


o little 9irl drew to fteel less alone.

Now, che illustraates and writes so no Child has
to teel that waay asaiin.

I'm Mownar, illustrator, writer, and

o booK designer.

My possion tor cChildren's booKs 90es bacK as
toor g 1 can remember; they've always been

o part of my life.

Illustrotor Enolish: Fluent

AraabiC: Notive

BooK Designer Germon: B2




Educotion

VOCATIONAL TRAIVING
IN COMMUNICATION DESIGN

KW Desian Acodems
Hoamburs

D M FIFIFOEEH 2021 - 1016

GERMAN VOCATIONAL PRIVATE
PROGRAM COMBIMING THEORY AND
PRACTICE In VISVAL DESIGH,
ILLUSTRATION, AND EDITORIAL

I HiZMonarmouctak com

N
ﬁ Lorchenhol 1, 95427 Weimor, Germoan).

EXperiencCe

CHILDREN'S BOOK JLLUSTRATION

£ . I gpecialize in illugtrafing Children's storiegs with
lisrradion, @ @& W B © o boCug on emotional depth, charming
Choroclfers, ohnd imadinofive sCenes. My
Indesian & B ' illugtrotions aim 10 Copture the heoarts 0F JOuns
r reoders while supporting the norrotive viguodly
storxteling,. @0 @0 B & & ond expressivel y.

Writing e e 6 CHILDREN'S BOOK LAYOVUT DESIGN

1 hove hondc-on experience decianing
complete cChildren’s booKs ULing Addbe
InDecign. 1 hopdle ever thing from pose
looyoul ohd felt wlgarofion, ensuring o
cmooth polopnte between illugtrodion, fedt,
thd white cpoce.

Enalich Fluent MULTILINGUAL AND CROSS-CULTURAL
ILLVSTRATION PROJECTS

Aro.pic Notive A§ o trilinsunl illugirator, 1 work acrogs
’ lapautnaes and culfureg, Creafing illugirafiong
GErmon Good “B2" thoui recopofe with diverse oudientes.
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ahd Kept anything that could

harm it awa )y from it.

During his visit, he alwoa ys took
Coare oOf it,
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As soon s she reaChed the
aorden, she Knelt sorrowtully
beside the fallen tree, rested her
heod oh its remaining stump, and &
wept. >
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When Ryan said things like, “Can’t you
hear me, turtle lookalike?” or ‘I know you
can hear me, broccoli head,” Sam acted
as if Ryan wasn't sitting beside him at all.
This made Ryan furious, and his face
turned red.

~ ) He eventually shouted at Sam, desperate
for any kind of reaction. The teacher
overheard him, called Ryan over, and
sent him to detention for disturbing

1




home and lie on his bed, crying.
Suddenly, he heard a soft tapping on
the window. He turned excitedly and
whispered, “Nathan! You finally came!
've been waiting for you ..."

Sam felt he had no choice but to return
L
b

Sam, an elementary school boy who
wore thick prescription glasses and 278
had beautifully curly hair, repeatedly
suffered from abusive behavior by Ryan,
a classmate. However, one day, Ryan

took his teasing too far and mockingly
said to Sam when he saw him, “Did you
steal your grandma’s glasses? Haha."
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He sat beside Ryan in the lunch hall. / Suddenly, there was a knock on the .
It was their first meal together and door. Sam opened it, it was Ryan. ',_:
| certainly not their last. “Your mom let me in. | was wondering ...
Al can we study and play together?’ ;
i Sam hesitated and then said, ‘Maybe we "

can play together, the three of us ...
this is my friend, Nathan.”
He pointed toward the window.

.......

Sam returnéd home bursting with
joy, eager to tell his window friend
__everything. Nathan was waiting for him
" by the window as he arrived, and Sam
o7 excitedly began recounting all that had
happened.
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Sam said, "Alright, I'll try this
tomorrow. Thank you for
your advice.’

The next day, Sam began
his daily journey to school,
feeling nervous. He kept
repeating Nathan's words
in his mind, afraid he might
\ forget something. When he
reached the school gate,

he took a deep breath and
walked in.

As Sam passed by Ryan
without looking at him, Ryan
smirked and said, “Hasn'’t
your grandma noticed yet
that you stole her glasses?
Hahaha! —
Sam confidently laughed

at Ryan’'s comment, which
confused Ryan. He asked, "What
are you laughing at? Is there
something | don’t understand?’

W Sam replied exactly as Nathan
M had taught him, “Actually, |
#) borrowed my glasses from a
N\ genius scientist. Maybe if you
tried them on, you'd become
smarter and understand!”

J‘(  The other classmates around

~ them burst into laughter at Ryan,
embarrassing him. He lowered his
¥ head and walked away.

.










“It's time for me to leave,” Nathan said.

“You don’t need me anymore.’
With a gentle smile, he closed his eyes,
ready to disappear. Tears streamed
down Sam’s face.

