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Lakhdar's yellow cotton pyjamas cause a lot of

sniggers among the French boys in the boarding
school; they have about the same funny effect as his
striped shirts, his two pairs of drill trousers, and
his box of dried figs with its enormous padlock. His
neighbours in the dormitory can afford to gobble
marrons glaces without even enjoying them, and
Mustapha furiously tears up the discarded tinfoil
wrappers which Lakhdar wants to collect.

Independence for Algeria, Lakhdar carves in
the desks and in the door with his knife.

Lakhdar and Mustapha leave the common room
to look for streamers.

The peasants are ready for the parade.
"Why the hell did they bring their animals along?
Agricultural labourers, workers and traders.

Sun. Crowds.
Germany has capitulated.
People walking in pairs. Bistros full to over-

flowing.
Bells.
Official ceremony; war-memorial.
The police keep at a distance.
A mass counter-demonstration.
We've had enough of promises. 1870. 1918. 1945.
Today, May 8th, is it really V -Day?
The b,oy-scouts spearhead the procession, the

s tudents follow.
Lakhdar and Mustapha march side by side.
The crowd keep growing.
In fours.
No passer-by can resist the streamers.
The police are jostled while keeping order.
A hymn forms on the lips of the youngsters:

From our mountains rises
the voice of freedom loud.

Mustapha feels himself part of an unassailable

millipede.
Bristling with so many moustaches, carried by

so many horny feet, one can stare down the settlers,
the police and the chickens that flee in panic.

A plain-clothes man, concealed in the shadows of

an arcade, fires at the flag.
Machine-gun fire.
The police cordon wavers.
Demopstrators have been disarmed on reaching

the mosque by the commissioner aided by the muph

ti.
Chairs.
Bottles.
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Branches cut on the way.
The police cordon snaps.
Do they want to contain the people's first mass-

demonstration?
The flag-bearer collapses.
A war veteran grips his bugle. Is it to sound re

veille or a call to arms for the Holy War?
With a stroke of his sword a peasant slashes the

shoulder of a bareheaded student whom he mistook

for a European.
Mustapha throws away his neck-tie.
The French mayor is shot by a policeman.
An inn-keeper is writhing in his bloodied burnous.
Lakhdar and Mustapha are separated in the stam-

pede.
There are only three students left with Mustapha;

an old Jewess throws a flower-pot down on one of
them, more to make him move away from her win
dow than to hit him. The last groups fall back before
the fire from the machine - gun ne sts; the army blocks
the main avenue, shooting on the ragged figures; po
lice and settlers are mopping up the lower-class
neighbourhoods; a single way out remains.

Ten o'clock.
It has all taken just a few minutes.
The bus to X ... , half-empty.
Mustapha "heaves himself up. His childhood dream

has come true: He stands beside the driver; a Mos
lem gendarme has got in beside him.

"Stand near the door", the gendarme says with a

smile.
Mustapha'is de"lighted.

He doesn't notice that the gendarm's cap has a
bullet-hole in it. "It's dangerous to lean out of the
door", the driver says, but the country-side is de
serted; the bus remains empty till they arrive at
the village. The telephone line has been cut. The
peasants spread out. Machine-gun fire. The first
arrests are made among the followers of Ferhat
Abbas: a court registrar, a public letter-writer;
the merchant who occupied the treasury office has

Born 26th August, 1929 at Sighout You
cef, Algeria. Along with Malek Haddad
and Mohamed Dib he is one of the most
outstanding modern Algerian writers and
poets. He was imprisoned at the age of
sixteen for taking part in the historic de
monstration for Algerian independence
on May 8th, 1945. His creed as a writer
is impregnated with the spirit of the war
of liberation:
"I think that the poet and artist stands in
the front rank of the revol ution. The re
volution is not only political, social, and
ideological. It embraces the whole of ex
istence". (1958)

Yacine Kateb's works include his novel,
Nedjma (1956), in which he probes the ge
nesis of the Algerian nation, symbolized
by the elusive, mythical figure of the wo
man Nedjma, the drama Le Cercle des
Represailles (1959), and the poetic jour
nal, LePolygone Etoile(1966). W.F.



killed himself' the Senegal<.'·c hdVl' hruk<.'11 into th<.'

northern sector of the village; \\OIY1l'n h~I\'e bvcn

assault d· mass arrests have bC<..'ll instigdted ))y tl1t'
settIe r s , who 0 r g ani s .> d the 11l _. e 1\. <.' i 11 0 et r n 1 <.' d

militia units as soon s th, 11(.>\\'S of the ('vents 111

Setif reached them.

The administrator unde rtakl's to maintain or-

d er. T h s t tIe r sand the i r \x,,' i .e s, c.d m 0 s ton b t-' 11 

ded knees, want him to finish the matter for good.

T he a d m i n i s t rat 0 r i v l' sin tot h c con) m; 1 n din Cl

offic r of th Sen gal se.

The pas ant s red i s p r sed by rll a hi n - g U 1 fir l' ,

Two escapees are shot at the ntranCl to the
village.

