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PUBLISHER’S NOTE

Zacarias Moussaoui is Abd Samad Moussaoui’s brother.

Zacarias Moussaoui is currently being held in a United States
prison on six charges stemming from the attacks of September 11,
2001. Four of these charges are capital offenses, punishable by
death. As of this writing, Moussaoui is the only person to be
charged in connection with those attacks.

In a letter to his mother from prison, Zacarias wrote, “As far as
the American story is concerned, I haven’t done anything wrong and
I shall prove as much when the time comes insha’Allah.... 1 am
patiently awaiting the moment to prove my innocence.”™

He is accused of preparing acts of terrorism; conspiring with
intent to hijack an aircraft; destroying an aircraft; using weapons of
mass destruction; murdering United States officials; and destroying
property. A federal prosecutor is duly making moves to demand the
death penalty.

The presumption is that Moussaoui was the famous “20th
hijacker,” the one who was to have been on board the September 11
suicide airplane that crashed in a field in Pennsylvania.

On that day, Moussaoui was behind bars in a Shelburne County
jail in Minnesota, where he had been held for twenty-five days.

* Frédéric Chambon, “Entre New York et Narbonne, I'échange épistolaire entre Aicha et
Zacarias Moussaoui,” Le Monde, 18 November 2001. [“Between New York and Narbonne,
correspondence of Aicha and Zacarias Moussaoui.”}
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8/ ABD SAMAD MOUSSAOQUI

Up until his arrest on August 16, 2001, Moussaoui had been
attending piloting courses at the Pan Am International Flight
Academy, near Minneapolis. One of his instructors, a former Air
Force officer, found his behavior suspicious and alerted the police.

Technically, Moussaoui was arrested for “irregular status and
working illegally.” So he was first charged and detained for breach
of immigration laws.

He had arrived to the United States at a Chicago airport on
February 23, 2001, with a French passport. Moussaoui was authorized
to remain in the U.S. for 90 days, until May 22, 2001. His passport
bore a visa apparently issued by the United States embassy in Pakistan.

On August 21, 2001, shortly after his arrest, the FBI contacted
the French secret police. They learned that Moussaoui traveled to
Afghanistan in 1999, and to Pakistan. FBI agents had determined,
during the summer of 2001, that the United States was in danger of
* an imminent attack by Islamic extremists. They considered the risk
that airplanes would be hijacked. One FBI report even referred to
the possibility that Zacarias Moussaoui might “tly something into
the World Trade Center.”™

Abd Samad Moussaoui, who has no time for extremist ideolo-
mwnm.lwsaamnr he campaigns against them—has lost all contact with
his brother, whom he last saw in 1995. With Zacarias Moussaoui’s
trial fast approaching, his brother has attempted to shed some light
on the reasons why a life can change so radically and to warn
against the destructive ideologies threatening the international

community.

* Eric Leser, “La police fédérale en accusation,” Le Monde, 16-17 June 2002.

PREFACE

September 13, 2001. A Thursday. I'd finished my week’s classes and
tidied up the little room I use at the high school. For the past few
days I'd been working as an assistant teacher, teaching electrical
engineering at the vocational school in Mende, about sixty miles
north of Montpellier, where I live with my wife. I was driving home.

Night was falling over the Millau plateau. As always when the
weather’s clear over these highlands, the sky was thick with twin-
kling stars. I had the radio on because, like QA,UJSDQ else, | needed
to know how the world was faring since the atrocious attacks on the
World Trade Center and the Pentagon. On the Larzac plateau the
journalist’s voice faded—thereabouts the airwaves can get lost in the
vastness.

I made the most of the silence, letting my mind wander. Then all
of a sudden, coming from who knows where, a voice intruded on
my pleasant musings. That voice was talking about me. It uttered
my name, “Moussaoui.”

Actually, it was my brother’s name that the voice was broadcast-
ing for all to hear: “Zacarias Moussaoui.” Unbelievable! My own
brother! Was I dreaming? No, it was a nightmare. The start of a
nightmare.

“Zacarias Moussaoui, a French citizen of Algerian origin, was
arrested in the United States on August 16th. He is allegedly linked
with the attacks on the Pentagon and the World Trade Center...”
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I couldn’t think straight. My brain was a muddle. I drove, con-
centrating on the road ahead. My hands gripped the steering wheel.

There was a faint hope: my Zacarias Moussaoui, my brother, is not
of Alcerian

of Algerian origin. We're French, but of Moroccan origin. The

Moussaoui they were talking about had to be someone with the
same name. That had to be it. It couldnt be him.

But deep inside I was worried. Unfortunately I knew that it was-
n't impossible; I knew it might be my Zacarias.

“Hailing from Narbonne, in southern France, Zacarias
Moussauoi was arrested while he was attending mv\wzw school.”

Hailing from Narbonne. Could it be that someone with the same
name as my brother a/so came from that city? I didnt want to think
about it. I just wanted to get home, and be with my wife and our
friends.

That was a year ago. And for the past year the media have been
hounding me with endless questions. Here in France and around
the world, they have been talking about Zacarias Moussaoui, my
brother. They’ve also been talking about me, Abd Samad. My heart
feels like there’s a weight on it. Something hard to describe; some-
thing powerful that I can no longer suppress.

Little by little in my solitude, without thinking about it too
much, I've moved toward the only possible way of getting this bur-
den off my chest. I've decided to write. So here I am, a simple per-
son, wanting to share what I know about my brother, addressing
you, my readers. Who is my brother? What's his story? How could
he ever get mixed up in all that horror? Could it have been avoid-
ed? T want to try and sketch some answers to all these questions.
So I'll tell you something about our life. T'll tell you what my grand-
mother, my mother’s mother, my aunt and my uncles have all been
saying out loud about our family history. I hope I will be able to

make myself understood.

A FAMILY

My maternal grandmother’s name is Amina. In Arabic, amina
means serene, peaceful. The name suits her well. My grandmother
is a character, in the fullest sense of the word. She comes from a
noble lineage—if you trace her genealogy from one generation to
the next, you end up at Moulay Idriss, the great saint descended
from Prophet Muhammad [w]." The descendants of the prophet
are the Cherif, the family of the kings of Morocco.

Amina was born in Tafilelt, in Morocco’s far south, ninety years
ago. Needless to say, Amina lived through the colonial period. She
readily tells how, in the 1920s, Tafilelt stood up to French coloniza-
tion. She recalls the Foreign Legion’s bombardments and the battles
between French and Moroccan troops. Early in the colonial period,
the region was struck by famine. So Amina’s family moved, heading
off to the Middle Atlas and settling in Azrou, a rugged village high
in the mountains. In winter, the alleys of Azrou are filled with snow.
It was in Azrou that Amina met my grandfather. He was her second
husband. My grandmother doesn’t talk much about her first one,
with whom she had one daughter, Rouqayyah. My grandfather was

*The symbol of salla-llthou “alayhi wasallam. This is an invocation of Prophet Muhammad
meaning: “May God honor him and raise him ever higher and may He preserve his commu-
nity from what He fears for ic.”
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called Mekki, “the man from Mecca.” He was a lot older than my
grandmother, maybe twenty years her senior. He was a widower. In
those days widows and widowers didn't stay widows and widowers
for long.

Mekki came from a well-off family, and owned several butcher
shops in the region. He wasn't afraid of hard work. And he was a
good man, renowned for his great generosity to the poor. Those in
need would travel many miles, on donkey or by foot, in sun and
snow, across the mountains to ask him for help. Mekki would give
them meat to feed their children. He was a practicing Muslim for
whom it was a spiritual requirement to give help to the poorest.

Mekki also liked working his land. And it was on his land that
death claimed him in' H\owww‘ in the middle of harvest. My grand-
mother was just forty, with five children—her daughter from the
first marriage and four children by my grandfather; Muhammad,
the eldest of the boys; then Omar; my mother Aicha; and my aunt
Zouhour. My mother was saddled with the task of bringing up all
five of them. Alone—and to everybody’s surprise poor, because
Mekki had not managed to put one sou aside. The first thing Amina
did was to sell the remaining butcher shop. Then, being good with
her hands, she started making canouns, terra cotta braziers which all
cooks used then. She sold them at market, gradually earning a liveli-
hood. But she was poor.

My mother was about seven, and my aunt four, when my grand-
father died. My two uncles were a bit older. I say “about,” because
birth registers in those days were not as accurate as they are today.
Because my grandmother was unable to feed everybody with her
meager income, a cousin offered to take my mother into his home
and raise her. Needless to say, by way of exchange, Aicha had to help
with the housework.

So my mother grew up separated from her parents. At a very young
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age she began looking for something better. Aicha had just turned
fourteen when she met my father, Omar Moussaoui. He was from Fes,
some forty miles from Azrou. Fés is a large city, renowned throughout
Morocco and abroad for its tiles and mosaics, and above all for the
Qarawiyyin theological university. My father was a tiler, who traveled
a great deal in the region for his work. That's how he met my mother.

Aicha wanted to get married right away. At first, my grandmoth-
er refused. Aicha was fourteen, and to my grandmother she was still
a little girl. But in those days, in a southern Moroccan village, mar-
rying off daughters that young was not uncommon. Aicha dug her
heels in, and my grandmother finally agreed to the marriage—that,
anyway, is the story as told by my grandmother and my uncles and
aunts. It’s not at all my mother’s version. Throughout our child-
hood, Aicha told my siblings and me that she had been “forced” to
marry at the age of fourteen.

Soon after she was married, my mother gave birth to two chil-
dren, who died very young. Then, when she was about seventeen,
she had Nadia, my eldest sister. Two years later my other sister,
Jamila, was born. It was then that my father heard about the possi-
bility of work in France. The year was 1965 and French recruiters
were going from village to village, explaining to people that France
was looking for craftsmen, masons and tilers. They said that France
was a rich country where the pay was good. In Morocco, my father
made a good living. He even had a motorbike! But he thought that
working in France would bring in more money, so he and my moth-
er decided to move. Once again, I know all these details through my
grandmother, my aunt and my uncles. My mother told us no more
than that she had learned to sew, that she had been forced into mar-
riage, that our father was a hard man, that her mother was mean and
that she had been brought up by a cousin.

The Moussaoui family settled in Bayonne and my father found

s
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work straightaway with a tiling and building company. He was very
good at his job. He could pour an eighty-foot-square concrete
screed, and could pick out the tiniest flaw or lump by sight, with-
out even using a level. In no time he was making good money and
he managed to buy himself a Renault. I remember the car well
because of the time we wrecked it. The car rolled and landed on its
roof, and we all crawled out through the back window. [ also have
clear memories of the huge color TV set which had the place of
honor in the living room.

I was born two years after my parents and my sisters arrived in
France, on the first of January, 1967, at half past midnight. I am
told that the doctor came to our house in his party clothes. My
brother Zacarias was born in St. Jean de Luz on May 30, 1968.
Three years later my parents were divorced. I have no memories of
domestic violence, but I was very young at the time. What I do
remember is the day my mother told us, “We're going to a resort.”
“We” meant she and her children. So all five of us left home and
went to the Dordogne. 1 was four and Zacarias three. Aicha had
found a job as a laundess at the resort, and small lodgings. I don't
remember her ever explaining to us that she had left my father; we
simply weren't living with him any more.

It was summer, and there were bikes in the camp for us to ride.
It was like a holiday, a totally different atmosphere because my

father wasn’t there. I don’t have many memories of him; Zacarias

- can’t have any at all, because he was so young when we left. When

September came we went even further away, to Mulhouse in Alsace,
because my mother had found a job there. I dont know how and I
don’t know what the job was.

No sooner had we arrived in Alsace than my mother put my two

i

/.

. /sisters, my brother and me in an orphanage, run by the local Social

Services Department. She couldn’t afford keep us with her. So from
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one day to the next, we found ourselves both fatherless and moth-
erless. The few memories I have of those grim childhood years are
dreadful ones. We had the feeling that we were not like the other
kids. Zacarias and I looked at them as if they were Martians! And
even the youth workers seemed strange to us. I remember thar first
year they came and woke us up at midnight, to celebrate my fifth
birthday. They had made mulled wine. I have assorted other mem-
ories, of the way the rooms were furnished, of the wooden floors
and the spiral staircases. We slept two to a room. The boys’ build-
ing was separated from the girls’ by a courtyard, overlooked by the
cafeteria. I spent all my time with my brother—Thank God they
didn’t separate us! Zacarias was quite small. My sisters lived in the
girls’ building, but we would meet up during the day. My big sister
Nadia watched over us as best as she could. Perhaps my mother had
told her to keep an eye on us.

It has to be said that all sorts of things went on in that orphan-
age. Some of the older children took drugs, and others prostituted
themselves. We took great care not to be like them, not to use the
vulgar language they did, and to avoid the mean ones. Many of the
children were suffering from a lack of emotional warmth.

Zac and I were always together, be it in the yard or the cafete-
ria. We played a lot of ball games—bench-ball and soccer. We also
had stilts. Our best game was stilt fights. He and I lived through
that year as if in a dream. We didn’t really understand what we
were doing in the orphanage. But we had a pretty good hunch that
our situation wasn't altogether normal. With every passing day we
would say over and over that we weren't going to stay long, we
were quite sure about that, our mother had promised us. Every
day we would nag Nadia to find out when our mother was going
to come and fetch us, and she would patiently answer, “Soon.”

But we were a bit worried from time to time. I don’t recall my
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mother taking us home for weekends. She came to see us about
once a week, but she never took us back home. Maybe she did not
yet have a place of her own.

One day, after about a year, she really did come for us. Oddly
enough, 1 recall no details of the departure. I do remember that we
moved to the Rue des Chétaigniers, into a rather classy building.
There were nice carpets and there was a lift with big mirrors. We had
a large apartment on the fourth floor. The contrast was striking. For
Zacarias and me, our mother was a heroine, a fighter who did every-
thing she could for her children and made sacrifices for our happiness.

Aicha found a job as a cleaning woman in the central post office
in Mulhouse. The inspector in her department was a man named
Joseph Klifa. Later he would become mayor and win fame for
opposing the extreme right in the region, as part of the republican
alliance. Klifa felt sorry for my mother. She was a woman on her
own with four children, and would tell anyone who would listen
that she had been forced into marriage in Morocco. One fine day,
after she had obtained French nationality, Klifa helped her to get a
permanent position. She became a post office employee.

She had a second job ar night after the post office closed. So my
sister Nadia, now twelve, took over my mother’s role at home. She
did the shopping and the cooking and cleaning, and looked after us.
At night she made us supper and in the morning she helped us get
dressed. And there was no messing about or else the slaps fell thick
and fastt My other sister, Jamila, backed her up. It took both of
them to keep an eye on Zacarias and me.

We soon moved house again, this time to an apartment in the
Bourtzwiller project. Bourtzwiller was what is now called “a prob-
lem neighborhood.” At the time, Zacarias and I thought only about
having fun. We went to school to have fun, and we came out of

school and had more fun. Boys will be boys.
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At our school there was a notorious family with seventeen chil-
dren by the name of Deau. It was better not to cross them, because
if you got in an argument with one, the other sixteen would come
to his aid. Zacarias did get into a fight with the Deau boy his age,
and in no time things escalated: the Deau boy called his big broth-
er, and Zacarias called me. Then the second Deau called his even
bigger brother, so I had to call for help from my sister Jamila. She
was awesome when it came to defending us. She could pack a punch
as well as any boy. And if that didn’t do the trick, we could call
Nadia. Unfortunately, Nadia was our last trump card, and they still
had at least thirteen.

At school, we pulled a lot of stunts. One September, all the kids
in the neighborhood agreed that term was starting too early. So we
put our heads together, and came up with a plan. A day or two
before we were due back, some of the kids broke into the school.
They put all the chairs and tables in one classroom, and painstak-
ingly spraypainted them. And it worked! The beginning of term was
delayed for a week.

Zac and I liked to have bike races, but because our bikes were too
big (they were salvaged) we had to lean left and then right to reach
the pedals. It really hurt was when you missed a pedal! We were
reckless. Our favorite game was to climb along the drain pipes up to
the roof as quickly as we could. We raced the other boys to prove
our bravery and agility.

Many of the families in our housing project came from North
Africa. We got along well, except for the families renowned for their
dislike of foreigners. In our building there was the Kol family; the
parents were very racist. And when Alsatians are racist, its quite
something! Whenever the Kols bumped into Zac and me they called
us “dirty niggers.” Not “dirty Arabs,” but “dirty niggers.” They did-

nt make any distinction between Arabs and Blacks, we were simply
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Not White. One day, for no particular reason, the eldest Kol son,
who must have been fifteen or sixteen, insulted us, setting off a gen-
eral brawl. He was really mean and quite a lot bigger than us. In the
free-for-all, he threw me against an iron post which got stuck in my
back. I ended up in the hospital, and T've still got the scar.

Near the Bourtzwiller projects there were some ponds. We built
rafts and had sea battles. For us real life happened outdoors. In the
apartment was not much; my mother didn’t have a lot of time for
us. She always had other things to do. It would have been misguid-
ed to expect the slightest tender word from her, or the merest ges-
ture of affection. She didn’t know how to do that. She often scold-
ed my sisters, who did so much work. So Zac and I kept to ous-
selves, giving each other support and sometimes giving our elder sis-
ter a little bit of thanks. At school we did nothing, or next to noth-
ing. It wasn't until my fifth year of primary school, when I was ten
or eleven, that | realized that it was better to work a litde. Zacarias
realized it too.

Our father came to see us now and then. Or rather, he #ried to
see us in Bourtzwiller. For us it was a kind of a game, with strict
rules laid down by my mother. She had trained us. She told us that
our father had hurt her, that he was a hard man and that she would
be greatly upset if we agreed to see him. So when my father came,
we would run off, just as she had told us to. All four of us, all in dif-
ferent directions. We were running away from the big bad wol.
Poor man!

I remember one episode particularly well. My father had given us
advance notice that he was coming, that he had visiting rights. My
mother told us, “Okay, he'll here about two PM., so just before that,
you all disappear.” We obeyed her. When my father arrived and real-
ized that we weren’t in the apartment, instead of wasting time argu-

ing with my mother he started looking for us everywhere in the
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neighborhood. He had travelled miles to see us. (Maybe he didn’t
even know that we were hiding. Maybe he thought that my moth-
er hadn’t told us he was coming.) When he finally found us, he said,
“Come on, let’s have a walk together!” And we ran away again, just
like that. But this time he ran after us, caught us, and put us into
his car. He started the motor, and Zac and I exchanged a single
glance, there being no need for words in so perilous a situation. At
the same instant, we opened the car doors and leapt out. If we had-
n't done that, we would no longer have been our mother’s sons!

Scenes like this were repeated many times. Until my father final-
ly gave up, I think. Until he understood that my mother had turned
us against him. He must have told himself that when we were old
enough, we would decide for ourselves if we wanted to see him.
From that moment on our mother changed her tune, telling us con-
stantly, “Well! See how your father’s abandoned you!”

About that time, my mother met another man, Said, who moved
in with us. My mother worked, received welfare allowances, and was
extremely thrifty. She eventually managed to buy a small house, a
freestanding home of the kind built for workers in the old potash
mines, in the very heart of Mulhouse. I can even remember the
price, 120,000 francs—it was all my mother talked about. The
house had two upper stories and a large garden with a shed we fixed
up. It was at 8 Rue du Kaysersberg, near the Boulevard Stoessel.

Said was like a father to us. At least he was the guy who stayed
longest. He was nice enough and he didn’t bother us. Come what
may, it was my mother who wore the pants. It was her very own
house, as she never failed to remind him. He worked at Peugeot and
when he wasn’t at the factory, he tended his rented vegetable plot.
We went there every weekend. It was his great love, working his pri-
vate patch of land. He was originally from the Rif Mountains, a

farming region in northern Morocco. I think my mother and he
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must have sold some of the produce, because we didn’t eat much of
it. Our daily fare tended to be buttered bread and coffee with milk.
My mother never stopped saying how she had to keep putting
money away.

One day, Said wanted to take me to work with him on the plot.
I didn’t feel like going, but he forced me to sit on his lap in the car.
Somehow he managed to drive with me wriggling around on his
knees, but once we got to the end of the street, I bit him—causing
him to lose control and drive the car straight into a tree. The
Peugeot was totalled.

Near the projects were slag heaps which locals called Mont
Coqrourie. They were large mounds with trees and a little stream.
We heard tales about the place which alarmed and intrigued us. So
our great challenge was to go in there; you had to show how brave
you were by crossing the Coqrourie. Once inside, the slightest noise
would make us run off as fast as our legs could carry us, shouting,
“They're there! They’re there!” And all the neighborhood kids would
scram, like rabbits.

We had rollerskates and skateboards. We also “collected” racing
bikes, always too big for us, which we took wherever we found them.
We would throw them into the canal, right close to the edge. Then
we would go home, and in the evening we would ask our stepfather
to walk with us beside the canal. My brother and I would exclaim,
“Oh! A bike in the canal!” Our stepfather would help us drag it from
the water, happy at our godsend. So we had at least a dozen bikes at
home. Every time we went off for a walk, we would “find” a bike. Of
course my stepfather caught on, and one day, after dragging a bicy-
cle out of the water for Zacarias, Said said, “But that’s my bike, I'm
the one who got it out!” Zacarias was dumbfounded.

Another time, on my way home from school, I didn’t feel like

walking and I spied a small bike. Without a moment’s hesitation, 1
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took it, rode it home, and chucked it into the canal as usual. But
this time somebody had seen me. The owner turned up at our house
and found Nadia and Zacarias. He said to them, “Someone saw
your brother take the bike. Hed better give it back right away.”
When I got home my brother asked me about it, and I told him it
wasnt true. He believed me. He was furious. He went to see the
owner of the bike, and cried, “How can you accuse my brother of
being a thief! He didn’t do it. If he did, I'd know about it! You can’t
accuse someone without any proof, that’s a false accusation, and it’s
serious for my brother’s reputation in the neighborhood.” Incredible
reasoning coming from an eight-year-old. To think, my little broth-
er, lecturing a grown-up to get me off the hook! And it was because
that injustice shocked him. Suddenly the guy started to have
doubts, and he dropped the whole thing. Later, when I told Zacarias
the truth, he bawled me out.

But the favorite sport of the neighborhood kids was to attack
vans with sling shots. One day, a driver turned his vehicle right
around and gave chase. He caught up with us, leapt out of the van
like a2 madman and grabbed me by the neck. I was scared stiff, but
because I'd already got rid of the sling shot, I yelled, “It wasn’t me!
It wasn’t me!” Once again, my brother came to my rescue, telling
the driver, “It wasn’t him, it’s a serious matter to accuse people with-
out proof!” But this time around the guy wasn't having any of it. He
took my brother and me home, where my mother reprimanded us
in front of him. And then, as soon as his back was turned, she
hissed, “We don’t give a damn about that guy. Get out of here!”

