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Abstract

AN ALGERIAN PRIMER :
MOULOUD FERAOUN'’S LE FILS DU PAUVRE
TRANSLATION COMMENTARY

by

LUCY R. MCNAIR

Advisor: Dr. Vincent Crapanzano

My 2005 translation of Mouloud Feraoun’s Le Fils du pauvre, Menrad, instituteur

kabyle,sought to correct an historical error by presenting this Algerian Francophone
classic to an American audience for the first time since its publication in 19&htral

figure of the first generation of Algerian intellectuals to compellingbyesent in

fictional form the internal lives of native people during the era of French chéonja
Feraoun (1917-1962) embodied a moderate, humanist, culturally situated viewpoint that
was ultimately sacrificed by all sides to the extremism and violencecofahézation.
Choosing to work from the original edition, rather than the edition edited for French
audiences on the eve of the Algerian revolution, my translation restores anestioe s

of the novel and offers a new glimpse of Feraoun’s larger literary project.

The work presented here is dual in form: As a translation commentary, itseeks
evoke, trace and illuminate the wager of Feraoun’s first autobiographical nmwel$r
inception to it troubled reception and its continuing impact. As a translation journey, i
offers an evocative meditation on the audacity of any writer to pass fromesitenc
authorship and sketches out in a comparative framework the connections and
disconnections between Algeria and America. | argue that we have nottedf®aaoun
because Feraoun’s work mapped a territory whose political boundaries imploded, yet
whose human parameters were and remain universal. Today, we have much to gain from
listening to the astute, ironic and deeply humane interrogations of this BeusérVi

voice.
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Chapter 1: Introduction

How does one write a book about a man one
has never met, who comes from a place one
has never been?

— Julija Sukys, Silence is Death

Hurry up and speak. You can see it will
change nothing.
- Feraoun, L’anniversairé*

Imagine

Imagine a young schoolteacher sitting at his desk at the end of the day. He looks out over
the empty chairs in his one-room school house towards the rugged dry land framed by
the room's sole window. Piled next to him are school notebooks, waiting to be corrected.
It is spring and he wonders again if this is the full extent of life's chances, all hisgathe
absent years working in factories, his mother and sisters’ sacrifices, his education, his
arduous assent from illiterate shepherd to educated elite, his passage from village to
empire, and back, will amount to. He thinks of his teachers, those well-meaning idealists
who stripped away layers of inferiority, fear and ignorance, who seemed like angels,
miraculously free of prejudice. From day one, they had deemed him able to learn and
think and even write in a language no member of his family spoke. He thinks of the others
he went to school with, boys he shared facilities, exams, teachers with, the privileged
ones. Among them a few stood out, the boys everyone envied and knew about in detail,
the brilliant ones who would go far. He, of course, returned home. Where else would he
have gone? As if his life mattered! He looks out now over the rows of chairs, and back at
the pile of notebooks, the writing so laboriously constructed, so tenuously fluent. He had
had the chance to learn to think and write with a liberty of spirit no one in his village

could imagine. And now he is the teacher, the gardener of young minds, so many of
whom will never have his chances. They will follow their fathers to distant exiamd

come back between stints to marry their cousins and bless the saints for the pittance of

| have translated this and all subsequent quobes Feraoun used in this commentary and see tiparas
of the process of working through the transpositibhis literary work into our language world.



food the land will yield. If there was one thing he had learned from leaving home it was
the power of the published word. “We shall work for others until we are old, and when

our time comes, we shall die without a murmur and we shall say in the other world that
we have suffered, we have wept, we have lived long years of bitterness. And God will take
pity on us.” (PMS 1) And the world will know Chekhov! They will know the human

drama and dignity of those starving Russian peasants! Imagine the school teacher

smiling to himself, telling himself: Why not? What is there to lose? If notlsagietan

be left for the children. He opens a drawer, takes out a new notebook. He folds the cover

down with his palm. He begins to write.

*kk

The scene above is a very loose translation of the opening scene of the Algigian w

Mouloud Feraoun's first novel Le Fils du pauvre, Menrad, Kabyle Instifuiduch |

translated and the University of Virginia Press published in 2005 and which this
commentary hopes to bring alive to an American audience. Begun on school notebooks in
rural, colonial Algeria in the spring of 1939, during a relatively hopeful periodgaria
yet just as the "storm" of the second great war in Europe was unfurlingcies for
Feraoun's novel was one of the first written by an educated Algerian to exptve
society in a literary mode. As a creative exercise in cultural &ams) it was something
of a fluke. Written in French to fill a gap in the country's literary landscap@yyduced
in a place cut off from the well-trodden and well-heeled paths of literarymiicoy
during a time of racial and ethnic segregation, the book might easily haameehm a
drawer or been passed down among Feraoun's offspring as a family dritifaetren't
for a secret ambition, a sense of desperation, and good timing. Due to thesarapnflict
motivations and the welcome reception of many readers, who themselves dideys see
to eye, Feraoun's little book became a repository of Algerian memory and, skl
see, of the hardship Algerians have faced in working through the conflicts of such
memory.

The scene above is also a fiction. It is a liberty | have allowed ntpsetime

closer to Feraoun, to bring him closer to us. For Feraoun's oeuvre is also about the



imagination, its power and its limits. Schooled in the colonial system and imbitied wi
the ideals of the French Republic, Feraoun was firstly the heir of an arocity-
transmitted culture and secondly a child of Islam’s syncretic imprint on theauind
philosophical landscape of North Africa. Although his French education was a powerful
determinant on his identity, on how he lived and died, it is one of three poles of influence,
of philosophical and social knowledge, which together mark out a kind of dramatic
theater of contrasts and conflicts, but also of similarities, ones not ofteteredidn this
context, the literary imagination is both a luxury and a last resort, a medekapihg
compromising action and a way to rally the spirit in moments of despair. However
humble or self-conscious it may have been appeared or appear today, for Feraoun, it
represented a radical projection into a loaded landscape. The words of the &uyanes
British writer and essayist Wilson Harris, who is roughly of the same ggme as

Feraoun, are relevant:

With the mutilation and decline of the conquered tribe a new shaman or artist
struggles to emerge who finds himself moving along the knife-edge of chidage.
has been, as it were, cross-fertilized by victor and victim and a powerful need
arises to invoke the lost generations, in a new creative, visionary light. sk a t
which is profoundly personal (and archetypal) and, therefore, accompanying an
enormous potency for change — for vision into resources — runs the danger of self-
enchantment or hubris.” (Harris 16-17)

In this first book, Feraoun simultaneously told a personal story and an ardloetyphat
resonated with readers across cultural, racial and class lines. Pardilkeptrotagonist’s
adventure, largely based on his own childhood, he presented readers with the character of
the Kabyle writer, a narrator who struggles to emerge from the weightahftriyal-

based tradition and urban, social oppression. To imagine how to write from such a
position is part of reading Feraoun. But to imagine how Feraoun began to wntejsive
simultaneously imagine how an indigenous Muslim colonial subject takes up a pen and
presumes to hold the attention of a cleaved soathhow any unknown writer

anywhere begins to walk along that “knife-edge of change.” Feraougaplty and

legacy has both informed and illustrates my understanding of this struggexdHisg
understanding of the place of fiction in human affairs and how he used literary
imagination to chart a path through a period of traumatic upheaval, as well #sehow



product of that imaginative work was received - read, misread, edited, nmsbemssl,
and rediscovered - is a key part of this commentary.

Lastly, this scene is an invitation, a "scene of first permission,” to quote the poe
Robert Duncaf.l invite you to begin to imagine Feraoun and his world with me, to bring
your own readings, your own location to bear. The simplicity of the scemeelgainted
of Feraoun as a young writer is perhaps glaring, even suspicious; itstrightyou as a
moral tale more than a historically accurate or psychologicallyeaportrait. It might
look biased or patronizing. Indeed, it is paired down to imperial binaries: gedileoys
VS. poor ones; literate vs. illiterate adults, famous writers vs. fageéasants. | call
attention to the so-called oral-written dichotomy by using a quote Feréedras call to
arms. In the course of a page, a man changes, acts. Such techniques of reduction by
which writers and storytellers elicit our attention and our projection intoithaginative
worlds, though perhaps old-fashioned and of disrepute in an increasingly cyoil gl
culture, remain quintessential tools of metaphoric measurement. Theyuslko
collapse our particularities, the endlessly complex cloth of everydaierages, into a
symbolic coherence that can withstand the tumult of crossing between coAgekts
hope this commentary on Feraoun's short first novel will elucidate, litetzgies as
this gamble, a blind bet on the power of the imagination to grasp the forceg iat qia
world and shift our vision towards a wiser, kinder, fuller judgment of others and of
ourselves. ltis an idealistic perspective. But as such, it is not an esmapgofitics,
rather a commitment to grappling with the memories and desires that mathabstruct
action. For a novel to take root in the minds of people, it must call us to that inner work,
reflecting us in our fears and our ambitions, our profound differences and our
uncomfortable similarities, and yet still open onto ground we are willihghbin

common — unchartered perhaps, unmappedniagined

2 From “Often | am Permitted to Return to a MeadoWihe Opening of the FieldNewYork: Grove Press,
1960.




Obstacles

If they have any heart, they should give up writing, because
man is sacred, his life belongs to him alone: all who
pretend to represent him disfigure or offend him, he
requires neither statues nor images and even less discourses
that claim to explain the statues and the images. If one
nevertheless takes on this delicate task of writing, it should
only be out of duty, and only with respect and fear, respect
for his equal, fear of hurting him by disfiguring him; and
out of hope most of all, the hope of understanding him, of
making him understood and loved, to serve the common
truth, to plead for the common condition; hope, in a word,
to create a work of justice, measure and love.

- Feraoun, « Images algériennes d’Emmanuel

Roblés » (A 67)

How does a writer define the parameters of a symbolic common ground? ldevis|&f?
How large should it be to travel and touch those who have never seen or experienced the
physical and social landscape explored? What part of the surfacecohth@on human
ground in Kabylia, Algeria in 1948 — when Feraoun was putting the finishing touches on
his first novel and imagining it venturing into the world - covers the same sunfac
Brooklyn, New York in 2010?

Obviously these are a translator’s questions. How do we bring this book over? Yet
they also lay very much at the heart of Feraoun’s writing, of any wittigigbegins on
the colonial-native “knife-edge of change,” what we academics callgiostal, what
Feraoun called “a certain Algerian literature,” and what manyihdree States would
call “minority” or simply “difficult.” One technique to establish a comngound that
can travel large distances — both international and inter-social - is fotimel &ge-old
game of "ring around of roses told,” - to quote the poet Robert Duncan again -: a dance
of innocence around what is not said but left to be inferred. Call it the ritual of omissi
We leave out what would polarize us, distract us, overwhelm us with our differande
thus stop us from proceeding. We give just enough to connect, to bridge the vastness of
perspectives with the trope of youth. We use the omissions operating in a saheo) pri

for instance, to write somethirigge a bildungsroman. Such mimetic omissions and



echoes can act like bait; as readers, we get excited about filling inpheTdenking
again of my introductory fiction, we might ask: Where is the schoolteacher?tiieat
period are we talking about? What constitutes privilege there — racefio&el
affiliation? Education? What exactly was going on back then? In suehdmavor, the
fictional child can invite the child in the reader to own a common ignoranceyto le
Sometimes this, in and of itself, allows a voice to be heard across a divide.

Yet even as we raise these questions and try to answer them, making hstorica
cultural connections that offer a sense of panoramic restoration - andarbaqmse of
relief from the weight of ignorance, what Feraoun called the “grey cl@hgjing
between people who find themselves on different sides of a divide - we slip abooss i
other meditations: Is this text autobiographical or fictional? Whatgbainis is
ethnographic? What textual traditions are informing this work? Does tliigrthére the
social or cultural discourses echoing in the text important in their &pigcdr rather the
common, human drama? Here: the apparently universal desire to overcomyaoyers
going to school, gaining literacy, getting a decent job, and writing stoelg? Haven't
we all read this before? It sounds so American! So what is new about this one? How do
we judge it? Is it even literary? Does it hold up to our expectation of a good read, a
satisfying dramatic emersion? Or does the context, the cultural anddailsparticularity
of this writer's world shape the novel - the psychological conflicts of thacteas, the
narrative structure, the style, the central drama, the overall geessaveyed - to such a
degree that we start to slow down, we pause, we feel ourselves losing caffidenc
Sometimes we just stop altogether. It’s too “difficult.” When we stop ngaditop
journeying towards a writer's imaginative world, especially one shgeeagraphically,
historically, culturally removed from our own, what obstacle have we met?

Such questions about why and how we read - or do not read - across cultural
divides, and how writers contend with these difficulties through acts of omission - have
been posed already in the context of the inception and the reception of Algeraurkter
and specifically the work of Feraoun and his literary heir, Tahar Djaout. In

Autobiography and Independendzebra Kelly notes :

Feraoun is clearly aware of the subtleties of the political dimension oflaof
art that may function by omission. [...] There seems to be a belief that fiethon c



bring about an understanding between people, because it works on the
imagination, in ways that direct political intervention is unable to do. The power
of culture, of cultural understanding, of a multi-faceted cultural memoryhare t
foundations on which Feraoun based his life-writing project.” (Kelly 65)

In his essay “The Cartography of the Nation: Mouloud Feraoun’s Le Filswduepa

revisited” in_Experimental Nations book devoted to the literary imagination of North

African literature and its critical reception in the United States, Bedamaia ponders:

Is [Feraoun’s] writing black or neutral? Is it the writing of a schoolteashar
good student? It seems, rather, to be a writing that offers a choice: to write
neutrally is to let one’s readers have leeway to form their own opinions, to
provide a way of not forcing them into something.” (Bensmaia 155-156)

In a chapter devoted to the work of Tahar Djaout, a Kabyle writer born a genexthér

Feraoun, Bensmaia argues that the writing:

demands a radically new position from the reader. We must still read, and read
with caution, but with the clear stipulation that henceforth, “to read” no longer
consists merely of searching for a signified hidden behind the words or fragments
of narratives that have come from nowhere. Rather, to read is to undertake a
voyage more like that of Tarkovsky’s Stalker than like that of a tourist, even a
tourist who appreciated Francophone literature.” (Bensmaia 77)

Like Kelly and Bensmaia, | want to consider here a new kind of readingmieéoboth

by Feraoun’s text and the process of finding and translating it. Like Djaoagufe

invites us to reassess how we read, how we judge, how we ultimatelyhdranap of
literariness and how this relates to how we draw the map of the world, of humanness, of

what we hold in common.

Journey

Feraoun’s invitation to remap the symbolic through an often ironic and self-conscious

neutrality was initially made in a part of the French empire whose dominaoypdzur



minority had fiercely and violently resisteaetissager creolization between Christians,
Muslims and Jews for over a hundred years. During much of that time, the Fren
authorities played native groups off each other in an attempt to legitimineraasingly
racist, apartheid-structured society. The decade in which this first naseimitten -

1939 to 1949 - marked a turning point in this history of obstruction to the social
intermingling of different, yet interdependent spiritual and culturatdges. It was the
decade of the Holocaust and of the French collaboration in the exterminationssf Jew
citizens. As | have touched upon above, Feraoun’s work, according to his own testimony,
was driven by a fear of obliteration. As stated in several essays angl ieitkiding the
essay I've translated in the Appendix, “Algerian Literature,” Ferdelirsummoned to
present a creative testimony to a way of life that until the late 30gdrastently fought
colonial oppression to remain to a large degree self-enclosed and se#tgeneet was
now increasingly threatened by its vulnerable position “on the margimeWw century.”
From the Senatus Consultus decree of 1865 that allowed for the full-scale apipropriat
of tribal lands, to the poverty which forced the emigration of hundreds of thousands of
Kabyle farmers into French factories, and then, during World War I, toghegipitous
return to a Kabylia facing overcrowding and mass hunger, Feraoun and hisvienaly
heirs of a long experience with “progress” that seemed to be reachingal turning

point. It seemed possible that the life he knew as a child, the people who populated his
memories and had taught him how to survive in an increasingly turbulent world, would
disappear without a trace.

It is within this context that his book poses questions: How does a rural,
traditional, orally-based culture survive in thé"2f@ntury? Is the fear of collective
obliteration among minorities something universal? Is this just part of sbeabe, of
societal evolution? Will the culture just adapt as it has for millennia? Qrtdeenodern
world pose a new kind of threat to culture? What innocence does the child who sits in the
school of imperial culture lose? If the eradication of hunger and its underlyisga
demands that we change our culture - that we free ourselves from thenratitur
ancestors, that we emigrate or send our kids away to school to learn langeages ot

understand, that we accept American soldiers on our land as liberators fiaord af*



wheat and clothes” - as Feraoun describes in this book - how do we shelter its wisdom, i
strength? What force will allow our children and our memory to survive and2hrive
Feraoun’s four novels and four works of non- fiction have something to teach us
about this process of cultural adaptation, of the resistance of human beings and their
stunning evolution. Yet part of gaining this knowledge is accepting to go on a jotoney:
learn about this historical moment and the collective fears it unleashed from the
perspective of indigenous Algerians brought up within Judeo-Islamic andeKaby
traditions. When we consider the concrete and psychological obstacles Feaemlimf
his attempt to write imaginatively about this period and reach audienitembiole and
outside of his context, we begin to open new common ground. We can ask: What
territory did Feraoun stake out? What obstacles did he encounter? Did he overcome
them? What creative solutions did he find? And what obstacles remain betwaed me

his world, between what | know of the human experience and what his words make of it?

An Algerian Memory

An encounter by another Algerian-born intellectual sheds further light ondke tr
business of memory and obstacles in the context of colonial and post-colonial ,Algeria
and helps to frame a rereading of Feraoun.

In 1992, the philosopher Jacques Derrida was invited to give a talk in Baton
Rouge, Louisiana at the invitation of the Martiniquan author and cultural theorist
Edouard Glissant during a conference entitled "Echoes from ElsewheveiRe
d'ailleurs.” Together with his Morroccan peer Abdelkebir Khatibi, Defida asked to
treat "problems ofrancophonieoutside France." The result of this intervention was Le

Monolinguisme de 'autrea talk both personal and political, historical and philosophical,

which centered on the primordial question of identity and Derrida's very intimate
experience of the obstacles Francophone intellectuals encountered in thet tite
situate memory and historical truth in what we still seem to need to calbtigaage of

the Other.” Born in Algiers to Sephardic Jewish parents in1930, Derrida wastgtve



10

from learning Arabic or Tamazight; his access to France and to Frencbnlyis "
language,” was likewise impeded by a geographical, cultural and pdlitiodé. Cut off
from France by the sea and from French culture by his Jewish identéypbgenced a
radical severing of his ties to the French colonial world when Algerian\deves
temporarily stripped of their French citizenship during World War II. Unlilert
Muslim compatriots, Algerian Jews had been collectively naturalized in 1870 by the
Crémieux decree, leading to an assimilated French-speaking commusépludrdic
Jews with little ties to a Judiasm uninfluenced by Christian, French cultareda
describes these “indigenous Jews” as “strangers to Jewish cultureinguéféstrangely
bottomless alienation of the soul: a catastrophe; others will also say axpeaad
opportunity.”(Derrida, Trans. 53) The juridical basis of this special status had far-
reaching consequences, and equally so when abruptly reversed. In Le Masoimge

'autre, this personal-historical experience of exclusion, or racism, a kind of idgntitar
free-fall, underscores Derrida’'s questioning of language, of who possessésvity, of

who is possessed by it and why. An unobstructed, personal use of French, which would
permit him access to the identifications underlying a "pacified autapbgr’ was

denied him:

"In what language does one write memoirs when there has been no authorized
mother tongue? How does one utter a worthwhile "I recall” when it is necessary t
invent both one's language and one's "I," to invent detine same timéeyond

this surging wave of [amnesia] [déferlement d'amnésie] thatabkle interdict

has unleashed? (Derrida 57, Trans. 31)

It is within this “déferlement d'amnésie" that the Francophone intiglemust attempt to

carve out a voice:

"Where therare we? Where do we find ourselves? With whom can we still

identifyin order to affirm our own identity and to tell ourselves our own history?
First of all, to whom do we recount it? One would have to construct oneself, one
would have to be able tavent oneselfvithout a model and without an assured
addressee. This addressee can, of course, only ever be presumed, in all situations
of the world." (Derrida 95-96, Trans. 55)

Many of Derrida's contemporaries have addressed these questions in a¥ariety
literary and poetic forms. Indeed, they form the basis of much Maghrel@aodphone
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literature. The Jewish-Tunesian author and polemicist Albert Memnsisémi-

autobiographical tale of impossible identity, La Statue deceates perhaps the closest

in framing them within the particular constraints Derrida describesaA¥}ebar's
insistence on and resort to the body, to the sensory/sensual realm as a raaahsrofg
her position as a writer among the surviving is another echo. Her desire t@igix@de

to the beloved dead (including Feraoun) in Le Blanc de I'Algéréerefusal to let the

difficulties their memories represent fade from a collective ingation of identity. One
might claim that these questions of language, place and identity ard teeatrg
Francophone literary project and lie at the core of much post-colonial thedrykd3
Derrida's host at the conference, Edouard Glissant, who insists on a concept gfadentit
a matrix of relations, the place and time within which Derrida encountered these
obstacles cannot be dismissed. The reasons for his questions in 1992 — the attempt to
form a memory of his encounter with French at a time when the French stoodshelples
before the bloodshed of an Algerian civil war, having never been able to process the
trauma of losing Algeria 30 years before — make them the questions of his iganérat
also of a particular life history, of one man's partial truth.

Like Le Fils du pauvregl e Monolinguisme de l'autrallows us to imagine the

author as a child in colonial Algeria, to see his struggle to situate hiswibtice the
cultural, political, historical determinants of his life. There is a péstied what he says,
for it does not hold for everyone; he is similar to Khatibi, but different too, similar to
Glissant, but different too, for Khatibi’s art resides in the passionate eeraerf of
French and Arabic, hsmour bilangugeand Glissant's concept of the Total-World,
viewed and lived from the point where one is born, of an open insularity, is a complex
reflection on the particularity of the Caribbean experience. As J. MichaklHaas
argued, fads in academic scholarship which privilege readings of post-ciéontsahs
celebrations of hybridity and nomadism tend to marginalize questions of hisamita
geographical particularity (Dash 236); works by the Haitian-Ameneater Edwidge
Danticat and the Algerian-born French writer Zahia Rahmani — very nkeckdraoun -
remind us that we are "always haunted by the need of the individual to be buried
somewhere." (Dash 236) People are born and die in a place and time and writers a

often involved with articulating memory of that place and time, if only to save theepeopl
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who constituted the world of their childhoods from complete oblivion. Yes, there is a
debt to pay. And this particularity is also partiality and it is the strugglé¢hend
responsibility of the writer to resolve this partiality.

What interests me in contrasting Derrida's late reflection on his childhood
encounter with French to Feraoun's early struggle to situate hisyliteiae, is tracing
how the context of their lives led them to their own particular answers, to their own
strategy of living and writing — and dying — and how we connect these parts int
remembered whole. Derrida imagined an account of obstacles: "Rather thqrositien
of myself, it is an account of what will have placed an obstacle in the way of this aut
exposition for me. An account therefore of what will have exposed me to thatlebstac
and thrown me against it. Of a serious traffic accident about which | never cease
thinking." (Derrida 131; Trans. 70) As we will explore, for Feraoun, like for dladryle
writers, an authentic “exposition of myself,” however fictionalized, reethia necessity
due to the socio-political context. The clear connection to a mother tongue and an
ancestral culture, to a time and place that displaced the primacy of the Fokmalc
mindset, and the ensuing pressure to represent this localized identity publically
archetypally, distinguishes Feraoun’s auto-ethnological fiction fremida’s
philosophical anti-autobiography. | hear an analogy of their differencemgsJa
Baldwin’s description of an African in Paris in counter-distinction to ancAfr
American expatriate in the 1950s: “His bitterness is unlike that of hisiéamekinsman
in that it is not so treacherously likely to be turned against himself. He has, noy so ve
many miles away, a homeland to which his relationship, no less than his responsibility
overwhelmingly clear: His country must be given — or it must seizefregdom.”
(Baldwin 121). Feraoun never had French citizenship to lose, nor was there d@mnques
that French was a second, foreign language. He left Kabylia only to retuamtbanly
fled later due to the war. There was never any question, at least atyhgoesrin his
career, about where he belonged. The difficulty of overcoming Kabylia's ajgugal
isolation and tightly-guarded traditional, skeptical, male-dominated npoogsd as
much a challenge as writing in a foreign language for colonial mastergeraoun, the
obstacle was first and foremost courage to face the boundaries of his culturgl.idént

stake was a broader, collective claim on the human map.
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Duncan and Si Mohand

The quotes from Robert Duncan's poem "Often | am permitted to Return to a Meadow"
are not wholly incidental. Part of translation is making a home for the book in another
language's landscape of sensibilities, and this means allowing connectivsesrbet
unlikely sources.

Born in California in 1919, six years after Feraoun, Robert Duncan was a
modernist, neo-romantic poet in the era of the Beat generation. He wasbgaaihts a
poetic genius, mystical by bent and by family affiliation. He wrote an unpretsstie
essay about homosexual rights as civil rights long before there was ampgement to
speak of, yet during the Vietham war came out strongly against ideologitspiyed
anti-war poetry, notably the poetry of his friend Denise Levertov. An Americapagt
who believed in Poetry as a calling compared to a Muslim Berber father aricia
school director who dedicated his life to his students, Duncan and Feraoun were nothing
alike, yet something brings them closer: the experience of exclusion, ofybigokeep
pleasure in and continuing interrogation of classical Western literatereptnplexity of
male desire; an understanding of war as a human paradox and of how politics can silenc
the space of culture and the saving power of the word... | can imagine them both being
delighted to exchange in caustic wit if they had met at a cocktail party. THeriew
the power of voice. | recall a reading of Duncan's in a cabin-like building @h Bar
College campus around the time he emerged from a 15 year self-imposed silence

following the Vietnam War, just as he was to publish Before The Waurious title if

one did not understand that Duncan felt we all stafdre the wagas before a tableau of
human interaction- carnage or love? (I can imagine them visiting an exhibftFrancis
Bacon's bloody paintings, nodding, laughing, staring off.) At the reading, just aarainc
voice seemed to lose itself in a rush of images, his hand rose like a conductor's and
instead of music, a gust of wind blew open a entire wall of windows. We sat there
transfixed. The oral performance of poetry, whether conceived througlvereat
transmission or through writing, Duncan seemed to demonstrate, is in itseesgestical

and human, incantatory and self-sustaining, a power to open windows, or close them.



14

Feraoun, son of an oral culture in close proximity to two written cultures —
Islamic-Arabic and Christian-French-, knew such rapture from childhoodierper We

hear two forms of it irLe Fils du pauvrd_e Fils du pauvreThe stories told by the

protagonist Fouroulou’s aunt Khalti and the poetry of Si Mohand. The first is a well-
documented oral tradition of storytelling passed down from Kabyle women to their
children as a form of cultural inculcatidin Feraoun’s novel, this heritage is maintained
by a grown, single, childless woman whom others view as marginal, yet whawmitére
Feraoun clearly gained basic knowledge from:

From whole cloth, [Khalti] knew how to create an imaginary realm over whéch w
were the rulers. | became judge and benefactor of the poor orphan who wanted to
marry a princess; all-powerful, | withessed the triumph of little M'Qzhdeho
overcame the Ogress; | whispered wise answers to Hechaichi who tseape e

the chambers of the bloodthirsty sultan. My parents' worried brows and sighs are
far away on those endless winter nights. The story flows from Khalti's mouth and

| drink it avidly. This was my entry into morality and dream. (PMS 39)

Later in “The Elder Son,” upon returning from the colonial school in the summer,
Feraoun has young Fouroulou spends time with his village friends. He is on the cusp of
manhood and will soon experience his first taste of sexual desire and repulsion,an area
social experience that stakes out the limits of his assimilation as evdfpfiroulou, like
Feraoun himself, tastes rapture but respects the limits drawn by custom:

He likes to listen to them sing, play the flute, or recite the moving poetry of the
tragic Si Mohand. They go out at night far from the village. The hazy light of the
moon drowns the hillsides whose tops one can vaguely distinguish. Over the
valleys hangs a shadow of mist that conceals the countryside, lending ingress
stature to the tall trees, and joins the far-off hills into a dark, lonely mass. The
star-filled sky shines with a cold light, unreal and pale as a dream. The
melancholy of this half-light, the harmony of voices, the gentleness of the flute,
and the colorful imagery of poems with musical rhythms all soften the heart and
fill the head with images, the body with gentle rapture. (PMS 121)

During the late 50s, Feraoun returned to the topic of poetry, composing a portrait of Si
Mohand, the son of a prosperous clan, left destitute by the colonial powers iff'the 19

century, who was schooled in the Islamic tradition but who later wanderediGreate

3 See especially the work of women ethnographek&bfyle origin including: Taos Amrouche, La Grain
magiqgue,Tassadit Yacine, « Lire les fables kabyles damsddongement de Raymond Lulle (Chacal ou la
ruse des dominé2001) ; Makilam, Signes et rituels magiques @esnfies kabyleAix-en-Provence:
Edisud, 1999).




15

Kabylia reciting Tamazight verses that captured the memory of his pespfiEsng at

the hands the French. In his essay, Feraoun’s portrait of Si Mohand is legendary and
tragic, yet also oddly contemporary and personal, as if in imagining Si Moharashe w
imagining his own time period and his own position as writer. From his “indifferamc
the cruel game of life's bitter struggle” that could “sometimes appeasdikardliness,

the surrendering of a weak man” to his consciousness of failure that giveshim hi
strength of character “to live as a mocking observer, free of all biagbes Si

Mohand:

appears like a mirror where the soul of his country is reflected, a jenema
profound disarray, brutally striped of its traditions, whose social structures have
blown apart even as economic transformations and openings onto the exterior
world have not allowed them time to adapt. He's not a "déclassé”, but the wise
man of a defeated people, the powerless spectator who assists with broken heart
each fatal loss. (Si Mohand 33)

In both Si Mohand’s poetry and Feraoun'’s fiction of the early and mid-1950s, a memory
of destitution, of loss, of a vision of the end of a world is lodged. This tragic memory, in
the words of Abdelwahab Meddeb, connects the two historical periods of Si Mohand and
Feraoun through a common trauma: “genealogical interruption and the condition of
orphan.” (Meddeb 76). In both periods, traditional means of survival failed to register or
encompass the enormity of change; parents could not pass on their way of life. Yet
political evolution appeared impossible, indeed, an unjustifiable risk. Such collisions
produce poetic irony. Here is my translation of Si Mohargfia “J'avais un jardin dans

la plaine”

| had a meadow on the plain
A riot of roses,
Peaches and pomegranates.

Its fence was perfect,
It was protected and safe;
| pampered it like a falcon.

| had but a sterile branch
Where nothing grew;
That meadow replaced me with a vile man. (Si Mohand 51)
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Generations of Kabyle quote the lines of Si Mohand, as they now quote the lines of
Feraoun, for as one sees in this poem, the memory of paradise and treason is ayrepositor
of cultural wisdom and identity. We have known the bounty of this earth, we have known
death and dispossession. It is a colonial tale, but also a Kabyle one, indeed, a
Mediterranean one. It is ancient. One can sense this in Khalti's talesyioh&nd’s
verse, in Feraoun’s close readings of village relations, a way of turningiosayth.

In Duncan's poem, "Often | am Permitted to return to A Meadow," there is a
passage that reads like a map of the poet's first journey. I'm curious hawukr&rauld
have listened to it. Folding one thought into the next, one breath into the next, Duncan's
poem links the personal and the mystical, rolling love, death, and insanity into a balm of
renewal:

Often | am permitted to return to a meadow
as if it were a given property of the mind
that certain bounds hold against chaos,

that is a place of first permission,
everlasting omen of what is.

Every poet, every writer, has to take that omen seriously. It is both a gift handed dow
and an act of possession. They have to enter a place of permission, of initial innocence,

and play an ancient game “of ring around of roses told.” And then they see whadsit |
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“This Gulf Between Us”

| read_The Plaguand | had the impression that |
understood your book like | had never understood
any other. | regretted that among all the many
characters there was not one native and that Oran in
your eyes was nothing but a tired French police
district. Oh! This is not a reproach! | simply thought
that, if it weren’t for this gulf between us, you
would have known us better, you would have felt
capable of speaking about us with the same
generosity that benefits all the others. | still regret,
with all my heart, that you did not know us
sufficiently and that we have no one who
understands us, to make us understood, and to help
us know ourselves.

- Feraoun, letter to Camus, 1951 (L 203)

When | discovered Feraoun in 1995 while browsing through a library stack at the

University of Paris VIII, | had been living for almost a year in MontreuParis suburb

with a large immigrant population, many from North Africa. | had found a job tegchin

English to young business people and was struggling to learn French, which often

appeared to me like lighting a match in a dry field. Every attempt to strike some

semblance of sense threatened to get out of control, for | was forever beindecimy

the kind, if brutally honest Parisians | met, of what | could not say - beirgyiéam - or

what one does not say — in France — or what | had to learn all over again fronmdhe sta

point ofla civilisation francaisen order to have the authority to merely imply. In the

woods of Massachusetts, where | grew up, language had never seemed so fraught with

danger. Grammar especially seemed to take on alarming significance; onithghe

American market, the people | met seemed to think it could make or break you. | had

spent previous years mastering German, a straight-forward process aenhlngence

and persistence, resulting in an acceptable fluency. French, on the other hand, was

monarchical, bureaucratic, unflinching. What struck me as particularlyafiffevas that
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the French people | met seemed driven to correct not only my words but my thoughts, as
if speaking their language were a matter of being intelligent, of beityghiunan.

Montreuil is the second largest Malian city outside of Bamako. It belongs to the
"red belt" of communist or neo-socialist towns ringing the western edgeisfvwtere
many of the region's immigrants from former colonies have settled wsdrdists and
students as well. An endless number of corner bars are run by Algerianise |Bar des
Sportson the Place de la République, which was run at the time by Hafid and Momo, two
Kabyle brothers who loved poetry and would sometimes close the aluminum shutter and
bring out a big couscous for the regulars as we listened to music and recited poems.
Nights I'd exit the metro escalator into a circle of slim officers whald/nod their
heads, signaling me to leave, while closing in on the Arab and African men exitng
me, whom they would aggressively "controller.” In this milieu, grammar wagoed by
irony, alcohol, and homesickness. | began to wonder what it would be like to learn
French from the perspective of my immigrant neighbors. Who were their witdrat?
were their stories? A Moroccan painter friend suggested | read TahareBoun, the
well-known Moroccan novelist and Le Mondditorialist, but not his best-selling novels,
rather his early poetry. When | opened his 1980 collection, A L'Insu du sguvienind

a prose poem that resonated with me. “Dans I'arriere-pays du silence, unesfodtee
course d'eau claire, de mots et de paroles. ” “In the backcountry of sildiocetain.
Source of clear water, of words and speech. ” “Le mot avance. Nu. Blanc sur fond de
desert blanc. Le nommer, c’est déja le voiler, le nourir, lui designer une’ganeord
advances, naked, white against the background of desert white. Just sayinddititshie
nourishes it, assigns it a homeland?..”

| read like this for a while until | got to a passage that stumped merémdest
veiller sur la fontaine, au seuil de la mort, a la porte du paradis. Epreuve deezidlenc
s’agit d’opérer la trahison.” Paradise? Treason? Why is writing adbtreason?
Towards whom or what? Which paradise does this writer seek entrance to@Atéls w
to stand watch at the fountain, on death’s threshold, at the door of paradise. Trial by

violence. The task required in an act of treason.” Why did that sound so stiff, so unreal?

“ Ben Jelloun, Tahar. A L'Insu du souveriaris: Francois Maspero, 1980
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What was packed in there? What symbolic register can | find in my Protisigtant
England American English for these terms? | thought of a comment | oncke hear
sometimes there is no good translation, just a good essay to write. On the hibtary s
next to Ben Jelloun’s slim book, | found other novels, including those by the first
generation of native North Africans to master literary French and publisiench-
publishing houses. | browsed through them. A plan formed in my mind: | would learn
French from people who knew first-hand what it means to cross social ana@lcultur
boundaries, what fluency in a given historical period costs and offers both persadally a
socially, and what the ability to communicate in French at the level of publishingshous
and literary divans represents for those not born into such circumstances. They must
know about treason, and paradise. There must be some relevant connection between this
“épreuve de violence” and my tangled woods.

| collected a handful of books: Albert Memmi's La Statue de»eds Chraibi's

Le Passé simpjévouloud Mammeri's La Colline oublié®ohammed Dib’s La Grande

Maison Kateb Yacine's Nedjmand, of course, Feraoun's slim first novel, Le Fils du

pauvre Together they constitute a history-locked literary island, the first sougten

by the first generation of indigenous North Africans to use French as aylivet#cle for

works with universal ambitions, and to publish these dramas, almost exclusively with
French publishing houses, just as the winds of change began to thoroughly transform the
landscape in which these dramas unfold.

Perhaps for the most personal of reasons, Le Fils du pdaenaoun's first, short,

painfully well-written, at times mordantly ironic tale of a young boy gngwup in the

poor hills of Kabylia in the first part of the 20th century, touched me deeply. His
heartfelt, thinly fictionalized testimony of his family and village conmity and the

arduous accent of a rural colonial évolué to the position of teacher in the French colonial
system became my first primer. The copy | found had an especially walgdeei to it.

