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At the next stop, Tchopan insists on taking a picture of me.  

I mime two or three instructions and let him have a go.  

We’ll see what comes of it.

John’s operation might not have 

killed me, but it hasn’t killed the 

boil on my arm either.  It isn’t looking 

good.  I change my bandage.

Sweat and friction have corroded 

the sheath on the temples of my 

glasses.  The metal is chafing my ears 

and causing an infection.  I try to fix 

up a protective layer using gauze.

My gums are inflamed, too.  Even 

though I’m not really feeling the 

exhaustion, I’m starting to show signs 

of wear physically.
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The next day, we load up 

the horse and leave in 

the early morning.

We approach Maidan, the 

lapis lazuli mine.  Two 

shepherds are leading 

their flock across a 

river.  I cover the event.
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The dog comes last.  

Afghan dogs—and I don’t 

mean Afghan hounds, just 

the mutts we pass on 

the road—don’t have a 

lofty place in the social 

order.  I must say, they’re 

very ugly and often 

unfriendly.

We’re on the right 

track.  I’m back on the 

narrow, dizzying paths 

where I lost my camera’s 

sun cover.  I still 

haven’t gotten over 

it and I catch myself 

looking for it out of 

the corner of my eye.
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The night ahead of us will be a night of marching, because 

we’re approaching the Soviet position of Skazar.  My guys 

know that and are uneasy.

Anxiety has a miraculous effect and, for the first time, 

I see them take an initiative.  They negotiate our joining 

another caravan.

The effort taxes them.  Despite a generous break in the 

morning, they dally more than ever.  Our exchanges grow 

heated in the afternoon.

We get through without incident, rushing forward as fast 

as the moonlight allows.

I’m on edge.  I’m aware that the next day, after the rest stop in Anjoman, the real hardship 

will begin.  We’ll have to get through the Kalotac pass, the famous fork between 

Badakhshan and Panjshir, one of the toughest of the entire trip.  There could be bombing, 

there could be snow, and it’s easy to get lost, like that donkey minder we found against all 

odds, on the way over.

I walk angrily, in a 

leaden mood, and I don’t 

take any pictures.
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After we get to Anjoman, I realize my horse has lost a horseshoe.

Luckily, I have the horseshoes that the muj’ from  

Yaftal-e-Payan gave me.  I hand one to my guys.

Asp… Naal jaaneshin shodan.

Jaaneshin shodan.

That’s bad news.  I’ve often seen 

horses lose their shoes.  I know you 

have to shoe them as quickly as 

possible to prevent their getting 

injured.

Naal jaaneshin shodan!

What the fuck is your problem?!

HA HA! HAHAHA!
I fly into a rage.
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I’ll shoe the goddamn horse myself! Peder nalat!

I need nails.  Some 

nails.  Bam! Bam!

I plant my nails as best I can, in the 

holes left by the previous ones.  I’m 

afraid of hurting my horse.

Thankfully, Juliette showed me how to pick up a horse’s 

hoof by neutralizing it, to avoid getting kicked.

I grab my stuff and rush into the mosque without 

saying a word.

There.  I’ve tried my hand at while-you-wait resoling.  My 

horse hasn’t budged.  I hope it’ll hold.

Ah, thanks.  Tachakor.

Give me.

I don’t share the meal of my escort. They fall asleep.  I don’t.  I’ve come 

down with a bug.
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We still set off.  We have 

to reach a hut on the side 

of a lake.  We’ll get there 

by noon and will stay 

there until the evening, 

before crossing the 

Kalotac Pass by night.

For the first time in our 

trip, I bring up the rear.

My eyes are burning, my 

belly is a painful jumble, 

and my legs wobble.

I spend the night outside pathetically emptying myself out. By morning I’m drained and frozen.  I haven’t had even a 

minute of sleep.

To avoid thinking of anything, I start counting my steps.

At last, we reach the 

lake.  I’m exhausted.  

I say to the four: “I’m 

not feeling well.  I 

need to rest.  We aren’t 

leaving tonight, we’ll go 

tomorrow morning.”
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They have a brief consultation.  I 

can tell they’re freaking out.

One of them explains to me with 

much gesticulation that, by day, 

planes bomb the pass—boom boom.   

We absolutely have to go by night.

Planes? What planes?  

There are no planes.

But until then I have to sleep, okay? 

Sick.  Need to get strength back.

On the way over, we crossed the 

pass at the end of the afternoon.  

There’s no reason why we can’t 

cross it tomorrow at dawn.

He starts up again: by day, the 

planes bomb the pass—boom boom, 

we have to cross by night.

I muddle through the afternoon 

in the hut.  I drink water but can’t 

swallow any solid food.  My stomach 

still feels like it can’t hold anything.

Night falls.  We stay put.I cut the discussion short.  We’ll do 

as I said and not otherwise.

Tayaara nist.  

Man khaab kardan...

Kalotac kotal… fardaa waqt…

Baash! Man entezaar kashidan.

In a half-dazed state, I watch the 

stones in the wall darken.
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The bastards.  They’re gone.
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They left me the horse, 

my baggage, and some 

bread, which I eat.  I slept 

well and I feel better.

I don’t have much choice.  

I sure don’t want to go 

back.  I could stay here, 

but for what? Wait for 

another caravan to come 

through? There’s no 

guarantee that there’ll 

be one going where I’m 

headed, either today or 

in the next days.

No, the only thing to do is to keep 

going.

I curse myself for never having 

learned to saddle this horse 

properly.

I remove his night blanket, put 

on his packsaddle.  None of the 

motions come naturally.

There are ropes everywhere.  I 

cross them, tangle them up, tie them 

together without much logic.  I try 

as best I can to imitate what I’ve seen.  

Then I load him up. It seems to hold up.  I slip the bridle 

on him.

He’s docile.

Shall we 
go?
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I start over again twenty 

minutes later.

I start over again forty-

five minutes later.

I start over again twenty 

minutes later.

I start over again thirty 

minutes later.

And again. And again. And again. And again.  Without ever 

getting the knack of it and 

getting it to hold in place.

It’s barely a quarter to six when I have to completely 

unload and reload the horse.

Each step the horse takes causes my poorly tied baggage 

to sway, and loosens the ropes.
The ascent begins in the early morning.  My watch shows 

5:10 am.  The weather is gray, the rocks are slippery.  It’s 

drizzling.  To avoid giving in to anxiety, I cast my mind 

around for reasons to be glad.  Don’t really find any.
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For the umpteenth time, I unload and reload my stuff. I steady myself by climbing onto a large rock, and give 

the ropes a sharp tug with all my strength.

I’m exhausted, and 

frustrated by the 

reloading.  My horse is 

panting, too.  He has sores.  

I won’t be able to cross 

the pass before nightfall.  

It’s taken me ten hours to 

get to this point—there’s 

no point trying to turn 

around to go back down.

It’s now 3 pm, nearly 

nightfall.  I’m far 

from the summit, and 

I’m starting to get 

seriously worried.