My sister Nadia attended secondary school when we lived at
Bourtzwiller. The headmaster said that she was his best student. She
was tall and had black, frizzy hair. A pretty girl, she danced and
acted. Later on, in Mulhouse, we all went to see her perform in her

first play.
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Jamila was something different, though; things were not as easy
for her. When my brother and I were small, there was an alliance
between our sisters: the two big kids against the two little ones. And
then one day all that changed. My sisters turned on each other, and
my mother turned on Jamila. Who got scolded when one of us did
something silly? Jamila. Who got slapped? Jamila. Zacarias and I felt
sorry for her.

Tt was when we went to live on Rue du Kaysersberg that the sit-
uation between Jamila and my mother became really poisoned. It all
started over a croissant. Every morning my mother bought a crois-
sant at the bakery on her way to work. The croissant cost two francs,
and every night she put a two-franc coin in her wallet. But one
morning, the coin wasnt there. She didnt bother to find out who
had taken it, and immediately laid into Jamila (who wasn't the cul-
prit). My mother was furious.

Divide and rule was my mother’s strategy. But it didn’t work at
all with Zacarias and me. We were so close to one another that she
got nowhere when she tried to favor one over the other. She found
it easier to divide her daughters. She had a real technique. She
would take one of them aside and say, “You are the most beautiful.
You are my favorite.” Then she would do the same thing with the
other. To punish us, my mother would often use a strap.

Zacarias was an ideal younger brother. He was smart, clever and
kind. I think that we just knew, without ever saying as much out
loud, that in this life we could only really count on each other. We
tried to avoid getting mixed up in family feuds. We knew them to
be a source of pain, screams, and blows. We were often quite
naughty, but never in a mean or violent way. We just did the
naughty things kids do, to have a laugh, not to do any harm.

In 1974 we returned to Morocco, our country of origin, for our

M first summer trip. I have wonderful memories of the journey there.
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We set off by train, all five of us. I was seven and Zacarias five-and-
a-half. It was very hot and there were water vendors in the Spanish
stations. Again, Nadia organized everything down to the last detail.

Once in Morocco, I remember my aunt’s cakes, huge watermel-
ons, and prickly pear fruit. The weather was very fine and we played
in the streets with our cousins. Pure bliss, an outstanding summer.

In Morocco, the sort of things my mother said changed com-
pletely. She who usually grumbled about working herself to death
and how hard life was would tell the whole family that we had a very
comfortable life in France; that money grew on trees there; and that
all you needed to succeed was desire.

Throughout our stays there, our grandmother and our aunt
attended our every need. They didn’t get to see us often and as soon
as we arrived they would start spoiling us, Zacarias especially,
because he was the youngest. They gave us homemade pastries,
makrouds, honey and almond cakes, and zlabias—colorful, translu-
cent sweets made of pure sugar. Sometimes when my mother wasn't
looking, they would give us a little pocket money and we would slip
away and buy sweets at the corner shop.

On Sundays we went with our cousins to the Koranic school,
though Zacarias and I hardly knew what the Koran was. We liked
it, and found it very unusual at the same time: all those children in
a large room, repeating after the teacher the verses of that mysteri-
ous, holy book. There were children of all ages there, the smallest at
the front, the biggest at the back. The master used reeds of different
lengths to reach each head. That's where we first heard the chant,
“Bismillah ar-Rabman ar-Rabim,” (In the name of God the com-
passionate, the merciful), which we memorized quickly and repeat-
ed with great vigor. Those were lovely times.

1 remember heading to Morocco one summer in the car with my

stepfather, when I was about ten. It’s a long way from Mulhouse to
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Taourirt. Zacarias and I slipped into the back of the station wagon
to get some sleep among the luggage.

Back in France, Zacarias and I began to badger our mother to
sign us up for sports. First we did judo and karate; then Zacarias
played handball and T played basketball.

For Zacarias, handball quickly became more than a sport—it was
his passion. He was brilliant. He played guard, a difficult position.
One of his old handball pals, Thomas, who subsequently played in
the first division, remembers Zacarias very well, particularly because
he had a particular mannerism: when he played he would stick out
the tip of his tongue, and bite it as he hit the ball. Everybody was
afraid that a bad shot would cut his tongue off! Zacarias’s gifts were
unanimously recognized by his trainers, his teammates, and espe-
cially his opponents. Zacarias competed in various tournaments and
his team won first the district championships, then the Alsace
championships. I loved going to watch him play, to support him.
For Zacarias, the future was all mapped out. He would study and
play sports.

Things got worse and worse between our mother and Jamila. As
soon as they bumped into each other in the house, they started
quarrelling. Aicha had taken a sudden dislike to her daughter.
Jamila started to run away from home, and every time it was up to
Zacarias and me to find her. One Sunday, my mother came into my
bedroom to talk, the way she did whenever she wanted me to help
her sort out a problem. “Okay, I'd like you to do me a favor. I'm
going to send your sister away to school, because this just isn’t work-
ing. She’s rude and ill-mannered, and she doesn’t study a bit. I can’
cope with her anymore. Boarding school will be good for her. Do
you want to go too, so that she wor’t be all alone?” It seemed a good
idea to me for Jamila to go. It could only make things better

between them.

.
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My choice was quickly made. There was no question of my
mother being separated from Nadia, whom she loved and who was
useful. And Zacarias was too young to be a boarder. Since I didnt
have the heart to let my sister go off alone, I agreed to my mother’s
proposal. Zacarias was sad when I left, because it was a bit like I was
abandoning him. But neither did he want his favorite sister to end
up alone at a boarding school. He was forced to admit that there
really wasn't any other choice.

So the following term my sister and I went to school in Altkirch,
a little village twelve miles from Mulhouse. We boarded during the
week, coming home on weekends. I started in the sixth grade,
Jamila in fourth grade. The beginning was hard—I missed Zacarias
and he missed me. He was bored without his brother and found it
harder to elude the domestic turmoil. He was on his own. Luckily
for him, he had handball.

For Jamila and me it wasn’t all unpleasant, though. It was some-
thing of an adventure, our apprenticeship in freedom. That was the
year | smoked my first cigarette.

Zacarias and 1 hugged every time we were reunited. We made
sure that we spent all weekend with each other. I especially made a
point to attend his handball matches.

Zacarias rarely told me the details of his rows with my mother;
probably he was ashamed. He did admit that without me there, it
was difficult to dodge her fits of anger. No matter how hard he tried,
he didn’t always manage to.

Toward the end of the year, my mother gathered us all together
one weekend to tell us that she wanted to apply at the post office for
a job transfer. She said she wanted to go somewhere sunny. Only
Zacarias spoke up: “I won't go. Next year [ want to study sports at
Mulhouse.” My mother ignored him. She took out a map of France

to show us several cities she could apply to be transferred to:
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Montpellicr, Narbonne, Perpignan, and Béziers. We used a ruler to
check which city was closest to the sea; Narbonne was the winner.
My mother called for a vote. Zacarias was the only one against mov-
ing. Together with my sisters, I imagined the sea and sun, a year-
round holiday. We didn’t care a bit about leaving Mulhouse.
Zacarias was the only one who was attached to that city. In hind-
sight, after the orphanage, that move to Narbonne was wrenching
for him. It meant the end of his dream of becoming a professional

handball player, and perhaps a coach.

TEENAGE YEARS: FUN TIMES AND
FRUSTRATIONS

We moved in late August. I was thirteen, and Zacarias was twelve. For
weeks before we finally left Mulhouse, as we were packing up, he
grumbled, “I don’t want to go there. Narbonne’s a dump. Anyway, 'm
not going! I want to stay in Mulhouse.” Needless to say, he had to
come with us. From that moment on, something in Zacarias changed.
There was a sort of uncertainty about him, an edge of bitterness and
rancor. Like a very fine scar, hardly visible, which never heals. Zacarias
missed life in Mulhouse—or rather, the life he had imagined.

When we left Mulhouse our living conditions changed
overnight. In Alsace, we had a large house with a big garden and a
shed. We all had our own rooms. In Narbonne we rediscovered “the
charms of the projects,” the real, sordid thing, just like in TV

reports. The first time we walked into our apartment in the

Razimbaud projects we were a bit shocked to open the bathroom -~ ~
door and see, front and center, a sitz bath." We'd never seen anything
quite so ridiculous!

We now had to share rooms, Zac and me in one, Nadia and

Jamila in the other. We were happy at first just to look around in the

* A baignoire sabot, or sitz bath, is a low, small bathtub with a ledge, once common in France.
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few weeks before school started. When our mother had time, she
took us to the sea. Then we started at the nearby Montesquieu sec-
ondary school. It was difficult to start all over as complete strangers
again. Zacarias was enrolling in the sixth grade and was even more
nervous than I. Our Alsatian accent was a major disadvantage. It
was impossible to go unnoticed with an accent like that. What's
more, we were the only “Blacks” in Narbonne who spoke with the
accent; the contrast, needless to say, made everybody laugh—except
us. Shopkeepers, certain teachers, our neighbors, but above all our
classmates considered us oddities.

I use the term “Blacks,” even though we are Arabs, because that’s
the way most born-and-bred French people saw us. It was hard to
label us at a glance. The only thing that was clear was that we come
from somewhere else. From Africa, or from the Caribbean? I've
lived with this ambiguity my whole life, and so has Zacarias. Now
that ’m an adult and settled, it no longer bothers me—I've got used
to it. But as children, Zacarias and I found it extremely unpleasant
to be forced so often to explain our origins. There was something
humiliating and unsettling about it—it was as if we didn’t have any
formal identity. Worst were the negative, furtive reactions of those
who considered people from the Caribbean French “in spite of
everything,” whereas Arabs...

We slowly acclimatized. Below our building there was a handball
court, and Zacarias made a beeline for it. But the neighborhood
kids had their habits, and weren’t prepared to welcome a newcomer
just like that—even less such a good player. I followed Zac onto the
court and, needless to say, we won more or less every game. But we
didr’t necessarily win the fights that broke out. Here too there were
large families, but Zacarias and [ were older, so calling our sisters to
our defense was out of the question. The brawls were more violent

than they had been in Alsace.
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It was a good two years before we felt at home in the south. In
the Razimbaud projects the older boys were really tough. Each
building had its gang and gang leader. For months, it was impossi-
ble for us to join one of the gangs. And without a gang it was hard
to be accepted in the neighborhood. A few weeks before our arrival
in Narbonne, a dozen or so young guys from the neighborhood,
aged fifteen to twenty-three, raped a young woman on the beach
after beating up her husband. A few of them were arrested and put
in jail; others fled the country. Several families in Razimbaud were
strongly implicated, to a greater or lesser degree, in this ugly inci-
dent. When we arrived, the projects were still abuzz over this painful
affair, and the overall climate was heavy.

Families from all over North Africa as well as native French fam-
ilies lived in our building. This was in contrast to the neighboring
Pastouret projects, where pretty much only people of French origin
lived. There was a bitter rivalry between Pastouret and Razimbaud.
Pastouret was the “fascist” projects, and Razimbaud the melting-
pot. Another community, St. Jean-St. Pierre, likewise forgotten by
liberals who sleep well at night, was more or less exclusively inhab-
ited by North Africans and Turks. Depending on the day, and the
mood, gangs from St. Jean-St. Pierre would either support or attack
us. One thing was sure, however: whatever disagreements might
break out between Razimbaud and St. Jean-St. Pierre, the two
neighborhoods were united against Pastouret, the fascists’ domain.
The honor of the Arabs (“Arabs” meaning, in this case, all the inhab-
itants of a neighborhood) was safe and sound.

Thirteen and fourteen years old respectively, Zacarias and I were
content to stand on the sidelines and observe. We didnt take part in
the really serious fights—except for one unforgettable time. There
was a big party at Razimbaud, and the kids from St. Jean-St. Pierre,
who hadn’t been invited, wanted in. The whole scene quickly
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degenerated into battle, right in the middle of the street. Thirty
young people mixing it up. Zac and managed to be in the thick of
it without taking any nasty knocks. We were hidden behind wwo
huge bruisers from our projects and as soon as they pinned an
enemy to the ground, we'd leap on him, while the two guys, who
were built like tanks, went about the business of bringing in the
next customer.

In that kind of neighborhood, there was just one simple rule:
unless you were feared, you were nothing. So the aim was to make
people afraid of you as a matter of practice. And things happened
fast. After two years, Zacarias and I also had learned how to make
people respect us. There was a group of about fifteen kids whose
families had moved into the apartment block at the same time, and
we formed our own gang. Among the newcomers were' two burly
brothers from Northern France who, like us, had an accent you
could cut with a knife.

Our buddy Jacques lived just below us. His family was very hos-
pitable and we made the most of it. His mother was a politically
committed woman, a trade unionist. We could talk for hours on
end with her about politics, society and the future. Jacques’s father
was a sales rep for a coffee company. So in their house, there was
always room at the table and coffee was always brewing. Whenever
we could, several times a day, Zac and I went downstairs to see
them. Sometimes we returned home only to sleep, sometimes not
even then. For us, that family was a “real” family, warm and noisy,
with laughter rather than shouting. During the 1982 World Cup we
more or less moved in with them. That was a real party. Jacques’s
family had a soft spot for Zacarias in particular. For them he was the
Dn._mrvonroo& mascot. In fact, Zac could really lay on the charm; his
kindness, subtlety, thoughtfulness, and wit won many a heart. And

above all he liked helping out people he %Eanmmao&.
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In our apartment block, there was also a “bike specialist” named
Jean. He would steal bicycle and motorcycle parts and use them to
assemble his own machines. That's how we got to know him—he
walked off with the derailleur from my bike. I recognized it at once
outside his garage, because I had put my own mark on it. So 1 took
Zacarias and went to see Jean, and ordered him to give back the
derailleur. He was a good sport. He let me have it back and we
became friends.

Jean had a brother and two half-brothers, really big guys who
became our “insurance policy” in the neighborhood. Jean and his
brothers took over several unused cellars in our building, filling them
with long rows of bikes and spare parts. They had all the latest gear,
derailleurs as well as revolutionary tire pumps, the mud guards of the
future... Sometimes Zacarias and I would join them on their
Saturday afternoon bike rides. We would go as far as one hundred
miles and return home exhausted. For two days afterwards we would
be unable to walk, but they were back on the road the very next day.

The bike thieves introduced us to other thieves, including Dave,
the resident daredevil, who was my age. He was an orphan, his par-
ents had died in a car crash. His grandmother did her honest best to
bring him up. His uncle, a petty thief who was in Carcassonne jail at
the time, was something of a hero to his nephew. With a family like
that, Dave didn’t go unnoticed in the neighborhood. He spent most
of his time breaking into pay phones, or stealing bikes and motor-
bikes and cars: anything he could get his hands on. He also launched
a stock-car craze—with other people’s cars. At fourteen, he was steal-
ing top-of-the-line Citroéns, as well as cheaper models. One day he
gave the cops the slip in the projects; he knew every nook and cran-
ny. Dave was definitely something of a neighborhood hero.

But mostly we kept our distance from the thieves, including

Dave. Maybe because of our old orphanage days, we mistrusted the
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kids there who were brought up badly, or rather not brought up at
all: future delinquents. It was Dave who told us you could go to jail
for thievery starting at age thirteen. We took the warning to heart,
even if it didn’t deter him. Neither Zacarias nor I made much of a
hoodlum. We were too scared of not being able to study because of
a criminal record. If there was one thing we were really sure about,
it was that we wanted to go to university.

Zacarias in particular was possessed by a fear of delinquency.
He warned me about spending time in the “bad company” of the
gangs and advised me to be careful not to get mixed up in any
shady business.

We did pretty well at school, without much effort. But as Zac
and I enjoyed more or less total freedom at home, in class we
weren't exactly models of good behavior. One year I racked up
about sixty hours of detention and was expelled. So we ended up at
the Jules Ferry secondary school, on the other side of town. It took
us up to forty-five minutes to get there on foot. It was completely
different from Montesquieu, more upper-crust. The beautiful,
well-maintained school buildings encircled a large, green expanse.
The day-to-day reality of the place was not quite what it seemed,
however. Weapons would make the rounds—knives, coshes and
even, on one occasion, a revolver. There were lots of fights. I moved
up into the third year, but my marks were average, not nearly as
good as in my second year. And I was undisciplined as ever. The
math teacher took an instant disliking to me. Zacarias, who was
still in the second year, was craftier than I; he realized that it paid
to keep a low profile.

One afternoon, 1 sprained my thumb playing handball in the
yard. It hurt and T wanted to go home. Because the supervisor
refused, I made as if to force my way past him. A school counselor

who happened to be there tried to restrain me by pulling on my
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sprained thumb. A sharp pain shot up my arm and my reflex was to
push him hard. Unfortunately, he fell to the ground. The counselor
was beside himself and told me to get in his car, saying, “We're
going to go and sce your father!”

That year my father had in fact settled in Narbonne. Things were
better between us; we no longer ran away as soon as we saw him. He
had a small company and worked on building sites. He lived in a
shabby two-room apartment, but drove around in a Mercedes.

The school counselor made me get into his car and we found my
father at the building site. Needless to say, I wasn't very proud of
myself, even if I reckoned [ was in the right. When we got there, my
father was in the middle of replastering the front a three-story build-
ing. He was perched up a ladder, with two bags of cement propped
on his left shoulder. The counselor stopped the car for a few sec-
onds. He looked at my father on the ladder with his bags of cement,
then suddenly changed his mind. “We're going back to school!” he
exclaimed. When we got back, he dismissed me, saying, “It’s okay,
you can go back to class.” I was flabbergasted. A faint smile played
on his lips. I should have suspected that he had something in mind,
but at that moment, I was just taken aback.

[ realized only later what his plan was. Too late. At the end of the
school year, the counselor put together a vocational file for me.
Instead of moving up to the fourth year, I ended up in a vocational
training school. I took it as an act of personal vengeance, all the
more so because nobody had warned me; I wasn't informed until the
end of summer holidays. When the day came to go back to school,
I turned up at Jules Ferry as usual, only to be turned away by a
supervisor. He told me that I was no longer enrolled at the school,
that I was now enrolled at the Jean Moulin vocational college, in
plumbing. I realized that I'd been had, and I was now careering
along at high speed in the slow lane.
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As for Zacarias, he was in third year. But he was furious about
that scheming school counselor. We were by then convinced of
three kinds of bigotry in the state education system. One had to do
with the color of your skin, another was linked to your cultural ori-
gins, and the third was to do with social class. Zacarias was schocked
by the career path that had been foisted on me, possibly even more
disgusted than I was. From then on, he was suspicious of everybody
in the state system. The betrayal of his brother’s trust put an end to
his own. So as not to give the system the slightest chance of jerking
him around, he started to work hard and behave himself.

In our neighborhood there was a mini-market which was habit-
ually robbed. One or two young guys would wedge one of the win-
dows open, and then pay a little nighttime visit to the candy store.
One of the cellars under their building was filled with candy. Once
[ found myself looking ata mound of Mars bars, Kit Kats, Mounds
bars and the like, hoarded for house parties. During school holi-
days we would spend whole days “defending the walls of the neigh-
borhood,” and hanging out in stairways. Some guys drank beer,
others smoked joints. But that wasn't really our thing, Zac’s and
mine. He didn’t even smoke cigarettes. I had the odd puff, but only
to be like my buddies.

At secondary school, Zacarias gave up handball completely. He
enrolled in a club when we arrived in Narbonne, but came back
from the first training session saying that the level of play was low,
and that he wasn’t going to waste his time with those people. The
coach even came to our home to try to change his mind. But he was
wasting his time, because when my brother makes up his mind...
He was very ambitious, very demanding, extreme. With my broth-
er, it’s all or nothing. When he believes in something, he does every-
thing in his powers to reach his goal. But if he’s disappointed, it’s all

over, and he draws the line from one day to the next.
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Later on he half-tried to get involved in rugby by joining the
Narbonne Racing Club, then the French champions. He played on
the wing and played well. He trained for two seasons and then com-
plained about some coaches being racists. My brother said that even
if Arabs were good, they weren't selected for the team. According to
Zacarias the rugby world in Narbonne was full of fascists. He
explained to me that for the rugby players he knew, a “good Arab”
was one they could go on a bar crawl with, and then smash his face
in at the end of the binge.

A year went by in my new school. Zacarias was fifteen. The third-
year class marked another turning point for him because he
switched social circles, making some good friends. At Jules Ferry he
met middle-class children, children of managers and teachers,
brought up with their futures all mapped out, right through uni-
versity. On holidays these kids were taken to the four corners of the
carth. Did Zacarias suffer by living among them, without the same
opportunities? Doubtless he did, but it was all in silence. In any
event, it was during those years that he forged his closest friend-
ships, with Yves, who would “naturally” take over his father’s busi-
ness, and Maurice, whose father was a property developer.

Right up until he started to go off-track, Zacarias stayed very
close to these friends. The last person in his group to see him in
France was Yves, with whom he drank a few beers when he passed
through in 1997. Early in their friendship, Yves had set up a billiard
room and a discotheque in his basement. Zacarias hung out there all
the time. From time to time, my brothers buddies invited me to
their homes. One of them, whose father owned a plumbing com-
pany, had an indoor swimming pool. Spending time with those par-
ticular people, at that particular time, that my brother realized the
power of money. It was a turning point for him.

At the end of his fourth year, he did something that surprised me.
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He requested transfer to a vocational school, to earn certification as a
mechanic and fitter. Was he suffering from an inferiority complex? Or
was he trying to follow my lead? Finally 1 realized that be was humil-
iated by his social roots. The son of a Moroccan cleaning woman, in
the midst of sons of company directors? The La Croix secondary
school, where he would have done his fifth year, had a reputation in
our neighborhood as solidly middle-class. Among its pupils were said
to be some little fascists. I don’t know if this was true, but for my
brother “middle class” meant “not like me.” A school where you had
to wear the latest fashion, sport Nikes and have a name-brand back-
pack. Impossible! Zacarias finally explained his choice to me with the
pithy complaint: “I was all on my own.” On his own socially? All his
friends were certainly moving up into the fifth year at La Croix. But
who among them was able to share his unease? If I had been at La
Croix, he probably would have stuck with it, because when the hard
knocks came, there would have been the two of us.

In spite of everything, I tried to make him change his mind. I
explained to him that the vyocational school was the very opposite of
the fast track, and that he was the only one of us who could succeed
with flying colors. Even if it was hard ar the outset, he would have
to grit his teeth, knock a few heads together, and everything would
be fine. But was I persuasive enough? Deep down, I knew perfectly
well that he was right, that he would never really feel like the oth-
ers, because he really wasn't like them. Our mother wasn’t much
help. She would repeat to him, as she did to me, “Choose what you
want, I trust you. In any event, dor’t dream, I don’t have the money
to pay for your studies, you'll have to work.”

Unwittingly, | probably influenced Zacarias’s drift toward a tech-
nical training certificate. Aware of having been steered into what
some regarded as a dead end, where people accepted what was in

store for them without their heart being in it, [ started to study very
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seriously, first to get my vocational diploma and then to go for my
advanced vocational diploma. And I realized at the end of the day
that the workshop, where you learn practical things, like working
coppet, steel, and lead, gave me a lot of satisfaction. I came into con-
tact with enthusiastic teachers who encouraged pride in a job well
done. As a result, when I discussed day-to-day life at the vocational
school with Zacarias, I projected an image of fulfillment which was
much more appealing than a difficult baccalaureate from a middle-
class secondary school, unlikely to be followed by university studies.