It was like_ Winesburg, Ohior Catcher in the Ryea classic you would read for High

School but in French, and not for a French class, truly a Francophone primer. Reading
through it, | could easily imagine generations of schoolchildren identifyirtgtin
archetypal characters of the poor, sensitive, intelligent boy and a sermsesfuyl

women, including his colorful aunts, one delicate and authoritative, the other emotional
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and funny, enveloping the boy in a protective web of storytelling and seasonal, chore
timeless, maternal. | could see the boy losing that home to pressures toadjy,f

totally beyond the local logic, and very gradually enter into that other, radieabtiog
Enlightenment Philosophy, drawn there by the language of textbooks, the schedule of
exams, the knowledgeable teachers around him, his father's absence, and his image of
him: the poor Kabyle immigrant braving the streets of Paris in his threadameean

suit.

In an effort to domesticate my Frengla maghrebingl signed up for a master's
program in "living languages.” My intent was to translate an excerptbflasok into
English and observe the impact of translation from several angles: how the work of
translation affected my reading of the original, what the work of the oritjfiewry
project could teach me about the role of the translator and the act of crossirg cultur
boundaries in general, and how the English version might resonate in its now Anglo-

American skin. The title of my masters — The Written Differencav&as maghrébins

d'expression francaise, traductions et commentarasarly underscores the post-

structural/post-colonial angle of my thesis at the time. Influenced byiPeknd
Guattari, | argued that people who write a “minor literature” in an acqs@eond
language, especially when that language is imposed through colonialisendiffetently
than those for whom the language is a given, first source. North African Francophone
writers were cultural translators for whom French signified a separfabm maternal
and paternal roots, indeed, a form of treason. The process of writing revealed the impac
of this separation in different ways — as a creative distance vis-a-\opphessive
traditions of one's origins, as a tool for correcting the erasures of the abncolanial
ideology, or as an exile, a last, literary escape from impossible identiti

In my reading of Feraoun, | was especially struck by a seemihagycil or
elliptical narrative strategy. In the preface to the novel, which | would atdy tome to
learn was one of several versions, an unnamed narrator exhorts the first-peison toar
let him offer the novel to “us.” Later, in a preface to the second part of the book, this
brotherly narrative agent - “un ami qui ne le trahira pas mais n’ignore rien destairehi
un frére curieux et bavard / a friend who will not betray him but who knows everything

of his story, a curious, talkative brother,” - takes over the narration to repvasat the



21

protagonist-narrator “se tait par modestie ou pudeur / omits out of sense of modesty or
propriety,” namely his coming to manhood and an implied departure from his ancestral
home and successful induction into the colonial middle class. Unlike the conclusion of
many critics, | saw this strategy as an attempt to negotiate betoyssdties, to address
simultaneously an outside reader and a native community in all its contradiatid
resiliency. “Profoundly personal” and “archetypal,” the author seemed yeutale of

the risk of hubris, of “self-enchantment,” as Harris writes. Here wasterwrhose

omissions spoke.

Algeria and US

Despite its universal appeal, its tender irony and its unique historical windcouRés
book was the only one of these North African texts not already published in English
translation. | found this curious. Why was this granddaddy of Algerian literatira
staple on any American university World Literature syllabus? The book had been
translated into German, into Italian, into Arabic, why not English? And why not in
America where authentic tales of successful social assent are thekoeidpoblic
culture? The reasons for this lack of an English translation are multilagedecbmplex.
The history of the book’s creation, editing, and reception within the French colonial
world and that world’s implosion, as we will explore, played a fundamental role. But pa
of assisting the passage between contexts sometimes demands that we terttitory
of disconnection, highlighting the lack of a cultural relationship. How can a novel have
any resonance in translation when the context it evolves out of remains opaque,
inaccessible, unknown to the target culture? Strangely enough, this is preltythe
situation Feraoun was initially faced with within the French colonial contetxy, W
wondered, had it endured outside of it?

A comprehensive history of Algeria and its layered relations to European and
Arab centers of power is luckily provided by a number of eminent historians antl socia

scientists, including French writers who lived through the years Feraotesredach as
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Jacques Berque, Germaine Tillion, and Benjamin Stora. For these Frenchrsstoda
ethnographers French-Algerian relations remain, quite understandably,.dénteal
search for a bridge between this long colonial history and relations betweeia Alge
the U.S., Americans stumble upon de Toqueville’s forceful support of French conquest of
Algeria. His earlier study of the United States, a penetrating exaamred a budding
society ofcolons slaves, and natives, and how the American West was brutally wrenched
from native populations, lost its outsider’s political disinterestedness but nonéootés
in direct application on Algerian soil, where de Toqueville argued for Frendamil
supremacy, forced relocations and brutal pacification. To trace a foundatigeabAt
American connection we need, however, to turn to the tales of kidnapping and
imprisonment prior to and during the first and second Barbary Wars. These conflicts
between pirates, North African Turkish-influenced rulers and the nascent lit&ym
1801-05 and 1815 offer a glimpse of a cultural encounter that would soon be
overwhelmed by the French conquest of the region and by American concerns with
expansion West. Yet the history of these wars, and especially of Jeffersaotisitn@gs
with North African rulers, as American ambassador to France and asgtesid
nevertheless point to an early geopolitical significance of North Africa in the
development of an independent American foreign and military policy. The 1805 Battle of
Derna, in which American marines captured territory in Tripoli, representeashene
in history that the United States flag was raised in victory on foreign saltéon
memorialized in a line of the Marines’ Hymn, familiar to American schololdn —
"the shores of Tripoli." Only after the period of French colonial presence, duonig W
War 1I, would this significance, and American forces, return.

Memory of this early history, as well as the significance of the Amepcesence
in Algeria during World War Il, has been largely overshadowed by the fitfuhptseto
come to terms with the 130 years of French rule and the vicious struggles bothria Alge
and in France during and after the war of independence. Instead, during ahy initi
exploration of U.S.-Algerian relations, there seemed to be a history of disconreswdi

® Lively, if perhaps politically motivated, reteltys of this first Algerian-American encounter have
proliferated since 9/11. At a recent visit to tluok store at Monticello, Jefferson’s stately home i
Virginia, | found a slew of historical novels anctaunts, including Jefferson’s War: America’s Figar
on Terror, 1801-1806y Joseph Wheelan. (New York: Public Affairs, E€arroll & Graf edition, 2003).
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isolation, culminating with the isolation Algeria fell into after independemd®62. This
was the year a young New England Catholic, who had spoken out courageously in 1959

for Algerian independence from France, acceded to the presidency of the Uaiiesd St

Senator Kennedy’s preface_to North Africa: Nationalism to Nationhoalolished by
Lorna Hahn in 1960, had already pointed to the geopolitical consequences of the Algerian
War: “The greatest tragedy of the Algerian War has been the fadtstidftuences
cannot be isolated, but that they have poisoned Western relations with almost all of
Africa and at the same time drained constructive energies and unities/esghé (Hahn
V) The attempt to isolate these poisonous influences, to a large degree the eesult of
“vicious impasse” in the development of democratic reform in the French colonldl wor
during and following World War II, drove U.S. support for independence. Indeed, some
have argued that de Gaulle was moved more by geopolitical and national demographic
imperatives than any sincere belief in the right of self-determinationltmc#he
referendum on Algerian independence in 1958. Cut loose in 1962, Algeria entered a
period of isolation from the West and alignment with the Communist bloc, which lasted
throughout the Presidency of Boumediene (1965-1978) when agricultural and industrial
resources were collectivized and oil production nationalized. Reliance on an Arabic-
centered, communist-inspired, one-party revolutionary political and economic model
began to falter only with the end of the Cold War and the subsequent global realignment,
which came, as the British political scientist and Algeria expert HajfeRs argues, at a
very delicate moment for Algeria nationalism, just as it was attemptindptess the
long-term wounds of colonial and revolutionary violence by establishing politidaéga
and open, democratic electichs.

In the mid-90s, at the time of my first reading of Feraoun’s book, a second period
of isolation occurred when Algeria descended back into the fires of civil war —ar a w
"against civilians" as the French commentator Andre Glucksman cal({&likys 17) It
had started in 1988 when youth poured into the streets of Algiers, protesting price
increases and the scarcity of basic goods. The result of a population boom following an
opening to democratic reform in the late 70s and early 80s, these youth wererdrawn f

two conflicting protest movements: communists, including Berber identity mmeves;

® Hugh Roberts. The Battleground: Algeria, 1988-282dies in a Broken Polity ondon: Verso, 2003.
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and Islamidntégristesor Islamist fundamentalists. Both groups found common ground in
demonstrating against one-party rule. When such protest became open riotBtahe mi
retaliated, leaving five hundred dead, thousands arrested and many tortured. Allgough t
process of democratization continued on its path toward the collapse of one-paryy rule b
the National Liberation Front, or FLN, in 1989, and the first legislativeietecever
held in Algeria in 1991, thpouvoir— as the military-financial "power" ruling over
Algeria had come to be called - became nervous. The electorate, voicingatgelns,
used the first round of elections to fundamentally challenge the authoritarian,
revolutionary-bound status quo. Tpeuvoirintervened when it became clear that the
fundamentalist party, the Islamic Salvation Front, or FIS, would win. With the
cancellation of the second round of legislatives elections, a power vacuum grew and a
new era of bloodshed began.

It is hard to describe just how horrific this bloodshed was. People were murdered
on their way to work, at work, in their homes. Their throats were slit, theirvesdataped
and dismembered, their buried bones deterred. In one of the letters collectellifgyePhi
Bernard and Nathaniel Herzberg in their Lettres d’Algexi60-year-old functionary

wrote to his former French colleague,

“Death! And what next? I'm scared, scared to die with my throat slittddardie
with my head exploded. | am scared for my sons, for my daughter, for my wife,
for myself, for my brothers and their children. | am scared of my shadow. [...]
And at night! It's a circus. Insomnia! At the slightest noise, we're up. \Wéh t
curfew, complete silence. We watch. Even with this fear, “things” happen. At the
school gate, teachers with their throats slit; in the school yard, headless bodie
[...] | hesitated for a long time to write to you, to tell you our senseless Shit.”

A moment of possible reconciliation seemed to present itself in the return ofeh e«
founder of the FLN, Mohammed Boudiaf, who was elected President and offered to start
a dialogue with all sides to bridge the generational divide. His assassioatlive T.V

in 1993 by a member of the military served as a final detorfattre astonishing number

of murders of innocent civilians by both Islamic terrorists and state-aeghni

" Bernard and Herzberg, Letter from 8 October 1994.ettres d’Algérie p. 34-35. My translation.

8 Bensmaia, cited by Sukys, 18. As reported in teevNork Times(6/30/92), Boudiaf's assassination
was shown on Algerian television. His final wordsre: “We must know that the life of a human bemmg i
very short. We are all going to die. Why shouldalieg so much to power? Other peoples have oventake
us by technology and science. Islam — ‘His wordseviben interrupted by gunfire.” Web. 12 April 2010
<http://www.nytimes.com/1992/06/30/world/algeriaregident-fatally-shot-at-rally.html?pagewanted=1>
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paramilitaries, including the willful elimination of prominent Algeriareifgctuals -
between 100,000 and 200,000 civilians killed, 7000 disappeared, and over a million
displaced - received scant press at a time when Westerners wereohgdsshe war in
Bosnia, a tragedy by all considerations, but one afflicting a European nation. Althoug
the number of refugees and immigrants to France from Algeria soared dusipetiloid,
they arrived in a country unwilling or unable to face its colonial past nor tend to post-
independence trauma. With no place at home or abroad to resolve such trauma, and the
difficulty of reconciling generational and ideological divides, Algsrigdlation only
grew.’

Uneasy relations with France and the United States during this time underscored
the isolation. When Mohammed Bedjaoui, Minister of Foreign Affairs of "The
Democratic and Popular Republic of Algeria," was asked about relations betigesia A
and France at a Council on Foreign Relations meeting in Washington in 2006, he opened
a diplomatic can of worms by replying with customary frankness, "l dontheee is
any kind of relationship.” Noting that relations between states are stmilaose
between individuals, he added,

We expect evolution and changes in those relations. [...] you may have a moment
of splendor and later on disgrace. Colonial time was a long night for colonized
countries. We have been independent for 44 years only. But you know, we have
not yet turned the page. A long historical relationship cannot be so easy'b turn.

Former President of the International Court of Justice, Bedjaoui was a mentter of
delegation of Algerian diplomats who secured the release of Americans durirgnthe
Hostage crisis in 1979, a collaboration few Americans recall, due in part to the
insignificant trade and cultural partnership between the two countries aad larg
geopolitical stakes. Egypt, Saudi Arabia, and Israel have traditioraaiied much more

weight in Washington. Though observers have long suspected a desire to displace the

® My synopsis of this period is necessarily briedl éinus reductive. For more in-depth analysis of thi

period see, among others studies, Brahimi A., Aigires de la tragédie algérienne (1958-2000):
Témoignage sur hizb franc&eneva: Hoggar, 2000; Souaidia H. La Sale Guerdéémoignage d’un

ancien officier des forces spéciales de I'armééradgne Paris : La Découverte, 2001 ; Stora, B. L'Algérie
en 1995: La guerre, 'histoire, la politiquearis : Editions Michalon 1995. For a fictionapresentation of
this period see the works of Yasmina Khadra andaBom Sansal.

1%Bedjaoui, M. Web 5/17/10.
http://www.cfr.org/publication/10462/algeria_andetlylobal_war_on_terrorism_transcript_federal_news_
service_inc.html
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French as Algeria's leading trade partner, Algerian-Americanae$ahave never been
easy. After his initial support of Algerian independence and his welcoming d&ken

to the White House, Kennedy dismissed ties with Algeria after Ben'8allmnce with
Castro and his nationalization of oil revenues. Americans suffered dearly their
engagement in the former French colony of Indochina. Honoring the 130-year
“relationship” between France and its former colotégdartmenteshey stayed away

from the olil fields of Algeria for decades. Even the move towards demodratizad

not entice them; there is little evidence of American involvement in Algeneecket

1988 and 1992. And neither France nor its former protectorates, Morocco and Tunisia,
have since shown enthusiasm about sudden improvement in US-Algerian connections.
As William B Quandt, a former advisor to President Jimmy Carter and autfibeof
Algerian Crisis: Policy Option for the Westrote in a 2002 article in Le Monde

diplomatique "The history of US-Algerian relations is a pattern of steady but often
uneasy engagement, punctuated by occasional ctises."

As Bedjaoui’s subsequent testimony in 2006 illustrated, this lack of structured
engagement began to change shortly after 9/11. Algerian experienceslanticl
Fundamentalist terrorism and unheeded calls during the 1980s and 1990s for international
attention to the growing rift in Arab countries between the followers of sucigts and
their secularly oriented, military-run governments began to find ears. krignt@n
around, the Pentagon sought answers to the floundering strategies in Iraqg in
counterinsurgency pamphlets produced by French military personnel durialgénzn
War, one seen now as a tactical success if a political failure. On the ecdrmmic
President Bouteflika held high level meetings with President Bush which Iealigea
increase in oil and natural gas trade, effectively shifting primary ttatdessrom France
to the United States. A 2007 article by the Algerian journalist Hassan Al Mosattak i

North African Times"US-Algerian Relations: A Pragmatic Politics," lays out the

geopolitical issues at stake for Algerians in their increasing itbstlne United States
and the strategic steps both countries have taken. Consider the 1999 launch of the

American Economic Program for North Africa (PEAAN), which works towanés

1 Quandt, W.“Forty Years of Independence, Violencé Binpoverishment: US and Algeria: just flirting.”
Le Monde diplomatiqueJuly 2002.
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creation of a Maghrebian free trade area, part of the Greater MiddlprBgst and
pretext to democratize the Arab world, and the establishment of the joint é8aAlg
Business Council (USABC) in 2002. US corporate investments, though somewhat spread
out, remain heavily focused on petroleum reserves. US oil companies, partidolsely c
to the neo-conservatives, lobbied the Algerian government for a new law which would
give foreign companies up to 100% ownership of discovered oil wells. Large ssegrfient
the Algerian society, represented by the FLN and the General Algerian Ualon, the
socialist backbone of the country, objected to this sell-out and President Bawtidis
forced to sign new legislation in 2006 that reduced such ownership to 49%, preventing
what was perceived as a "new wave of western colonization to seize itieafdlae
country.” In an ideological repost, the US State department issued an unfavoradte hum
rights report that negatively compared Algeria's delayed developavestd reform to
the Moroccan government's increasing embrace of civil liberties.

The relationship has attained particular depth in the area of militaryrediope
and counterterrorism. In his recent article in Maghareéhi& and Algeria improve
security co-operation¥Walid Ramzi quotes several North African media and security
experts to underscore Washington eagerness “to pursue defense co-operation with
Algeria,” and the strategic choice of Algerian political authoritiescti-operate with
Washington in the defense domain.” The motivation to reinforce the partnership between
Algeria and the United States “goes along with the war against tert@mimncludes
“the exchange of intelligence to update the local armies and provide them with
sophisticated equipment for the fight against terrori§tiThe launching of AFRICOM
(the U.S. African Command) in 2007 and now operating in 53 countries in Africa with
the exception of Egypt points to what Bedjaoui characterized as “increa@seitysand
military-to-military cooperation, increased dialogue and greatemdtation with a view
to establishing a mutually desired strong and long-term strategic rz@imé The elder
statesman added in his 2006 report:

The big issue when you are fighting terrorism is to avoid completely
losing your own conscience and mind. Whatever the price, one has always to

12 Ramsi, W. “US and Algeria improve security co-agim.” Magharebian Algiers, 26/02/10. Web
5/17/10
http://www.magharebia.com/cocoon/awi/xhtml1l/en_@Btfires/awi/reportage/2010/02/26/reportage-01
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make efforts and to endeavor not to apply the same methods or deed that are
carried out by the terrorists. [...] Because if we use the same methodsand
as the terrorism, we ourselves become other terrorists. During the Blaekl®)
the decade where Algeria suffered most from terrorism, we also had to adopt new
legislation. But we did that in a way so we can maintain our own rules and
respect for dignity and freedom. | know perfectly, and I'm perfectlgrawhat
the United States are undergoing the same kind of situation, and special
legislation and rules have been adopted here, like the Patriot Act. And | believe
we should be vigilant. We should be keen and aware all the time, at any
moment. [...] Butin Algeria, we have not lost sight that at the same time that
while fighting terrorism, we have to keep in mind that we have to build the
country, and we have to do everything to prevent the terrorists from coming
back. Legislation is not enough to fight terrorism only by force. For that we als
have to devise and to construe all sort of steps and measures and means that will
[be] applied alongside the fight, to prevent part of the population to be lured and
enticed and join the ranks of terrorism.

So we have to give them somethirig.

This whole scenario is not something most Americans are aware of when they
read about tourists kidnapped in Kabyle towns in Algeria or of Algerians,aatriest
Bosnia or Afghanistan, and imprisoned in Guantanamo, sometimes because their
itineraries wittingly or unwittingly connect dots between 9/11, Tora Boraihad in
Algeria* Most Americans do not know that the Guantanamo prisoner whose case
reached the U.S. Supreme Court and reestablished the right of habeas corpus for such
“enemy combatants” was an Algerian aid worker, Lakhdar Boumediene. Tlzere is
noticeable and negative lack of interest, knowledge, and understanding on a cultural level
between Algeria and the United States that, in the face of a massive siniferican
political and military investment in the Arab world, and Algeria in particuléesayut for
correction. The 2002 portrait Quandt laid out of US-Algerian relations still holds:

"There is no social base in the US to sustain a closer relationship with Algeria.
Few Americans, businessmen, tourists, students, journalists or government
officials, visit the country. Not many Algerians go to the US. While governments
can maintain normal relations without close ties between their peoples, such
relations rarely have much depth. So the relationship between Washington and
Algiers remains a product of contacts between a few politicians and oultmxesc
whose interests wax and wane."

13 Bedjaoui, ibid.
14 Kidnapping of two Austrian tourists in 2008,
http://www.magharebia.com/cocoon/awi/xhtmll/en @Btlires/awi/reportage/2008/10/17/reportage-01.
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Doubts

A few years after returning to the States, something happened to my ercepti

Feraoun. | was asked to submit translations for a special issue organizegooyrtake

of 20" ¢. French and Francophone studies, Sitesbmitted two — one of the poem by
Tahar Ben Jelloun and the Feraoun excerpt. | was surprised when the guesheddor
Feraoun. His novel had been the least experimental, the most normative in its use of
French, the least impacted by the difference | had posited. With some distamcayf

initial reading, | wondered if Feraoun wasn't just a sentimental provinciaran
assimilatedévoluéwith literary pretensions, too self-conscious and constrained by his
French Humanist education and the power relations of the time to master the dymplex
of a real piece of art. This is how he was read by many when his books first appeared,
and many critics in France and the United States continued to read him in this ngnner. |
this why he hadn’t been translated into English? Are Americans ever tateneshe

cultural context of third-world novels or rather the pleasure of championing tlestrot
variety, the radical voice of the European other, the displageune revolt2 If we

compared Feraoun to Fanon, what would we learn? Does our continued ignorance of
Algeria and a writer like Feraoun reveal something about how we view tth@&2wbr

asked the Moroccan Jewish writer Edmond Amran EI Maleh about Feraoun. A former
communist journalist who started writing fiction at age 60 in 1982, incensed by the siege
of Beirut and the disappearance of Jewish life in North Africa, El Maleh gldstiked
Feraoun whom he saw as an another minority writer who had not chosen the revolution.
"He was nothing, an apologist!" | asked Henri Alleg, the legendary aditbe famous

liberal newspaper, Alger republicaend the author of La Questicemn account of his

torture by French soldiers during the revolution. "A very good man," he mustered, as if
fulfilling an obligation to honor ... a poor man.

Having my doubts, | went ahead and contacted the University Press of Virginia,
which had bought the translation rights and from whom | needed permission to publish an
excerpt. | learned that an English translation of the entire book had been presdrged to t
Press — by an Algerian woman living in the States — but had been rejectedilale ilad

the Press had just recently decided to give up on the project. But one thing they said
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caught my attention: the translation was not of the version known in France and
published by Seuil, originally in 1954, but of the original manuscript, publigluemnpte
d'auteurin 1950. | had heard about this manuscript. | ordered a copy of the one edition
existent in the States. How, | now wondered, would the original differ from the
metropolitan edition? What would it reveal of Feraoun's initial intentions or howadhis w
was read by the French literary establishment or the burgeoning Algesiatance at

that time — 1954 — the eve of what would become the Algerian War?

The results of this shift in how | perceived Feraoun is The Poor Man's Son,

Menrad, Kabyle Schoolteachéhne University of Virginia's 2005 publication of my

translation of Feraoun's Algerian primer. The addition of "Menrad, Kabyle
Schoolteacher" to the American title is significant: With the insigt@fi¢he historian
James D. Le Sueur, who wrote the introduction for this edition, we chose to translate
Feraoun's original manuscript, published by himself in 1950, and not the edition reissued
by the French publishing house, Les Editions du Seuil, in an edited version in 1954. This
American edition restores not only the particular cadence of Feraoun'sadff@einch,
but also the peculiar combination of ethnographic exposé, autobiographical fiction and
historical chronicle that is to be found in the original and that Feraoun's French editor
pushed Feraoun to omit in favor of a stylistically unified, touching tale. Although no
outright political censure seems to have occurred, as Le Sueur has documented, the
ideological implications of this symbolic restraint on the part of the Freditbr evas
especially evident by their choice to remove an entire section of the novel foondimeg
impact of World War Il. This section signals a demystifying shift in @gion among
Kabylia's rugged, illiterate peasantry of the declining power of the Fremgir&and of
those whose arrival was heralded as "a sea of wheat and clothes.1{BMSeraoun's
description of how the Kabyles kept their skeptical minds open to the rumors of
American largesse is classic. The restoration of this section in thedamexdition is
indeed "a revelation."(Ruta 56)

By a sort of global synchronicity, my 2005 translation followed upon the
reissuing of Feraoun's text in its original French version by the ialgpress ENAG,
and a translation of the book into Tamazight was published in 2006. Understandably, the

first mention this American translation received was in the Algerian pressitérview |
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gave to the Algerian daily, Libert@&vas picked up in discussion forums and
commemorative dossiers dedicated to Feraoun and his contemporaries. One hakthe se
that Feraoun represented much more than a literary figure to Kabylesjkeaddgend

of refined popular resistance, of self-respect and penetrating tarddgwas one of

them and better than them, their brother, their departed mentor. It was a legend the
Algerian literary historian Christiane Chaulet —Achour had tried to lay out in 1986,
meticulously documenting its creation. Once a staple in school manuals, treshfesas

the national curriculum due to the colonial and Kabyle context of his oeuvre, Feraoun has
gradually returned to the public eye, as the number of commemorative paneld, speci
issues of reviews, conferences and films show, especially since the endRiathe

Decade” of the civil war. The novel's introduction to the Anglophone world reinforced
the call for a new reading of Feraoun's work at home, a desire to re-interaogater

whose first text constitutes the basis of a contested cultural memory.

As is clear from this brief overview, Feraoun's wto#tay foregrounds the
erasures, the ideological omissions, and the derailment of memory in readorggeby
and the ideological censures of both camps. In regard to the connections and more
pertinent disconnections between this political legacy and the United StatesjriFe
novel points both to a history of isolation and the uneasy position of Algeria in its
colonial and neo-colonial relations. In a nutshell, Feraoun was never translated into
English because his work, like his social persona, stood at the crossroads, or in the
crossfire, of conflicting contexts - local, colonial, and geopolitical. To deffeaaoun

today — in Algeria, in America — is to reopen a primer in more than one sense.

*kk

| have risked a personal mode of address here to give you a sense of my journey wit
Mouloud Feraoun's first novel. | believe such journeys, whether transparently
documented or left to be assumed by persistent research and scholarly output, are
necessary pathways to the understanding and teaching of texts, especialyrititesén

a foreign language and in a bygone political context. Indeed, they are thdesblgadid
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of literary translation, for without such shifts in perception works which mayirema

unread and unrecognized are given new life in a new cultural landscape.

In May 2008, three years after my English translation of Le Fils du paase
published, | received an email from a young man living in Feraoun’s nativgeyillazi-

Hibel. The man wrote in French, here is my translation:

March 21, 2008

before anything let me thank you very much very very much for translating the
book by feraoun the poor man's son.

let me say | am a young kabyle | live in mouloud feraoun's village tizl-Hiben
DEGHOUCHE-LARBI 24 years old member of the mouloud feraoun
Association... it's with great joye an great honor that | write you lumam | am
truely very pleazed the day in | saw in the paper the great writer ferdmak's

was been translated by an american woman not just any an american woman truly
it's a great honor we are proud of what you go did. so if you wanna knowe more
thing about feraoun whatever that may be don't hesitate to ask us at the
association | hop we're gonna staye in touch since it could make a difference to
the memory of Feraoun an to the memory of all the writers. here is my email
larbi_deghouche@hotmail.com

larbi1200@yahoo.fr

all the members of the feraoun association congratulate you thank you a lot ya
really made a big plus for Feraoun | mean a very very big +. a 1000 thank yous

There are voices you listen to. They rise up and carry you with an impetuous force
toward a place they know with craven detail. And perhaps because of the gulf, the
chasm dividing that voice and the sound of your name in its tongue, you agree to
answer, to move unsurely towards an unknown place, but one that is unmistakably
human, a recognizable mix of beauty and boredom, of desolation and dream. The
words carry you because they are steady, threaded like beads. They glisten with
intelligence. These word-beads seem to know more or better or enough to clear
the haze of distraction, the lethargy of ignorance, and provide expansive relief, a
panoramic restoration. They carry you forth like a vessel, a means of transporting
you from self to soul, from the known to the inside of an unknown home, and for
some reason you go with them, you pay the ticket. You go on a translation

journey.
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A Short History in Naming

Algeria

Size: Almost 3.5 times the size of Texas, which itself is
larger than metropolitan France; largest country on
the Mediterranean.

Arable land: 3%. (US — 18%, France — 33%)

Population:  35,700,000; some 28% of which are
Imazighen or Berber.

Languages: Arabic; Tamazight and French.

Median age: 26 (like Mexico, a middle state
between the African nations where the median age
is 15 and developed European countries where the
median age is 40).

GDP: largely from the sales and exploitation of natural
resources: petroleum, natural gas, iron ore,
phosphates, uranium, lead, zinc.

President: Boutiflika

Last general election: April, 2009

When Mouloud Feraoun was growing up in the 1920s and later taking on the role and
responsibility of an adult, the name “Algerian” did not systematically tefpeople

native to that land. It did not refer to the people who live there today. It did notaefer t
him, a member of one of the four major indigenous populations of North Africa: the
Imazighen (or Kabyle as he called himself) the Chaouias, the Mozabithieahduregs,
each with their own language and customs. Nor did it refer to the "Arabs," either
sedentary or nomadic peoples whose heritage drew from native, Arab and Turkish
influences. These names, by 1950, according to the French sociologist Piedie®Bour
represented ideal identities of distinct peoples who had roots going back semtualkes

if not millennia to an area of North Africa that the French invaded only in 1830. Unlike
Morocco or Tunisia, which enjoyed relative independence from France as
“protectorates,” or tutelary monarchies, the area called Algeriarteeagpart — or rather
three parts, thregepartements of the French national territory and remained French for
130 years. It may be helpful to know that 130 years is the length of time that South
Dakota has been a state of the Union. And like in South Dakota, the transfer of land and
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resources from native peoples to incoming settlers happened over a stretchirokt et
moments with brutal violence, at others with skillful treachery, followinmpéclthat
progressively negated the physical and human history of the region, supplanting it with a
colony, a fable of willed hardship and fierce individualism.

Yet being discontiguous with the French mainland, laying across the
Mediterranean, Algeria did not, like South Dakota, fill a hole in the continuous tapestry
of an emerging nation as much as provide a desperately needed projection < a wholl
foreign settlement to ease the economic problems in France proper and fithdiseofn
displaced people with a sense of hope and moral election. To understand Algeria, and
French Algeria in particular, we thus need to imagine early America -hé&tarand
Southern Europeans, West Africans, the consecutive waves of colonists and slaves and
prisoners and indentured servants that splashed over and eventually flooded the map of
the eastern shore, absorbing elements of and finally erasing Easteticansecieties,
their towns, their agricultural paradigm, their system of exchange and comnaumicat
their religious traditions and legal systems, their capacity for sedihdef We need to
imagine how conflict broke out within and between indigenous groups, fracturing the
political landscape to the invaders’ advantage. And when faced with open revolt, the
resort to brutal force, smoke outs, and an increasingly clear claim to a right of
extermination. Especially here, we need to also imagine fheertury America West,
the signing and gutting of treaties, the mass deportation and resettlerpeptiations,
the terribly definitive desecration of native ways, the catastrophic sehssarfy in the
Ghost Dance of the Lakota.

Yet unlike American peoples, the populations living in Algeria, and especially the
most coastally located Kabyles, were quite used to being attacked by tedatailylog
more advanced civilizations and pushed into inhospitable areas, in sum, colonized and
made outsiders in their own land. Phoenician, Carthaginian, Roman, Byzantine, Arab and
Turkish invaders had all passed through, each time depositing elements of their
respective cultural practices, their religious, linguistic, jurisdial, political, economic,
social, artistic, and vestimentary customs, which the peoples of North Afrita bot
absorbed and transformed. Their pride in the transformative powers of their cultural

resistance is a key character trait seen today in the growing, leb@tized expression
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of their language and musitThus, their spiritual tradition was a major world religion,
Islam, but an Islam shaped by local beliefs in spirits and amulets and other
“superstitions” rooted in older, native, animist and totemic practices. Alétheoples
had extensive experience in codified law and its co-existence with native csiora
adopted Islamic laws governing the rights of women to inherit and divorce hges ot
maintained older, strictly male-oriented or female-oriented customs. Merame
Arabic-speakers and Arabic scholars, especially with the influx of Anda|wei@ much
later, Ottoman intellectuals; before the French invasion, the system ofsaede
Coranic schools was the system of literate education in place and creglt/aly high
literacy rate among males. This intellectual institution and the gradahlzation of the
Berbers, in the word of the foremost French historian of Algeria, Benjamia, Sgave
Algeria an indisputably Eastern personality” and the sense of belonging tonttma—
the Islamic community of believet8 When not calledes indigénesor more precisely
yet inaccuratelyes arabesAlgerians were known collectively #ss musulmas) nativity
and religious affiliation as a unifying characteristic that both idedtdied differentiated
the many populations of Algeria from their European rulers.

Through fierce resistance to the Romans, the Arabs and the Turks, and partially
due to the Turks’ laissez-faire governing style, which allowed fotivelfreedom in
return for tribute, the Kabyle, Feraoun’s people, from the Arabic Adr@abayelor
"tribes,” retained their language, their oral genealogies and fablash#tiee beliefs
merged with Islamic faith, and their elaborate kin-based social networke I$ore seen
in this system a home-grown form of democratic jurisprudence where eaclcitizds”
of the Kabyle village has his say in the collective “djemma” or town meptaug.
Indeed, with their mixed traits, mother tongue and mediated relation to Isf@ammed
the basis of French perception of a Kabyle exception, leading intellectualie like
Tocqueville to advocate for their protection against early brutal forms of fzicfic As

Patricia Lorcin has shown, this “Kabyle Myth” was largely forged fretfrserving

'3 For an overview of the current Berber music sa@a global form of cultural resistance and aryaisa
on “how history and aesthetic forms combine to iréeritage and cultural identity in the public eyl

see: Jane E. Goodman, Berber Culture on the WealgeSFrom Village to VidedIndiana University
Press, 2005)

16 Benjamin Stora, Algeria 1830-2000: A Short HistdFyans. Jane Marie Todd. (Cornell University Press
2001), p. 3.
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misperceptions among the French about the history and customs of the native populations
and their interethnic relations: “The genuine religious differences betradnand
Kabyle were given an interpretation leading to a conclusion that the Kabglentrast to
the Arab, was indifferent to religion (thus could be a good subject for conversion) and his
society was intrinsically secular, hence closer to the French.” (L8)ciKabyle” thus
came to be used during the French occupation as “a metaphor for any Berker-spea
who had ‘escaped’ the imprint of Arabic culture and the full impact of Islam,” and as
such formed a subgroup “co-opted by the colonizer to promote European values and
beliefs.” (Lorcin 5}’

This rivalry between Arab and Berber populations in Algeria dates back to the
Arab invasion in the"7 century when native North Africans were forced into submission
by conquering Arab invaders; its exploitation during French rule thus built on ancient
lore and the more recent history of resistance from the Turks. The colonial wasige w
especially successful in the area of education where the percentageb ahdidabyle
children in French schools, the one access to the middle class, however segregated, was
radically disparate. Yet Kabyles, unlike Jewish Algerians, becauseiofuta poverty
and Islamic beliefs, were never granted full citizenship. Held at aem{gH, they
became instead a pool of migrant workers, the first to arrive in Frenchyfémtors and
the first to return with a sober view of the intrinsic racism and philosophical ard lega
contradictions in France’s “democratic” colonialism. It was a double starfuktrtetl
equally hard on Kabyle and Arab alike. This experience of the colonial divide drove a
generation of Kabyle sons and daughters to commit themselves early on tthtoe pa
revolution.

Others have been less impressed by the so-called “democratic” fgstean
Kabyle. Women were strictly forbidden to hold public power in a Kabyle village.
Inheritance and filiation is strictly patrilineal (unlike the matriliniaditions of the
southern Toureg) and underscores the huge importance given to alliances, dimasstral
male offspring and the close control of sexuality. Though strongly critidailerre
Bourdieu’s application of his theory of male domination to the social landscape of the

Kabyle, the French anthropologist Camille Lacoste-Dujardin has woftéheir

7 Again, Patricia Lorcin gives a fine overview ofstttomplex history.
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conservatism: “It’'s as if the Kabyle, in their mountain coastline neaewlighad forever

lived in a state of defense against attempted subversions from the outside. Henps, perha
in reaction to a context of the threat of permanent danger, [we find] this conaervat
contraction and resistance towards any change concerning women, out of fear of
weakening the society’s aptitude for self-defen&&Yet, as several Kabyle writers have

explored, and as Feraoun shows us in Le Fils du patha@ressure of French

colonialism as it was lived out within the confines of the extended family home In rura
Kabylia was especially revealed by the women and how they remaingantieeor
changed: they could become, like the protagonist Fouroulou's grandmother afr Worl
War |, the sole guardians of the ikoufans, for instance, the large earthen jugs tiading
totality of the family’s food supplies. They could also become, like Khalti, Foamézul
crazy aunt, the lost voices of a highly resilient, nurturing past.

