VOICES of ALEPPO

Text: Br José María Ferre

Testimonies of some of the 10 young people from Aleppo who came
to Rmeileh, Lebanon, to celebrate Easter with a group of Lebanese
university students.

... The continuous threat of bombs forced us to sleep in shifts:
my parents fpr a while; another moment for us ... I've seen
blood spurting from the bodies of people who suffered from
shelling ... And I cannot stand the smell of blood ...
At times, they destroyed the power
line poles and several boys of my age
we put ourselves at the risk on the
street to raise them again and to
restore the electricity ...
The rebels threatened us: If you do not
go from this neighborhood, you will be
considered government supporters,
and you will die ...

I came to feel like an animal, not wanting to do anything,
I was without hope. I was like this for two months.
Br Georges Sabe saw me this way and he asked me:
For a long time I had lost my sensibility, but that day I was
crying for two hours.
The Brother took away the negative view I had, and
proposed positive things that I could do; I was oriented
towards humanitarian aid ...
I think there are two types of people:
Those who receive negativity and offer negativity,
And those who receive negativity and offer positivity ...

I am currently scout leader and catechist.
This year I will finish Economics at the University..

I am Hikmat and I am 25 years old. I am a dancer, dancing is my life;
Politics does not interest me ... I live with my family in a place
between opposing quarters: on one side the government forces, on
the other the opposition.
What does the word WAR raise in you?
Hate, revenge, violence, destruction?
Yes, all that is true, but for me the war is:
Saying good night to my family without
knowing if the next day, I can say good
morning.
Leaving home without being sure that I
can return.
Finding out on Facebook about the death
of my friends and colleagues ...
As a professional dancer, I have been offered job in Beirut.
But I'm still here in Aleppo, working with the children.

I believe that God wants me here helping with dancing to
overcome traumas ... Dance is a language that does not need
translation ... You can get involved in horrific situations and be
able to produce something beautiful ...
I have filmed some videos with different groups in political
ideology. But once they manipulated a video and took it out
on TV: it appeared as dancing among corpses of children ... I
sank, but I got out and continued my work: this talent that
God has given me cannot be just for me ...
I have always been a traditional Christian: the mass, the
prayers ... but I realized that that is not enough: I had to show
people that Jesus is alive. And I keep trying through music and
dance.

I’m Joelle. I find it strange to be here without hearing the howitzer
of the howitzers. I have developed an acute sense of hearing and
smelling; And I perceive from afar the noise of shells and the smell
of gunpowder ... I sense them ever closer.
At home, we slept in the bathroom in the
basement to protect ourselves. One night a
shell fell in the adjoining building that was
destroyed; Our house was damaged badly.
Br Geroge sent us a vehicle to get out of there
and to settle in the brothers' house ...
When I meet with friends, the first question is always to know
who are the ones who have died. At first, I did not have the
strength to cry, but I decided to go ahead and keep fighting while
I'm alive.
I believe that everything we are living has made us responsible
ahead of time ...

My name is Khatoun. Until 2012 I lived with my family in Rafqa
and studied banking economics in the university. But in 2012 we
began to see strange people in the city; They were armed men
dressed in black; I later realized that they were from ISIS ...
One day I would go home with a Muslim
friend and one of those soldiers made a
gesture of decapitation for not wearing a veil.
They found out where my friend lived and
they entered the house; they proclaimed
upon it the name of Allah three times and
that, according to them, gave them the right
to take the young woman.
The resistance of the family was useless.
The father, as a last resort, asked to be allowed a last moment
with his daughter to say goodbye to her: he took her to an
adjoining room and killed her.

From then on I put on the
Muslim veil and, with my
family, we looked for a way to
escape to Aleppo. The veil
was a simple strategy. God
knows well that, in my heart, I
was still a Christian, it was
simply to save my life.
I found myself in Aleppo
without
papers,
with
difficulties to continue my
studies ... but little by little
we have been going ahead
...

The two of us are the oldest and the
youngest of the group. We have not come
to share our pain so you can see how much
we have suffered, but to encourage you to
keep fighting for life.
There has been photos circulating these
days of what has been our Way of the
Cross on Palm Sunday. The great building
that appears in the photos is the youth
center that the Jesuits had in Aleppo. It
was a point of reference for all of us: a
center of life and support for young
Christians
Now it has been destroyed. Only ruins remain.
Will he be reborn from his ashes?

On Palm Sunday we organized a Via Crucis: we carried olive branches
and we asked ourselves a question: Where can I give life? Then we
burned the branches while we wondered:How have I betrayed or how
have I been betrayed? At the end, we made little crosses with sticks
and went up to the third floor of the ruined building, where there was
the chapel where we had gathered so many times ...

The crucified Christ
amongst us.
I was also without
arms ...

Of all this, we have brought
you some memories, for
the chapel of the Fratelli
Project: the remains of a
shell already exploded and
that now serves as a vase
to place some olive
branches.
And
two
candlesticks that were in
the chapel; Are wrought
iron and have been
scorched by fire ...
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