So he switched schools. In no time he realized that hed made a
mistake. The students were not there because they wanted to be, but
because they had no choice. They had been labelled “bad,” and
pushed down a dead end. Zacarias couldn’t stand it. His self-esteem
took a dive.

As the years passed my sister Nadia grew further and further away
from the family uni, the flipside, perhaps, of her compulsory devo-
tion to us when we were very small. To my mother, Nadia was an
artist. She did the general baccalaureate and got excellent grades
but, encouraged by our mother, she dropped her studies and
enrolled at the Perpignan Drama School. Convinced that her
daughter would become a star, my frugal mother even rented a small
apartment for her.

The teachers, the headmaster, and even the social worker at the
secondary school tried to convince my mother and my sister that
they were making a big mistake. They came to our home to talk
about it. But nothing could change my mother’s mind. She would
say to anybody who would listen that her daughter was an artist, a
future star, that her name would be in lights. Indeed our name
would be famous, much later on—alas.

Nadia came home only occasionally. This elevated her status

even further, as the prodigal child. Imagine what it was like for my
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mother to see her daughter on the road to fame and fortune. Nadia
wasn’t a bad actress, and she went off to Paris to attend another
drama school.

7acarias and 1 did our best to stay out of it. Of course, we lived
in the same apartment as my mother, our stepfather and our sisters.
Mornings, we would see them at breakfast; evenings, at supper; and
sometimes right after school, before we met up with our friends. But
we didn’t feel that we belonged to the family. The idea of “home”
was vague. We lived under the same roof, we depended on our
mother to eat, but we stubbornly refused to depend on her for any-
thing else, especially affection. To avoid arguments, we avoided dis-
cussion with her, when we could.

My mother was a mercurial individual. She lost her temper easi-
ly, and sometimes turned violent. So it was better to give her the
Jeast possible provocation. As I've said, Jamila bore the brunt of it.
Once a pretty girl, small and delicate, she became bulimic, then
started to put on weight. At meals, my mother would bombard her
with criticism. In the middle of eating she would relentlessly
reproach her, sometimes even in the presence of strangers.
Depending on her mood, my sister would ecither ignore my moth-
er, or answer back; when she did answer back, it was sure to end in
shouts and sobs.

Jamila’s behavior become weirder and weirder. She would some-
times wander outside at night, and she was assaulted more than
once. She ended up going to see a social worker to try to geta place
in a hostel. My mother met the social worker. She told us she had
explained that her daughter wanted to leave home so that she could
hang out in the streets and have fun. Aicha told the social worker
that she loved her daughter, that she didn’t want her to go away, that
she was worried about her, and that if she came back, everything

would be all right. The social worker, and then even Jamila, believed
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it. Jamila came home. And before long, the old habits crept back.
My mother criticized the way Jamila behaved; Jamila was always the
“bad seed.”

7 acarias and I had to butt in now and then, even if it didnt do
any good. We urged our mother: “Stop, Mum, why are you talking
to her like that, stop!” She made as if she couldn’t hear us. Our step-
father, for his part, was a mere shadow. But our father was getting
closer to us. Our mother’s strategy toward him had changed. She no
longer banned us from seeing him, on the contrary, she would say,
“Go on, go out with him, make him pay!” Our father lived hand-
to-mouth, and when he did have money, was very generous to those
around him. But it seemed never to occur to him to give our moth-
er the slightest allowance.

In any event, Zacarias and I decided we would see him regularly.
We were fond of him. We didnt really feel the fondness of sons,
because he hadn’t raised us. But if he had been absent, at least hed
never been mean. Hed never hit us. And for us, that was very
important. What we really felt for him was sympathy. He was kind
to us, he gave us a bit of money. And he was funny. He was licele
wild; he had lots of affairs and he even took us to discothéques. One
summer day, just before school started again, he really surprised us.
Zacarias and I bumped into him on the Cours Gambetta, beside the
canal, a pleasant spot. We walked with him. He was nattily dressed,
wearing a suit and tie, and told us that he had come to live in
Narbonne so that he could see us regularly. As we talked, we walked
past a developer’s office, and our father said, “Come with me, T'll
show you how you find work when you're really looking for it!” He
walked into the office, said hello to the staff, introduced himself as
a contractor, and asked to see the person running the agency, who,
as luck would have it, was available. Then we discovered a facet of

our father that we'd never seen: he was a self-confident man, sure of
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his professional worth. He was carrying a small black briefcase from
which he took out some photos of his projects—a press book, no
less. He told the agency boss what he could do, listed his job expe-

best salesman, and things fell into place.

A while later, our father was driving a lorry on which was writ-

ten, in large blue letters, “Entreprise Moussaoui.” With his direct
way of doing things, he had secured several jobs. He had bought his
equipment and signed up workers. So we saw our father as a
resourceful man who earned a good living because he was hard-
working, organized and well-regarded in his profession. A few years
later, we were brought down to earth.

Our father had once again disappeared, a few months earlier.
Then one day, walking toward the Narbonne city hall, a smiling
man stopped us in the streets: “Aren’t you the Moussaoui boys?” We
did actually look a lot like our father. So we nodded, regarding him
with curiosity and suspicion.

“I knew it was you! I know your father!” exclaimed the stranger,
breaking into a broad smile.

“Really? You know our father?”

“I’ll say! I was in prison with him! I've just got out!”

At first my brother and I didn't react, except to cast an eye around
to make sure that nobody had heard, especially no buddies. Once
we'd got over our surprise, we started asking the stranger some ques-
tions. The stranger told us some very complicated story about
money, and that our facher was in good health. “He’s in good shape,
he’s a brave guy, and he doesn't get upset about things.” We figured
that he wouldn’t be particularly intimidated by the other inmates.
Once in Mulhouse we had seen a man attack him with a knife. He
grabbed the weapon with his bare hands, broke the blade, and pro-

ceeded to smash up the other man’s face.
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Back home, we said nothing about what we learned. Not that we
took it too seriously. For us, it was just another chance to have a
laugh. When we squabbled, one of us would always whisper to the
other, with a big smile, “Watch out, or T'll tell everyone you're the
son of a jailbird!”

About that time out mother and stepfather bought a corner gro-
cery, for next to nothing, in an urban-renewal area near the center
of Narbonne. It took off in no time, primarily because the whole
block was being renovated. With her innate business sense, my
mother had been clever enough to stay a step ahead of the develop-
ers. Later she resold the business and made a pretty profit, enough
to buy a plot of land at Roche-Grise, a fairly sought-after area on the
edge of Narbonne. With a small loan the two began building a large
house.

Zac and I were happy at the prospect of leaving Razimbaud, with
all its petty crime, and the stigma you couldn shake. Said built the
house himself, taking on two laborers to help him, and getting
Zacarias and me to help out on weckends and school holidays. We
wo:nn& cement, mixed plaster, laid concrete block, dug the founda-
tion, put up the supporting walls in the basement, laid floors, laid
brick, helped to install the frame—we worked non-stop. Our moth-
er appointed herself site forewoman. She didn’t know a thing about
it, but she was very good at information-gathering. She spent her
time visiting colleagues who had had their houses built, architects to
ask for hints and tips, and builders she knew to glean advice. She
repeated over and over to Said, whenever he had a suggestion of his
own, “It’s my house!” Thanks to all of us, “her” house was built in
three months. Said probably thought that it would also be “his”
house. He was wrong,.

Aicha said she didn’t have enough money to install central heat-

ing, so the whole house was fitted with electric heaters. We moved
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in in September, even as the last brush of paint was drying, and
when the first cold snap arrived, the plaster still was not completely
dry. Moisture oozed from every wall. Needless to say, the first elec-
tricity bills were huge. Our mother tore out her hair, bawled art us,
accused us of deliberately wasting electricity, and endlessly told us
that we were eating away at all her savings. As we well knew, my
mother counted every penny. When she was young, this “sense of
economy” was probably logical enough. But it had gotten to the
point where money was the only thing that mattered.

Our sisters were accused of far worse than profligacy, such as of
being too close to our stepfather. He would sigh and wearily shrug
his shoulders. As was his wont, he never said anything. We just
thought he was weak. In reality, as we later realized, he had been
biding his time. He had another woman who lived near the grocery,
even had a child with her. One day, quietly as ever, he announced as
much to my mother, and left her.

After Said left, we bumped into him from time to time, and our
contacts were friendly. He had never done us any harm, really we
rather liked him, even if neither party had ever put much into the
relationship. With Said gone, our mother met a few other men,
about whom, unfortunately, we knew absolutely nothing.

We spent the whole of the following summer at Roche-Grise. It
was a residential neighborhood for architects, engineers and civil
servants. Many of our neighbors had swimming pools and tennis
courts; some even had horses. We were the only North Africans in
the area, and we didn’t make any outward show of wealth, but our
mother, a cleaning woman, had succeeded in having her own house
built there. Tt was a substantial climb up the social ladder.

Roche-Grise had a camping site equipped with a foosball table
and a ping-pong table, so the summer was anything but boring. It

didn’t take long for us to get together with others our age. We went

ZACARIAS, MY BROTHER / 43

from one swimming pool to the next, tried our hand at tennis, and
even, sometimes, got to ride ponies—all thanks to Zacarias. Because
he was quickly accepted in this circle. My brother was smart, fun to
be around, quick-witted, and a charmer. His sense of humor, which
was sometimes scathing, could get people laughing until they cried.
Those who took a dim view of the Moroccan sons of a cleaning
woman invading the middle class circle—and there were some—
mostly kept it to themselves. We were achletic, and Razimbaud had
taught us to use our fists, which wasn’t necessarily the way the mid-
dle class went about things.

Tennis was a way to get your foot in the door in our neighbor-
hood. Zacarias, who had never played before, quickly got the hang
of it. So he became an acceptable partner, his first “in.” And, among
our neighbors, there were, of course, girls.

Her name was Fanny. A pretty blond, with white skin and pale
eyes. She lived two hundred yards from our house. Her brother was
one of my friends. Zacarias met her at a neighbor’s house, at their
pool. She was fifteen, like him. It was the start of a real love story, a
story that lasted ten years. What Zacarias could not find in his own
home he tried to construct elsewhere. He was looking for harmony,
gentleness, affection, honesty, loyalty, integrity—in short, emotion-
al security. He found it with Fanny.

True, my brother was sectetive and modest by nature. But lictle
by little he told Fanny about his pain and suffering, and about the
permanent tension at home with mother. Fanny was his secret gar-
den. He never talked about her, but he spent nearly all his time with
her. The only problem was that Fanny came from a “good family.”
A “good family” that didn't look too kindly on her new friends—
and boyfriend. Her father was a high-up in a big company. He drove
a sports car. Her mother was a civil servant. They had a pool, too.

Fanny’s father was racist, in a distressingly predictable way. Fanny’s
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mother knew that her daughter was dating my brother; to start with
she didn’t say anything. But when her husband found out, she
closed ranks with him, and they called Fanny’s friendship “disgrace-
ful.” When Zacarias was j i i
was OK. Now he was dangerous, a threat to their daughter.

At the time, as he liked to put it, Zacarias was a “salmon”—
swimming upstream, from the vocational diploma to the baccalau-
reate, and from the baccalaureate to the advanced vocational certifi-
cate. And despite the whirlpools, he got there. So he had every rea-
son to be proud of himself. But his girlfriend’s parents didn’t see
things quite the same way. At first, Zacarias did his best to please
them. Like me, he thought some people were racists more because
of a lack of culture, or out of fear rather than from basic malevo-
lence. As a result, Zac thought Fanny’s parents could probably be
“educated.” He thought that once they got to know him, all the bar-
riers and prejudices against him would come tumbling down. It was
a charitable way of looking at things—and way off-mark. He was
always polite and smiling, but it didn’t alter Fanny’s parents’ feelings
one iota: their daughter deserved better than an Arab. And Fanny
probably made the mistake of being too honest in telling Zacarias
what her parents said about him. My brother eventually decided
that they had a basic lack of intelligence, that no matter what he
did, Fanny’s parents would never change their views. Zacarias start-
ed to view them with contempt. He didn’t make an effort to be
polite anymore, and he didn’t conceal from them his new attitude.
When he went to pick Fanny up for a date, he didn’t even go up to
the door; instead he stayed on the street. Actually, that probably
suited them fine. As for our mother, Zacarias kept her as far away as
he could from his emotional life. He brought Fanny home only
when he was absolutely sure that mother was out.

As the years passed things between Zacarias and Aicha just got
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worse. | managed to listen to our mother, bide my time, and let the
storm pass when shouts and screams filled the house. I had a soft
spot for her, figuring that her tiring and sometimes demeaning job
was the main cause of her exhaustion and irritability.

Zacarias, though, seemed to have run out of patience complete-
ly. He now refused to make any compromises. He was more pig-
headed than I. For him, holding one’s tongue for the sake of peace
amounted to cowardice. From age fourteen on, he didnt let our
mother get away with anything—particularly when he saw her
quarrelling with Jamila. One day he sat down opposite me in our
bedroom, head in his hands, and told me wearily that he could no
longer stand the terrible arguments that rocked the house.

He became cold and clinical. I think he stopped fecling any love
for her. He was hard on her. He referred to her as “that woman.”
When they had rows, it was heavy. Zacarias reproached her for liv-
ing in a fantasy wotld. The more she lost her temper, the more he
made it a point of honor to stay very cool, very cold. That unsettled
Aicha and he knew it only too well. She would shout louder and
louder. He was like marble, staring straight at her and answering,
“It’s not true. You're lying. You're making the whole thing up.”

I reckoned that it served no purpose to put up such resistance, to
play power games with her. She would never countenance any opin-
ion but her own. So what was the point? Nothing would get her to
back down. My tactic, to keep the house from turning into a bat-
tlefield every day, was to let her shout, saying nothing in reply; I
would listen to her until her anger had subsided. Only when she
had calmed down would I try to reason with her. I tried to persuade
Zacarias to do the same. He would hear me out, but even when he
tried not to argue, she provoked him so much that eventually he

rose to the bait. My mother’s philosophy was never to settle things.

I know that these accusations levelled at my mother may seem
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serious, but they are what really went on. She said violent things.
When he heard them, Zacarias would clench his fists and desperate-
ly try to keep his cool. It was hard. The shouting would go on for
hours. A row between my mother and my little brother might starr
at six PM. and go on until two in the morning. My mother gave up
only when she saw her son completely at the end of his tether, about
to break down. Once he turned away from her, he would explode.
Sobbing, usually. But never in front of her. I told him the same thing
every time: “You mustn’t get into these states. She’s our mother, and
you can see she’s not well. She’s tired, too; her worl’s tiring...”

The story of the council grants is typical. Zacarias and I both
received study grants from the Aude council. They were meant to
cover the cost of transportation to and from school. The money
came to our mother, who was supposed to pass it along to us each
month. But she said we cost her too much money, all told, so she
didn’t have to give us the bus money. She would either say “Sort it
out for yourselves,” or “I've already given you the money.”

“How are we supposed to get to school?”

“I've already given you the money.”

“No you haven't! Give us the money, it’s not your money.”

“No I won't! You're liars, you've already spent the money, I gave
it to you already.”

Result: we found ways to take the bus money—our money—
from her purse. We didn’t have a choice. We had to be at school
by eight o’clock and lived four miles away. We tried hitch-hiking
several times, but it only worked now and then; sometimes we got
a ride straight away, but most of the time we were stuck on the
roadside, thumbs in the air. Who, on the way to work at seven in
the morning, would pick up two dark-skinned lads? And then in
the evening it was the same story. For a long time I let it all wash

over me. And for a long time Zacarias put up with things, too, but
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there was one time when Aicha played what my brother called a
“real dirty trick” on him. And the row they had was more violent
than any before.

It was the day Zacarias was to take his practical exam for the
vocational diploma. He had to be at school by 7:30 A.M. for regis-
tration. But the bus didn’t come that early. So Zacarias asked our
mother to drive him, and she agreed. On the fateful day, Zacarias
got up early and got himself ready. Not a sound in the house. After
a while, seeing what time it was, he went and knocked on our moth-
er’s bedroom door. No answer. He knocked louder, and called her
name. Nothing. He went in. Aicha opened an eye. He said to her,
“Mum, hurry up, I'm going to be late.” She looked at him and said,
“I'm tired. Get yourself to school. Let me sleep.” And she turned to
the wall. He went on at her. She screamed at him, “Get yourself to
school, leave me in peace!” Zacarias was beside himself. He flew out
of the house, slamming every door, hitchhiked and got to school
forty-five minutes late. At the end of the exam he still hadn’t fin-
ished his paper. In a fit, he chucked it into the wastebasket. A
teacher took pity on him, retrieved his exam paper and handed it in.
Thanks to him, Zacarias got his diploma.

He never forgave our mother for what she did that day. He was
forever saying, “I knew she wouldn’t do a thing to help me, but I
didn’t know she was capable of doing something to hurt me.” Every
time they argued, the violence of their words just got worse and
worse. Zacarias would get pale in the face, but he snapped back at
everything she said. He was in control of himself, but maybe he
would crack? That’s what it looked like, if the expression on his face
was anything to go by.

One day, during one of those fights, I had to intervene to stop
him from hitting her. That was it. | advised him to leave home

before he really lost it: “You've got to go, bro. I'll find a solution for
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you.” I asked a friend who lived in the middle of Narbonne to put
him up for awhile. So Zacarias left home one morning in 1986. It
was meant to be forever. He returned briefly in 1988, then left
idn’t return until 1996, ei

head was shaved, and he had a long beard and wore short pants.

According to my mother, he'd come to ask her forgiveness.

LOOKING FOR AN IDENTITY

At home, Aicha never spoke to us in Arabic. So we felt out of place
even among North Africans, not knowing their language. When we
asked our mother to teach us a few words, she would laugh at our
accent and our lousy pronunciation—so we stopped asking. Our
sisters, of course, were born in Morocco and went back there almost
every year—they spoke Arabic. But when Zac and I met Moroccan
families, they would feel sorry for us. “Oh, they don’t speak Arabic?
Meskeen! Poor things!” And my mother would respond, “No they
don’t, they’re right little French boys, those two.”

Neither did our mother teach us about Arab ways and customs,
or about Muslim culture. Not because she wasn’t acquainted with
that culture, but because she didn’t want to teach us. She was quot-
ed recently as saying, “] made sure they didnt hang out with
Arabs.”* Zac and I asked her several times how you prayed and why.
She dodged the question. She told us it wasn't what people of our
age did. Yet, since Mulhouse, we'd seen our friends going to the
mosque with their fathers. So why not us? We felt ridiculous in the
company of others. Who might have told us all about these things?

* Le Monde, 27 September 2001.

43
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Not our father, who wasn’t a practising Muslim, even if he had been
around. Not our aunts and uncles, who all lived on the other side of
the Mediterranean. So we decided to ask Said, our mother’s partner,
who was a practising Muslim.

We saw him bowing, getting up, and kneeling back down again.
We wanted to know what it all meant, what was the meaning of the
words he uttered. In a kind, if slightly awkward, way he gave us the
relevant books, not knowing how to explain it all himself. We did-
n't understand the first thing about it. The books explained in con-
crete terms how to pray, but didn’t give us any spiritual information.
There wasn't a mosque in Narbonne. There was a prayer hall at St.
Jean-St. Pierre, but I didn’t know that until much later. Like lots of
prayer halls, there was no sign on the street. It was discreet, in an
ordinary apartment.

There was no way that we could ask our North African friends
anything, because that would expose our terrible lack of culcure,
and they would have really teased us. Zac and I met discourage-
ment at every turn, until we gave up our quest. [ was twenty-one
when I went into a mosque for the first time, in Montpellier. I
think the first mosque Zacarias entered was in Great Britain. |
believe that this religious ignorance has had a huge impact on his
life, and that the same is true for people drawn to the al-Qaeda
training camps in Pakistan, and for French prisoners at
Guantanamo Bay.

At this juncture, I'd like to interrupt my story and say one or two
things which seem crucial to any understanding of Zacarias’ subse-
quent actions.

There are now more than one billion people in the world who
adhere to Islam. Ninety-five percent of them are Sunnis. Four per-
cent are Shi’ites. Slightly more than a million are Wahhabi, but this

particular million is disproportionately wealthy, because
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Wahhabism is the state religious ideology of Saudi Arabia, which
possesses the world’s largest confirmed oil reserves.”

Part of the appeal of Wahhabism is that it offers a reply to inter-
national horrors. The state of the world is disturbing, with the war
in Chechnya and its appalling massacres, or the fallout of the war
waged by the Russians in Afghanistan. (Zacarias and I felt tremen-
dous admiration for the late Shah Ahmad Massoud, a hero of the
war with Russia who would later lead the “Northern Alliance”
against the Taliban.) Bosnia underwent ethnic cleansing, which Zac
and I saw as a systematic extermination, genocide taking place
before our very eyes. And then there is Algeria, something of a spe-
cial case in the litany of bloodshed: more than 100,000 dead in ten
years. A civilian population massacred. Last, Palestine is under
occupation. The Palestinians live under a system of apartheid.

For any young North African living in France, all this horror is
intolerable and exacerbates feelings that are already greatly bruised
by overtly expressed discrimination against Arabs and Muslims. We
are actually easy prey to bigots because our vulnerability is well-
known. No voices are being raised to give vent to or to defend our
feelings. One-track thinking rules, and nobody dares speak out.

In Montpellier, Zacarias made friends with students who came
from a tough neighborhood called Petit-Bard, and from the Paillade
projects. These students explained to him that what was going on in
Algeria was a legitimate struggle against corrupt leaders and injus-
tices, and that the fighters in this struggle were called the mujahed-
din. Their analysis seemed very odd to us: Algeria being a land of
Islam, how could you make war in the name of Islam against other

Muslims? Women, children, young men and old, beheaded with

* These numbers on the branches of Islam are the subject of debate. In particular, some esti-
mates of the number of Wahhabi adherents are five or even ten times greater.
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axes, throats slit with saws! That couldn’t have been done in the
name of Istam. All these atrocities were to be condemned in no
uncertain terms.

Nowadays in France, when a young Muslim becomes interested
in learning about his religion, wants to find out about his parents’
values and the history of the community, and his parents can’t pro-
vide answers, he is likely to turn to a cultural or religious associa-
tion. He goes to Arab-Muslim bookshops, as well as traditional
bookshops. In the latter, the material is often quite expensive, and
geared to an intellectual readership. Furthermore, the books are
often written by Orientalists. The Arab-Muslim bookshops tend to
be friendlier and more easy-going, and less expensive. You can find
plenty of things evoking your parents’ culture: the same perfume;
the same clothes; soubhabs and siwaks,” magazines; tapes and videos
for learning Arabic; the Koran; and books about the foundations of
Islam, religious practices, the history of the Arab world, and Arab-
Muslim culture. Books of every shape and size.