I pass a caravan that I tried to interest in my predicament.  

They greet me politely but don’t stop.

Same thing a few hundred yards farther up.

AH!
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I adjust it once more and we head off. It’s the last stage of the climb up the Kalotac.  We’re over 

16,000 feet high.  It starts snowing.

The air is thin.  The horse pauses 

every three steps to catch its 

breath.  We can’t go any farther.

Suddenly, in front of me, a caravan appears out of the curtain of snow.

He gets up.  My leg hurts like hell. It hurts, but the bone is intact—

just a big bruise.  I massage my calf.

The fall caused the baggage to slip 

yet again.

Fuck. My leg is busted, I’m sure—caught 

between the horse and the big rock.

ThePhotographer_1P_Final.indd   213 8/14/08   2:16:45 PM



214 215

The lead men pass me by without slowing down.  I have to 

stop one of them.

I throw myself in their midst.

The son of the Wakil of Teshkan, whom Juliette 

introduced me to at the horse market in Peshawar.

And there, amazed, I recognize the Wakil’s son.

Asalaamaleikum!

Baash! Man… Farasawi! Um… 

Tabib Jamila… Wakil Rafiq!

Comon va ta fam?

Ma femme?

Khub, khub.

Of course! “Comment va ta femme? ” 

how’s your wife.  My wife’s fine, she’s 

great.

What?

He answers quickly, jabbering in his language .

He can’t stop.  He has to go down, but once at the bottom 

he’ll send for help.  Someone will come.

I try to describe the state I am in.  Alone.  Abandoned.  

Exhausted horse.  Load messed up.  All that using my tiny 

dictionary, as the wind turns the pages and snowflakes 

wet them.

Man tanhaa… 

Khasta…

Comon va ta fam?
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At least, that’s what I 

understand.  He’s already 

moving away.

The only thought I have 

room for in my mind is 

getting back to Pakistan.

I’m practically at the 

top of the pass.  And I 

remember very clearly 

that on the other side, 

a little way down, 

there’s a forest where 

we slept on the way 

over.  In that forest 

there’ll definitely be 

encampments, campfires.

The horse’s slow pace  

at least has the benefit 

of stabilizing the packs.  

I recover a bit of my 

optimism.  Meeting that 

guy lifted my spirits.  

He’s young, but he’s a 

commander.  He said  

he’d send somebody,  

and he will.

Buddies who manage to make you 

laugh in their absence—and at that 

altitude—sure deserve some credit.

And there was that moment of 

“Comment va ta femme ?” I know 

where that came from.  It was Régis 

and Robert who had taught him 

that: “If you meet a Frenchman, you 

need only one greeting: Comment 

va ta femme? ”

The thought crosses my mind that I should follow him.  

But I don’t move.

The evening light is pallid because of the snow.  Big clouds 

pass around us.  We resume our climb.

The summit.  We’ve been pursuing it for sixteen hours.

HAHAHA!

Comon va ta 

fam ? HAHA!
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Yah!

MOVE IT!

Yah! Yah!Yah!Move!

Come on!

Move, 

damn it!
We can’t 

stop.

Move it!

RRRRAC TSS TSSS!

Come on, 
let’s go!

We embark on the descent.  My knees are aching.  Suddenly, 

fear grips me: a panic, a desperate need to be elsewhere.
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Yah…Yah!

Yah!

Yah! Yah!

PLEASE 
HELP! 

Yah!

Yah! 
SOMEBODY HELP!

Oh, my God. What am I doing? I’m beating my horse.
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Pull yourself together.

Once the horse is fully unloaded, 

I cover him.

We’re on a very narrow path, 

steeply inclined and full of rocks.  

It stopped snowing.

I start unloading him methodically.

I catch my breath.

This horse won’t go any farther.Suddenly I’m not afraid anymore.  

It passed.

And, then, without waiting, I feed him.  

Never mind the advice I’ve been given.

The horse has finished eating.  I tie 

him to a rock.

I unfurl my sleeping bag across 

the path.

I have two survival blankets, still 

unused.  I roll myself in them.  

There.I tuck myself into the bag.
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I stay on the path because 

of mines.  Russian planes 

dump antipersonnel mines, 

which arm upon hitting 

the ground.  They look 

like large butterflies.  

Strategic places like 

this pass are filled with 

them.  Caravans do their 

best to clear the path by 

exploding the mines they 

spot.  But you can’t stray 

from the path.  There are 

bound to be some mines 

just a few yards away.

It gets lighter or 

darker as clouds pass by 

overhead.  I’m hungry and 

thirsty.  I haven’t eaten 

anything all day, obsessed 

as I was with the walk.  

My canteen is empty.   

I fish some dried fruits 

out of the bottoms of  

my pockets.  That’s all  

I have.  They make me  

even thirstier.

I pack snow into my canteen and put it inside my sleeping 

bag.  Within fifteen minutes, I’ll have water.

I’m dumbstruck by my episode of insanity.  I can still feel the 

impact of my fists on the horse’s neck.  He hasn’t budged.  A 

horse’s neck is really tough, really muscular.

In all my life I’ve never felt such fear.  It left me as 

suddenly as it had come, but in the meantime I completely 

lost my mind.  I have no idea how long it lasted.

I can’t stop thinking about the look on the face of the 

guy who got lost in the same place on the trip over and 

caught up with us in Anjoman—the expression of terror 

on his face and, especially, what the Afghans had been 

saying before he was recovered: “He’s done for.  You can’t 

survive alone up there for a whole night.”

I take out one of my cameras.  I choose a 20mm lens, a very 

wide angle, and shoot from the ground.

To let people know where I died.

Click
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I put some in my mouth, but it’s not 

the same.  Doesn’t quench your 

thirst.

I hear the horse slip on the rocks.  

He’s trying to find a secure footing.  

What a fool I was to lie down under 

him.  If he falls, he’ll crush me.

Too bad.  I don’t have the strength 

to move.

The snow must’ve melted by now. Damn it: I’d forgotten that my 

canteen is a vacuum flask .  

The snow is still frozen.

I rummage for my notebook, a pencil, and my forehead lamp.  I write:

“October 17, 1986.

Dominique, this is where my journey ends.

My escort dumped me at the foot of the Kalotac pass.

I’m stuck at the summit, alone.

I can’t see how I’m going to make it out of here.

My horse won’t move any more.

It’s freezing.

I’m in my sleeping bag and I’m waiting.

I hope that this notebook and my pictures will reach you.

I’m thinking of my Mom—tell her— 

and of you.”
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Khub astin? Are you okay?

Nei.

I write Dominique’s 

address in big letters in 

the flyleaf.  I pack up the 

notebook and shove my 

freezing hands into my 

armpits.  

It starts snowing again. Several times the 

horse skidding jolts 

me abruptly out of my 

drowsiness.

Each time, I tuck my head 

in, my heart pounding.  

Nothing happens.

