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“Nasr, victim of Telbana, in ICU”
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Introduction

Torture by police officers in Egypt did not stop at detention places, neither was it limited to citizens suspect of committing acts that are criminalized by the law. Torture is extending to barbaric abuse of citizens on the streets, in the presence of dozens of bystanders, leading sometimes to the public killing of citizens. 

The events of Telbana village provide a flagrant example of those violations and the brutality of police officers, which started with terrorizing women and children, violation of the privacy of homes without legal grounds and without prior permission from respective authorities and ended with the murder of citizen Nasr Ahmed Abdallah. 
Witnesses have testified that officer Mohamed Moawad told Nasr during his presence in a minibus on their way to the Mansoura police station: “Take a look at the street and the road because this is the last time you’ll ever see the street.” providing evidence for the officer’s intent to kill Nasr. 
The Manoura police did not stop at killing Nasr and continued its violations against the inhabitants of the village discarding the grief of citizens waiting to attend Nasr’s funeral. More than 25 anti riot police trucks surrounded the village, attacked the villagers with tear gas and rubber bullets and arrested 13 young people who were all subjected to torture in Mansoura police station. Moreover, general Mohamed Elewa verbally abused the villagers threatening them to “teach them a lesson”.

In a continuation of the torture scenario, and in an attempt to protect the murderers, the victim’s family have been subject to threats to withdraw their complaint. According to witnesses from the village, complicit in those threats were a member of parliament and a member of the Shura council.

Finally, newspapers of Thursday the 9th of August 2007 published the transfer of general Mohamed Elewa to security director of Qena governorate and the transfer of Mohamed Qandil to chief of police in Dekernes police station, which makes us wonder and ask the minister of Interior: is that a promotion or a punishment? And if it was meant to be a punishment, is it addressed to the officers or those citizens who are destined to become their new victims in their new positions? When will those officers be suspended from their positions, at least until a decision is made regarding the criminal charges pressed against them?  
The Events

We started our mission by meeting with Mr. Abdel Latif Darwiche, journalist at the daily Badil newspaper who accompanied us from Mansoura to Telbana. 

Despite the grief that surrounded the village, many villagers were eager to meet with the human rights delegation coming from Cairo. Young and old volunteered to give their testimonies and tell us about the kindness of their martyr Nasr Ahmed Abdallah. 
We went to the house of Ali, Nasr’s brother, the same house that witnessed the tragedy. It is a one-floor country house like many others in the village, its floor an extension of the agricultural land. 

We sat in one of the two rooms that constitute the house. Despite the small size of the room it accommodated the mission, Nasr’s two brothers Abdallah and Ali, lawyers Mohamed Shabana and Ahmed Qura who volunteered to represent the victim’s family and a number of men, women and children. All volunteered to tell the story of what they had seen. 

An old woman, about 80 years of age

I saw him talking to them, offering them something to drink, trying to ask them why they wanted his brother. They beat him and dragged him to the street. They hit him with a baton on his face and head, hit his head against the wall and the iron bars them carried him and threw him into the car. They also beat his mother and threw her in that hole in front of the house. Nasr came and learned that they had beaten Ali’s wife and his daughters. He did not know that he was going to his death. He was a kind and tender young man and was good to all of us. He was a believer and never denied anybody anything. I went to the prosecution and testified. Don’t forsake his rights. He has left four daughters, one of them newly born. I beg you do not forsake his right. 

Another woman

I saw him leave with them. They were pulling him from his shirt and were hitting him on his head and against that iron bar at the corner of the street. Nasr was a kind man and everyone here loved him. I loved him like my own child. 

A third woman

The officers are lying. We know this family and have been living them for years. They never wronged anybody. Nasr was kind and helped many people, including his brother and anyone who was in need. He was charitable and a lot of his charity remained unknown until after his death. Look at this house. Does this look like the house of a drug dealer? Every time it rains their house is soaked. What drugs are they talking about? And why did they not mention this drug business except after they killed him? They just want to cover their crime and everybody knows that. If the lawyer had not seen him in the police station they would have thrown him into the Nile and claimed they never saw him. It is after his death that they fabricated this story about drugs. 
A 6- years old girl child

I saw him. It was this man who came wearing a white shirt. He abused uncle Nasr and beat him. All of them beat him and pushed him to the ground and hit his head against that iron in the wall. He told them: let me give the money to is owners. They told him: give us the money and they would not let him go. You have to beat them the way they beat uncle Nasr. 