The invasion and occupation of Algeria, which began in 1830 and is characterized
by all historians as phenomenally brutal, leading at times to outrage ansrapolitan
politicians, has been broken down into three distinct periods: military invasion and
occupation, military administration and pacification, and civilian adminigtralt was
not fully established until 1870 when the Mokrani insurrection in Kabylia was finally
disarmed and hundreds of thousand of acres of land redistributed to European settlers.
The memory of this final thrust of colonial exploitation long festered among thgd<a
despite the divide-and-conquer method mentioned above to distinguish between Berber
and Arab populations and cement French hegemony, the above-mentioned “Kabyle
Myth.” As many historians have noted, 1870 also marked a turning point in French
colonial history. The defeat of the French forces in the Franco-Prussian War ohti870 a
the internal unrest of the fall of the Second Empire and the experience of the Frenc
Commune led authorities in France to reassess the role and scope of Framai&k col
enterprises. Portugal, Spain, England, Holland had all proceeded the French down thi
path of merging national prosperity and identity with the conquest and maintenance of
far-reaching territorial acquisitions. Between 1870 and World War II, wiesdcond

French colonial empire would reach its zenith and then decline to eventual dadioteg

18 “Entretien avec Camille Lacoste-Dujardin” in: Aatilies & Culture Berbérea wonderful review edited
by Arezki Metref at the Parisian Association detGrd Berbére. Printemps/Ete 2008, N. 58/59, p. 23.
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France acquired colonies in Asia, North Africa, Central Africa and the SoatficPa

After World War I, they would add former territories of the Ottoman Empirkahen

and Syria, as well as Togo and Cameroon in Africa. Binding this ambitious French
territorial footprint was the hegemonic ideology of the "mission civilisafr understood

as Europe's duty to bring (European) civilization to peoples they viewed asvaithin
Algeria, as Edward Said and Abdullah Laroui have argued, this mission wdsraatys
attempt to establish French imperialism through the destruction of the Algatierausd
culture, with the ideological justification that such destruction would furtigearader

plan of human solidarity. To underscore the ideological foundations of this grander plan,

they cite Tocqueville’s other colonial sociology, On Algeria

Tocqueville, who sternly criticized American policy toward Blacks andvdati
Americans, believed that the advance of European civilization necessitated
inflicting cruelties on the Muslim indigenes: in his view, total conquest became
equivalent to French greatness. He considered Islam synonymous with
“polygamy, the isolation of women, the absence of all political life, a tyrannica
and omnipresent government which forces them to conceal themselves and to
seek all their satisfactions in family life.” (Said 182)

Did the French elite want to erase history, to create their own New World, a takala r
for the expansion and glorification of French civilization? Or did they want teator
history, save the old world, offer it their stunning revolution in spirit and thought2Thes
conflicting intentions were embodied in such men as General Bugeaudhose

brutality, uninterrupted campaigns, and forced marches were aimed at an“embmy
hunted, tracked down, and destroyed” — and Napoleon Il - who in 1852 declared that it
was “an impossible and inhume thing” to inflict on the Arab population the fate of the
Indians in North America and fashioned himself the emperor of the Arabs as mafch as
the Frenct! Whatever the fable, repressive measures were codified in French law in
1881 with theCode de I'Indigenabr Native Code from which issued the expropriation of
over 215 million acres of land and the breaking up of major groups. The decimation of

local safety nets ushered in a period of penury among the rural Kabyle that woald for

9 See Alice Conklin, A Mission to CivilizéStanford University Press, 1997.)

% The trauma of his presence in Algeria has beenariatized; “Bougeau” is oft cited in Algerian
literature as the name parents use to scare chitdrebey.

L Stora, ibid., p. 5.
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generations of Kabyle men, like Fouroulou’s father, to emigrate north or to sénd the
offspring to French schools in hope of a better life. This option was limited. In Muslim
dominated lands like Algeria, ascension to French citizenship, when it was finally
granted, was stipulated on the subject officially renouncing his Islarthc fapath fewer
than 20,000 would follow.

“Algerians” thus designated for a short time non-Algerianscthensand
fonctionaires the pioneers and prisoners, soldiers and speculators, administrators and
primary school teachers who came from the other, northern side of the Mediterranean.
Like Albert Camus, they were often the privileged yet poor offspringeo€ttonial
experiment who represented a great mix of French, Spaniard, Italians®]&teek and
other European women and men who had come in waves after 1871 to settle and expand
and often enrich themselves from the resources available to them in Algeli&eRbe
settling of the American West, going to Algeria was first a station datamyil
encampment, thenkemgneor penal colony, and then a boomtown. Later, it would
become a place to escape the Germans, and then, during the Algerian War of
Independence, a place to wage civil war. In the end, for European “AlgeriaRsgder
noirs as they were henceforth called— the African-born European Blackfeet, an odd
dream of reverse nativity or simply the children of black-footed soldiers -aniea

memory, a home they were forced to flee.
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Chapter 4: Feraoun’s Territory

“Inhabiting a barren, picturesque country, unable to
grow corn or barley in any quantity, every mountain
height crowned by their over-peopled villages, they
have of necessity been a hard-working,
manufacturing race, bartering their produce for the
necessities of life. Such an unconquered country,
existing in the very heart of the French territory,
seemed a strange anomaly.”

Hugh Mulleneux Walmsley,

Algeria during the Kabyle Wad 858

Feraoun was a Kabyle. As his narrator says tongue-in-cheek of Mennads ‘iitot his
fault.” Born in the village of Tizi-Hibel in 19%%, he grew up speaking Tamazight,
which until recently did not have an active written form, though a long history oivereat
oral transmission. Like a majority of Kabyles, who do not identify as Arabicheot
learn colloquial Arabic at home, rather most likely gained proficiency inickgsrabic
in college? He only lived with Arab-Algerians as an adult. With the French language
and the French people, his early experiences were varied yet distanty faoigin
childhood meetings with gendarmes, to college days at the prestigiougyrgefased
Algiers’ teacher’s College, the Ecole Normale of Bouzarea (EN), togwiofeal liaisons
with school colleagues, local administrators, journalists and literary fighieespent two
vacations and short research periods in France and made one very special tegeo Gre
However, except for his two years at the EN and another three years wakirspeial
service administrator in El Biar outside Algiers at the end of the waapkerspent his
entire life in the hilly, dry mountains of his rural, native Kabylia.

The impact of his rural upbringing cannot be overstated. In 1917, Tizi-Hibel was
a remote village of some two thousand subsistence farmers and itineran femtkers

located in what is known as the Grande Kabylie, between the imposing chain of the

% Thjs is incidentally the same year his fellow coyman and acquaintance Albert Camus was born.
% For a detailed history of the Kabyles, includihgit linguistic ties to Arab and French, see: Ritri
Lorcin and Pierre Bourdieu.



41

Djurdjura mountains to the south and the northern hills that descend over circuitous

routes towards the sea and the capital of Algiers, some 125 kilometers awggt Ve

sense of the village’s geographical and historical remoteness in Le Filshe waere
the narrator describes how “its dwellings cling to each other along the soframdge
like the gigantic vertebrae of some prehistoric monster.” A passage framuRés

second novel, La Terre et le sargcaustic:

“The village is not pretty, you have to admit. Planted on the top of a hill like a
thick skullcap, imagine a whitish and frayed crown of greenery. The road winds
with awkward grace before arriving. Departing from the city, you need a good
two hours to cover it and that's when your car is in good shape. First you traverse
a bumpy stretch, well-maintained, but after that, it's over: you’'ve changed
communes. Dust and mud assail you for a stretch as you climb and climb,
zigzagging crazily around steep drops. You stop to breath, check the tirdg fill t
tank. And then you climb and climb some more. Usually, after navigating a series
of hairpin turns and narrow bridges, you finally arrive.” (TS 11)

Climbing, clinging, zigzagging, this native terrain and the routes which aiaviics
implacable surface are often employed in his work to illustrate theotgrdfla misére

the hunger that loomed over all Kabyle villagers like a “spiteful ghost:.” “Gpe@n a
senseless slope, descending, descending; if one falls into the depths, one doesn’t even
notice it. Oh! This slope! Who can say he will never succumb to it?” (TS 24)

Like Fouroulou, Feraoun was the first viable son of a family of eight of whom
five survived; as such, he was destined to enjoy the remarkable freedom of a Muslim
Berber boy and, at adolescence, to take on the grave responsibility footleeitive
welfare. His family did not own enough land to make a profit farming and his fatser
forced to migrate at regular intervals to France to seek work in urban fachoriettre a
ses amisFeraoun states that the elder Feraoun made some 20 trips to France before an
accident in 1927 forced him to return to Kabylia for good where he received a pension

until his death in 195&' The tale of this accident is recounted in Le Fils du pauvre

where the scar traversing the father’s stomach is shown to his speechlesn ekilare
mark of his journey across the colonial divide.

4 See Marie-Helene Cheze’s complete biography oddier, Mouloud Feraoun, la voix et le silence
% See my essay, “Translation Narratives : readinglbled Feraoun’s Algerian classic, The Poor Man’s
Son in post-9/11 America.” Visiondl.1 (April 2009): 29-37.
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Feraoun himself was marked at birth by the aftershocks of defeat: he was
registered under the surname of Feraoun, a name attributed arbitrarilyamtystfy
officers of the French Native Affairs service after the sucakgsfmination of the final
Kabyle insurrection of 1871. Yet this mark of forced assimilation never took hold at
home: his name in the village and in Kabylia at large was and remains Aiaahane

of the “sons of Chabane” as we can read in Le Fils du pAbimehis rural setting,

school thus became the vehicle of the deepest penetration of colonial submission and
opportunity. Sent to the village school at the age of six, Feraoun acquired literacy i
French. Literacy in Classical Arabic, which had long been supported byearsieet
network of medersas or Koranic schools in Muslim Algeria, had been dismantled almos
completely by the time Feraoun came of age, decimating the institutmaisicape for
native intellectuals. Feraoun’s generation thus represented a breakthroughrentie
colonial policy of social control through assimilation, and later, associatitmive
induction of higher numbers of Muslim children into newly-built French schools.
Although a small minority of Kabyle families in larger urban centers héeted upon
this path well before 1920, across a broader swath of the colonial population this initial
passage into the French colonial sphere, and the subsequent decisions of families to
prolong the experience past the age of 10, was highly unusual: In 1929 less than 6% of
the indigenous child population attended school; by the mid-fifties, when the novel is set,
that figure will still not have exceeded 1G%Due to his father’s astute wager (school
offered the family one less mouth to feed until the boy would mature and take on his
responsibilities at home), his own intelligence, his sisters’ sacrificeadaimely
scholarship, Feraoun thus became one of the 20 indigenous students to graduate from the
EN in 1936.

As the French-Algerian sociologist Fanny Colonna concluded in her earlgsstudi

of Feraoun and the EN, access to this school signified a hugely transformative

% «Ces officiers, nous dit Emmanuel Roblés, savdiarabe mais non le berbére. Aussi octroyaiesit-il
aux Kabyles des patronymes fantaisistes en suilaadte alphabétique. Tous les membres des la Kaou
des Ait-Chabane, les ancétres de Mouloud Feraauentvoues a la lettre F. et ses parents devitgent
Feraoun. » lbid., p. 9-10.

%7 See: Colonna, Fanny. Les Instituteurs algérien831939 Alger: Presses de la fondation nationale des
sciences politiques. 1975.
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achievement® Firstly, it enabled Feraoun to secure a salary as a public servant (as
schoolteacher and principal) and thus raise himself and his familg ousereof hunger
and forced emigration for good. Literacy in French and translation, playing by the
colonial rules of devotion and debt, were thus early on a constituent element of Feraoun’s
survival. Some have read Feraoun'’s first novel as a settling of the debt hedekdhbis
French teachers and as a means of excusing himself for winning the chahnee, in t
Kabyle writer Tahar Djaout’s words, “to pull himself out of misery and be abbepieess
himself to a large public?® Secondly, it formed his first significant relations with the
cleaved society of colonial Algeria and the idealism of his world view. As Colonna
shows, the type of Algerian who graduated before the 1930s from this highly stductur
and competitive school, largely from the ranks of the European and the Algerian urban
and rural poor, spent their lives in public combat for civil rights within the colonial
framework.>° They founded La Voix des Indigeneghich from 1922 to 1939 provided

an uncensored (or self-censored) vehicle for the aspirations of a budding nativee middl

class. Here educated Algerians could argue the merits of equal treatmeataefl
curriculum, and form the first professional associations in Algeria, seagragmodel for

all subsequent associations (medical professionals, railway worl®rayleich Colonna
argues was a direct productl@tcole francaise The political principle in such
assimilation-oriented associations was that one could criticize, organadseek the

same salary for the same tasks with the understanding that none of this wait§ycasig
rupture from the entrenched colonial rapport. The type of Algerian who grddftge

the 1930s, for Colonna, was embodied by Feraoun. Politically unaligned, indifferent or
neutral, no longer able to pose their problems as essentially distinct from Europea
teachers due to the fact they had shared the same courses, the same profesaons, the

world view, these graduates were “henceforth members, on the level ofiaspjraf the

% To my knowledge, Dr. Colonna wrote the first acaitestudy of Feraoun and his work, her 1963
unpublished DES at the University of Algiers untter direction Mouloud Mammeri which she graciously
let me consult. She subsequently wrote her doctbesis on the sociology of the EN under the dioacbf
Pierre Bourdieu, inspired by Feraoun’s achieveraedthis tragic end. Her analysis of the socioldgica
milieu of the emerging Algerian middle class prdépendence informs the present chapter.

% Tahar Djaout, article published in TidduJka. 14 Summer 1992. Web. 10 June 2010. :
<http://www.tizihibel.net/index.php?page=histoiréfe=0&histoire=7>

%0 e type d'homme que produit le cours normal ad®®4, c'est S. Faci, fondateur de la Voix, intim
laique, naturalise, membre de la Ligue des dratshdmme, dont toute la vie est un combat publigue
Fanny Colonna, Les Instituteurs 192.
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middle class.” It was a section of a generation that, like his father’s, wantidbzite to
the foundation of a modern, industrial, emancipated Algeria, yet, by not overtly seeking
its political liberation, would remain an invisible force, and a problematic agices

Deeply marked by the scholastic, French humanist education he received at
Bouzareah, Feraoun returned to Kabylia to begin his career. Belonging tossmadr
elite of educated middle-class Kabyles, Feraoun remained neverthesdss limcand
committed to rural life, marrying his first cousin, founding a large fgrpiloviding for
his aging parents and sisters, and involving himself in local politics. Likedbkers
who first inculcated a devotion to learning and self-respect, Feraoun resigrsaifiio a

highly respectable, yet limited existence. As the narrator of Isedlipauvresummed it

up: “While awaiting death, cultivate your garden in order to better cudtivet garden of
your children and the other children, who are also yours. You are not a schoolfeacher
nothing.” (PMS 150)

The Lure of Fiction

Resignation does not always mean the lack of secret ambition. Feraoun inifatechd
career when he began a manuscript in 1939 at age 26 that would hexéitsedu

pauvre, Menrad, Instituteur KabyM/ritten over twelve years, at night on school

notebooks, identical to those used by his young Kabyle students to practice French, i
would propel this modest and sensitive man into the role of cultural mediator and native
hero. 1939 was an explosively transformative year: it marked the end of thedpacifie

activism of Algerian teachers with the final issue of Les Voix des Humdesell as the

start of WWII that would usher in the end of the era of European imperialism. #lseas
the year a young French-Algerian journalist named Albert Camus madayis w
Kabylia to research, write and publish his now famous exposé “Misére de |EKiaby

the leftist and soon anti-colonial newspaper Alger républic@mus’s unprecedented,
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public, sober yet heartfelt call for education as a means “to bring down tise wall
separating us” fell on very susceptible ears.

In a writing style that was more concerned with an accurate andeslagering
of personal and collective observation than with literary novelty per segUresa
manuscript responded with corrective testimony: its chapters provided inigimegs to
the abject yet ignored misery of Colonial Algeria, but also to Kabyle humamitlyis
native people's intelligence and resilience. As such, it was a sort of indigeasaois |
plan for Camus and tHecole d'Algerswriters of European origin centered around the
bookseller and editor Charlot who had broken taboos by exposing the brutality of
colonial life in opposition to the exotic travel journals or stereotyped autoplugsa
French audiences were accustomed to reading. Though nobly proclaiming thyeameser
grandeur ofa condition humaingthese so-called Algerian novels were characterized by
a striking absence of native Algerians. For Feraoun, this absence meamntygo t
Firstly, it was a sad truth of colonial Algerian society, a brutalaingd indifference and
ignorance between Algerians and Europealons the "gray cloth” he saw in all colonial
relations, "a sad and sinister barrier between two worlds all too ready to(bdié)
European-Algerian writers had underscored this “hostility bred of proximitytidest
colonizers and colonized by focusing exclusively on subjects “grounded in theayveryd
reality of working—class life in Algeria.” (Dunwoodie 223) As Dunwoodie shows in
Writing French AlgeriatheEcole d’Algermodified the colonial doxa by demonstrating

in their works how the inner turmoil and at times racially hostile attituddseofRied-
noir subjects had become a central part of the colonial problem. The ways in which these
characters were caught in social, economic and political mechanisms fiettipted a
hierarchical exploitation of colonized peoples as well as their own lack sf clas
consciousness and persistent poverty, their symbolic or metaphysical aestituti
underscored the pervasive lack of subject positions for “Arabs” in colonial satiety
large.

Secondly, this absence as a fictional strategy for exposing raciaineappeared
to Feraoun, as to other Muslim writers, as an invitation, a possibility held open betwee

individuals who managed to overcome such ethnic loyalty and hatred enough teeimagi
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a common, if ever partially represented, reality. Especially with théntegiog of
extremist views, Feraoun came to see the novel as:

the most complete vehicle at our disposal for communicating with others. Its
register is limitless and allows a man to address himself to other men, to inform
them that he resembles them, understands them and loves them. Nothing is greater
or more worthy of envy and esteem than the novelist who assumes - honestly,
courageously, painfully — his role and succeeds in holding between himself and

his public this wide communicatioh.

In this sense, Le Fils du pauweghibited the social and philosophical constraints and

freedoms of Feraoun’s education. Its focus on Kabyle society to the exclugicabof
Jewish and European populations, exhibited the barriers of an imperial, rade-base
society, and the creative ways individuals maintained a sense of intagtity i
oppressive environment. Feraoun, like Mammeri, Roblés and Camus, saw in such
omissions the elements of a pan-Algerian modesty, a hesitancy to speak about the “othe
side,” about anything not personally lived. In such a context, the writer's furasion
Feraoun saw it, is to stay put and to give witness, to speak from experiendeutatart
the partial truth he or she is capable of representing. The writer thus avoodsiig a
zealot, or an unproductive, suspicious character caught between cultures and politica
ideologies. As Feraoun went on to write in a seminal essay on Algeriatulieerdn
reality, we do not find ourselves caught ‘between two chairs,’ rather quidysseated
on our own. And of all places, it is quite necessary that we should be at our own, in order
to dispel fear and deserve credit.” (A 60-61)

The concern with credibility here is revealing: Feraoun belonged to the firs
generation capable of mastering written French, the language of the dominarity,
the colonial Other, but understood - within the educational milieu of the EN and the rural
milieu of mid-20" century Kabylia - as the language of universal values, of human rights,

of political and individual freedongnd literary expressioff With the gradual, and then

31 Vingt Questions a Mouloud Feraoun,” text foundthig researcher in the achives of the Centre
Culturelle Algérienne, July 2008.

32 3cholars have generally seen Feraoun and comygaiw dirst generation of Algerian novelists. The
earliest signs of the emergence of such literdtuexplored by Peter Dunwoodie, especially in Isisagy,
“Assimilation, Cultural Identity, and Permissiblesidance in Francophone Algerian Writing of the
Interwar years.” Ed. Lorcin

In: Lorcin, Algeria and France, 1800-2000: Identitgmory-nostalgia(2006) Here he examines the
“évolués” in the years 1900, 1912, and 1920 whaebmed a style of auto-ethnographic fiction that he
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precipitous, slide toward Algerian nationalism and European-Algerian independenc
Algeria’s radicalized identities in the 1950s and 1960s pushed Feraoun to seek
moderation. Out of fear of the paroxysm of violence as much as out of an innate sense of
honor and a respect for the benefits brought by contact witlotimeis or French,

Feraoun was willing to pay the price for accepting the role of cultural mediat

translator between Algerian and European sensibilities and their opposing peieis.of
Indeed, it was a debt he both accepted and despaired of. “In the eyes of my ctsnpatri

in the eyes of those who struggle, | appear as a lukewarm figure too scaredk tihepea
truth. In the eyes of the political agitators, I'm nothing but a vulgar traitomyself, |

am simply an ambitious guy who overestimated his strength.” (L 122)

As Le Sueur, Hargreaves, Poole and Khadda have argued, to see Feraoun as a
complacent assimilatesl/olué— an image many Algerian and French writers, journalists
and political activists have drawn both during his life and after - is to misreagsduns
of his journey. Inspired and disappointed by writers like Camus, Feraoun firstantenti
this early work was corrective: to outline the territory of a cultural\etitdt in the
context of colonial Algeria was not fully recognized as human. To make Ka&mgian
and to condemn its misery, which, in his own words, was just an example. But it was also
always more than that. It was Kabylia, that hilly Algerian backcguand heartland,
land of dire irony, of careful economy, of hope and ruse. In an interview with Maurice
Monnoyer in 1953, Feraoun summed up the crux of his literary project and the
mentoring he required to bring it to fruition:

The idea came to me that | could try to translate the Kabyle soul. Baessit

I'm a real Kabyle. I've always lived in Kabylia. It's important peopdize that
Kabyles are men just like the others. And, you know, | think I'm in a good

position to say this. My mind made up, someone was always at my heels, pushing
a pen into my paw, so to speak. That's my friend Robles, who I've known for
twenty years. Each time: "Where you at?", "Work hard", "I'm waitomgour

book." He's come to Taourirt a bunch of times to get me going again and, with a
car like his, it's an expedition each time. Friendship, let me tell you, is no vain
word for him."

argues had no antecedents in preconquest Algediagpeared as a sign of estrangement, especially
because its adoption by Muslims was governed tstrict conformity to normative French models.”
Dunwoodie cites Khodja's Mamous, I'ebauche d'deal, published in 1928, and Rabah and Akl
Zenatis's _Bou-el-Nouar, le jeune algeripublished in 1945.
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Reading this quotation, | imagine Feraoun, forty years old, responsible on hisrteac

salary for an extended family of twelve, sitting in an Algiers radidostan front of an
intelligent, educated, urban French-Algerian avid for this man's genexalatien of an
internal world to which few French-Algerians were privy. | hear his Fremzhthee

Tamazight tucked into it, the brief phrases, the understated ambition. Though he wrote
elegantly upon the same subject elsewhere, his spoken words here resonate. And having
read the edition this nice journalist read as well as the original he probdbigtdi

begin to see where Feraoun got lost, where we lost Feraoun, where anyonesatho trie
situate their voice between the brutal (or charming) distance of the oppaadsie

clamor of one's own people's belly ends up being quite conveniently dismissed.

Exposure

Le Fils du Pauvres full of intimations that the protagonist-writer wavered between the

desire to write, to pierce through and enter public life, and the dread of lacking talent, of
undertaking an endeavor that lay beyond his ability, of simply wasting tes‘tvienrad

was ambitious. He made fun of his ambition. He understood, poor man, that if he tried
too hard to soar like an eagle, he would only waddle in the mud like a duck.” (PMS 3)
Yet, in the course of the writing, a confident, if sober, assessment of tasylisills
emerged, as expressed by the narrator of “The Elder Son:”

Such is the partial confession anybody may read in Menrad Fouroulou’s big lined
notebook. In his idle moments, he sometimes rereads what he has written. He
fantasizes that with a bit more patience, sophistication, knowledge — he admits
this to himself — he would have pulled something off. And this is a consolation in
itself. The distance separating him from a writer does not seem insurmetutotabl
him. If he no longer lets himself dream of the future, he can nevertheless turn
around and see the path already covered. (PMS 82)

This internal transformation is echoed in Jeanne Adam’s overview of the editing
and publishing history of this first novel. Feraoun completed the first version of the
novel, entitted Menrad Fouroulpan anagram of his name, and dedicated to “my
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venerable teachers,” between September 1944 and October 1945. It was divided in two
parts; “Peace” and “War.” This division was a direct reflection of his éxpes. As he
stated in a 1955 interview, “l am 48 years old. I've lived 20 years of peace. What peace
1920-1940. And 28 years of war- world-wide, mechanized, chemical, genocitiafiis”
first reader was his former teacher at the EN, Aimé Dupuy, who must hauweraged
him, for in 1945 he presented it for the Grand Prix Littéraire de L’Algerie, whose
committee requested six copies. Unable to afford the cost or copy it himself, ite®ent
Camus and Roblés’s editor, Charlot. It appears that Charlot’'s assistantiraiethe
fellow Kabyle writer, Jean Amrouche, rejected the manuscript. He wasladeded
5000 old francs to pay for copies and in 1949 his novel was accepted for pubBcation
compte d’auteuby the Nouvelles éditions latines for the price of 170,000 old francs.
There is no public document explaining how Feraoun managed to pay for this. What is
clear is that the title changed to “Menrad Fouroulou, instituteur Kabylesitgpsat the
request of his editor, and the book, published in 1000 copies, did not sell out until it was
awarded the Grand Prix Littéraire de la Ville d’Alger in 1950. By then Charbdt dver
the selling of the book and Feraoun’s renewed contact with Emmanuel Robles, a fellow
student at the EN whom he now met again as a professional peer, helped him establish a
correspondence and friendship with Albert Camus and connected him with the Parisian
publishing house, Les Editions du Seuil.

This whole series of events brought him into the public light in ways he both
desired and feared. Meanwhile, he continued to produce. His second and third novels,

part of an intended trilogy - La Terre et le samgl_Les Chemins qui montentepresent

the lives of Kabyle emigrants from the 1930s through the 1950s in France and their
troubled return to Kabylia, addressing the particular plight of mixed-raiteduals and
an increasingly outright critique of the colonial experiment. They were publistesdlyli

in France, where he was awarded the Prix Populiste in 1953. Following were an

illustrated essay on Kabylie, Jours de Kahydied his posthumous works: a compilation
of his correspondences entitled Lettres a ses, adited by Roblés; L'anniversaiee

collection of previously published essays, the omitted chapters from Le Filsizhe pa

and an unfinished novel about a liaison between a French woman and an Algerian

* Ibid.
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teacher; and finally, his Journ&rodded by Robles and his Parisian editor, Feraoun
chronicled in this riveting account the everyday lives of ordinary Kabyles ramd -
Algerians during the war, honing a poignantly honest, yet sober testimony of the
violently shifting ground of colonial relations and the incremental construction of a
liberated Algerian identity. His own position as a colonial mongrel, caughtbat
loyalties and yet proudly refusing to flee, is painfully represemteayell as the constant
threat of assassination. Hailed at the time of its publication by numerous jstsraali
intellectuals both in France and in the Maghreb, Feraoun’s Journal has come tod® seen
the “single most important document from the Algerian war of liberation.” (PM$ Xxx

As signaled in his letters to his French editor and to Robles, Feraoun also

completed a manuscript he intended to call L’AnniversairE958. It likewise concerns

the love affair of a French school teacher and her Algerian school directectdgipy

Seuil on the grounds that it did not sufficiently situate the affair in its hiataantext,

Feraoun decided to not alter or edit the manuscript and put it*Afespite his efforts

to protect himself and his family by leaving unrest in Kabylia for a postgreA in

1957, Feraoun did not live to see it published. On March 13, 1962, days before the end of
the war, he was called out of an educational conference with five other teaching
colleagues. While others cowered inside, threatened by armed assailadanFerd his
colleagues were lined up in two racially-divided groups and gunned down execuk#on-sty
by members of the OAS, a renegade group of French-Algerian terroristss¥ésrsay

this gentle giant, who for years had imagined, feared and courageously di$same

inevitability of assassination, was the last to die.

Building Stones

This short biography gives you a sense of the territory Feraoun crossedreatad.c

Reading his novels and essays, | have been struck over and over by Feraoun’s conviction

34 This manuscript was published in 2008 by Feraosarss, Ali and Rachid, under the title La Cite des
Roses (Algers:Yamcam éditions.)
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that, like our social roles and professional ambitions, the imagination gssifiated.
There are testimonial limits to fiction. Obstacles exist or arisectraiot be overcome
with any flight of the imagination, with ambition or denial, with good intensions. A
writer, in the Feraounian universe, has dues to pay, loyalties to navigateriésritib
map before the true wealth of his or her fictional craft can be deployed. itex of
both honesty and tact, of revealing secrets in a way that allows for iv@IBloeration.
And accepting that not everyone will agree.

Part of this lesson came from the countryside of his birth, the treacherousopaths t
and from his village, its meager fruits, the collective ownership of its rugddd.fle
came also from the conservative traditionalism of his family, his ances#agk, his
religion, his oral heritage. The French sociologist Pierre Bourdieu, who sowight
Feraoun during his stay in Algeria and for whom he served as informant, desisbed t

lesson of limit — and honor — in his classic portrait of Kabylia in Sociologie digafis

Cette society a longtemps trouvé son idéal dans le passé, le changemdtiesans
absent, se trouvant comme ralenti. « Suis le chemin de ton pére et de ton grand-
pere, » dit un proverbe kabyle. Respect du passé qui, chez le Bédouin, prend
forme de culte. Sans cesse, il se situe et se mesure en référence d’'an age
épopée des nobles conquérants que chantadelahet dont son ame s’enchante ;
I'émigration intérieure, a la faveur du mythe et de l'illusion rétrospectache a
obnubiler la réalité ingrate du monde présent par évocation de la noblesse et de la
grandeur antiques qui sont aussi promesses passes, que la critique ou le refus du
présent surgissent encore parfois, non de la vision d’'un ordre meilleur,
condamnation du présent et du passeé, mais de la mémoire exaltante de I'ordre
ancien, fondement de I'orgueil et défense supréme contre le doute sur soi.
(Bourdieu 85)

On the other side of this conservatism and defensive nostalgia stood the freedoms
and limitations of the colonial world, what Annie Rey-Goldzeiguerumasionde de
castes pyramidalesnd between thete monde du contaet places in the social
landscape of French Algeria where races met and mingled. Stretchisg Hoe
Mediterranean like an impracticable bridge, this world was built on ideologiddegal
contradictions between metropolitan France and the settler sociegnahFAlgeria. It

fostered ambition in Kabyle fathers and sons like Feraoun and simultaneously démand
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submission, denying access to a stable existence or access to clagsisqulitical
formations through a system of legally distinct castes:

Mais si chaque caste présente une échelle de statuts hiérarchiséspeaiiings a

tout individu de la caste inferieure de gravir les échelons de sa caste, il est
pratiguement impossible de franchir I'abime qui sépare les deux échellgsritl’'e
de caste étouffe la conscience de classe comme le montre I'attitudé geygse
européen : la conscience et la vie politiques prennent la forme d’un maniehéism
(B 117)

Although Feraoun'’s third novel, Les Chemins qui monteablished in 1957,

examines with unprecedented honesty the tragic repercussions of such a Manichean
world, Feraoun clearly saw that such dichotomies presented a trap. In patgrityis c

was due to his personal luck. A rare success, he found himself at a vantage point that
relativized entrenched identities. Indeed, in the course of his short lifg$thes

graduate of not one, but three, schools of thought: the "school” of his Kabyle village, the
French colonial school embodied by the EN, andGit@le d'AlgersAn astute,

observant, diligent student, no stranger to hunger or to the fear of failure, he mastered
each cultural context with ease if also urgency, and each school claimed ki protégé.
Descriptions of him as a child focus on his modesty and his quiet, studious mean. He was
never one to "make a fuss," an expression whose translation he has Fouroulou struggle
over in his novel, nor did he enjoy the physical or social spectacle of success. When the
Algerian writer Tahar Djaout made a pilgrimage to his native village 92 18is

interviews with villagers who had known the writer led him to conclude: "There was
hardly anything that distinguished Mouloud Feraoun from the villagers he lived
amongst." As proof, Djaout offered this description of the villagers' reactionho suc

outsider visits:

They are nevertheless a bit annoyed by this endless line of strangdesnasa
journalists or curious individuals who come to research him with such
seriousness, who disturb the peace and discretion of one of their most modest
fellow villagers. Had Feraoun hidden something from them, he who, to the
contrary, appeared in all ways the same as others? Had he played a trick on
them?° (Tiddukla N. 14, Summer 1992)

% Tahar Djaout, article ifidduklg n. 14, Summer 1992. Web. 20 June 2010.
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Djaout’s insight into Feraoun’s “trick” of multiple belongings, of passing, of
doubling or non-unified identity, points less to a personal trait, however, than to a cultural
paradigm, the ingrained fear and wisdom of a native minority, as well as tod pkri
contemporary Algerian history in which that cultural paradigm was seen to pose
fundamental obstacles to a promised social equ#lity.Feraoun’s creative examination
of these “obstacles,” he lent depth and coherence to this cultural paradigtteés seif,
the Kabyle literary character, especially the character of thgl&avriter, as a “field of
first permission” where personal and collective trajectories, stagraesrand life-
affirming traditions, the past and the uncertain future, could meet, collide, andecoN
“graduate” from each school of culture, an adept at each institution's rulesyifrera
ultimately saw within the cultural boundaries of his native Kabylia alatgeggle that
did not concern him or them alone. And this larger vision was problematic. It depended
on exposure to a fractured public sphere, to a broken vision of universalism.

In such a context, the solutions a writer finds can become a kind of ideological
football passed between contentious opponents. The subtleties he or she exposes can be
wholly missed or dismissed, often in an effort to confer or deny status through
comparison. As we read Feraoun's measured lines today, we can begin tohisgister
understanding of these misunderstandings, these misperceptions, which nurtured his
particular irony. His analysis of the impact of social inferiority is tivasen into his
struggle for creative license. His omissions are revealing. He seenys ket s& attend
to local truths, familiar blockages, the conflicts with those we love. May tlye ver
familiarity of these scenes and characters arouse something larger aridndpneore
real, than an ideal, a political fiction. What appeared to him at first as olsstaclame,
in the practice of writing fiction, the building stones ofimmaginedhumanitya la kabyle
Birth order. Gender. Ancestral affiliations. Maternal forces. Confiisblution. The
social context of seasonal crafts. Hunger. Emigration. Death. Literacy. §amit a
demanded careful attention in order for Feraoun the writer to open up a territory of the
mind that until then had not be mapped, neither in his native Tamazight nor in French.

Together they constitute the first eleven chapters of his first novelld du-pauvre

% For more on the cultural paradigm of the Kabyle Bazia Aitel’s dissertation on Berberology.
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Chapter 5:  « Formatting » Le Fils
Editorial History, Reception, Synopsis and Cultural Critique

What matters, you see, is not what you have done or what
you presently think. Suppose that notebook is abandoned
there on that unstable table and you are eliminated
according to your own predictions. What matters then is
that notebook, | mean what you've put in it, or more
exactly, what others will find in it. What matters, therefore,
must necessarily matter to your reader as well. People have
such little reason for you they are ready to get rid of you.
Which means that your story does not interest them. They
are interested in themselves and that's no small thing,
believe me. And anyways, they do or try to do what you
yourself have tried to do, just like thousands of others.
What could you possibly write that would be so important
to your peers [...] ? (A, 21)

An Inventory

Shortly after the publication of my English translation of Feraoun's novel, whigh wa
accompanied by the historian James Le Sueur’s historically focused iriood e

Sueur was interviewed by Leonard Lopate on NPR, a well-known, intellectually
ambitious radio program. Comments by Kabyles living in the United States stéoeld

in were ruthless. They castigated Le Sueur for daring to define Kaleyigtydfor an
American public and for reducing the importance of Feraoun's work to a miemgchis
allegory. A comment about the translation on Amazon.com, left by a Kabyle livihg i
States, echoed their rejection. "l would give this book a 5 star rating if ih\Wkrmethe
translation. [...] | read the book in its published French version and | happen to be from
the same area as Feraoun himself, so | am very familiar with the thaigseraoun talks
about."*" In the effort to carry this author's work towards our shores and to give him a
home in our multi-cultural context, | am reminded of Feraoun's comment about Si

Mohand. In his posthumously published essay on this legendary and controversial figure

37Web. 11 April 2010. <http://www.amazon.com/PoorddéSon-Menrad-
Schoolteacher/dp/0813923263/ref=dp_return_2?ie=l&RER83155&s=books>
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of Kabyle resistance and oral heritage, he wrote: "If we claim to pr8s&fmhand as he
truly was, we will have to destroy his legend.” (Si Mohand 11)

Members of the Mouloud Feraoun Association of Tizi-Hibel and his own sons,
Ali and Rachid Feraoun, however, are delighted to see Feraoun's work take root in the
English-speaking world, for here he is unknown and they are very savvy about tise stake
involved. It is a matter of honoring an ancestor and of ensuring his memory as well
their own cultural freedom by outwitting local censures. Like Lorca inrpa&raoun
occupies a space writers can come to fill when collective trauma canworked
through publically. When an author of a cultural minority comes to symbolize the
restitution of lost dignity, when his work is a refuge for conflictual memoryh passage
into another language world, especially one that is eclipsing a former darmpower,
can be a blessing. His words, refracted through American English, candem o
cultural, and perhaps political, struggle of Kabyles in present-day Algeria.

A novel, however, can be uncomfortably revealing. One’s culture is exposed to
the harsh and ignorant or unsympathetic view of outsiders. One’s cherished myths or
traditional customs can appear quaint, stripped of grounded complexity, even
reprehensible, like comforting lies or simple oppression. Before we exaaornnecations
between Feraoun’s journey and novel and American writers, let us examine thig novel
formatting and reception in Algeria and France. How was Feraoun’s work idtende
packaged, perceived? In counterpoint, which cultural critique is embedded in the
narrative structure of the original (and American) version? Is an iéesomist intent
evident? What kind of personal, ethnic, or historic inventory does Feraoun firstfeext of

the unsuspecting reader?