My heart rate slows.  I 

grow drowsy again 

and doze.

Until the horse skids 

again.

Still, I don’t come out 

of the sleeping bag.  The 

cold would clobber me.

My mind had been set on 

the idea of going home.  

Now I only have the 

thought of dying.

A group comes through, 

half trampling me.

Doesn’t even stop. Then another. Same thing.

Not great, no.
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A caravan.

A wolf-faced man, who 

seems to be the leader.

I come out of my sleeping 

bag, into the frosty 

dawn.

I try to control my 

shaking to take a 

picture.

He says “Come” and 

motions that I should 

gather my things.

I make clear to him that I don’t know how to load up my 

horse.  He answers in crude English that he’ll take care 

of it and take me with him.  But first I have to pay.

I have money on me—quite 

a bit, in fact.  About 300 

dollars and 250,000 

afghani, in thick wads.  I 

can’t manage to take 

out the 20,000 without 

his seeing the rest.  It’s 

embarrassing.

And off we go.They load up my horse, who sets off 

again with a tap.

How much would he charge?

20,000 afghani.

Money.

There.How 

much?

Twenty thousand.

Inch Allah.  Don’t have 

much choice.
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I barely recognize the forest I’d seen on the way over.  

Obviously, autumn has taken its toll.

In a mixture of Persian, English, and sign language I 

explain to the wolf who I am and what I’m doing there: 

the MSF mission, the photos, the return alone, Bassir’s guys 

abandoning me.  The wolf listens.

At last, we take a break.

They start a fire, make tea, and pass around a thick, 

sweet cake.

After I’ve finished, the wolf tells me I’m lucky he picked 

me up, because the Kalotac pass is crawling with wolves.  

Real ones.

Last night, I thought I was two hours’ walk away from the 

forest.  We walk for nearly five hours before reaching 

it.  And those aren’t five hours at the pace of my former 

escort.  I’ve found some real muj’, and they eat up the miles.

We head down.  I follow them, feeling stiff, sore, dizzy.

Wolves  

up there.
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We walk without a moment’s rest until the evening stop.  

I instantly sleep like a stone.

Getting up is tough, at one am.  I feel awful, like I’ve 

barely slept.  Where will I find the strength to keep up 

with them?

Even as I ask myself the question, I’m already on my way. I have to shake off a huge reluctance to take pictures.  

Bundles of interesting scenes and panoramas slide by 

uncaptured.  I can’t convince myself to shoot them.
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In the evening I rediscover the feeling of having no 

privacy.  When I open a bag they’ll come see what’s inside.  

If I take my case of toiletries with me to wash up at the 

river, two or three guys will follow me.

I can’t stand it any more.

I manage to with that 

crippled baba.  It’s a kind 

of self-portrait.  That’s 

how I feel.

I look forward to only one moment: 

when I can slip into my sleeping bag.

As night falls it rubs away my 

surroundings.  The halo of my 

forehead lamp creates a little 

intangible house.

I write for a short while, 

then curl up.

This ugly, dirty, uncomfortable 

corner becomes my home, and I  

feel my only moment of well-being 

of the day.

Can’t you give me a single fucking break?

Huh?
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One am.  We hit the road again. The dawn reveals to my eyes what my legs have already 

observed: the presence of the Pojol pass, which we’ve 

already started climbing.

Shortly before the 

summit, we pass an armed 

caravan.

A bit later, at the top, 

my group stops.  Since I’m 

bringing up the rear, I 

think they’re waiting 

for me.  But that isn’t it.

I’m struggling.  The horse too.

The wolf comes toward me and says:

More money.

Ah, the son of a bitch.  Good timing. I’d been expecting it and had put a 

certain amount in a pocket, to avoid 

having to take out everything I have.  

Five thousand two hundred afghanis.  

I hand them over.
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He stays there, lying by the side of the road. No way.  I can’t accept that.

I’m starting to wonder how these guys are planning to 

finish me off.
A few hundred yards later, my horse collapses.

The wolf is right.  He’s dying. I want to end his agony, but I’m in a caravan going from 

Afghanistan to Pakistan.  Without firearms.

The wolf and the others are already untying my three 

large bags.
They set them down at their feet and the wolf says:

More money.

No.  Not dead.  

Look: alive.

Dead.Dead.
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I ain’t giving no more! So 

you can just leave me here!

You give more money.

Bastards!

I blow my top.

You give more money.
I fork over another five thousand.

Beat it, you hear me? I don’t want you! 
Get the hell out of here, you and your 
gang of losers!

You give more money.

I did give you money! Enough 

to escort ten guys like me!

You bend our ears with your goddamned hospitality, 

but when someone really needs you, you racketeer 

him!

They make me sick.  I make myself sick.  I leave my dying 

horse and we head off.

The guys take up the bags while I swallow my anger.
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Often, at the back of caravans you can see a sheep trotting along.  

It’s been bought at the previous rest stop and will be sacrificed at the next bivouac.

I have a feeling that I’m that sheep.

Paranoia comes over me in waves.

I tell myself, you’re in a trap.

Your life depends on guys who want to take it from you.

You’re running to catch up with your executioners.

And what can you do about it? Nothing.

I’m sure they’re wearing me out deliberately.

Those brutal awakenings in the middle of the night,

those unbearable marches until 7:00 in the evening are going to make me keel over.

Once I’ve keeled over, all they’ll have to do is pick up my money and let me die in a corner.

Unless they kill me before that.
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this evening, there’s none of the fleeting happiness I 

experienced last night as I slipped into my sleeping bag.  Too 

much anguish.

I’m afraid they’re going to bump me off during my sleep.  

I’m in such a nervous state that I can’t sleep.  I write.

As I write, I’m alert to every sound.  I write so that my 

murderers will see I’m busy and postpone my killing.  I write 

to confirm in writing that I’m going insane.

My handwriting is terrible.  It strikes me, because I usually 

write neatly.  Now, it’s fat and formless, lurching forward.

One am.  We’re off again. We go through Kantiwa.  In the afternoon, they put my 

bags down.

I pay for everyone’s dinner.  Another sleepless night spent 

expecting to have my head smashed in with a rock.

The next day it’s Poruns.

Five thousand afghanis.

Eight thousand afghanis.

More money.

You give 

money.
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It’s October 22, and at the end of the day we reach a 

chayrana that’s run by a giant.
It’s the first time since I’ve grown to my adult height 

that I’ve met a man so tall that I only reach the height 

of his waist.

The man terrifies me.  He’s an ogre.  He has a few sheep, 

which look like toy poodles around him.

The others see how scared I am.  They want me to take a 

picture of the ogre.  But first the wolf takes one of me.

And then night falls and there I am, 

like a child, sleeping between the 

wolf and the ogre.

But that’s putting it too mildly.  A 

child would listen to his fear and 

flee.  No, I’m definitely a sheep.  I stay 

there, stuck in a stupor, waiting to 

have my throat slit.

