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My name is Riad. In 1984, I was six years old and I was just as gorgeous as ever.



Our family had gone back to live in the village of Ter Maaleh, near Homs.



My grandmother had a bad back and couldn’t walk properly anymore. 



I’ll take her to the bathroom.



Always bent double



Anas and Moktar, the cousins who wanted to kill me, seemed to have vanished. 




Mama, we brought you
these oranges from Homs.



Oh, what a good
son you are ...



No, no, keep them, I don’t deserve      them.



That makes
me happy...



Come on, they’re for you.



They’re looking after the goats like
all good boys do ...



 They
come home
 late ...



They’re
helping the
family.






	
			

			


Otherwise, nothing had changed.



I spent all day playing with Legos that I’d brought from France.



He’s funny, Picasso, because when he was young he drew very well. But as he got older, he started with the cubes. I I guess it was easier.



It was a weird design that didn’t look like anything  in particular.



My mother was making a big, brightly colored tapestry.  This never seemed to end.



I started it in Libya, I have to finish it...



It’s a design like Picasso.



One thing’s  sure, though, you draw better than him!



It’s not great,
but it passes
 the time.



A long
way to go



...and she fell asleep on the couch for an hour or two, while she waited for my father to come home.



My mother seemed to concentrate very hard on her work. Then, after a while,
I saw her eyes closing...



    Each eye
      started pointing
    in a different
direction






	
			

			


My brother was too small to play with me, and anyway, I was jealous of him.



Completely
stupid!



“Oh, Yahya, he never cries. He’s not like Riad who cried all the time.
He’s such a sweet
      baby.’’



Incredibly
cute



I use to come across my
father by surprise.



Is your mother sleeping?



Yes!



Let’s let her
sleep, then.



FHH



I never
heard him
come in



My cousins Wael and Mohamed weren’t around during the day. They also watched the goats.



In the evenings, they came home too late for us to play.



 We can’t come  
in. Papa will
be back!



I’d be happy for you to go with them! But your mother won’t let
you!



He’s too young!



Next year!






	
			

			


There were power outages every day. They lasted for five or six hours.



It’s crystal, very expensive! You can’t find lamps that shape in Syria!



I really like this oil lamp you brought back from
France!



It was my great-grandmother’s!



Smell of
   burning oil



When I was young, there was no electricity in the village... We got up 
with the sun and went to bed when it
got dark ...



ARE YOU CRAZY? IT’S FORBIDDEN!
IF SOMEONE REPORTED US,
I COULD GO TO PRISON!



You’re just saying that 
because they’re expensive!



But we could buy a generator ...
This isn’t the nineteenth
century, you know.



I don’t have much money left! I had to give the guy at customs $4,000 to let me back in!
I only have $26,000
left ...



We have to prioritize, if we want to start construction on the
villa ...



And we can see fine
with this lamp! It’s
just like daylight! 




YOU
SEE?



I’ll be an associate professor soon. I’ll get paid more ...






	
			

			


So, tell me, Riad, what do you think
about our villa? Do you want a bigger bedroom?



What are you talking about? You want to abandon your brother? You’re the eldest. You have
to protect him!



Yes! I want a room just for me, without      Yahya!



The two of you will share the same room!



Oh yeah? You should tell that to your big brother, who robbed you blind ...



You’re the eldest!



You have certain privileges, but also DUTIES to your brothers and sisters.



Maybe, but I know he
loves me! He paid my way
through college!
          He’s my big brother
and I love him!



You have to watch them, check they’re not being stupid ... PROTECT THEM!



 FOR ARABS, THE
ELDEST SON IS SACRED!



I didn’t sleep
that night.



Once you know how to read and write, you’ll teach your brother! You’ll teach him everything you know!



And it won’t be long!   
School starts THE DAY AFTER TOMORROW!






	
			

			


Hello, my brother.



The next day, my father took me to a part  of the village I’d never been, where there was  a sort of container transformed into a store. 



Hello, Riad’s father!



My son starts school tomorrow. He needs supplies.



Glory be to God. Congratulations
young man, that’s wonderful!



In Syria, you had to wear a school uniform. The salesman had two models.