*k%k

Le Fils du pauvres both a novel and the tale of its many textual emanations. As Martine

Mathieu-Job has exhaustively investigated in her 2007 literary expositioitsLaF

Pauvre de Mouloud Feraoun ou la fabrigue d’un classitpeehistory of these texts

allows us to see the “enormous incidence of editorial formatting in the @teptihe

work.” (Mathieu-Job 18) As previously mentioned, the original manuscript wasmwritte
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over a ten-year stretch and only published in 1950 in Algiers by the Cahiers du Nouvel
Humanisme in an edition financed by the author himself. The second version of the book
was published in Paris under the direction ofRed-noirwriter Emmanuel Robles and

the French editor Paul Flamand in the Mediterranean Collection of the Editionsitlu Se
This second edition appeared in 1954, the year the Algerian War officially broke out.
“Formatting” for this second version, which has come to represent the finarvarshe
French-speaking world, a veritable classic ofrk@t d’enfanceand a founding work of

North African Francophone literature, entailed significant stylisticptaal, and

thematic changes. However, it did not represent a definitive version for Feraaetfhim
Concerned with the coherence of his oeuvre, Feraoun continued to work on the material
omitted from the second version for an eventual sequel. Seuil honored this
comprehensive vision by publishing the missing chapters posthumously in 1972 together

with other unfinished pieces and essays under the title L’Anniver3diese excerpts

were followed, after a long period of silence on the national scene, by a 1992 version of

the novel prefaced by the Algerian literary historian Christiane ChaulettkcFinally,

in 2002, a version based on the original manuscript provided by Feraoun’s son Ali.
Annexed to this publishing history is a scholastic use of the text. Between 1958

and 1965, essentially a bridge period between French colonial rule and an emergent

Arabo-Islamic independent state, excerpts of the novel were included ini fidele, a

French-language primer in wide circulation in Algeria and partialited by Feraoun.

As Chaulet-Achour has meticulously documented, Feraoun’s representation ofi@ Kaby

boyhood was used here to give literary support to a colonial-republican ideal ofist pacif

liberation through education. After independence, this boyhood set in Kabylia, ieartla

of the revolution, promoted the ideal of a new Algerian idenYigt.after 1965, as

Achour shows, Feraoun's portrait of the Kabyle peasant was gradually stripised of

ethnic and historic fiber, eliminating first the colonial and then the Bedrgext

through careful editing. With the very purpose of Fouroulou’s arduous social climb

displaced, these excerpts came to provide a kind of post-revolutionary sociology of a

nation intent on forgetting its past. Oddly enough, it is possible that many Kabgie t

who recall the character of Fouroulou know him only through these culturally aeanse

excerpts. When the Kabyle protest movement, or Berber Spring, flared up in 1980,
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spurred by the official cancellation of a lecture by Feraoun’s peer, theBeriter and
ethnographer Mohammed Mammeri, mentiohefFils du pauvravas ultimately erased
altogether from the Algerian curriculufh.

As the tale of these versions and emanations of the novel suggest, the work of
rereading Feraoun, of reediting and translating his work, is both a work of schmlarshi
and historical-cultural retrieval. Indeed, one is tempted to read the appegarance
disappearance and reappearances of Feraoun’s nhame in social discouysei@nasla
map of its internal struggle to achies@mething like nation.

Reception

As with later excerpts, the first version’s reception was colored from tigdoeginning

by politics. Algerian nationalists did not look favorably upon the award, interprétsg i
the attempt of the French-Algerian bourgeois intelligentsia to co-opt anhastie
literature for the ends of pacification and assimilation. Some critidteeaoun for
accepting. In a correspondence | initiated in 2008 between a French comeagotist t

who spent the early years of the revolution in Kabylia and was honored by being perhaps
the first Frenchman to get thrown out of Algeria for rebellious actions, thédate

Galland, and his friend Hadjeres Sadek, former editor in chief of the revieweRIthg
Algerian communist newspaper, we can see the lines of tension Feraoun’s fotag int
public sphere revealed: Galland, who met Feraoun and implored him to join the cause,
writes with barely withheld contempt — almost 50 years after the facterab&n resting

on his laurels and, upon the pretext of a “neutralité scolaire,” of refusing to piyblica

support striking students. For Galland, Le Fils du paoerdgributed to “le

confusionnisme” that obscured the gaping holes in the “mission civilisatrice” and
propagated a lack of confidence in the right and the will of the Algerian peopleraidibe

381980 was also the year the Algerian filmmakerMdiuzawi submitted a project for a full-length film
adaptation of the novel, only to be rejected. Onlgpring 2008, did he finally attain state finargiand
shoot the film.
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themselves from colonial servitude. Turning to his old friend for a more measured
formulation, Galland asks Hadjeres to explain his paper’s vehement critigeeaaiun
and other Algerian novelists publishing at the same time. Hadjeres, affirmilagd&a
assessment, places it however within a contextualized history of soci@n®lat the
time: in his eyes Feraoun’s work expressed the “materialistic” batie @opular
aspirations of rural populations at the time, to live in dignity and in freedom. Hayite
testimony reflected in real ways, as opposed to the “sacred causes” obppemunists,
the “split” mind and skepticism of many who doubted a radical solution. For this reason,
Hajderes understands the renewed interest in Feraoun: his works provide a satiologic
portrait of frustrated aspirations that foreshadows the deceptions fagegafis post-
independence. His paper’s early condemnation of Feraoun'’s literary cooptatiamsrema
in his eyes, however, justified: “There really was a tentative by the cadimstuding
and perhaps mostly made up of “liberals’) to use these works to promote the “gentle”
path they all desired (and which for quite a while had already proven iissdfrit).”
Feraoun’s “social approach” with its “reformist character” wasedde “gentle
path.” It spoke of a “rich Kabyle” with his 6 hectares, but not of theawdbnwith his
thousands of hectares or even the middle-class European settler with ae avaG®)
Moreover, it omitted direct mention of transformative political events, such as the
spontaneous 1945 nationalist uprising in Sétif and its gruesome repressiondby Fren
forces?® Feraoun’s apparent silence on this watershed moment in contemporary history,
and his novel’'s focus on a retrospective view of the humanism of Kabyle villagers,
seemed to play into the hands of the colonists, who read it as a welcomédeetefias a
“Musulman” finally speaking up but with a captivating, assimilationist work adeldetss
European readers and devoid of angry, political rhetoric.

The second Parisian version of Le Fils du pauwwigch came about through a

kind of cultural appropriation or a literary emigration, gave support for the itestsomist

or apologist reading. Emmanuel Roblés, whom Feraoun had met at the EN and who had

39 personal correspondences of the author, dated 2008

“0 Believing that the hour of full reforms had souddeundreds of Algerians took to the streets thetda
Nazis surrendered to celebrate a victory they shiareperceived as a lawless mob, they were atthblge

the gendarme. This led to indiscriminate violengaiast thePied noirpopulation, resulting in some 100
deaths. The gendarme responded with overwhelming fé-igures range between 2000 and 45,000 killed;
a modest estimate is 6000. In a famous missiVates, the head of the gendarmes, General Duvall,
proclaimed, “I have given you peace for ten yelns,don’t deceive yourselves' (quoted in Horne 28)
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visited him in the late 40s and encouraged his writing, was shocked to learn that Feraoun
had gone ahead and published the book on his own. “Without consulting me,” he writes

in a footnote in Lettres & ses antlse collection of Feraoun’s letters Robles edited and

published in 1971, “Feraoun had published the book himself. | had been to visit him in
May 1950 in Tizi Hibel and he had not whispered a word of this. That autumn | received
a copy with the dedication, ‘To ER, at the risk of appearing ridiculous.’ | vigorously
reproached him and alerted Seuil.” Paul Flamand, Robles’s editor at the Editions du
Seuil, agreed to publish the novel in the Mediterranean Collection, which was publishing
other Algerian writers like Kateb Yacine and Mohammed Dib. By then, Feraoun had

completed his second novel, La Terre et la Sagch Roblés read and recommended to

Flamand as well. According to their exchange of letters, the threeedeagublish the

second novel first, in 1953, and the first novel in an edited version in 1954. Feraoun was

adamant that Robles write a forward to the novels, a request that was not granted.
Whatever motivated this unmediated presentation, it was at this point that

Feraoun’s first novel became Le Fils du pautine Francophone classic. It was clearly

edited in such a way as to become “classic:” as we have seen, the styleamasclof
colloquial mannerisms and the tenses and overall structure were "fixefetd re
Metropolitan standards of narration. Moreover, the entire section dealing with the
extreme penuries Kabyles faced during World War Il and their early remoyaof the
decline of French power and the arrival of American hegemony was omitted. This
omission significantly altered the conclusion and thus the whole thrust of the book: The
1954 edited version is neatly divided into two parts, balancing the tragic end of an
otherwise carefree childhood era (the death of the maternal aunts) wigxaltant

tension” (Martine-Job 20) of a possible escape from poverty through education (the now
teenage Fouroulou heads off alone to take his exams and symbolically promises the
honor and financial stability of his family in the colonial parameters ofdrréigeria).

As Martine-Job has argued, “The escape from the self-denying and moribuddivorl
traditional Kabylia leads directly into Western society, representéebEcole Normale,
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the temple of French Republican values. One can well understand why the novel was
read as a novel of acculturation” (20)

To return - or to move forward - to the original edition (and the 2002 Algerian
version as well as my translation), we find a novel that is not tied up so neatly.yFamil
and “The Elder Son” lead not to an imminent ascension into the colonial middle class,
rather to “War.” This third, omitted, part presents a fully grown man who has
experienced up close the idealism and higher calling of the EN, but who has discovered
no alternative to a return home to teach his own kind. Here, equipped with his distanced
eye and his colonial tongue, he chronicles village life in the midst of "the storm" of
World War 1l that will fundamentally alter the expectations and aspimr&bf colonial
subjects. Indeed, as Robert Elbaz and Martine Mathieu-Job have argued in their rece
rereading of Feraoun, Feraoun’s original privileges an interpenetration of gente
discourses to situate his voice and to represent the "truth” of colonial subgktis a
novel becomes embedded in a journal of everyday life. We hear the voice of the mature
Mouloud Feraoun emerge, "the complexity, irony, and compassion that dictate the
intellectual rigor and honesty of his life's work" as the Village Vordeedmmiel
Alcalay wrote of Feraoun upon the American publication of Feraoun's Journal: 1955-

1962, Reflections on the French-Algerian War

Knowing that Feraoun was never happy with the Parisian version of his first novel
and that he worked on incorporating this omitted third part into a sequel even just before
his death, it is instructive to consider Feraoun’s analysis of the createcpart
structure he observed in the poetry of hi§ ¢&ntury countryman, Si Mohand, a man on

whom he clearly projected his own literary ambition and struggle:

“1 Despite Feraoun’s obvious commitment to the meraad lives of Kabyle men and women and his
nuanced critiques of both French and Kabyle tradgj the positive colonial reception of his firswal
became, with his subsequent novels, further péfidgerian nationalists of his political failings a
famous diatribe in 1957 after the publication ofderin’s third novel, Les Chemins qui montehe
French-Algerian journalist Marcel Maschino wrotehis article,” Les Chemins qui monteou le roman
d'un faux-monnayeur: “while the Algerian intelleatearries out the revolution with his comrades, th
village idiot writes his intimate journal. [...] Thewel of a loser, which is also the story of a I0s&rAs
Sarah Poole and Belinda Jack have noted, Feraaiiimaged to be the target of this "ambivalent, even
hostile attitude;” even twenty years after his tehts lack of revolutionary credentials was citeda
measure of his personal and literary failings. Sencophone Literature®xford Univ Press, 1996 , p.
82, and Jean Déjeux, “Mouloud Feraoun, le mal ainf@ELFAN Review 1.2 (February 1982): 16-19.
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Like in a ballad, the first stanza is usually imprecise or assignsgesadfralities;

the second develops, completes, adjusts, focuses. The last three lines eonstitut
the conclusion, sometimes the decisive argument. This last tercet can appear very
far from the first. But don't be fooled: it's the one that constitutes the cromiess

the sensitive spot. The initial parts depend on it. It's the one that withholds the key
to the enigma when the poem is obscure.

Same construction: from the general to the particular, the secondary to the
essential, the futile to the serious. (Si Mohand)

If we apply this analysis to his first novel, the omission of the third and fireiZat on
war and observation of village life, on how uneducated colonial subjects read their times
and react to larger forces, undermined Feraoun’s literary project. Seenlighthis
Feraoun’s original manuscript holds a key lost in its migration to he colonial céreter:
dialogue between common folk, their educated, literate, complicit storyteltetha
mixed society of colonial Algeria. Yet the reference to Si Mohand also ®ashe
something else: Si Mohand was a bard within an oral tradition whose poems were passed
down to Feraoun and his generation through those who reappropriated them, altering
them to fit contemporary circumstances and their own poetic gift. In trsg sée poems
never had a definitive version, but offered themselves like a “field of first pgioni” a
place to resuscitate and reclaim ancestral lineage in the context of ataahfiresent.
Likewise, despite the various versions of his first novel, Feraoun’s charactertakan
on a life of their own. A whole generation found access to a contemporary cultural
heritage in the voices of Fouroulou, the elder Menrad, cousin Chabha, aunt Nana and
aunt Khalti. Their names and stories, whatever their textual emanation, ethbody
history of 2¢" century Kabylia and the ways people there remember and valorize their
past.

According to Le Sueur’s research, Feraoun offered no resistance totihg edi
Le Fils du pauvrelt remains to be considered how Feraoun actively involved himself in

the reception of this first book both within the world of French-Algeria and in
metropolitain France. How did he negotiate the political and cultural landsdape i

which his texts emerged? One thing is certain, Feraoun was an ambitious 1286,

the year Feraoun graduated from the EN, only 2.1% of Algerian men knew how to write

French (Colonna, Instituteut$) To have achieved the position of an indigenous teacher

put him in a rarified league: of over 8 million Algerians in the early 1950s, only 6000
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belonged to the middle-class. This social ambition was matched by his litefaitiypam

In his Lettres a ses amise addresses many European colleagues about his chances of

getting coverage for his books, of the chance of receiving an additional prize, of his
salary for radio presentations, and was “one of the first critics to notiedseace of the
indigenous from the “Frenchified” city Oran” in Camus'’s The Plagdeddour 143y

So why did he publish the book by himself first without the patronage he knew he could
have received and did eventually accept from Robles? The choice seems to point to an
element of freedom at that moment in the public intellectual spheres in coltyeaiaA
Especially with the influx of French intellectuals during the war yaadsthe rise of a
French-Algerian school of writers centered around Camus and Robles, Feraouly’s nove
like those of his compatriots Mammeri, Dib, and Yacine, seemed to open a space for a
multi-ethnic conversation on local ground. The book could therefore get out there into the
hands of readers and attract attention. It could be published, it could be sold and even
read and seriously debated, all without prior metropolitan patronage. It was a gamble

Algerian society that Feraoun was willing to take.

Synopsis

Any American reader dfhe Poor Man’s Son, Menrad, Kabyle Schoolteacher

quickly feel an inviting warmth. The novel opens upon an accessible, engaging, and

tenderly ironic auto-ethnography. Describing the physical and socigiagdoy of a

2 See my translation of Feraoun’s first 1951 lette€amus in the Appendix, where he asks Camus why
there are no Arabs in this famous novel. Camusoredgd in an unpublished letter, transcribed angdveho
to me by Feraouns’ son Ali: “Ne croyez pas quesi'ai pas parlé des arabes d’Oran c’est que jsente
séparé d’eux. C'est que pour les mettre en scEfaeitiparler du probléeme qui empoisonne notreavie
tous, en Algérie. Il aurait donc fallu écrire urtradivre que celui que je voulais faire. Et poarike cet
autre livre, d'ailleurs, il faut un talent que je suis pas sir d’avoir. Vous I'écrirez, peut-étmecp que

vous savez sans effort, vous placer au dessusaitesststupides qui déshonorent notre pays . » My
translation :“Do not believe that if | did not speak of the Araif®ran it is because | feel separated from
them. It is because to represent them one musk sgehe problem that poisons the life of us all in
Algeria. It would have thus been necessary to varib®ok other than the one | intended. And to v
book, anyway, requires a talent | am not sure spss. You will write it, perhaps because you know
without effort to place yourself above the foollshitreds that dishonor our country. “ See Appendix.
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Kabyle village, the first chapters explore attitudes to birth, death, genddr |&bor,
inheritance, and tribal belonging and honor within the framework of a coming-of-age
story that traces young Fouroulou's schooling in the freedoms and limits of a male
Kabyle identity. Opening with a sincere, yet ironic invocation, the novel divides his
maturation into four sectionamily, The Elder Son, WaandEpilogue.At first glance,
one is struck by the novel's constant and thorough concern with clarity; it i$-a wel
written essay constructed from typical, telling scenes of everydag lifiassicatécit.
This seems to mirror and be reinforced by the chosen limitation of a child’paiigw
The reader, who, if Western, quickly assumes the book is written for him or her, is
directly invited to understand the present account as a universal portrait, rifgeeré
any poor rural family life, any innocent child. Except for the rare mention afrailit
specific objects and social relations (gandoura, djema, shiehk, roumi), the sttitg of li
Fouroulou could have unfolded anywhere.

Family, the first part, presents the landscape of Fouroulou's world. We visit the
houses and fields and the mountainous surroundings of his village and we enter into the
close, rigidly controlled patterns of daily life. Within such traditional patens, Feraoun
paints a warm childhood cocoon. Fouroulou’s relationship to key figures like his aunts
Khalti and Nana are endearingly portrayed, as well as his position as ontyatamily
of women. We learn of thdjemad the central square of his neighborhood where public
life among boys and men takes place and where clan loyalty is defendedlde fol
Fouroulou as he enters school. His induction into this foreign world of abstract skills and
literate mastery allows Feraoun to capture the particular impact oblveial teacher on
the minds and aspirations of the poor. Yet this discovery is dramatically balanttex by
death of his paternal grandmother and the breaking up of his extended family, leading
eventually to the tragic deaths of Fouroulou’s adi®n the level of an
autobiographical reading, these deaths signify the end of the innocent cocoon of
childhood.

*3 For an analysis of the symbolique significanceheke figures, see : Nabile Farés, doctoral th&885;
Naget Khadda, « L'allégorie de la féminité : deluine civilisation et mutation d'identité dansHik du
pauvrede M. Feraoun », Peuples méditerrangans44, 1988 and Representation de la Feminifgites le
roman algerien de la lange francaigsiger : Office des Publications Universitair€9il)
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The second part of the novel, “The Elder Son,” shifts to the impact of colonial
economics on individuals in such communities. The first-person is replaced by the retur
of the extradiagetical narrator of the prologue, who relates what foliothe ivoice of a
brotherly substitute, unfolding events that detail the family’s generationalreupt
Fouroulou's father, the family's sole bread earner, falls sick, becombscitidad is
forced, like thousands of his countrymen, to save his wife and children by enggrati
alone to France and its huge factories. We watch how distance and litexaieyacr
widening rift between father and son. The father’s absence is mirrored bgrls, who
leaves to continue his education. This experience weighs heavily in Fouroudalulalgr
turning away from his traditional role as shepherd towards that of teacher. faghbis
returns and his sisters are married off, the now educated, maturing son endbenters
world of sexuality and the conflict between European and a Kabyle notions of aekire a
responsible attachment.

“War,” the third part of the novel, presents a stark, mature assessment of the
ravages of World War Il on colonial Algeria. Feraoun's depiction of Tankoutpasati
warehouse, is a masterful account of the cruelty of war and the almost superhuman
endurance of oppressed people:

Sad beasts, indeed, those seen at Tankout! Men in rags wait at the door. They are
all old, even the young. Their faces are pale, deeply lined, with quarter-inch
stubble bristling in every direction. Their eyes are wide open yet sunken in deep
sockets. In one hand they hold a small sheepskin sack, in the other a worn card
and soiled bills, awkwardly folded. Those that have burnooses appear sufficiently
clothed, but a young man waiting in line shamelessly reveals to anyone passing
behind him a glimpse of his filthy buttocks, while another who is just leaving
doesn't even try to hide a blackish testicle freed by the rip in his narrow pants. No
one takes offense. The pack is on his back. In the space of a few steps, he will
load his donkey, as miserable as himself, then he will wrap himself up in his
burnoose. His clothes will be decent. Ten-year-olds await their turn, just as
serious and worried as the old men. They shiver from cold and fear. They are
mute, gentle, humble. They know they are poor. What they are getting is charity.
(PMS 139)

This is as much a historical document as a timeless portrayal of human rbipgans
the clutch of starvation. Feraoun narrates the shift in consciousness among his

countrymen towards the implosion of French colonialism and the arrival of the
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Americans. He notes with irony the insignificant knowledge of the colonial teache
compared to the wizened skepticism of villagers.

Though still mediated through a substitute narratorEgegueshows us the
mature Menrad Fouroulou who looks out over the ruins of war and considers the attempts
to account for its savagery. His words are eerily prescient of how Abgesiauld soon
act themselves during the war of independence, and poses questions relevant to the
Algerian nation today:

We try to set ourselves up as judges; we end up looking like butchers. Are
humans going to forget the nightmare they have just lived through? Will peoples,
in general, be charlatans as much as individuals in particular? Then we shall have
the peace brought by charlatans and we do not deserve anything else. (PMS 149)

Narrative Structure and Cultural Critique

As this brief synopsis of the novel shows, Feraoun took the urgings of his fellow French-
Algerian students at the EN very much to heart — to put his people on the world map and
in so doing contribute to an experience of the interrelatedness of peoples. The humble,
forthright mode of address, the depiction of family dramas from the limited viatboi
a child, the attention to informed and uninformed readers - all combine to make
Fouroulou's story appear stylistically straightforward. It seemsho the touching tales
of acculturation found in French primers of the period and has often been read and
dismissed as an Africarildungsromanapolitical in its portrait of distant colonial power
and local, indigenous values.

If we consider the narrative structure of the novel, however, we see ashift i
emphasis towards a profound cultural critique of Kabyle society at this mament
colonial history and an ambitious literary project. This view underscorehthtdtes of
peoples are very much the fates of individuals and they are inextricably ethtininey
fathers or sons, aunts or cousins, colonized or colonizers, with an historical, ratteer than

mythical or timeless (or ‘primitive’) moment. Only recent "revigys" of Feraoun's work
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have highlighted this structure, which reminds us of the obstruction Derrida has spoken
of in a colonial writer’s attempt to project a convincing narrative voice or drsfide **

For one thing, it is not a bildungsroman alone, rather built on a multitude of texts —
descriptive passages in an ethnographical style on life in Kabylia are mikechany

letters from public writers, teachers and the main character himself, sdsagis,
newspaper articles, quotes from classic French authors, Kabyle fablegpanthklike

chronicle of village life. In his salient essay on Feraoun in ExperimentaidaReda

Bensmaia notes that these many texts “little by little constitute #cpblnd social
cartography that will serve as an identity card, a map of the heart, a caaladtiénally
an inventory of cultural and geographical sit&s.”

Secondly, the tale is told by a succession of narrators: Beginning witbradsec
person exhortation by an extradiagetical narrator to reveal an "abortedcmat;iuhe
first part of the novel proceeds as a first-person account of a boy who leaenet,F
became a teacher and laieadyfailed as a writer. In essence, we are reading what the
first-person narrator once hoped for, but now assumes will come to nothing. The
acquisition of language and literacy yields no confidence that literemysebased on
this acquisition will yield art, because after all, the writer is Kabiow can you base a
masterpiece, or even a convincing human drama, on an oral culture of colonized
peasants? Who will read it? Maybe your own children. The irony of this colamall, r
writer’s situation breathes through the text, coloring its detailed and objective
descriptions of Kabyle village life, the formative and tragic tales oflcbd.
This irony is especially striking in the portrayal of the powerful matermagmces which
frame this period of supposed innocence. Along with scenes of pottery making, weaving
and storytelling, traditional female occupations in a culture dating batdami,
Fouroulou is witness to women's intrigue, jealousy, abandonment, insanity and death.
Readers who prefer to focus on a child’s innocence or the absence of a direct
condemnation of colonial oppression fail to notice a conscious build-up of female
portraits that show how individual girls and women become the victims and the vectors

*4 See Mathieu-Job, Martine, Le Fils du pauvre de leloti Feraoun ou la fabrique d'un classidRaris:
L'Harmattan, 2007 and Bensmaia, Reda, "The Campbgraf the Nation, Mouloud Feraoun's Le fils du
pauvre Revisited," in Experimental Natiofigans. Waters. Princeton: Princeton Universitys8r 2003:
149-157.

> Bensmaia, p. 150.
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of change. Consider the oversized authority of the family matriarch, a widbvpower

to choose wives for her sons and to distribute the family's stores of food, or the pathetic
image of Chabha, Fouroulou's sickly cousin, forced by custom to sacrifice héemng

to her male cousin's stomach. The conniving aunt Helima, who has only daughters and
who forces the men, after the grandmother's death, to divide their possessions and enact
the shift to a nuclear family with reduced means, is contrasted to Fouroulou's humble
mother, who despite his failings, directly effecting the family's abiityurvive,

continues to cherish him.

These pairings of the sacrificial and the monstrous combine in unexpected
urgency in the portrait of Fouroulou's aunts, Nana and Khalti. The orphaned sisters of
Fouroulou's mother, these women eek out their existence within the dual boundaries of a
fierce tribal sense of scarcity and honor and an equally fierce yadasense of
colonial oppression. Feraoun starts early by laying out their hereditarp f@éail in
Chapter 3 ofFamily, a section | found difficult to understand and to translate in part
because of Feraoun's ironic understatement, yet also due to the congiexity
foreignness of the cultural context he presents with critical detachmisnivdtth
untangling again to reap Feraoun's full insight into how colonized cultures both suffer
and survive, how marginalized figures propel change, and how colonial domination was
but one of a layer of oppressive forces which particularly impacted on women:

The girls' father senses his imminent death and struggles to act. He has no son. He
fears dispossession, the erasure of his name, the misery if his three whdwugkters.

Yet he cannot bring himself to leave his field to his girls for he distrusts women
fundamentally due to their complete subservience to male relatives. T tieafidoe

begins to consider this is noteworthy though, for it signifies a loosening of the
prescription against female inheritance. Yet he is of an older generatioanaaiths
suspicious, trapped in a logic of scarcity. How can he make this break with tradition, wi
history? His only vehicle for change is to go above and beyorigirosibg his family

clan, and seek an outside authority. Yet instead of turning to the French authorities who
would grant this request as a matter of fact, he turns, as is still the custbegadi, a
Muslim cleric, whom he instructs to write a will that cedi would write, leaving the

possession of a house and field to his unmarried daughters to ostensibly ensure their
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livelihood. It is an odd gamble done out of strategic spite, yet also unspoken despair. We
have just been told that the mosque is a place no one goes to, that Islam is of little
significance. The prescription to provide for woman is disappearing especitie face
of colonialism’s impact on Kabyle men, their year-long absences, their festuofing
without the promised fruits of emigration, their abandonment of their wives tiegali
Feraoun would represent with unflinching lucidity. The man's wealthier couaies
failed to honor him by asking for his daughters' hands in marriage. The poor cousins who
do make an offer are rejected. The man is thus left to fear his possessionsstilébe
by other men in an act of robbery that comes without the blessings and the obligations of
the tribe and that obliterates his memory. Better have a public robbery. By lzawill
written, he forces the family to call in a sheikh, who translates not what the oldanda
but what thecadi wrote: according to the dictates of Islamic tradition, the girls have the
right to usufruct, to use the field during their lifetime, after which it isverthe clan.
And with this now formalized inheritance comes the public responsibility to watch over
the girls, whose virginity acts as a symbolic substitute for the clan’sgetesrational
worth.

Feraoun does not stop there. How do the women react to this sanctioned robbery?:

Sensing such close supervision, seeing themselves so roughly, so bluntly, treated,
the sisters are thankful to their uncles or cousins because, at the sanigeyme,
believe they are being protected. They prefer this to the indifference and
abandonment that always accompanied scorn. They are proud girls with set ideas.
They accept their uncles’ cheating and fleecing them as long as nobody pushes
them out of the community and they retain their right to the family name. (PMS

14)

Clearly, the omission of the final chapter of the novel does not affect its inheltemalc
critigue as much as highlight the novels overall construction; as Feraoun says of Si
Mohand’s poetic structure, the movement “from the general to the particular, the
secondary to the essential, the futile to the serious.” The story of the old mkysthe
abandonment of Nana by her poor, emigrant husband, her death in childbirth, and her
sister’s subsequent insanity and violent disappearance — prove that the story of

Fouroulou’s success comes at a price.
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If we look atWar andEpilogueas the final tercet of Feraoun’s novel, it becomes
the decisive argument. Again, “This last tercet can appear very farHeofimgt. But
don't be fooled: it's the one that constitutes the confession, the sensitive spoitidlhe i
parts depend on it. It's the one that withholds the key to the enigma when the poem is

obscure.”

The stable is not easy to describe. Each of us could get a sense of the difficulty
trying to probe his own. There can be beautiful thoroughbreds there, but also old
hags. In winter, the litter, hay, and animals give off the soft warmth of, &ldft

the air smells of mold, the hay makes you sneeze, and the rioting manuesirritat
you nostrils. Moreover, one cannot see everything in a stable. It is dark. You have
to record all the cobwebs, balls of dust and flies, identify the worms teeming in
the manure, take note of the rats sleeping in the straw, the snake stalking them,
gliding behind the rafters. There is a whole world in the stables. So one can easily
understand Fouroulou’s difficulty when he tries to see clearly into himself. One
would have to go backwards, picking things up by their ends, because in any case
this period of troubles and uncertainties had to begin somewhere. That is the
method used by the doctor to diagnose an illness. It is also that of a charlatan.
(PMS 147-8)

The man has all the required attributes for such a job. You can have no illusions
about his morals or his manners. He calls himself Akli and he used to be a waiter
at some fleabag hotel in Algiers. He left his hotel to become the trusted man for
some twenty thousand people. His trade's duplicity has turned into brutality. His
expressionless demeanor at receiving tips has changed into insolence. H® wants
make these poor devils pay for all his groveling to the rich. He succeedsalHe is
powerful. He is famous, the man of the hour, Akli N'douk--his job is now known
by his own name. He lives happily and carefree with his ill-gotten gains, which
are constantly replenished. He laughs at the people's misery. He can be heard
from afar yelling at a trembling fellah. At the slightest pretext, heatans to stop

the distribution. He grows red with fury, levels curses, puffs himself up, and struts
his fattened torso nervously about, sticking his thick gut out; then, stopping short
of blowing his top, calms himself down and sits. (PMS)

When | reread these long quotes now from the original novel, | think of the fragility of
initial forays into literature and the public eye. How events such as wancavball into

a reality no slow writing process can absorb. We need time to writediterand even

more to read it. As if he were diving down and coming back up for air over and over, the

author of Le Fils du pauvmeeaves together as best he can the cloudy, complex past and

the brutal present, the society and the individual, the European and the native North
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African, the male and the female, the native tyrant and the native teastiginggto the
complex location of Kabyle reality at a particular moment in history. Isweive, he

seems to say, it is because we have all inherited a “stable.” Theedwalils be some

jerk willing to lead the animals inside to slaughter. If we evolve, however, theeed

to take possession of it and such an act begins, not with an outward thrust, but an inward
one - an inventory.

In my early work on Feraoun | was struck by the bifurcated narration and read i
as an expression of the cultural taboos operating in the novel. The passage of the child
into French and the colonial school system, his separation from the economic aihd socia
determinants of his birthplace, present a rupture that is in part motivated by dire
necessity, but also personal ambition. Fouroul@bisto succeed. Why? How does this
culture look upon an individual capableesicapin@ How does that individual look upon
himself? Can he really escape? Does he want to? What would that say of hitytteg
What conflict did an education and a social climb in the hierarchy of coloniabredati
present to a man like Feraoun? To his village? To the French? These questamts pres
an act of disclosure that only an extradiagetical narrator, a split whithinavel between
the autobiographical and the omniscient, yet located, voice of fiction, operates and
sanctions. Bensmaia has come the closest to recognizing and analyzingifloaiscg
of this narrative split and the underlining artistic intention, calling it "the-ecoincidence
of voices and personae”. Such splitting is not simply a self-willed act,ististyl
schizophrenia. It is the literary depiction of what Homi Bhabha has callestige of
experience" or "those iterative instances that simultaneously mark thbiltysand
impossibility of identity, presence through absence" (Bhabha 52) as liyeebiple who
have been forced, often as children, to cross linguistic and cultural no-man's-lands that
ultimately and definitively separate them from the protective encla$ubheir childhood
worlds.

But the striking thing about Feraoun was that he returned. He never realyideft
literary migrancy is not the "blasphemous" cultural translation Bhabha hasietkin
the work of post-colonial writers like Rushdie, nor the unmoored inner and then outer
exile of Derrida. This is not to say that Feraoun was blindly reverent of higekab

Muslim heritage; as we saw in the old man'’s tale, his critical eyesteibhg when aimed
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at the failings of his own. Rather, he saw a generation at risk. Writing ksdmnsh editor

of his most anti-colonialist novel, Les Chemins qui monf€he Paths that Rise],

Feraoun clarified, "It is not the love story of Dehbia and Amer, it's the dysairea

generation half evolved, ready to melt into the modern world, a generation worthy of
interest, worthy of being saved and that, for all appearances, would soon have no other
choice than to renounce itself or disappear.12R) As this quote attests, Feraoun

assumed the scars of his generation's displacement. How do we survive aindiiem
same? How do we reap the rewards of education in a system that denies us a p@blic rol
And how does fiction offer such individuals a space to make an inventory of the personal
and the collective stakes involved in what is clearly a long history ofticgihe? As
Bensmaia concludes, “By lending his voice to an anonymous narrator to continue the
narrative, [Feraoun] wanted us to meditate on this tragedy and understand that one

survivor among millions is not a success stdfy.”

“% Ibid, p. 156.
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Chapter 6: Context, Ethnography and the Return of theAmusnaw

“These eyes are content to claim that everything happens
according to an immutable order of things, an order that simply
follows its path and could not stop to please anything... But this is
not my purpose. All along the route, | was looking at stunted
chestnuts and frail fig trees, eroded shale and sand. The landscape
that welcomed me screamed its nakedness, poverty, and near
hostility. It said to me: “What are you doing here? You managed to
escape.” (J 16)

Once you buttress yourself with generalities, you are amazed to
discover some very broad horizons. (J, 31)

My teacher and thesis director, the anthropologist and Metheorist Vincent
Crapanzano, believes he is a contextual thinker. "I am unable tbth&egs$ unless | find
myself in the context where my experience originates. Cbrgexucial for meaning, yet
it is exactly what cannot be transported, it can't be translated.Isblbalieves that North
African writers have been particularly focused on ethnography, wiaatefines in part
as the detailed rendering of place, and that they have doneagcaigic way. In contrast
to the ways Native Americans in the Southwest “read” theinldeape, he notes among
North African writers a catastrophic sense of history thgtaicts on how violence —
colonial, revolutionary, post-independence - is perceived and remembenreahoNa
history, embedded in landscape, “is envisioned [...] as an emergencasort af
socialization - through underworlds in which asocial acts wer¢ fiesformed and
gradually abandoned.” In Morocco, a culture that adores storytetheglandscape is
punctuated with saints’ sanctuaries that only the old visit and &eseft of healing
properties, of living tales; “the sanctuaries conjure the pasgagee as ruination and a

philosophy of resignatiort**

Crapanzano's reflections on context and the French-North
African experience in particular, most recently the exqmeee of Harkis, Algerians who

fought for the French in the war of independence and were consequtrlybeutally

*" Imaginative Horizonspages 43-45. For a phenomenological study ofepdal North Africa see also
StefaniaPandolfo’s Impasse of the Angles: Scermss & Moroccan Space of Memoghicago:
University of Chicago Press, 1997.
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murdered or callously forgotten, raises questions for me thsgeiins appropriate to
consider here and attempt to connect to Feraoun’s imaginative galdtdse.does
Feraoun’s work enter into a dialogue with ethnography? With thecplatiethnography
of colonial Algeria? How does his fiction alter this “detailed rendering of {fface

Context and thémusnaw

Most of us would agree that our intelligence is embedded in afispeontext.
Geographical, linguistic, political, historical — our “imaginativerizon,” to use a key
term of Crapanzano’s, is anchored in this context as is our méh@ne does not need
to be familiar with Hegel's theory of relations as the bdsrisidentity, or Edouard
Glissant’s ruminations on it and transposition of it onto the arclypetd Caribbean
identity, to recognize, from a Western perspective, how simultanethesiself and our
perception of ourselves arise in dialogic relation with a targlewly evolving and yet
sometimes suddenly transformed, complex organism of interpersonal aihatiomsl
relations. Stories emanating from that context are immediateigumable; we need no
mediator, no translator, though we are sometimes wholly unable rislati@ them
ourselves to others who do not share the same contextual link. Indeéal;ewgeople
endowed with such skills — mimetic expression, dramatic voice, humar, cherage —
who tell our stories, who hand us a mirror and elevate our everglayons into a
sphere of collective meaning, collective memory. It is a fureddat way we experience
communitas the British anthropologist Victor Turner's term for "the spordasg
immediate, concrete nature” of human relatedness, which "happeth#i dialectical
rapport with the less personal, more slowly evolving, institutiaadlinature of tradition
and social structure. Turner quotes Buber who describes it a®rigerlbeing side by
side (and, one might add, above and below) but with one another of a mudtftude

“8 Crapanzano’s book-length reflection, Imaginativarikbns poses the problem of cultural creativity, an
area he feels is often ignored by American anthagpsts, who exhibit a failure to address imagiveati
play and the question of freedom: “My concern ihvapenness and closure, with the way in which we
construct, wittingly or unwittingly, horizons thdétermine what we experience and how we interphett w
we experience (if indeed we can even separate iexyerfrom interpretation).” (2)
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persons. And this multitude, though it moves towards one goal, yetienqes
everywhere a turning to, a dynamic facing of, the others, a flowing frointétiehou”

In the Kabyle tradition, this figure is ttemusnawa “highly respected sage who
blends poetic language with political critique and local savvy,ldimg tamusni
(traditional wisdom) as art and social practice simultaneoug|ifverstein and
Goodman 37) The relationship between cultural creators and commerntietotbe
amusnaw their audience, and the larger institutional context or contextsiétarmine
power relations between social groups has been an object of iavestipy French
ethnographers for generations. Arnold van Gennep’s 1911-12 sojourn in Kabgta, V
Turner’s salvaging of his key concepts, and Pierre Bourdieu'sngsén the 1950s are
insightful examples. An examination of these ethnographer’s biogragiesoncepts in
relation to Algeria, and the related form of auto-ethnography, itaminate the
conflictual terrain in which Feraoun saw the situated and creatisigion of the Kabyle

writer.

