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Novel: Cities Without Voices.

Etymology & Significance: The name Avona is derived from the Greek word Aphonía, which signifies the absence of sound, or the loss of the ability to speak.



Biography: Fouzi Lekhchine

I write to bestow meaning upon my voice, and to transform the written word into a bridge that connects me with the Other.

Fouzi Lekhchine was born on May 19, 1995, amidst the embrace of nature on the outskirts of Collo, a coastal province, in Skikda, Algeria. In those landscapes, silence is not a void, but a profound language that inspired his first alphabets of contemplation.

A graduate of the High School of Commerce (ESC), his true trade has always been related to words, a passion ignited during his high school years. It was there, that he found in writing; a safe harbor for self-understanding and a platform to pose the ex- istential questions that dwelled within our souls. For him, writ- ing was never merely a hobby; it was a vital necessity to bridge the gap between reality and imagination.

In his literary project, Fouzi adopts a symbolic and philosophical style, seeking to illuminate the areas of silence within the human psyche. This vision is vividly manifested in his novel, “Cities Without Voices”, where he interrogates silence, transforming it into a narrative substance that touches upon the agonies of con- temporary man and his yearning for freedom.

Following his debut publication, the novel Souls Under Mainte- nance, Fouzi continues his narrative journey with a repertoire of manuscripts awaiting the embrace of paper. He aspires to leave

a unique Algerian imprint on the Arab and international literary scenes, aiming for his texts to reach the world’s most prestigious podiums.

Fouzi writes for every heart carrying a restless question, believ- ing that literature is the cry that shatters the silence of existence, and the light that guides those lost in the darkness of inquiry.
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To those who crafted from me this being a dreamer through words...

To my Father and Mother: The origin of my story and my first wellspring of warmth from you, I learnt that dreams have roots that delve deep into the earth, and that, words possess a light capable of unfolding the horizons of the sky.

To my four brothers and my only sister: You are my true reflec- tion in every mirror, and the pillar of support that never falters. To my Grandmother (may God grant her a long life): The bless- ing of my remaining days, and the voice of prayer that shields me from the ravages of despair.

To the souls of my Grandfather, Ammar, and my Grandmother, Yamina: The absent ones who remained ever-present within the folds of my memory... How I loved you both, and how I wished you could share with me the joy of this literary newborn today. My only solace is that your spirits hover gracefully between these lines.

To my Aunt Warda and my dear maternal aunts: Kin of my soul and the dewdrops that moisten the dryness of days with their sincere love.

To the soul of my Philosophy teacher, Guismoune Farida (may God have mercy on her): You were a mentor and a support, a horizon wider than the limits of the moment; you planted within my mind the seeds of inquiry.

To my entire family: Uncles, aunts, and all my loved ones... You are the lush; a sheltering tree of my heart that shall never wither. Acknowledgments: A tribute of loyalty and appreciation to the linguistic editor, Ben Ahmed Amina. Thank you for your work and dedication, which adorned these words in a garment of pre- cision and beauty.

To you all... I dedicate the fruit of this labor.
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In an existence pulsating with clamor, where the vitality of civ- ilizations is measured by their capacity to generate noise, the novel “Cities Without Voices” emerges as a surrealist master- piece. It embodies the eternal struggle between imposed silence and the will to exist. This is not merely the narration of a fiction- al tale; it is a profound dissection of the concept of “Voice” as a tool for liberation, and “Silence” as an instrument of absolute control. In Avona, the city that draws its name from the Greek term for the inability to speak, we find ourselves confronted by a terrifying socio-biological engineering. Here, throats have been genetically sterilized, transforming bodies into mute vessels that received the world with keen ears, but remained powerless to respond with a single word.

The pages of “Cities Without Voices” lead us through the streets of a city that hears everything: the rustle of trees, the pitter-patter of rain, and the roar of machinery; yet it cannot hear the moans of its inhabitants, or the laughter of their children. The spoken alphabet has been supplanted by the Avonian Sign Language (ASL), where the hand becomes the tongue, and the movement of fingers and the swiftness of gestures become the alternative frequency attempting to bridge the void of existential emptiness. In this world, silence is not tranquility; it is a formidable wall

protecting a regime built upon the ruins of the “First Vocal Sin,” where any human outcry is deemed a threat to the city’s alleged peace.

