
from the novel 

Bedouins on the Edge 

Abdelaziz Errachidi 

P
olicemen, arriving from the nearby precinct and annoyed by the 

cold and insignificance of the place, recorded the details of an acci­

dent that night: an elegant white car without a licence plate had hit a 

wooden electric pole. A snarl of wires from the pole lay beside it. No 

passengers were to be found at the site despite the fact that the car was 

new. The damage was minimal, and there didn't appear to be any victims. 

The policeman ordered the onlookers from the town to leave. 

Leaving nothing unturned, the police recorded their observations: the 

number of miles on the car; how much it had sunk into the thin layer 

of mud; the estimated power of the impact that had caused a petrol 

leak, preventing them from continuing; the approximate time of the 

crash; and other details no one but the obsessed would bother with. 

And despite the weight of their tired eyes, they didn't forget to question 

wimesses, although no one had actually seen the accident at the time. 

Everything was there in front of them: the new car whose hefty 

tyres had woken them up in the dark of night. Yet there were no 

passengers. Where had they gone, leaving their car and their belong­

ings behind? Leaving behind warm comfortable seats on an autumn 

night cold enough to make people shiver under their covers? 

Opening up the boot, they found a seed bag, an axe and an odd­

shaped hoe. There was also some food and ripped pieces of paper. 

A long time had passed and not one person from the town could 

claim they knew what had happened. But there were those who 

would narrate the event endlessly, their faces expressing surprise and 

their eyes ablaze as they scrutinised the details with the mastery of 
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