[Type text]	[Type text]	[Type text]

	Chapter 1	6

First

The shadows had quickly taken the place of the walls. The ceiling, devoured by the darkness, is a cover for a hole. The floor would have completely disappeared if it had not been for the square sliver of the moon that shone light on the rudimentary décor: the basin with its muddle of notebooks with torn out pages, a bottle still three quarters full, the macerated brown color, the feet of the stool. 
The normal break in electricity.
The time of curfews is now a distant memory, one could say. And yet, the energy sources, first of all, are not what are lacking. Not since the “raw material” was discovered, oil, since we must call it by its name, oil is therefore the familiar alias of “raw material,” when talked about by the locals it is stamped with a sacred humility, as if the national petroleum were a god, a private god, home made, of which Oil is the name that must not be taken in vain. 
From the window overlooking the courtyard, several fast-growing kitchen fires, the flames from the ovens, gas lamps, their light on the movements of the women in their butterfly dresses, agitated by the same busyness that drives them from the faucet to raffia mat where a baby sleeps, to the oven, to the tree under which a child takes his bath.
Looking from the outside, no one could imagine that this plain scene, which is a mirror image from one courtyard to the next at the fall of night, is my last defense.
“There is not a better hiding place than one that is populated,” the hostess has said to me, when I arrived here the 13 or 15 of May, I don’t know. Maybe four or five days that I have been on edge in this hiding place and the time blurs together. Four or five days pass by waiting, while the only meal that arrives at dusk: savory beignets, sweet beignets that are brought either by the hostess or the watchman, staring at the courtyard, or more often the wall where there were piles of abandoned books. 
In which book does one learn that which I am preparing to do?
A little while later, when the sliver of the moon will cease to shine on my body, and will have passed by the papers scattered on the basin, it will climb the length of the pile of books before being snatched away to who knows where. We will be in the surrounding area for three hours.
There was a little time left before the door made a sound. Four short knocks, and I knew at the second that it was a welcome hand, I knew that I will be leaving here, my free hand in the hand of the hostess who will lead me to the exit, to the rendez-vous point that only she knew. 
But, if something goes wrong, the hand that will be knocking will be an officer who will appear to not recognize the weakness in my legs, will take me away to carry out the punishment that is prescribed on the document that he will put in front of me, that he will read to me by the light of a flashlight before dragging me away.
“Don’t wait for them to take you,” warned the hostess while pointing to the other window, that which looks over the back of the house, on the garden of the Bougainvillea. And not far from the window, the first tree, and under the tree, the gap hidden by the tall grass.
The fate that pulls me far from here can still be called a life, but I must confess that it resembles a leap into a void. They say that before reaching the ground, a man who falls from a high place sees his life flash before his eyes in bursts of images.
For me, it is little pockets of jumbled words, the words that have taken control of my voice tonight in a kind of whispering, that dissipates the events that have brought me to this point. And I need a surge of confidence before picking up my bag and getting myself ready to descend into the arena for a battle on which I will have to rely only on myself, not a choice of weapons, or choice of terrain, but it is up to me to prevail. 
It is necessary to not focus too much on what you hear when you want to keep your word pure and transparent, as certain real alcoholics know how to do that I have seen in my father’s company, the drunks who were his only friends, and he who never drank and yet who allowed himself to contribute money into the basket where his friends could buy their drinks for the whole week, of which to drink and was comprised of my father’s part who did not drink, who paid for their fellowship, like a child who paid all his profits to the gang, provided that they let him pretend “to be one of them.” Otherwise, how can I explain the one who did not drink, when he would arrive with his gang of hungover friends at the start of Fer de lance boarding school, the elite institution where I had been admitted at the age of 12, how to explain this warped and skewed process, which he borrowed joyfully from his friends of perpetual drunkenness?
But excuse me, said the speaker; I am getting ahead of myself. Let’s start over.
At my feet, at the feet of the stool where I am sitting, in the miniature square ring that moonlight is casting, a good sized pictured frame, 8x10 format, where I can see my father with a cloth saxophone case in hand, me at his side, traipsing along towards my ninth birthday.





