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UNITED STATES DISTRICT COURT
FOR THE DISTRICT OF COLUMBIA

OBADA MZAIK, Case No. 1:22-cv-00042-ACR

Plaintiff, Complaint for Torture

v 28 U.S.C. § 1605A

SYRIAN ARAB REPUBLIC,

Defendant.

DECLARATION OF WITNESS SJAC.W006
I, SJAC.WO006, hereby declare the following:

1. I have personal knowledge of the facts set forth in this declaration. If called as a witness,

I shall testify truthfully to these facts under oath.
Reasons and Circumstances of Detention

2. I was born in Aleppo and work in commerce. [ was living in the city of Aleppo since the
Syrian Revolution began. After the Free [Syrian] Army entered Aleppo, I began working
in the medical field (but I am not a doctor), at a specialized polio vaccine center for
children in the city of Ancient Aleppo. When the city of Aleppo was besieged in 2016, I
began conducting armed fieldwork with the factions in the Maadi and Bustan Al-Qaser
neighborhoods to defend the city. This was until these neighborhoods fell to the hands of
the Regime in late 2016.

3. This was one of the most difficult periods for the city of Aleppo since the beginning of
the revolution, because a large number of Aleppo’s residents gathered in a small
geographical area in the Zaidiyah neighborhood and the Basateen district, and the pace of

random, brutal bombardment began to escalate in a way that Aleppo had never seen
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before. It was a suffocating siege in every sense of the word. We suffered from cold and

hunger mixed with the sound of shelling and the smell of death everywhere.

During this difficult period, God blessed me with my first child. I waited until my wife
recovered, and then I began telephoning people who reside in the regime’s
neighborhoods and who are smuggling members of the Free [Syrian] Army to northern

Syria in exchange for large sums of money.
Transfer to Mezzeh Military Airport

We were transported in a station vehicle. There were three of us. We saw a detainee with
four children in another vehicle. All of their heads had been shaven, including the
children’, and the father had been subjected to severe torture. I remembered my daughter
at that time and thanked God that she was not with me, because I saw the fear and pain in
the eyes of the children, who were not tied up but were holding on to the restraints on

their father’s wrist.

I was put in one vehicle with one of the detainees who had been taken out of Political
Security with me. The other detainee was put in the other vehicle where the father and his
children were. We travelled for about two and a half hours, but we could not see the road
because we were crouched on the floor of the vehicle. However, I knew that we had left

the city and were on a highway.

The vehicle went past a barrier. They only took me, and the detainee who was with me in
the vehicle, out. As for the others, I do not know what happened to them. They took us
into a room that was past the barrier on the right. As soon as we were taken out [of the
vehicle], we were blindfolded and they forced us to face the wall. They started cursing,
swearing and saying abusive things. We were there for ten minutes. After that, someone
came and said: “Are these the people who have come from Damascus?” They told him:

“Yes, sir.” He then kicked the door with force and came in. He immediately said: “Why
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are these people still in their clothes? Go take off their clothes.” (Note that we were only
in our underwear). After we were stripped completely naked, he told the soldier: “Take
them to Al-Aswad.” When we were taken out, I could see under the blindfold. We
walked about one hundred and fifty meters. To our right, there were rooms that appeared
to be command and officer rooms. We were headed towards a relatively larger structure.

(I expected this to be my final place. I was almost sure I would be killed there).

When we got to the building, there was someone sitting at the door. So, the soldier asked
him, “These people will be handed over to Al-Aswad.” So the [other] man told him,
“Who, these animals? Terrorism?” So he told him: “Yes.” He then rose from behind the
table and hit the young man, whose hands were tied behind his back, with the butt of a
gun. [ heard the sound of something break from the force of blow. In fact, the young man
fell to the ground at that moment and lost consciousness. He also hit me in the jaw with

the front of the gun.

After less than five minutes, I saw an officer coming down the stairs. There was a young
girl in front of him. She was wearing a black abaya. He was pulling her by her hair, and
blood was covering her face. She was calling out for help in a tearful way. He then made
her stand at the door of the room and kicked her in the back with his foot to get her in the
room. He then headed towards us. He was tall, approximately 180 cm [5.9 ft.], and
weighed over 100 kg [220 Ibs.]. He had black, curly hair, and he was known for his long
mustache. He was about forty-five years old. He was known by the nickname Al-Aswad.
All detainees taken to Mezzeh Military Airport knew him. His actual name is Assistant /
Jamil Al-Hassan. He had influence and status at the Airport. He was like the dog of the
Airport Director. Even though I was blindfolded, I could easily make everything out.

