
Night’s falling.

Perfect. The 
snipers won’t be able 

to see us.
No point turning 

the headlights on. With 
any luck, the car won’t 

reflect any light.

Sophie, I must ask you 
to switch off your camera. 
This route has to remain 

a secret.

Of course. 
No problem. It’s the only way to smuggle 

supplies in to the rebels.

Why are we taking 
this route? It’s 

dangerous, 
isn’t it?

Are you saying that 
because it’s the route 

by the observation 
tower?

Yes.

Don’t worry, girls. 
It’s all going according 

to plan. Child’s play, 
Insha’Allah!
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That soldier’s 
on the side of 
the rebels.

He can’t 
join us.

So he does 
what he can.
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…aaand 
there’s the 

signal. We can 
go by safely 

now.

Abu Taysir’s a leader 
in the rebel army. You should 

get to know him, Sophie.

My pleasure.

The pleasure 
is entirely mine, 

Insha’Allah!

Actually, I have 
a son, Taysir *.

A brilliant boy. 
He speaks French.

Sophie, you’re 
a charming girl. Why 
not put our cheese 

on your bread?

Your cheese on my bread?

Ha ha ha! 
Abu Taysir’s 

offering his son 
in marriage 

Syrian-style!

* Abu Taysir means “Father of Taysir”.
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Oh, right. 

Well, maybe 
I could meet 
him first?

Merely joking, 
my girl. Thanks 

to Allah, I’m more 
open-minded than 

I might seem.

And my son 
Taysir is already 
studying in Paris.
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Farewell, girls. Take care 
of yourselves. May Allah 

protect you.

Why’d you stick 
a photo of that animal 

on your car?

It’s 
cover. We’re 

going through 
a pro-Bashar 
neighborhood.

C’mon, we have 
to pick someone up 

on the way.
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That woman and 
her huge cat are 
riding with us?

Just 
the cat.

Hurry. 
It’s late.

Got it. 
Thanks, 

Om Faisal.

Oooh, he’s 
sooo cute!

His owner 
was killed 
yesterday.

You run a vet 
hospital too?

LOL, 
ha ha 
ha!
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We can barely 
look after all 
the humans.

It’s more 
like a clinic than 

a hospital.

How many 
patients do 
you have?

About thirteen. One of them’s  
been in a coma for three  
weeks. His name’s Salem, 

    I think.

You 
think?!
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There 
were some 

skirmishes. He 
was the only 

survivor.

I see. And are 
we sleeping at 
the hospital?

Yes.

We’ve 
already 
been this 

way, haven’t 
we?

Stop 
worrying, 

Sophie. I know 
my own city. 

You’re in good 
hands.
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So… the hospital: 
are you renting 

space? I own it.

Someone’s 
funding you?

No, I have 
some money. 

Enough to last 
a few months.

Then what?

You know 
the story of 
Joha and his 

donkey?

No.
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One day, the king 
told Joha he’d give 
him a lot of money 
if he could teach a 
donkey to speak like 

a human being.

So Joha took 
the money and 
swore to teach 
the donkey to 
speak within 
ten years.

They warned 
Joha the king 
would have him 
executed if he 

proved untrue to 
his word.

Joha said, 
“In ten years, 

either I’ll be dead 
or the king will, 
or the donkey.”
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But what if ten 
years go by and 

no one dies?

Don’t worry, Sophie. 
The Revolution’s 

making progress, and 
the regime will fall 

in the next ten 
months.

As for me, I have to go to the States 
in September. I’ve been accepted 

at a college.

That’s 
terrific, Yasmine! 
Congratulations!

Now 
you’re 

underfoot 
where you 
belong.
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