Soon I would be 21 years old. And my childhood, it is necessary to say is not without its share of stories. But, said the speaker, a childhood without stories, that is rare for children from my generation. Owing to the circumstances of an era called the time of the Annexation, which (kept watch) the children to the door of life, it was the curfews, the increase of the barricades, the misappropriation of homes, the (rarefaction) of men, the depreciation of life and finally, the disappearance of relatives: the banishment of thousands of people to a place that will from here on out be known under the name of “The Plantation.” This is why this ear will also be call the time of the Scattering.
“In light of the circumstances, prepare yourselves to be momentarily removed from your relatives / In light of the circumstances, prepare yourselves to be momentarily removed from your relatives / momentarily to be / of your relatives removed from your relatives / prepare yourselves.”
In this way he was speaking, in so little words, that which had come to pass in the time of the Annexation, the result of the disappearances, when they had finished rummaging through a house and emptying it, through unclear orders, of all of the photographs contained within. The were opening a trunk, and discovered a collection of notebooks, (débaillaient le keepsake album of wrinkled pages to pull out a tiny photo, with the same enthusiasm of a “bug catcher” who makes an amazing discovery after a long search, one of these miniature pasted photos had been on the checkered background of the sheet of paper for a long time, at the center of a simple and lacey heart, mixture of colors and words, one of the photos on an ancient frosted paper, henceforth resembling a frosted glass. And during the time which they stuffed the images into the black bags labeled for such use, never overlooking the articulate repetition of the process, (the necessary reason0, pure and simples, that justified their sudden appearance:
[bookmark: _GoBack]“In light of the circumstances, prepare yourselves to be momentarily removed from your relatives,” one quality of speech as powerful as something that can throw you, (and that which had the ability to be used to flick the ear has also the power to separate people: of two friends chatting on the sidewalk, the one was taken and the other left alone, of two lovers stretched out on a bed, the one was taken and the other left alone, nothing, a slogan left behind, “In light of the circumstances, prepare yourselves to be momentarily removed from your relatives,” a slogan that (retracts) the human forms (jusque) on the photographic images pulled out of the frames that the officers of the disappearance had torn off the walls and smashed on the floor in a chaos of (stacks) and mixed glass, before going with one or more of the occupants to an unknown destination.
(One) will learn much later, at the end of the era, the destination was called “The Plantation,” where one was taken to a life of involuntary labor, up until their last breath. It was the fate that awaited those who had quickly leaned “the momentary removal.”
A fixed expression that one joins in in such a way that, like you would borrow a foreign expression, untranslatable, as inexpressible as the words on the international radio while listening to them speak of “tremors bitterly touching the area.”
It was, for all those who had already been subdued by the routine of humiliation, like they were again plummeting into an even grander humiliation.
For example, if the responsibility to name this misfortune had been given to an outside observer who had sown the seeds to others of this term “tremors,” to describe the difficult things he had seen to a passerby, since an exoplanet hidden in the depths of space.
And seen from the point of view of this outside observer, said the speaker, the restrictions, the marauding, the bitterness against the disappearances, would have had obvious similarities to volcanic eruptions and earthquakes, tremors that it was necessary to credit to invisible forces, of the same basic spirits who, according to superstition, isn’t it, chief cause of all catastrophes: hurricanes, floods and the pillaging that follows, likened to the “tremors bitterly touching the area,” before dispersing itself into a distant wave known as “the rest of the world.”
And as for the land, anyone who called it “country” and appealed upon the name was sure to fall in the (nameless agony), under the (coups) of the same law that prohibited blasphemy.
And nothing measured a man without thinking – breathe, eat, drink, piss; to tell a joke in a drunken state – was not accessible for many without taking thousands of precautions, thousands of efforts to be judged as conformed, according to the regulations against which one could at any moment be accused of conspiring.
The things were like this, in that time, following provisions constantly changing, being corrected and extensively increased, touching at the rising of the sun, at the setting of the sun, at the flow of men, at the sound of certain names when the lists were made public, to the medicine, the milk, the salt, the sugar, to the way of dressing, to the way of speaking in trade, to the same language that was (appropriate). The words themselves seemed to be subjected to the same restrictions as the approved commodities. The word “Annexation,” for example, was not muttered. The things were such that in my childhood, all were often silent.
This degradation, said the speaker.





