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My name is Riad. In 1980, I was two years old and I was perfect.



Bright puppy-dog



Long, thick, silky,



eyes



platinum-blonde hair



Lips made



for suckling



Golden highlights



Fresh off the tree



Refined and 



delicate



Back then, the world was one long procession of admiring giants.



Everything that came out of my mouth was surprising and delightful.



Hey, gorgeous!



What a cute kid!



GOOD-BYE.



So sweet!



He 



speaks 



Wow, he 
spoke to 
me!



so



well!



All the women wanted to hold me in their arms.



OH AREN’T YOU JUST 
DAAAAARLING!



Total stranger



How about I keep you for myself?



Me 
like you.



I was awake for only a
few hours a day, but it
was enough: when it came to living, I was a natural.






	
			

			


He was a brilliant student who’d won a scholarship to study at the Sorbonne. They met in the university cafeteria.



My mother came from ­Brittany and was a student in Paris. My father was Syrian. He came from a village near Homs.



I was my parents’ only child and they worshipped me as well.



lémentine, 



Abdul-Razak, 



my mother



my father



Hi, how’s it going? Can I sit with
you?



He’s



Ugh, what a bore... 



NO, THANKS.



still 



there...



UM, NOPE!



My mother’s



My mother



friend



This was the beginning of the ’70s.



And you? What’s



“SAYMAZERZ!„ That’s really pretty! Is verry French?
I’m...



your name?



’Allo, I’m Abdel-Razak. And you?



Like her. It’s



the same as hers.



Me? I’m nameless.



Let’s 



Yeah? I like that, is pretty.
Is African?



get



Really?



out



Oh, OK. Coming.



of here



Yeah.



Oh, sure,  7 p.m. at  the Place  de l’Opéra!



My mother took pity on him. She went to meet him in her friend’s place.



No, you stay here. We just want to eat our lunch in peace.



Great!
See you
tomorrow!



?!?



Just coffee, that’s it!



Shall we  mit up  tomorrow?



Yeah you



will!






	
			

			


My mother was the one who typed it up, and she also made it intelligible.



My father was writing his thesis on modern history. He came from a very poor Sunni family and he loved France.



The title of my father’s thesis was “French Public Opinion toward England, 1912–1914.„



It was 1971. 




Georges Pompidou was president.



“They broke
 off relations.„



France is wonderful!
People can do whatever they want here!



With the French, they wanted not to 



Exactly!



have good 



terms



SHUSH! 
Hold on.



They even pay you to  be a student!



with...



And they have Radio Monte



Carlo...



So, because he was fascinated by politics, he chose to major in history.



All his life, my father had been obsessed by the idea of being a “Doctor.„



In 1967, he had been devastated 
by the Six-Day War, when Egypt, Jordan, and Syria were crushed 
by the Israelis.



History is best if you want to go into politics. This way, I might be president, ha ha!



The best way to be a doctor is medicine... But I hate the



I would change everything in the Arab world. I’d make them  stop being such bigots, get  educated and join the modern 



 sight of blood... It makes me sick!



I mean, who knows?



world... I’d be a good president.



Hee hee!



Yet he had chosen to study abroad to avoid doing military service in Syria, which lasted several years.



Then, in 1973, like all the Syrians of his generation, he managed to transform the Arab defeat in the Yom Kippur War into an “almost victory.„



Then there was a cease-­fire... And that’s when the Israelis counterattacked, the cowards! We almost had   



them.



 Soldiers are 
morons!



Next time,  we’ll finish them off!



For two days, Egypt and Syria advanced into Sinai and Golan. The Israelis didn’t know what 



hit them!



I want to GIVE ORDERS,
not take them!






	
			

			


He listened to Radio Monte Carlo all day long, making comments as if he were part of the program.



1978 was the year I was born and my father defended his thesis. He finally became a doctor.



After that he was a bit depressed for a while.



“Cum laude„? That’s crap!  No congratulations from the



President Valéry  Giscard d’Estaing  and the First Lady visited a Renault factory in...



jury?



Today Sadat, Carter, and Begin signed  the peace agreement at Camp David . . . 



RACISTS!



THEY’RE RACISTS!



But it’s 



Traitors



Pfft...



After eight  years,



good....



“cum laude„! 



Racists!



Egyptian




scum.




Egypt has recognized Israel and . . . 



In the end, to take revenge on France, he applied to several universities in other European countries.



They misspelled my name in the letter...



...The Arab countries have unanimously rejected the Israeli



Egyptian peace agreement



The Arab League



is weighing



Oxford has offered me a job as assistant professor.



YES! THAT’S MORE LIKE IT!



moving its



HQ from 



Oxford!!!
Wow, CLASSY!!!