The young Muslim may also be approached by #blighs whom
you can meet by chance in markets. He might attend the fair organ-
ized by the French Union of Islamic Organizations [UOIF]. There
he will find all kinds of products: clothes, perfumes—anything and
everything that can be traded. Or he might sign up for a religious
course conducted by the Association of Islamic Welfare Projects in
France [APBIF], which also organizes religious festivals, such as the
commemoration of the birth of the Prophet Muhammad [« ]. The
landscape for a young novice is like rich, uncultivated terrain. His

first steps are haphazard. During religious meetings, people may

* Soubhahs: prayet beads. A siwak is a wooden twig that is used to clean your teeth. It may be
from an olive or palm tree, but the best siwaks come from the arak tree.

 Members of a pietistic movement founded in 1927; by nature it is missionary, proselytizing
and radically anti-fundamentalist.

ZACARIAS, MY BROTHER / 53

bring up trivial or secondary subjects year after year, making others
think that they are the crucial questions. Quite by chance the novice
may stumble upon an QQR.E&% vitriolic book, or an especially
understated book. He may find authentic religious instruction—or
political and sectarian indoctrination.

In the absence of any informed parental authority or clearly
defined religious authority, the young novice is left to his own
devices. And danger lurks everywhere. A lot of those talking in the
name of religion are in no way qualified to do so. The main criceria
for imams are quite simply knowledge of Arabic, and an ability to
step up into the minbar, or pulpit, to speak. (Sometimes imams are
required to know the Koran by heart, but no-one ever asks any
questions about the real nature of their theological studies.) The
first generation of immigrants had two concerns: finding places of
worship, and having someonc available to teach Arabic and the
Koran to their children. But when those entrusted with these
responsibilities are novices, there is no telling what education they
might provide.

Young students who call themselves members of the Muslim
Brotherhood, Hizb ut-Tahrir (the Party of Liberation), or Wahhabis
are fierce rivals to this generation of imams. The young students run
associations that organize Arabic lessons, tutoring and religious
instruction. Sometimes they even work from the inside, at first
assisting the imams, and gradually taking over the role of educator
for children and young people. These young students thus manage
to be in contact with the young members of the second generation
of immigrants. Hitherto, serious and moderate traditional religious
instruction has been almost nonexistent.

Certain authors come up again and again: Sayyid Qutb, Abul Ala
Mawdudi, Yusuf Al-Qaradawi, Muhammad ibn Abd Al-Wahhab,
Ibn Baz, 'Abd ul-Aziz Al-Uthaymeen—all leading figures of




54 / ABD SAMAD MOUSSAOQUI

Wahhabism and the Muslim Brotherhood, also known as Qutbists.

What do they write? One or two selected excerpts from Sayyid Qutb
(1906-1966) may be instructive:

Today, a Muslim society no longer exists, there is no more
Islam and there are no more Muslims.... Muslim society
will only come back into being when existing regimes
have been destroyed, and given way to a power which
respects divine legislation to the letter.... All the societies
in the world, with no exceptions, are idolatrous and full
of infidels, conscious that authority belongs solely to
God. For when a man dares to invent laws, he proclaims
himself the equal of God. And all peoples which subject
themselves to such a man without resistance or rebellion
are in a state of adoration of him, by their obedience to
him [...]. The true Muslim today is the Muslim who
makes jihad against all governments whose legislation is
human in origin, in order to topple them and reinstate

divine legislation.”
From another book:

There is but one house, it is the house of Islam which con-
tains the Muslim state, any other house [where this
authority is non-existent, which is the case everywhere,
even in Islamic lands]t is merely hostility for the Muslim
and his relationship with it must only be war or else an

" Sayyid Qutb, A lombre du Qour'an (In the Shade of the Koran), Al-Hidayah Al-Islamiyah,
1988.

T Author’s note.
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armistice with special conditions; it can hardly be regard-
ed as the house of Islam and there can be no friendly

understanding between its inhabitants and Muslims.”

Hatred oozes from every page. These statements are the manifes-
tation of an embittered and even sectarian state of mind, and they
are accordingly dangerous.

One of the key figures of Wahhabism and Qutbism is Ayman Az-
Zawahiri. Who is this Egyptian, known as Osama bin Laden’s right-
hand man? He came into the public eye when he appeared with bin
Laden in one or two videos broadcast by Al-Jazeera. He was arrest-
ed and imprisoned in 1981 following the assassination of the
Egyptian president Anwar es-Sadat. Since 1991 he has been the
leader of the Egyptian organization Islamic Jihad, thought to be one
of the most extremist and murderous groups. In fact, in 1992 alone,
Islamic Jihad’s terrorist operations were responsible for the deaths of
1,200 people in Egypt. You recognize a tree by its fruit! What does
Ayman Az-Zawahiri say about the writings of Sayyid Qutb?

With the execution of the most important of the Muslim
Brotherhood leaders, Sayyid Qutb, the powers-that-be
thought that they had managed to rid Egypt of the Islamic
movement. But that act was the detonator that sparked the
Jihadist movement against the Egyptian government....
Sayyid Qutb made possible the establishment of the
Brotherhood in his explosive book Milestones on the Road,
which gave rise to the revival of fundamentalism.... The

group that had been led by Sayyid Qutb decided to aim its

* Sayyid Qutb, Jalons sur la route de Uislam (Milestones on the Road), lmprimerie de
Carthage, 1968.
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attacks against the powers then in place, because these pow-
ers were the enemy of Islam and had strayed from the way
approved by Allah in refusing to comply with his Law.
Sayyid Qutb’s call was—and is—the spark fuelling the
Islamic revolution against the enemies of Islam both with-
in and without, and bloody episodes occurred day after day.
This revolution assumed a greater resolve in its belief, a
refined precision in its strategy, a richer understanding of
the nature of the struggle, and more experience in relation
to the obstacles encountered. Sayyid Qutb played an
important part in guiding Muslim youth along this path, in
the latter half of the 20th century, in Egypt in particular
and in Arab regions in general ... and he became a model
of veracity and an example of perseverance.... The appar-
ently still waters on the surface hid beneath them seething
uprisings fomented by the ideas and the call of Sayyid
Qutb, and the formation of the contemporary Jihadist cells

in Egypt.”

It is undeniable that Wahhabi and Qutbist ideologies lie at the
root of numerous murders, assassinations, attacks, massacres, and
many civil wars. In the recent past, with the birth of Wahhabism,
there have been massacres at Mecca, Medina, and T2if, as well as
in Jordan, Iraq, Kuwait, and the United Arab Emirates. Even
today there are massacres in Algeria, and yet the leaders of organ-
izations which are well-established in the Western world and the
Near East openly claim to follow this ideology. They describe
Wahhabi ideology and that of Sayyid Qutb as a reformist ideolo-
gy, and they declare their loyalty to it. They assert that this litera-

* Ayman Az-Zawabhiri in as-Sharq al-Awsar, London, December, 2001.
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ture contains “many pages of great beauty.” When they talk about
massacres, it is never to denounce them vigorously, but to play
down their scale. Wahhabites and Qutbists alike justify violence
with the promise of Islamic renewal and reform. So the world is
full of people who make use of this pretext of Islamic renewal and
reformism, in particular Faisal Mawlawi and Fathi Yakan in
Lebanon, and Yusuf Al-Qaradawi in Qatar. In France, it is most
often the followers of the UOIF, and of Tarek Ramadan, who
exploit this theme of reformism.

This so-called “reformism” arouses surprisingly little anxiety or
suspicion. For many it is a synonym of progress and modernity. A
lot of people actually understand the term reform as an improve-
ment introduced into the moral and social arena. But this is just a
sham and it’s important to uncover its mechanisms. Herein lie all
the symptoms of doublespeak. “Reform” and “reformism,” as they
are known in France, evoke the 16th-century advent of
Protestantism, when réforme was advocated in France and else-
where in the world against the Catholic Church. The Church was
suspected of having fossilized both society and religious thinking.
The Catholic clergy was accused of every conceivable vice.
Protestantism was a phenomenon in Anglo-Saxon countries, and
spread a great deal. France, since the Revolution, has been domi-
nated by the concept of laicité (i.e. secularism). So there is a cul-
ture, not to say a reflex, by which anyone who appropriates con-
cepts of reform and reformism is elevated. The Qutbists play very
insistently on this feeling.

Reformism is appealing for several reasons. Some people like to
think they are making an impact, or contributing something to
the Muslim world at large. This pseudo-influence takes shape in
economic, political, and strategic fields. Others are irked to see

Muslims barricade themselves behind their customs and their val-
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ues. For them the ousting of religion from the public domain rep-
resents a step forward. They want Muslim society to set aside tra-
ditional religious institutions, in the same way that Europeans
have managed to oust the Church. These so-called Muslim
reformists lay claim to borrowings from western society’s science
and modernity.

But the writings of Wahhabi and Qutbist thinkers hold out no
such promise. On the contrary, they advocate the destruction of all
society and the massacre of populations who obey laws which are
not taken from their particular reading of Muslim tradition. Their
discourse is all the more distorted because it takes as its target tradi-
tional Islam. Qutbists accuse Sunni theologians of preventing their
writings from engaging human intelligence, and of of engaging in
futile and fossilized factional debates. The goal of this strategy is to
do away with what are actually the only bulwarks against extremism
and fanaticism within the Muslim community.

Take Sheikh Al-Qaradawi, one of the leading lights of the
Wahhabi-Qutbist line of thinking, for example. He has a pretty
high media profile as the host of programs on religious topics on Al-
Jazeera. According to certain sources, he’s also a board member of a
bank called At-Taqwa, which has been mentioned in the funding of
terrorist organizations. He is featured in UOIF introductory
brochures, and was even one of the guests of honor at the organiza-
tion’s 2000 Le Bourget conference in Paris, where he delivered a lec-
ture. What does he write?

Al-Qaradawi criticizes the instruction of points of Islam he
deems too technical. In his book The Worship of God in Islam,” he
has this to say: “Let’s leave aside the lengthy, hollow and complicat-
ed arguments which fill our law books by making distinctions

* Yusuf Al-Qaradawi, L'Adoration de Dieu en islam, Ar-Risala (1989).
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between pillars,” conditions,t obligations, sunna (habitual practices),
recommendations, revocations and unadvisable matters. ... The spe-
cialist scholar is permitted to study these terms in this way, provid-
ed that it is for himself. But to teach this to ordinary people is, of
course, an obvious mistake.”

This fatwa seeks to denigrate and discredit traditional Muslim
instruction. But to replace it with what? With an ideology of terror.
Al-Qaradawi defends extremists. In his book 7he Tendency to
Exaggeration in Excommunication, he writes, “It is this extremism
that has prompted these sincere young people, who are attached to
their religion, to excommunicate those opposed to them among
Muslims, to kill them and take their goods.” But these terrorists
have tarnished and distorted the image of Islam in people’s minds.
How can their criminality, their terrorism and their extremism con-
vey a profound attachment to religion? How dare Al-Qaradawi say
that they are “sincere”?

It is easy to see how the pseudo-reformists, with their double-
speak, convince the West that they are allies. Let us here interject the
tale of the scorpion which, to cross a river, asked a tortoise for a ride
on its back. The scorpion repeated to the tortoise that they were allies,
with the same interests at heart, and that it would be suicidal for him
to harm the tortoise as they crossed the river. The tortoise agreed and
took the scorpion on its back, but once in midstream, the scorpion
gave the tortoise a fatal sting. And when the dying tortoise asked,
“Why did you do that? Now we're both going to die,” the scorpion
replied, “T can’t help it, it’s the way I am.” So Wahhabis use the West

to attack the Muslim world, but the West is also their victim.

* Pillars: Rites or demonstrations without which worship is invalid. For example, prostration
prior to praying.

t Conditions of validity: Non-rites without which worship is invalid. For example, under-
taking minor ablutions before praying.
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It is important to lend an ear to Muslims following the instruc-
tion of the four traditional Sunni schools: Malikite, Shafiite,
Hanafite, and Hanbalite. These Muslims, backed up by arguments
and proof, unveil the falsehoods of Wahhabis and Qutbists. To gain
an ear within the Muslim community, these latter cultivate the illu-
sion of truth and do their utmost to give the appearance of religious
legality. They also use terms which have powerful positive connota-
tions within the Muslim community, for example Muslim
Brotherhood and Salafites. Their use of such terms is improper and
unjustified, an usurpation with the aim to lead the neophyte astray.
This is why it is crucial that the representatives of Sunni Islam wage
a determined intellectual struggle. It would be suicidal for our soci-
ety to sideline those who are the first line of defense against extrem-

ism and fanaticism.

UPROOTED AND CAST OUT

Our mother painted a negative picture of our family in Morocco,
which was so unknown to us. She said that her mother Amina was
mean-spirited. She reproached her brother Mouhammad and her
sister Zouhour for being too dedicated to bringing up their chil-
dren. It was as if Zacarias and I didnt have a grandmother, or an
uncle, or an aunt, or any cousins. Unlike our sisters, we never saw
any of them. Nadia and Jamila would go with my mother on her
trips to Morocco. They've got a family. We don’t! My mother took
Nadia with her because she was proud of her. And she took Jamila
along because she was trying to get her married off in the village.
One summer she even left her with her brother, so that he could
marry her off. But it didn’t work.

Sometimes my mother said things which, were they from the
mouth of a born-and-bred French person, could be taken as xeno-
phobic. She seemed keen to forget that she was an Arab—she want-
ed to live the way she chose, without constraints. She made sure that
her sons did not have any contact with that world from which she
nevertheless had come.

Moroccans are often merry, fervent believers in celebrating

Ramadan, the Mawlid, which marks the birth of the Prophet [«?],
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When we were faced with racism as children, Zacarias and 1
would go straight to our mother. It was one of the rare things that
seemed to get to her. She would be outraged, saying over and over,
“They’re all racists! They’re all racists!” But what could she do?
There’s something exasperating about displays of ordinary racism.
You catch someone in the act, perhaps with witnesses, but there is
no outcry. Then you're on your own, left to chew over your bitter-
ness and feel guilty after the fact, for not saying or doing the right
thing. But it’s already too late, there’s nothing to be done. So our
mother, for example, couldnt go and confront the supermarket
cashier for being rude to us. At best, the cashier would deny it; at
worst, she'd create a fuss.

Later on, as young teenagers, Zacarias and I developed a differ-
ent attitude. The girls we went out with would tell us that their par-
ents disapproved of us and didnt want their daughters hanging out
with Arabs. We would just shrug it off. At that age, the way grown-
ups saw things didn’t matter. We refused to waste our energy think-
ing about such problems, for which we intuitively knew that we
would never find any solutions.

The rise of Le Pen in the political landscape marked a turning
point in the history of racism in France. Until the National Front
started getting control of town halls, until it chalked up its amazing
score in the 1984 European elections, nobody really ever dreamed
of admirting to being racist. Certain French people were, but they
were ashamed to admit it. Then, when Le Pen started to get so many
votes, some stopped hiding their real beliefs. The chorus grew:
“France is for the French, we're fed up with immigrants, to hell with
wogs, niggers and yids.” Louder and louder they claimed “the right
to be racist,” like it was a wholesome brand of freedom! It was a
complete about-face. France would suffer the consequences of it

much later on, in the 2002 presidential elections.

ZACARIAS, MY BROTHER / 65

Up until that time, there had been little or no idea that so much
racism existed, along with a spirit of exclusion. But when certain
people around the country started announcing out loud that they
loathed foreigners, the fact was that the terms of reference had
changed. Liberté, Egalité, Fraternité no longer meant anything. We
perceived double speak; there was the language of official speeches,
and the language of reality. It wasn’t a hunch any more, it was a cer-
tainty: we were not French “like the others.” Or, worse still, we
weren't French at all. And yet we were French: we were born in
France; we grew up in France; we went to school in France; we spent
our childhood and teenage years in France; we had friends in
France; and we worked in France.

The years just before you become a teenager are when you start
dealing with the bureaucracy on your own—for example, putting
together a family dossier for the registrar’s office. The form was head-
ed with the words: French citizen. But more often than not, the offi-
cial behind the window asked Zac and me what our nationality was.

The school cafeteria was also a place of petty, day-to-day snubs.
For even if we didn’t know anything about religion, still we didn’t
eat pork. All year round we were obliged to ask the question, “Do
you have anything other than pork?” And the whole year long we
would get the same response: “Why?”

“Because 'm a Muslim, I don't eat pork.”

“Oh for heaven’s sake, cant you Muslim people be like every-
body else?”

One day a pea and bacon dish was on the menu. When I protest-
ed, one of the kitchen staff took my plate, stabbed furiously at the
bits of bacon and handed the plate back to me, grumbling, “You're
not going to bug us over a few bits of bacon.” A classmate who was
not a Muslim snapped back at him, “And how would you like it if

someone put a few ounces of shit in your plate?” Once again we felt
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under attack. In fact we were just confused. We couldn’t recognize
ourselves either in the all-French model, or in the North African
model.

Millions of young North Africans and other Africans feel just
what Zacarias and I have felt. For children, social life starts at
school; what teachers and staff think is incredibly important to
them. If children don't feel respected or accepted, they have trouble
building a positive image of themselves.

It would take only a little effort on the part of the state school
system to make it so that students of Muslim origin would feel a bit
less skinned alive. The country must be capable of making this kind
of effort. Suffering doesn't help people to think. Pain cannot be
intellectualized, it is suffered. And by the time symptoms of the pain
start to show in youths, it is already late in the day. Without warn-
ing, the aggressiveness and malaise among all these young people
can manifest itself in the form of petty delinquency. Or worse...

As kids in Mulhouse, Zacarias and 1 often said that there really
were many racists in France. In Narbonne, the xenophobia was
embodied in actual violence. In the summer there were village fairs
all over the region. We were seventeen and eighteen by then.
Needless to say, these fairs gave us a chance to have some fun and to
meet girls. We would happily travel to them, usually hitchhiking.
One night, with two other buddies, we went to the Coursan fair, a
few miles north of Narbonne. The fair was held in the middie of the
town stadium, with several stages and bands. There we met a bunch
of young village kids who, it turned out, wanted to beat up some
wogs. We left there running for our lives through the vineyards.
How many times, when Zacarias and I went to village fairs, did we
have to leave like that, running through the vines? For us it was a
question of escaping from what were potentially very real threats.

Sometimes it was only young kids whod drunk six or seven beers
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and just wanted to hit somebody. And sometimes we managed to
scare them off—there’s often strength in numbers. But there were
fights in which fists flew thick and fast.

In Narbonne, on the night of July 14, 1989, an unfortunate
thing happened which marked us for good, causing us to feel
extremely uneasy, and very suspicious of the powers that be. It was
late, getting on to midnight, when I left some Narbonne friends
who had asked me to supper. They dropped me off just before it was
time for the Bastille Day fireworks in the town square, not far from
where my brother and some other friends were waiting for me near
the canal. It’s a very touristy spot, with lots of bars and outdoor ter-
races. I had a hundred yards to walk. I was walking quietly along
when I felt a tap on the shoulder. I turned around and saw a man
who could have been twenty-five or thirty, [ don’t really know. He
said to me, “Please come over here, will you, there’s a couple of
things [ want to say to you. Follow me.” I found his behavior weird,
so I ignored him and continued walking. I wasn't worried because
there were lots of people around.

After ten or fifteen yards, I felt a hand on my shoulder. I turned
around, a bit annoyed, but not really bothered, and Pow! The guy
landed a punch, full in my face. I fell back into a flower bed. I was
completely groggy, but I got up—and saw the guy coming to hit
me again. I took to my heels, panicked because I didn’t know who
he was or why he wanted to hit me. But in my panic I went the
wrong way, and ran further from where my brother was waiting. |
crossed the street, passed the edge of the square and noticed six or
seven cops. I ran straight up to them, shouting, “There’s 2 guy run-

1

ning after me to hit me! Look what he’s done!” My face was cov-
ered in blood. The cops looked at me suspiciously as I gabbled
away. At that moment the guy appeared, went for me, and I

dodged him, crying out to the cops, “That’s him, that’s him!” At
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that, one of the cops pulled out a tear gas canister. With one hand
he grabbed me by the hair and with the other he emptied the tear
gas right in my face. I was stunned, my eyes were burning, I was
suffocating. I tried to run away, but only managed to go about 100
yards before collapsing in a faint outside a restaurant. Luckily, some
friends of mine were eating inside. Because just as they came out to
help, the guy appeared again. To finish me off. My friends got in
his way and he ran off. They took me to the hospital. My face was
burnt by the tear gas. I was in a state of shock, not so much because
of the crazy guy, who probably just wanted to “bash a wog,” as by
the way the cop had behaved. I was the victim, I was asking him
for help, and he gassed me.

My mother came to see me at the hospital. She was just as
shocked as I was and insisted that I not let this incident go
unprotested, that I lodge a complaint against the guy whod hit me
and the cop who'd gassed me. So the following morning I went with
my mother to the police station to lodge a complaint. And, would
you believe it, we couldn’t do anything! Impossible to lodge a com-
plaint. The policeman on duty kept saying, “You know, in the thick
of things, it’s really impossible to say what’s going on.” And then,
seeing that we were determined, he lost his temper and told us to
get out, shouting, “We've got better things to do, just count your-
self lucky that it didn’t go any further—now clear out!” My mother
and [ were furious and disgusted.

Later on, a lawyer friend told me that it’s possible to lodge a com-
plaint directly with the state prosecutor. I knew some members of
an association called SOS Racisme, which backed my complaint and
made sure it wasn’t buried. In the end, there was actually a trial. The
guy admitted that he had hit me for no reason. He was given a sus-
pended seven-day prison sentence, and a moderate fine. I never

heard if anything happened to the cop.
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Zacarias suffered just as much as I did from the incident, if not
more. It really enraged us. Can you imagine the frustration of real-
izing that those who are supposed to protect you in truth pose a
threat? The cop didn’t just gas and insult me. It was worse than that.
For him, quite obviously, it’s always the Arab who’s guilty. That kind
of thing can really fill a person’s heart with hatred for a long time.

The hatred faded, but our mistrust remained. Especially in my
brother. Later on, with a little thought, I rationalized things. I'm
well aware that there’s no point in making sweeping conclusions
from just one incident. But still today, when I have a problem, my
initial reflex is not to go to the cops for help.