This degradation of which you can measure the gravity by someone like me, twenty-one today, and the only image that comes to me when I think of the early days of my childhood, the only thing that I see, it is a dead zone where a man who looks like me disappears, a man who resembles my father, thirty years at the time and already a shadow is separating, framed by two other shadows, the one at the right functioning a little to the side, a good distance from the large cloth case in which he transports his saxophone, the shadow at the left glued to his person, one hand touching it to the elbow, one could say courteously, as if it were guiding it in the darkness, obliging it to walk, without needing to force it, there is also in his movement the concern with which one claims a devastated friend.
The image erases itself.
Left behind the assault: a hand. The sensation in my hair is not of a hand that I remember.
-- your father is going to be momentarily removed.
Not in the voice of my father, but of one to the side.
-- Your father is going to be momentarily removed.
The voice came from the shadow surrounding father on the right.
A defeated and damaged promise flowed constantly from the mouth of my mother, about the (incompatible) where, in my memories, she solicited the help of a medical operation to transform herself into a bird. Seeing that there were also doctors to change a man into a woman or a woman into a man.
And this was because it was long subjected to great reviews, transferred from nursing home to nursing home. And everything I learned many years later, it was in the mortality figures where the ID number for my mother was found to be lost.
As I remember, I was 5 years old when I could run. A voice was echoing in the wind and in my ear that they would soon be coming to get my mother and take her to the type of nursing home called a “rest home,” which one only emerges from to find a similar nursing home where they do not practice the surgery that she asked for to transform herself into poultry, the coup de grace she had demanded to get out of her human form.
The wind whipping my face was a welcome slap that forced me to remember that it was not a dream, the wind was rustling stories that I knew well, stories where there was talk of children being left alone after the removal of the parents, who were adopted in force in high places by distinguished couples who needed playthings. Or they were placed in special institutions where, as they say, they were taught to hate their parents, and sometimes, always according to the same that they say, we arrived there.
What’s his name’s son, only nine years after the removal of his parents, placed in a special education center, returned after three years in the district, dressed as a new god, speaking a sophisticated language in which (on finit pas comprendre que ses parents), in his opinion, what had happened to them, their disappearance, their misfortune was because they were bad people. Otherwise they would not have been affected by the regulation.
His uncle, after a thousand measures of hospitality, said: "But, you, you know they never did anything."
And he, with an administrative air: "who knows?"
His uncle said nothing more, was afraid, because he came to realize that, despite appearances, it was not his real nephew who was there. He came to understand that the boy who stood in front of him and laughed, it was a carbon copy of his nephew, filled with recorded speech was borrowing, by possession, the voice and the body of his nephew and death turned him into a zombie.
In another version of this story, we hear the nephew say: "People who disappear deserve what happens to them."
Uncle: "Including your parents?"
Nephew, "Including my parents."
Uncle: "Why do you say that, you know very well that they have done nothing."
"Nothing? Said the nephew who was laughing, nothing? Is the story of three men who find themselves in a cell. Said the first," I’m in for twenty years for telling a joke." Says the second:" I’m in for fifteen years for laughing. "The third said:" I’m in for ten years, and I've done nothing." "Liar, the other two say to him, nothing, that’s five years.""
When I say these things today, a flood of stories flow from who knows where in the dark recesses of my mind, by which it is sometimes convenient, as the uncle of the zombie, to stay without saying a word. Otherwise, (comment imaginer) that thanks to brainwashing education they made the hatred of innocence palatable in the eyes of children?