Cairo to



Tunis ...



The PLO condemned the “Egyptian surrender„ following the Camp David 
Accords . . . 



This is Radio Monte Carlo. It’s 4 p.m....



The Ayatollah Khomeini has arrived in France, having been expelled from Iraq by Vice President Saddam Hussein . . . 



Then, one day . . . 



The Shiites, what a



nightmare! But



I didn’t tell you, but I applied for a job in Libya! And they want me! They’re



Saddam Hussein... I



think he has a very



offering me a job as associate



big future!



professor!



just like



your daddy!



 Look, they wrote ­“Doctor Abdel-Razak 
Sattouf„ on the envelope!



Ha ha! Khomeini in France! Serves 
the French 
right!



Goo!



WE’RE GOING TO  LIBYA!






	
			

			


Paris



Odessa



Tirana



Anleara



Izmir



Malaga



Tunis



Aleppo



Algiers



Oran



Homs



Damascus



Beirut



Casablanca



Amman



Tripoli



Benghazi



Alexandria



My father believed in pan-­Arabism. He was obsessed with education for the Arabs. He thought Arab men had to educate themselves to escape from religious dogma.



I remember that when we arrived in Tripoli we were met by a bald man covered in warts. He was supposed to take us to our new house.



It was raining, and the ­entrance was chained shut.



Free of charge, 
of course! In our People’s
State, all housing
is free.



Welcome to our 
People’s State, 
Doctor.



Look at this airport, 



built by



Arabs!



igarette



butts



Wet



sand



Hang on, my brother, you forgot to give me the keys!




Inside it was yellow,  and water dripped from the ceiling.



This is the “Little Green Book,„ where the Leader explains his vision of society and democracy.




Keys? There are no keys. Look, there’s no lock.




Ah, it’s nothing. It never rains. Anyway, it’ll dry soon.



You must read it.



It’s truly a



masterpiece.



But there’s a



bolt you can close   



from the inside.






	
			

			


The Leader abolished private property, you see. In our ­People’s State, houses are for everyone.



Libya is the most 
advanced country in 
the world.



Everyone has a roof over his head here, Doctor. Nobody goes hungry, and everyone has a job...



You’ll figure it out soon.



Your wife just has to bolt it shut during the day.



Have a good day, Doctor.



He took out his lucky charm, a black plastic bull.



And placed it on top of the TV.



As soon as the man had gone, my father put his fake leather briefcase on the table.



CLicK



For my father, that always meant he was home.



A little later, the rain stopped and we went for a walk around our new neighborhood.



Look, Riad! That’s ­Gaddafi. A great Arab president!



Abandoned



building



sites



Empty streets






	
			

			


Suddenly he noticed something. He started running toward a cluster of trees. He looked very happy.



My father took us to see the university, which was nearby. That, too, was yellow. It looked new, in spite of the cracks all over its façade.



No one around



Lots of small, black, furry fruit fell from the tree. They were mulberries.



...and let us taste
 them.



My father crammed a dozen into his mouth. I could see the mashed-up fruit on his tongue because he never closed his mouth when he was chewing.



Afterward, he threw another stick at the tree...



Hee hee



In my village in ­Syria, we called them “toutes.„



I’ve not had these in 15 years!






	
			

			


When we got back to the house, our bags were neatly



It’s locked from the



arranged outside the door.



inside!



Hello to you, brother. What are you doing in my house?



Hello, brother. How can I help you?



BANG BANG



But, brother, this is my house. It was empty . . . The Leader gave all  citizens the right to live in unoccupied houses, as 
you know.



When my father felt humiliated, he would stare into the distance with a little smile on his face and scratch his nose while he sniffed.



What? Listen, I’m a professor at
the university! I’m going to the
police!



Sniff



Sniff



There’s no point. I’m a policeman...



Sniff



Just try a few doors, you’ll find another 
house, my brother.



What are we going
to do?



Good-bye,
little girl!
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For instance, I’d be walking through
candlelit hallways with no ceilings...



At that age, I had great difficulty
working out the difference between
dream and reality, especially at night.



I’d start to cry out, but no sound escaped my mouth. When I turned to flee, I found a second bull behind me, blocking my exit.



...when suddenly an incredible bull would appear.



Brrrgh!



Brrrgh!



The two beasts were just about to skewer me on their horns...



...when a massive hand grabbed me at the very last second and pulled me up to safety.



 . . . 
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It was my father’s hand.



He put me back to bed...



...and carried on watching TV.



God is the greatest! God is the  greatest! He is above the plots of  the aggressors. And he is the best  ally of the oppressed.
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