When he got close to us, he asked the agent to bring us over. However, the young man I
was tied up to was walking heavily. I felt there was something wrong with him. When we

were heading towards the room, the interrogator known as Al-Aswad stopped to talk with
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the guard on that floor. At that time, the person tied to me fell, and I fell with him. We
fell on the stairs and bumped into the foot of a soldier, who began cursing, swearing and

yelling. At that point, Assistant Al-Aswad started yelling at him.

The location was divided into women's cells to the right of the stairs, men’s cells to the
left of the stairs, and three rooms in the middle of the location, with the one in the middle
having a door. It was Assistant Al-Aswad’s room. To the right, there was a torture room
for women. It did not have a door. To the left, there was a torture room for men. It did not

have a door either.

When the soldier assigned to this devious Assistant came, he told me: “What is your
number, animal?” I told him: “411, sir.” He told me: “If you stay alive, I will change your
number.” He then asked the detainee tied up to me: “What is your number, animal?”” He
was unable to respond and fell to the floor. At that point, Assistant Al-Aswad started
kicking him in the face with the heel of his shoe. Despite that, the detainee did not say a
word, even though he had not lost consciousness. I knew these would be his last
moments. As for me, [ was taken into the torture room next to him. At that point, I

noticed his name on the door to the room (First Assistant / Jamil Al-Hassan).
Torture at Mezzeh Military Airport

Then they went into the torture room, and they all started beating me in all sorts of ways.
I think I lost consciousness after that, because when I woke up I was in a different
location and I was with detainees. I woke up to the sound, screams and crying of a
woman, her children were in the Free [Syrian] Army. She was begging and crying, and
she was calling for help in a way that brought tears to the eyes of everyone in the solitary
cells. We then heard Assistant Al-Aswad say, “Take all of her clothes off.” She began to
beg. At that point, the jailer came with a person who may have been a doctor. The doctor
began to yell, “Who needs treatment? Who is feeling dizzy or has pain in his head.” I did

not say anything, but a detainee in the same solitary cell said: “Sir, there is a young man
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here who just regained consciousness. We tried to wake him up all night to no avail.” The
jailer then opened the door, and the doctor yelled in that detainee’s face. He told him:
“Hey you. Who told you to speak? Get out of here.” So they took us out all together. The
person claiming to be a doctor dragged me out by my hair. And so he told me: “You want
freedom, dogs?” He started beating us, and he took me to the torture room. I was not

blindfolded.

While being dragged to the torture room, I saw a scene that I can consider as one of the
scenes that has left the most impact on me during my detention. It was this woman who
was screaming. She was completely naked and suspended. The painful thing is that she
was suspended by her hair. She was a 50-year-old woman. She was quiet and calm while
she was hung up. It was as though she had lost feeling in her body from the ferocity of
the torture. They took me into the torture room, and I was shocked by the horror I had
seen. I sat at the door. I was hearing the voices of that detainee, who remained in the
hallway. The jailer and doctor tortured him until he lost control of himself, and began
swearing and speaking incomprehensibly. At that point, Assistant Jamil came out with a
glass of maté, and headed towards the room where the female detainee was hanging. He
threw the glass of maté on her back, and she began to shiver a little without saying a

word. So I knew these were her last moments.

Of course, I could see everything because the women’s torture room was across from the
men’s torture room, and neither of them had a door. When Assistant Jamil came out, he
ordered that a female detainee be brought. She came out of her solitary cell. She was
begging, crying and saying: “Just let me out for two hours, and I will bring him to you
here.” She seemed to be talking about her husband. When she went past me, [I saw that]
she was a young woman with long black hair. She was wearing pajamas, and Assistant
Al-Aswad was telling her: “We contacted your husband once. He told us: ‘I have gifted
her to you. Do what you like with her. He no longer asks about you at all. He considered

me, Heidar and the guys as his replacement.” She was telling them: “Please, I am sick.”
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He took her into the women’s torture room. At that point, he noticed me near the door to
the torture room. It was as though he had not known I was there. He gave me a big kick

in the face. He then beat me severely and ordered that I be returned to the solitary cell. I
stayed with one detainee, and we heard this woman’s voice as she was being brutally

tortured for over two hours.

Meanwhile, I learned for the first time from one of the other detainees that we were at

Mezzeh Military Airport.