‘Maybe | solved my problem, but now,
you won't play with me anymore!”

Nathan reassured him, “You have a real )
friend now. | was never truly here. | was _
just an image in your mind, created by £

you for a single purpose, which | have £
fulfilled. But don’t worry, whenever you .
need me, I'll always be there in your L

subconscious. Now, it’s time for you to ——
live a real life with a real friend. Goodbye

= .:—__._ —

Nathan vanished into the air, leaving
nothing behind but his memory.
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As Nathan had promised, he never

truly disappeared from Sam’s mind. He
remained ever-present, his voice echoing
in Sam'’s thoughts whenever he heeded
guidance, Z j |

“J

D Only then did Sam truly understand.

& Nathan hadn't vanished; he had merely
" transitioned from being an imaginary
friend to becoming Sam’s inner voice, |
one that would stay with him forever.




He sat beside Ryan in the lunch hall.  \J%
It was their first meal togetker and
iy ~certainly not their last

Y Suddenly, there was a knock on the

doar. Sam opaned it, it was Ryan

"Your mom let me in. | was wondering ...
can we study and play together?’ i
Sam hesitated and then said, "Maybe we
can play together, the three of us ...
this is my friend, Nathan.'

He pointed toward the window, s

Sam returred home bursting with
Jjoy, eager to tell his window friend
everything. Nathan was waiting for him
by the window as he arrived, and Sam
excitedly began recounting all that had
happened
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S5am felt he had no choice but to return

E home and lie on his bed, crying. .
: Suddenly, he heard a soft tapping on

b the window, He turned excitedly and

i

whispered, "Mathan! You finally came!
I've been waiting for you ...’

Sam, an elementary school boy who

wore thick prescription glasses and &
{  had beautifully curly hair, repeatedly
! suffered from abusive behavior by Ryan,

4 a dassmate. However, one day, Ryan @

took his teasing too far and mockingly
said Lo Sam when he saw him, "Did you
steal your grandma’s glasses? Haha.”

Sam said, "Alright, I'll try this
tomorraw. Thank you for
your advice. )
The next day, 5am began

Sam replied exactly as Mathan | y
had taught him, "Actually, 1 1!
% borrowed my glasses from a

genius scientist. Maybe if you |l |

his daily journey to school, : tried them on, you'd become i f
feeling nervaus. He kept '1\“/_1\\ ) smarter and understandl’ i
repeating Mathan's words \ - — | '_“_]'T The other classmates around '
in his mind, afraid he might Y = them burst into laughter at Ryan, |
forget something. When he [ _ embarrassing him. He lowered his  § ||

reached the school gate,

he took a deep breath and
wialked in

As Sam passed by Ryan
without looking at him, Ryan
smirked and said, "Hasn't
your grandma noticed yet
that you siole her glasses?
Hahaha!’ ==
Sam confidently laughed

at Ryan's comment, which
confused Ryan. He asked. "What
are you laughing at? Is there
samething | don't understand?”

head and walked away.
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| When Ryan said Lhings like, "Can't you

J hear me, turtle lookalike?” or | know you
can hear me, broceoli head,” Sam acted
| as if Ryan wasn't sitting beside him at all.
'l This mnade Ryan furious, and his face
‘ turned red.

{ "It's time for me to leave,” Nathan said.
' *You don't need me anymore.
with a gentle smile, he closed his eyes,
ready to disappear. Tears streamed
down Sam's face.
‘Maybe | solved my problemn, but now, -
you won't play with me anymorel’ ,é
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The second waas Known tor her
lone blonde hair.







f-LihiK thouaht it waag all over.
She believed she would hever
be accepted in thic Community
becouse che wag ditferent.

L ST
R e S e
- B iy




He pelieved
the problem
laa ¥y within him. /
He thought he |

simply wosn't R |
born smart q
enoush, and he k.
acCcCepted tailure
before even

tr Ying.

One doay, while
visiting o junK shop
in hic town, Stefan
searched among the
shelves tor o long
time until the shop
owner, Mr. Wolter,
noticed him ond
askKed, “What are
you looKing for,
little one?”
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o liftle airl drew to teel less olone.

Wow, she Mustrotes cind writes so pd Child hows
10 keel thoor wooy ooaoin.

I'm Movner, Alusirotor, writer, ond

o ook deciaper.

My pogsion tor Children's pooks ates Bock oS
bor as [ Ccom remember; they've alwoys been

o port ofF my lite,
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MOst storiec end when the lowct word g told.
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http://manarmouafak.com/contact/

My Social Medion aaCcounts:

ingfo\_groxm.com/manarmouaﬁox\(/

@ youtube.com/@ManarMouatak



http://instagram.com/manarmouafak/
http://youtube.com/@ManarMouafak

Most stories end when the lagt word is told.
SIS WA (g, gt fptl——
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