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YASMINE
Born in 1984 in Damascus, she comes from a moderate Sunni family. For ten 
years, she lived in the United Arab Emirates with her family, then studied to 
be a pharmacist in Alep and got a master’s in Damascus. She is now about to 
receive her doctors in the U.S. Yasmine is one of the young Syrians who threw 
themselves into the revolution. She runs Freedom Hospital, an underground 
hospital in Houria, a town in northern Syria.

“ONE-EYED” ELIAS / JAMAL 
Born in 1981 in Al-Qamishli, an Assyrian and practicing Christian. He leaves to 
work in Qatar when the revolution starts. Shortly thereafter, he quits his job 
and returns to Syria to take part in the demonstrations going on throughout 
town. He is arrested during one of these and tortured by the secret police, 
who suspect him of having been sent by Prince Hamad of Qatar to overthrow 
the regime. As a result of the torture, he loses an eye.

HAVAL
Born in 1988 in the Kurdish neighborhood of Zor Ava in Damascus, he has a 
master’s degree in philosophy. He is doing his military service when the revo-
lution begins, and deserts the army when he is ordered to fire on demons-
trators. Wounded by gunfire during a demonstration, he is awaiting a kidney 
transplant. A patient at Freedom Hospital, he doesn’t need to be there all the 
time, but stays there anyway to be near Zahabiyah.

ABU TAYSIR 
Born in 1953 in Hama, he survived the massacres there in 1982, but his brother 
and cousins were executed before his eyes. Accused by the regime of being 
a member of the Muslim Brotherhood (although he was actually a commu-
nist), he spent a total of eleven years in prison. He took part in the initial 
demonstrations, but after the regime massacres tens of thousands of civi-
lians, he grows closer to the Muslim Brotherhood, and is then put charge of 
the Free Syrian Army’s local militia.

ABU AZAB 
Born in Alep in 1982, he is a mechanic when the revolution begins. Pro-Bashar 
at first, he believes the revolution is a plot against Assad’s just government, 
until he loses his pregnant wife and two children to the Syrian army’s regular 
bombardment. He then joins the Free Syrian Army.

SOPHIE
Born in 1980 in Damascus, she and her family left for France when she was 
eight. After studying at the Paris Institute of Political Studies, she became a 
journalist. She has known Yasmine since childhood; they spent their vaca-
tions together in Damascus. When the revolution begins, only journalists 
working for pro-Assad media are allowed in Syria, so Sophie decides to go 
work secretly on a documentary about Freedom Hospital and its patients.



DR. YAZAN
Born in 1972 in Daraa, the city where the revolution broke out in the south of 
Syria in 2011. The child of a Sunni family close to the Muslim Brotherhood, 
he is married with two young daughters. He received his medical degree in 
Damacuss in 1996. At the start of the revolution, Yazan is secretly tending to 
rebels, which lands him in prison. After fleeing to Damascus, he sends his 
family to a refugee camp in Turkey and leaves for the north of Syria to run 
Freedom Hospital with Yasmine.

DR. FAWAZ AL-FAWAZ 
Born in 1979 in Lattakia, he comes from an Alawite family, but identifies as 
agnostic. He first meets Yasmine during a demonstration in Duma, near 
Damascus. He and Yasmine go on to provide medical care in several Syrian 
cities. When Yasmine tells Fawaz that she wants to found an underground 
hospital, he volunteers to be on staff as a doctor.

ZAHABIYAH 
Born in 1992 in Maarat al-Numaan, near Idlib, she comes from a conservative 
Sunni family that refused to let her attend university because it was a co-ed 
environment. When the civil war began, she fled the city with her five bro-
thers, who joined the Free Syrian Army. To help Zahabiyah’s family, Yasmine 
recruits her as a cook at the Freedom Hospital. Haval is her boyfriend.

SALEM
A patient at Freedom Hospital, he lost his memory after surviving a battle 
between the army and the rebels. Nothing is known about him. He seems 
to be 26 or 27, and his accent leads one to believe he is from a coastal city, 
perhaps Lattakia or Tartus.

OUALED ABU QATADA
Born in 1972 in Homs, a former taxi driver. He does not take part in the ini-
tial peaceful demonstrations, but joins the rebels once they take up arms. 
Severely wounded in combat, he has been at the hospital for a long time. He 
claims to be pro-Muslim Brotherhood, but his opinions are actually closer to 
those of Salafist Jihadists.

THE COLONEL
Born in 1951 in the suburbs of Homs, he comes from a traditional Alawite 
family with ties to Assad’s. He studies engineering in Russian and is deeply 
involved in the Syrian Communist Party opposing Hafez el-Assad in the late 
1970s. He then leaves the party to join the Syrian Army, where he makes a 
career for himself. He is one of the first officers to authorize the use of arms 
against civilians during the peaceful demonstrations.