*kk

Gennep’s seminal work omes rites de passagand his critique of Durkheim’s
mechanistic understanding of social groups — van Gennep’s insisteritbe active and
creative role of the individual in groups, especially those viewedpamitive” by
European social scientists - found confirmation in his Algerianiviietk during 1911-
1912% van Gennep was born to Dutch parents in 1873 and moved with his rtmther
France at the age of 6. A polyglot who spoke some 18 languagesirftean intellectual
home in the emerging field of ethnography, although never secured #notiorstl
position, in part due to his protest against German militarismorédefnd during World
War | and his critique of Durkheim. As Rosemary Zumwalt hastewriin her study

“Arnold van Gennep: The Hermit of Bourg-la-Rein@’van Gennep did not see

9Van Gennep conducted fieldwork in Algeria fromydid August 1911 and from April to June 1912. This
fieldwork resulted in : En Algéri€1914), “Etudes d’ethnographie algérienne,” a page article in Revue
d’ethnographie et de sociologolume 2, 1911. For a detailed discussion of vamit&p’s fieldwork, see
Zumwalt 1978, chapter 7. Rosemary Zumwalt, “Arnedeh Gennep: The Hermit of Bourg-la-Reine”
,SAOmerican Anthropologist84:299-313, 1982 (2)

Ibid.
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evolution in humans, rather in their social institutions, which at tiotedd lead to
impasses that only individual actions can avert: “But a human gdwstfor primordial
components individual forces each of which can at any moment reactveltoo often
insisted on this power of the individual, even in primitive societiesméalify the
collective situation.” The role of the individual was especially key in van Gennep’s
later work on folklore, for which he is considered a founding authoritiyrémce and
which he saw as a study of practices situated in Europeoumter-distinction to
ethnology, the study of non-European practices. Envisaged asolkective and
anonymous creation of people,” folklore in van Gennep’s conception did ndertbga
creative force of the individual. “Van Gennep,” writes Zumwaltaswopposed to the
romantic notion of the I®century that the folk create as a communal activity, as a
reflection of theirvolkgeistor group spirit. [...] This notion derived not only from a
paucity of direct observation, but also from the assumption thantiedual was not
important in primitive societies. People confused anonymity witk ¢d individuality.”
(Zumwelt 6)

Van Gennep’s contributions to understanding the rapport between theliradivi
and the group in social practices and how European ethnographerslgrsb&alogists
based their notions of this rapport on abstractions from field obsmrsat places like
Algeria, and his particular critique concerning the “paucitylioéct observation,” were
long ignored by the established academy in France. Given thecalokitontext of
imperial France and its dominion over such “primitive” societiesAlgeria, it is not
surprising that the institutions of ethnographic research did not eenvemn Gennep’s
ideas> Nor is it surprising that his concepts were resurrectedetatibrated on by a
British anthropologist, Victor Turner. Underscoring the creativppoat between

L van Gennep 1920:342, cited by Zumwelt, ibid (5).

*2 |t is interesting to note that van Gennep encaentebstacles in this fieldwork that point to aicus

and common denial of the cultural impact of pregiogcupiers in Algeria and the fact that the “ptive”
society French ethnographers hoped to study wdsyrdly embedded in an extremely complex foreign
religious tradition, namely Islam. “I counted ooiry as one does when studying the Masai or the
Australians, the Eskimos or the Indians: going ihi® villages themselves, staying there for some &nd
so conducting complete inquiries step by step” @&mnep 1914:127-128). Zumwalt writes: “His hopes
for thorough, detailed research were not fulfilléd. his dismay, he had to contend with the Islamic
seclusion of women, and it was the women who madebttery , wove the fabric , and conserved “with
jealous care the magic formulas [and] the sup&rsstpractices” (van Gennep 1914:127). Though
impatient with this cultural and religious seclusiaf women, van Gennep adjusted. He conductedat gre
deal of research in the Kasbah of Algiers, wandgtie streets and observing the artisans.” Ibjd (2
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communitas and structure, Turner focused on van Gennep’s condbptlmhinal stage
of the initiate and the marginal duriniges de passage# contemporary of Feraoun, and
one of the leading members of the transatlantic ethnographic movemsgimbolic
anthropology, Turner’s lifework was to explore the complexity of iedayus practices
and the contradictory impulses in indigenous systems of thought. AccaaiRgger

Abrahams, whose preface to Turner's The Ritual Procdsaw from here, Turner was

primarily interested in group life expressed through the lived expegs of participants;
in the “betwixt-and-between” state of liminality, he saw ways$each us about radically
different cultures.

Salvaging von Gennep’s analytic framework, Turner observed inididsvbrk
the three-step process by which the neophyte refashions his vegy eparation and
passage through a threshold or limen into a ritual world removédinen and space;
mimetic reenactment of dimensions of the separation crisis ewB&uctures are
challenged and elaborated; and finally, return and re-entry into dnkel wf social
structure as an active, adult participant. To Turner, the secondiimstege was key, a
subversive and ritually inversive process that he saw as laamem for the renewal of
culture and the experience of universal interrelatedness. Drdwaimghis readings of
Henri Bergson, who also influenced Feraoun, Turner linked his scientfik with the
reading and interpretation of works of art, for like Bergson, arnduld argue similarly
to Feraoun, poets, artists and writers can be seen to act in tgmsnaf structure to
create works that “reclassify reality” and “incite men tbian and thought.” More than
just a biological drive, the desire for an experience of commutiitelsides rationality,
volition, memory, and the bond between men,” giving voice to “all of tcos&radictory
features that [give] lives the ability to laugh and cry together.” (Truximig

The relevance of Turner's schema to a reading of Feraoun’'d roewident.
Clearly, Feraoun’s three years as a boarder and student atctie Rormale of
Bouzareah outside Algiers, as described in his novel's secondTpertElder Son
represented a liminal stage in the evolutionary passage friomwea social group to a
higher one. His creative, mimetic echoing of the scholastlon@l bildungsroman, and
his ironic critique of an exoticized, alienated perspective on kabwlas for its time

“subversive and ritually inversive,” with the intention of renewing HKabgulture
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through an embedded critique of its traditionalism and extending a sérianiversal
interrelatedness.” Feraoun was never content with the elimmafithe third section of
the novel by his Parisian editors, just as they were obviouslgt ikase with its
implications. In light of Turner's schema, it represented &freand re-entry” of an
elected initiate, as much a personal as a political devotion ttnghielations there
between dominant social agents and a now “active, adult particigdre.fact that the
novel as it was published in France and continues to be known in Frencbras with
a coming-of-age that implies separation rather than reintexgratuccessful ascension
rather than the troubled and obstructed path of a mature and commitiedatserver,
created a rift between Feraoun’s first and later works thaincms to disorient his
readers and disturb his legaty.

Turner did not, to my knowledge, specifically investigate the lilm@ation of
the colonial subject, the minority, or the immigrant, what Spivak ¢@sed the
subaltern, positions that over the years since Turner’'s death in 198®hadeeloquent
theoretical expression in the field of postcolonialism as veelide-spread expression in
popular media. Yet his notions of marginal space from which new eutlam emerge
points to broader connections with our subject. Stretched across cohtestsy been
forced to migrate back and forth between a native and an imposeakptadigm, the
colonialevolué a kind of 28' century amusnaw, is the heir of what the French sociologist
Pierre Bourdieu has called a “cleaved habitus”: his native cobmepenetrated by
another context, which threatens to overwhelm it. Already in 1952, thgini¢an

psychiatrist Franz Fanon, in his seminal work Black Skin, Whitekslagew from his

work in Algeria to outline the intimate violence such penetradimes to the notion of the
self and the possibility of that self to speak and be heard, td tratveeen contexts, to
make its case in the tribunal of universality. Such subjeetssammoned to a forced
translation, one that threatens to erase the original. If they thevluck and guts and
smarts to face this threat, they must carve out a reliadolslation and serve as cultural
go-betweens. They are forced or they jump into a schizophrenie bpageen contexts

%3 Both of Feraoun’s subsequent novels, La Terra sahgand_Les Chemins qui montefocus on the
impossible return of two generations of Kabyle mdro have tasted the reality of the colonial mettepo
and end up the martyred victims of internal tension
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and their success or failure to articulate that dual knowledge, etkaerience of
competing contexts, can have lasting effects. Sometimes thi®opatself leads them to
salvage the past, not from an obvious innate talent, but from the hapenstgosition
and the recognition of something missed, untranslated, unacknowledgedsgstial to
the picture of what makes them human.

One might argue that the stories told from the position of culttaaklator are
fundamentally different from those told within the cushion of convention, or,
sociologically speaking, from an institutional perspective. Tareysubject to a location
outside it "facing the wooded edge," as Benjamin wrote about dgegin his famous
essay, "The Task of the Translator": "Unlike a work of literatuasmstation does not find
itself in the centre of the language forest but on the outsalegféahe wooded ridge; it
calls into it without entering [...] It intends language as a whl&tanding outside a
given context can give them an experience of it as a tota@iligy see its boundaries, its
blindnesses, its partiality, and its will to omit what does natrigglto chastise those who
refuse to comply. This hegemonic nature of context, especially @manced of its
superiority and propelled at you by an occupying army, but alsbv@méed down to you
as a possession to protect and conserve, can appear as a fateafa kind of power
one is helpless to confront.

And yet, writers do confront it. In the works of Kafka, Conrad, Bald¥inght —
as in the works of Francophone North African writers like Albggtmmi, Driss Chraibi,
Mohammed Dib, Kateb Yacine, Mohammed Mammeri, Edmond Amran Elhyislabil
Fares, Assia Djebar, and Feraoun, (Feraoun and Mammeri would addaimgatriot
Camus), there is a sense of the externality of contexts arfeelireggs resulting from that
experience: torment and humor, a sense of futility and secretiambif ultimately
having everything and nothing to lose. Mixed with this is a consciousness obis@at
obscurity, of insufficient status, or orphanhood, as if these wnitere alone in their
experience of ambiguity and sensed no other avenue than thel Istiémgth of their
own minds. Whether hidden within a mastery of the target contelt (onrad) or

enacted through omission and disjuncture (a la Feraoun), the fundaengreaénce of a

>4 Benjamin, Walter. “The Task of the translatorltithinations: Essays and Reflectiohew York:
Shocken Books, 1968, p. 76.
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violent competition of contexts speaks. It is inevitable. It is they wapetus of the

literary gamble.

Feraoun and Bourdieu

The writer, having denounced hunger as a profound yet treatable disease
in need of immediate attention, desired to make the patient known, not to
write prescriptions or propose remedies. That is why he conceded to
folklore, to narrow regionalism. Yet for the same reason, in exactly the
same logic, he did not concern himself with aesthetics, or irreproachable
formal purity. The documentary aspect of his work retains in his eyes the
utmost importance, and he devotes all his attention to it because he knows,
alas, that the observer who studies Muslim society from the outside has
never understood it and that he always has the tendency to stop at the
differences rather than at the similarities. The traditions, the ntoees
customs, the beliefs and the superstitions, individual and collective
morality, in sum the full spectacle of life...

- Feraoun, “La Littérature algérienne” (A 65)

The concept of “habitus” is a charged terrain in sociology, espesiace Bourdieu’s
death in 2002. A recent examination of his fieldwork in Algeria ddig Jane Goodman
and Paul Silverstein contends that Bourdieu’s “Algerian oeuvre,” anatdheept of
habitus that grew out of it, is predicated on the colonial settilgsadbservations and his
vision of Kabyle society as divided into an origirdfore and a violently translated
after. His studies are also divided into a remembered or reconstipatdchyal of
traditional Berber society untouched by colonialism and based on unrsamexs and
one of an ethnically mixed, fractured society based on detail@stist analysis and
named informants. A major essay of the first category, “Th&tirSent of Honor in
Kabyle Society,” was based on information gathered in Tizi HB&laoun’s birth place.
Indeed, Bourdieu considered Feraoun a “dear friend” who “read and armhotdte
benevolent indulgence, my first writings on Kabylia.” (ix) v@ilstein and Goodman
confirm that much of the essay was derived from conversationsFerdoun who may

have even drafted some of Bourdieu’s ethnography himself. (Séuermshd Goodman,
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32) They also contend that the split in Bourdieu’s ethnography is likefsisnd in
Feraoun’s oeuvre: “whereas his early novels and essays afforcyaably idealized
portrayal of Kabyle social institutions and traditions, he latesteva compelling and
graphic diary-style account of the French-Algerian war asXperienced it.” (33) The
two shared political views as well — a condemnation of violencetandleft's embrace
of an ideology of the tabula rasa when it came to how the revolution would freeafkyeri
from the “yoke of patriarchal traditionalism and religious autiidri(34) Several
contributors to Bourdieu in Algeriamake note of Bourdieu’s own “cleaved habitus;” one

wonders to what degree Feraoun, Bourdieu’'s elder, guided the aspisifassor in
considering his owmleracinemengs an intelligent rural farm boy who went off to Paris
to study, to Algeria as a military recruit, and back to Abges a professor of sociology,
a man who clearly succeeded, through education, in leaving hisanadliieasant milieu
behind. The sentiments of guilt and shame, of indebtedness and ambitiore theg in

the narrator of Le Fils du pauviave also been noted by readers of Bourdieu.

Yet if both men managed to escape, Feraoun’s flight led him backdce he
started. He escaped the poverty and forced emigration of his’payeneration, but not
the caste system of colonial Algerian society and its uiitits nor the visceral pull of
his ancestral traditions. At times he saw himself exa&lB@urdieu saw “depeasanted”
Algerians: as cultural monsters, divided between two worlds wiakéth the reflexive
and critical capacities to navigate successfully betweehagross these worlds. Their

only possible condition was one of alienation.” (quoted in SilversteinGoatiman 19)

A passage in Feraoun’s Jourdalted 1955, the year Bourdieu landed as a military recruit
in Algeria, illustrates this alientation:

What do | think? | am not thinking of anything at all. Let ustbay | would have

to dig quite deep down in to myself. Then | would not be able to stop aotont
the endless surge of ideas, opinions, and conclusions that have alwaysgdzet

of me and that would surely surface. If indeed these ideas foung t#weacape,

all of them would emerge like very dense vapors that, as ledenasit, wait
patiently for a hand to come and loosen the cover of the copper pbtdh thiey

have been imprisoned by a powerful genie for centuries. Just like Vapsrs,

the contents of my insides would compress, and once outside of prisold w
appear like a crippled, ridiculous devil to the puzzled eyes of thagg@epeho
think that they know me. An astute and nasty devil whose accussegsswould
know nothing about pity or gratitude, a dreadful character who, immovable and
insensible, would demand atonement. What could one hear from the mouth of
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such a demon will be exactly what | and my compatriots think. kestdgendary
devils, he would limp, having lost some of his vapors: the most undersjeanati
generous parts, the only part capable of friendship and forgivenats these
parts scattered to the winds, there would be nothing left but haf{ded3 Dec.
1955, 24)

It is striking that the self Feraoun is digging deep down into here is not quite only his
own, rather the bed of collective fears and memories of injustice that fualtiexsl
The question such ruminations raises is the choice between a communitas of revolution
vs. one of literature. For Feraoun, the teacher, the self-styled coward, tiseeaiyano
choice at first. And ethnography, or the sociology of traditional rural lifea f@rm of
writing, of observing and recording, of girding autobiographical and fictiiomagination
with a quasi-scientific, culturally non-specific location of critical olsagon - seems to
have offered a stylistic means to anchor such explosive internal tensions in a profound
and pacifist rendering of Algerian space.

It was not an uncommon conclusion. Exposed to international literary forms, yet
excluded from scholarly institutions that would authorize their description analagof
the social malaise in Kabylia, many homegrown intellectuals like Feraothre as
American anthropologist Thomas Lyons argues, found in the truth claims of ethhggr
and especially of the ethnographic novel, a means of authorizing a new and native
discourse” As educated informants, writing from their own experience about a society
few French or French Algerians knew from within, they sought to corregtargeptions,
and counter the “paucity of direct observation,” opening a space for constructive
exchange where the ignorance and fear that lay at the core of a hundredtgegohi
colonial domination and segregation might be transformed. As Lyons and Colonna have
shown, teaching, teachers’ newspapers, and textbooks were stepping stones tmards s

literary endeavor. Teacher’s journals like the already mentioned La VeiXwables

were vehicles for launching ethnographic portraits of local communities. Geadafahe

EN found here as well a vehicle for their nascent literary ambitions. limgash

%5 Lyons, Thomas, “The Ethnographic Novel and Ethnplgyan Colonial Algeria” Modern Philology
100:4. (May, 2003): 576-595.
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reviews that Feraoun published extracts of his fiction and essays on “Algiéeeature.
Meetings with sympathetic French teaching colleagues, social wankernsudding
sociologists like Bourdieu were likewise fruitful. Indeed, they were instrushent
supporting what until then appeared aberrant, unwise, ambitious, unhealthy. Excluded
from metropolitan institutions, and often unwilling to “write prescriptions or propose
remedies” for political malaise, these native informants and observeesl iarfiction to
reconfigure the tragic landscape of Algerian society.

In Le Fils du pauvreas in Feraoun’s subsequent works, Kabylia is both universal

and particular, allegorical and real, timeless and historical. Its docsgpieaks intimately
about the history of contact between Islam and Christianity, between Aftt&urope,

and about the layered impact of foreign domination on rural North African populations. It
observes, participates in, represents, parodies and eternalizes theuwsttrak and

practices of the Kabyle. What European ethnographer or novelist could have done this?
For what motive? Indeed, Feraoun was not a teacher for nothing. His mission was to
inform. Yet his in-depth rendering of place held troubling implications for the qaliti
status quo, and perhaps more so, for national liberation. Would the revolution solve the
issue of migrant rights? Would women be free to inherit land and have mastery aver the
sexuality and reproduction? Would the European-Algerians who had passionately
fostered the art of writers like Feraoun be able to live in security in thiatdsecountry?
Would it even be multi-ethnic? Would the new state speak Tamazight?

Auto-ethnography

In my readings of the period, | have been struck by the long-festering andadlyent
inoperable compromise reached between French and Muslim Algerian law, andlinte
to France, between the imperial designs of colonialism and the republican ideal of a
secular society built on a history of Catholicism and democratic représanio
understand the apartheid of the period and the ways Algerians of all strigesapged
in it, it helps to note the shift from a geographical to a juridical divide commolhéylca
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the “status personnel.” This status allowed for the existence of Muslim Fraljelats in
French-Algeria who were locally subject to Islamic law and consequagniygd French
citizenship. When citizenship finally presented itself as a means of paréigiation

(and a ploy to obstruct full political emancipation), the few Muslim Algeriaastgd

this right were asked to disown their religious affiliation. To awardezighip to the
entire Muslim population, in a country three times the sida ofere patriethe French
would have had to accept a demographic as well as a cultural transformatian of the
country as a whole. As McDougall has written:

After the failed attempts at the physicahtonnement restriction to reservations

— of the indigenous population in the nineteenth century, the repressive divide of
thestatus personnederved as an effective means of judicehtonnement

through the first half of the twentieth century. [...] The status personnel was thus
the site in which the colonial oppression of Algerian Muslims was organized and
exercised. At the same time, it was the key symbolic space which eafserir
traditions, our customs and our beliefs’, ‘part of our ancestral patrimony’ — a
strictly sacred space whose limits, for most Algerians, marked the boundary
between apostasy and belief. (McDougall 88)

When the symbolic and juridical framework of your heritage - the laws of iaheet
marriage, birth right, property ownership and the process for resolvimegnuep and
inter-personal conflict — is dominated by a religious culture at fundanmmadalwith a
distant yet increasingly influential colonial power, there follows a gébezakdown of
group cohesion. How families and individuals react is the subject of contemporary
sociology. Indeed, it formed the basis of Bourdieu’s examination of social cohesion and
disruption, the famous “deracinement” of indigenous Algerians. Yet to get ‘satred
space,” “the boundary between apostasy and belief,” and expose and expand the limits
that define identity and the relations between individuals, to speak in essenclegrom t
location of a situated self, reveals the limitations of such an institutionally and
scientifically mediated discourse.

Autobiography alone can present its own limitations. In the Algeria of the 1940s
and 50s, as in America in the 1930s and 40s, internal informants educated in the school of
ethnography began to see freedom elsewhere - in what Francoise Lionndiekdas ca
“auto-ethnography.” Lionnet’s analysis of the biography and work of Zoré&eN&asston
is relevant. Schooled in the anthropological tradition of Boas, where the “alldgory o
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salvage” dominated the representational practice of researchergrHurstpied a

position of fundamental liminality. At once a participant in and an observer of her
culture, busy with the transposition, translation and transcription of her culture into a
fixed text, Hurston came to be suspicious of the anthropological mission. “Hercgapti
about the writing of culture would permeate the writing of the self, the autapiog

turning it into the allegory of an ethnographical project that self-conscioushgs from

the general to the particular and back." (Lionnet 99) Before her writingg Bfatual
autobiographies exhibited a 3-fold pattern of death, conversion and rebirth and strong
sense of transcendent purpose. Lionnet notes that, unlike them, Hurston doesn’t seek to
authorize herself through religion; her writings are not anchored in agipating myth

of racial or sexual difference. Her book Dust Tracks on a Ri@eks not gesture toward

a coherent tradition of introspective self-examination with soul-baring dispfays
emotion." Indeed, "it is an orphan text that attempts to create its own geneglog
simultaneously appealing to and debunking the cultural traditions it helps to redefine"
(101) The complementary nature of an aesthetic viewpoint on life and a celebration of
one’s ethnic heritage led Hurston to reject race as a category forgieéh what she
saw as the fluid, diverse reality of social life, and to a literary practioecording the
“subjective realities of a particular people in a specific time and pléb@4) In “Seeing
the World as it Is,” Hurston wrote, “I do not wish to deny myself the expansion of
seeking into individual capabilities and depths by living in a space whose boundaries are
race and nation.” (107)

We will explore the connections between the respective literary geaaif
Hurston and Feraoun in a later section; for now, let us take note of a fundamental aspect
of their self-positioning. Lionnet introduces a key word: “orphan” texts. Both Feraou
and Hurston were early educated minorities in societies cleaved by eapiedation.
Both took critical distance from their religious heritage. And both wereized for their
political neutrality or ambiguity, often viewed as condoning the very badewnfdwn
exclusion. Their work did not offer the unambiguous protest novels many sought out to
justify hope in a new, liberated man, or the violence employed to create him. Their
understanding of cultural transmission and group identity just didn’t allow for such

ideological narrowness. What is interesting, rather, is how their vibrant, aquior
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combinations of a salvaging auto-ethnographic practice and an aesthetic viewpoint, thei
hybrid novelistic enterprise, was received in the midst of revolution and the ghts ri
movement respectively. Basically, both were misread (or selectively, tiamissed,
sometimes castigated, and ultimately forgotten. Their orphan texts have takdegit®
reach us.

If writers must risk exposure to the political extremes of their period, tthdbs
remain workshops for the soul. Ethnography, fiction, translation: these psaate
entwined in the role of cultural mediator and it is this role that Feraoun informs us about
at a distance of some forty years. A writer who strives to fill the rodenofsnaw
combining the skills of sage, philosopher, and visionary, Feraoun seems to say in this
book, is given a time, a place, and a mountain of obstacles. It is up to him or her to climb.
The shame of not overcoming these obstacles, of not living up to the pain and hope of
people, of not telling their story as he tells his own — of succumbing to the rrettne

bitterness of the day - is a motivating factor.
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Chapter 7: American Connections

We see things clearly and at a distance. At
such a distance that our vision pierces all the
mirages, the reflections that they are still
trying to manipulate in order to deceive us.
At such a distance that we no longer want to
debate because, at last, we have mastered
our truth, and it cannot be up for discussion.
Yes, this truth is different from others’ truth.
But are we trying to discuss theirs? (J, 31)

If writers must enter into that “place of first permission,” so must themstator. The
path of the writing is laid out, but not its resonance nor its reception, which can widen
and shift with unexpected turns. As a translator, | have watched texts fal Siaddenly,
after months tucked away, soar with unexpected strength. And over the yesgdeba
preoccupied with a set of questions often asked by ethnographers and anthropologists, but
also by poets and artists: In our effort to travel between cultural cantextsdo we
strike the balance of a distance necessary to observe, and a closeness, edr@sseein
identification required to understand? Are there limits to translation? d@aetlsing that
is meaningful in Kabylia — say, the notion of clan honor - find accurate expressian in t
American cultural sphere? Are there books we should not translate, that are
untranslatable? Is this a linguistic, scientific, political, or ethesué? How do we
choose our texts? How do we foster, through translation, understanding of human life in
both specific and general terms while taking account of the power relatiorenwet
escape? And how do we communicate this understanding, how do we present our
translations? Does the form of our translations impact on the knowledge, the meaning
expressed? Does it reflect something about our limitations?

Literary translation, as | have discovered in my attention to the work of Feraoun,
can be considered a form of journeying with a people and the texts that corfstitute t
cultural memory. It is a method of observation that seeks to hear the questions a give
historical and geographical location of humanity raises through its meqissaexts,
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and to transmit them across contexts. As the French-Algerian socidtagisy Colonna
described the sociology of literature in her Master’s Thesis devoted taReliderary
translation should not seek to resolve a text's contradictions, rather open thenmepto a
public and new meaning. Working through one's intentions in choosing a text, one's
ignorance, one’s insights, one's blindnesses, are part of the process of brieging a
across cultural contexts. It is important in the world we live in today that thiegsas
shown, shared, and embraced.

The quote | have used as a leitmotif in this commentary from Robert Duncan's
poem "Often | am permitted to Return to a Meadow" points to a practice of reafling
linking the source language world with voices in the target one, of establishlaghat
can be marked out and later retraced. One such trail is the notion of nativity tuddl | w
like to now explore through the voices of Native American writers William Apfsstt
Momaday, James Welch and Leslie Marmon Silko, and again, the great African

American folklorist and novelist Zora Neale Hurston.

Nativity

Although there is little historical or cultural contact betwedgeria and the United
States, as we have explored, parallels exist in how writersoth contexts have
undertaken an exploration of the question of nativity, of indigenous meraodyjts
contact with colonial culture.

In A Son of the Foresthe first autobiography of a Native American published in

1829, and later essays, the mixed-blood Pequot Indian preachemAMpass used his
considerable and by then well-established rhetorical gifts ite vaoth a conversion
narrative of his own journey toward Christian faith, a journey ofditsalvation and
creative adaptation, and a remarkably clear-sighted condemmdtiChristian perfidy
towards “Natives,” a social category he introduces to desdndbarticular position of
all the varied and until then often splintered indigenous American peoptestrast to

Europeans settlers and African slaves. In “An Indian’s Looking-sGlas the White
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Man,” Apess leans on common sense and irony, much like Feraoun, to suggest that Whi

Christians would run Jesus Christ out of town for his dark colémél should appear

among us, would he not be shut out of doors by many, very quickly? And lgyttws

who possess religion? By what you read, you may learn how deep yaciples are. |

should say they were skin-deep.” (Apess 100) To write as @e\NAmerican was to

address the public sphere, in the words of historian Barry O’Aarisdm “the edge of

either degeneracy or complete assimilation,” an “unspeakabledanion.” (O’Connell

xli) Similar to Feraoun, yet over a hundred years earlier, Apess few if any

antecedents to use for models. And in similar ways, he entered upimg vand

publication, that “place of first permission,” motivated by the caintteons between an

imported ideal of faith in the goodness of mankind and a memory of violgtiral

contact and historical obliteration. His self-conscious posture, dny,ihis moralism —

which speaks of his religious education — remind me of Feraoun. Hscigme

description of a resurgence in popular indifference towards and/or $uppor

extermination as a means of dealing with the European-Nativeriéaneencounter

echoes Feraoun’s chronicle of Kabylia in his chapter “War”:

Sober-thoughted men, far from the scenes of danger, in the security of cities and
populous regions, can coolly talk of “exterminating measures,” and discuss the
policy of extirpating thousands. If such is the talk of the cities, what is the temper
displayed on the borders? The sentence of desolation has gone forth — “the roar is
up amidst the woods”; implacable wrath, goaded by interest and prejudice, is
ready to confound all rights... these are not the idle suggestions of fancy; they are
wrung forth by facts, which still haunt the public mind. (Apess, 68)

Or certainly this quote from Feraoun'’s last novel, La Cite des Rabtese the “Arab”

protagonist considers the self-serving attitudes of the French during therwar f

independence:

The best among you figure that we are worth nothing, that without you we’ll
return to the void from which you had the gall to pull us. The best cling to us like
one clings to a work of long effort that has been hellish to complete. Yes, the best
believe that we are their work, that we belong to them, they hold onto us just like
the bad ones hold on to their properties, those huge domains they cultivated over
the course of generations and at the price of much Arab sweat. Believe me, they
too are convinced they have created Algeria and proudly point it out to any who
would be tempted to diminish their merit. (CR 114)
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Unlike Feraoun, Apess was already a kind of ethnic orphan when he began to
write. His parents were a mix of Pequot and African, who abandoned him early to be
raised by his grandmother. The chilling scenes he recounts of her near fatg bea
him point to the utter decimation of this native society long before France eugnext
Algiers. Coining the name “Native” long before others perceived their unitgamenon
threat, he also captured a movement of earfycehtury American interests that would
wipe out the vestigial traces of his ancestry. A bit of a preacher, a bit tdtehahis

words are both miraculous and fleeting. No one knows how William Apess died.

Exile and Return

Over a hundred years later, the work of M. Scott Momaday offers another touching point
for a consideration of nativity. Like Feraoun, Momaday was born and grew up among
people whose ways were ancient, whose crafts were prehistoric, whose wasi¢typal,
and whose history and knowledge were orally transmitted. Like the Kabyles aiva Ki
were defeated by European invaders, experienced forced relocation and,during t
1930s, fell victim to severe poverty. And like the Kabyle, the Kiowa and the manyeNati
peoples Momaday encountered as a boy were and remain marvelously résitieat

face of natural and human adversity, resisting both the forces of nature and thefforces
empires, they exhibit time and again a flexible capacity for incorporatémgents of
outside value systems while retaining, cultivating and transmitting thasrier

collective survival.

An important aspect of such survival is the individual's experieneaxitéd and
return, and how the exhilaration and pain of this experience is incorporated inttivallec
meaning and value. Indeed, this subject, as a core story or thesmes trese two
"Native" writers together. Feraoun, who was publishing almost decades before
Momaday, is known for his literary treatment of the issuessihalation in the colonial
Eurocentric society of French Algeria. But like Momaday, herldocused on the

experience of migrant workers, Kabyle men who starting in vl early 1900s
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emigrated to Paris and other French factory towns. Feraounalesédahe memory and
the history of what became the largest influx of temporaryigorevorkers into a
European country during the t?(!:entury. This was the generation of his father and
village men just a bit older than him. Their story of displagegraed failed reintegration,

of emigration and troubled return, drove Feraoun to write La Btrire sandEarth and

Blood and Les Chemins qui montefithe Path that Rises]. And Feraoun’s research and

imaginative emersion in the memory of this generation of mtgnerkers changed the
nature of his creative project. What had begun as an open-heaptedl &p include
Kabyle reality in the panoply of human stories became, througlnhisrstanding of the
itinerant factory worker experience and the trapped, stagnamtys@ti home, a tragic
sensibility. Feraoun's workers never return whole or well; sscée the larger colonial
world, to Europe, leads to a sense of displacement, rejection, faihdesuicide. As if
they have become the accidental embodiments of forces that siilbgeheir heritage.
Like Edouard Glissant’s reading of Faulkner’s work, Feraoun éscdtte problem of 20
century colonialism, viewed through the lens of these rural natiggants, as an
inability to establish a legitimate line of descent, to pldewemiselves in a living
continuum?®

Often forced by war or economic deprivation to leave home, géhernr of the
Native protagonist constitutes a driving theme of Native Ametitarature. Momaday's
Pulitzer-prize winning 1968 novel House Made of Daamd Leslie Marmon Silko's

1977 Ceremonyboth recount the journey of a Native American soldier away to the
battlefields of World War Il and back to the stifling economytmbal homelands.
Whereas Feraoun saw the novel as a means of “making the patiem”kibotvnot
offering “a diagnosis or remedies,” Silko sees the novel as daobkaling, a means of
anchoring novelty, however attractive or horrific, into a catea$ beliefs and rhythms,

of locating home within a universally inclusive, yet also partigydattern. In some ways
she seems to echoes the work of Feraoun’s compatriot Assia Dyblbae corrective

fiction reinscribes lost memory.

%% See: Edouard Glissant, Faulkner, Mississippil83.
" See: John Erikson, “Translating the Untranslaf§dbar's "Le blanc de I'Algerie”. Indiana Univeysit
Press, 1999.
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Whether the story of Native Americans soldiers returning torvasens after
experiences in World War Il or those of Native Algerian migvamitkers returning to the
Kabyle bled, as is the major theme of Feraoun's later novetg Negtive writers tend to
link their “fountain” of language to indigenous relations to place, howdgsolate. In
James Welch’s darkly realistic novels, the questioning of the qaastbe devastating

because so much of it remains mysterious, so much knowledge sebms been lost,

but this is no cause for despair. Described in his novels Winter iBldwe and _The
Death of Jim LoneyWelch has also spoken in interviews about his childhood on the

reservation in ways that echo the perspective of Fouroulou and the journey of Feraoun:

I've heard both described countless times as being "bleak,"” even "hopeless." But
to a kid growing up, they weren't bad at all. You had friends, your parents loved
you, you loved your culture, you rode horses, you put up hay, you fished and
hunted. It was only later, after you had been told that your culture was aying a
that you had grown up in a depressed, "bleak" place, that you came to believe that
life on a reservation was not what you thought it was.

Hugo, (poet, teacher at college) in his infinite wisdom and generosity, said, "Go
ahead, write about the reservation, the landscape, the people.” At the moment |
thought that was a fine idea, but as | walked home that day, | became more
depressed with each block. | knew that nobody wanted to read about Indians,
reservations, or those rolling endless plains that turned into Canada just thirty
miles north. By the time | got home, | began to think that maybe that country was
bleak and that life on the reservation was hopeless. [...] Happily, | was wfong.