And when a hand falls on my 

shoulder, I understand the moment 

has come.
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One am.  We say good-bye to the ogre and leave.

Then we take on the 

Paprok pass.

Seeing the sun again 

after that terrifying 

night fills me with a 

kind of gratitude.  I 

express it by shooting 

pictures of the wolf 

and his men during a 

prayer break by the side 

of a stream.
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I’ve talked a lot about religion over the past days, 

displaying a faith that in fact I don’t have much of.  

And once I’ve reached the top of Calvary, next comes 

the crucifixion.

But I have to admit that, ascending this pass, I pray with the 

deepest fervor that I’ll make it to the top.

Golly.  Thirty thousand.  Go for thirty thousand.I don’t even yell any more.  Not enough air in my lungs.  

How much do you want?

My nest egg is vanishing at an alarming speed.Thirty thousand.

On the other side of the Paprok pass, we stop in a 

chayrana that’s packed with travelers.

I don’t remember who said, “Going up is tiring, going down 

is painful.” But it’s true.

Thirty thousand.

Twenty… 

Twenty-five…

Money.
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I watch the faces. For God’s sake! That guy, over there, was one of 

the men from my first escort.  One 

of those who cut and ran.

He saw me too.  He slipped away 

through the crowd. This guy—one of those who left 

me on Kalotac kotal.

There I am, reporting those who 

abandoned me to those who are 

racketeering me.  Pretty stupid.

I walk around the chayrana and its surroundings, looking 

for him.  He’s vanished.

It was him, I could swear.

Go ahead, guys, laugh, 

you have plenty to be 

proud of.

Farther on, I drop 

another eight 

thousand afghanis.
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He recognizes me.  He 

knows I was part of 

Jamila’s crew.  As best I 

can, I tell him that I’m 

on my way to Pakistan, 

that I’m sick, that the 

men who are with me 

are not good people and 

they’ve taken my money.

His reaction is instant: he fires my escort, making sure they 

return my luggage to me, then he introduces me to his 

nephew and gives him instructions.

Paisa… Dozdi kardan…

The nephew leads me to 

a wooden house, on the 

edge of a stream.

I fall asleep.I collapse onto the bed.In that house, a room.

Please, let him be there! I’m feverish with hope and anguish 

while I wait for him.  I nervously bone up on my dictionary’s 

phrases to figure out what to say to him.

There he is.  He opens his arms and drowns me in his 

huge beard.

I remember that the local chief is the chubby, bearded 

drug dealer who was Juliette’s point man in the 

neighborhood.  I even recall his name.

We reach a village that I recognize: Barg-e-Matal.

Aider Shah.

I ask to see him.
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When I wake up, the nephew brings  

me a meal.

A kind of ravioli with vegetables, in 

a red sauce with an egg yolk on top.  

And some tea.

I fall back asleep with those flavors 

in my mouth.

I go through the same sequence 

several times: waking up, eating, 

sleeping, waking up, eating, sleeping…

Until I emerge from the fog for good and realize that I’ve slept for a good 

forty hours.

It’s October 25th, around 

noon.  A cool and sunny 

day.  
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Aider Shah saved my hide.

In one minute, with authority and generosity he has pulled me out of 

a three-week-long nightmare.  

I tell him how grateful I am.

Here is a truly kind guy—a strong and paternal figure.

On the way over, I had been on my guard while crossing Nuristan, 

because of the bad rap the people from Badakhshan give the Nuristani.  

And here it is that in Nuristan I am housed, 

fed, protected, put back on my feet.  

Practically adopted.

Truth be told, they are pretty crafty.  

What I eat during my stay in Barg-e-Matal is nothing like 

the foul grub served in their chayranas.

I develops a passion for their ravioli-like thingies.

Aider Shah tells me that 

a young American woman 

is staying in Barg-e-Matal.  

A doctor, if I understand 

correctly.  She knows 

about me.  I can go see 

her, in that house, 

over there.

Hello?
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She’s really pretty.  She greets me warmly and cheerfully, 

then asks me where I’m from.

Suddenly, my memory nudges me.  

I ask her where in France her 

husband is from.

She’s the wife of the man from 

Alsace I met at the American Club in 

Peshawar—the “Malgré nous.”  He had 

shown me her picture.  I recognize 

her now.

We are floored by the coincidence.  

To celebrate, she opens a pot of jam.

She’s married to a French 

journalist, who is 

covering a story in the 

interior of the country.  

This is their rendezvous 

point.  She’s waiting for 

him and treating the 

local people in the 

meantime.  In the past, she 

worked for UNICEF.

Aider Shah and his 

nephew take out their 

best horses and treat me 

to a parade worthy of a 

military academy.

We discuss her husband’s 

incredible life—his work 

on child soldiers, echoing 

his own adolescence.  

She’s worried about 

him, because he should 

already have been back 

several days ago.

Thankfully, she isn’t a missionary, so I don’t get lectured 

on Jesus and whatnot.  I can finally say three words 

without explaining that I’m Isawi, married, and a father.

And what’s even more of a relief is that I can understand 

everything and talk without stumbling on every word.

Alsace.

I met your 

husband in 

Peshawar 

last summer.

Haha! No, Monsieur!Did you make it?

What an indescribable pleasure, to be able to chat with an 

attractive young woman while eating some jam.

Finally, you’re up!

Wow.

France. Really? My husband is French.

I leave her to her consultation.
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The next day I say good-bye to the 

American doctor with the jam.

I rent a horse and a guide from Aider 

Shah.  Five thousand afghanis.

We hug, friends for life.

Say hello to your 

husband for me.

I surely will.

For the first time my route strays from the one we took on the way over.  

Instead of heading for the Dewana Baba, we’re going to cross the Bum Boret 

pass, which is on a straighter path toward the Pakistani border and Chitral.
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The last pass of the 

trip.  I can’t believe my 

legs.  They’re climbing up 

effortlessly.

The next morning, my guide and I go down the opposite side 

of the pass.  We pause at the entrance to a valley.

We reach a hut where 

we spend the night.  A 

caravan is there, made 

up of both men and 

young boys.

It’s the Kalash Valley, one of the entry points into 

Pakistan.  If I walk straight in that direction, I’ll reach 

the village of Bum Boret.

There’s a road down below.  All I’ll have to do is hitch a 

ride to Chitral.
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My guide takes my bags off the 

horse and I load them up.  We hug 

and go our separate ways.

Three hours later, I come into Bum 

Boret.

I find a kind of backpackers’ lodge.  

The only available accommodation.
The guy running the place offers 

me a room on the second floor, 

with a table, a chair, a bed.  It 

isn’t exactly luxurious, but at 

least it’s furnished.

I leave Afghanistan and enter Pakistan.

I’m carrying heavy bags, 

but I’m in good shape.  In 

any case, the road isn’t 

supposed be too long.

I’ve read some things 

about the Kalash 

people.  They’re a very 

exotic group within 

Pakistan.  This place was 

a tourist destination 

before the war.  