Another time, Zacarias went to a disco with his girlfriend. I tried
to talk him out of going, because I knew all too well the risks he
would face at this club. Every time we went, it ended in humilia-
ton. Just trying to get in was a ?oZnB. Most times, we were
turned away: “No entry ugly mugs.” To avoid such unpleasant
scenes, | decided not to go there any more. But Zac was pigheaded.
If he wanted to go to a club with Fanny, he went. That night they
got in without any trouble; they were a couple, and the bouncer let
them through. But inside things werent so good. Zacarias and
Fanny danced a slow number together. A guy tapped my brother’s
shoulder and punched even before Zac turned around. Blood
poured from his mouth. Zacarias lashed back with a head butt and
the guy fell to the floor. A second guy came up and Zac broke his
collar bone with his elbow. A third guy got involved, and then my
brother ,Hnm:% got beaten up. And all the time he’s being hit, what
does he hear? “Had it with these niggers! They’re even taking our
women!” Throughout the brawl, Fanny was beside Zacarias, sob-
bing and afraid for him. In the end, the bouncers moved in, took
Zac with them and stayed close by him until the club closed. They

even went so far as to drive Zac and Fanny home, in case the others
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were waiting outside to finish him off. Next day, Zac’s eyes were
swollen and his mouth misshapen. I couldn’t help but say, “I told
you not to go there!”

One of the three guys who attacked Zacarias went to our school.
He was a rugby player. Needless to say, that Monday morning, as
Zac’s big brother I had to do something. It was only thanks to
another student who joined me—spurred on, he would tell me
later, by the unequal nature of the fight—that I didn’t have my face
smashed in turn. The rugby player was twice my size. Two of us only
just managed to deal with him. Hatred smoldered between us until
the end of the year. In general, the atmosphere was very tough.
Some of the students admitted openly to being racists. Actually,
they didn’t “admit” it so much as boast abou it.

Before very long came the difficulty of finding a way into the job
market. As young French men of North African origin, we had a
sense of deep-seated injustice. We had good grades, but had a hard
time finding jobs as trainees. Some bosses were quite frank: “I don’t
want any Arabs.” It goes without saying that there were never any
witnesses to this kind of remark. Others reacted in a different way:
“I'm very sorry, but we've just taken someone on.” Oddly enough,
the very next day a classmate would tell you that he got the job you
were after. What were you to think? This is one of the really perverse
side-effects of racism; there are times when you have doubts about
yourself and your analytical abilities. You no longer know whether
you didn't get that job because your vocational qualifications were
not as good as those of your classmate, or because of your Arab face.
The playing field is never level, and you can easily become paranoid.

Zacarias came up against this problem even more than I did
because of a certain new class he took, “Automated Mechanical
Systems Maintenance.” Over a two-year period he had to put in six-

teen trainee weeks in firms. Students had to find a firm that would

ZACARIAS, MY BROTHER / 71

agree to train them. As a rule, they found their placements through
acquaintances, by pulling strings, or by luck. Zacarias and all the
other students of North African and African origin had to rely for
help on a handful of teachers who were well aware of the problem.
One teacher, Mr. Dupont, was a wonderful man. Zacarias and I
didn’t need to explain to him that we were having trouble finding
jobs because we were Arabs. He knew how things worked. He did-
n’t tell us that he would help us, either: discretion on the part of vic-
tim students, and discretion on the part of a realistic teacher. We
knew he understood. It was Mr. Dupont who got Zac recruited as
supervisor at the Victor Hugo secondary school, which kept a roof
over his head and food on his plate.

Even today, some within the state educational system elect to
deny the problem of racism and discrimination. The first time I saw
the topic taken head-on by a teacher was when I myself was a sup-
ply teacher. In the middle of an electro-technical certificate meeting,
a colleague took the floor and said, “How do I manage to find
courses for my North African students, when I have bosses who say
to me, ‘We don’t want any Arabs?” The official answer is straight-
forward: there are laws in France against racial discrimination. All in
all, racism in the workplace is still a reality, but now there are more

crackdowns; nowadays, you can speak out about it openly.



ZAC’S DREAM: A PLACE IN THE SUN

At the end of the summer of 1986, it was my turn to leave Roche-
Grise. I told my mother that I was going to live with Zacarias, that
it would be better for my kid brother not to be on his own anymore.
At the time she didn't say anything. Zac and I had temporary work
as laborers all summer, building roads, cleaning drains under
bridges, and the like. It was very physical work and enabled us to
put a bit of money aside. I begged my mother to come with me to
rent a studio apartment near the main square in Narbonne. Not to
pay the deposit, just to show the owner that I was totally commit-
ted. To my surprise, she agreed. So Zac and I rented the studio, and
found some independence and peace of mind.

Meeting rent was a challenge. We had to find odd jobs. Luckily
we could eat in the school cafeteria. Zacarias got his vocational cer-
tificate, and decided to get back onto an academic track. It would
really be “swimming against the current.” For my part, | was in the
last year of my electrical engineering degree.

Our dinner diet consisted of pasta and potatoes. Sometimes
friends invited us to eat with them—we never refused. We were led
by our stomachs: “Lets go and see so-and-so, his fridge is always

full.” Often we felt more than a bit guilty. But Zacarias refused to

13
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consider asking mother for help. Anyway, he had Fanny to attend
to his every need. As often as she could, she brought him bags full

of food, and lots of vitamin-rich fruit juice. Now and then, when
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Winter came. The strikes resulting from university reform pro-
posals presented us an opportunity; we offered our apartment as
headquarters of the Student Committee. Enlightened militancy—
the fridge was always full. By the end of the school year we were
exhausted, both mentally and physically. Zacarias nevertheless
moved into the final baccalaureate year, and I obtained my certifi-
cate of technical education.

Just before the school year ended, we moved again. A friend’s
mother agreed to put us up in a fairly large, but rather unhealthy
apartment. In exchange, we undertook to do some work on it for
her—work, it turned out, that was really beyond us. The walls were
covered with mold. The wallpaper was pecling. Our clothes were
always damp. Zacarias was often ill; he had a permanent cold and
endless throat infections.

The ever-resourceful Fanny brought him medicines. It was out of
the question for him to fall seriously ill, because it was his bac-
calaureate year. Fortunately, that was the year Mr. Dupont pulled
strings and got him the assistant supervisor job at Victor Hugo,
where he had room and board during the week. So for him at least,
only weekends and school holidays were hard.

Although we made no effort to contact our mother, we crossed
paths with her now and then; Narbonne is a small city. Zacarias
would ignore her, and she him, but I would say hello—after all, she
was our mother. I tried to make sure that these meetings didn't last

too long. As soon as she had a chance, she would let rip with criti-
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cisms of Zacarias. He and I hardly ever talked about it, because the
whole topic triggered a silent bitterness in him.

Despite his problems, Zac got his vocational baccalaureate. Then
he passed the entrance exams for the technical and commercial
advanced vocational diploma in Perpignan, and elected to study
mechanical and electrical engineering.

Zacarias’s life was finally about to change. He would get a study
grant and a room in a dorm. His day-to-day needs would be taken
care of, if our mother agreed to hand over the necessary papers to
apply for the study grant. An illusory wish. Instead, year after year,
Zacarias and I had to line up with a social worker, and then put
together dossiers (never with the required formalities) to present to
the local education authority. Luckily the application eventually was
accepted. It would seem that this kind of situation is very common
when parents and grown-up children do not get along.

The following summer we broke up stones and mended roads, as
usual. In September, Zacarias went to Perpignan and took a room
in the dorm. Fanny was close at hand. She had enrolled in a degree
program in advanced sales and marketing, and rented a small apart-
ment in the center of the city. They more or less lived together,
using the university room as a pied-a-terre, and for visitors. For my
brother this was the beginning of the students good life.
Meanwhile, I was back in Narbonne preparing for the baccalaure-
ate, and working in turn as assistant supervisor at Victor Hugo. So
during the week there were forty miles between us. But weekends
we usually met up. Zacarias came back regularly from Perpignan.
He had also rented a small studio in Narbonne, which he used when
Fanny went to see her parents.

Even on weekends when Zacarias’s apartment was empty, [ stayed
in the dorms. Oddly enough, Zacarias never suggested that I use his
place. For a while, he seemed to have changed. I felt that we had
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grown apart. The previous two years had seen some strain in our
relationship. We had had some bad arguments. Instead of drawing
us closer, hard times had pushed us apart. I was working for the bac-
calaureate, and I didn’t have much time to work things out. Zacarias
spent most of his time with Fanny. He had mid-term exams to pre-
pate for, and the other demands of his student life.

I passed my baccalaureate with distinction, and enrolled in turn
in the vocational training program at Perpignan. I rented a dorm
room. Zac was now living in Fanny’s apartment. That academic
year, 1989-90, would be a year dedicated to partying. My brother
and I were together as university students. Every night we ate with
this friend or that. When Zacarias went to Narbonne, he saw Yves,
who had been a secondary-school friend. Dave, whom hed known
just as long, was in his class. So he had old friends around him. He
also spent time with a Swiss student who was an arms enthusiast.

Every couple of months, we had three days of mid-terms. For
those three days we did do some work.

Even though Zacarias was always going out on the town, often
without Fanny, he was amazingly faithful to her. This actually made
the girls even more attracted to him. They would flirc with him in
hopes of landing “a prize catch.” No such luck!

At the end of the summer of 1990, driving back from the Paris
area, I stopped off in Narbonne to say hello to Jamila. I tooted the
horn outside my mother’s house. My sister emerged from the base-
ment, where her room was, with another girl. Jamila introduced us.
The girl was Fouzia, my aunt’s daughter—so my cousin. She had
come to France to study as a postgraduate. We talked about our
respective studies, and I offered to take her down to Perpignan.
There I introduced her to Zacarias, and they immediately got on
well. Fouzia told us things about our family that we had never heard

before. She drew a picture of a harmonious, fulfilled family. We
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spent whole evenings asking her about this family member or that.
All of a sudden we were much more interested in it all. Fouzia’s
background was totally different from ours. Her family was close-
knit, you could feel how much she loved them all. Her parents took
an interest in what was happening with her. They phoned her regu-
larly. She told us that they were paying for all four of their children’s
higher educations. Naturally enough, Fouzia tried to patch things
up between us and our mother. But Zacarias told her how much
Aicha had disappointed him, and warned her about Aicha’s fits.

In no time, Zacarias and 1 grew very fond of Fouzia. We were
proud to have such a cousin. We introduced her to all our friends
and they liked her, too. Zacarias, who was so discreet about his life
with Fanny, introduced the two. Zacarias and Fouzia talked a great
deal about their respective studies and ambitions. He told her about
his import-export project between France and North Africa. He also
talked with her about what she might study. He advised her about
the skills that go the farthest in the job market, and gave her prac-
tical tips for her interviews. We helped her with her administrative
paperwork. Then she enrolled at Marseilles University, and when
the university term came around we went our different ways. In the
next year I rarely saw Fouzia, and Zacarias didn't see her at all,
although they said hello to each other through me. My brother felt
a fraternal and protective love for his cousin.

Zacarias seemed to be leading a stable life. He was living with
the girl he loved and got his vocational certificate without too
much trouble. He had finally sorted out his financial problems,
too. He bought a car, a Ford Fiesta. He was student supervisor at
a secondary school in Saint-Pons, west of Montpellier.
Incidentally, it was a job he nearly didn’t get—the letter from the
education authority offering him the job went to Aicha, and never

reached Zac. Luckily, when he told me that they were really late
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answering him, I advised him to get in touch directly with the
education authority.

Fanny also got her diploma in Sales and Marketing. She started
studying law. My brother lived with her when he wasn't at the Saint-
Pons school, where he slept three nights a week. He enrolled at
Montpellier in a degree course in Economic and Social
Administration.

As usual, Zacarias was very demanding. His certificate credits
didn’t transfer fully to the university. He had to make up some cred-
its and he didn’t like that. What was more, the university system was
much less structured than the advanced vocational certificate, for
which students had thirty-five hours of classes a week, and were
closely supervised by the teachers. University meant freedom; you
had to be self-motivated, because nobody was forced to attend lec-
tures. Beneath his assertive demeanor, Zacarias needed to be guid-
ed, supported and reassured by his teachers. But at university teach-
ers have very little to do with their students. Supervised projects are
overenrolled, and students have to set up tables in corridors.
Zacarias was left to his own devices.

Some of his friends went on to business school, which was
unthinkable for him because tuition was too high, forty thousand
francs a year. Others found jobs. He, too, vaguely looked for work.
But he tended to be very quickly discouraged and suspected that
each refusal was racially motivated. He gradually let himself go. He
became more and more unmotivated, and seemed to come to view
his student days in a negative light. He had no aim or goal. He was
gloomy and weary. Zacarias was sure that he had done his very best
to get back into an academic curriculum, only to be fettered, at the
last minute, by invisible but real chains—the chains of discrimina-

tion. Then there was the hard reality that his advanced vocational

diploma would not be enough to work as a sales technician.
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He told me that at the national employment agency some of the
job ads were color-coded. Depending on the color, the job-seeker
knew whether the company would accept people of foreign origin
or not. He also said that the personnel at the employment agency
knew very well where it was useless to send an applicant who was an
immigrant. The school year passed as a mix of frustration and ques-
tioning. The evenings we spent with our friends were full of laugh-
ter, but also discussion: it was the period of the Gulf War.

In our part of France, things had become quite tense. To the
point where local politicians started to worry that there might be a
violent confrontation between the born-and-bred French popula-
tion, and citizens of North African origin. For a while, the mayor of
Perpignan ordered gun shops closed. In classes, the students quick-
ly split into two factions: the “pro-Americans,” who applauded
when they saw the bombings in Iraq, chanting, “USA! USA!”; and
the “pro-Arabs,” those who were touched by the plight of Iraqi civil-
ians under American bombs. The dorm was abuzz with the war in
Iraq. The campus was a melting pot, where all kinds of ethnic
groups lived together. A scaled-down version of the world. There
were Swedes and Danes, as well as Christian Lebanese, Palestinians,
and Syrians. And from the very outset of the Gulf War, the dialogue
between the Arabs and the others was complicated. No, we did not
go along with Saddam Husseins regime. But we wholeheartedly
condemned the Americans and their allies for tossing bombs at
civilians. Zacarias wasn’t living in the dorm, but we hung out with
the same friends on campus and he was very supportive of the Iraqi
people. Zacarias with his dark skin, and his girlfriend with her
blonde hair and blue eyes—they both knew what xenophobia was.

One evening I was waiting for the bus to go back to the dorm
when a guy in a car stopped right beside me. He got out and walked

fast toward me, screaming. He was brandishing a knife. “Dirty wog,
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I'm going to get you!” he yelled. My reflexes kicked in and it saved
my skin. I levelled him. No-one at the bus stop lifted a finger. When
I told my brother what had happened, his face turned pale and his
lips tightened, and he didn’t say a word.

Student debates inevitably gravitated not only to the Gulf War,
but also to the situation in Palestine, and the civil war in Algeria.
Decisive conflicts for all Muslims throughout the world. For hours
we talked about the legitimacy of the intervention in Iraq. For us,
Saddam Hussein had no right to invade a country the way he had;
but neither was anyone entitled to massacre the Iragi people in
response. We were shocked by the “war show,” which was so over-
hyped by the media, and in such a one-sided way. The so-called sur-
gical strikes sickened us.

We empathized with those suffering people, not only because
they were suffering, but also because they were Muslims. Initially,
Saddam Hussein tried to play on the empathy of fellow Muslims.
But in no time ar all, Arab countries sent in their armies to defend
Kuwait. For we Muslims it was a disconcerting war. It wasn't good
guys versus bad guys. The truth was more subtle. The war crystal-
lized feelings against American imperialism, political and econom-
ic. Zac, myself, and our friends felt that the France that sent in
troops to fight alongside the Americans was not our France.

I think it was at that particular moment that Zacarias started to
feel that he belonged to the “blacks,” whereas people of French
extraction were “whites.” He became convinced that the French are
racists. That generalization didn’t scare him. For him, his friends
and my friends, and Fanny, too, and the few teachers who had
helped us were “non-racist” French. They were exceptions to the

rule. I often tried to tone down his ideas. But every day that he wit-
nessed racism confirmed his painful conviction. The fact was, since
the outbreak of the Gulf War, attacks against the North African
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community became more and more frequent, at least in the south
of France where we lived.

And then there was the war in Yugoslavia and Bosnia. The media
crudely reported the ethnic cleansing and the massacres of Muslims.
Feelings in the Muslim community ran deep—Yugoslavia was just
an hour and a half from Perpignan. And it was Europe. There were
Yugoslavian students on campus. We identified easily with them.
Photos of concentration camps with emaciated, sick Muslim pris-
oners started to circulate: photos all too reminiscent of images from
our history books of Jews being shipped off to Nazi concentration
camps. The French government seemed to us to be terribly passive,
not to say uncooperative. We felt hurt and humiliated. These peo-
ple were our brothers. The other European countries were not react-
ing; even the systematic rape of Bosnian women by Serbs didn’t
seem to ruffle many feathers. Wasn't it true that the governments
weren't doing anything because the victims in Bosnia were Muslims?
Who can guarantee us that one day the same horror won’t be visit-
ed upon us French Muslims, and who can guarantee us that other
peoples will be any less passive?

Gulf War, Bosnia, Algeria, Palestine, Afghanistan, Chechnya...
Muslims were being persecuted all over the world. That disgusted
us. Zacarias wasnt the only one who felt wronged. All Muslims our
age, and even those who were younger, were shattered. They felt
deeply and personally, in their very flesh, the injustices visited on
their religious brothers. As they grew older these young Muslims
became hypersensitive. They no longer believed in the morality and
cthics of rulers. Some of them grew ripe for the indoctrination of
totalitarian and sectarian ideologies. I was assailed more often than
my brother by brutal racism, yet he suffered more than [ did. Every
attack on his older brother put him in uncontrollable states of inner

torment.
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When I told him he was wrong, that whatever he might think,
the majority of French people were not racists, I did not merely fail
to convince him. The only ear he lent me was an irritated one. He
would inevitably answer, “Abd Samad, youre too nice. You havent
realized that they’re all racists and fascists.”

In September, 1991, Zacarias needed an administrative certifi-
cate from the university to keep his job as supervisor at the second-
ary school. Buoyed by his new plan to speak fluent English, he
enrolled in the Applied Foreign Languages course at Perpignan. But
he would hardly ever set foot in a class there—instead, he got a new
job as a supervisor in the Docteur La Croix secondary school in
Narbonne. I also found a job as a supervisor in Narbonne, at the
Diderot secondary school.

When that term started we met Fouzia again. She had had a good
university year, and embarked on her degree in pharmacology.
During her stay at Roche-Grise, Fouzia had witnessed our family
disputes. She was truly shocked and her relations with my mother
deteriorated a lot. Zacarias and I advised her to keep her distance.
Finally the break was made; Fouzia left Roche-Grise with the words,
“I don’t understand this situation, it’s too much for me, I've finished
my studies, and my resident’s permit expires soon, so 'm going back
to Morocco.” Zacarias and I approved of her decision. But she was
not departing immediately, and we had to find her somewhere to
stay in the interim. Zacarias and I both lived at the schools where
we worked. So I asked my sister Nadia, who had an apartment in
the middle of Narbonne, to put up our cousin for ten days. She
agreed. Zacarias, Fouzia, and I spent those days together. As soon as
work was over, we met up. We went for walks and saw our friends.
I still have a few distinct memories of those days, like the film we
saw one Wednesday afternoon. We'd forgotten that it was children’s

day, so the three of us ended up with just a handful of other
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grownups in a cinema full of kids. Remembering the incongruous-
ness of that particular moment brings back the good feelings
between us. We went to Perpignan, too, to stay with friends. One of
my closest friends was called Xavier. We spent our evenings talking
and laughing and would always end with a really nice meal. The day
before Fouzia left, we met my two sisters, and all five of us went for
a walk. We spent that evening with Nadia, over a meal. At the end
of October, 1991, Zacarias and I went with Fouzia to Séte, where
she would take the boat Marrakech. We laughed a lot on the jour-
ney. Those were rare moments of family happiness. It had been a
long time since we siblings had been together.

Talking about our family with Fouzia had aroused in Zacarias
and me a desire to know more about our father. We wanted to know
what had become of him. The latest we'd heard, he was in Toulouse,
so after we left Fouzia in Sete, we drove to the pink-brick city. Once
there, we got into detective mode. Thanks to the Chamber of
Commerce and Local Industry, we got an address, only to find that
he was no longer living there. Then Zacarias and I had the bright
idea of contacting the customer service department of the
Electricity Company, with one of us pretending to be our father. We
complained that we hadnt had the latest bill, and told the employ-
ee that there was a problem of addresses, and we wanted to check to
see if the one on file was the right one. Bingo! She gave us our
father’s address, and thanks to her we found him. He was very
moved by our visit. We spent a warm evening with him. Naturally
enough, he invited us stay the night. At dawn we were awakened by
fearful noise and shouting: “Police! Police! Open up!” We hardly
had time to pull back the covers before five or six cops were in the
apartment. They took our father away while we looked on dumb-
founded. Everything happened so fast. Then the apartment was
empty. A deathly silence crept in. We got dressed and set off back to
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Narbonne. We hardly spoke during the drive, both lost in our
thoughts. Why exactly had the police taken him away? Only ten
years later did I learn the reason—it involved some kind of brawl.

T think that was the last time Zacarias saw our father. I bumped
into him again in 1993, in Narbonne, as I left school at the end of
the week. I was with my sister Nadia at the railway station. He did-
n't look well; hed lost a lot of weight and seemed tired.

Zac and I had become very close again. We were once more liv-
ing in the same city. We both worked as supervisors, we shared the
same friends, and spent evenings together. When Zacarias talked to
me about his work, he was critical of the administrative staff. Once
again, he found them aggressive and stupidly racist. He claimed, for
example, that all the supervisors of foreign origin had to work the
worst hours. For him, racism had become an obsession. Whether
founded or no, his obsession was now wrecking his life.

For Zacarias and Fanny, as a couple, things were getting more
complicated. It now seemed crucial to Zac to add something extra
to his training, which would make the difference in the eyes of a
potential employer. We talked about it every weckend. As we had a
female cousin in the United Arab Emirates, we started imagining
how our life would be if one day we did business in Arab countries,
and particularly Morocco and the Emirates. Zacarias found out
about a Montpellier-based association called Euro-Arabe, which
dealt trade between North Africa and Europe.

Zac thought that the wisest thing, first of all, would be to
improve our language skills. At the time he spoke just broken
English, and no Arabic, so he bought text books and worked away
at English grammar. Every day he forced himself to study in the
most serious way you could imagine. After a few months, my broth-
er realized that he hadn’t chosen the best way to go about it; he still

hadn’t achieved any kind of fluency. As we talked it over, we even-
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tually agreed that there was nothing like real experience in an
English-speaking country. He thought he might find a job as super-
visor on the spot, as in France. If he was eligible for a state-funded
loan, he would look for an appropriate course. Later on he would
have a chance to learn Arabic, and thus be able to work as a sales
technician in export between French-speaking countries, English-
speaking countries, and the Emirates.