A woman from the neighbors

I was doing my washing and heard screams. I went out to look and found them holding him. There were three of them. One hitting him in the stomach, the other on his head and the third one hitting him on his back. I screamed and told them: leave him. Why are you taking him. The officer told me: Shut up you dirty woman. Another man called on them while they were taking him away. The officer then hit Nasr with a bar of wood on the middle of his head. It was a killer. Then they beat him against the iron bar at the corner of the street. Nasr was kind and a respectable person and did not deserve that. 
A 17-years old young woman

They were three men who came to ask for uncle Ali, but they did not find him. They attacked the women in the house and swore at them. They attacked people in the alley and verbally abused them and humiliated them and when uncle Nasr came he told them: Come, let us have something to drink and tell me what my brother has done. They beat him with a baton and I saw them bang him against our wall and the wall of our neighbors. One of them had a wooden bar. He used it to beat him over his ear and on his head. 
Fatma, Ali’s daughter
They beat my grandmother with a wooden bar on her head and threw her in that hole in front of the house. They beat uncle Nasr in the house and continued beating him on the street. There were three of them at first. Officer Mohamed Moawad and Ahmed Abdel Azim and Yasser. Then they called for a car and took my uncle with the,. A guard from the village by the name of Saad Sherif held a wooden bar to the women to prevent them from helping him and told the driver: Drive on and hit whoever tries to block your way. They entered the room where my little sister is sleeping. She is 6 years old. She woke up in panic and found strange people forcing themselves into the room. Later she told me she thought she was dreaming, but then it turned out to be true. She has nightmares now and refuses to sleep alone. We cannot cope any more. We can’t eat nor sleep. Some people tell us he died instead of your father. Others tell us he died because of you. I see his face al the time and we talk of nothing else but him. 
Lawyer Ahmed Qura
On Tuesday the 31st of July I was the first one in the police station, arriving there upon a call from the village. The person who called me said: go to the police station, the police has taken Ali and Nasr. When I arrived at the police station I found many people from the village, who told me: It is only Nasr and his is upstairs. I asked about him in the police station and they told me: There is no one here by this name. I didn’t think there was a big problem. I had just come to see what was going on and get him out. In front of the station the villagers insisted that he was upstairs. I entered again and by mere chance heard an informer say: When will you come to, Nasr? I realized they were hiding him. I looked around. I saw somebody under the desk, tied with a chain and his face looked horrible. I have seen a lot in my profession, but have never seen a face like that. I could not hold myself together. I spoke to him, but he did not reply. Officer Mohamed Qandil told me: He is acting unconscious. I spoke to Nasr again: Give me any sign that you are all right. No reply. I tried to bring him back with some water. I pressed head on one of his ears, but I received no reaction. I told Mohamed Qandil: The man is in a bad shape and has to be treated. We have to get a doctor. He said: Ask officer Mohamed Moawad. Mohamed Qandil then kicked Nasr in his abdomen saying: this son of … is he still unconscious? I cannot repeat the obscenities he used. When he realized that there was a problem, he told me: Resuscitate him and take him home. I was trying first aid with Nasr. Then I went to Mohamed Moawad. He told me: go home and come back tonight. I returned to Mohamed Qandil. 
I carried him together with a man from the village called Ashraf Abu Srie. On our way down we met his brother Abdallah on the second floor. He was not present when all this happened. He saw his brother and started screaming and shouting. The chief of police came out and put his hand to Nasr’s neck and felt that he was dying. He screamed: take him out. Mohamed Qandil had sent an informer behind us to spy and bring him the news. We took a taxi to the casualty department of El Mansoura hospital. They did a CT scan. He had several brain hemorrhages. Everybody came to the hospital. The hospital informed the prosecution and they came and took my statement. The following day, on the 1st of August Nasr died.
Lawyer Mohamed Shabana

It was only normal that people would come out to receive the corpse. General Mohamed Elewa came with a police force and started his speech with: “You sons of …” He abused them and humiliated and threatened them. Dirty language. And then the battle began. The police threw gas bombs at the people and the people replied with stones. Stones facing weapons and bombs. They arrested some people from the village. It was all random. If an officer abused a woman and her son objected they would take him. You had somebody killed and the people were fuming with anger. So they arrested the people and beat them and forced whoever they took to put his shoes on their heads. How do they want those people to react, hoe to feel about this country? 

We put the corpse in the mosque and the people said they will not bury him until they release the hostages. Some elderly people intervened and said the police promised to release them. After the burial they went back on their word. They took 13 in a police truck, completely closed. Not a single source of air for those inside. If anybody died in there, they would say it was only fate! And in the detention center, everybody is allowed to sit except those from Telbana. One of them was disabled. They would beat him and tell him to stretch his legs. He would say: I can’t so they would beat him on the same leg that is disabled. They were taken to the prosecution accused of illegal gathering. They were handcuffed. If they tried to move their hands they would injure them. The prosecution decided to release them all. I can’t describe the anger in the village. One of them was taken to the police station and came out dead. A day alter they take another 13. God knows what will happen to them. People here have witnessed things that will give them nightmares until the day they die. Today I saw that iron bar for the first time, where they hit Nasr’s head. I cannot imagine what the people feel seeing that bar every day. 
That is the value of people her for the police. The deceased was not coming to visit his brother in the first place. He was on his way to buy some things. He had his money in his pocket. They refused that he give the money to anybody to pay for his merchandise. At the police station they searched him and found two wallets. They contained 6000 Egyptian pounds which the informer gave to the chief of intelligence. The lawyers were there. When Nasr’s condition deteriorated they decided to count the money. Suddenly the 6000 became 1960 and they said: when he recovers he can come and claim his money. Yesterday we went to get his things. They said there was no money in the first place. They stole the money of their victims and his receipts. They told us: Where else shall we spend on those cases from? SO here you are: the victim is one of us and we have to pay their fees. 