I read that there were 

flowers everywhere: 

in the valley, on 

women’s dresses, at 

the balconies of the 

wooden houses.  

A bit like Bavaria.

I eat, drink, rest.  As night falls, there’s a knock at my door.
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A cop.  I immediately understand that I’ve been sold out. He starts rummaging through my things.

He searches for money but doesn’t find it.  Which makes 

sense, because I have it on me.

Click-clack.  He locked me in. The anger I feel toward this guy keeps me from feeling 

depressed.  I try to calm down and think things through.

Who are you? What are you doing here? I am a …

You crossed the border 
illegally.

You trafficker. No.  I am not.

Yes you are.  I know.

Where is your money? I don’t have any.

You give money.  You pay tax.

Then you are prisoner.  

You give me your key.

No.  I don’t.

I decide I’m being stupid.  

I do have some money.  

Better to give him a bit 

and get out of there 

right away.  I’m too close 

to my goal to let myself 

get locked up like an 

idiot.

First I hide my dollars.  I quickly take out the film from 

my three cameras and replace it with the bills, tightly 

rolled up.

Then I take out two thousand afghanis and a few 

hundred rupees.
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Click-clack.  Back to square one. That guy isn’t content with a 

baksheesh.  He wants everything.  

Obviously, the last thing to do is give 

him any more.

I changed 

my mind. 

I pay.

Yes? I hand over the afghani bills.

Plus five hundred rupees.

You give the sleeping bag.You give a camera. No.

Any rupees?

I gave money.  Now let me go.

Then you are prisoner.

No.

You give more. I won’t.

Okay, you 

give more.

That’s all I have.
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What do you want? To piss.

You give 

money.

Va te faire 

foutre.

Now don’t we look smart, the two of us.

I have a nice view of the mountains.  I make the most of it 

throughout the following day, October 28th.
At least he hasn’t decided to starve me.  I get two decent 

meals.  Given the amount of exercise I’m getting, there’s no 

need for more.

That evening, he conducts another 

search.  He neglects to open my 

cameras.

There’s something strange about his attitude.  He could point his gun to my 

head and extort whatever he wants through threats or beatings, or even 

bump me off in a corner, but no.  He only holds me prisoner, which shows a 

certain work ethic.

It could also last a long time.
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What is that supposed to mean?  

Am I free? 

In the morning, another search, a more thorough one.  

He insists on stealing my sleeping bag.

Most unexpectedly, he leaves the door open when he 

goes out.

I’m getting seriously fed up.

I assume i am.

You give money. No.

What do you want? To piss.

You give this. No.

I’m not trying to get on your nerves, 

buddy.  I get up at night.
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The guy from the inn.  Doubtless in cahoots with the 

corrupt cop.  But he’s the only one handy.
He agrees to take me to 

Chitral if I pay for the 

ride, my two nights at the 

inn, and my meals.  Five 

hundred rupees.

I obviously pony up.  I 

expect to see the cop 

show up any second.

Bum Boret fades into the background.

Good riddance.

It’s late morning when we pull into Chitral.  I get dropped 

off at the Freedom Medicine House.

I tell him about my mishap of the three previous days. He 

offeres to report the corrupt cop.

It’s empty.

We get into the car.

There are no NGO people 

there at the moment.  

Fortunately, there’s an 

Afghan guard who speaks 

English and remembers 

seeing me on my way over.

I’ve run out of rupees.  

He changes me 5,000 of 

them for dollars.  Then 

he finds me a taxi for 

Peshawar.  It’ll mean a 

dozen hours on the road 

and will cost me 1,600 

rupees.

In the early afternoon 

I leave Chitral in the 

front of a pickup truck.

He offers me some tea.

Where can I find a car? I have one.

This man is very bad.  

I’ll go to the police 

myself and tell 

them what he did 

to you.
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MSF has moved its digs from the house I stayed in that 

summer.  They’re now in the White House, a large 

colonnaded mansion in a park, shared by several 

organizations.  I head there.

I’m greeted by a guy from AFRANE, the French-Afghan 

friendship association, who says straight out:

Man, you stink of horse.  I can tell that you just got 
back from Afghanistan.

As soon as we leave the city we head up a mountain pass.  I 

savor every turn of the wheel leading us to the top.  It’s 

great being in a car.

I sleep for the rest of the trip.  We make a few stops.  Early 

the next morning we get to Peshawar.

I’m back in the heat, the big city, the crowds, the traffic.  

A weird feeling.
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Since I’m the only one 

to have returned at 

that point, I give a short 

report on the mission 

and talk a bit about 

what I’ve seen 

of Afghanistan.

He calls MSF 

headquarters in Paris, 

on Boulevard 

Saint-Marcel.

My first shower in over three 

months.  I try to get rid of the 

ghost of my horse, by vigorously 

scrubbing my body and hair with 

soap (can’t find any shampoo).

I’m coming down with furunculosis:  

I have painful boils on one ear, on my 

neck, and on both arms.

The MSF administrator in Peshawar 

shows up.  There have been rumors 

within the caravans that

I disappeared on the way.

My visa has expired.  My passport has to go through 

Islamabad for a visa extension.

Very briefly, I call my mom.

I find one who does a shampoo, a shave with a straight 

razor, a haircut, massage, the works.  His fingers have 

barely touched my hair  when he says, with a look of 

disgust and disapproval:

That afternoon I go for a spin in the Sadr Bazaar.

My plan is to get a proper shave from a real barber.

No space on any plane for at least a week.

Everything’s fine.  I’m coming back in about ten days.

Okay.

Yes, don’t worry.

Me too.

Soap is not good for 

cleaning the hair.

Aren’t you dead? Guess not.
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There.  Before getting my passport back, I’m getting my 

face back.

A bit farther, in a kind of variety store, I find the 

aftershave I use in France, “Tabac.”  I buy a bottle.

In all those publications there are big black marks 

made with a permanent marker by some clerk from the 

censorship bureau, who went through every page of every 

issue to black out revealing images of women.  A big job.

Back at the White House I empty out my bottle of “Tabac” in 

the sink.  I’ve been given a counterfeit product that stinks 

of gasoline.

Side by side there are 

two international 

bookshops, the London 

Book Shop and the Saeed 

Book Bank. I head in.

They have piles of 

National Geographics, 

and some newspapers 

and news magazines 

from France, but not 

recent ones.  There 

are also some American 

photography magazines.  

Some things to leaf 

through. 
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The next day, Juliette and John show up.  I refused to go 

with them because I wanted to go faster and, after all 

my troubles, we reached Peshawar just a day apart.

You know we saw your dead horse on the 
Pojol pass?

I recognized it immediately.  

I was sick with worry.  I 

asked all the people we 

met, but nobody knew 

anything.

We ended up thinking 

we should’ve flipped 

your horse over.  Maybe 

you were underneath it.

Did she get her husband 

back? That journalist 

from Alsace?