Chapter 1

SPRING





Turkey, near the Syrian border.

March 2012: 
40,000 victims since 
the Revolution began.
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Yasmine, 
what are they up to? 
They’re more than 
two hours late!

Relax, Sophie. 
They shouldn’t be 

long now.
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We must be crazy, doing 
this. While thousands of 
people are fleeing Syria 
for their lives.

Our little 
jaunt getting 

to you?

Look, Yasmine, 
I’d be lying if I said 

it wasn’t. I mean, we’re 
about to sneak into 
Syria illegally with 

rebel fighters.

Everything’ll be 
fine. I was worried 
just like you, the 

first time.

And this 
 is the third, 

is it?

Fourth, in this 
direction. I got back out 

three times using the 
same route.

Besides, 
they’re just helping 

us get across 
the border.

They’ll escort us 
for 2 miles, then we’ll take 

my car to get through a town 
that’s still being controlled 

by the regime.
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Y’know, Yasmine, 
sometimes I wonder 
why a girl like you 
bothered staying 

in Syria.
Guilt? 

Maybe when 
you’ve been 
involved in 
starting 

a revolution like 
I have, you shouldn’t 

just walk away.

If I skipped 
the country, I’d feel 
like I was betraying 

the revolution.

That’s why 
I founded Freedom 

Hospital.

Sometimes, I just feel like 
staying so I won’t miss 
the finishing touch, the 

fall of the regime.

I wouldn’t miss that 
for the world.

But everything in its 
time. Follow me, Intrepid 
Journalist—you can see 

for yourself.
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So we’re going 
over there?

You really have no 
sense of direction. 
We’re headed the 

other way.

East.

There 
they are!

Salaam Alaikum, 
Yasmine.

Abu Taysir, 
who’s that 
girl with 
Yasmine?

Must be 
the French 
journalist.

Oooh, what a car! 
It’s perfect for 

the film.

Sophie, 
may I present 
Abu Taysir and 

Abu Azab. They’ll 
be our guide to 
Syria and the 
Revolution.
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Abu Taysir, 
Abu Azab, 

may I present 
Sophie. She’s 

perfectly fluent 
in Arabic.

Mashallah, Mashallah! 
I admire your courage, my girl. 

Where are you from?

I’m Syrian. 
Both my parents are 

Syrian, but we’ve lived 
in France.

For 
a while 
now.

I have a headache 
too. Can you 
give me a pill, 

Abu Azab?

Of course, Sophie. 
Here.
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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.

22



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.”

24



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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Yasmine, 
stop the car! 
Did you see 

that?

 See what, 
Sophie? 
Tell me.

Two guys dressed 
in medieval armor. You’re tired, 

Sophie. Probably 
seeing things.

Besides, 
you always feels like 
you’re in some period 
movie when you’re 

in Syria.

Tons of old 
things lying around, 

these old cars… that’s 
what you always 

say.
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Yeaaah… man, 
I’m thirsty.

Maybe it’s 
that pill Abu Azab 
gave you. Was it 

yellow?
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Meanwhile, at the hospital…
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L-l-look, 
Haval! H-he’s 
a-a-awake!

Run and tell 
Dr. Yazan.
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Easy, pal. Relax. 
We’re not going 

to hurt you.

No!
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Welcome 
to Freedom 
Hospital.

What’s that 
weird noise?

Evening, 
ladies. Is he 

OK?
No idea. 

You might’ve 
overdone it, 

Yazan.

Oh, it’s nothing. 
He’ll be fine, 
Insha’Allah.

Dr. Yazan! 
Stop him!
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Bring him inside 
before anyone 

notices. S-see, 
Haval? Y-your 
s-stupid mask 
s-s-scared 

him.

Sorry, Elias! 
Thanks to this 

thing, I’ll be the 
only one standing 
when they start 
using chemical 

weapons.

E-enough. 
Stop talking 
and h-he-help 

me pick 
h-him up.

You’re 
the one who 

scared him with 
your ugly 

face.
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A few days and 150 victims later…

Good morning, 
sir. Ready for 
your walk?

C’mon, up 
on your feet! 
You can do it!

If you get up, 
I’ll give you 
my dessert.
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Here’s the bathroom. 
Now show me you can piss 

like a man.

How are you 
making out? Need 

a hand?
Who is 
that?

You, 
silly!

Don’t tell 
me you don’t 
recognize 
yourself!

Damn, son, 
that bullet 

really fucked 
you up!

Here, wash 
your hands first. 
I don’t want any 

germs.

Man, it’s gonna 
take time to teach 
you how to protect 

yourself.

Don’t touch the 
doorknobs. Not everyone 

washes their hands.
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