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A Igiers, Monday, 
29 tfi J une 1992, 

1 pm. In Audin 
Square no one 

knows y et.
As usual, it's crawling with people indiffèrent to the heat and 
the noise of traffic. A few vague rumours and then suddenly the 
atmosphère becomes heavy. The streets begin to empty out.
Taxis won't stop. People's eyes are nervous, troubled. Smiles of 
satisfaction, as well... Outlandish jokes. A police officer doesn't 
seem to know yet. Slowly he raises his walkie-talkie to his ear.
Surely, it brings him the news. His brow wrinkles. He discretely 
checks, his gun is indeed there in its holster. The wire netting to 
protect the windscreen is quickly put into place. The police van 
drives away.

The Square, the Street no longer belorig to anyone. There is 
a feeling of suffocation. A nasty day. The sky was so blue this 
moming. I left the office to see and hear, most of ail not remain 
closed in. I left to be reassured, to meet a familiar face.

"Hello, how're things?"
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"How can things be on such a sad day?" I responded. The 
other fellow has a questioning look, as if my response surprised 
him, shocked him.

"But it's a great day for Algeria!"
A great day for Algeria! What an imbecile. How can anyone 

rejoice at the death of a man? Why are there these signs of joy, 
of honking horns and yoo-yoos? Do they come from the 
subconscious, from irresponsible stupidity or from simple 
hatred? That hatred which everyone talks about and which is 
taking root, day after day, in people's hearts. That evening the 
news is delayed. The President's death is announced, and verses 
of the Quran are chanted. There's a flashback to the death of 
Boumediene, to the fear of people, their confusion in the face of 
the unknown, and then the hysteria on the day of his burial.

The newsdealer is overwhelmed. Horizons, the evening 
newspaper, has a late édition. The people of Algiers grab it: 
"Who? Why? Why him?" A few hundred meters down the Street 
trabendo goods are being sold on a corner. Business as usual. 
That kid is no more than fifteen years of âge, but he's trying to 
look older. At his feet, there are razor blades, Moroccan soap and 
the inévitable bars of dark chocolaté. His tone is hard, 
provocative. A big smile. Not again! "Why cry over him? He 
should never have come and prevented the dawîa islamiyya—  
the Islamic State. Never." The game of politics is reduced to its 
simplest expression. Good and Evil. The Evil Boudiaf? The 
adolescent lowers his eyes, tries to get away from the question. I 
insist. "They used him. He, was clean, for sure. It's the fault of 
others, the ones who pull the strings." The lst of November, 
[1954, when the révolution broke out] isn't even a symbol any 
more. Whose fault is it? Those whose heads were filled with 
crude slogans or those who for years have played a double game 
of pretty words and mediocre actions?

Customers come and go. Some of them are dazed, but most 
are indiffèrent. "Him or somebody else, things aren't going to 
change." (...) Not a word of compassion. No hint of gentleness in 
the eyes. Incredible? Scandalous? Of course. But in no way 
surprising. There are two Algerias, and Mohamed Boudiaf, 
belonging to neither, paid the price of their merciless
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opposition. The two Algerias have no way to talk to one 
another, and every day the distance between them grows. A 
trader closes up his shop. His neighbours poke fun at him. "It's 
the least that I can do. First of ail because we're in mouming 
and also because I don't want to see my shop window broken up 
again like it was in October or June." Older people go home, the 
young stay in the streets. The bright light of the moming has 
disappeared. Algiers suddenly seems even dirtier than usual. A 
passing ambulance makes the young Street dealer smile. "It's 
beginning. You'll see, before the 5th of July Abassi and Belhadj 
will be freed and then we'll get even."

The young people know about everyday violence. Tha cause 
of Mohamed Boudiaf's death lies in that fact, long before his 
assassination — in his failure, the failure to attract those 
youngsters who no longer believe in anything, who don't give a 
damn, who shoot up drugs, who steal for pocket money and who 
"make out" as best they can.

It's 4 p.m. The city is in a State of shock. A military truck 
speeds by. The people of Algiers raise their eyes with that look 
of fear that they have when they anticipate the worst. The 
employees of the town hall take down the flags and pennants 
that already have been put up for the célébrations of 
Independence Day on the 5th of July. It will be a sad 
anniversary. People are broken up, incapable of thinking 
straight. Words and phrases come haltingly. "And now? We're 
going to fall even lower. It's ail over, really ail over. There's 
nothing more to do but to leave, to distance oneself from these 
vegetables. You'll see, his death will mean nothing. People will 
be indignant, then calm down, and then the killings will start 
up again as if nothing had happened; and nonetheless people 
will not settle down to work." These harsh words add to the 
feeling of dépréssion that's taking hold of the city. Algiers ail at 
once has the look of 1970, leaden and grey.