The strange thing is that right after that conversation, the door to the solitary cell opened,
and this detainee was taken to the torture room. He was tortured for over an hour. He was
then returned to the solitary cell. His body was covered in blood, and he could not speak.
I later asked him about the woman I had seen being tortured. He said that she was taken
to be tortured for at least an hour every day, and that she had been arrested due to her

direct work with the revolutionaries.

We spoke very cautiously, and we would stop speaking if we felt any movement for fear
of being tortured. We stayed that way for what felt to me like a week. We never left the
solitary cell, but we would hear sounds of torture, interrogation sessions, women

screaming, and men moaning in pain.

The door would only open to bring in food. This was most often a single meal, consisting
of a little bit of buttermilk with bits of dry bread. In fact, sometimes days would pass but
no meal would be brought. Once, no food was brought to us for three days. Of course, |

started losing a lot of weight.

One day, Al-Aswad ordered that we all be taken out of the solitary cells. On that day, the
buttermilk and dry bread were brought in, and less than an hour later, jam was brought in
for us. This surprised me greatly, but we ate it, only to discover it had been brought in by

mistake. The mistake angered Assistant Al-Aswad. As a result, he suspended all of the
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detainees in the hallways above the doors to the solitary cells. We were hanging there for
a full day. Assistant Al-Aswad then came by, ordered that our shackles be removed, and

put us in the solitary cells.
Interrogation at Mezzeh Military Airport

While nursing the pains in our wrists from being hung up, my number was called. This
was my first interrogation session. This session took place in the women’s torture room.
As soon as I entered it, I was blindfolded and hung up, and he began interrogating me.
The first question he asked me was, “Which officers did you assassinate in Al-
Hamdaniya District in the city of Aleppo?” Al-Hamdaniya District was known as the
location of a large number of officers’ homes. It is located in an area under the Regime’s
control. So I told him: “I did not assassinate anyone, sir. In any event, Al-Hamdaniya
District is entirely under the regime’s control, and I was never in this area.” He told me:
“Did I say you could mention the regime, you dog? Where are your headquarters, you
dog? Where did you live?” I told him: “I am a resident of Old Aleppo, at Al-Malh Square
[salt yard], near the Citadel of Aleppo.” So he told me: “Who did you work with until
Colonel Othman Haj Othman was arrested?” He told me: "You guys killed him in his
home.” I said: “I never went to those areas.” He said: “Then who from your battalion
assassinated him? Give me names.” | told him: “We did not move from our locations.”
He said: “Who brought you weapons?” I told him: “Dr. (So-and-So).” He was a doctor
and became Deputy Director of Health in Aleppo during the revolution. He is a
revolutionary who worked in several fields during the revolution, but no one could get to
him because he was outside the areas under the regime’s control.” He told me: “You son
of a dog, you previously admitted that he is a doctor, and that he has a field hospital.”
Indeed, he was one of the names that I had previously admitted, but I did not admit that
he has a field hospital. I only admitted that he is a doctor. He went on to say, “So you
want to convince me that he would leave the field hospital to fetch ammunition and

weapons. Who are you trying to fool, you animal? You will see what I will do to you.” I
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told him: “I am not fooling. I am telling the truth. How else would I mention his name, if
he had nothing to do with 1t?”” He told me: “Where does he live now?”” I told him: “I
know he is in the city of Aleppo.” So, he said: “Where was he working?” I told him: “At
the Shawqi Hilal Hospital in the Jibb Al-Quebeh neighborhood in Ancient Aleppo.”

At that point, I felt that he had started to believe me, because he started writing my
statements down. Of course, I was hanging up and being severely beaten throughout the
interrogation. The interrogation continued for about an hour. I was then taken to the floor
immediately above us. I was put into a large room, measuring about 3 x 4 meters. It
contained detainees who were naked. One of them was taking his last breaths, and the

other looked like he had been severely tortured.

I stayed in that room for an hour without being tortured or saying a word to each other.
Then, an interrogator came and yelled loudly, “Take these animals out of the room.” A
soldier entered, and he took me and one of the detainees out. As for the other, he was
fighting death, so he was left on the ground. We were moved to the floor above, and they
asked us to move bodies located in a solitary cell. When the jailer opened the door to the
solitary cell, their bodies spewed out because they had been compressed in a tight space,
due to the swelling of the bodies. There were four bodies, and they appeared to have been

dead for a long time.