Through the intricate folds of this novel, we accompany the Na- tiq family (The Speakers) in the “District of Simplicity.” Their very name carries a grand irony in the City of Silence: Issan, who maps out plans with silent precision; Sarah, the guardian of the vocal memory archives; and their daughter Anna, who paints with her hands in the air; a language understood only by the mar- ginalized. They live under the magnifying glass of the Council of Visual Guardians, and, in an environment where even a whis- per is forbidden, and the mere drop of a pencil is a cataclysmic event that shakes the foundations of society.

However, the novel reaches its dramatic zenith with the birth of the infant, Salem, who becomes the “vocal spark” the regime never anticipated. In his first cry, we do not see merely a child weeping; and witness a structural fracture in the entirety of Avo- na. This raw, primal scream ignites the novel’s grandest ques- tions: Can technology and genetic engineering truly erase the human essence? And is the silence that claims idealism nothing more than a vast prison that sterilizes emotions and mutes na- tions?

In its final chapters, “Cities Without Voices” transforms into an epic of the “Throat Revolution.” It is a story that reflects our contemporary reality through a revealing mirror, where the word “I” shifts from a mere pronoun into an earthquake threatening the thrones of silence, turning a faint whisper into a hurricane demanding the right to exist. It is a journey that probes the re- cesses of the human soul, searching for the moment an individu- al decides to reclaim their voice, even if the price is the collapse of the world they once knew.

In conclusion, the novel places us before a fateful question: Will humanity use its newly rediscovered voice to build bridges of understanding, or, will it reproduce the “wars of noise” from which its ancestors fled? Avona is an explicit invitation to redis- cover the sanctity of the word, and, to understand that silence no matter how long it endures remains a hostage to a moment of consciousness emanating from throats that refuse to be broken. Prepare to enter a world read by the heart and heard through in- sight... where silence is the beginning, and the voice is the end.



Chapter One: An Entrance into Silence

In a world composed of billions of sounds of the clamor of ve- hicles, the whispers of lovers, the cries of newborns, and the roar of machinery where the city of Avona stood as a black hole, devouring every acoustic wave and leaving behind a vast void of existence. Avona was not a deaf city; rather, it was a hearing one, yet vocally sterilized. its inhabitants received every melody from the outside, every rustle, and every tap with sharp ears and clear understanding. However, for successive decades, they had not uttered a single sound from their throats.

Not a word, not a groan of pain, nor a sigh of grief... They heard the rain striking the rooftops, but they could not hear their own breath. They saw lips moving, yet nothing emerged from them except the silence of the first existence.

This was not a natural disability, it was a system imposed upon their genetic bodies three generations ago; a forced conversion of the highest biological function: speech. Avona rose from the ruins of a scientific crime, transforming from a colony for an experiment in oppression into a complete model of coexistence with deprivation. Silence became its raw material, the air it breathed, and the memory it preserved.

Walking down Connection Cord Street, the main artery of Avo- na, one does not feel the calm before the storm, but rather the calm that is the storm itself. The scene is teeming with human

movement, yet, it is characterized by a deliberate slowness, as if it were a high-definition silent film. There is no sound from the electromagnetic propulsion vehicles; only the friction of rubber tires against fine pebbles in streets covered with a layer of com- pressed sand to dampen any resonance.

While the acoustic pattern of an ordinary city is a chaotic blend of signals, Avona’s pattern was purely visual and rhythmic. The Market of Signs was the heart of this silent city, where there were no cries of vendors or boisterous haggling. Buying and selling were conducted through intricate signs, or, by inscribing numbers on small wooden tablets carried by merchants. Here, sight became the sovereign of the senses, and any sudden move- ment was considered a scream; the fall of a piece of bread to the ground was regarded as noise indeed, it could be a cause for panic.

From an early age, children learn the art of soft movement, the art of a balanced existence that does not shatter the fragile wall of silence. Even running is not practiced haphazardly, but, with a controlled rhythm resembling an ancient dance.

If sound is the soul of language in the outside world, then Avo- nian Sign Language (ASL) was the soul of life in Avona. It was not merely a translation of letters; it was a language shaped over centuries to express the most intricate complexities of feelings and thoughts. Movement here is deeper and more condensed and

the motion of the right hand touching the heart, then rising and opening like a flower toward the other, does not merely mean I love you, it means: My heart unfolds toward you.

This depth of physical expression imposes a greater honesty and sincerity in communication. The hand was the throat, and the speed of the sign, the grip of the fingers, and the space they occupied in the air formed the silent intonation. A fast, angry sign meant a shout; a slow, trembling one meant a whisper or fear. Even doors and houses were adorned with engravings and drawings not for decoration, but as a visual record of history and collective memory, displaying family names, or, short stories of the inhabitants.
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