Text 1 :  François Beaune, Un homme louche

First notebook (October 1982-April 1983)

“And in the distance, the earthlight”

(An impressive quotation, taken from a Méliès film I haven’t seen yet)

Tuesday 5th October 1982

My name is Jean-Daniel Dugommier. I am thirteen and seven months. I live on a rough estate in Les Chalets, near to Bezas.  My parents’ corner shop is on the ground floor and we live over it.

Several months ago I became aware of my powers and decided to put them to good use with a view to developing a deeper understanding of human beings. The task is huge, but then so are my abilities.

This notebook will be used to record the notes I make on my daily investigations. Up until now I have been using odd bits of paper, which means that my work is all over the place. I’m going to force myself to proceed much more systematically this year.

You will probably be surprised to learn that my parents, my teachers, the other pupils think I am a fool. Let me say right away that that’s just how I wanted it. I speak as little as possible, I never make comments about what other people say. My marks at school are appalling. When I am in a room, no-one pays any attention to me. When people see me, they think: oh look, there goes Phlegm-Ball again (that’s my nickname). They never get beyond that.

I don’t wash much, my ress sense is terrible and I am clumsy, I naturally put people off. I smoke, I drink, I take drugs. Outwardly, I am a repulsive person.

Such an existence, which you might see as a sacrifice, even if I’m not really suffering much as a result, is in any case a necessary evil. If you want to find out the secrets of those closest to you, you have to go undercover. I needed some sort of cloak, or mask.

WARNING: If these pages should accidentally fall into the wrong hands, I’d be grateful if you would destroy them all. What follows is not ready to see the light of day. My experience might teach you about things hidden in the depths of your psyche, and the powerful effect of having such knowledge reflected back to you might be the end of you. The phenomena which I am observing every day, thanks to certain innate gifts, may just set you on the path to a new comprehension of ‘human nature’. Don’t follow it up, it would be too dangerous, for you and for those close to you. My neo-knowledge is fearsome. Let sleeping dogs lie, and beware those who look like nothing on earth.

From Un Homme louche by François Beaune (Editions Verticales, 2009)

Text 2 : Alain Mabanckou, Black Bazar 

Examining the outlines of my face in the mirror, I tell myself that I’m not a bad specimen of manhood. There’s just no comparison with that minstrel  who’s wandered off with my ex and my daughter. Chalk and cheese, him and me. I’m tall, nicely put together; he’s a right little runt – when he walks past, you can’t see him.  If you’re not paying attention, you might step on him or think he’s some sort of four-legged creature with no tail. I’ve got a little moustache, I’m attractive: you’d think he was a monkey who’d just missed the boat when it came to evolving into a human. That’s why the nickname I’ve given him, the Cross-Breed, fits him like a glove. And as for the way he dresses, what a disaster! Just because you’re an artist doesn’t mean you have to dress like that! It’s not difficult – some artists I know are icons of elegance: dark glasses, even a fan so they can strike a proper pose. Now me, I don’t mess about when it comes to clothes, my friends in Jip’s Bar know it only too well, including Roger-from-the-Ivory-Coast. I don’t mean to boast, but my suits are made-to-measure. I buy them in Italy, in Bologna actually where I scour the shops, stopping off at every little boutique along the arcades in the town. When I moved here, I didn’t know where to put it all. I’ve got six huge trunks full of clothes and shoes – mainly French designers (I’ve got Westons  in crocodile-skin , anaconda-skin, lizard-skin), but also some Church’s, some Bowens, other English shoes.

I always wear a suit, because you’ve got to ”keep up the pressure”, like we say in the Society of Atmosphere-setters and People of Elegance – the SAPE –  that’s a Congalese invention, that is, that began in the Bacongo district of Brazzaville, near the Total roundabout, it’s a whole new debate. We were the ones who exported the SAPE to Paris, don’t let anyone try to tell me any  different especially not when you see all those false Sapeurs swarming about these days in the Ville-Lumière, to the point where it’s difficult now to tell the wheat from the chaff.

There will be objections of course, people who want to tell me that Ivory-Coasters and  Cameroonians are also Sapeurs. But look, they only took it up a lot later, because they were complaining, poor things, that their wives were chasing after us. So they thought it must be because of our Westons and our Versace jackets. But even when those hopeless Ivory-Coasters and airhead Cameroonians wear the same clothes we do, the Congalese Sapeur still wins hands down thanks to his consummate style – I’m not being prejudiced, it’s just hard fact, and there’s simply nothing I can do to help them...
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