The jailer affixed numbered tape on their foreheads. He then asked us to move them to a
room on the floor above. They were put in a room that smelled strange, as if it was
dedicated to storing bodies. We stayed with the bodies in the room. We did not go
anywhere else. During that time, two soldiers passed by us. One of them was asking,
“When will the vehicle come to move these bodies? Worms have spread everywhere.

Worms even began getting into the food yesterday. By God, the situation is disgusting.”

We waited for half an hour to be taken out of this place, but to no avail. We were then

surprised by the entry of detainees, who had also been brought out as slaves to move the
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bodies. Each two would carry a body using a blanket. The bodies included a naked
woman. There were seven bodies, in addition to the four bodies we had transported, for a
total of eleven bodies. We were approximately eight detainees. We stayed for a long
time, for over five hours, with the bodies until we heard the voice of Assistant Jamil (Al-
Aswad), who was headed downstairs. A few minutes later, a soldier came in and took

each of us to their solitary cell.

When I entered the solitary cell, I was surprised by the absence of the detainee who had

been with me.

The next day, my cell door was opened. When I came out, I saw a child who was no more
than fourteen years old, hanging in the room designated for torturing women. I was then
forced to kneel in the hallway in front of the room of (interrogator Al-Aswad), who
started a new interrogation session with me. He started asking me about the number of
my weapon. So I told him: “I do not know. I do not even know if it has a number.” He
then brought a piece of paper bearing letters and numbers. He told me: “This is the
number of your weapon.” I told him: “By God, I do not know.” So he cursed at me,
kicked me on the shoulder, and slapped me very hard on my face. He told me: “I am
chagrined. If it weren’t for the influence of the person interceding on your behalf, you
wouldn’t have escaped my grip. Come here and put your fingerprint, you animal.” He

then started beating me again.

Despite the beatings, torture and insults I endured, he gave me a lot of hope that someone
was fighting for me. When he made me put my fingerprints on the papers, he beat me
again. He told me: “I should have made you put your fingerprint using your cornea, you
son of a dog.” He then called one of the soldiers and told him: “This one must not eat
anything.” He then returned me to the solitary cell, where I stayed for a long time. I
estimate it was about four days. No food was brought to me, and I was not taken out for

any interrogation session.
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Then, another detainee was brought into my cell. The detainee was about fifty years old.
He was from the city of Aleppo, from the Bustan Al-Qaser neighborhood. He was
detained at Military Security, and he was showing signs of torture. Tufts of his beard
appeared to have been yanked out, because he was a man of religion [i.e., he normally

had a full, long beard].

After that, I was taken out again with another detainee to move bodies to the same room
to which we had moved bodies (there were two of them). When we entered that room, all

of the bodies that we had previously moved had been removed.
Move to Sednaya Prison

About two days later, one of the soldiers came to the hallway of solitary cells and said:
“Anyone whose number I call, knock on the door.” My number was among those called.
We were eight detainees. We were taken out and given underwear. This is because we
had been naked the entire time. Then, they shackled us using a group chain, and took us

upstairs.

A military vehicle came. It had (Military Security Branch) written on it. It transported us,
while we were not blindfolded. We looked like skeletons. I estimate that all eight of us
put together weighed less than two hundred kilograms [441 Ibs.]. The trip lasted about
two hours. We were then taken out in a place that looked like a garden. We were
blindfolded immediately and could see nothing at all. We later learned that we had

arrived at Sednaya prison.

With this, I closed off the most difficult stage of my detention, which is the stage of
Mezzeh Military Airport, which I never thought I would leave, and where I witnessed the
worst forms of torture and inhumane treatment, both towards me and even towards the
rest of the male and female detainees, particularly from Assistant Jamil, nicknamed Al-

Aswad.
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Release from Detention

On 05/16/2017, I was presented to a judge at the Terrorism Court in Damascus, Judge
Adnan Mezer. I hired an attorney who has influence with the State. I paid her a lot of
money in order to be released. Indeed, the judge did let me go and released me during my
first hearing before him. I was then handed over to the military police because I had been
drafted for mandatory reserve service. [ was sent to mandatory military service and
assigned to the 5th Corps in the Tadmor District. I was able to get sick leave and travel to
Aleppo. From there, I fled to regions controlled by the Free [Syrian] Army in Afrin in the
Aleppo countryside, where I currently reside and where I have been working in

commerce since that time.

I, STAC.WO006, hereby declare under penalty of perjury pursuant to US law that the foregoing is

true and correct.

Prepared on [hw:] 10/31/2024 in ([hw:] Afrin)

[signature]

(

)
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