The mutahajiba, the woman in her Islamic garb, is hurrying 
to get home before dark. She's heard that a curfew has been 
declared, that the tanks are coming, and that civil war is soon to 
begin. And Boudiaf? "A real man, they kiljed him because he 
was clean. To be sure, he must have said 'black' when they
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wanted him to say 'white.' He was no puppet."
The noise of an exhaust pipe and the whole city begins to 

tremble. A crazy, bare-footed man is shouting yesteryear's 
slogans. "Révolution by the people and for the people. The land 
to those who work it." A whole world view! Others seem 
indiffèrent to what's going on. They sit at café tables, their cups 
half-full of coffee that's already gone cold. A few commentaries 
are heard, from time to time an acerbic remark. From these 
conversations one can deduce the whole of Algeria, completely 
lost and unstable. "Me, I never liked him. But that's no reason. 
One doesn't kill a man like him. One doesn't kill an old man.
It's sad, but the worst of it is that this certainly isn't the end of it."

8 p.m. The télévision has shown pictures of the drama. At 
our newspaper, the whole éditorial team is there, their faces sad, 
tearful, dejected. Outside everything seems calm. Too calm. I go 
painfully home. My neighbour's hand shakes as he opens his 
door. He just got back from work and hasn't seen the footage of 
the killing. But he knows, can guess how it happened. Our days 
of sorrow have only just begun. "What will our children do?
Look at the Algeria that we're going to leave them — violence, 
murder and blood. By saying 'never again' when talking about 
the war, we've awakened the old démons. What have we done to 
deserve that? We must have committed a terrible crime in our 
history to be punished in this way."

In what we like to call "popular" neighbourhoods, places of 
material poverty, despair and an almost carnal attachment to a 
former party towards which ail fingers now point, calm reigns. 
No clanging of pots and pans, no yoo-yoos. I remember hearing a 
phrase that afternoon: "at my place we're going to eat 
couscous." There has been too much hatred, too much injustice 
for indignation to be everywhere the same. There are five or six 
of them in any apartment, but sometimes they have to feed as 
many as 15 mouths. This evening they're ail ikhwa, "brothers." 
"Brothers" in their reaction, "brothers" in hatred of a system of 
empty talk and solidly rooted privilèges. For these youngsters, 
who demand nothing more than to be able to believe in what 
they're told, it's easy to mix things up. "Boudiaf thought in his 
mind that he'd come to save Algeria, but they brought him here
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to save the system. And that system must disappear, even if it's 
necessary to kill one another." ...Try talking about dialogue 
after that. Try talking about "coexistence," "responsible 
democrats," "rooting out corruption." They don't give a good 
goddamn. Change, real change. "And if the Islamic State doesn't 
change anything, we'll try something else." They have simple 
convictions.

Late at night. Smaïl groups are forming. Security measures 
have been lightened. The usual barrages have disappeared. A few 
motorcycle policemen at crossroads, police stations guarded by 
armed men. Only Bab El-Oued is surrounded. It can't escape its 
image, its réputation. In Belcourt a call from the minaret of a 
mosque is quickly stifled. Curiously, the night will be calm, 
whereas the previous nights had been rocked by the rhythm of 
the firing of automatic arms.

11 p.m., in the neighbourhood of Baraki. At the crossroads, 
qui te exceptionally, a barricade. Papers are checked, cars trunks 
opened. Lots of questions, searching for what's "official," rasmi.
The uneasiness, however, is about the future, about what 
"they" are going to do in the future. In the opinion of Khalil, a 
convinced Islamist, it's a resuit of months of stone-throwing.
"Especially those that came after the evening prayers of 
Ramadan and the recent Friday sermons." The assassination of 
Boudiaf shouldn't at ail be attributed to the FIS. "In our prayers 
we asked that they fight among themselves, and God heard us."

Another point of view cornes from old people, the old- 
timers. They are sad for the man, sad for the symbol; but they 
have a more nuanced attitude towards his political programme 
and especially the controversial décision to open the camps in 
the south. Overall, the night here will also be calm, a calm of 
indifférence, that indifférence that has marked Algeria for the 
past few years.

Midnight at El-Harrach. It's like the centre of the city, only 
under curfew. The cafés of Algiers' streets, which are normally 
open until late at night, are empty or closed. A car goes by, a 
white 504; "the VR," plain-clothes cops now feared by no one. A 
fellow stumbles along, reeking of wine. He's totally lost:
"Boudiaf's dead," he sobs. "Boudiaf's gone."
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I can't sleep. There are nights when one prefers waiting till 
sunrise before letting go.

Tuesday, 6 a.m. The téléphoné rings. A horrible way to 
wake up. I've a bitter taste in my mouth, a cramp in my 
stomach. The voice seems to come from the other end of the 
world, and it does. It's a journalist friend. CNN and the big TV 
stations have shown the footage of the tragedy. "What the 
fucking hell is going on?" (in English). The situation has been 
escalating for a long time. And we, poor naive soûls that we are, 
we had thought that the worst was over. The tanks, the 
occupied streets and public places, the strikes, fune, October, 
Black Friday, ail of it one bloody mess which I can't seem to 
forget. My friend wants to understand. How can I tell him, 
explain to him in a few words the irrational madness of a 
country that loves drowning and destroying itself. The night 
was short, a few hours of restless sleep. The scenes of the 
murder marked people,- everyone spoke about them. But my 
friend insisted. "Who? Why? How? What did they say at the 
press conférence?" What press conférence? The silence was 
unbearable.