Here, I have everything you’ll need for school! I have book bags, uniforms, notebooks, pencils...



And I have
plastic pistols,
so you can play after class ...



I would recommend the fabric,
my brother, it’s better.



Uniforms are a very clever invention. Everyone is the same. There’s no difference between rich and poor. Everyone is equal at school!



When I was your age, I didn’t even have shoes to wear to 
school!



Yeah, but kids play in the dirt. He’ll mess it up. It’s better to mess up something cheap.



Give me
the cheap
one.






	
			

			


I have this special, luxury model. Look,
the buckles are metal and there are
two front pockets ... Made in China,
the very best quality.



Do you also want the regulation cap and collar?



Right away,
doctor!



No, he’ll be fine. Just the coat. And show me the
book bags ...



Hmm.



Look how modern it is, wrapped in a plastic bag.



My father took out his money, but the guy refused it.



This went on for two whole minutes.



Finally he took the money.



I never had a book bag when I was young! I carried my books in my left hand and my pencil in my right ...



Take the money!



DO YOU
WANT TO  
       DISHONOR ME? IT’S A GIFT!



No, doctor,
this is on me.



Come on, don’t be ridiculous, take it!



YOU’RE DISHONORING   ME! TAKE
IT, NOW!



NEVER, by God!



He
counted
the
money



Here, a magical gift! By
the grace of God, you will be a great man because of your studies, and you will remember
me.



It was a ruler with a hologram.



Mr. Riad,
hang on!



Here...






	
			

			


That uniform looks like a
trash bag. Weren’t there any
others?



LOOK ... MAGNIFICENT!



A trash bag? Pah! Anyway, what if he messes it up? We’ll be glad we didn’t
pay more!



My son going to school, I can’t believe it! I’ve dreamed of this 
moment!



Go on, walk around, 
show us.



You’re going to work very hard, and you’re going to be a doctor!



That’s what I wanted to be,
but the sight of blood made
me faint ...



A doctor is the best thing in the world. You can write “Doctor’’ in front of your name on letters ... People call you “doctor’’ instead of your name ... Everyone loves doctors!



You won’t have that problem.



The medical
schools in Syria are the best in the world.



When people see you, they’ll say, “Look, it’s Riad, the famous, respected doctor.’’
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YES!



You’ll do whatever you want ...



I want to be
a doctor,
like Papa!



NO, he won’t do whatever he wants!



Don’t listen to your mother.



If we let him do whatever he wants, he’ll just play
all the time and end up a bum!



“Doctor Riad
Sattouf, the
famous surgeon ...’’



I told my father I was scared of going to school because my cousins Mohamed and Wael had said the teacher wanted to hit me as punishment for not being there last year.



Oh really? Well, I’m going to give you something to help you.



If anyone bothers you, show them this and say, “My father works at the university. He’s a doctor. Look at the pencil and paper.’’



Here you go: blank paper and pencils from Damascus
University.



It says, “Syrian
Arab Republic, University of Damascus.’’



Believe me, no
one will hit you when they see that.



(I get it free
from work.)
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The next morning, my mother woke me early.



I drank a large bowl of Milo, a sort of chocolate drink.



Your father’s still
asleep... I don’t think
he was planning to
go with you ...



Will you come with me to 
school?



 ...get dressed
and ask him ...



I can’t take you, I have to look after your brother...



Sudden
terror



 Of course you do! You
go down the street, and
you’re there.



Papa! Can you
take me to school?
I don’t know how
to get there!



Papa!



Pssst!



You sleeping?



Go on your own.
You’re a man now.



Noise of



the plastic 



coat




I’m sleeping.



zzz



Mnng



CRINKLE



I started crying, and he finally got up.
My mother talked to him and made him
take me.



...But it was my first day.




Sniff.



Children don’t go to school with their parents here!



You have
to grow up!
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My father walked ahead of me, as if he were ashamed for us to be seen together.



There’s your school!



Go on now!



Ha, there he is,
Sattouf ... Not
only does he avoid school for a whole year ...



... but he’s late on his first day! All right,
look at me and
ACCEPT DEATH.



As I walked toward the building, I realized we were very late and everyone else had already gone in.
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