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THE BOY WITH A RAG DESIRE
Text: Verche Karafiloska
Drawings: Marko Stojanovski
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What are you doing, 
papa?  

Where are we going?
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Let’s take just one, 
and let the others rest 

here, okay?

Ok… I’ll take this 
one.
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Watch out! Patrol!
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Want to play hide and 
seek, son? Those people will 
look for us, and we’ll try to 

hide, okay?
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Papa? Papa,
where are you?
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I brought you 
something to eat. Take 

it!
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How do you 
feel today? Do you want 

to tell me what happened 
to you?
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Calm down! 
Stop hustling!

Wanna come 
with me outside?
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THE END



(Inspired by true story)
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ON THE TRAIL OF A DREAM
Text: Saranda Mehmedi
Drawings: Sandra Simonovska



No one leaves home 
unless home is the mouth of a shark  

Warsan Shire* 
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* https://www.umcnic.org/wp-content/uploads/2015/06/Home-Poem-by-Warsan-Shire.pdf



* https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=yaC577iC8Wg

I’m
 afra

id!

   We’re going  
to find daddy,    

    let’s hurry up!

2

…I was running,
my thoughts are boiling 

like in a kettle… 
… terrible memories are 

haunting me



The dream I had in Syria is the 
only thing that’s left for me 

now.

We are clawing our way through the sea jaws… 
I must be strong … for my brother…

Our countryis not ours anymore!
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Here I am safe,
 and I have time to think…

…and so my 
brother can be … 
a child again…

…at least for a 
moment…
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… just like my 
dream… 

No, my dear!

I should have already been a university student 
now… in Damascus, I would have been 

writing stories… about the dignity of 
Syria as a cradle of culture, about 

the city of Palmyra, about 
the ancient Aleppo…

5

They are nothing but 
ruins now…



 
In tough times 

reality lacerates the soul, 
but the will to live is always 

there. 
My diary will show you the way… 

follow your wish that grows 
in you.

Anne?! 

… I have 
dreamt of being a writer 

since my childhood. I loved the 
stories that my grandmother told me. 
And now, it’s been six years that I have 

been living in terror. My Syria! 
The war crushed our dreams, 

devastated our lives.
But, running away is too 

difficult for me…
You are not alone, 

Payman. Talk to me!

We are different but yet the 
same…

In you I see all my wounds.

 I’m terrified, for myself, 
but even more for my little 
brother. I don’t know if we’ll 

survive. My dream seems 
distant to me now. Do I even 

have the right to write?

I know, Payman, 
it is hard. In my 

childhood, Jewish 
people were not allowed 

to do anything.

They were not allowed to 
work, to use public transport 
nor drive a car,… they were 
marked, discriminated… and 

in the end, deported…

But, they always fought 
to find a way to go on 

with their lives.
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Payman, dreaming and wishing 
are everyone’s right. We have the 
right to be happy, and as for me, I 

was happy only when I was writing, 
and I hoped to continue to write. You 

know, that was the only thing that kept 
me alive.

Try writing, write without shame or fear, 
write as if you depend on it. You must live 

and tell the world your story!

The terrible memories are not your fault… 
but… you have a duty to tell the world… 

both your terrible memories and the 
stories of your grandmother.

Syria and the whole world would be 
grateful to you!
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SIS!
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 It is true, I feel like dust. I carry 
Syrian dust in me. 

Yes, now Syria is filled with dust, from 
the bombs, the fires and from our 
footsteps, the footsteps of us, the 

refugees…

…but… STILL… (…)

THE END
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PEARL OF THE DESERT 
Text: Marija Gegoska
Drawings: Kristijan Popovski and Aleksandra Ristovska
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Syria in the eyes of many is a war-torn country 
whose people went around the world.
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Syria 
is the land of the 
Arabian nights, 
where the colors are 
aromatic,
they smell of olives. 
The cradle of religions.
The origin of civilization, 
The mother of Palmyra. 
Syria is a Homeland. 
Humanity that’s suffering evil 
and injustice.
In the eyes of my mother, my 
father. 
In the eyes of its people.
In the eyes of the World. 
In my eyes. 
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Syria 
is the land of the 
Arabian nights, 
where the colors are 
aromatic,
they smell of olives. 
The cradle of religions.
The origin of civilization, 
The mother of Palmyra. 
Syria is a Homeland. 
Humanity that’s suffering evil 
and injustice.
In the eyes of my mother, my 
father. 
In the eyes of its people.
In the eyes of the World. 
In my eyes. 
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Aleppo: The dawn of bullets

No…
It’s time to go. 

We live on the edge of life 
here. 

We’re gonna go to Germany, 
to your brother’s. 

At least Ammar won’t be 
alone, at least my daughter 
will be born to the music 

of life, not war.
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 The world is connected, 
there’s hope. If there’s a way, 

Haya, there’s hope!

So, you should give up on the 
lives of our children?

No Nazar, there’s no 
time for that.

What are you 
saying Nazar? 

That I should give 
up on my dreams in 

Syria? 

No…
It’s time to go. 

We live on the edge of life 
here. 

We’re gonna go to Germany, 
to your brother’s. 

At least Ammar won’t be 
alone, at least my daughter 
will be born to the music 

of life, not war.
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 Who is this man?!
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Turkey

Greece

I wouldn’t put you in water, if the water 
wasn’t safer than the land, my love*.  

I pray the sea knows that you are the most 
precious passenger. 

*  Inspired by the poem Home by Warsan Shire (https://www.umcnic.org/ 
wp-content/uploads/2015/06/Home-Poem-by-Warsan-Shire.pdf)
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 Ammar, they’ll think we’re 
thieves.

I want
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Gevgelija train station

 Please don’t tell!

Take, take…
Thank you!

No need.
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Skopje train station

Tickets, 
please!

Is there anyone else 
there?

No!

In a taxi on the way to the hospital…
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 Come son, 
meet your sister, 

Palmyra!

Republic of                       Macedonia

Birth certificate
City of Skopje

Name Palmyra
Place Skopje
Citizenship

Sex
Female

Parents  Father  Mother
Name   Nazar  Haya
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Kid! You can’t go there, 
it’s an operating room!
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Near the 
Serbian border
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In“Gilgamesh”,Utnapishtim is the chosen mortal, who is 
warned by the god Ea about the flooding of the world. 
A boat was built, filled with living creatures and after 
seven days of gods screaming and few of them crying , 

the land was flattened by the water.
On the seventh day Utnapishtim released a dove to 

find a new land. Since it couldn’t find any land, the dove 
came back. He then released a swallow, but it also came 

back to him. In the end, he released the raven that 
never came back to the boat.

THE END












