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Algeria
he	massive	white	mother	of	Africa.	She	captured	my	attention	when	I	met	her
children	for	the	first	time	in	Paris	in	2001.	I	had	never	heard	of	Algeria	nor	met	an
Algerian.	I	met	several	while	vacationing	in	Paris	and	began	to	read	about	Algeria.

*

My	reading	and	research	took	me	down	many	paths……through	a	musical	odyssey	of	rai
and	chaabi.	It	took	me	through	the	history	of	the	dark	recent	years	and	into	the	cradle	of
the	Aures	Mountains.	Algeria	is	not	an	easy	puzzle	to	solve.	It	is	a	massive	garden	of
wonderments	and	has	a	history	that	is	rich	with	good	and	bad	guys,	sinners	and	saints,	the
unjust	and	the	just,	the	right	and	the	wrong.

So	I	will	do	what	any	gardener	does	when	they	enter	a	garden.	I	will	look	for	the	roses.

Algeria	is	a	land	of	many	civilizations	and	is	a	melting	pot	of	cultures.	It	has	a	deep	and
varied	mix	of	bloodlines…	the	byzantines,	the	greeks,	even	turks	have	been	on	their
shores.	It	has	a	rich	native	population	of	whom	are	rumored	to	share	blood	with	perhaps
the	celts	or	other	Europeans.	No	one	really	knows	where	the	berbers	are	from,	perhaps	that
will	be	revealed	as	DNA	is	taken	from	places	all	over	the	world.

The	French	entered	into	Algeria	after	the	failure	of	France	to	win	any	decisive	military
battles	against	their	enemies.	France	entered	Algeria	and	was	met	very	quickly	with
opposition	by	Abdel	Kader,	a	young	brave	warrior	who	fought	them	from	1832	to	1847.
Abdel	Kader	was	eventually	exiled	to	Syria	by	Napoleon	but	not	before	he	spent	years	in
prison	and	many	of	his	family	died	there.	Abdel	Kader	was	a	true	hero	during	his	time	in
Syria,	saving	non	muslims	from	maruading	violent	criminals	and	was	awarded	a	gun	from
Abraham	Lincoln	that	you	can	actually	see	at	the	museum	of	the	martyrs.	Abdel	Kader
was	not	allowed	to	return	to	Algeria	upon	his	death.	After	the	independence	of	Algeria,	he
finally	was	allowed	to	rest	in	Algeria.	The	French	prevented	his	return	to	Algeria.

Abdel	Kader	is	immortalised	in	Algerian	songs.	“ABDEL	KADER	YA	BOUALEM”
means	Abdel	Kader	the	flag	because	he	used	to	ride	into	battle	against	the	French	with	a
green	flag.	The	flag	of	Algeria	is	green	and	white	and	it	is	thought	that	Abdel	Kader	is	the
father	of	the	Algerian	flag.

Houari	Boumedienne,	one	of	the	most	famous	leaders	of	Algeria	used	to	have	his	portrait
hanging	in	his	office.

French	generals	have	admitted	in	the	recent	press	that	many	crimes	were	commited
against	Algerians	during	the	occupation	of	Algeria	from	1830	to	1962.

Over	one	million	landmines	were	placed	by	the	French	on	the	borders	of	Algeria	and	have
never	been	removed.

Numerous	massacres	by	the	French	Army	and	by	the	French	Foreign	Legion

Entire	villiages	and	cities	burned	to	the	ground	and	hundreds	of	thousands	of	Algerians
left	homeless	and	landless



Algerians	unable	to	obtain	proper	food	and	education	and	land	ownership	rights

Over	a	million	and	half	Algerians	killed	by	the	French	in	the	years	between	1954	and
1962	alone

Critical	infrastructure	destroyed	by	retreating	armies

Torture	and	rape	used	by	the	French	as	a	means	of	humiliating	and	destroying	the	psyche
of	the	Algerian	people

A	collective	refusal	and	denial	of	the	crimes	of	the	French	in	Algeria	which	led	to	more
suffering	of	the	Algerian	people

When	the	truth	is	told	to	the	world	about	what	happened	to	Algerians	at	the	hands	of	the
French,	then	many	of	the	other	problems	of	Algeria	will	be	revealed.	Justice	needs	to	be
served,	no	matter	who	is	affected.