The events were faster than they were. They did not have a permit neither for Ali nor for Nasr. Nasr was unconscious under the desk.. they put together a search warrant subsequent to the arrest of Nasr.. They were counting on a certain prosecutor who would have singed the warrant with an earlier date. But to their misfortune he was not there. He was on vacation and so the warrant remained without a signature. Also they had registered Nasr’s entry into the police station register. But with the deterioration in Nasr’s condition they agreed that Mr. Ahmed would take him and leave the station. They did not however recode his discharge. So that is two charges: fabrication of an official document and unlawful detention. In addition to the torture that lead to death. Now, all security authorities are concerned with the officer and want the villagers to withdraw their complaint. They are offering his family blood money.. they reached an offer of one million pounds. But his family replied: and how much is the blood money for the officer’s brother. We are people from Upper Egypt. We do not sell our blood.  
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The iron bar against which Nasr’s head was banged. 

Abdallah, Nasr’s brother
I am 49 years old. I am Nasr’s older brother. On Tuesday the 31st of July, between 10.30 and 11 some neighbors told me that the police intelligence has gone to my brother’s house to arrest him. They were lead by officer Mohamed Moawad. They had a guard from Talbana police station. Ali was not at home. They humiliated the women and messed up that house and my son, Ahmed, met his uncle Nasr on the road and took him to Ali’s house. Nasr went in and said: Assalamu Alaykum. Nobody replied to him. The informer told the officer: this is Ali’s brother. Officer Mohamed Moawad, the intelligence assistant, insulted him and brutally beat him, dragged him on the floor, and punched and kicked him and banged his head against the wall. Mohamed Moawad had a wooden bar in his hand. He used it to beat the deceased all over his body and on his head. They did not stop beating him until the car arrived. The car driver said he saw the beating of Nasr. He said while in the car, they told Nasr: look out of the window and look at the streets of your village, because this is the last time you will see them. The informers would tell the officer: Nasr will die this way. And he would reply: This is what I want. I want to teach this village a lesson. When I heard the story I hurried to the police station. I asked for my brother and they told me he was not there. Then I heard the voices of the lawyers. Someone was saying: Hurry and come down fast. They were Mr. Shahat Ahmed and Mr. Ahmed Qura and with them a young man from the village by the name of Ashraf Abou Srie. They were coming down from the third floor in the police station. I saw my brother. I screamed: my brother is dead you blasphemers. Mohamed Qandil, the chief of intelligence said: Wake him up and bring him back. He is acting. My brother was unconscious. He had totally lost all his abilities to move or talk. We took him in a taxi to the Mansoura hospital. They did a Ct scan which showed bleeding in his brain. They operated on him but it was of no use. He died on Wednesday the 1st of August 2007.
Ali, Nasr’s brother
I am 40 years old. I work as a carpenter. If I had been home, it would have been me who died. My brother died instead of me. He was coming to defend my wife and daughters. They killed him. I did not know what happened except in the evening because I was at work. Later the police said that I was a drug dealer for the past 32 years. That is since I was 8 years old. So I was also trading from outside Egypt? And if so, where is that money I made. My brother was helping me maintain my house and here is the house, you can see how it looks like. Does that look like the house of a drug dealer? I attended the burial but I still cannot believe that he died. 

Witness

I don’t think what happened in this village can happen ay where else in Egypt. It was like what Israelis do to the Palestinians. Maybe worse. But there people know that these are occupiers and enemies and it is expected that they act like this. But here this is supposed to be an Egyptian government. Egyptians like us. How? How can they do this? I can’t believe this is happening in Egypt. How an one die like this, in a second? And even after he lost consciousness they kick him in his stomach. He was even offering them something to drink and talk. He did not utter a single abusive word. How could they kill him. And then they talk of reform. What reform? May God claim our rights for us. May god take our revenge. 

Ahmed ( a villager who attended the burial)

I saw more than 25 trucks filled with forces of the Ministry of Interior. The Ministry also blocked the road leading to Telbana. I saw security forces throw gas bombs and rubber bullets. That was about 10.30 on the evening of Wednesday the 1st of August. Villagers were forced to close their houses and shops until 10 o’clock on Thursday morning.

Finally a quote from the testimony of Nasr’s mother
What will you do? What will the judiciary do? Nobody and nothing can return my son to me. I want nothing else except my son. Can you bring him back to his mother and his wife, widowed at the age of 28? What has she done to be widowed with four daughters, among them this newborn in front of you. I can’t stay in the house, nor eat nor sleep. I saw them kill him. I was there in his burial. But still I can’t believe it is true. I fell he’ll come back. I shall remain on the street until he comes back. 