In Montpellier, Zacarias hung out at the dorm cafeteria. It was an
odd kind of place. The students who spent half their day there were
mostly foreigners—Moroccans, Algerians, Tunisians, Malians,
Senegalese, Syrians and Palestinians. Many of them used the cafete-
ria like a squat, because they had accommodation problems, espe-
cially those in their last two years, when as a rule they were given a
room only once everyone else had been housed. So they would end
up five or six to a room, and sleep there in rotation. If it wasn’t your
turn you had to stay awake, and by day you would be too tired to
attend classes. On holidays, the communal kitchens were closed,
which made the squatters feel more out on a limb. They all told us
about how degrading it was, about the uphill battle they were forced
to fight just to be able to study. For example, the administrative
departments at the prefecture required a resident’s permit in order
to issue a student card. And the educational departments required a
student card for enrollment. This administrative game-playing went
on for months, and students would emerge disgusted and exhaust-
ed by the harassment. Most of them ended up saying it would have
been better to go and study in the United States or Canada, rather
than France.

Added to this precarious immigrant student’s life were money
problems. The scholarships from their home countries were deriso-
ry, and their temporary resident’s permit bore a stamp: “Not author-
ized to work.” The most determined and stubborn of them man-
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aged nevertheless to attend second-degree courses and embark on
doctorates. These students had few class hours, and they looked for
odd jobs to help them make ends meet. Some of those who didn’t
succeed seemed cynical, at a dead end. They spent their time talk-
ing about the latest international news. Little by little, Zacarias
spent hardly any time with born-and-bred French people. His new
friends cultivated an attitude of rebellion. They were forever deni-
grating politicians and intellectuals, and French ones in particular,
railing against their blinkered, single-minded thinking. There were
probably Muslim Brotherhood members among them. At the uni-
versity they had a nickname, “Kid Brothers.”

[ was particularly shocked by one of them, a North African. He
said hed received a large grant from his home country, yet he spoke
like a disenfranchised radical, advocating extreme violence. What
bothered me was that he had been helped by a developing country to
pursue his studies, from baccalaureate to Ph.D., and instead of con-
tributing to the development of his country, he claimed that it was
more important to foment revolution there, in order to destroy soci-
ety. One of his sentences still rings in my ears: “We have to destroy
this society so that it can be born again from its ashes.” His source was
Sayyid Qutb, whom he described as a “reforming martyr of Islam.”

I think I can say without fear of contradiction that it was by rub-
bing shoulders with these students that Zacarias discovered a dan-
gerous caricature of Islam. Everything that they said was marked by
a desire for vengeance. What they had to say about the civil war in
Algeria, for example, was extremely dubious. “We don’t know what’s
going on over there. The authorities say it’s the Armed Islamic
Group (GIA) that is massacring the population, but they don't pro-
vide any proof and it’s very likely that they are trying to cover things
up.” This was the same rhetoric peddled by certain leaders of the

Islamic Salvation Front (FIS). The students also seemed to use cer-
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tain tragedies, like war, to their own ends. Whether in Palestine,
Bosnia, or elsewhere. For them, every conflict involving Muslims
offered a chance to uphold the highly militant argument of the
Muslim Brotherhood. The causes were probably just, but here they
were conducted by extremist indoctrination, for political and finan-
cial ends that would benefit others, not the student practictioners.

The more the university year advanced, the less Zacarias turned
up for class. When he returned to Montpellier, he hung aimlessly
about on campus, spending more and more time talking with the
“Kid Brothers.” He, too, started to develop a specific style of argu-
mentation, and his disillusionment and cynicism increased. When
it came to Algeria, he would now say that the political elite was real-
ly responsible for the civil war and the massacres. When it came to
France, he would argue that the system was rotten and made solely
to serve a corrupt middle class. He would say that for ordinary,
humble people, the only solution was to fend for yourself. I didn
share Zacarias’ ideas. I found them excessive, telling myself that it
was a difficult year for him, because he felt he was failing and he
didn’ really see how to make things better. He would often repeat,
pessimistically, “I studied so that I could manage better, and what’s
the result? I'm stuck.” Deep down, I thought that the bitterness in
him would pass when he finally found his way.

Not having a family home where you can recharge your batteries
doesn’t help matters. Since leaving our mother’s house, Zacarias
hadn’t set foot in it again. We spent our holidays in the dorm lob-
bies. When anyone asked him about our mother, Zacarias would
inevitably answer, “She’s not my mother, she’s my brother’s mother.”
The only thing he wanted to do was to leave Narbonne. At every
opportunity he would say, “All T know is that I've got to leave. |
don’t know where to, and I don’t know when, but I must leave this

city.” We talked more and more about the advantages of learning
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English. We even drew up ambitious plans. He would speak English
fluently; he would learn literary Arabic, the Arabic of the Gulf
States. While he learned Arabic, I would learn English in turn. Then
we would go into international business together. When his dreams
focused once and for all on England (the United States was too
expensive and too far away in case things went wrong), I encouraged
him to go there. It seemed to me that it was a good opportunity for
him to change environments and company. Naively, I reckoned that
he would get away from the “Kid Brothers.” I knew my brother, and
I knew that he was not easily influenced—but you never know.

Fanny wasn’t at all in agreement with Zacarias’s plan. She had just
been taken on as a sales assistant in a bank, and all she dreamed
about was having a quiet life, living with Zacarias somewhere near-
by. She wasn’t at all keen for him to go away. She encouraged him
to go on looking for work. Zac blamed her for not being realistic,
and not understanding that the color of his skin was a real drawback
when it came to finding a job. He also reproached her, “Do you
think itll be easy for us to find somewhere to live, with my skin
color? You know very well how things are, don't you? I'd have to be
a millionaire to get any respect.” These accumulated frustrations
were like so much fertilizer for the ideologies that Zacarias unfortu-
nately would encounter in England.

At the end of 1991, everything began to move very fast. Zac sold
his Ford Fiesta. He set aside money saved on rent since Fanny and he
had left their apartment in Montpellier, and he was very careful about
how much he spent. Since his room and board was provided for by
the school, he did manage to put a little away, between twenty thou-
sand and twenty-five thousand francs. Together we went to buy a
large backpack for his trip. As a safety measure, we bought him a
money belt, too. Zacarias set off with all his worldly wealth on his per-

son. He had no idea what he would find where he was going. If some-
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body robbed him, it would bring his trip to an immeadiate halt. His
intention was to stay at least six months in England. Together we
bought most of the things he needed. His adventure was a bit mine,
too; for the first time he and I were going to be truly parted. He was
my little brother. I was at once proud of him, sad, and anxious. I was
the only person who went to the airport with him. It was a very
solemn moment. My brother was setting off on a rendezvous with his
destiny...




i

DOWN AND OUT AND ALONE IN LONDON

Nobody was there to greet Zacarias in London. When he arrived,
his first task was to find a place to stay. Before he left, he had reck-
oned he would casily find a quict and simple youth hostel. But
when he phoned me a few days later, he told me that hed ended up
in St. Mark’s House—a homeless shelter. He gave me a phone num-
ber where I could reach him, said that everything was fine and that
I shouldn’t worry; whatever happened, he would make do. He want-
ed to get in touch with the social services and find ways of getting
state benefits. Most importantly he wanted to find work fast. 1
phoned him regularly, but our conversations were brief. [ only real-
ly learned any details about his day-to-day life when he came back
to Montpellier more than six months later.

When he landed at Frejorgues Airport in Montpellier, I saw right
away that my young brother had changed. He had lost weight and
he had grown up. But he had a smile on his face and he seemed very
happy to see me again. Then he revealed a little pride: he'd managed
to last over there for more than six months. As he admitted to me
not long after, for the first three months his poor English had liter-
ally paralyzed him. He had spent all that time unable to speak, feel-
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ing so ill at ease he hardly opened his mouth. He said he felt as if he
was physically weakened, plunged into a scary loneliness.

He lived in a rather disreputable place. He described his room-
mates to me, with a hollow laugh. One of them behaved complete-
ly irrationally, taking dozens of different colored pills every day.
Another spent the day drinking beer, sprawled on a sofa in the
lobby. He was drunk morning to night. Sometimes, when the per-
son running the hostel threw him out, he stayed slumped on the
steps of the church, right next door. There was a shared dormitory,
with several dozen homeless guys, mainly English, sleeping there
every night. Zacarias had an iron bed and kept his clothes rolied in
a bundle under his pillow—everything was up for grabs in that
place. By day, needless to say, there was no question of leaving
behind your belongings. Thievery and violence were everywhere.
Zacarias and I talked at great length about all that underlying inse-
curity. He was tense and anxious, in an almost palpable way. And
then [ had an idea. You were less likely to be assaulted if you were
physically imposing. So I suggested that Zacarias do some body-
building. He liked the idea, even though it represented a real finan-
cial investment. As soon as he returned to London, two weeks later,
Zacarias joined a bodybuilding club. Now and then he found odd
jobs, washing dishes in a pizzeria, warchouse man, and the like. Just
enough not to fritter away his meager savings entirely.

After those very difficult beginnings, Zacarias started to feel a bit
more at ease in London. He had had months to explore the streets.
He finally knew how to get around in that huge city. Every day he
forced himself to work on his English, alone with his books in a
library. Each week he visited an employment agency. He wasn'
looking for a job, so much as professional training. He told me that,
after taking a whole battery of tests, he managed to get into South

Bank University’s Master of International Business program. He
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speculated that the university was a branch of Cambridge
University, and that would look good on his future resumé. My
young brother still hadn’t lost sight of his goal. He still had a mind
to get involved with the import and export of halal meat—meat
slaughtered in accordance with Muslim ritual—with North African
countries, for example.

Every time Zacarias came back to France, I felt and saw him
becoming harder. He didn’t like British society at all. He described
to me a country that was gray, rainy and closed. He said that all eth-
nic communities were tolerated, but the groups didn’t mix. They
turned in on themselves, living in separate neighborhoods sur-
rounded by invisible barriers. He accused the English of being tol-
erant only on the surface. “After all this time,” he said, “I've met
plenty of people of different nationalities. The only ones I don't
know at all are the English.” Even at the university, contact with
English students was superficial. He said he'd met more British stu-
dents on the Perpignan and Montpellier campuses.

Zacarias had experienced a real psychological shock. The contrast
was sharp: previously he had lived with Fanny, his friends and his
brother, in his own country; now he was an immigrant in Britain,
on his own, unable to speak the language. He rightly saw himself as
having fulfilled a personal challenge by standing his ground. That
victory gave him more confidence in himself and somehow gave
him more gravitas, which would attract Xavier and another friend,
Hartium to him. Luckily for Zac he managed to move out of the
homeless shelter. He told me that he had received a study grant, the
equivalent of 150,000 francs, to pay for a year’s tuition plus lodg-
ing—a fully furnished, two-room flat in the middle of London.
Only later did I learn that the address he gave me was in one of the
more elegant parts of town, Nevern Square, in Earl’s Court.

Even today, I can’t be sure if he really lived in that famous uni-
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versity flat that he described to me, or whether he actually lived in
a flat that was as luxurious as the neighborhood. He certainly
couldn’t have afforded the rent on his own, anyway. Zacarias told
me about one of his favorite parts of London, a neighborhood fre-
quented by foreigners, mainly Algerians and Moroccans. When we
talked about the civil war in Algeria, we didn’t have the same opin-
jons. I knew through the media that members of the Islamic
Salvation Front and the Armed Islamic Groups were based in
London, and that they were at liberty to express their hatred in the
streets and in mosques. I also knew perfectly well that my brother
had no religious background. So I decided it was time to send him
an explanatory pamphlet about Wahhabism, published by the At-
Tawba Mosque in Montpellier. I would realize later that that was a
mistake.

Through 1993 and 1994, Zacarias came back to France every
four months or so, mainly to see Fanny. Meanwhile, I met my
future father-in-law and asked him for Fouzia’s hand in marriage. It
was a small but very happy wedding. We showed Zacarias the pho-
tos. He congratulated us, but said that he was sorry we hadn’t told
him. He would have come over for it. Knowing his financial situa-
tion, that was precisely what we had wanted to avoid.

Every time Zacarias returned to France, he stayed with us. He
never talked to us about religion. Yet it was at that time that I myself
started to practice Islam. He could have shown a dash of curiosity, but
he didn’t. On the contrary, he treated my religious practice somewhat
mockingly. As a novice, not reading Arabic, I had to write prayers out
in large letters on a sheet of paper. Sometime in 1994, I suggested that
Zacarias come with me to Friday prayers at the mosque. He refused,
preferring to go into town. Today, I see his refusals in a new light. He
probably hadn’t yet met the people who would become his gurus. Or

at least he hadn’t yet been truly recruited.
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On another occasion, 1 tried to find a way of entertaining him.
It so happened that the mosque was holding an end-of-school-year
party. To honor and reward the children, the Association of Islamic
Welfare Projects in France (APBIF) organized the party every year.
The children put on cultural shows and recited history. One dis-
tinctive feature was the singing group. A dozen children sang Arab-
Andalusian Sufi chants. They were a roaring success.

Zacarias came with me as far as the entrance to the hall, but
refused to go in. He told me it didn’t interest him, that it was all

Nx

just “innovation.” He said he was interested only in the Koran and
the Sunna.’ Just then the imam arrived to preside over the party,
and I took the opportunity to introduce my brother to him. A dis-
cussion ensued. I asked the imam to tell my brother how one learns
the science of religion. Zacarias cut me off, snapping, “Personally,
all I need is the Koran and the Sunna to learn about religion. I'm
quite capable of getting ahold of books and studying them on my
own.” The imam replied, “If you are prepared to spend ten years
finding out how to do your minor ablutions in the Sunna or the
Koran, good luck!”

A strange discussion: Can you become a doctor by learning medi-
cine all on your own, without any teachers, just from books? Who
would go and be operated on by someone who claims to have learned
about surgery on their own in libraries? On almost all of his visits,
Zacarias borrowed my car to go to Narbonne and see Jamila. While

she was still living with my mother, they made sure that Zacarias

* Innovation or bidah: a new act, i.c., one that the Prophet [#] hadn't practiced or spoken
about. There are two categoties of bidah. The first involves innovations of uprightness. These
are in compliance with the Koran, the Sunna, unanimity, scholars and the tradition of com-
panions, for example the celebration of the birth of the Prophet {+¢]. The second category
concerns errors and follies which contradict the Koran, the Sunna, unanimity, scholars and
the tradition of companions.

T Sunna: beliefs and laws revealed to the Prophet Muhammad [w].
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never met with Aicha. When he arrived at the house, he would honk

the horn from a distance, and Jamila would come straight out.
Meanwhile, things were getting difficult with Fanny. The last time

I saw them together was in 1993 in Montpellier; they were spending

the weekend in a cottage they had rented. Fanny was still working at

the bank. She wanted to make a home with my brother. She wanted -

to have a family and a normal life. She probably asked him to come
back to France, but Zacarias's goal was to get rich. “I must keep mov-
ing on and earn money,” he would often repeat. He refused to give
up the possibility of a better future just to please Fanny.

He, in turn, asked her to go to England. But Fanny knew that life
was hard over there. What would be the point of her following him,
just to have a tough time? They were both at a dead end, and so was
their love for each other which had endured for ten years. Zacarias
was deeply wounded by her refusal to follow him. Out of respect he
had never talked about her to me, but he told me then, “She’s a mid-
dle-class girl. All she thinks about is her creature comforts and her-
self. She doesn't really love me.” There was a tone of scorn and pain
in his voice. He was terribly disappointed. That marked the end of
their love affair. Zacarias is very sentimental, all or nothing. His dis-
illusionment was on par with his passion. He would have moved
mountains for Fanny. He felt she wasn't ready. But was it really nec-
essary to move mountains?

When Zacarias came back the following year, 1 found him quite
different. Usually, whenever we were reunited, we talked freely and
warmly. As brothers do who have shared memories, moments of great
happiness and moments of real pain, from the word go. But this time
I suddenly realized how powerless I was. I was simply unable to
engage him in any conversation. My brother was there right next to
me, and yet 1 felt he was far, far away. As if he wasnt there at all. He

answered my questions about his daily life perfunctorily. Fouzia and I
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thought that maybe he needed some privacy, to be alone, but would-
n't dare say so. So we let him stay in our little apartment, on his own,
and we stayed in my office at the school. Zacarias also had use of our
car and we left the refrigerator filled for him.

In the evenings my wife would prepare tasty little dishes for him.
Fouzia is a great cook. However, not only did this not cheer him up,
but he complained. Fouzia was taken aback by this change in his
attitude toward her. Up undil then, hed always shown great affec-
tion for her, he had always been courteous and attentive. At the end
of 1992, on his first trip back from England, the three of us had had
great times laughing and dreaming about the future. Up until 1994,
Zacarias and Fouzia had always had deep conversations. They talked
about their respective studies, and job prospects. Fouzia was work-
ing toward her teaching certificate in biology, and Zacarias would
encourage her to work even harder, saying that because she was gift-
ed she ought to take her studies as far as she possibly could. But now
his tack had radically altered. He no longer seemed in favor of
studying, at least not for women. He would say over and over to
Fouzia, “Studies aren’t important for women. Youd be better off
staying at home, in your house.”

One night when the three of us were watching a film on TV in
which a woman was hit by her husband, Zacarias said, “Serves her
right, that’s what women need.” Fouzia and 1 were aghast. My
brother, an undeniably intelligent young man, who was usually
open, ready to talk about things, and interested in other people, was
more and more becoming an introvert. When he did say something,
it was to make aggressive remarks or to promote reactionary ideas.
He could spend a whole day without talking, and he never went out
of the house. He stayed slumped in an armchair, and if you went on

at him and asked him questions, he would answer with a simple

“Yes,” or just a “No.” Needless to say, his behavior worried me. 1
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thought that he had lost his bearings and that a serious depression
was imminent. I asked him, “Are you sure things are okay? Can I do
something for you? Anyway, you know you can count on me.” But
he would mechnically reply, “No, it’s nothing, I'm tired. You know
I've been having a hard time for months....” I tried to get him to
change his ideas. To show him that he was important to me, that I
loved him, that he was my younger brother and that he could rely
on my help. My wife and I tried to reassure him. But I felt helpless.
He'd become a stranger.

The year was 1995. Zacarias went back to London to get his
Master of International Business (MIB) degree—or so he said.

The next time I saw him was in a photo, a few days after
September 11, 2001.

In Montpellier, a few weeks after those tragic events, I met a
teacher friend, a born-and-bred Frenchman who had converted to
Islam and had been living in Great Britain for the past fifteen years.
He was very informed about extremist movements. When we met
we had an illuminating discussion about the situation in Great
Britain. In his opinion, although the great majority of Muslims in
England are Sunnis and essentially Hanafites, the country is rife
with sects and extremist organizations. Until September 11, 2001,
the British government hardly seemed bothered; it was only when
serious incidents occurred, like the attack in Yemen organized by
Abu Hamza, that it seemed to take notice. After the Yemen attack
the allowances payable to Omar Bakri—former director of Hizb uz-
Tabrir (the Party of Liberation), and founder of the Jamaar Al-
Mubajirun (the Immigrants’ Movement)—were suddenly and deci-
sively cut off, because Parliament found it scandalous that a man
openly preaching the destruction of the British state could be the
beneficiary of institutional financial support. My friend told me
that Wahhabi movements in England are part of a whole host of
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diverse organizations, usually inimical to one another, essentially
devoted to recruiting members from the Muslim youth of the coun-

try. Until September 11, the rule that these extremists seemed to

~

»

ritain,” as long as they enjoyed

o

abide by was “no attacks in Great
a completely free hand within the Muslim and the Caribbean com-
munities there.

In one small Muslim neighborhood in London, there is a large
mosque run by a Wahhabi movement from the Indian subcontinent
called the Ahl-e Hadith (the people of the hadith).” It also runs a book-
shop, a prayer center, a primary school, and a training school for
adults belonging to another Wahhabi movement—the so-called
Salafites, who are officially in line with the doctrine of the Saudi State.
My friend told me how Ahl-e Hadith apparently benefits from huge
financial backing; its small membership could not alone support so
many facilities, or recruit so many people from the Caribbean.

The distinctive feature of the Wahhabi movement is plentiful
funds. Also notable is a brutal and contemptuous attitude toward
the local Muslim population. Wahhabi groups do not support the
present Saudi government, even though their religious authorities
(Ahmad ibn Taymiyya [1268-1328], Ibn Al-Qayyim Al-Jawziyya
[1292-1350], Muhammad ibn Abd al-Wahhab [1703-1792], etc.)
are the same as those of the so-called Salafites and other Ahl-e
Hadith-like groups. My teacher friend told me that the “Salafites
officially declare themselves to be against all forms of terrorism and
distribute a pamphlet written by one of their current leaders, Ibn
Baz, denouncing the attacks in Saudi Arabia organized by bin
Laden. Their politics seem to be in keeping with those of the Saudi
Ministry of Religious Affairs.”

* Hadith, or prophetic tradition: a word, fact, or event recounted by the Prophet [«] or his
companions.
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In any event, these brother enemies, the Wahhabis and the
Saudis, teach their members that they are the only believers on

earth, and that other Muslims are a bunch of superstitious and idol-
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members, and their verbal and physical abuse of anybody who

stands up to them is well-known. My friend had first-hand experi--

ence of it. He said the Wahhabis have a very powertul presence, not
only among students preparing for their A-levels (aged sixteen to
cighteen), but also in universities. Wahhabis set up so-called Islamic
Societies, and Koran and Sunna Societies, which organize activities
and courses, and give general assistance to those in need. Or they
work their way into existing societies, gain control, and turn them
into a branch of their movement within the establishment. Their
preachers, and theirs only, come to indoctrinate young audiences
who are uninformed and frustrated by the pitiful state of their local
and international community. These brainwashing sessions are
called “lectures,” or talks. According to my friend, to wrest control
of a student association from this movement, you have to fight
tooth-and-nail against an administration which has no idea about
what is going on, and which has its own reasons for turning a blind
eye. A student or a young foreigner who goes to England, or a
young person with immigrant parents, will make contact with a
markedly Sunni community, in which most of the teachers and reli-
gious dignitaries speak only Urdu, Arabic, or Bengali. In fact the
only religious literature in English that you find in any quantity is
‘Wahhabi. Wahhabis have lots of bookshops. They hand out large
numbers of pamphlets and booklets in the street and in markets,
and even in the main shopping streets in city centers.

My learned friend sees a real generation gap within the Muslim
community in England. On the one hand are parents and grand-

parents who are too ignorant to quench young people’s thirst for
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knowledge, and religious people who do not really have the powers
of expression to communicate effectively with them; and on the
other hand is a host of young preachers and writers, with a very
youth but are out of touch with religious tradition. “One day,” my
friend told me, “one of my students, talking about the young peo-
ple arrested in Yemen after being sent there by Abu Hamza, told me
that he reckoned hed had a narrow escape, because he and his
triends were well on the way to becoming future Abu Hamza vol-
unteers. In the end, because they started to learn about religion with
a Sunni teacher, they moved away from that group and thus got out
of the grips of that harmful influence.”