These	pictures,	although	they	record	what	Algeria	looked	like	under	French	occupation
contain	parts	of	the	history	of	Algeria.	The	painful	thing	I	believe	is	seperating	a	painful
time	from	personal	experience.	In	every	pretty	book,	there	are	ugly	chapters.	The	beauty	is
to	salvage	the	beautiful	things	from	a	painful	past	and	that	is	what	I	want	these	postcards
to	do.

These	postcards	hold	much	of	the	history	of	Algeria.	I	bought	these	postcards	from
Estonia,	Iceland,	Italy,	Germany,	The	USA	and	many	other	places.	Some	I	bought	in	lots
of	3,	some	one	by	one.	They	represent	the	beginning	of	a	life	long	gift	to	Algerians.	I	will
collect	articles	and	artifacts,	one	by	one,	to	return	to	Algerians	their	memories	so	that	they
can	move	to	a	new	day	with	one	foot	in	their	past	without	only	seeing	darkness.
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About	the	French	Colonialism	in	Algeria
ustice	has	many	forms.	Pain	in	Algeria	has	come	from	brothers	that	have	turned
against	each	other.	It	has	come	from	people	taking	what	is	not	theirs	to	take.	It	has
come	from	the	outside	with	unethical	and	horrific	acts	by	foreign	powers	to	steal	from

Algeria’s	golden	land.

But	there	is	a	new	day	coming	for	Algeria.	Reconciliation.	The	brothers	and	sisters	are
finding	each	other	and	now	the	books	of	pain	can	be	opened	and	looked	at	when	the
wounds	are	not	so	fresh.	Each	family	can	remember	their	shaheed	but	they	can	also	look
to	a	future	with	commerce	and	a	new	beginning.	Often	when	horrific	things	happen,	many
things	are	not	recorded,	like	a	bad	family	gathering	when	no	pictures	are	taken	because
everyone	is	so	unhappy.	Now	the	books	can	be	opened	and	the	stories	told.	In	between	the
horror	and	horrible	times,	there	were	marriages	and	births,	songs	and	celebrations,	love
and	romance,	tragedy,	poetry	and	heartbreak.	They	all	are	part	of	the	fabric	of	Algeria	and
all	stories	need	to	have	their	place	in	the	book	of	Algeria.	The	story	of	Algeria	is	not	the
story	that	the	world	has	seen	with	heartbreak	and	conflict.	The	story	of	Algeria	is	its
people,	some	heroes,	some	sinners,	some	saints,	some	driven	by	different	reasons	to	give
pain,	some	became	heroes	in	the	darkest	night.

Some	people	became	more	than	they	ever	would	have	become.	Ali	La	Pointe	was	a	simple
thief	but	he	became	a	hero	with	his	resistance	against	the	French	and	became	a	symbol	of
individual	Algerians	and	their	struggle	against	opression.	The	story	of	Algeria	has	been
told	in	bits	and	pieces	to	the	world	but	has	never	been	shown	as	a	full	story.

It	is	time	to	reveal	family	photos	and	honor	the	dead	and	the	missing.	It	is	time	to	tell	of
happy	times	and	love	that	took	place	within	the	heartbreaking	years.	Women	and	Men
who	met	and	made	children	despite	the	world	crashing	down	around	them.	It	is	time	to	tell
the	glorious	story	of	rebirth	and	strength,	of	culture	and	over	coming	obstacles.	I	can	see
you	Algeria,	for	all	that	you	are	and	I	see	your	hidden	beauty.	Your	children	always	come
home	like	birds	(hmam)	because	they	see	these	beautiful	things	and	who	you	are.	Your
tragic	beauty,	the	warmth	of	your	people,	the	beauty	of	your	landscape.	Justice	is	served
when	the	books	are	read	and	the	story	of	Algeria	is	told.

To	Algerians.	To	the	world.
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