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INTRODUCTION




OMCE UPON A TIME, TN A SMALL RESIDEMTIAL
MEIGHBOURHOOD, THE SUN WAS SETTING AND A
POWER OUTAGE GRIPPED THE AREA.
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TWO SIBLIMNGS, YAZAN AMD HANMWAM, PEERED OUT OF THEIR
WINDOW, THEIR FACES FILLED WITH FEAR AS THEY WITNESSED
A, WEDDING SHOOTIMNGS OF THEIR NEIGHBOURS OM THE STREET.

SUDDENLY, A MISDIRECTED BULLET HIT
THEIR HOUSE WALL NEAR THE WINDOW.




TREMBLIMNG WITH FEAR, HANMAH SOUGHT
FROTECTION UNDER THE TABLE, WHERE SHE USED
TO SPEND HOURS DRAWING,

SENSTMG HIS STSTER'S DISTRESS, YAZAN WENT
TO HER SIDE TO REASSURE HER.

DON'T
BE AFRALID,
HARMAH,




HE BROUGHT HER DRAWING KIT, HOPING [T WOULD
HELP HER FORGET THE CHAOS QUTSIDE.

OO ¥OU WANT
TO DRAW SOMETHIMG
BEAUTIFUL?
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: ( A PLACE WHERE THEY COULD FIMND
\h_dOMFOHT AND HOPE FOR THE FUTURE.
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( THE TWO TMMERSED THEMSELVES TN THETR ARWDRK\

UNTIL THE CAMDLE FLICKERED AND FIMALLY

\_ EXTINGUISHED, PLUNSING THE ROOM INTO DARKNESS. J

UNBEKMOWNST TGO THEM, THE NIGHT
HELD MORE SURFRISES IM STORE




YAZAMN, HEARIMNG THE SOUNDS OF NEARBY STEPS, SLOWLY
OPEMED HIS EYES, FIMDING HIMSELF LYIMG IN A NARROW
SIDE ALLEY. HE COULD HEAR THE DISTANT SOUNDS OF LIFE

EMANATIMNG FROM ITS EMD

HE VENTURED OUTSIDE TO SEE WHERE WHAT WAS SOTMNG OM, TO HIS ASTONISHMENT,
HE FOUND HIMSELF STAMNDIMG IN THE MIDST OF A BUSTLING BAZAAR,
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[ HOW ABOUT
WE &0 SHOPPING?

e

GIVE LT
TO OUR
MEISHBOR.

CELEBRATE
THE BRIDE!
LOLO..
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#  THIS
B FLACE IS FULL
OF LIFE
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FLACE LIKE THIS! THE FECFLE'S'

/
CLOTHES LOOK LIKE THEY COME |
FROM ALL OVER YEMEN. /\ N\ N % h
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THE BAZAAR WAS FULL OF PEOPLE IM VIBRAMNTLY COLOURED
A (LOTHING REMINISCENT OF THE YEMEMI FOLE ATTIRE.




AS YAZAN'S GAZE WANDERED, HE NOTICED THE CHILDREN PLAYING FOOTBALL. )
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Cmamew EMOUGH, ONE
OF THEM BORE A

I\ REMARKABLE RESEMBLANCE
TO HANMNAH, OVERWHELMED
BY THE PECULIARITY OF THE
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HANMNAHI
WHAT ARE You
DOTMG HERE
— -q
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HAHA
WU ADE FIMALLY HERE]
I HAVE BEEM WATTIMNG FOR YO
FOR QUITE A WHILE. WELCOME TO
OUR WORLD
T KNEW ITWAS A CREAM ALL
ALONG YES, OF
COURSE IT 3 A DREAM,
S0 MANY UNTHINCABLE THIMSS
ISNTIT HAVE COMVERSED MERE! BUT IT FEELS
BEAUTIFUL, YAZAMD SO REAL QW HOW I 'WLSHED THIS
FOU HAVE FIMALLY ARSIVED Was BEALTTYI
TO THE LAND OF HAPFINESS WE
il HAVE 50 LONS BEEN
WALTING FORI
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SITUATION, YAZAM 60T
SOME STEPS CLOSER, ONLY
TO FIMD HIS SISTER
GLEEFULLY PLAYIMNG WITH A
GROUP OF SAME-ASED
CHILDREM, PERPLEXED,
YAZAM EXCLATMED:
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THE LAMD OF
HAPPIMESS?!
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¥ES,
THIS LAMD IS5 THE
LREAN OF EVERY
YEMEMI CHILD

HERE, CHILLREN

FROM ALL CORMERS OF
YEMEMN SATHER TO SHARE
THETR COLLECTIVE DREAM OF
A JOYFUL AMD PROSSESOUS
HOME THEY WAOULD ALL
LOYE TOLIVE [N



¥OU SEEM TO KMOW A LOT
ABQUT THIS FLACE, HANNAH.
HOW LOMS HAVE YOU BEEN
HERE?
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WELLOME YAZAN,
TO THE LAMD OF
HAFPIMNESS,

\

WHAT DO YOU THIMNE,

FORSIVE ME UMCLE, ASE
THESE STORIES ABOUT THE
LAMD OF HAPPFIMESS THAT

HANNAH TOLD ME TRUE? THEY
ARE JUST CREAMS, AREN'T
THEY? CAN THEY BE REAL?

YAZAN? WHC 1S RESPONSIBLE |

FOR DETERMIMNIMG WHETHER A
DREAM REMAIMS A DREAM OR
BECOMES REALITY?

ITIS TRULY
MASMIFICEMNT, BUT
ITS STILL JUST A
DREAM,

WHATISIT
THAT YOU WISH TO
ACHIEVE, YAZAN? DONT

YOU WANT IT To BE
REAL?
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b | |
OVERWHELMED
WITH EMOTION,
YAZAN FOUND IT
DIFFICULT TO PUT
HIS DESIRES INTO
WORDS,

THIMKIMNG OF
WHAT HE SAW TN
THIS DREAM.




//
P THE UMCLE, UMDERSTAMDING YAZAN'S UMSPOKEN
/ HOPES, SMILED AMND WHISPERED TO HIMSELF:

SUDDENLY, AN INVISIBLE FORCE PULLED YAZAN
UPWARDS, AS IF CARRIED BY THE WIND,

HE WATCHED AS THE CITY BELOW, RESEMBLING
HIS BELOVED YEMENT HOMELAMD, BEGAM TO
FADE AWAY BENEATH THE CLOUDS.



AS DAYLIGHT BROKE, ITS GEMNTLE RAYS SEEFED THROUGH THE

WINDOW, ILLUMINATING THE ROOM WHERE THE TWO

DREAMERS LAY SLEEPTME OM THE GROUND.
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BESIDE THEM LAY THE PATMTING INTO WHICH
THEY HAD POURED THEIR HEARTS, DEPICTIMNG....




ARTIST
RANA AWADH
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