This friend gave me three examples of the sort of thing that went
on, on a regular basis, in the Muslim community in London up until
September 11. First, he went to a lecture at an Islamic association
given by a recruiting agent from one of the organizations training
people in Afghanistan. This association often invited all kinds of peo-
ple to hear their ideas, sometimes even non-Muslims—such as people
in the hierarchy of the Catholic church. A young man lectured to an
audience of about a dozen young people, all in their twenties. He
spoke with deference for Sheik Omar Abdar-Rahman, who was
imprisoned by the Americans in the wake of the 1993 attack on the
World Trade Center. He made much of the humiliating and degrad-
ing treatment to which the authorities had subjected Omar. He then
recited a litany of war facts, repeatedly invoking the victories of the
Afghan resistance during the Russian occupation. Little by little he
worked the young people into a state of great agitation. By the end,
my friend saw plainly that one or two in the audience were ready to
follow this guy. The speaker boasted about the power of his organiza-
tion (though my friend didn’t recall him mentioning the name) and
the fact that nobody seemed able to touch them.
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Second is the case of a man who calls himself “Sheik” Abdullah
Faisal, who was arrested shortly after September 11 as a result of
emergency measures taken by the British government. Prior to that
Faisal, who is of Jamaican extraction, had studied at Riyad
University in Saudi Arabia, and had travelled the length and breadth
of England preaching jihad with great vigor. He was well-known for
his extremely uncompromising attitude. Although he had never
fought in the jibad himself, his message everywhere was that every-
one should head for the front, and anyone who dido’t was a hea-
then. My friend told me that when a young woman said to Faisal
that her husband did not wish to leave, and preferred to wage the
jihad by teaching Islam, Faisal told her that her husband had
become an apostate and that as a result their marriage was null and
void. The young woman left her husband after hearing this. A for-
mer follower of this Faisal left him because he was bored by his con-
tinual excommunications. He thought he was the only Muslim on
carth; anybody who disagreed with him over the tiniest little thing
was treated like a heretic.

The third example was related to my teacher friend by a Muslim
colleague. The colleague complained about one of his cousins, who
was causing trouble among their relatives. His cousin had gone to the
center of the so-called Salafites, who managed to recruit him. Seeing
that his bonds with his family might get in the way, they told him not
to worry about his wife. Anyone not following them was an idolater,
whose marriage with one of their members had no validity. They were
prepared to provide him with a wife. (Their women are easy to iden-
tify because usually they are clad in a burga—a long, black cloak cov-
ering from head to foot—and they also wear a veil, and usually black
gloves.) Back home, the young man started to lay into the Sunni
beliefs and traditions of his family. When his family became worried

over the consequences for his marriage, he told them that his new
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friends had promised to find him another wife. This teacher was truly
shocked—his cousin’s family was totally distraught and at a loss.

It is well-known that when a family member falls under the influ-
ence of Wahhabis, the recruit’s fanaticism causes his relatives colos-
sal problems, because Wahhabis don’t accept any half-measures.
You're either totally with them or totally against them. From what
my friend managed to gather, most of the young people who fall
into the clutches of Wahhabi sects end up leaving them either sick-
ened or exhausted. After all, it’s not easy to belong to a small group
which is hated and feared by the community, which hardly lets you
have any private life, and keeps tabs on every little thing you say.
Even for a dropout the scars live on. Much of the damage done is
irreparable. In the meantime, during his period with these extrem-
ists, the recruit is ready to do quite literally anything.

Another problem with Wahhabi recruits is their attitude toward
women, and relations between the sexes. My friend has told me
that, according to a woman teaching Islamic studies at a college, two
young Wahhabis demanded that she hold two separate lessons, one
for the boys, and another for the girls. She sent them packing, but
often faces similar problems. Another female colleague, who ven-
tured into a Wahhabi bookshop to look for a book for class, told my
friend that she was shocked at how fiercely the shopkeepers had
tried to ignore her, and with what ill will they'd ended up serving
her. I don’t know if she realizes that we other Muslims have to live
all the time with these people, as neighbors or as relatives.

By way of conclusion my teacher friend said that little of conse-
quence has changed since September 11. Life for Muslims has
become much trickier because of the open hostility shown by non-
Muslims after the attacks on the World Trade Center. Only those
extremists who overtly preached violence and had obvious links

with Al-Qaeda are hassled. As for all the Wahhabi groups who offi-




104 / ABD SAMAD MOUSSAOQU!I

cially reject terrorism, they are still everywhere in our community,
enjoying impunity, with funding that seems bottomless.
Meanwhile, Sunni Muslims have to travel the country, going from
mosque to mosque, just to scrape together enough money to build
a neighborhood mosque. If they’re in a hurry, then they have to turn
to Saudi Arabia for funding, which is easily had, but at a price—
Wahhabi preachers and books included.

The attitude of the British authorities and organizations (police,
educators, etc.) toward Wahhabis is exactly the same as that of the
British Government with regard to Saudi Arabia. In private, they
acknowledge that they are backward, misogynistic and fanatical.
But officially they defend them, claim that they are not in a position
to meddle in their affairs. They turn a blind eye to their excesses,
heave a sigh and carry on as ever. They know that the terrorists’ ide-
ology is exactly the same as the ideology of the so-called Salafites
and their kin; they know too that their differences actually have to
do with their allegiance to the Saudi religious authorities and gov-
ernment (two problems that are at once separate and connected).
Meanwhile, for most young people coming from an immigrant
background, and for converts and foreign students, the first message
to come to them in their own language, through the most modern
media (the Internet is full of Wahabbi sites), and by way of a whole
host of preachers, lecturers, and writers, is the message of
Wahhabism and other extremist groups.

I find the lack of consideration toward women on the part of
Wahhabi followers extremely shocking and scandalous. But when
you become acquainted with the concepts and claimed farwas
spread about by their leaders, you get a better idea of the roots of
this scourge. Here is an example. With regard to women working,
the Kuwaiti newspaper Al-Qabas published a fatwa by Ibn Baz, for-
mer Mufti of Saudi Arabia:
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...the call for women to go forth and take part in areas
which have to do with men is a very serious act for Muslim
society. One of the major effects of this is the mixing of
sexes which is regarded as one of the greatest forms of WOT

nication which massacre society and destroy its values."

Another Wahhabi leader, Al Uthaymeen, observes on the matter
of women driving cars:

Of course the driving of cars by women encompasses many
misdeeds. Among these misdeeds, the fact that the woman
driving must uncover her face. Now, the face is an element
of attraction which is particularly sought after by men’s
cyes. In fact a woman is only considered beautiful or ugly
in an absolute sense on the basis of her face. In other words,
when one says of a woman that she is beautiful or ugly, the
mind thinks only of the face, but when one focuses on
other elements one then says that she has beautiful hands,
beautiful hair, beautiful feet. So it is indeed the face which
is the focus when one attributes beauty to a person. Some

people may say that it is possible for 2 woman to drive

without unveiling her face. She could veil the lower part of
her face and wear dark glasses. The answer to this is that it

is contrary to the customs of women to drive cars. Ask
those who have observed them in other countries. Even if
we admit that it is possible to apply this solution at the out-

set, it will not last very long, but will swiftly evolve towards

the same situation for women as in other countries.

* Al-Qabas, Friday 14 June 1996
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This is a good example of the regressive evolution Wahhabis fos- man who makes advances at her, and takes advantage of her

ter. The argument, to start with, appears more or less acceptable, honor, in exchange for helping her out of her difficulty.

] but there is then a downward spiral toward rejected and unaccept- Especially if her need for help reaches a certain degree of
L able viewpoints. urgency. Among the offenses is also the rise of accidents:

Among the offenses intrinsic to the driving of cars by
women, there is the disappearance of propriety... Because
those who drive cars may find therein a certain pleasure,
which is why you find them driving here and there for no
good reason. Among the various offenses, there is also the
fact that the woman becomes free. She goes for what she
wants, when she wants and where she wants, because she is
alone in her car. She goes out at any hour of the day or
night she wants, and may perhaps stay out late. If families
nowadays suffer from this when it comes to young men,
what would be their reaction to such behavior on the part
of young women? Wherever she wishes, right or left, she
may travel the length and breadth of the country and even
possibly go abroad. Among further offenses this could
cause a woman’s rebellion against her family, and against
her husband. At the slightest annoyance, she leaves her
home and goes off in her car, to somewhere she may
breathe and find relief. This also occurs with certain young
men, although they have a greater capacity to put up with
things than women. Among the offenses, again, there is the
specter of debauchery: when stopped at road signs, in
petrol stations, at checkpoints, or by traffic officers when
investigating a crime or an accident; or even when stopped
to put air in tires, or indeed in case of a breakdown on the
road, the woman driver will need help. So what will

become of her then? Perhaps she encounters a perverted

women, by their nature, are less confident, less objective
and have lesser capacities than men. So if the woman is
assailed by danger, she will be incapable of acting. Among
the offenses is the extra money women drivers will cost
their overworked husbands. It is a fact that, by her very
nature, a woman is superfluous in anything to do with
clothing. Do you not see how attached women are to what
they wear? As soon as a new fashion emerges, women make
a dash to have it even if it is uglier than what they have
already. Do you not see how the walls of her bedroom are
decorated? By deduction, this fickleness will be mote pro-
nounced for the car, for every time a new model comes out,

the woman will abandon the old car for the new!™

All this, needless to say, is sheer rambling, falsification. There is
nothing in the religious writings to support this kind of assertion.
This claimed fatwa is based merely on personal statements; it is
easy to see the contrast with the method practiced by experts in
Muslim law. Religion is not a matter of personal opinion. This is

just another example which helps us to see the true face of the
Wahhabi ideology.

* Al-Moudjahid, 43, June 1996,




THE BRAINWASHING OF ZACARIAS

In the summer of 1996 my wife and I decided to take a holiday in
Morocco. I knew Zacarias would probably come to France, as he
did every summer, but I didn’t know exactly when. I hadnt heard a
whisper out of him for a whole year.

[ hadnt been to Morocco in nineteen years. I was eager to sce the
other members of my family, to see their faces again. The last time
was when I was ten. My grandmother, my aunt, my uncles and
cousins—what had become of them? It’s true that I knew only a
fraction of my many relatives, but I was very fond of them, and they
of me. There were many I'd only talked to on the phone; seeing
them in Morocco would be putting faces to voices. The thought of
meeting them all filled me with joy. I got ready for our journey well
in advance, like an impatient child waiting for his birthday. I gave
my car a tune-up. Then, suddenly, it was time. We stopped to say
goodbye to all our friends, and I called the family to tell them we
were on our way.

We got off to a good carly evening start, but before long the car
began acting up. The fan belt was up to its old tricks. Rather than
turn around and head back to Montpellier, we decided to take our

chances with the engine. So we drove down through Spain with the
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cessfully gathered information about me from London is m.c:rnn
proof, if any were needed, of the range and efficiency of their net-
works.

Cultural uprooting left my brother particularly vulnerable to the
influence of the recruiters. Like most of the young Muslims who
headed for London, he knew nothing about the codes of British
society, which is not altogether welcoming. Foreigners like Nmomiwm
are tolerated at best, as long as they don't stray too far from their
own community.

Zacarias is a French man who is not at ease with being French,
and a Moroccan who can't speak Arabic. What community can he
call his own? Eventually, his malaise guided him to company he
could keep—that of outcasts and extremuists.

His indoctrination was greatly hastened by his total ignorance of
religion. This was virgin territory. He had no previous training, and
no moral weapons with which to defend himself. He would have
been much more resistant to brainwashing, I believe, had he grown
up in a Sunni tradition, and benefitted from a strong religious cul-
ture and foreknowledge of extremist movements.

How did my brother have his first contact with those responsible
for his transformation? In London, nothing could be easier. Even
today, every Friday outside certain London mosques you can find
fanatics extolling the 9-11 attacks. Other mosques are known for
the extremist sermons of their imam. The British call this “freedom

of speech.”

And then, like all sects, these organizations seem wonderfully
generous. They run charities with grants from abroad. anmlmmv
who sometimes went hungry, told me that when he was hanging out
with Algerian immigrants, they were offered meals at the mosques.

What easier way to attract someone who is hungry than with a

wholesome plateful of food?
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The sermons of extremist imams are effective with young people
in dire straits because the words reinforce a sense of tragedy. They
are filled with the suffering of Muslim people. The listener feels like
a victim, all the more because of constant references to the massacres
of Chechens, Palestinians, and Algerians (which, needless to say,
were not in the early stages the work of the Armed Islamic Group).
For Zacarias, these sermons hit home.

The imams use a mixed-message technique to exacerbate identi-
ty problems and to cultivate a desire to be militant and struggle
against injustice. There is, for example, no distinction made
between the suffering of the Palestinian people and that of the
Algerian people. Yet the pain of the Algerian having his throat cut
by his neighbor has nothing to do with the pain of the Palestinian
buried alive beneath his house by an Israeli tank. Add to this a reg-
ular reminder of the feelings of exclusion so common among the
recruits, and the sense of universal pain overwhelms. And when you
suffer you reflect less. It is hard to take a step back to analyze the sit-
uation in the cold light of day.

Extremists know how to cultivate people’s weaknesses, the better
to manipulate them. One such weakness is pride. It is a sweet song
to the prideful ear to be promised membership in the religious and
intellectual elite, to be above mere mortals. Language, here, is a

valuable tool for extremists. Wahhabis have a vocabulary all their
own, designed to forge a sense of group cohesion. All those who are
not like them are kuffar, heathens. Their leaders are £halifs, emirs.
Warriors are mujahideen. These terms do indeed exist in Muslim
law, but the Wahhabis give them their own spin.

After several months in these circles, the young recruir is ready.
He is presented with a duty, a “mysterious action” he is to execute,
supposedly an honor. He “becomes eligible” to go abroad. He may

be invited to “go for training” in a camp. Or else to go abroad in
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even worse than mine and my siblings—of this T am well aware.
But none of us has emerged unscathed. Today, my sisters Nadia and
Jamila are traumatized. My brother Zacarias stands accused of a hor-
rendous crime, and is rotting in an American prison. If there is any
point in giving advice, I would ask society to learn to fight against
racial discrimination and social exclusion.

What is surprising is that those who have a voice, through the
media, do not address the roots of the problem. Though they con-
demn attacks and assassinations, they do not denounce Wahhabi
ideologists (Abd al-Wahhab, Ibn Baz, and Al-Uthaymeen) and
Muslim Brotherhood ideologists (Qutb, Al-Mawdudi, and Al-
Qaradawi). People of goodwill must be united in denouncing and
ostracizing those who espouse the destructive ideology of these ter-
rorist movements. Politicians must make sure that we do not our-

i 1 i i ignorance
selves become the executioners’ accomplices, be it out of igno

or mere laxity.

ZACARIAS 1S NOT A ONE-OFF CASE

At this juncture, I would like to describe briefly what happened to
Xavier, one of my classmates.

I met Xavier in Perpignan. I'd just moved to the second year of
advanced vocational training and he was starting his first year. I was
23, he about 20. He'd come from Montpellier. He was a strapping
young man, an impressive six-foot-one, and well-built. Girls found
his smile seductive. He was as kind as he was physically striking.
Above all, Xavier had a very subtle wit and a contagious cheerful-
ness. I quite literally would laugh until I cried when I was with him.
When he came to the evening meals we would make at our place,
you were sure of having a good time. Xavier had a way of telling sto-
ries that made us laugh so hard we couldn’t catch our breaths. For
him, nothing was ever dramatic. He was refined, lively, and fun. I
had been living in Perpignan long enough to have a pretty full
address book. There were boys and girls in it; the list of gitls partic-
ularly interested Xavier. He was so likeable that we very quickly
became inseparable.

That guy had something difficult to define, perhaps it was just
charm. He had a way of being that meant that you forgave him
many things. Even when he exaggerated, he did it wich such ingen-
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uousness that everybody cracked up. One day, he drove Fouzia and
Zacarias and me to Montpellier. While we were looking for a park-
ing space, a driver just ahead of us with a big car mwcw& m.m_M.n,
leisurely pulled up beside the car ahead, switched on his right indi-
cator, WH%:& to reverse—and stopped dead. Xavier had mrdm&%
parked our car in the spot and we were getting out. The guy hadn’
even noticed. Dumbfounded, he rolled down his window to vmé_. us
out, but Xavier was one step ahead of him and, with a beaming
smile, said, “So sorry, I didn’t see you!” Never mind wrmﬁ the guy swmm
driving a monster four-wheel drive. Voices were raised, _ucﬁ. Xavier
laughed in such a delightful way that the man started laughing too.
That’s Xavier for you.

But there was something else, something more profound &mﬁ
bound us together. We both knew how painful life could be. XmSMn
had one particular thing in common with Zac and me. Because he
was black, he knew, in his bones, what racism Bnmsm We m.rwnn&
practically the same skin color. There was no need to .&_mncmm it. M.x\n_
both knew perfectly well what the other could experience m:&. nnm
in that respect. Xavier, who was from Africa, rm.& kept the habit o.
calling whites toubabs. Sometimes, with a bitter irony, he would say:
“Toubabs really like their house nigger, the one who makes them
_mzvmmwinr other friends, and I spent the year partying. >~.mrn end of
the academic year, I left Perpignan, but I didn’t leave .vwmﬁna.. For me
he was a real friend. I was very fond of him. He was incredibly gen-
erous. | .

A year later, when Xavier finished his advanced vocational diplo-
ma, Zacarias had been in Great Britain for several months. ﬁn nm.Bn
back to France regularly, and because Xavier and 1 were still moQ.bm
a lot of each other, my brother and he often crossed paths. Zacarias

told Xavier, as well as other friends, how he'd managed to get onto
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an interesting university course, just the way he had wanted. And he
told them how, at the end of that course, he would obtain a Master
of International Business (MIB). For his friends from class, that was
like an advanced business school with a little bit extra—a degree
obtained in England looks good on your resumé. And some of the
friends felt tempted. Zacarias told Xavier he could help him get
started. He now knew London well, all the crucial ins and outs. He
also knew how to prepare for the entrance exam for the MIB,
because he had successfully done it. Anyway, Zac was a reliable guy,
a friend you could count on.

Xavier thought about those new prospects and made up his
mind. In 1993, he and a classmate went to see Zacarias in London.
The classmate, Hartium, told me nothing special happened to begin
with. Xavier passed his entrance exam for the MIB and attended his
classes. So it had worked out for him. He would come back to
France more or less when Zacarias did. He came to sce hjs family,
especially his mother, to whom he was very attached. He would also
see us and other friends. He also told us that British society was to
say the least double-edged; on the surface very tolerant, because you
came across every nationality over there. But in reality, he said, cach
community lived in its own ghetto. The segregation between blacks
and whites seemed to him much more marked than in France.

When he came back, he was fun and tunny as ever, and much
appreciated by everybody. He spent most of his time with Zacarias.
One summer, they went on holiday together to Senegal.

In January, 1995, I saw Xavier for the last time. We spent sever-
al evenings together with my wife. I still have photos of one evening,
One of them shows him sitting on our bed, in our little apartment.
In the photo, he has very short hair and he is smiling broadly at the
camera. He has a cigarette in his right hand. In another photo he is
sprawled across the bed, roaring with laughter, head down, eyes all
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creased, laughing so hard. Xavier had just told us that he had con-
verted to Islam and chosen Yusuf as his Muslim first name. But he
didn’t seem to be a practising Muslim, and he didn’t pray. His
behavior was just the same. He talked to me about the Regent’s Park
mosque, telling me proudly that he had shared a couscous there
with Yusuf Islam, the ex-singer formerly known as Cat Stevens.
Then he returned to England to continue his studies and I never
saw him again.

Zacarias, for his part, came to France in the early summer. He
announced to me that he had received his MIB. When he went back
to London, it was to pick up his degree. I went with him to the air-
port. I was proud of him because, despite all the problems, he had
achieved his goal. I didn’t know at the time that it was the last time
I would see my brother, until after September 11, in the media...

It was during the summer of 1996, on our return from Morocco,
that I noticed a marked change in Xavier. I had just realized that my
brother had been recruited by Wahhabis, when I discovered to my
amazement that Xavier, too, had adopted their arguments. What
my Montpellier friends then told me left me dumbfounded. Xavier
had arrived, introduced himself as my friend, and tried to get his
message across. This occurred at the very same time, and with the
very same arguments, as Zacarias in the Narbonne mosque. The
coincidence was more than disturbing. 1 drew the conclusion that

the Wahhabis had succeeded in indoctrinating a new convert. I was
sincerely upset for him. Xavier’s brother, whom I met in
Montpellier on several occasions, told me that he also was very wor-
ried. He didnt understand what was happening. He told me that
Xavier had told them he had gone to Kuwait with Zacarias, appar-
,n:ﬁ_% to learn religion. “Learn religion! Learn Wahhabism, more
like!” T replied. And I explained the movement to him. I knew that

in Kuwait there were major establishments teaching Wahhabism.
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Xaviers brother told me that they had all seen Xavier graduall
changing as well. But because they didnt know anything m&ocvﬂN
Islam, they thought for a long time that all Muslims behaved like
that. When they realized that his behavior was abnormal and the
change in him far too abrupt, it was once again too late. o
I offered that brother, who was as devastated as | was, the onl
advice that seemed to me to be realistic: not to burn his bridges ,SHM
X.m&nn He and I felt so helpless in front of such changes. We just
didn’t understand how these two guys, both of them lovers of life
could have let themselves be indoctrinated like that, We wm:&u
telling each other that perhaps it was all just the craziness of youth
and it would pass. v
I m:m not understand how my younger brother had concluded
that it was acceptable to strike us out of his life. Tt hurt me. | had
always thought thar our shared years of suffering had woven inde-
structible bonds. It was as if a part of me had been amputated. I had
to suffer in silence. There is one thing that worsens my distress:
throughout all those years of absence, nobody bothered to find ocw
what had become of Zacarias. I had the feeling that I was the onl
person who remembered him. ’
What really is this Wahhabism which breaks up families? I have
n.nmn_ in textbooks and history books about the bloody and destruc-
tive consequences of Wahhabism, and the ideology of the Muslim
Brotherhood. But for me those are just words. In my gut and in my
heart, through these pangs of anguish which awake me at night, I
understand that the reality behind the ideology is suffering and
injustice. Now whenever I meet 2 young—or a not-so-young—per-
son who engages me in a sectarian argument, I try to guide that per-
son back to more moderate thinking, backed up by proof. If neces-
sary, I share my experience with him. I describe how extremism has

taken my brother away. I think I have understood that it is impor-
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tant not to give a free rein to Wahhabis and the Muslim
Brotherhood. So 'm involved in preventive work. Now I can clear-
ly see the relevance of the warnings of the imam at the At-Tawba
mosque. In 1992, I started to go to the Association of Islamic
Welfare Projects (APBIF) in France, whose members were the only
people to have warned me against the danger of the Wahhabis.
One day, in the year 2000, I was summoned by the Montpellier
police. A policeman ushered me into an office and asked me to sit
down. With no further ado, and in complete silence, they showed
me a color photocopy of a page from a website. On the page there
was an article about the war in Chechnya with three color photos,
all of Xavier. In the first photo, taken outdoors, he was standing
behind two other soldiers, wearing a military uniform and a dark
cap pulled down around his ears. He was smiling at the camera with
the forefinger of his right hand raised. The second photo showed
him in profile, again in a military uniform. He had a thin mous-
tache and a long beard. His head was shaved. He wasn't smiling any
more, but holding his chin in his hand, apparently decp in thought.
In the last photo, he was lying alongside other men, with a blanket
pulled up over him. His right leg was covered in blood. His eyes
were closed. He looked as if he was asleep, not in pain. The photo
had a caption; the words leapt out at me, searing my eyes: “Massoud
Al-Benin, born in France, lived in London, died in Chechnya.”
Xavier. The article accompanying the photo announced his death
on April 12, 2000. I read it, understanding nothing, full of disbe-
lief. T fel like crying. Tears welled up, but I managed not to break
down in front of the policemen, who hadn’t exactly handled me
with kid gloves. They asked me if I knew where my brother was.
“The French government,” they told me, “would like to warn
French nationals about the risks they are taking.” So they obviously
thought that my brother was with Xavier, unless he was still in
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Chechnya, or going there soon. I didnt know what ro think any

more. I expected the worst, but deep down hoped for the best

. Every day after thac I found myself expecting to hear that my
rother was dead. You never get used to such an idea. |

. —.O_L JJ:cDrﬁ
that possibly he had already died in some far-
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flung corner of th
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' > and that I would never know about it. Now I have a better
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h rstanding of the determination of families of people who have

isappe
ppeared to want to know the truth about the fate of their near-
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THE MEDIA STORM

On September 11, 2001, I was in class with my students. On tele-
vision we watched the second airplane crash and explode in one of
the World Trade Center towers. We were stunned by those terrify-
ing images. There was an instant flood of questions: Who? Why?
How was it be possible? In the United States! At that moment we
imagined perhaps tens of thousands of deaths. All those people who
had set off that morning saying “See you tonight” to their families.
They would never sce them again. The two towers collapsed one
after the other, and the vision of horror worsened. I knew that there
were people of all nationalities and all religions in the Twin Towers.
Once again, the victims were civilians.