Feraoun does not focus on a sense of the sacredness of land, an eadilgrgvident in
works by Native American writers, yet the fusion of physical aocial geography plays
a vital role in Feraoun's stories and essays. We have spoken safdden drops, its
hairpin curves, the topography of poverty and starvation. Time aldwesetsocial
divisions onto the Kabylian hillside like the indentations of the étems checkerboard”
in the village djema. There is a clear sense of the land’slityosind, to outsiders or
villages who have left and return, a bleakness only the nativeowan What Elaine
Jahner has written about native American writers holds true fimotie: "No other
novelists have shown so compellingly how the definite geographicaongriof a tribal
homeland mark spiritual boundaries which in turn enclose places oftibmnand

healing. To do that requires a carefully trained awareness tableear and then

%8 Interview. Web. 20 April 2010. <http://www.lopeaiies.com/articles/welch.htel
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orchestrate the many voices in oral traditions which dramaiixe time has shaped
people in one particular homeland™

Although, as I've noted, Feraoun does not offer prescriptions for theasmdne
details, there is a sense that the very localness or situssedihihe traumas he explores
counters their affect. Unlike thousands of his fellow Algeriangadisessed of their lands
and uprooted in relocation camps during the uprisings of the 1860s and againttieiring
revolution, an experience Bourdieu would study in detail, Feraoun was natf dhe
deraciné The village of Tizi embodies the evolution of Kabyle sociéhg history of
filiation and political affiliation, of families and djemaas, the focus of Kalentity and
the central square of each neighborhood where the social forcadentity play
themselves out:

Imagine at a given moment two alleyways opposite one anothémngtaom the

same point, one to the left, the other to the right. At this privdleg®t the road is
quite wide. It's a crossroads, a square, or a djemaa. Is tmg tova strange fluke

or a decision for reasons now forgotten? Our ancestors built nothing on the
intersection of this crossroads: you are in the village's mainrequbhe
'Musician's Square.' (PMS 6)

The village has three parts and consequently three djemaas. Eacta djas its
stone benches and polished slabs. Everywhere, carved into the slabadyibe fi
same unchanging checkerboard where one can play with pebbles. (PMS 6)

Feraoun goes on to describe the layout of the village — the neighbortio®dsosques,
the Moorish café, the materials used in construction, the house df aan with its
large and small rooms, its courtyard and benches. Having dismiksedomantic
blindness of the nevertheless well-meaning tourist, we are affahdecorrection of an

informed observer:

It does not matter much that each neighborhood has its ancestoraddatrri
between karoubas have existed for a long time, so that today tbey lotthe
village is one, like that of a person. There are neither caetearistocratic titles
belonging to a given family. (PMS, 7)

%9 Elaine Jahner, "The Novel and Oral Tradition"Qunversations with LMS1981
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The residents of the lower neighborhood, for example, descend frorauklez
Mezouz had five sons, who gave their names to each of the fivaefamoil the
karouba. [...] As for the "Bachirens,"” their ancestor is just fage® from
Djurdjura. The Bachirens are not proud of their origin. Deep down they fee
inferior to others. (PMS, 7)

Each space, each material, each object so specificallyilwBbcis combined with
observations of social relations. The contradictions between theingnifotion of
Kabyle identity and the obvious distinctions between social grougisuisturally central
to the territory Feraoun is traversing here. He is both awansiformant, driven to
defend clan identity, hence its difference from Western sm®altity. Yet he is a trained
eye, intellectually curious about the divisions that operate in @m@aliof Kabyle life.
The fact that his viewpoint is colored with an external classemness is revealed by the
description of the pathetic poverty of material possession. Beadlusabyle live in the
same manner, Feraoun’s narrator states that "there are norrpbor.” Yet he then
enumerates the possessions of a "rich man." He has "mangdigs,small olive groves,
a hectare of land to plant, and sometimes a spring in one offiglds." He owns
"livestock: a pair of oxen, a cow, a few sheep, a mule or a donHeylouse "has many
rooms." The omitted contrast to the extravagant wealth of tlemsaerves to heighten
the irony here. In this closed sphere, all wealth is extdrodlof exile and return: “A
few pretentious houses have recently been constructed thanks to money baakght
from France. The immodest facades and garish red tiles of thmsses rise amid
generalized decay.” Yet this luxury is literally “out of ¢4 and this dislocation only
reinforces the “spiritual boundaries” that define a common natwengr: “We know that
inside they look the same as all the others. They deserve dhducepithet we give
them: ‘Menaiel’'s stables: gleaming on the outside, but full of duntydmnkeys on the
inside.” (PMS 7)



94

Crossroads

Although these works by Native American writers offer a nattoaching stone for
Feraoun's arrival in an American cultural context, it is thekvadrthe American writer
and ethnologist Zora Neale Hurston that offers a meeting point ofiaintesonance.
Born in 1891 in Macon County, Alabama, and growing up in Eatonville, Florida, which
Hurston claims was the first incorporated Negro township in theetdi8tates, Hurston's
introduction to the anthropologist Franz Boas and the study of folklore rgaveatural
storytelling talents a methodology and an institutional setting. Thaugs luckily
unnecessary to enumerate here the breadth and depth of her ressasrimg on Black
folktales and Haitian Voodoo ceremonies, and the simultaneous outpouriictjcofal,
dramatic, and autobiographic writings, such work having been sucégssdbtaged
from the dustbin of history by critics and researchers froml87®s on, rereading Dust
on a RoadZora Neale Hurston's autobiography, | am struck by how signitéurston
and Feraoun approach their native contexts and this initial descrggens the story of
their identity-formation.

Both begin the story of their existence by describing in gietdil an aspect of
their villages, namely the oral and imagined history concenagreation of the roads
that led through them. I'd like to cite them both at length here:

Hurston:

Roads were made by the simple expedient of driving buggies anchsvagok

and forth over the foot trail, which ran for seven miles betweenldiditand
Orando. The terrain was flat as a table and totally devoid of .ratksthe
roadmakers had to do was to curve around the numerous big pine trees and oaks
it seems it was too much trouble to cut them down. therefore, the road looked as if
it had been laid out by a playful snake. Now and then somebody would chop
down a troublesome tree. Way late, the number of tree stumps akbmguitie
began to be annoying. Buggy wheels bumped and jolted over them aramapk

the pleasure of driving. So a man was hired to improve the roadndttigctions

were top round off the tops of all the stumps so that the wheels] #vhen the
struck the stumps, would slide off gently instead of jolting thehteat of riders

as before. This was done, and the spanking rigs of the bloods whiskedvélong
more assurance. (Hurston 563-564)
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Feraoun:

[Tizi's] dwellings cling to each other along the summit oidge like the gigantic
vertebrae of some prehistoric monster: two hundred meters long, the mairsstree
just one section of a tribal path connecting several villagedinigato a
practicable road and so to towns.

This main street retains its original width in places wiitasewalled in on
only one side: three full meters at least. Since people have thempwn both
sides, the street has of course been nibbled away, and now looks ipifitfl
stone prison. it would suffice if it did not allow itself to spread exdry so often,
sometimes to the right, sometimes to the left, sending out thin, ngindi
extensions, enclosed alleyways escaping towards the fields.

Can one logically expect a street, which is part of a patbettreated
differently from that path? Why should it be paved if the pathot® They are
both dusty in summer; it is muddier in winter because it had beeslddamore.
For the same reason, actually, it is always more cloggéu duit. As for the
alleys, they resemble the street; they are its daughters. (PMS, 5-6)

In Derrida’s autobiography of obstacles, he writes: “I sayte and trace of a
return, for what distinguished a route from a path or fronaaupta (its etymon) as well
as methodosfrom [h]odos, is repetition, return, reversibility, iterability, the possible
reiteration of the itinerary.” And speaking of the never quite inhbl&t“language called
maternal” he further writes: “There is no possible habitahout the difference of this
exile and this nostalgia” (Derrida 58) Both Hurston and Feraoafes fare initially
joyful, exploring the uniqueness of their social position in the lapmscof their
childhood. Both childhoods are protected by powerful maternal foree$jurston her
mother, for Feraoun's protagonist his maternal aunts. Both foréew &br an
imaginative freedom that instills a sense of power and eleaitoth children. Perhaps
because of this combination of protection and imagination, the deathrstbhls mother,
like the death of Fouroulou's aunts, is experienced as an expulsioh.deakt them off
not only from an innocent, animal-like consumption of their cultural milt from an
early taste of the life of the mind, and sets them off on a jgurhéransformation that
ultimately moves them far away from their native contexd backin the role of cultural
translator. This itinerary, this exile and return, would instiltbath a skepticism about the
writing of culture, a distance from the ethnographical projectalsat a skepticism about
the writing of the self, that, as Francoise Lionnet has noted otadiurself-consciously

moves from the general to the particular and back." (Lionnet 99)
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Derrida also notes that “all expatriations remain singul@er ida 58) Hurston
ended up destitute and forgotten when she died in a welfare hospita6d® and was
buried in an unmarked grave. Feraoun’s death was a national tragémpnlsSwere
closed across Algeria and France, well-known writers publishedaohing articles, and
hundreds attended his burial. His assassination has come to overshadow the oeuvre of this
rural intellectual in ways that even he would be suspicious dfidrfinal, unfinished
piece of fiction, written in the first-person, he drew a pdriwéithe location he and his
country had arrived at, one far from the rural crossroads diMhsician’s Square” in

Tizi-Hibel, his native djemaa:

| have the sense of living in fact on a lush, savage island, prisottee afodern
world whose tall cement towers isolate as much as the gigaalis of my
strange "domain,"” located incidentally on the frontier between twemg
neighborhoods. Exactly where a meeting could take place. Each tame |
tempted to forget my contemporaries, a burst of gunfire, an egplosi simply
the cries of war come to remind me at whatever time of dayight that the
killers are roaming around or that one part of the population isopassly
claiming its intention to massacre the other one." (A 29)

Journeying with Feraoun and the people of Algeria fortunately nimtesnd here.
Like the rediscovery of Hurston’s life and work by the Afridamerican writer Alice
Walker, the resurgence in readings and republications of Feraoun'shamtkelped us
release him from the “domain” of the martyr of the revolution. Téeemt surprise

publication of his final novel, La Cite des Rosedited by his son Rachid in Algiers and

written very much from the location described above, which | would hisv to
examine, unleashes a dry, outrageous irony at times that | @ginenHurston and

Feraoun would genuinely share.
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Chapter 8:  Algerian Lessons : Feraoun’s La Cite des Rosesd Zahia Rahmani’'s
France, Recit d’'une enfance

The French-Algerian War has been pried open in recent years like a treastife e
on the bottom of the Mediterranean. After so much silence, the words echo with stunning
courage and pain. From a distance of almost 50 years we are hearingspedtlim of
viewpoints on the unraveling of French-Algerian relations and the civil warseiasiméd.
From the contested memoires of General Aussaresses and his embrace of torture
techniques during the war to Jean-Pierre Lledo’s documentaries putting fiioiotles
revolutionary, Arab/Islamic-centered narrative of post-independence Algesa
outpouring of testimony and creative responses to a shared history of trauma offer
lessons, especially in generational evolution and dialogue.

La Cité des Rose&eraoun’s final novel, is a case in point. Published in 2008, 45

years after its completion, Feraoun’s wartime novel relates the ssifeigation of a
Muslim evolué who grows increasingly infatuated with a visiting French sclambiér.

Autobiographical, provocative, revealing, La Cité des risedictional study of sexual

and political infatuation, a fantasy of liberation even as real bombs are explodieg

street. France, récit d’'une enfanaa autobiography by Zahia Rahmani, stands in

counterpoint. Born in Algeria to a family of Harkis who fought on the French side during
the war and fled to France after independence, Rahmani’s tale, also published in 2008, is
a lyric of atonement addressed to her mother. She writes to liberate hextigarfeom

the stigma of betrayal and the abandonment and racism she encountered as a child.
Feraoun was killed in 1962, the same year Rahmani was born. Their works, from
different ends of the spectrum, push the limits of acceptable memories, aeeptabl
desires, underscoring the rigid and violent social maps we traverse.

The depiction of such violent maps in the context of historic conflicts raises
concern. | am led here by questions that have haunted the practice of art andihistory s
the Holocaust and especially occupied trauma theorists: How does art repiadsect?

Are these representations clearly fictional or nearly indistinguistiedstereality? When
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the lines between history and fiction, between testimony and art are blurredsthe

fear of losing one’s bearings within a pathos of victimhood, in what Vincent Crapanzano
calls “frozen discourse,” a monologue that foregrounds the deep inferiority and
resentment created through abuse and repeats rather than elucidates the profetahd s
and political malfunction and violence in war, freezing them in place. It begs the
guestion: How do we respond creatively to trauma? Is there an ethics or, to follow
Michael Rothberg’s line of thinking, a politics of traumatic memory? How do we judge
the aesthetic solutions writers find?

Feraoun’sJournaland La Cité

With the recent publication of La Cite des Rgses can begin to see how Feraoun

approached the rupture of the war by distinguishing between two uses of memory -
historical and fictional. We have briefly explored the genesis and formatadures
wartime_JournalBegun in 1955 at the urging of Emmanuel Roblés, written on school
notebooks and practically smuggled out for later publication, here Feraoun cludinécle
lives of ordinary Algerians during the war, honing a poignantly honest, yet sober
testimony of the violently shifting ground of colonial relations and the imen¢al
construction of a liberated Algerian consciousness. Anecdotes related by neighbors
articles in the press, radio broadcasts, politician’s speeches — etlosen and recorded
by an author who weaves them into an ongoing, internal commentary on the deeply
personal and inevitably political evolution rewriting the social maps of colavsadty.
Many have agreed with the historian James Le Sueur’s assessment thakthe w
represents today “the single most important document of the Algerian wheition.”
(PMS xxx)

Whereas the Journial presented as historic testimony, an incremental folklore of
the moment, where memory accumulates, embedded in daily events, and hopes to

participate in the construction of public discourse about the period, La Cite desfRmse

fiction based on a true incident that builds forwards and backwards unchronologically
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towards an emotional, aesthetic resolution. It follows an individual’s intergatiagon

with a public space where discourse has been reduced to silent suspicion and manuals of
false fraternity. Although there is much ammunition for reading the novel akegargl

of the tragic love affair between France and Algeria — from the nare ¢érnale

protagonist, Francoise, to the depiction of the Muslim boycott as a lover’s disthise

text is one of many circulating in the novel and works to heighten the novel's sehee of t
real, its stubborn partiality. As the narrator states half-way through:miy part, | did

not want to vex anyone, nor give testimony in any form. Quite simply, | neededatesit

my affair and make it understood to what point | had committed to it.” (CR 76)

Written between 1957 and 1960, a period of the war that saw a huge surge in
interrogations, torture, rapes, murders, the passionate uprisingrRiethaoirsand the
collapse of thed Republic, the novel is provocatively situated on the outskirts of open
revolt. Beginning in the third-person in a realist mode, we watch the arrival ala rur
Berber teacher and his family to an Arab Algiers slum in the summer of 1957. He has
been hired to direct a school at the Centre Sociaux, a last-ditch effort to saladge-F
Algerian integration through social and educational weffawe learn that the move
was precipitated by numerous written death threats and hundreds of senseless acts of
brutal violence carried out by both French soldiers and Algerian nationalists. Amd we a
quickly warned that the teacher has a penchant for distancing himself froesatltis r

Once out of danger, though, certain things abandoned in the upheaval, deemed
accessory or of little value, returned to mind. The teacher had abandoned half a
century of habits [with as little gravity as precipitation and now he found himself
unable to stop looking back, resuscitating memories, regretting everything: the
best and the worst. Sometimes, he climbed all the way to the top and from there
all the way back down to the bottom of the beautiful edifice he had constructed
over many years as if he wanted to show it to some curious stranger and could
still summon the will to brag. In fact, if everything was now ruined, torn apart
obliterated, he still had this mental construction in which to take refuge &t time
A dream in reverse that definitively marked his limits. (CR 17)

This “dream in reverse,” a kind of self-conscious nostalgia, is met and matched b

fantasy of liberation in the form of a smart, pretty, deeply unsatisfied Freacher who

% Initiated by the Algerian governor, Jacques Sdiestand created by the French ethnologist Germaine
Tillion, the Centres Sociaux was a valiant effortliberal reformers that came much too late. SeS&éeer,
Uncivil War, 55-86.
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arrives in Algeria with her macho husband and two children and selfishly takes up a post
teaching at the Cite under the director of the protagonist. He and a reacR@txnoir
colleague take up her “education,” vying for her affection and affiliatidreratng to
undermine her neutrality, both political and sexual. Switching from third-persostto f
person, the novel’s allegorical mode is gradually invaded by a sense of historica
presence and the threat of violence. When the children go on strike, paratroopers round
up misfits and transport them by force to school. French-Algerian colleagues become
suspicious of the “Arab” protagonist’s reticence, his inability to join irr thelirium

following demonstrations in May 1958 that bring down tReRépublic and which they
believe have kept Algeria French. He is denounced, his office searched and finally
arrested. Locked in a dark cell awaiting aggressive interrogation ancetovier four

days he succumbs to the war, which he defines as the inevitable confrontation of one
hatred with another. Yet he is no actor here, rather an obedient victim:

“I had nothing inside me to oppose that hatred, which, anyways, left me no time,
its violent irruption, finding me defenseless, shattered me and made me lose my
mind, so completely that | believed to the contrary to be more lucid than ever.
Lucid, cold, indifferent to the torture | awaited with vague curiosity, whichtwas
come at any moment ...Everything appeared clear and precise. It wahatea
they wanted to get rid of me. It was clear that they had powerful motives to
demand my elimination. And this inevitable death, | needed to give it to miyself.
all seemed dictated, indisputable, inevitable and urgent. In my muddled brain, a
blinding window of light opened onto the early morning of the fourth day. And, in
this window, the order was written in letters even more luminous:
“Take that bottle, break it, push a shard into your gut!” (2B)
War here, for those who are neither heroes nor hypocrites, those who will leaveeno tra
follows an inexorable text, indeed, destiny is written, and it demands anonymous
submission. It is unclear whether this injunction comes from the national discburse
colonial France or the religious discourse of Islam. For the individual, it doesatigt r
matter. What does matter is life, survival, and the bonds that help people withstand the
cauldron of war. These bonds are built not only on obligation, but also out of the capacity
to write their own texts, to communicate desire, to risk intimacy. Through anngecbé
notebooks in which the lovers reveal to each other their inner desires, an epistolary
exchange that constructs an “intimate addressable other” in Rothberg’s wpotlsca

of memory takes form that refuses to let the historical situation definpensenal,
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interethnic bond&! The intimate violence Feraoun’s protagonist discovers in his relation
to Francoise gives him a taste of emotional, sexual liberation:

| wanted to kill myself, beat myself, bite, run, hurl my huge pain made of surprise,
shame, hope, impatience, rage, and joy too perhaps. My heart wanted to explode,
it seemed to grow out of all proportion, invade the office, spread everywhere,
cover the world with its boastful existence, negate everything that did not concer
it, destroy everything that was foreign.

[...]

| asked myself: so this is my prudish passion! Well then! So much for her wanting
to surrender to the other. Now it's clear, she can't refuse me. Look out! I'g goin

to give her a slap across the face, stomp on her, bruise her, then squeeze her in my
arms. Down there, in her classroom, in front of her students. And during recess

I'll sing to everyone that she’s mine, that no one will ever again be able to tear he
away.” (CR 138)

The infatuation of an “Arab” teacher, a servant of France’s “missiolisaitrice,” — in

identity stigmatized on both sides - with an educated, yet politically naéwnelirwoman

during the heat of the revolution was controversial to say the least. There is monquest

we are dealing here with what Michael Rothberg has called a “dissicemiisg” an

expression of repressed fantasy and desire that puts the status quo in question. Feraoun’s
French editor sent the manuscript back to him requesting significant revisistingisin

the need for historical and cultural contextualization to situate and explainateeter's
motives. Feraoun refused. A mark of the divisiveness of the time or of théswriter
maturation? What is clear is that Feraoun, now 42 years old, withheld his work rather

than “format” it. In a letter to his French editor Flamand in March 1959, Feraoua: wrot

Everything you did not find | omitted intentionally. [...] I continue to believe that

if politics can give love a certain hue, it can neither nourish nor modify nor
impede it. [...] | believed it was important to allow such a sentiment to blossom in
the midst of hatred and that it was enough to mark in counterpoint that this hatred
existed, translated as anger, hypocrisy, suffering and death, but of this &listoric
situation, on which | need not insist, | wanted my characters to escape by giving
themselves to each othel.eftres150)

As we have seen, the crossing of the colonial divide leaves a wound. In Le Fils du
pauvre based on Feraoun’s own experiences, the father receives a near-fatahstomac

%1 The use of the epistolary form and the intimaterjal are constants in Feraoun’s fiction; in Lesill
pauvre letters represent the sole means of communichgtween the father and his family during his
absence in France as well as a testing groundhéosdn’s new-found role as translator; in Les Cinsmui
montent the main protagonists write and share their jals;ra space for the exploration of social tensions
in identity formation and a lasting testament afittmemory.
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wound while working in a French factory. Once the danger of death is overcome, this
wound becomes a means of escape and survival, for it leaves a headtlschiie-time

pension. In La Terre et le sangleads to interethnic bloodshed (when the protagonist

accidently kills a member of another clan in France) and to miscegenation (wghen thi
protagonist sees a means of overcoming the inevitable vendetta by marryinggand la

conceiving a son with the man’s half-French daughter.) In La Cite des, Rusésuma

of colonialism and war is again represented as a stomach woundsd$fsirdlictedone,

healed through the fire of sexual desire. It becomes a metaphysical wountemory —

not of trauma, of oppression and violence, but of a mutually chosen, and mutually ended,
affair. It is a fantasy, for never did the Algerians choose to be subjected fmattiee#

of French-Algeria; but it is also an act of creative liberation, risked at gost. Feraoun
seems to say it is ultimately all we have — the stories we tell ousselvgjust the way

we fight wars, but the way we imagine them. For Feraoun, the ability to possesown
version — however partial, however delusional — is more than liberating. Wagicaal.

It defies the dread of violent death, the paroxysm of hatred. As Feraoun’s protagonist
concludes:

“It was a moment that had passed, it would thus not return, but | knew that it
would inscribe itself in me, and mark my existence, becoming a physical part of
me not like a definitive scar but more like a calming source of consolation and
dream.” (CR 163)

Rahmani's Mozeand France, récit

Published before La Citget written 45 years after it, Zahia Rahmani, autobiography also

examines scars and the way we read or write them. Born in 1962 in Algeria,iRahma
was 5 when her father fled an Algerian prison and took the family to exile in France
Now an art historian, she belongs to the so-called “hinge generation” — thercbildre
Harkis who since 2000 have broken the silence surrounding their parents’ “steginatiz

identity” collectively as activists and individually as memoirists. Té@tral issue for
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these second-generation victims of the Algerian war is the questions of bonds, which
Rahmani first explored in her first workloze Written ten years after the suicide of her
father on Armistice Day in 1991, this passionate, experimental work wrestretherit
impeded memory of her parent’s generation, their powerlessness, giveniticalpol
context of post-independent Algeria and post-war racist France, to transmitla mora
legacy to their children. A member of a minority of pro-French Kabyles, Baisn
father was an educated indigenous mayor and regional counselor, who, at the outbreak of
hostilities, was conscripted as a civil servant into the French army. Afterathée
escaped the fate of thousands of Harkis who were tortured and killed (possibly*%0,000
was rendered stateless (declared non-citizen by France, person teobyghégeria) and
imprisoned. Exiled in France, the family was shuttled between resettlearaps,
sometimes the same used by the Vichy government to house French Jewsgliioger
over a decade before moving into a independent housing in rural France. Rahmani shows
how, unlike the other actors in this tragedy, her father’s life was a living:deat
Moze was not killed. He was arrested, tortured, sold, displaced, harbored, bought,
displaced. (Moz@?2)
Yet unlike the survivors of the Holocaust for whom a public discourse of memory
validates their wounds, the Harkis never returned:

- He did not return from the horror, he never got out. He wasn't liberated. He is

the horror, the horror that endures. [He must be saved! It's the dead men one has a
right to recall. We’ll wake them up if need be.]

- He’s not a survivor. He doesn’t have that legitimacy.

- Who must say that he is one?

- You have to convince the civilized world! (Mo28-93)

Rahmani’s first text thus echoes Feraoun’s Jouoidring a public testimony of the

war, contrasting personal testimony with dominant discourses. But her poetic
confronts a broader array of discourses and modes of address in an attempt to render the
surface of history non-hierarchical, egalitarian. Memoire, imaginedgiial testimony,

official documents, American literature, music, Kabyle oral history albimeca testing

ground for narrative resolution. Attempting to liberate a “stigmatizedtiige— here that

of Harkis — she develops an ethics of memory that asks: what are the bonds that

%2 See Crapanzano, p. 164.
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perpetuate war? Which bonds obstruct the emergence of testimony in the publi@ sphere
What narrative can help the survivors, especially the children? Unable to forgive or
escape her father’s crime, she takes on his failed testimony in what Als®hd® called
Rahmani’s “striking mission:” to show that intimate violence on family bonds costinue

to inflict damage long after the war is over. Echoing a telegram sent to th, fsimei

relates the war’'s message to the children of Harkis:

Man living down there.

Child who watched his father die.

Killed by that hero once brother.

Daughter, son, of deadsoldier-father, of false-French-traitor, same
pain.

Your father, French-forgotten, Arab-native, must be killed.

Let him be killed. (Moze1)

This directive to submit to violence echoes the text “read” by Feraoun’s pnigam
prison:

Let the battle of war begin!

Let the final hatred come! (MoZ4)

Whereas Moe seeks to shatter such frozen discourses and reveal how they
continue to echo in social violence in France and in Algeria, impeding the sense of
connectedness needed to resolve long-term trauma, Francdik@éieraoun’s Cité,

takes an inner turn. Initiated by her Kabyle mother’s iliness, the narfatis;™not into

a sexual liaison, but into the memory of her mother’s arms. A dead leaf held and dropped
by the narrator, repeating an image used in Msymbolizes that the work here is of
separation and differentiation: between death and dream, between abandonment and
limits, between what hurts and what teaches. It is a work of corrective mdmbry t

revolves around the narrator’'s adolescence, to which she returns and returns, #tewing
two sides of her identity to spar: her parents seen by the French, the Feanbly ber

parents, a war of perception the girl unwittingly colludes in and is scarréaitiyng

over questions rather than resolving them. Punctuating this aborted or precipitated
maturation are reflections of the mature female narrator on the unconscidicafian

gained through her mother’s refusal to assimilate, that of a “passeursihs b
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“You were nothing there but a silgméisseuy one of those who leave no trace.
Believing firmly in your heritage, you transmitted to your children an
uncontaminated patrimony and you filled the void over which our feet found
affirmation/sought to stand firm.” (43)

Passeur — ferrywoman, smuggler, coyote - The shifting ground of this weltatidge
inheritance of colonialism. France, réaivestigates who has legitimacy to tell its story.

It courageously questions the validity of the fictions people live by, ones thahpade
the legitimacy not just of testimony, but of whole cultural genealogies, iapécose of
immigrants. “Unwritten” by a French or Algerian national discourse, thatoauis
drawn to American literature and art — the works of Faulkner, Rauschenberg, and
especially Richard Wright. It is a call to arms she willingly inge8Nrite this life that
strikes you down. Escape them.” (60) Yet the legitimacy offered by birth haldls he
check. She is drawn to her mother’s voice, her refusal to translate from Thimherg
tales of legendary figures. “You like to repeat that without them historgront a
shipwreck.” (40) As the story moves, the work of memory turns, joining again and again
the mother’s ahistorical oral memory, offering fabulation as a cultural bend¢aounters
the shame of historical betrayal. This “transmission of genealogy a5 f@d)ecannot
explain what happened — the family’s guilt — but sustains the living.

Whether or not Rahmani succeeds in this autobiographical mode to escape frozen
discourses, her insights have a singed quality, as if each truth were livedl@sitheé\t
age 16, infused with the power of African-American literature and her own enterg
sexuality, the narrator becomes the focal point of a French geography teaatadin. At
one point he physically attacks her. At another point, she succumbs to the war around her
and swallows a bottle of pills. Like the lessons of war taught to hdore lessons she
must publically claim and embody, the geography lesson here, the final lessbonél
wounding, is jarring. Rahmani writes:

And that is also the end of colonies. There will be no other one than the one where
you live. And no more enemies to face. And it's alone that you will have to
negotiate this end. The death of your enemy. (90)
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“What other fiction”

Both La Cité des Rosesd_France, récit d'une enfangere inspired by actual incidents:

in Feraoun’s case, the tale of an Algerian teacher’s affair with a Fnesrolan; in
Rahmani’s, the illness of her mother and the 2003 death of two teenage Africagéherit
boys in France who were chased by police into an electrical tower. Yet theie dfoi
narrative is different: Feraoun pours the depth of his own experiences into a fictional
construction; Rahmani uses autobiography to reconstitute the foundation of a
multicultural interpersonal, cross-national discourse. | believe thigeliite in narrative
approach has to do with the question of legitimacy. For Feraoun’s generation,
autobiography and fiction were both necessary to forge legitimacy asswiihey were
perceived as representatives of an oppressed people on the verge of
assimilation/obliteration, an extremely fraught position. Entering the psitiere, they
had to answer to several audiences — Kabyle, Arab, French-Algerian, and nitetmopol
French. To write as an individual writer about the experiences of individual&eraoun
attempted in his last book, the whole book an attempt at the personal in a time of
impersonal extremes — was a radical departure, a pure fiction. Hisnassu@ this irony
bleeds through the book, heightening its dramatic tension: how do people dream of love,
ever singular, in the midst of collective tragedy? How do they not?

In contrast, Rahmani grew up the child of a colony she never knew in a country
that denied her a cultural past. She was in effect silenced by both sides. Assdid,has
she felt authorized to write only at the death of her father, whose historis r@leaator
she suddenly glimpsed. Only by speaking as the daughter of a traitor, through
autobiography, can Rahmani hold us to the fire. What would we do under the pressure to
choose sides, to betray, to choose survival over filiation, or exile over loyalty? As
readers, how do we choose which memories to listen to? Perhaps the insight forisis here
the focus on the voices and texts that lead us, that we let lead us. From differarit ends
this historical spectrum, between fiction and fact, past and present, Feraoun am@hiRahm
seem to speak to each other. It is a conversation about guilt and innocence, about parents
and children, about how we live with the people we become. It is about the freedom of

memory. Feraoun'’s fictional protagonist asks:
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How to escape an apparently incurable despair, the teacher incesdeetdly as
himself? The children, perhaps. Okay, the kids had to be saved. But considering
everything together he wondered if it was worth the effort and sure of success.
Why the kids? Why them in particular? What exactly was the differerme? F

them too wasn’t everything equally ruined?” (CR 15)

In Rahmani’s autobiographical mode, she offers an answer. | do not think Feraoun would
mind if | allow a hard-working daughter the last word here:

We cultivate our imagination where we are born. When adversity, war, uproots us
from this place, we are tempted to imagine what our life would have been like
without that rupture, if only to forget for a time how others view us here.

In this case, what other fiction is possible than resorting to the word “I"?d&ran
recitexergue)
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Conclusion: Portraits of a Puzzle

It is hard to criticize a writer gunned down in his prime. We just do not know what he
would have done. This colors our reading of his work as much as his realist and
autobiographical mode blurs the distinction between author and text, writer and narrator.
Like Tahar Djaout, the writer and journalist, or Matoub Lounés, the singer, Kabyle
Algerians killed during the civil war of the 90s, we are faced with a mernzadal
persona who embodies collective memory, trauma and hope. As we have seen, Feraoun’s
life also invited this blurring of distinctions, this “trick” of being both a publish&tia
and a simple villager, a rare success and a man among millions. How he de&lewith t
fear of hubris, of self-enchantment, as Wilson Harris says of those wyvhierbave the
chance to lift themselves out of the endless repetition of tradition and walk #heng “
knife-blade of change,” was to clearly state his ethical debt — a dual debs: Reehch
teachers and supporters and to his Kabyle father and female mentors. Tloé story
Fouroulou is the story of a colonial education, but the story of Tizi and the people who
call it home occupies it gravitational center.

My main intention in writing this commentary was to open a place of permission:
the permission to imagine Feraoun, the boy, the teacher, and especiallyehetavri
bring him closer to us and to bring us closer to him. Rather than repeat the answers thi
commentary has provided to my opening questions, | would like to examine a final
guestion: Why translate Feraoun today? What relevance could his life and work hold for
us here in the United States? Is there a Feraounian point of view that can inform our
perceptions? For me, another turning point in my reading of his work, and some answers
to the above questions, came in 2008 when | had the luck to meet and interview four
Algerians in Paris who have experienced what he chose to avoid — forcedanigtate
had left Algeria at the age of 11 in 1959, and the others as adults in 1993 during the near
decade-long civil war. Two were of Muslim-Berber origin, the othersdi&atholic
and Jewish-Berber-Spanish. One was a woman, the other men. Each of them gave me a

piece of a puzzle.
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Identity: Fanny Colonna

When | asked the Algerian sociologist Fanny Colonna why she decided to vésisa t

on Feraoun in 1962, she said: “It was March. | was pregnant with my third child. hwas i
Paris where | had decided to bring my two other children to stay in safety with my
mother. | was in a bus, reading the newspaper: Feraoun assassinategletimasute-
shocked to the bone.” Her motive in writing the thesis was not to explain his work, rather
“to inhabit it in its incompleteness.” She believes that Feraoun had seen, even ttan, “w
would happen to us, he saw the catastrophe,” and that for him the existence of Algeria in
literature signified “access to the world of the speakable, to languag@Jdgkeaans

would henceforth no longer be covered by silence, that they would exist in broad
daylight, would be known and even speak.” (Colonna 59) She told me in sum, “He was
the first authentic Algerian writer.”

Colonna went back to the Algeria of her birth, the independent nation of her adult
life, raising her children, working with Mammeri and Bourdieu, becoming bkmelvn
sociologist in her own right, a specialist on colonial education in Algeria andcaogriti
the theory of indigenous and especially of religious “déracinement,” trekkihgriself
for extended research periods in the mountains of the Aures. Once in theo8@é an
prefect told her, “I don’t know how you have the gall to call yourself Algerianiie®ek
later she was picked up by the police and forbidden to do work in the region. She has
lived in a modest apartment in Belleville, Paris since 1993 when the death of Tahar
Djaout, a good friend, “electrocuted” her a second time. She left for a weekhébe
still drying,” and hasn’t returned for 13 years, leaving an extensiveyibrad document
collection behind. Colonna is a woman of her era and her upbringing; her mind is the
fruit of privilege and courage. I'm sure her father adored her spunk and thkgltevith
a sense of mission. And that after his death in her twenties she fought an intéleakbat
well as a daily external one - what she called several times duringengew “le pris a
payer,” “a Christian notion” - to remain in a country that over one million of her like

had fled. Going over my notes of the interview | come across this:
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Colonna: Identity, | don’t know what it is. It gets decided.
Me: It's a given.
Colonna: NolCa se fabrique- You create it!

And:

Me: My family settled in the States in the early 1800s.
Colonna: We've got that in common, you and |.

Me: | feel profoundly the daughter of colonists.
Colonna: Not me! Functionaries. We despisedctiiens

« Les blancs de mon pére »: Arezki Metref

As | look over my notes of these interviews, | keep thinking about the word aud&eity: li
the audacity of Areski Metref, the writer and director of the Berber Culgsdciation
in Paris and former friend and colleague of Tahar Djaout. Also a refugee 90s,
Metref has returned to Algeria as a voice of constant critique and bitingrlmmiblogs
and online articles ever since. When | asked him about Feraoun he said that reading the
book, “J’ai mis les mots sur les blancs de mon petdound words for my father’s
silences.” A soldier in WWII, he came home silent, never speaking a word of whiat we
on there or how it might have altered his sense of the future. The family lived ersAlgi
far from his rural, ancestral roots in Kabylia, and as silent as his fatseswihe subject
of his war experiences, he was mute when it came to transmitting hislethitege. Le
Fils du pauvrewhen he discovered it as a young man, opened a world for Metref, the
world of his silent father, his distant cousins, his dead forbearers. Todayhbéesairt
and soul of the Berber Cultural Association in France, editing texts, holding @ocdsr
inviting speakers, a political orphan with many orphan friends, a huge spirit andntonsta
critic.

At one point in my interview | quoted from Emily Apter’s article, “Untratetbde
Algeria: The Politics of Linguicide”: “In the marketing of Third World éifénce, what
sells? A writer who appeals to universalism or nonsecular religious philosophy? A

dissident author? A subcontinental writer who capitalizes on exoticism or one who
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explores post-colonial identity? [...] A traditional African writer or aimoAfuturist?”
(Apter 100). | summarized her questioning of international prizes as a holdover from
imperial times, of whether certain writers consciously write to be astshnd

successful on the world market, and why Algerian writers seem to havelrhssboat
completely. Is this due to its own “violent sectarianism, anti-feminism giratnte,
ressentimenand ambivalence toward the West” or the insidious commercialism of larger
markets? What language does one use in Algeria today? What voices are heard? Of
Metref’'s dear friend, Apter says, “Tahar Djaout’s death stands asradegl to the
dangers of becoming translatable, but it also stands as a tragic injunctioNteshieot

to collude in walling off Algeria behind a fortress of untranslatability. [..fpE$ must

be made to keep Algeria...” (Apter 108) To this summary, Metref was “assendidc
But he wanted to add that Algerian reality was no doubt untranslatable withincameri
parameters:

Americans have a simplistic idea of social development and need a binary,
schematic discourse for the sake of mass consumption. In contrast, Algerian
society is marked by a chronic malaise that is also the motor ofcactistition,

and that’s what writers try to portray, because they are at the heart wiaihise.

How do we write this malaise and make it visible? None of this kind of work is

linear, simple — which is what large developed countries always want small

backward one’s to fall into.

Viewed as either too complex, or in Feraoun’s case, as too simple, Metref
seconded my sense that it takes time to read literature. If we are paigeatrieans of
transport. “I don’'t know the United States myself, never been there, but Faulkreiatl fe
home in his books. He could make a foreign place real for us Algerians. To get back to
Apter, there really is nothing better than a novel to make places translataeiting

a book now about Kabylia...”

“Literary Tourism?”: Jean-Pierre Lledo

| met up with Jean-Pierre Lledo, a documentary filmmaker, in Montreuil. The son of a

Berber Jewish mother and a Spanish father, Lledo was born in Tlemcen in 1947. He was
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a dedicated communist, attending the VGIK film school in Moscow, graduating in 1976,
and became a filmmaker and screenwriter of fictional films, navigdtmgvaters of the
Arabo-centric one-party rule until 1993 when he was forced to leave during theanivi
that unleashed a surge of violence against intellectuals. He has recently become
controversial figure both in France and in Algeria for producing a trilogy of dectary
films that seek to portray the memories of the Algerian war for independencealir

sides. As is clear in these films, Lledo is committed to a multiethnic, mb)enaen

society in a way that offends the sentiments and undermines the ideological power of
those still wedded to a revolution-based, nationalist, univocal view of Algerian history
and contemporary society. Interviewed during the Toronto Film Festivaldastlyledo
claimed that there are no documentaries in authoritarian Algeria, no publiggatiest

of textual or living archival materials; "filming my mother in her kitchen widug seen

as a form of pornography.” Like the autistic children he filmed years ago \wa@ays
suffer from an inability to represent themselves, Algerians cannot work thtbeg
traumas of the past because political and cultural taboos deny them a publicsphere t
process memory.

"So you're planning some literary tourism?" Lledo asked me with a gvire asit
around his kitchen table. He had cooked a simple and delicious Mediterranean meal in his
19" floor kitchen whose small window offered a spacious view of the city, bathed that
day in brilliant white sunlight. Oddly enough, it stood above the Square of My 19
downtown Montreuil, the date of the ceasefire that ended the Algerian War of
Independence (I had asked for directions from a Kabyle café-owner down belowdvho ha
pondered, "...or is that the Square of Jul{2#ialways get them mixed up.") Lledo had
invited Barkahoum Ferhati, a visiting scholar and friend who studies the history of
prostitution in Algeria. She had only a vague recollection of Feraoun, an author she
obviously considered regional. "Why would he interest an American?" they both
wondered, "Why Feraoun?"