Fortunately Aider Shah and the American woman in Barg- 

e-Matal eased our minds.
Believe it or not, we met him on the way.  He was sick, suffer-

ing from a bleeding ulcer.  We treated him as best we could, 

and he came to Barg-e-Matal with us.

What’s sort of funny is that right after I escaped from 

the rotten cop of Bum Boret, John and Juliette fell into 

his clutches.

Guess what the bastard cooked up for us?

He showed up brandishing a ball of hashish this big, 

which he claimed to have found in our luggage.

A classic. Ah, no, I didn’t 

get that one.

Different 

strokes for 

different 

folks.

He took us as war 

booty to Chitral.
For the whole length of 

the trip I was wondering 

if I should shove him out 

of the car.

Once we got there I gave his chiefs such an earful 

that they released us right away and gave him quite 

a dressing-down in front of us.

Haha! Revenge!

Will 

he pull 

through?

Oh yeah.  He’s very tough.
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Ow! Don’t move.

Okay.You should 

still get a 

real check-

up when you 

get back to 

France.

John inspects my boils and can’t resist the temptation 

of taking another stab at the one he didn’t get rid of 

last time.

Juliette examines my teeth.  Not too bad.

My overall condition isn’t deemed alarming by the health 

committee.  I just have to fill out a bit by eating healthy.

The MSF administrator 

likes photography.  He 

goes into the city with 

me, with his camera 

around his neck.  He 

takes my portrait with 

one of mine, so I’ll be on 

some of my film.

We discover a special 

place: an overgrown 

British cemetery 

surrounded by military 

barracks, on the walls 

of which neat rows of 

socks are hung out to 

dry.  I find that cemetery 

very moving.  I come back 

in the following days.
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Daydreaming in that place, I think about the best and 

worst of what I’ve just experienced in Afghanistan.  And 

I realize something: I feel like going back.

Here I am on the bus from Peshawar to Islamabad, on my 

way to picking up my passport.  I have my headphones on, 

listening to a Walkman that I lugged around everywhere 

in Afghanistan and never used.  I’m listening to the French 

jazz singer Michel Jonasz.

C’était les vacances au bord de la mer

Avec mon père, ma soeur, ma mère…
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It’s Friday.  The French embassy is closed.  I have to go 

to the home of an employee of the Pakistani Interior 

Ministry, who will give me the document informally.

The guy is actually in bed.

My passport is there, on the nightstand.

Joueurs de blues… On est les joueurs de blues…

I have my two plane tickets, Peshawar-Karachi and 

Karachi-Paris.  I’m leaving the next day.

It’s a small house in a 

residential neighborhood.  

His young son opens the 

door.

Weird. But What matters is that 

everything is duly stamped.

Dad’s upstairs, in his 

bedroom.  He leads me up.

Thank you.

ThePhotographer_1P_Final.indd   257 8/14/08   2:24:48 PM



258 259

Bye.

See you in 
Paris.

Yes, in 
Paris.
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I get to Paris on the eve 

of a weekend.  Dominique 

gets my travel diary.  

I pass through Meaux, 

visiting some friends.  

There, I line up my rolls 

of film like hunting 

trophies.

I head for Blonville, 

Normandy.  I meet up with 

my grandma.

I’m glad to go home.  Obsessed by the thought of getting my 

film developed.  And to see the result, at long last.  One 

hundred and thirty rolls of film.  A bunch of money.  But I 

have to wait for the green light from MSF before starting.

My return trip is made feverish by a huge boil throbbing 

on my neck.

See Bienchen the dog. And my mom.  She’s been worried.

Come with me, it’s time for her walk.  

And you’ll tell me a bit.
Yes.
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Mrs. Lefèvre had to wait twenty years to 
find out, in this book, the details of Didier’s 
trip.  That day, on the beach of Blonville, as 
they walked Bienchen the dog, he served 
her the usual bromides that sons give their 
mothers: “It was great, Mom, and nothing 
bad happened to me.”  With the passing of 
time, even that bald-faced lie came to be 
mostly true.

Portraits

Didier dug out the contact sheets from the 
boxes where they’d been sleeping, and his 
memory, spurred by the pictures, threaded 
back together the story you have just read.  
In all, Didier made eight trips to Afghanistan 
between 1986 and 2006—all of them inter-
esting, none of them easy.  A beautiful book 
of his pictures, Voyages en Afghanistan, 
was published by Ouest-France in 2002.  He 
collaborated with newspapers and maga-
zines, either on his own or through agencies, 
at different times.  He enjoyed returning to 
the same places periodically, seeing how 
things changed, meeting up with people 
again.
He produced remarkable photographic 
documentaries on the postwar situation in 
Kosovo, the AIDS epidemic in Malawi and 
Cambodia, farming in the countries of the 

In the year that followed the mission,  
Didier suffered from chronic furunculosis 
and lost fourteen teeth.  These were direct 
consequences of his dreadful return, with 
its attendant exhaustion, lack of hygiene, 
malnutrition, and stress.  On December 
27, 1986, the French newspaper Libération 
published six of his photographs in a two-
page spread.  Of the four thousand photos 
he brought back, getting six published 
seems like a dizzyingly small fraction.  But 
it was a privilege: many of his subsequent 
remarkable photo stories were never pub-
lished.  And the tale of his experience of 
the mission was reserved for close friends 
who wanted to hear it.  His buddy Emman-
uel Guibert was one of them, and thirteen 
years later he suggested to Didier that they 
make a book of it together.

former Eastern bloc joining the European 
Union, and also the epic Paris-Roubaix 
cycling race, which he enjoyed covering 
each year in April.  The success of The 
Photographer in the French-speaking world 
(about 250,000 copies have been sold to 
date), and a dawning international recogni-
tion thanks to several foreign translations, 
surprised and delighted Didier, as well as 
the other partners in this adventure.  It 
provided an opportunity to gather together 
a good part of the team from 1986 and to 
share intense moments of friendship.
In January 2007, Didier died of heart 
failure at home, at the age of 49, leaving 
behind his wife and two young children.  
His work and character, both of which 
were outstanding, remain mostly to be 
discovered.
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Régis returned from this mission with 
Amrullah, the young mujaheed who had 
been badly wounded in the face (see the 
entry about him below).  In 1987, MSF sent 
him to Sri Lanka, where he met Constance, 
his future wife, an anesthesiologist.  Later, 
in Herat, northern Afghanistan, they carried 
out “the most difficult and most beautiful 
mission in all of MSF’s work in the country” 
(as Juliette described it).  
Back in France, he was invited by Professor 
Philippe Dabadie to teach classes on 
“Medicine in a Sanitary Wasteland” at 
the University of Bordeaux II, as part of 
the program in Disaster Relief Medicine.  
In 1991, Régis worked in MSF’s Human 
Resources department in Paris and moved 
toward fulfilling his dream of following in 
his father’s footsteps by becoming a wine 
producer.  In September 1991 he began to 
study oenology. A dilemma arose in 1992: 
he was offered a new Afghan mission when 
MSF began to return to the country, which 
was caught in the turmoil that followed the 
fall of the communist government, marked 
by rivalries among the mujahideen.  His 
indecision did not last long, and Régis 
returned immediately to Afghanistan.
He finally earned his oenology degree in 
1994.  In 2000, he bought a vineyard near 
Bergerac, which he looks after with the 
care that he used to lavish on his patients.  
To thank him, each year that vineyard gives 
him delicious Pécharmant wine.  Régis 
had been a Gascon of Badakshan, and he 
is also an Afghan of the Périgord, who still 
chews naswar chewing tobacco and plays 
rugby with as much gusto as others do 
buzkashi.  Whenever he and Didier used to 
meet, they would invariably exchange some 
Rocher Suchard chocolates, remembering a 
moment which may have struck readers too.