The militia draws up the list of hostages.

Finally the sound of a bell, the hum of human

voices, the echoes of a village, and the people

crowding around a landing - stag , h raIded LobeLd.

We were given a grand reception. Th re \\'as

quite a big welcoming committ e expecting us. Our

1uggage was loaded on ca rt v e walked the re s t of

the way. It was a nice road, very ('lean and lined

with flowers, leading through a garden full of lov ly

smells. In th distance vv'e saw white buildings v/ith

black windows em rge out of th gr en ry. obetal

was an important educational c ntre. It had a church
with a capacity of a thousand, spaclous classrooms,

comfortable dormitories, a ni e residential area for

the teaching staff, a well-,·tocked library, a book

shop, a disp nsary, r cr ation rooms, d. post-office

and a shop. Som traders had settle-d in the surroun

ding s.

Jean Ikell -Matiba was born in Song dong near

Edea (Cam roon) in 1936, a dir ct descendant of

th famous Bassa chief, Pemnie- 'tomb ...A.fter

attending the Ecole Supe ri ure in Yaounde h tu-

died Law and Sor.ial -::::iences in Paris. Ikclle-Matiba

has been living in '-. .f'ederal Republic of Germany

for a long time, writing cripts for the 'Del t h

Welle" and v.;orking as en a istant to the Dir ctor

of the Evangelical Acaderny at Is rlohn.

His only nov 1, t Cett -~frique-la'(1963) is th

lif story of an old Cam ro nian, Franz i\lomha,

v/ho gr w up under the G rman Cldministration, at

tended various lite schools, and suffer d Jreatly

for refusing to shift his loyalties to his countr) 's
n w masters, the Fren h.

Through Momha, the story-t ller minces no

words in d aling with German atrocities durin

the early stag of colonisation, his picture of a

country under G rman olonial rule contrast

sharply \.vith the traditional Fren h and British
vi Vv·.

I.C1.\\',·cr Ghdrib, 1ustdph;t's Ltther, is pointed
U II t ;.1 -..: 0 n l' U" t 11 t' r i 11 g - 1<. ' ; t d e r s .

'1' h<.' . Ul1 is s till up,

. Lt y 1 3t It.

'lllstaphCi P~lYS (t visit to the graves of the two
rn<.'n rt'Cl'ntly '110

,urfl'\.\' .

C i c ~ 1d;., S ; t n cl po 1i Cl' l1l <.' t S h r it' k i 11 J; S S P <.' C t s be in
<::'scorted \\ith kicks.

Thc'r budi S dre expus d to the sun.

r m Kd,teb Yacine: ~ -edjma, 195 , ( ditions du

Seuil, Paris). Transl. by Willfried Feuser.

\- \'erc c ccommodated in very modern, fir t-

rate dormitori s, where we met f 110Vv'-pupils who

had arrivt-'d before us. They received us very polite

1y and helped us to s ttle in. s we came from va ri

ou provin s, \.\ e spoke German to under tand each
othe r.

The syllabus, Vv'hich \.\as full enough already, be

c a me' ve n m 0 r c r 0 \v d d. I tappe et red rat h r 1i k e a

r'ver ion to scholasticism; we Wt re taught all kinds

of things which had no practical purpose whatso ver.

Th cours s w re hard. Apart from general subjects

we had to study English, music, art, g ography, and

history. But the brand of history w w re taught was

strongly biased. It \vas based on the superiority of

th T utonic race. We learned that th re wer three

powers on arth, Ge rmany, France and England.

But th English were insidious and th French unjust.

How did our teachers explain this!

Th Fr nch are a great nation that onc had mighty

kings, invincible warriors, and such an incomparable

ivilization that even our own kings in the ight enth

c ntury spoke their language, \vhich during that per

iod was cons ide red a uni ve r s al language, owing to the
French writers who had spread their ideas all over

Europ . But driven by some strange madness they

r volt d, killed their king, and betrayed their mas

ters in order to adopt a hypocritical system of gov-

e rnment called Republic, which benefits on the rich

man while ontributing to th mis ry of the masses.

They proclaim the liberty and equality of all citizen

b for the law, whereas in actual fact th se rights

and liberti s are pawns in the hands of a caste of bour

g ois politicians who pass laws guaranteeing merely

th ir o\.\n inter sts. Their colonial policy asts shame

on the civilized 'vvorld, for not only did th Y sell e

groes s cl:-·tt~ls and systematically xploit th yel-

low race but th y also 1 t the natives live in th most

tragi conditions ven though they ar human b i1 g

like ev ryone else. Th y are incapabl of actually

granting freedom to anybody sinc th y ar not fre '

thems Iv s. The French workers are the last to have

grown con ciou of their condition and to have been

able to get organis d, owing to th ir own individual

ism. But the common people still beli ve in th Rc
publi .

A far a the En lish ar con rned, th y re

p rfidiou because they are hypoc riti al and jealous.

They havE.' a morbid fear of b ing surpas d, I not

th major part of th misfortunes b ctting th ir