Driving back to Montpellier, I learned that a certain “Franco-
Algerian Zacarias Moussaoui” might be involved. The impact of
those images had me fecling immediately concerned. I instantly felt
close to all that pain. But when I heard that announcement, 1 felt
dizzy. I had the impression of teetering into the void, into some-
where unknown, that I felt to be tragic. I had a hunch that I was
about to be crushed. T was summoned by the police on September
14, and they told me about Zacarias’ situation. He had been in

prison since August 16, and was an FBI suspect. When T left the
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police station I felt completely shattered. For the past few years I'd
been expecting the worst, but hanging on to a sliver of hope. I
thought about my mother and sisters. How were they living
through this disaster? Fouzia and I thought about going to see them.
We thought that our pain might perhaps bring us all together again.
Then I had to get back to work.
The first articles about Zacarias Moussaoui started to appear. That
was the beginning of the slander and libel about my wife and me.
They said that I was a member of the Muslim Brotherhood. They
said my brother and I were terrorists, me a sleeper, him active. My
wife was also allegedly a former Muslim Brotherhood member, and
responsible for Zacarias’ downward spiral. Some articles reported
unattributed, insulting comments about Fouzia: “Cancer had
entered our house,” and “I didn’t know that I'd let the wolf into the
fold.” As if it were necessary to add insult to all this injury, certain
papers said that my mother was the author of these remarks. Fouzia
and T were shocked and alarmed. We just couldn’t believe it. I didn’
understand anything any more. I couldnt imagine that my mother
would take advantage of the situation to settle a score. I was tired of
the family rows and had kept my distance, hoping that time would
heal those wounds and enable us to come together again one day.
But no such luck. Just violence, lies, libel and people stooping to
anything. That’s what I was finding in the papers and that’s what
was being attributed to my mother. I'd never talked about those
family rows. Anyone can understand that it’s not nice to hear bad
things said about yourself, and in the case of Fouzia and myself, it
was the entire international press that was echoing these libellous
accusations. Those lies were serious because they had to do with a
real tragedy, and several thousand deaths. Certain people had no
respect for our dignity as human beings. At school, a colleague

thrust an article before my eyes in which it was written that I was
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close to the Muslim Brotherhood movement. And he said to me, “I
want some explanations.” People would look away when 1 Sm:_&m
by, and there was silence when I walked into the teacher’s lounge
Some colleagues suddenly seemed very busy, and gradually Hrn.
room would empty out. Everybody said they had things to do. I was
totally distraught, because I felt that the press campaign might have
catastrophic consequences for my job. I'd been working in the state
nac.nmao.: system for twelve years, the last six teaching electrical
engineering as an assistant. This means that I do not have tenure,
and at every new school year am assigned to a different school. It
would be easy not to give me any post at all.

When the events of September 11 shook the face of the earth, I
had been working for two weeks at the vocational school in Zo:&,n.
So my new colleagues had hardly had time to get to know me. Then
all of a sudden they were seeing my name in the press. From one day
to the next, they found themselves working side by side with the
brother of a presumed terrorist linked to massive carnage. Many of
my colleagues avoided the subject. When I was present they talked
about hunting and cooking. The whole world was asking questions
wvocﬁ that tragedy, but they went to great pains not to broach the
issue in my presence. Maybe some of them weren't sure how to talk
about it with me. Maybe they were afraid of going too far in their
conclusions, or maybe they believed the lies about me, and saw me
as a latent terrorist. I summoned my courage and decided to deal
with the situation. I would talk to all those of good will. I certainl
would not isolate myself. I would take the initiative, bring my nom

leagues together, and explain candidly to them whart was going on
I did it during a 10:00 coffee break in the common room ﬁrm

whole faculty was there. Against stony silence, I told them <<.rm~ I

thought about it all. I told them that I was a Muslim, and that I in

no way espoused the ideology of terror and destruction. I explained
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to them that all those newspapers had been lying and that I had
never had any connections with any terrorists. A colleague spoke
out loud enough so that everybody could hear, “Don’ worry. As far
as 'm concerned, I believe you, not the papers.” Many of them told
me how deeply my situation was affecting them. The most Hnncﬁm.zﬁ
questions were, Where were the ethics and morality in all this?
Where was the human aspect? In the days that followed, lots of
newspapers, and radio and television reports continued to voBTmnw
the public with information, true or false. My colleagues didn
know what to think. I got the impression that they too felt overtak-
en by events.

I soon went back to Montpellier. It was a two-and-a-half hour
drive, so I had plenty of time to think. [ was quite sure that I should
reply to all those lies. But how? With whom? Who would agree to
hear me out? I didn’t know how, but I knew I had to do something.
I reached Montpellier at ten in the evening. A friend who was dev-
astated by what he'd been reading in the newspapers had kept press
clippings for me. Journalists were waiting for me from Canal+,
France 2, TF1. They wanted an interview. I felt tremendous pres-
sure, heightened by everything I read in those clippings. I was tired
after my drive, but now I felt angry. My disappointment ran n_.nmm.
I still couldn’t believe that my mother had gone so far as to unjust-
ly accuse my wife and myself of such serious things, in an.r. a terri-
fying context. Yes, spiritual instruction does teach us that it’s _.un.znn
to be the victim than the oppressor. But being the victim of injus-
tice leaves a bitter taste in the mouth. Fouzia and I jointly decided
to state our case. We decided not to answer the libellous accusations,
neither in the media nor in the courts. In this tragic situation, we
thought it was far more useful to warn against generalizations that

lump Muslims and terrorists together.
[ sought to protect what was left of my privacy: my home. So 1
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asked the imam if I could use the mosque to conduct interviews
with the journalists. He agreed. As it so happened, on September 9
the mosque had hosted a forum of associations. Several hundred
associations had presented their activities and their goals. The forum
lasted all day and filled a whole neighborhood of Montpellicr. So 1
had access to leftover presentations laying out Muslim beliefs, intro-
ducing the principles of Islam, retracing the historical and geo-
graphical spread of Muslims throughout the world and showing the
range of architecture that exists in the Muslim world. The point was
to show that Islam builds and does not destroy, with striking paral-
lels between Roman architecture and Arabic-Muslim architecture
throughout the world. What came across was that Westerners have
accepted and incorporated Islam in their own architectural tradi-
tion. There also were presentations explaining why the principles of
Islam are opposed to the Wahhabi and Qutbist ideologies.

Until two in the morning, I explained my brother’s Story to a suc-
cession of journalists. I showed them the information tables and the
pamphlets warning against terrorism and extremism, which had
been published in the mosque for years. I told them that I hadn’t
seen my brother since 1995, that I hadn’t been passive and inactive.
On the contrary, I had made my contribution to various social and
cultural causes. 1 tried to get them to understand, to point out to
them that the task of warning against extremism is a day-to-day
task, precise and methodical, vital. This was why my wife and I felt
cheated and scorned, as if people wanted to deny our opinions by
labelling us as extremists and fanatics. With the newspapers drag-
ging our names through the mud, my social involvement and my
work with clubs was being dismissed.

Some of the people who came to meet me didn't just want to
know about the life of the alleged terrorist Zacarias Moussaoui.

"They were also keen to meet the brother who was supposed to share
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the same ideas, and sec his wife, who was probably the brains

behind the whole thing. Needless to say, this did not make for easy

. . at
first contacts with the press. Several journalists told me later th

they had mmm?\mmmﬁm?nmo:muiwnﬁ moanaanw. n<n:. ionn_nm.O:m
woman had been paralyzed with fear. After talking with us for an“\_
ty minutes, she phoned her husband to tell him that she Mﬁmr :
right and that we were normal people, mo. there was no need for him
to worry. What exactly were they expecting? _ )
I realized that the mosque was totally misunderstood as m.w ace o
f those journalists had never set foot inside a

worship. Most o
ease there. There was a lot of

, and they were visibly ill-at- Lo
“AHMH._@OP moamwﬁrocmwﬁ they didn’t have the right to m.o inside.
That bothered me, because | realized that plenty of _.ocw:.mrmmm knew
nothing at all about their country’s second-largest religion. I n<a”
wondered if some of them weren't being ignorant on purpose, suc

was their glaring lack of culture. Some find something “shady’

about a Muslim praying five times a day; he must be a fundamen-

talist or on the way to becoming one. He is seen as fatalistic and

rigid with a cumbersome, not to say eccentric, religious practice.
’ - -
For some, it was a bit as if all Muslims were potential extremists, at
3

least until proven to the contrary. .

i al

My close friends and my family were all deeply shocked by w.

press. | wouldn't wish this kind of trauma-

they were reading in the . : ma
% a professional journalist is

tizing experience on apyone. For me, e
. . .
someone who gets out there, investigates, double-checks his info
. ) . .
mation and confirms it through various sources. He’s certainly no
someone who's content with just one side of a story. Luckily, my
i ight to
wife. friends, and the imam of the mosque were there that nigh
b
back me up. .
i rm
Three weeks had gone by since September 11. The media m.no
Le Monde, Le Parisien, Le Figaro,

turned into a hurricane:
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Libération, France Soir, Le Progrés de Lyon, Llndépendent de
Perpignan, Le Midi Libre, L'Express, Le Point, VSD, Paris Match,
Courrier International, Le Nouvel Observateur, La Gazette de
Montpellier, Le Journal du Dimanche, Al-Hayat (an Arab newspaper
published in London), NRC Handelsblad (2 Dutch newspaper), Le
Maroc International Hebdo, The Times, The Sunday Times, TFI,
France 2, France 3, La Cinquiéme, M6, LCI, CBS News, MTV
Info and AM (German TV stations), NetWORK (a2 Dutch chan-
nel), ABC, Channel 4, CNN, NHK (a Japanese channel), an
Australian public service channel, France Info, Radio France
International, RMC, the Dow Jones agency...
The TV crews usually consisted of a journalist, a sound tech and
a cameraman. Press crews had a journalist and a photographer.
Sometimes the same channel sent several crews. In the mad rush of
it all, Fouzia and I split various tasks. Fouzia dealt with looking over
what was in the press, rights of reply and any followup there might
be (no media published any denials), and also organized my
appointments. The imam at the mosque received journalists,
answered their questions, and spent hours explaining to them how,
from a religious standpoint, the terror ideology had no foundations.
In the mosque, journalists were given tea and cakes, and the people
at the reception desks tirelessly answered the ever-ringing phone.
They kept the journalists company and made them wait their turn.
Everybody was hospitable.

Yet some journalists left quite a lot to be desired when it came to
being tactful, and certainly didn’t beat around the bush. One jour-
nalist asked me, “Is it true that you're a fundamentalisc?” Was he
hoping I'd say “Yes”? Some, displeased that I hadn’t granted them an
interview, would go into a huddle with their colleagues and portray
me as an extremist. Others used hidden cameras, even though the

mosque was open to them and nobody was hiding anything. On the
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other hand, some tried to learn and understand things, taking a
close look both at the task of warning against extremism, and at the
education and instruction going on in the mosque. I came across
rnalists who did their job with professionalism and

mo?:mwo_s-!:
humanity. There was nothing smug about the way they went about
their work. Others, with fewer scruples, wrote articles as if they had
met me, when they hadn’t even left their desks or taken the trouble
to phone me. When I expressed outrage at that practice, they told
me it was par for the course. Journalists often work from articles
that have already been published, and these are the sole “sources”
they use to write their piece. They also explained to me that for
them it wasn't surprising to find the same lies cropping up in dif-
ferent newspapers, because local correspondents often freelance for
several papers at the same time. They call this the “snowball” effect.
In my case, the correspondent of a local paper went to interview my
mother and took down what she had to say in exchange for cash. He
published an article that was taken up by another local correspon-
dent who worked for several local and national newspapers. This
information was then taken up with international press agencies.
And that’s how I got to be labelled an extremist, a fanatic, and a dor-
mant terrorist. People even made Fouzia responsible for Zacarias
being brainwashed and recruited: “It all just has to be a woman’s
fault!” Fouzias image in the papers was a caricature, verging on
racism. It was the image of an intellectually limited woman, who
advocated that men shouldn’t do the washing up. In another con-
text, we might have laughed it off, we found it so ridiculous.
Psychologically, it was very hard. Fouzia and I felt totally denied as
human beings. The thoughts people attributed to us were the very
opposite of our values, our convictions and our moral codes. We
were the victims of stereotyping whereby everyone conspired to

make “Muslim” synonymous with “terrorist.”
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My wife and I were not the only ones to have been traumatized.
In the great media stampede, the congregation at the mosque
wavered between indignation—sections of the press denigrated
their religion—and fear. They were in fact afraid of reprisals against
the mosque. In the United States, a Sikh had been EEMQM&,
because he'd been taken for a Muslim, because of his beard and the
turban on his head. Insulting letters and even death threats were
.mw:ﬁ to the mosque. One day a giant of a man turned up there ask-
Ing to see me. I wasn't around, so he left a message: “Tell Abd Samad
that he had better watch out what he says or he might have prob-
lems.” And he drove off in his red four-wheel drive with British
plates. Apparently I was getting on certain people’s nerves. Not only
was my reputation being smeared, but the libel was endangering my
wife, me, mosques, and Muslims in general.
. We eventually realized that certain journalists werent interested
in what we had to say; our arguments disturbed them. It would all
be so much more thrilling if we really were extremists—and above
all, the story would sell better. These journalists saw a kind of crime
novel and made monsters of the characters involved. Despite all
these upheavals, I tried to stay cool, calm and collected, day after
day. It didn’t stop for three months. Then the breaker would became
a wavelet, but before long it would start all over again—every time

anyone talked about my brother, or his silence, or the legal pro-
ceedings now under way.

Some time later, a journalist from a weekly asked me to help him
to write an article. [ spent hours working with him. He never asked
if he could get in touch with Fouzia. When the article appeared, all
I found in it was malicious gossip and lies about my wife. Once
again, what was said about her was attributed to my mother. Fouzia
observed, “This type of attitude raises three questions: if it’s accept-

able to write this ki i i i
this kind of article because I'm a Muslim, then it shows
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if it’s because I'm Moroccan, then it shows racism; and

intolerance; . 2
if it’s because ’'m a woman, then it shows sexism and misogyny.~ For
me, that guy was a stupid idiot who used the pain and blindness of

onc woman to hurt another.

BY WAY OF CONCLUSION

The sacred religious writings in the Holy Koran teach justice and
moderation. The wisdom of nations must be learned mutually
among peoples. Thus, we read in the Koran the Word of Allah: “O
mankind, surely We have created you from a male and a female, and
made you tribes and families that you may. know each other. Surely
the noblest of you with Allah is the most dutiful of you” (Sura 49,
verse 13, Al-Hujuras). And further: “Let not hatred of a people—
because they hindered you from the Sacred Mosque—incite you to
transgress. And help one another in righteousness and piety and
help not one another in sin and aggression” (Sura 5, verse 2, A
Maidah). God orders us to be a community of justice, fairness and
the happy medium. God says this in the Holy Koran: “And thus We
have made you an exalted nation that you may be the bearers of wit-
ness to the people and [that] the messenger may be a bearer of wit-
ness to you~ (Sura 2, verse 143, Al-Bagarah).

The Koran also teaches us to be concerned with the best works,
goodness, charity and fairness to obtain the elevation of the soul:
“And every one has a goal to which he turns, so vie with one anoth-
er in good works”(Sura 2, verse 148, Al-Bagarah). The Koran teach-
es us to discuss in a tolerant manner: “Call to the way of thy Lord
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with wisdom and goodly exhortation, and argue with them in the
best manner” (Sura 16, verse 125, An-Nah). It teaches us to prefer
indulgence while giving the right to apply justice: “And if you take
your turn, then punish with the like of that with which you were
afflicted. But if you show patience, it is certainly best for the
patient” (Sura 16, verse 126, An-Nabl). These are the true precepts
of a Muslim religious education.

What is the current situation with young Muslim people in
France? Looking back over my life to date, and my brother’s, I can
identify with those hundreds of thousands of young people. The
lack of parental authority, a difficult childhood, poor education
without any goals and without religious references, awash in igno-
rance about the cultural heritage of their countries of origin, and
exclusion everywhere you look. Nowadays I wonder if 'm not a sur-
vivor. Could I too have been ensnared, the way my brother was, by
extremist groups? Thank the lord that the people who introduced
me to Islam taught me that attachment to religion means an adher-
ence to moderation. Prophet Muhammad [v°] said: “Guard against
exaggeration in matters of religion.™

The more the young Muslim turns his back on religion, the more
vulnerable he is. Nowadays the danger of false religious people, deal-
ing in exclusion and extremism, lies in wait for us everywhere. The
only bulwarks I know reside in traditional religious culture, in
parental support and presence, and in a real policy of struggle

against all forms of exclusion, demagogy, and political cant.

* Hadith reported in the Sunnan of Tbn Majah.

EPILOGUE

WHO PAYS THE PRICE?

The victims of attacks are of all nationalities, all origins, all skin col-
ors and all religions, be it in Egypt, Algeria, or New York. Then
there are the families of victims who survive the death of their loved
one, and there are the friends of those who have disappeared who
are also traumatized by this barbarity.

There are Muslims the world over who are under suspicion, and
being wrongly accused. Muslims are the victims of the sweeping
generalization: “Islam equals terrorism.” There is Islam, which peo-
ple attempt to discredit and which is nevertheless innocent of all
this fanaticism and all this terror. There are also the families of all
those implicated and suspected of being involved in the attacks.
Families who are confused, Fan:m:m their pain and incomprehen-
sion in the face of tragedy. They would like to think that it is a
nightmare and yet all this is very real. Every day, all these victims
experience suffering and sadness.

There is one last major victim: the just causes of all oppressed and
crushed Muslim peoples. Those Afghans, Chechens and Bosnians
who see themselves championed by international Wahhabism. To
survive, they stumble from wars of liberation and resistance into

extremist traps. Wahhabi fanatics, supported by brainwashed young
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people through a Quibist doctrine of massive excommunication,
monopolize and engulf just causes. They infiltrate them with finan-
cial wealth and weaponry worthy of powerful states. Wahhabis
make the most of war to infiltrate local populations, in particular
the youth they are so keen to indoctrinate. From this nursery, they
will pluck the most fanatical and use them as weapons of destruc-
tion everywhere in the world. And when they start to attack civil-
ians and provoke the enemy, they shake up all the dignitaries in
those populations and relegate them to the background. Wahhabis
whittle away what prestige they do have and force them out. This
hostage-taking has political and financial ends, with foreign powers
as the beneficiaries. To achieve this goal, Wahhabis first attack reli-
gious traditions, doing away with them and then suppressing the
rampart of moderate and tolerant religious principles around which
Muslim populations rally. Then they physically attack the religious
and political authority in these populations. They even go so far to
incite terror as to make despicable attacks against civilians on both
sides. The earliest defenders of just causes are now stripped of their
arguments. They become the victims of those who have taken their
causes hostage.

In France, the various sources of information estimate the num-
ber of young people enrolled annually in bin Laden’s training camps
at between 80 and 300. This means that between 80 and 300 fam-
ilies are affected. So these are not isolated cases, but rather a blight
on society. French, Americans, Franco-Moroccans, Franco-
Algerians, Australians, Belgians, Yemenis, Lebanese, Egyptians.
They come from many different countries, so we are facing a prob-
lem of international scope.

If we are sincerely interested in bringing this spiral of terror to an
end, we cannot skim over a certain number of unsettling questions.

Why do some countries make it casy for Wahhabis and parties like

o "
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the Muslim Brotherhood to spread their propaganda? The careers of
all those young people allegedly implicated in the attacks passed by
way of Great Britain. Why have the British authorities been so lax?
It is well known to one and all that American secret services m:c“
ported bin Laden for twenty years. How could they be unaware ,om
the dangers represented by that? Why, in France, do the authorities
still deal with organizations and individuals who lay claim to ide-

ologies based on terror?

Do we also need our own September 11 to finally open our eyes?




ABOUT THE AUTHORS

ABD SAMAD MOUSSAQUI is a teacher in a technical high school ’

in Narbonne, France.

FLORENCE BOUQUILLAT is a TV journalist at France 2.




by the
nearest relative of Zacarias Moussaoui, the
only person charged in the United States in
the September 11 attacks on the World Trade
Center and Pentagen, delivers an unprece-
dented, personal account of the making of an
extremist. “Who is my brother? What is his
story? How could he ever get mixed up in ail
that horror? Could it have been avoided? |
want to try and sketch some answers to all
these questions.”

A French citizen of Moroccan descent,
Zacarias Moussaoui was arrested while
attending a Minnesota flight school and,
according to the federal indictment against
him, previously had trained at an al
Qaeda-—affiliated camp in Afghanistan.
Currently he awaits trial—possibly before
a secret military tribunal-—where he will
face multiple conspiracy charges carrying
the dealth penalty.

This tale of domestic hardship, youthful
hope, and a final, downward spiral casts
Zacarias Moussaoui in a new, human light. It
describes the sectarian networks by which
youths are recruited across Europe and pro-
grammed for terrorist acts. At a critical
moment in international relations, Zacarias,
My Brother is a call for understanding.
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