So | threw my Stalker's ribb8h | talked about Massachusetts, about the woods,
where centuries earlier contact between European settlers and natikieahsbad

played itself out in cultural borrowings, bloody combat and abductions, that one of my

% From Andrei Tarkovsky’s remarkable 1979 film, K&l See quote of Bensmaia in the Introduction.
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earliest memories was of building "wigwams" with my friends over awdeke Mary
Rowlandson, the daughter of a prosperous Protestant family, had been ransomed by King
Philip, the great Algonquin Indian chief, in 1676. | told them about her bestselling
testimony, a woman's attempt to ransom herself back into the strict coofiReritan
society after a bruising collusion with the foreign. | said that theréranmas at the heart
of American life, the traumas of displacement and cultural encounter, of abandonment
and revelation. That Americans gorge themselves on documentaries, on memoirs, on
personal narratives, but often fail to register the weight of history, itcinopatheir
ability to act. As if being an empire of immigrants released us fromakeasid careful
work of understanding time.

But why Algeria, why Feraoun? | told them that | had first come to Frarazs ye
ago and spent a time as an illegal alien in Montreuil watching Africarcogeblled by
the police as | exited scot-free from the subway, an obvious example of my white
privilege and one | could very well have experienced at home, but which awakened
guestions in me. Was racism different in France? Was white privilegesdiffel
encountered Algerians and wondered suddenly who the heck Camus had been... | started
taking Arabic lessons. It was romantic, to say the least, for | was liviRgance and did
not know the language. At some point | decided to see if | could learn French from an
African perspective. And that's when | discovered Feraoun's autobiogilapiwes The
Poor Man's Sopwhich became my French primer and subsequently the first novel |
translated.

The idea that an Algerian had taught an American French really ticléed Bind
his friend. The connections between American colonial history and Frenehiaklg
colonial history was a left-field lob that clearly surprised them. Sittingande,
speaking in French, a direct exchange between us as Algerian and Americanseiehmot
possible. So | told them about the emails | had received from a young man in FReraoun

hometown thanking me for translating Le Fils du paiieeand his friends had made me

an honorary member of the Mouloud Feraoun Association of Tizi Hibel. What should |
know about them if | want to travel there and meet them? Who is Feraoun for them? And

what do they know or expect of an American translator?
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Soaking in his presence, his view over Montreuil, enjoying his avocados and
tomatoes and fried fish, | sensed Lledo was a critical, energetic, cousagen,
surprisingly generous, and impatient. Not with the normal obstacles to persdmab@am
the reason most Americans are impatient, but with the deliberately slow netabbl
power, with the ways official ideology gets imbedded into the minds of citizens, thei
reluctance or inability to think for themselves. It did not seem relevant ot sraak
about the Berber movement, as if the issue of their political rights were obvious or
perhaps another orthodoxy. Lledo walks a fine line between ethnic groups thaatiave e
accused him of collapsing historical grievances, if notiea-noirracist liberalism. It
was the man Feraoun, the individual, for whom Lledo held sincere respect. It was the
example he had set: in a country where thousands have been murdered, hundreds
tortured, more than a million exiled, how does a man or a woman take a pacifisPstanc
How do we envisage a multi-ethnic society? | think Lledo is one of Feraoumtsechil
maybe even unbeknownst to him, one of the many young people Feraoun saw as his
charge, his burden. In the social erosion that erupted in revolution, Feraoun wrote
ethnographic fiction from the inside out, drafting tales of failed emigration ded fai
return, of unrequited love across social barriers. He dared write about thenllitzesrlas
of seduction, both cultural and sexual. And he was branded a coward for refusing to fight,
for not taking sides, for remaining a teacher. At a time when no one wantednpHhist
asked all the people living in Algeria: how do we hold ourselves accountable? listhere
no accountability, is there freedom? These were questions Lledo was akianky
himself and for which he was bearing the brunt of criticism. My daughter ihatben |

tear off her band-aid; Algerians are not at ease with their pain.

« Ma meére se leve »: Mohand Dahmous

Both Lledo and his friend suggested | find people who knew or cherish Feraoun like
Feraoun's sons Ali and Rachid and the filmmaker Ali Mouzawi. They saw no reason not

to make my journey of literary tourism. Though | have since had correspondetites wi
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all three, the words of Mohand Dahmous confirmed Lledo’s invitation most generously.

My email correspondent in Tizi-Hibel had given me his nhame and | had cooss &cas

well in an issue of Metref's magazine, Actualités & Culture Berhaévhasre he had
contributed to a commemorative panel on Feraoun. A computer specialist and
unstoppable promoter of the Association Tizi-Bibel in Paris and at home, Dahmous met
me in a café in Menilmontant, the neighborhood in the north of Paris where Feraoun went
to the Goutte d’or to visit Kabyle migrant workers and young nationalists in 1947. It
remains a richly diverse immigrant stew and a center of Berber lifelea Bahmous
first entered its narrow, crowded streets as an 11-year-old child in 1959, fleeing
starvation even more than the war. “I remember going into my father’s restanglant a
standing there amazed at all the food people were eating, all the meattliewiast time
in my life | could eat all | wanted.” He came to join his father, who soon returned to
fight; according to his own research, in 1962 the entire male population of the village a
that time were either in exile or in theaquis A self-taught sociologist and historian, he
remains amazed by Feraoun'’s clairvoyance in his Joanthhis extraordinary ability to
navigate the fraught political terrain, the internal cleansing inside tharrKidbyle
villages in the late 50s, especially in light of the struggle Dahmous has s¢®opis
fight from afar over the last decade between the forces of the Arabudslantered
government and military and the outlawed forces of Islamic fundamentalism.Thoug
careful to state his reservations about the militant Berber rights matemeenoted that
the young man whose death at the hands of the police in 2004 ignited thousands to
demonstrate for the rights of Berber culture in contemporary Algeriawasive of Tizi.
He also noted that the insidious appearance of a mosque in the village, which he swears
never had one, inviting the children to enjoy books and films and electronic media the
municipality cannot afford, and the award of tourist visas to over 70,000 young men since
the beginning of the “Black Spring” in 2001, which has emptied the village to a mere 750
souls, threatens once again the lifeblood of Kabyle identity.

As he laid out the ancient, medieval, early modern and modern history of the
Kabyle for me, especially the support he offers young people in Tizi-Hibedtoreet
the defunct Mouloud Feraoun Association, Dahmous kept repeating that Feraoun was not

“in contradiction with his culture.” He was proud of him. “We are an oral culture, very
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little Arabized, so there are few learned people who can describe our Eeefétenced
Feraoun to underscore the absence of organized religious education and practice in Tizi
Religion — Islam - came from “above,” from wandering marabouts who oftamelga
Berber and took on local customs. It was and remains a state and an individuat@ffair
a village one; like Latin mass, women his mother’s age pray in their houses, men on the
edge of the djemaé, often without understanding the Arabic they piously recitendt is
practice within a fundamentally pluralistic cultural paradigm. “I caodegt one book as
the sole ideological reference for my life.” Cultural education thus resideal
transmission, in poetry, song, fable and tale.

As Feraoun portrayed with his aunt Khalti, women are the transmitters, the
barometers of this heritage. Whenever | asked Dahmous questions about cultlical conf
or change, he would return to the subject of his mother. With no mosque, no formal
religious education, how is religious belief and practice handed down? Do pelbple sti
worship the saints? Shaking his head, “You should see my mother. Every day she gets up
at dawn and the first thing she does? Her ablutions. She can see 360 degrees around from
her roof and she bows to each of the saints.” Like Lledo and Colonna, Dahmous felt the
idea of the saints losing power wasgthe recuWhat did Dahmous think of Feraoun’s
critical portrayal of traditional sexual mores, both Islamic and Kabpe?insane

jealousies and destructive intrigues to produce male heirs in La Tegreagtd? His

critique of repudiation in Les Chemins qui mon®Wasn't this an instance where he

was in conflict or contradiction with his native culture, where he documented theasuici
traditionalism of Kabylia in its confrontation with Western mores and the at@hiy of
change? “Yes, love has always been a taboo; there is no room given for romantic
alliances. Our relation to others is codified. | myself was promised inaganvhen still

a boy. It's a question of preserving our patrimony. Women did not inherit in order to
safeguard the continued existence of our culture. This has changed somewhat with the
newCode de la famillethey can inherit a portion.” Dehmous did not want to budge. Are
there at least women members in the Mouloud Feraoun Association in the village? “You
really need to meet my mother. She can neither read nor write, but she has a fermidabl
intelligence.” After 49 years in France, Dahmous held to his heritage figdrae’s

roots in dry sand. “I am the product of my mother’s teachings.”
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Feraoun’s Audacity

Although Dahmous was cautious to say the least on the subject of women, they make up
70% of lawyers in Algeria today. This is a huge transformation in a society where only
15% of the male indigenous population was being educated at the end of World War 11
As Colonna has noted, the rates of literacy actually went down between WWI and the
1930s when Feraoun made it to the Ecole Normale, forced towards French schools like
thousands of Kabyle boys by land sequestration and extreme poverty. And it was here
that Feraoun found his audacity to break with the traditions of his parents: The audacity
to share information and decisions with his wife, as related in the latersettie Fils

du pauvreand in my correspondences with his sons. The audacity to bring his first-born,
16-year-old daughter to Paris in 1959 as a present for passing her bacaléuneahe
earlier audacity to write and self-publish an Algerian novel in which the rol@srmokn

hold key importance. This opening is part of an ideological shift in perception of ethnic
stereotypes, of literary protagonists, starting with the figure of tihglEachool teacher

who was a stock figure iRied-noir literature of the thirties. Feraoun made that figure his
first novel’s central subject, the Kabyle village as a whole the drapratiagonist, and
omitted any overt racialist distinction between good Kabyles and the “unabigcArab
hordes” so common to all colonial and colonialist literature before him. Indeed, the very
absence of Arab figures in the novel, not to mention French ones, underscores the
presence of an indigenous intellectual, the extradiagetical narrator, fsethofillage

and colonial oppression, who is unnamed yet speaks, cajoles, demands — and ultimately
takes on the task of narration for an ethically ambiguous “we.”

The task of writing this Algerian novel, with Kabylia as its center, was one
Feraoun long hoped someone else would take on. At one point he tried to convince
Robles that he could do it. As he wrote in “Images algérienne d’Emmanuel Robles,”
Roblés refused, “When are you going to understand that that's your job? It'¢ojoer
we need to hear. Get to work!” Roblés implored him to be audacious in this effort, a
notion Feraoun says he did not understand at first:

To have audacity, for an author, means first of all believing oneself capable of
creating. Then to not stop before all the difficulties that pop up on the path of
creation. | don’t know if there any happy creators: they would have to be
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insensible to their tormentors but then, they wouldn’t know how to create a thing.
They must, to the contrary, suffer from their incapacity, their indulgende, the
weaknesses, to feel and be incapable of expressing all their feelingsatwdse
unable to show what they see. (A 66-67)
Clearly, part of what Feraoun saw was that the audacity to writevelgaequired more
than education. It required support, relations, inextricable ties with Eurofdgariaf
and French intellectuals — both traditional, in a Gramcian sense, such ashesstdais
professors, Monsieur Lambert and gege blancsvho ran the boarding house he stayed
at during his studies, mentors and protectors committed to republican values and social
equality; but also organic intellectuals, journalists and novelists like Camus arés Robl
who moved across ethnic and class boundaries and demanded that the society change and
the évoluéwith it, forging new bonds. Feraoun also saw that ethnicity was a viable and
valuable object of observation. If approached from an insider’s viewpoint, it was @n ac
cultural salvage and of social transformation. Building on an ethnographic model,
Feraoun employed an acquired distance to see and represent contemporary problems of
filiation and the consequent pressure to seek and produce new forms of affiliation. On
the cusp of a new era, his works asked: How are we tied? If we change, astywemat
will unite us? Do we have a choice in this or will it be imposed? By whom? Whatdeader
should we choose? Critical of his own belonging, curious about social and sexual
relations with the French, Feraoun embodied what Edward Said has calleccal“criti
consciousness” as espoused in “Representations of the Intellectual” anidlbspeis
essay on “Secular Criticism”:

On the one hand, the individual mind registers and is very much aware of the
collective whole, context, or situation in which it finds itself. On the other hand,
precisely because of this awareness — a worldly self-situating, éseressponse

to the dominant culture — the individual consciousness is not naturally and easily a
mere child of the culture, but a historical and social actor in it. And because of
that perspective, which introduced circumstances and distinction where there had
only been conformity and belonging, there is distance, or what we might call
criticism. (Said, Reade&t30)

For Said, this critical consciousness is “a part of its actual social eodaf the literal
body that the consciousness inhabits, not by any means an escape from eithenene of t

other.” We see this inextricable, and for that reason invaluable, position in Colonna’s

central question about the native elite:
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How it could have interiorized so completely, and expressed so directly, in its
practice and in its own system of values, an ambiguous and inextricable rapport,
critical yet equally legitimizing, with the colonial situation; how, atshene time,

the education it received allowed it to formulate a demand, unusual at the time,

and to play the role of political and cultural mediator. (Colonna 11)

Yet what Feraoun seems to have seen most poignantly and presciently, what he
suffered the most from and eventually was killed for was the audacity toerpvdsat
Metref calls Algeria’s “chronic malaise” and what Crapanzano describadragic
Algerian sensibility. It is a topic that many Algerian writers hae&led from
Mohammed Mammeri to Rachid Mimouni to Tahar Djaout to Assia Djebar. From
Metref's “les blancs de mon pere” to Djebar’s book on Algerian conflidts mwemory,

Le Blanc de I'Algérie we see that persistent and painful, even tragic, gaps in memory

and critical consciousness have prevailed throughout recent Algerian histtng. |

sense, Feraoun'’s tale meets Derrida’s, as we have quoted in Le Monolinguisme de

l'autre: “Rather than an exposition of myself, it is an account of what will have placed an
obstacle in the way of this auto-exposition for me. An account therefore of whiaave
exposed me to that obstacle and thrown me agai@t a.serious traffic accident about
which | never cease thinkingDerrida 131; Trans. 70) We have seen how Feraoun
portrayed the rupture of forced emigration as an accidental wound traversgtgritaeh

of Fouroulou’s father. His attention to the consciousness of the accidental, to themway
which an individual experiences trauma of a collective nature, his ability to pds wor

what are often near-fatal scrapes with death, are also evident towardd tifelea Cite

des Rosedndeed, they show the evolution of his Kabyle—Algerian sensibility into a form
of writerly craft: As the Algerian protagonist arrives at his French Isarartment to

finally consummate his passion, he finds that a bomb has just exploded on her doorstep.
A man lays fatally wounded on the sidewalk: “His mouth was opening and closing
automatically and slow, slow death circled us as if it felt some loathingtaeice to take

its victim.” Another man lies in black blood on the street: “He had perhaps knelt before
collapsing and now his joints refused to obey. That one too hung to life by a pitiful,
taught thread that death had perhaps forgotten to snap.” He goes on to describe how what

at first appeared as “an ordinary spectacle” only becomes “solemn andtfut:ai’
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when policemen and ambulance attendants arrive. “The incident became afffictalok
on its true name: | had just witnessed a terrorist attack.” (CR 155-156)

What strikes me most in such passages is the combination of a rural easant’
acceptance and clear-eyed vision of death and the critical consciousness ofededuc
passerby. Death’s familiar, if repulsive, sensuality and senselessiigdss with the
anonymous forces of human power that make it mean something far more thgeatenin
the theater of social forces. The accidental nature of a larger, Algeraisenaffecting
the society’s ability to digest and register events consciously is gaaed in a 1957
letter to Camus. Following the latter’'s acceptance of the Nobel Prizéenaiure, the
first time an African-born writer had received this prize, and, in protest, itédmes of
the Muslim writers,” Feraoun recounts here an anecdote also noted in his .Jdaxumad)
attempted to lay out his affection for and affinity with Camus in counterpoint to the
“historical situation” of inter-ethnic hatred and war, a divide very fewatpoint were
willing to or could traverse without putting themselves at risk, Feraoun turns aictiod e
the letter to what one can imagine remained a sure space of détenteddwthdseply
humanist chroniclers - village news. “From time to time, here in Algigyst hews from
the village. When it's important, | note it down. Here's what | noted for example on
November 8.” What follows is a story that comes, as he states, “a dime a dozen,” yet

captures an entire slice of history - its reality, its intimate imscsymbolic resonance:

Why His Daughter was Mute

The story is more tragic than Moliére.

The daughter fell from the top of our fountain and hit her head, lost
consciousness, and fell into a coma; her father had been stopped an hour before
and brought to B. to be tortured to death. They both fell into a coma at the same
moment. The mother, out of terror, went into labor, giving birth to another
daughter and losing consciousness as well. So there you had the whole family in a
state of unconsciousness. A helicopter was sent to the village to get the daughter
who was placed on the knees of a soldier, who himself was ordered to remain
immobile for the duration for the trip. What patience, what care — | was told — the
young soldier, the pilot, the doctors, must have had to save the life of the young
girl! She was saved. They had to save her and leave her father for dead because
the father was a terrorist and the girl was innocent. Yes, everyone knew who the
father was and hence who the girl was. So the girl was saved, but she remained
mute. | saw her leave the hospital on her way home. She could smile at her
mother but she could not speak to her. If she were ever to recover speech, it would
be to first ask for her father. (L 206)
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As Rahmani’s recent work proves, daughters do “recover speech.” It takekHhawe.

not yet had a chance to interview Rahmani, but | imagine she would winead this

letter to her. From You Tube video conferences | can see she is a corpulent wathan, mi
forties, dark wavy hair framing a wide light-skinned face. She leans on one @tbihe
podium, shifting her strained feet, laying out her intellectual journey acrossitifiel pa
maps of silence left strewn over France and Algeria in the wake of the “cpteestr

Not your typical art historian. | wonder if she would agree with the laterjhaut that

the revolution, the exodus, the reprisals, the early stages of a liberateid A&geall
concerned in a deep coma, which the country did not awake from until 1988, the year it
first held free multi-party elections. Like 1939, the year Feraoun begarenas it

journey, it was a year of hope and transition, and a year that ushered in horrific
bloodshed. Was that an accident too? Does collective slumber always end — or return — to
tragedy?

As illustrated in the anecdote above, Feraoun’s symbolic craft drew from a
situated field of perceptions. A childhood accident, state torture, a precipitousairth:
gave himself permission to imagine events from the fluid and simultaneougeranta
points of those directly concerned, directly observed - the child and the parents, the
victim and the bystanders, the local villagers and the French soldiers. In the ugtieaval
mid-century Algeria, Feraoun managed to circumscribe a tragic visionro#y i
compassion, and a critical consciousness of the future. It is this aspect ofattwenkzar
universe that can benefit us directly. Residents of New York City on September 11, 2001
not directly injured witnessed on the East River shore of Williamsburg, on the Brooklyn
Bridge, on the streets of Manhattan, “a serious traffic accident,” at&pe,” with
morbid fascination and then, later, watched transfixed as this spectacle gawiéopiec
birth to another, “official” event, replayed in endless news cycles, a “tdratiask,”

“solemn and threatening,” that set in motion political and military machihatyrémains
in many ways outside of our control today. What cultural forces anchor our experence
that day, our sensual perception? What keeps us from falling into a collectiver@umbe

What consciousness do we have of the battles now being waged in Afghanistamétin sec
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CIA prisons? In immigration detention halls across our own country? Do we have a

chronicler like Feraoun to find words for our silences?

As | finish this commentary, my own young children interrupt me. It is Tstama,

when are you going to finish? Tell me a story!" Translating a book is one thimg o

a home in your language world is another. | hope Feraoun will not be offended if | offe
one last loose translation. At the risk of blurring boundaries, let's imabayer Il of

Part Two of Le Fils du pauvas an oral tale for American children:

Once upon a time, the world was ruled by a country named France. It was
a very wealthy country with a 1000-year history. In that country lived a
little boy who did not speak French, who knew nothing about Napoleon or
Revolution or madeleines. He spoke Tamazight and lived in the hills his
ancestors had always lived in, even before the Kabyles, the tribes, learned
about Muhammad. He knew a little bit about the mosque and the Moorish
café, about figs and pottery and ikoufan and kanouns, the big pots holding
food and fire. He knew what he should and shouldn’t do — and also what
he could get away with, being a boy. He knew he had rights at the djemaa,
the village square. Then his parents decided to send him to school, not his
sisters, just him. The teacher was like him but he spoke French. Je
m'appelle Mouloud. Je suis Kabyle. Little by little, as gradually as the
family's ikoufans ran dry, the little boy began to understand the new
language and it was like a window opened to him, a window onto
unbelievable things. Napoleon. Revolution. Love. It was like he was made
to daydream, an illicit yet required fantasy involving actors he could not
touch, people who seemed more intelligent, more confident, more worldly.
It was a language, a world, which he himself would never achieve
anything in. How could he? He wasn't French!

And then one day he woke up and his father was gone.

Months later a letter arrived. A letter! Lord, that requires a

reader! Who could read? Not him, of course. So he went to get a real
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reader, a boy who had graduated from fifth grade. And as the little boy
listened to the words — Tamazight words spoken by his father in Paris to a
man who translated them into written French in a letter read by an older
boy in Kabylia who then translated them back into Tamazight — he
understood, if not what French was, what it would be, what France
represented, and why his father had sent him alone into that fantasy land.
He understood that he and his father would together bridge a terrible,
exhilarating divide, a wedge struck deep into his family like an ax into an

ancient, resistant tree.
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APPENDIX

Translated excerpts of works by Mouloud Feraoun

From Lettres a ses amik969
e [etter to Camus, 1951 125
e [etter to Camus, 1957 126

From Les poémes de Si-Mohari®89

From L'anniversairel971

e Algerian Literature, 1958 132
e Algerian Images of Emmanuel Robles, 1959 136
e The Anniversary, 1961 138

From La Cité des rose2008
e The Teacher 140

e Francoise 147
e [Politics] 149
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From Lettres a ses amis

To Albert Camus
(L 203)

TaorirtMoussa, May 27, 1951
Dear sir,
| just received a visit of my friend Roblés here at Taourirt-Moussa. He to#ll rine
good things you had to say about my little book and gave me your address, which | have

long wished to know. Last winter | asked Pierre Martin from thé€36give you a copy

of Le Fils du pauvreHe also could have given me your address but | didn't have the

courage to write to you then.
| am very happy to have succeeded in interesting you because I've known you fo
quite a while. | saw you in 1937 in Tizi-Ouzou. Back then we were still young. You

wrote articles on Kabylia for the Alger républicaihich was our newspaper of choice,

and then | read The Plagaad | had the impression that | understood your book like |
had never understood any other. | regretted that among all the many chaineceevsas
not one indigenous person and that Oran in your eyes was nothing but a banal police
headquarters. Oh! This is not a reproach! | simply thought that, if there wémsngulf
between us, you would have known us better, you would have felt capable to speak of us
with the same generosity that benefits all the others. | will alwaystyegte all my
heart, that you do not know us sufficiently and that we have no one who understands us,
to make us understood, and who help us to understand ourselves.

| intend to write, to speak of our countrymen as | see them but | have no illusions.

My viewpoint is bound to be short-sighted and my skills overly limited for it is not true

% Both were 38, born same year.
% Service Civile Internationale.
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that good sense is as commonly shared as one says it is. If one day | managsso expr
myself dispassionately, | owe it to your book — to your books, which taught me to know
myself and then to discover others, and to recognize that | am like them. sdtall |
therefore brave embarrassment: make my own attempt to explain the Kamnylsisow
that they are like everyone else? Like all the Algerians, for exariplisulf that
widens stupidly with each day, should we not try to bridge it? Of course, there's no harm
for me in trying. | am a good teacher; | have lots of students; | enjoyasy.dlask for
nothing and dream fitfully. | succeeded in drawing the attention of Audisio, Cantus, a
Robles to our existence. The result is splendid. You are each Algerian, all thoeg of y
and needn’t remain unaware of us...

Please grant me your indulgence for this lengthy letter. Perhapsefdinée
taken too much liberty addressing you in this manner. That would be proof that my words
fail to express my thoughts and that | was wrong to write.

Please retain nothing from all this but my deepest gratitude for the @eciou

encouragements Roblés brought back to me from Paris.

M. Feraoun

To Albert Camus
(L 204)

Algiers, November 30, 1957

Dear friend,

Attach no importance, no significance, to the silence of the Muslim writerorAne, |
believed | had to express my satisfaction to you simply because | plack mysie

closer to you than the others. When Robles, our mutual friend, speaks to me of you, he
tells me everything, even those secret thoughts you never conceal from Himaged
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thus learned of your opinions, your distress, your suffering. Do you believeotirat y
compatriots know you this way even if they understand and appreciate you nmore tha
ever could?

What has happened to you undoubtedly concerns us all and all of us know it. But
we are living moments of grave difficulty where the temptation is greahtmunee
friendship in order to make it possible to hate, where suspicion or hatred appears to both
sides as the only sentiments possible in this country's inevitable human commeree, wh
in the end, it matters more to delude oneself, to lie to oneself, than to trick one's neighbor
adversary or enemy, precisely because this enemy is above all elsklnergsterday,
he was a brother; one fears he'll become a brother again and as such he milihretur
fact, each of us has long been convinced of this; each holds within himself, with an
unacknowledged, shameful fear, a flicker of hope that might be capable one day of
reigniting the flame. Let us grieve therefore dear friend our country&syrasd wish
that it will soon end.

I've wanted to write to you for a long time and this long letter is one | have
written and rewritten many times in my head: each time a man close to ma cldsl |
taught, a French or native friend who was full of life — at least they haveaatat¢o
suffer. Little by little, the initial stupefaction has lost its violence améffects on our
hearts have become bearable. We've ended up accepting all the deaths that eare
own. | mean to say that each one of us at present has accepted seeing anlydieeaat al
long as it is not himself. The day will perhaps come when we will cease tedec\We
wait, that's all.

So if you did not receive news from me during these tragic years lived hedne
of my mountains, it is because to my eyes everything lost importance anddhis sta
which many Kabyle peasants have reached, was one | already had fouedda$hgn,
when | heard about the movement of the teachers, | had to shake the torpor out of my
head to try to save my kids and | asked for Algiers. And now here we are, in the middle
of the shantytown Arabs, lost in a world where we cannot adapt ourselves but sheltered
from the contradictory and imperious demands that would not have failed to put my

irreplaceable existence in peril!
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Yet, from time to time, here in Algiers, | get news from the village. When it'
important, | note it down. Here's what | noted for example on Novenfiber 9

Title: Why His Daughter was Mute

The story is more tragic than Moliére.

The daughter fell from the top of our fountain and hit her head, lost
consciousness, and fell into a coma; her father had been stopped an hour before and
brought to B. to be tortured to death. They both fell into a coma at the same moment. The
mother, out of terror, went into labor, giving birth to another daughter and losing
consciousness as well. So there you had the whole family unconscious. A helicapter wa
sent to the village to get the daughter, who was placed on the knees of a soldier, who
himself was ordered to remain immobile for the duration for the trip. What patiehat, w
care — | was told — the young soldier, the pilot, the doctors, must have had to save the life
of the young girl! She was saved. They had to save her and leave her fathed for dea
because the father was a terrorist and the girl was innocent. Yegrey&new who the
father was and hence who the girl was. So the girl was saved, but she remainéd mute.
saw her leave the hospital on her way home. She could smile at her mother but she could
not speak to her. If she were ever to recover speech, it would be to first ask fondrer fat

Stories like this or that, come a dime a dozen, as you must know. They all have
the same characteristics, the same look: the face of your country. And anegicaw
drawn across this chiseled face an imperceptible smile that was not one dfysasthe
announcement of the Nobel Prize. | went right to the post office to send mynelegra
without whispering a word to anyone. Hoping it would bring to you too this
imperceptible smile. And thank you again, | was not fooled.

Maybe | could see you this year and chat with you: I'm almost ashdrtted o
endless, yet terribly empty letter. | wanted most of all to include my fond tit@agd to
tell you that in spite of the high cost and perhaps because of it, people hetecoskd
in building that fraternal world you have always thought possible. | have a deep
conviction. A world that will be ours and where you will be the best guide.

M. Feraoun.



129

From Les Poémes de Si-Mohand
excerpts

There is a name in Kabylia that everyone knows, a poet whose life is legendh&id
ou Mehand des Ath-Irathen. His popularity is even more remarkable given that Si
Mohand's oeuvre was transmitted, among a people then illiterate whose owmgé&angua
had no written form, only through speech and song.

One might ask why a profane poet could become the incarnated representative of
a people whose reserve is not the smallest of virtues and who consider all love music
immoral. When a musician is hired for a party, one expects him to create antjubila
easy-going atmosphere, a moment of relaxation during which it is allowed to teegp;
once the party is over, he is paid his arranged fee and hurriedly forgotten.

Si Mohand did not suffer this reprobation. Because he never sought to interest,
never expected anything from anyone: what he says of himself, he saysédf.him

One day, it's told, an angel appeared to him and presented him a choice: "Rhyme
and | will talk, or talk and I will rhyme." Si Mohand chose to talk. That's how divine
rhymes came to serve profane words, because the whimsical poet, havinglrétgive
precious gift, worried less about glorifying angels than translating hisnmes. (7)

If the educated man who has studied in the school of the West finds himself forced, at
the price of successive renunciations, to submit himself to the demands ofzatoivili

sure of its superiority and destructive of traditions, the women stay recogrtizabl

same, as well as the peasants, the village people, who have learned to \Weteta le
decipher a page, but for whom such baggage can serve no other purpose than to make
themselves approximately understood on the rare occasions that put them in comtact wi

the French: those are the guardians of tradition and of poetry.(9)

If we claim to present Si Mohand as he truly was, we will have to destroy bradled 1)

| followed the sun
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setting over my country
as the boat put sail for the west
(22)

His philosophy, if one can hazard this word, takes its source from experiendg ltike
takes shape, transforms itself, develops but never attaches itself to a fixed point;
continues o enrich itself right up to the moment when he glimpses his death. At that
moment, it will be possible to say is life was noble and beautiful: it will ratetbithe

poet in the eyes of the most severe. (27)

The conception of love is special among the Kabyle. It is not a question of capturing a
citadel after having scrupulously followed the direction on the Beloved's itynea of

a vaporous Elvira ready to console the sensitive heart. The mores are, pitdesnses
demanding. One has to reconcile the ardor of physical needs with the fear of scanda
retaliation. It's not so much the beauty who is hard to seduce. When it comes toenarriag
one has to surprise the vigilance of one's own family or capture their consent. (28)

His indifference for the cruel game of life's bitter struggle can somstappear like
cowardliness, the surrendering of a weak man; his self-esteem must fierexduom it

the same way he suffered his failures in love... He thirsts for the absoluteeoexaatly,

he is very conscious of it. And it's this consciousness, in the end, that gives him his
strength of character and allows him to live as a mocking observer, free aisall bi
independent in body and soul.... It's because during his life he could identity with
everyone that we see in him the exceptional man who incarnated a world, an era, the
authentic poet, full of sensibility, tenderness, and emotion whose revolt was not a cry of
hatred, whose pessimism is rarely a blasphemy... As for his contempohayeactept

his teasing and sarcasm with good grace because he also knew how to move them, and
his friendly criticisms were more effective than advice. It wadexiright down to his

way of speaking, which was just how everyone spoke, frank and neither affected nor

pretentious.
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This role of arbiter that he takes on by putting himself outside the game, proves
precisely that he intends to situate himself among his people. [...]

Si Mohand hence appears like a mirror where the soul of his country is reflected,
a generation in profound disarray, brutally striped of its traditions, whose soc@lsts
have blown apart even as economic transformations and openings onto the extétior wor
have not allowed them time to adapt. He's not a "déclassé”, but the wise man of a
defeated people, the powerless spectator who assists with broken heart ebadsfatal
(32-33)

Like in a ballad, the first stanza is usually imprecise or assignsdgesedfralities; the

second develops, completes, adjusts, focuses. The last three lines constitute the
conclusion, sometimes the decisive argument. This last tercet can appear Wrem f

the first. But don't be fooled: it's the one that constitutes the confession, thiveseapsit.

The initial parts depend on it. It's the one that withholds the key to the enigma when the
poem is obscure. [..] The same construction: from the general to the particular, the
secondary to the essential, the futile to the serious. (38)
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From L’anniversaire

Algerian Literature ®
(A 53-58)

A few years ago critics heralded the flowering of a particAlgerian literature as the
birth of a cautious spring. In France, it was received with the anxious intereséd by
trusted messengers in times of trouble. For the first time, a partidglriahad raised
its voice, a true voice, in a language that came from the heart and touchedtthefhear
others. A few writers, Muslim by birth and heritage, enjoying this warfoofee, set
down firm roots in the literature of France.

But where does such interest come from and why this flowering of good omen?

In the cruel drama that has been tearing us apart month after month, ppeay a
childish and vain to pose such questions when the single issue confronting us is our
shared anxiety, our common sorrow. Condemned to a painful mutism, in the course of a
tragic confrontation, we continue to believe that the writer can look back and try to
discover, in the more peaceful past, the promises of a fraternal future thanteel \o
help prepare, if only to justify himself and declare without embarrassmeihetioizd not
fail at his task, and at the same time reiterate his hope.

The interest, no doubt, comes from the fact that some were ready to hear us and
awaited honest testimonies; the reason for the flowering lay in our pressoh¢prtestify
honestly, entirely, to grasp our living reality in all its detail in order to dspdborn
misunderstandings and deny clear consciences the excuse of ignorance.

We did not start out, in any case, by claiming that we had found the right path, nor
to have gone all the way, but we did our best. The path had been marked out by those
who had broken with an artificial Orient in order to describe a less atagét truer

humanity, a land of colors less sparkling but richer in nourishing sap, men who struggle

% Revue francaises® Trimestre 1957, Paris.
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and suffer and who are the exact replicas of the men we see around us. We found all thi
in the works of Gabriel Audisio, Albert Camus, Edmond Brua, Jules Roy, Rosfelder,
Claude de Fréminville, René Jean Cot, Marcel Moussy, Emmanuel Robles. T fami
milieu, where we find neither bias nor excess, remains nevertheless foreignawn:
next door, if you will, juxtaposed, well distinct. One can encounter warm sympathy f
the native here, sometimes even friendship, but in general the native is missingend
deplore this deeply on both sides, it is not due to the writer nor a regrettabtg litera
lapsus; it is rather quite simply a sad Algerian truth - one that has adseiszhseless
permanence of initial hostility by cultivating indifference and more ofterieznpt.

Thus, if we know Mersault to the point of being able to put a name to his face
because he is very much from home, it's not by chance that The Stkélsgan Arab
and is sentenced to death. Trial records could perhaps reveal just how manyri&uropea
have been condemned to death for killing an Arab. And it is not by chance either that an

Arab, in Les Hauteurs de la Villgets tortured by a Vichyiste, thus incarnating the

Algerian resistance, or that the Muslims, within the whole generouariteorld of
Roblés, remain in their place, evolving effortlessly in the particularly ddimg world
this writer has created.

We therefore know what we can assume: if we are absent in a work of Camus
who does not cease to nobly proclaim the misery and the greatness of the human
condition, if Moussy’s Algerians, whom we cannot imagine more authentic andaelose
us, pass by us without seeing us, it is because neither Moussy nor Camus nor almost any
of the others could come close enough to us to really know us. Having assumed,
however, the role of the Host's teacher, today they watch, powerless and beasabe
Arab heads towards prison.

This deliberate refusal to testify in our favor, which could at first appear
disappointing and unmerited, finds its justification in an honorable modesty much more
than in a prudent reserve. In any case, it spawned a vocation by encouragirestify to t
in our turn and on our own account. Everything transpired as if the writers of European
origin had summoned us to an frank confession after having given us their own, with the

understanding that this contest of sincerity would become the blinding afomadtan
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indestructible fraternity, needing then only to be loyally translated inilmna&uch was
our hope...

Our most noteworthy books each contain this essential testimony: one finds it
more or less everywhere, discrete or vehement, always expressed aithdsdy and
the same intention to move. Each writer spoke of what he knew, of what he saw or felt
and perhaps to be certain to tell the whole truth, each put a large part of himseH into hi
book. Yet since the vision remains the same under different angles, identicasdra
could be observed; social dramas ending in joblessness or emigration, politicas dra
with internecine power struggles, scenes of administrative bullying or the ameum
opposition of race; dramas of ignorance, in the end, which are just as cruel asrhe othe
and to which one might impute the origin of all our woes.

The witness who attended this endless spectacle of misery first ofcatvoi
men’s hunger: in the crowded city or the arid mountain. Such is the poignant theme of La

Grande Maisonmore veiled irLe Fils du pauvreLa Colline oubliéeNedjma.. “The

hunger that keeps you from sleeping is also the hunger that makes you thinkliegoes t
Kabyle proverb, and this reflection allows the poor man to preserve his sentiment of
human dignity, to maintain his moral health, and to be able to speak like the character in
Mohammed Dib’s novel: “Maybe the people who eat are right to dislike those who
don'’t.”

