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Michel Selim Nash Sáez was born July 1st 1954 in Santiago, Chile. 

He was a beautiful baby, with big eyes and long eyelashes that gave him the look of a dreamer. Curious and eager to learn. First son, a father of Syrian descent. Spoilt by the family, loved by his aunties and grandmother, adored by his parents. 

He was lucky that his father, due to his job,  had time to spend with him, and for a lot of the time both parents were at home. Conversations at lunchtime always consisted of a 1001 topics, everything was discussed: science, history, politics, discoveries, etc. His father was a communist and he talked about his ideas, but always in a wider context, integrating them with everyday life and its contradictions. It was an era of big, bold advances and discoveries, we saw the first cosmonaut Laika the dog, the first human astronaut, the first woman ... and then we saw man reach the moon, all that excited the imagination. 
Mathematics was part of the conversation, numerical puzzles, knowledge tests of geography and history, revolutions, leaders .... and martyrs. Hunger in Africa, illiteracy in Latin America, particularly in Chile, new vaccines, new speed records ... so many things that made every conversation a universe. 

He was a child of great imagination, with a great interest in reading. Very sociable, as he always had many playmates and friends. Reading comic books first and then books, led him to discover a vast world, knowledge that he would later pass on to his games: Tarzan, cowboys, conquerors, explorers, unknown places were his world, in which his  imagination would run and he would re-enact them in the yard of his house where his friends were given roles by him and he would always play the role of captain of the ship or the head of the tribe or whichever role was in charge. 

He was always tall and thin build, hazel eyes and hair with slight waves. His dreamy eyes gave him a gypsy look, that caused havoc with the women, so much so that the phone was always ringing, he always had a date.
 
He joined the Communist Youth and got involved in the change that was happening, he actively participated in the presidential campaign of Salvador Allende; believing he would win, "Mom, you have to vote for Allende" he said, a little sad because he could  not vote that year as he was only 16. But he participated in painting murals and putting up posters, formed a brigade of the Popular Unity in an area which was largely rightwing, and won people over with his charisma, convincing them with his sheer vehemence and conviction. 

He had political discussions with people from different backgrounds, without hesitation, whether of his own party or others on the left or right. It made no difference whether his interlocuter was the same age or more or less, he was able to argue and justify his ideas to convince you of what he was proposing. We saw him talking to people who were much older than him, as well as with young people who were just beginning to dabble in politics. The brigade was named after a leader of the Arab world of that time "Gammal Abdel Nasser. 

Michel formed a local Popular Unity group, and helped to create the Price and  Supply Council  to counter the boycott of food by the opposition to Allende. Most local traders agreed to participate, and people worked honestly. However there were always threatening telephone calls and someone even firebombed the front door of our house. 

The years of the Allende government were full of activity, a whirlpool in which you  lived intensively the passions you believed in, and you fought for them. Voluntary work  was part of his life, and he would leave Santiago, in 1972 he went to the mine El Salvador to work voluntarily and he had to work hard, but it made him happy with the awareness that something was being built. 

In terms of propaganda for the Popular Unity government, he worked hard. During the day he would plan activities, study, and share with his peers. In the evening he would go out to paint murals. He had many anecdotes and used much imagination in creating interesting events to add supporters and neutralize adversaries
He managed to vote in the parliamentary elections in March 1973, happy to vote for the first time and in support of the Allende government. He also had in mind that he would soon be leaving for military service, a service that he wanted to do anyway as he saw it as, "the government needs soldiers from the people." So great was his enthusiasm that a friend of his, one year younger, chose to go and do military service with him, voluntarily and a year before his time. 

Thus, in April 1973, he travelled to Iquique by train, a long three-day trip. He was full of excitement and enthusiasm. In the regiment he did well, never stopping his socialising and talking, and went on to become the Chief of Staff. He never concealed his political thoughts, and so when the military made their first attempt of a coup in Santiago, back in the regiment the news was recieved hard; shocking everyone and changing everything. It was no longer the same in the army, the weight of the jackboot was felt upon them. 

By September 11th 1973, things were very different. He was made to patrol the streets and make raids in the towns, which was very hard for him. It did not fit with his  concept of military service to its people, not at all. It was another army. 
So on September 12 he asked to be discharged, stating that he did not agree with the new  regime. They accepted, but on his way out of the Regiment he was arrested and taken to Telecommunications for questioning. Following the interrogation he, and his friend, were transferred to the concentration camp Pisagua as prisoners. 
There he met many other prisoners who, on seeing that he was a "soldier", isolated and ignored him. Only after seeing the poor state he came back from interrogation did they approach him. He wept quietly in a corner, and fellow prisoners approached him to comfort and encourage him. Difficult to do, as they had all been tortured. 
Under this harsh regime he remained until September 29, 1973, when in the morning a group of officers came in to ask for volunteers for a job. Everyone put themselves forward as it would mean a change from the hard routine they were under. They began to read out the names of the volunteers who would go, but it became apparent that they already had a list of six people they had come to get. In fact, one of the named that day had not left the yard because he was sick, but they took him anyway. 

They took them in a jeep to the northern part of Pisagua, near the cemetery, and there forced them out of the Jeep, and made them run. They shot them all to death, according to a witness who spoke on condition of anonymity, using a machine gun attached to the Jeep. Then they threw them in a pit, and the commander of the regiment came back "outraged", complaining farcically that  they had tried to escape and he had had to shoot them, and stated that following the ‘escape attempt’ they should strengthen security measures at the prison, that they were ungrateful, etc etc.." There, in that pit, they remained for many years. 

Dr. Alberto Neumann, who was detained in the same cell as Michel, was later taken there to certify the death by shooting of another group of prisoners, and there he saw - as they threw the bodies bagged into the ditch - six other bodies already at the bottom; the group which was killed under the so-called notorious "Escape Law". He tried to memorise the site for future reference. 
On June 1, 1990 news broke of the discovery of the pit Pisagua, there was a new sense of grief to see all those mummified bodies with an expression of pain on their faces .... 19 bodies were found and a few unidentified remains. Neither Michel, nor his two companions killed on Septembr 29 were found, ever. 

A witness under condition of anonymity, declared that in 1978 when the military dug up remains to throw into the sea to hide their crimes, they dug into the side of the pit and removed an undetermined number of bodies, which were then brutally burnt and crushed and thrown into the sea. 

The life of this joyful young man was very brief, but intense, leaving a lasting and deep impression on all those who knew him. 

Written by his sister Leila Nash. 

The judicial investigation into the murder of Michael Nash is still underway. Many soldiers are on trial for this crime. 
