: Kirsti Palonen.
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