Robert’s mission lasted another year.  
He and Evelyne stayed at the Palandara 
hospital and weathered a particularly 
trying winter, during which he came 
down with dengue fever.  Dengue is a 
viral infection that causes high fever, liver 
and kidney malfunction, and bouts of 
coma.  Thanks to his strong constitution, 
to Evelyne’s daily care, and to a good 
dose of sheer luck, he pulled through and 
went back to work.  His feet froze on the 
return journey.  He lost all his toenails, but 
fortunately none of his toes.  Robert took 
over from Juliette as manager of Afghan 
missions and remained in Afghanistan or 
Pakistan until the end of 1989.
Back in France, he worked at the hospital 
of Chalon-sur-Saône.  During the night 
of April 27 to 28, 1990, Frédéric Galland, 
an MSF logistician, was murdered in 
Palandara.  It was a political crime, carried 
out by masked men.  As a result, all MSF 
teams left Afghanistan for two years.  
Since that time, the Palandara hospital, 
which this book shows being built, has 
been abandoned.  Robert himself went to 
retrieve the body of Frédéric Galland and 
brought him back to France.
Ten years later, Robert closed down 
his private doctor’s practice in the city 
of Le Cheylard, near Lyon, and earned 
a baccalaureate degree in oenology in 
2000.  In 2004, he bought a vineyard next 
to the one owned by Régis, and the two 
friends teamed up to make wine.  “It’s hard 
to describe all that the Afghans gave us,” 
Robert observed.  “I reckon that thanks to 
them we’re just a bit less dumb than we 
would’ve been.”
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For a year in Peshawar, John 
helped draft a training manual 
for Afghan medical personnel 
with the five NGOs active on 
the ground at the time.  At the 
end of 1988, he returned to 
the US and took up ER work 
again at a prestigious university 
hospital in Minneapolis, where 
was an assistant professor.  He 
was also active within MSF-
USA.
He no longer does much 
fishing, but he has become 
a keen rollerblader and he 
introduced his daughter 
Alexandra to the sport.  Didier 
always told everyone around 
him that he wouldn’t have 
hesitated one second before 
putting his life in John’s hands.

Sylvie stayed in Afghanistan 
until September 1989, when 
she left to do a two and a half 
year mission in Zambia.  She 
then ran a day-care centre in 
Lyon and was active with MSF’s 
regional headquarters.  She 
recently returned to fieldwork.  
She says she enjoyed rediscov-
ering those familiar motions. 

After her missions with MSF, 
Evelyne took a degree in 
pediatric nursing.  She now 
works in Fontainebleau, near 
Paris, in a Maternal and Child 
Welfare center.

At the end of 1988, Juliette left Afghanistan 
and Peshawar for the US.  She joined John 
in Minneapolis, where they started a family 
and Juliette took a Master’s degree in 
Public Health and Ethnomedicine.  In 1989 
she and Francis Charhon had the idea of 
starting a US arm of MSF.  There were two 
births in 1991: Alexandra, the daughter of 
Juliette and John, and MSF-USA, of which 
Juliette was one of the four key players.  
MSF-USA recruits volunteers, educates the 
public as well as political and humanitarian 
leaders, collects private funding to preserve 
the organization’s financial independence, 
and manages missions.
Juliette also became an associate 
professor of dental surgery at the 
University of Minnesota Hospital.  In her 
spare time, she joined a team of animal 
biology researchers who tracked, on 
snowshoes, the hibernation patterns of 
polar bears in the forests of the far North.
She left MSF-USA in 2002 and returned to 
France in 2003 to support her father during 
his illness and up to his death.  Today, she 
has moved away from MSF, after having 
spent twenty-three years championing its 
cause.  She is “her daughter’s mother and 
her mother’s daughter” and looks after 
both of them as she waits to see what new 
course suggests itself.
But whatever happens, each year in 
September she helps her buddies Robert 
and Régis harvest the grapes from their 
vineyards.
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After the Red Army’s withdrawal in 1989, 
Palawan Iklil made use of the experience 
he had gained with MSF.  He borrowed 
some money to buy a few trucks and 
set up a transport and logistics network 
between Chitral and Badakhshan.

Najmudin often came to visit Robert and 
Evelyne during their stay in Palandara in 
the winter of 86-87.  Later, when Robert 
was stationed in Peshawar, he saw 
Najmudin a few more times, finding him 
“always friendly, always glad to meet up 
again,” but more aloof, less comfortable in 
the big city than in his home village.  There 
hasn’t been any news of him since the end 
of the 1980s.

Odile took a seventeen-year break from 
her work as a nurse to raise her three 
children.  She recently returned to work  
in a physical rehabilitation clinic near Aix-
en-Provence.

Mahmad did not wish to have anything 
said about him.  We’ll just send a friendly 
thought his way and say he is fine.

We hadn’t been able to gather any news 
of Michel and Ronald by the time of 
publication.  If  they read this book, in 
English, French, or Dutch, they should 
know that the whole team is expecting 
to have them over for a feast of palao 
and chorchoy.

The journalist from Alsace, now in his 
early eighties, has continued on his 
unique path.  As but one example, he 
covered the Taliban’s retreat to southern 
Afghanistan under pressure from the 
advancing US forces in October 2001, 
living among them.

Robert also occasionally saw Abdul Jabar 
in Peshawar. The MSF staff’s ties with him 
weren’t as close as with Najmudin.  We 
don’t know what became of him.

ThePhotographer_1P_Final.indd   265 8/14/08   2:25:21 PM



266 267

The Wakil, or representative, 
of Teshkan, was described by 
several members of the team 
as a shrewd man, with whom 
you had to know precisely what 
you wanted and stick firmly 
to your positions.  He ruled 
with a strong hand one of the 
poorest valleys in the area.  He 
was also a hard-boiled fighter 
who, despite a withered arm 
that was horribly painful in the 
wintertime, didn’t shy away 
from rough games of buzkashi.  
He was murdered in 1989, shot 
in the back by Afghan rivals 
as he prayed, at Massoud’s 
headquarters in Takhar 
province.