The writer, having denounced hunger as a profound yet treatable diseask in nee
of immediate attention, desired to make the patient known, not to write prescriptions or
propose remedies. That is why he conceded to folklore, to narrow regionalism. Yet for
the same reason, in exactly the same logic, he did not concern himself whttiegsor
irreproachable formal purity. The documentary aspect of his work retainsegdsthe
utmost importance, and he devotes all his attention to it because he knows, alas, that the
observer who studies Muslim society from the outside has never understood it and that he
always has the tendency to stop at the differences rather than at thetemilar

The traditions, the mores, the customs, the beliefs and the superstitions, individual
and collective morality, the full spectacle of life, in sum, this was the speoctdwse
script the writer Moussy scrupulously tried to edit, that the writer wantbdrtg to life

in his books.
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But for those who chose the grueling role of lawyer, objective observation did not
suffice, however exact. It was necessary to touch deeply and convince, torsomes
full intelligence, to draw arguments up from the heart, to find the accertlsuiba
one’s own inner turmoil. And such an approach imposed itself on many who, in effect,
drew their novels out of themselves, when they did not simply tell their own tale.

For our tale is well known. Easy to imagine, at least: we are intelleotha
come from a world apart and we possess French culture. Our paradox — or our drama, as
one collectively calls it — is quite understandable. Attached by all the bbers being
to a frozen, ignorant and miserable society, on the margin of the new cergurgyey
the clear conscience of what we lack and the duty to demand it. The protesbaspect
work is thus not surprising. What may surprise and at the same time reaskare is
absence of passion that marks almost all of our words.

For the rest, our position is not as paradoxical as one thinks. In reality, we are not
caught “between two chairs” but well installed on our own. And it is crucial that we
remain exactly at our places in order to dissipate fear and deserve Theditedit we
need, all of us, to have the most banal of human truths inscribed in filigree in all of our
works finally accepted: we are men, nothing but men, we need friendship, tenderness,
fraternity. If we possess all that, our bodies will no longer feel hunger, ous spifino
longer thirst, our hearts will beat like all hearts do: we would no longer haveraqnythi
particular.

This is what the Muslim Algerian writers have put into their books, books that
garnered much sympathy, and even more curiosity. People are amazed we doimt write
Arabic when we have never learned Arabic and if no one denies us the right to write in
French, they exclaim before our works that are no masterpieces, “Whikistd be
Persian?”

No, truly, North African writers have not failed at their task. Let megoof

faith hurry to complete their own! Perhaps the future will show we were right.
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The Algerian Images of Emmanuel Robles
excerpt(A 59-62)

A quarter century ago we students at Bouzaréa already embodied the Frabco-Ar
community!

| see myself on that long-ago first day of school when | arrived with my new
suitcase, in my new suit, holding a huge new joy that | was barely able tol tiedause
it weighed more than my suitcase and it was imperative to quickly dispatatwt] orto
the school, and be absorbed by my new classmates, dispersed in this large domain that
would soon be mine. | was well received by a "veteran" because he had no chaice but t
receive me well, to accompany me to my dormitory, to show me my spot, to help me
unpack my bags, so well that he appeared like an older brother, conscientiously avoiding
trampling on my dreams or destroying my illusions.

But, God help me, I couldn't have fallen into worse company. | was dealing with
the red lantern of the juniors, the most facetious, the worst layabout, whose fantasies
misled the older ones and caused the younger ones to suffer. Those who remember
classmate Roux will be able to say whether | exaggerate, but | bless plens@nce that
inspired him that first day when he gave me the unforgettable impressiom@f be
introduced into a friendly world that accepts you as you are, simply because you have
taken the trouble to show up.

No doubt, eventually, this community of junior high students revealed to me its
imperfections, its prejudices, and its castes. But since we were childrgajidvno
attention to hatred, animosity even less; instead of distain we chose commah rasgpe
when we separated we found ourselves moved by deep regret that adults with hardened
hearts cannot imagine: the regret of those who shed their innocence in order to gain
access, eventually and despite themselves, to hypocrisy and egoism, thadl sole a
indispensable motor driving us towards staking a place in this cruel world boilirby
countrymen.

This world that was waiting to grab each and every one of us - we knew it
existed, we referred to it as "life." We knew life would separate us. Fotdngi
Perhaps permanently.
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| saw Emmanuel Roblés fourteen years after he had left us. | met himhigimy
mountain village where th@umis”’ rarely ventures but, as | went towards him, the
image of the Normalien, conserved within me for years, began to stir, tofeake li
separate, and little by little to liberate itself with each step that hteung closer to our
meeting, so that it ran ahead and made the greetings itself beforeditsgegher with
my friend, who was now already famous and whom, without it, | would have hesitated to
address.

From that instant, | no longer had before me the author whose resounding success
had reached all the way into the bled, rather my old buddy, dressed in a spotless black
shirt, barely marked by the years, as simple, direct and frank, as sure elf aimasyou,
as fraternal as | had known him at school.

To tell the truth, school had not brought us that close, nor had we belonged to the
same graduating class. But we had lived side by side in the same place andrirethe sa
atmosphere, adopting the same spirit, following the same courses with theeaahegs;
and Emmanuel Roblés had been a brilliant student and an irreproachable classmate, a
thing often repeated, distinguishing him above all others, so that if he himself did not
know me in particular, I knew him well myself and already, without him knowing it, |
observed him, admired him, and saw in him a honorable model and one that would some
day make his teachers proud.

I am well aware that this is an admission that could ruin my reputation. Hqwever
| invent nothing here and, besides me, others more qualified to make such assertions
openly predicted that he would go far. Such pythonesses were none other than our
teachers, who watched over us tenderly because of our modest origins and who were
attached to our poor boy's school with every fiber of their souls! Yes, they loved
discovering depths of merits in us and did not despair of succeeding one day, with one of
us, in astounding the world. They found some in each graduating class but only let on
timidly, after solid reflection and successive confirmations. Often, they kejptcrazy
hope to themselves, which became their secret or in the end their private disappointment

And due perhaps to an accumulation of such deceptions, when it did occur to them to

" French or Europeans.
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predict, they did it always in a doubtful tone that relinquished them of their respopsibilit
and underscored their false indifference. We never misled ourselves: they neve

suggested anything lightly.

The Anniversary
excerpt(A7)

One day, you got it into your head that common sense was the most widely shared thing
on earth. And since then, you've never wanted to face the facts. Simply bibisuse
luminous truth was followed by an even more luminous piece of evidence: yup, the
philosopher wrote, common sense is so widely shared that never has a person complained
of not getting enough. Everything was just fine in Descartes' day, kwverys just now.

That's just an example. You always believed it sufficed to go to school, to work
hard, to study all the questions in the curriculum point by point in order to successfully
pass your exams. Your children go to school, work hard, conscientiously study the whole
program and fail each time they take the exam. Hit your head against the widlnbha
going to make them succeed.

Do you recall what a friend told you one day? He was younger than you, though,
so you didn't want to believe him.

"My dear brother, it it's not enough to get a scholarship to study and succeed. You
need lots of chances: parents, a scholarship, intelligence, courage... many chances
combined give you a big stroke of luck. Perhaps that's what you encountered. As for
those who cannot succeed, you have to pity them, or help them if you can.”

You continued to believe otherwise, though. You pitied no one, helped no one,
and yet, inside you, blamed them for not knowing how to take advantage of the wealth
that, according to Descartes, they equally possess.

Truly, what kills me at the moment is the poisoned atmosphere we keep living in

while continuing to play the same old game. Get to the office on time, pretend to work,
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discuss the troubles, go to the butcher or the barber, put the correct blinker on to indicate
your intention to those behind you, move to the right to let him pass, smile at the pretty
lady used to such flattery. It's impossible to behave otherwise even in tluegubis
atmosphere.
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From La Cite des Roses

The Teachef®
(CR 13-23)

The truck carrying their belongings arrived by the back road to Algiers amebitonto a

dusty road that a motley construction crew was in the process of digging open, an
impressive pallid trench cutting like a deep gash into the hill. Through arcaoftdust,

from one side to the other of the trench they overlooked, one could make out a vast chaos
of tiny shacks, multi-shaped and individual, like the honeycombs of an immense hive
abandoned by the bees and overrun by vermin.

The scene was pitiful and the teacher, open-eyed, stared at this gigaigiant
growth revealed to him by the capital perhaps because it was welcoming lgooéor
that day and had decided to no longer hide the things it systematically wittdreld fr
visitors entering from the front or by the grand coastal routes. To them, Aldiensdof
its wide avenues, its imposing architecture in all its striking, elegant acawg detail,
first-class luxury with full access to the sights and sounds of a modern Wastern c
bathed in Oriental clarity, the sun and sky a continuous pure echo of the blue, barely
ruffled sea.

No, what the teacher saw was a hideous slum where one could well imagine a
swarming mass of miserable, hostile people sheltered in tarps, reeds, old planks and
rusted metal sheets — draped over them like a Harlequin's coat - their garbagacing
threat to any ill-placed curiosity, any hypocritical sympathy. This prdauberance,
located along the town's southern edge, hid itself under the flanks of a wooabgx hillt
dominating the bay of Algiers, which itself offered a glimpse of one of the sptstdid
views around. An observatory, a fort with a blockhouse, and some immense radio and
television pylons had also been erected there. On the woods' edge stood an etlucation

center for slum children, innocently nanleal Cité des Rosewjhere the teacher, who

% First chapter of La Cite des Roses
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had just been appointed, was arriving to occupy his new functions. He had come from the
mountains.

When the truck stopped and his sturdy wife extracted herself not without some
difficulty from the cabin, she found herself nose to nose with a goat tied to a stake near
the gate. Thin droppings like young olives were strewn over the sidewalk in a puddle of
greenish slime. The lady, who had never set foot outsidelésrknew goats, their
droppings, their greenish urine.

"This is Algiers?" she asked disdainfully.

"You haven’t seen everything yet," the teacher timidly replied.

"It's not pretty,” she concluded, definitively and self-assured.

There was nothing left to do but move in. The truck took off after depositing their
boxes of dishes and books, their unpretentious linens and an oil-run refrigerator, pride of
the family and destined, they believed, to favorably impress the onlookers and perhaps
surprise them as much as the washing machine, a small model, already an®|der
which everyone in the village back home knew about, if only a few friends had been
allowed to observe it running. But the Arabs passed back and forth, supremely intiffere
and the kids, high-strung and vulgar, circled around the unfamiliar objects, bittes by t
desire to steal. The prosperous concierge, embarrassed to have to serve umderghe
of such a school director, blocked the entrance to the house, determined to first compile a
detailed inventory of the man's mediocre riches, which he spread out with a complaisant
air of unsuspecting good faith.

The director, it must be said, had lost all appreciation for humor. But he had
retained his pride intact, an exacerbated pride that was quick to take offence and
transform into scorn. This scorn would invariably be turned against his wife and children
whom he had not succeeded in terrorizing except at the beginning, for they had gradually
become familiar with his fits, his tantrums, his evil looks to the point that they did not
worry a bit anymore and even took to mimicking him. Thus the petty annoyances of each
individual became everybody's affair and the whole family headed off {peral
infected with an apparently incurable despair, which had to be hidden from strangers at
all costs and from which they needed to escape as soon as possible. Or sog¢he teach

reasoned when he found a moment to think.
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So they carried their belongings in, barricaded themselves in their newdedgi
and began to detest the Cité. There was nothing else to do, as they waited fdrdhe firs
October. And until then the Cité des Roses forgot them, as well as the authbgties, t
soldiers and the teaching establishment. But the local merchants, surpriked by
windfall, quickly took to profiting from their extravagance. One by one and at each
opportunity, they duped the shy, fearful children, the lady who wanted to put on airs and
the sir himself, who feigned to know better.

How to escape an apparently incurable despair, the teacher incesdaetdly as
himself? The children, perhaps. Okay, the kids had to be saved. But considering
everything together he wondered if it was worth the effort and sure of sucdesthéV
kids? Why them in particular? What exactly was the difference? Forttesverything
was equally ruined!

Honestly, one could miss the kitchen in that new school where he had spent the
last four years, because of the white porcelain tiles that covered thesvhltgh as the
hand could reach. There had also been toilets and water closets, clean, spotssdwvhit
green like an eternal springtime next to which the symbolic roses of thed2ised being
ridiculously comical and became instead a humiliating hoax. Right next to thisoiena
regret, which failed nevertheless to develop into any shape other than agnet,erose
quite often the pitiful face of his old colleague, killed in a ditch by his former swiftamt
reasons unknown. This ghost would automatically trigger other apparitions, a parade of
ghosts where he could recognize ten, a hundred, a thousand faces. They were of all kinds,
all origins, all ages. And, speaking of age, they all resembled the small bulletdriddl
body of Malik. Malik had been fourteen and a primary school graduate. Hadn't prevented
a thing. A soldier paraded him around the area an entire day and then shot him at point-
blank range. He spent the night in a narrow ditch on the side of the road. A ditch his body
filled, made to measure, you might say. This is why no differences eysbaa
between boys and adults. Malik had lost his father six months earlier, struck down in the
middle of the road at the same spot, as if by fluke.

When all these faces, all these bodies rose up, they invariably made one forget the
kitchen and its shinning porcelain. The teacher, his wife, his children weredladrt

Algiers, far from Kabylia, safe and sound, him especially, or so claimeufeisnd



143

kids, for he had almost stayed there like ten, a hundred, a thousand others they knew. To
hell with all the porcelain fixtures and the green tiles!

Once out of danger, though, certain things abandoned in the upheaval, deemed
accessory or of little value, returned to mind. The teacher had abandoned halfya cent
of habits with as little gravity as precipitation and now he found himself unablapto st
looking back, resuscitating memories, regretting everything: the bedt@mabtst.
Sometimes, he climbed all the way to the top and from there all the way back down to the
bottom of the beautiful edifice he had constructed over many years as if leelwant
show it to some curious stranger and could still summon the will to brag. In fact, if
everything was now ruined, torn apart, obliterated, he still had this mentaiuciost in
which to take refuge at times. A dream in reverse that definitively mhdmisdimits.

He missed, for example, his former students with their lively, intelligesg.ey
What had become of them? He had just learned by accident that, in such-and-such a
village where he had begun, not a sole remained. As for the most recent ones, in other
places, who were not yet men, they were no doubt preparing themselves to submit to the
inexorable destiny imposed on their generation. And this was just an exampleyganywa
A poor example in all frankness for the destiny of our fellow creatures escapgs us
definition if, in a certain measure, we can influence our own. But the teacher had long
been in the camp of those who believed in their mission, who sought to fulfill it with a
laudable good faith and build upon it precisely that fine edifice that had cracked apart

All the schools where he had sown this basic knowledge, as indispensable as daily
bread and yet which continued to be a luxury in this country, had burned one after the
other. However much one cried out against the sacrilege, the criers had dgttareyer
for the sanctuaries to be violated, for this knowledge as indispensable as brgemirmad
bitter, a poisoned dish one spits out in rage. School became a prohibited place, French a
cursed language, the teacher a suspect one had to closely monitor. The teanbeawas
traitor, rather a hybrid. No one wanted any more of him, he was good for the knife, the
machine gun or the prison at best. Bravely, he had chosen to flee. He left ajeddistcn
crowd. Before letting him depart, the soldiers had thoroughly searched his bgtoagth
taken a few books.

"Drive," they shouted at the truck driver.
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"Drive," repeated the teacher softly.

And chest forward, seated in the cabin next to the truck driver, he crossed his
arms like a well-behaved pupil. With that he wrapped up twenty-five yeamodfand
loyal service in a country he loved with all the fibers of his being! He had to show a
brave face in front of the wife and kids.

When the little captain who smelled of corpses would one day squeeze his throat
to strangle him, if he had to suffocate without making a gesture of defenseldt ve
solely because of the wife and kids. But the other day when the adjutant spit irehis fac
and the teacher shot his fist at the officer's bony nose, it was because of time Caybya
later did he think of the wife and kids. The captain had been standing behind him, the
adjutant in front. The later spit spontaneously because the teacher lied. He wméght ha
had a reason to lie. That's why the captain allowed the punch and dragged his subordinate
away with a discrete smile. But it was nevertheless unfortunate to have dfeesdklier
when one was a civilian in the enemy camp. That day the captain stopped smelling like a
corpse. He got all nice. But the staff officer started looking like an eviécmav and the
teacher began to smell like a corpse. At least, so he believed.

He said to himself constantly, "That one? He's going to shoot me in the head. His
soldiers are going to drag me into a vacant lot where people throw their garbage. The
he'll go say the fellahin brought me down. Upon which the villagers will find a hundred
and one reasons to justify the fellahin's reasoning and the captain, who is nowwynice g
will nevertheless profit by [expletive] my wife and kids by throwing themherstreet.

He'll be able to give my apartment to a colleague.”

All this, a story among hundreds, to show that it is not pleasant to have a wife and
kids who constantly serve you as alibi and whose lucky star constantly saviesm
peril. Because it was their lucky star, right, that made the adjutant change?

It was the same lucky star that protected him when other fellahin stopped the bus
in a deserted place to check the contents. That time they only found Hocéne, the local
police officer. None of the others interested them at all. They killed Honé&he bus
while the passengers trembled on the side of the tarred road. But before kiltieges

they had knocked the teacher out with a club. A single blow to the head.
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"Give him one," the leader had shouted. And the very irritated young man had
obeyed. Simply because he, the teacher, was convinced he could explain. To say, for
example, that the local cop had a loose tongue but also eight children. He'd earned a bang
on the head and hadn't been able to explain a thing. Contrary to normal.

And this incident almost had bad results. Thank God the wife and kids had still
been there to fix things without it seeming obvious.

"Give him one," the leader had shouted. And the young man had obliged.
"Enough, don't kill him, we know him."

"Aha," the captain had whispered, the one who had not yet become nice.
"Congratulations on your narrow escape from death. | was told of your courageous
intervention... and that the fellahin know you."

And the teacher began to shake without being able to hide it because he knew the
nonsense everyone told the captain and that all the soldiers would also congratulate him
on his narrow escape from death. Like the time the terrorist had thrown a gattiaele
grocer who could not fail to succumb. One of his colleagues had been present. He had not
been able to explain or stop anything but the shrapnel had not touched him; to the
contrary, it had shot directly towards the grocer.

"Now, wait here," the captain had wondered, "You saw him? Not a cut at all?"

"No, captain, none."

"Impossible! He's got to be sending them money," the captain concluded, "French
money! Teachers don’t spit on French money. But that one, I'm keeping an eye on him
I'm not going to let him get by."

"Yes, captain, I'll tell you everything | learn about the guy. He musiviegg
money."

And even as people were struck down around him, things became more
complicated for him, as if sudden death stalked him, each day a bit closer.

It was after this incident that everything in the beautiful edifice he hatedrec
began to crumble. Death seemed to appear in every face he saw: future Wttiras
murderers who were sure to become victims in turn. Yes, truly, he smelleccbkpsz
but the same odor emanated from everyone equally and except for this evidencg, nothin

else mattered.
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"So-and-so was killed."

"Oh dear, the poor guy. And his kids? They've got no one now!"

Normally it went no further than that because the next day there were more
orphans who had equal claim on your platonic compassion. So pity disappeared first,
simultaneously with surprise. Then went trust, faith, friendship, the big emotiaifis. |
turned sour from day to day gradually leaving room for something more certairaghat w
part of you, something you did not need to borrow from any fancy speaker or newspaper
or book.Youwere this something in you. And it even told you exactly what you needed
to do, not to stop smelling like a corpse anymore but to stop actually being one. The
difference was huge. You had to listen to yourself, period.

It said to you, "Be careful, don’t get involved in anyone's business. Go out as little
as possible. Your best friend happens to be a snitch? Stop talking to him. Forget him.
Smoking is prohibited? Stop smoking. Your house gets burned down? You were out and
you saved your skin. Your brother gets killed? You're free to cry. And even to feel proud
or ashamed depending on the circumstances..."

The voice droned on and on and slowly everything disappeared around you. All
that remained was to swell up like a monstrous goatskin gourd, that nameless you. But
there you were nonetheless. And if death surprised you at that exact momemitirthe g
would pitifully deflate, hemorrhaging all your cowardice, and you'd becamlead man
like a thousand others. At least there would be nothing to blame yourself for. As for your
wife and kids, they would have to miss you, honor your memory and then get clean as
best they could.

The teacher left before being reduced to that extremity, haunted alone by the
menacing shadow of the captain who had ceased being nice. He wasn't scared of hi
from a distance and believed in his vigilant lucky star. Better to forget iteateasoned.
Oblivion could save him, he reasoned. Start from scratch. In any case, try,|dgalhe
to succeed. Yes, for the children, the chances of a better life were huge.

His wife deeply regretted her spacious village kitchen, the good healthyamount
air, the spring that made the soap bubbles rise, the fresh fruit picked from thedrtbe
warm eggs gathered from the hens. She was already homesick. But she did not want t

understand that, in any case, these things were lost for everyone; they belohged to t
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past. And her regrets appeared to her husband like the sole mark of affection the she w
henceforth able to give.

"Look, | sacrificed all of this for you, my husband," she seemed to cry at him,
each time, in her fits of temper, ever more frequent and uncontrollable. She did not
realize, poor woman, that her voice could no longer reach her husband, that something
between her and him had likewise definitively cracked. She did nothing to fix eTo t
contrary. A huge amount of perseverance is called for, reasoned the teacher vaogn he
time to reflect, but we have got to free ourselves of this despair. It wastbederfine
conditions that he watched the approach of October and met Francoise. That damn lucky

star, no doubt.

Francoise
(CR 25-27)

November 1957

On first regard, Francoise's attitude was perplexing. She visibly ehjbgeschool,
devoted herself to her students, and remained simple, polite, amenable with all her
colleagues, male or female. She melted in quite naturally, being neithaatstes nor
excessively shy, joining along in the banter, especially as a listeméngsat everyone
with gentle indulgence or, at times, if the comment had been truly uplifting andffre
spite, bursting out in an honest, naked laugh.

She clearly liked this sordid shantytown, made fun of the difficulties, and seemed
determined to commit every ounce of her patience and intelligence to succatettiag
ungrateful task. Before the end of the first month, she had already won heel@itét

des Roses began to suit her fine, she had tamed those cruel devils enrollecuaehiesr st
and some of her colleagues were almost friends. Friends, nothing more, she ttild herse

while her heart beat a touch more quickly.
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What was perplexing, precisely, was the human warmth one could feel emanating from
her, flowing out equally and indifferently towards everyone, as if she had noaget

any choice of object, instead lazily waiting for some man or woman to takeitisepa

fix her. You had to be receptive to notice it. But those who caught this appeal felt
disturbed and ashamed by it. It was as if Francoise had unveiled to them, in an awkward
moment, a fascinating intimacy that they had no right to violate. The aitradftthe

young woman had visible effect on two of the men, and when she took notice of it, she
was no doubt the first to be surprised. She didn’t think to hide her surprise nor the
newfound happiness that seeped into her insidiously and that she had never imagined
finding at the Cité des Roses. All her emotions were projected upon her smalseepres
face, the same that held the open look she gave people, direct as a luminous sun. One
could sense in her, along with a thirst for happiness, the spontaneity of a kid, though there
was no question, at the same time, of her honesty, her loyalty, and, standing faee to fa
with her, you felt intimidated.

Francoise appeared as such to M.G. and, especially, to the Director. Titethe la
she was worthy of being loved. M.G., used to good fortune, set his mind on courting her.
What no one surmised were the chimeras, the world of illusions, the forbidden garden,
which she had populated with all the unemployed resources of her soul. One could sense
her confidence, her accessibility, her generosity, and see that she mbasaszy,
imprudent will to abandon herself. Head bowed, one lunged forward to grasp this, only to
watch it escape. Something lucid kept vigil in her, deep within her being, somlegpart t
withdrew, refused, infusing her with an obscure rancor towards us and towards herself.
Then the mirage would evaporate, it was over. All one could do was wait until, far off, it
flickered up again, and one could try in vain to get near.

Her husband had been the first victim, and the first to worry. His worry soon
became a stubborn passion to pierce through her secret, mystical chtvanteter her
chaste, reticent nature, to understand why she refused to be "herselffaa vilo other
words, like any other. But far from meeting his impulsive demands, she recoiled,
instinctively, often despite herself, gripped by dread and annoyed at her inallite
it.
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Little by little, she came to regard physical love as a trap. In evédimgr inner
world became inviolable, a source where she could draw forth, when necessary,ghe sens
of balance and strength demanded daily of each of us living in a civilized sebiete
implacable system is based on the fundamental principles of hypocrisy and conformi
This sense of balance and strength allowed her to lead a clean, almos} existiermce,
irreproachable in the eyes of the world, and in total accord, incidentally, with an
intransigent conscience.

After ten years of married life, woven with inexpressible illusions, suyperfi
deceptions and futile misunderstandings, Francoise arrived at acceptancd it tamalg
some effort, she resigned herself in the end, tucking away deep down inside her a
tenacious hope that she would one day come fully into her own and enjoy a taste of
happiness. She accepted this kind of unmerited punishment without a fight, forcing
herself only to appear well-mannered and dignified, transferring her fears amdnsonc
onto her children, standing a more or less worried guard on the perimeter of their
existence in order to ward off all menace, poised to respond and fight for them, because
of herself, there was nothing more to expect.

[Politics]
(CR 113-122)

Another area where we enjoyed risking ourselves for the pleasure aflopgarr
was, of course, politics. An unstable terrain where you could sink in at any moment and
where wisdom told you not to enter. We entered a bit by bravado, in order to prove that
even politics was incapable of separating us, that this trench about which evelleshe ta
and whose depth they all deplored, concluding that, alas, nothing could ever fill it again,
did not well stand between us. This made us think that reality was less aftiiaimthe

idea we made of it, that enmity, evil in its pure state, existed no more than goodness or
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justice in its pure state. We told ourselves that neither the past nor the futugebdimn
men: we were simply toys of the present.

“Consequently, we cannot be punished for the past,” she would say.

“Nor be exterminated for fear of the future,” | would reply.

Of course, all this was open to debate. We knew it the very moment we said it. It
was like a prior agreement that allowed us to then speak freely about the war, the
terrorism, the repression, independence. Must one note that Francoise was the only one
with whom | could talk like this?

We had numerous occasions to speak about that independence; Francoise could
not bring herself to believe in it.

“As if that would benefit them somehow,” she said, “when we aren’t here
anymore, they’ll be a little less unhappy, that's all. And you along with,tiMister
Direhard.”

“It's your pride that is direhard,” | would respond each time, “your superiority
complex! The best among you figure that we are worth nothing, that without ydu we’l
return to the void from which you had the gall to pull us. The best cling to us like one
clings to a work of long effort that has been hellish to complete. Yes, the best badieve
we are their work, that we belong to them, they hold onto us just like the bad ones hold
on to their properties, those huge domains they cultivated over the course of generations
and at the price of much Arab sweat. Believe me, they too are convinced they have
created Algeria and proudly point it out to any who would be tempted to diminish their
merit.”

“If you are trying to give me a guilty conscience, you are wasting tyoe. |
came here to do a bit of good but | have no pretentions. Pride, racism, look for it on your
side, with lots of susceptibility and fanaticism mixed in. We aren’t blind for Csaks.

And those who have given the best of themselves, that's supposed to be worth nothing?
You reject everything, you condemn everything, with the same distain, the staetk ha
Oh, yes, how lovely your revolt is!”

“It's no less ugly than yours, | know my history. And you, Francoise, are you

going to condemn us too?”

“Come on, it's the Arabs who condemn us first.’
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“So you approve?’

“No, sir, | don’t approve of anything. Calm down: | do not condemn you,
certainly not when you speak in this tone. | love seeing you get angry, the weleame
your eyes removes the mask of hypocrisy you usually wear.”

“Thanks.”

“Get angry, sir. That doesn’t mean that | say you're right. You have youoapini
and | have mine. They are not quite the same.”

“Your opinion! After a couple months in Algeria, is that right? You received it

ready-made, your opinion. Wake up, lady. Wake up before it is too late.”

| was sure that if | one day joined the resistance, Frangoise would be proed of
It is precisely because | did not that she refused to admit my verbal violereda®to
show by example, she’d repeat. In that she was right. Yet she knew that, likevar
incapable of violence and, to tell the truth, my tantrums were rare. Both of us twotd
understand and take hope, me putting myself in the shoes of the French, and her putting
herself in the shoes of the Arabs. Most often, she saw the powerlessness of honest peopl
that truly no artificial barrier separated and we deplored together tomblifes, the
sectarian or stupid lies, the prejudices and the ignorance that wanted to make of us

different beings when the heart of man was everywhere one and the same.

“Just two months ago | didn’t even imagine that you could exist and now...”

“Now?”

“I love you like a brother.”

How | wanted to cut that phrase short: that Francoise loved me, period. But her
voice broke that day, and her eyes became moist.

| blushed from simple pleasure and we laughed hard to conceal our emotion. Our
political discussions always ended like this, with mutual concessions that washed a
all the passion and transformed them into a trusting exchange of ideas, opposed
sometimes in a confrontation of absolute sincerity, like a two-voiced confessian a
end of which the confessors mutually absolve themselves and promise to love. Each time,

we came to the conclusion that love is the true essence of man but that we give in to
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hatred because we don’t know how, and finally aren’t able, to love. Hatred, in any case,
was nothing but a negative form of love, requiring us first and foremost to teach our
children how to love, to give them a taste for it by surrounding them from the gtart wi
unremitting affection. And adults? Adults as well, Francoise contended.

“I wish | could love all of humanity,” Francoise claimed while her eyes lourne
like a mad woman.

“But sometimes you still feel distain?”

“Yes, no doubt. | suffer when | am hurt. In the moment, | am capable of hitting
back. Pure reflex. After, | think better of it. Nothing can resist reflection.dtapethe
heart.”

| would not want anyone to take this discussion with Francoise literally. Miaybe
never truly took place. However, there were many in this vein: sometimes serious or
pedantic, sometimes banal or ridiculous; we did not even notice for what mattesezht
of us was to rediscover at each instant that we stood side by side and to let sut heart
wander together, secretly far from our dark or futile comments.

Today, alone in my office where since the beginning of the vacation I try to
recreate and lock her inside this notebook, detached from her as if by error;ntesttra
hair, the piece of chalk, the little blouse - must | admit that she becomesaeer m
elusive, that sometimes | start to embroider, to mix parts of scenes togethetray the
chronological order of events and conversations, in sum, to write a novel? | apatogize i
advance and hope she does not blame me too much. But there is one thing she would
admit, I am certain, which is that all during this last week of the firaester, she was
overflowing with affection, bubbly and confiding, gay like those rare rays ofr&in t
sometimes pierced the sullen sky, despite those torrents of rain that poured onvker us a
the cellar-like chill of her damp classroom. She was happy and | was happy togt We f
this came from the fact of being together, and at the same time we had to ghargett
reality, to twist the rules, and remain under its charm.

| feared that she would eventually catch on, that she would be put off, be unable

to put herself together and definitely distance herself from me. | had conmghtthat
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she would resume her pacing with M.G. Yet we avoided talking about him and spoke of
no other colleague. We lived in a kind of dream that was born the day she asked for my
friendship and that we were determined to prolong indefinitely, under the cover of our
rapid téte-a-tétes. When we found ourselves in groups, we did not enjoy addressing each
other but one did not have to be too smart to notice our discrete affection.

It is since that time | believe that our concierge began the habit of disupveesi
in Francoise’s classroom, when | was not to be found in my office. One must know that |
never remained more than a few minutes and that | went there for professisaatréa
always found a reason. It was always that moment precisely, on an urgentd)ukates
the concierge chose to seek out my orders or to solicit my advice. She would come
waddling in on her short legs, open the door with a knowing look and make a beeline
between us, throwing me a look full of reproach. | would head out before her while she
held back a moment with Francoise, ripped by a violent desire to warn her, to protect he
from the terrible dangers with which I continually threatened her. Fepoge, whom
everyone called Nenette, our concierge, | could nourish only dark designs foutite yo
women of the Cité. | was in any case only half guilty, given my race, but all my
education could not prevent my blood from rising. And in the blood of an Arab, Lord, she
did not have much confidence! She no doubt wished that everyone took heed of what she
had to say and took precautions, but since she did not dare accuse me openly and directly,
she contented herself with, on each occasion, warning one and then another of our
particular, brutal, even frightening habits. Yet Neneete was an ardent éantyelygl and,
when she got talking, all the fire that consumed her inside since the death of her husband
rose up towards her eyes and her fat cheeks and the warnings she distributed left he
panting, unsatisfied, misunderstood.

The fact was she disliked each and every one of those young women, who were
“easy, curious, shameless” and distained her confidences. She would hold me as witness
to prove that they only cared about their looks, that they neglected their work and
malevolently complicated her own. Girls of the new generation who deserved to be
skillfully supervised if only to have the right to speak ill of them, proof at hand and with

no remorse. | am persuaded, besides, that Nenette knew each one of us baitter that
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knew ourselves and that at the Cité, for over a decade, she had stumbled a ton of small
secrets like ours.

These secrets would be easy to learn if one day | made her talk. She would star
by placing me apart, | imagine, like someone irreproachable, she’d saylzdidiieings
she thinks about Francoise and start to embroider the facts about all the othersdta the
end of proving that I, the director, in fact, understood nothing of what went on and
directed only in name.

When Nenette is planted behind fealousiesbehind her glass door or closed
curtains, one can loiter, arrive late, exchange a questionable sign, whispeeinGeer
can do all that without fear of scandal but with the certitude that, for the conaterge
least, the Cité is a house of glass. If Nenette never sees things sttaggalivays knows
where to find each thing and stands ready to inform you if needed.

The knowing air of this woman sometimes bothered Francoise; as for me, | only
wished that her suspicions were one day proved and when she blocked the door with her
unparalleled mass, | saw in it a generous sign of good tidings. | told myselftéraall
Nenette had common sense and that if something was not possible, she would never have
thought of it. This gave me reason to hope that Francoise was in love with me, that
Nenette told her friends about it when she went to the market.

Unfortunately, if | often took pleasure in these happy dreams, the reabty w
different. Since the day my friend signified her categorical rgjecs much as her
sincere regrets, she had put me in a difficult situation and obliged me in some sayt to pl
the role of bashful lover who has no right to fully divulge his heart. Without losinglface,
could neither turn away from her to try to get over it, nor clearly demand what she could
not offer me. | adopted an attitude that was indubitable, affectionate and batfbate,

a bit protective too, like the donkey who decided to give the benefit of his vast experience
to someone and denied himself the right to guide them with a sure hand.

I must admit, though, that Francoise never took me too seriously and that,
sometimes, | sensed my remarks of a purely professional kind vexed her, abkiog m
her disagreeably inclined. But most often, she acted submissive, listened tthrherwi

big stunned eyes, and stood too close to me, for example brushing her breasts against my
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shoulder, pushing lightly and succeeding in troubling me, making me lose in one minute
that authoritative, magisterial tone that annoyed her.

If, imprudently, | looked like | understood and sketched out a precise remark to
one of these unexpected gestures whose meaning she had suddenly discovered, which
should not have meant anything even while they engaged you to respond, then, she would
act surprised, stand back scandalized and ask you for explanations:

“Sir?”

“Well, Madam, | was saying that...”

All that remained was to strike her with one of those loaded pedagogibal trut
that she received full-face, this time without raising her eyebrowsvéfé clever, it
would have been at that period that | should have played indifferent for as much as she
remained formal, she took such pleasure in making herself loved. | was not clever, of
course, but | began on my side to grow attached to her for real and it repultethkes
it.

Then came the Christmas holiday and New Year’'s which would separate us for
much longer than | expected. | saw her again, however, Decenther Bdesday, |
recall, around ten o’clock.

She knocked on my door, came into my office and sat there facing me for a few
minutes. She timidly gave me her best wishes. It was nice of her and tqusthing
touching that | was very moved and became timid myself, more awkward even than
Francoise who rediscovered her senses and smiled maliciously. No one else would have
thought of presenting themselves, of speaking a word to me, a little card, thegmncie
had locked herself in all day to avoid wishing me a thing.

“These people must think” | surmised “that their holiday is not mine, they might
assume that it’'s up to me to go t them. I'm not moving. I'm going to ignore their New
Year. The contrary would be hypocritical.”

What was going on between me and Francoise that New Year’s morning? No
doubt she spoke of her children and asked after my own. The only clear thing Isrecall i
her little face as smooth as a medal but marked with gentleness and cogstaet jo
delicate string of pearls that glittered around her neck and her pocketbooklset on t

filing cabinet, my eyes never stopped looking at her. In my disarrayyeédiat no valid
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subject of conversation and soon had to content myself with staring at her witle.a smil
Then she got up, skirted around this massive desk, and leaned down to let me kiss her.

“You don’t object, do you, to celebrate the New Year? “

If I objected? | stood up like a robot and held her to my chest. | felt her lean
against me, her knee sliding between mine, her eyelids closing. | kissed hal thewy,
slowly, again and again, almost counting. At one point, she opened her eyes and smiled. |
leaned towards the lips she held up to me so sweetly...

No, I did not kiss her on the mouth, my lips, again, grazed her eyes and Francoise
murmured, hugging me tightly, “Oh! How | love you...fondly, sir.”

“Darling,” | murmured imperceptibly. For myself alone.

And we separated with as much gravity as surprise. No, | did not kiss her on the
lips and | sometimes regret it. | regret my timidity, my reserve,dwgy for its own
sake, because if | had reacted this way with the most wonton woman | would have been
ridiculous. But | don’t regret having respected Francoise.

Vacation ended Januar}.4The 3rd, at midnight, they came to arrest me.

When theparachutistssucceeded in waking me after having banged violently on
the door and almost smashing it to bits, | immediately thought of that captain who had
stopped being nice.

“He must have sent in his report,” | told myself.

With a sharp cramp in my bladder, | felt a mad urge to pee.
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