The day after is always hard to get through. Youssef has just 
returned from Reggane (a camp in the south). He's still filled 
with hatred. He never understood why he was sent down there, 
never understood what took place after the 26th of December. 
His words carry no émotion. Boudiaf "paid." Try to reason, try 
to speak of the spirit of réconciliation, of love among brothers in 
Islam; none of that is of any use. "He paid his debt. He'd been 
warned. He'd been told to keep his nose out of our affairs. To 
stay away from ail of that. To remain above it. He took sides. 
Too bad. In any case, it's not the Jebha, the FIS. I'm sure that it's 
not them."

I ask him if he'll go to the funeral? No answer. Will he go to 
the mosque? A smile. "If I go within a hundred meters of the 
mosque, I'm a dead man. From now on we're ail potential 
suspects." And so they are.

One would think people hadn't already seen murder. As if 
there had not already been dozens of policemen murdered. 
Boudiaf had to die for people to understand that guns only serve
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to kill. And that we can never afford to take guns for granted.
Today's rumour points at the "mafia." This lovely new term 

is on everyone's lips as if it has been around forever. Even the 
little kids use it: "the mafia, brother, the mafia!" Everywhere in 
the city, people are discussing and analyzing. Some are trying to 
find out what happened, and others want to predict what will 
happen. "A coup d'etat," says a bookseller,- "it's got the mark of 
the Islamists," answers one of his customers. "The HCE 
(presidential executive committee) is going to be enlarged"; "Ali 
Kafi will be the Président"; "no, it's going to be Nezzar," people 
intone. The craziest kinds of news make the rounds. Some 
speak of the retum of Chadli, of the nomination of Ben Bella. In 
Bejaïa and Collo, people pour into the streets and scream 
"Boudiaf isn't dead!" Endless rumours. In the face of silence 
from the télévision and radio, one tums to the foreign stations 
which seem less interested in Algeria than they were last 
January-February. The man-in-the-street is first dazed, then 
confident, then anxious, depending on rumours or radio and TV 
announcements. Everyone is still waiting for news.

Wednesday moming. The Place de Golfe is black with 
people. Crying, screaming, hysteria. Young people and old.
Women in hijabs, but no bearded men. Perhaps someday, after 
some other event, they too will be part of some kind of 
réconciliation. Security is very tight, but the pressure of the 
crowds is too great. Some of the crowd have penetrated into the 
Presidential Palace. One is reminded of the funeral of 
Boumediene. Will Boudiaf be loved now that he is gone? A little 
old lady without teeth screams with grief. "You're ail cowards.
Ail of you cowards!" Cowards....

11.30 a.m. A moment of panic. Officiais have asked that the 
hall be cleared. "Boudiaf, long live Boudiaf!" People are fainting.
Stretchers and ambulances arrive. Famous people are 
everywhere. Outside there is discrète applause for Prime 
Minister Ghozali, yoo-yoos. There's mourning. The émotion is 
real. Some people are disturbed by the screaming and the 
occasional epileptic fits. And the Quran, always the Quran. The 
lifting up of the corpse is painful. Slimane Amirat is unable to 
stand the sight, faints and later dies.
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When the coffin is carried out, people shout. They run.
Once more the multiplicity of voices: "Chadli, assassin!"; "an 
Islamic state"; "Long live Boudiaf!" Shops with their shutters 
down; families on balconies; a veritable human wave which 
gradually, as it advances, empties the side streets and gives the 
impression that Wednesday suddenly has become Friday.
"Tahya Djaza’ii !”— long live Algeria! More crying and hysteria. 
People try to climb onto the truck to touch the coffin. Ail 
government officiais, or most, are accused of being assassins. 
Insults and stones are thrown about. In the confusion of the 
Street, voices mingle, some fervently calling for an Islamic 
republic, some crying for Boudiaf and swearing to uphold his 
ideals: "Boudiaf, have no fear for your legacy,* the young people 
are on their way." The young people...

Who'll have the courage some day to accuse those really 
responsible, those who since independence have confiscated our 
newly found freedom, imposed on us a bastardized educational 
system, and the degenerate mental habits of people on welfare? 
Who will accuse those who by their egotistical cruelty 
transformed brains into tumips, politicians into pitiful little 
courtesans, children into démons? The assassins of Mohamed 
Boudiaf, wherever they come from, were made by those 
monsters who have led Algeria to ruin. Today it's ail too easy to 
portray oneself as an indignant nationalist or a repentant 
democrat. Too easy. It's time to make way for young people. Or 
this won't be the last summer that turns rotten.
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