Upon his father’s death, the 
Wakil’s son took over interim 
command of the valley for a 
brief period, but he didn’t have 
the stature to handle such 
responsibility.  Power passed to 
another commander during an 
administrative reorganization of 
valleys.

The story of Amrullah is truly 
extraordinary.  After having 
suffered an awful face wound 
and undergone an operation 
in Zaragandara, led by John, 
Robert and Régis, he was sent 
to France through the efforts 
of an association started by an 
anesthesiologist and a surgeon 
in Alès, in southern France.  
Régis brought him to France 
and took him to Alès, where 
he was warmly welcomed 
and underwent several more 
operations on his jaw.  Thanks 
to the remarkable work already 
done in Zaragandara, in the 
minimal conditions that we saw, 
no bone grafts were needed.  
After a few months, Amrullah, 
who had been adopted by the 
people of Alès as one of them, 
returned to Badakhshan and 
was welcomed back there by 
Robert.  He brought with him 
some money that had been 
collected by the association to 
fund several schools.  Robert 
recalls that Amrullah did not tell 
the people of his village about 
what his stay in France was 
like.  He preferred not to say 
anything.

Bassir Khan, a former 
schoolteacher, ruled the whole 
valley of Yaftal throughout the 
war against the Soviet Union 
and beyond, until the takeover 
by the Taliban.  He was an ally 
of Ahmad Shah Massoud within 
the Jamiat-e-Islami party, but 
not without rivalry.  He retired 
at the time of the establishment 
of the Northern Alliance and 
returned to Feyzabad, where he 
is believed to remain until now.  
He promoted the presence of 
the MSF teams and supported 
their work.  That earned him 
the team’s gratitude and even 
fondness.  Régis describes 
him as a bon vivant.  Didier 
had a harsher take on him.  He 
remained angry with Bassir for 
having dumped an escort on 
him whose desertion nearly cost 
him his life.  
Apparently, Bassir had the four 
men of the escort punished 
with a severe beating upon their 
return to Yaftal.

Didier later met up again with 
Aider Shah in Barg-e-Matal, 
during a mission in October 
1988.  He showed the same 
fatherly hospitality.  He hasn’t 
been seen since that time.
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Even though Madeleine and Jacques Fournot do 
not appear in this story, we could not conclude it 
without saluting them.  It was thanks to them that 
their daughter Juliette came to know Afghanistan 
so deeply.  The family settled there in the 1960s, 
a time of peace.  Jacques, an engineer, worked 
on developing some of the rural regions of the 
country.  His passionate interest in Afghanistan’s 
arts and crafts, traditional industry, ways of life, 
and spirituality, in addition to his deep knowledge 
and fairness, won him the respect of many 
Afghans.  Fifteen years later, in the midst of a 
war, just mentioning his name brought Juliette 
some crucial protections.
Most of the members of the MSF missions to 
Afghanistan met the Fournots either before 
leaving or upon their return, receiving wise 
advice, comforting talk, or a listening ear.  “They 
gave us the keys to Afghanistan,” explains 
Robert.  All those who met this couple, and saw 
how they lived with their door and their hearts 
open to the world, felt that their lives were hugely 
enriched as a result.  Our fond thoughts go to 
Jacques, who passed away in 2004, and we send 
our warm greetings to Madeleine.

Kandinissa, the girl who was 
wounded in the same bombing 
by shrapnel fragments that 
cut her spine, died six months 
later of septic shock.  Living 
conditions in her village did not 
allow for the constant care that 
she needed.  She was about ten 
years old.  

Didier’s relationship with 
Dominique did not withstand 
the test of time.  Nor did Didier’s 
notebook, his diary of his 
return from Afghanistan.  It 
disappeared during a move.  
This graphic novel would have 
been different if the authors 
had been able to draw on 
that document.  Too bad, or 
so much the better.  Still, if a 
reader finds it in some corner 
of France, Emmanuel would be 
grateful to hear about it.  One 
thing that did survive is a small 
red spiral-bound notebook in 
which Didier kept track of the 
monies spent over the course 
of the return, especially the 
amounts extorted by the “wolf” 
and his men.  The English-Dari 
dictionary also made it, which 
isn’t bad, considering all it went 
through.

Despite the dressing-down 
he got from Juliette and his 
chiefs, the corrupt cop of Bum 
Boret continued to ply his little 
racketeering trade.  Régis also 
fell into his clutches and Robert 
avoided him only narrowly a 
year later.  So be warned.

The little boy who was wounded 
during the bombing of Püstuk 
and died a few hours later was 
not called Ahmad Jan, as Didier 
thought he heard.  His name 
was Nazim Jan.  He was three 
years old.

ThePhotographer_1P_Final.indd   267 8/14/08   2:25:24 PM



ThePhotographer_1P_Final.indd   268 8/14/08   2:25:24 PM



	 “This is one man’s war memories, filled not with tales of larger-than-life heroism but 

with the chance encounters, tragic absurdities and small kindnesses experienced by a sheltered young 

soldier of uncommon intelligence, as recollected by an older man who has come to take stock of his 

life and reconsider the values by which he has lived it. He comes to question himself, his country and 

humanity in general, while retaining a humanitarian warmth and a deep appreciation for the arts. . . . 

This epic graphic memoir spans oceans and generations, with a narrative as engrossing as the artistry 

that illustrates it. . . . a volume that underscores the resonance and legacy of war.”

— Kirkus Reviews, Starred Review

	 “Guibert writes and draws for American G.I. Alan Cope in this poignant and frank 
graphic memoir of a young soldier who was told to serve his country in WWII and how 

it changed him forever. . . . Together, Cope and Guibert forge a story that resonates with humanity. 

Guibert's illustrations capture the time period vividly. While the subject matter is familiar from many 

wartime memoirs, Guibert's fluid, simple but assured line-work captures the personalities of Cope and 

his friends, elevating the material to a far more affecting level."

— Publishers Weekly, Starred Review

 Alan’s War
by Emmanuel Guibert
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“An inevitable story about a boy becoming a man under the most extreme conditions. Once 

[people] see themselves in Giuliano, they won’t likely forget his memories.”

— School Library Journal

“Challenging and provacative.”
— Bulletin of the Center for Children's Books

“In this powerful graphic novel. . .  Gipi uses deceptively crude black-and-white panels to 

portray a world sliding into chaos. Young men are left adrift as society unravels.”

— VOYA

Notes for a 
War Story
by Gipi
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	 “The heartbreaking power of Deogratias is how it keeps the reader distant from the 

atrocities by showing the trivial cruelties of everyday life before and after the genocide. . . . There is no 

catharsis, only the realization that even justice turns its champion into a monster.” 

— Publishers Weekly, Starred Review

“The tragedy and international shame of the Rwandan genocide that took place in 

the 1990's is realized in this fictional and symbolism-studded parable."  

— Booklist

“One of the most intense, gripping graphic novels to date. . .  a masterful work with 

vibrant, confident art, this book will stay with and haunt its readers.” 

— School Library Journal

Deogratias
by J.P. Stassen
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