Malika Oufkir: the American Making of a Moroccan Star

If Morocco israrely apolitical issue in American popular culture, severd
newspapers and TV shows took us by surprise recently when they devoted extensive
reports to Malika Oufkir and her recent autobiography Stolen Lives (2001), originaly
published in French as La Prisonniére (1999). Written in collaboration with the French
novelist Michée Fitouss, Mdika s account of imprisonment was a bestsdller in France
for many weeks and is now trandated in as many as nineteen languages. But it isin
Americathat the book has attained its greatest success, topping bestsdller lists of severd
American newspapers. Over the last few months, Mdika, 47, has been touring American
cities, spesking a prestigious universities, book forums, private dinners, and popular TV
shows. Her early life at the Moroccan paace, her imprisonment, and her escape have
meade the top story of NBC, Channel Five, Fox TV, “Sixty Minutes,” “Rosy O’ Donnd
Show,” and the most popular show of Oprah Winefrey.

Malika cannot help being stunned at the unexpected popularity with which
America has received her story, a popularity which helps her revive an old dream she had
when shewas il living a the Moroccan palace. “What do young women dream of,” she
remembers asking hersdlf, “Mogt of them dream of love. | dreamed of stardom” (76).
Madika s sardom is now irreversible as her gory, it is rumored, will mogt likely obtain a
film contract & Hollywood. As Mdikaistrying to come to terms with her turbulent past,
her rising popularity will enable her to redeem the logt prestige of the Oufkir family and
rescue their name from along period of isolation and obscurity. Asked by an American
journalist about the impact of her book, Malika said: “Our successis not the saes, the
profit, or money, but the globalization of our story.” Commenting on the success of her
dory in adifferent interview, Madika affirmed that, “I’m lucky to have been ableto
revive the name Oufkir.” Ironicaly, Mdika s dream of stardom was put to rest by twenty
years of imprisonment just asit is now being revived by the written sory of that same
imprisonment.

Ironic coincidences do not stop here. For while Mdikais on an American
campaign to “revive’ her family name, the European media on the other side of the
Atlantic, notably BBC and the French newspaper Le Monde, are discovering new
evidence regarding her father’ s reponghility in torturing, kidnapping, and assassinding
Moroccan civilians and activigts during the 60s and early 70s. To keep her marketable
image as innocent as possible, Mdika has said nothing about the “reviva” of the Oufkir
gory in the French newspapers, which she must have closdy read. Moreover, hiding
information about her past can only be conducive to what she sees as reasons for her
success in the U.S. Answering a question on why the American public is more receptive
to her story than the French, Mdika stated on “The Oprah Show”: “It ssemsto me that
Americans have...a different senghility. They are aware of being privileged. On the other
hand, the French are more familiar with Moroccan history and the story of the Oufkirs
shocks them less.” Doesthisimply that her present popularity is merely based on the
Americans unfamiliarity with Morocco? What makes the story appeding to American
readers, and how does it fascinate them? Would the American public continue to give her
the same reception if they are properly informed of her father’ s abominable atrocities?

Let me now attempt to answer these questions by re-examining the very book—
Solen Lives—behind Mdika s emerging stardom. The story is no doulbt captiveting.



Oufkir, the former prisoner, and Fitouss, the writer, put their oral and writing talents
together to create a moving narrative which offers readers instant gratification. The book
is“an unforgettable story of one woman's journey to freedom,” says an editorid review
published on the web site of the Oprah Book Club. Other reviews read as follows:
Madika s *horrifying descriptions’ of her confinement are “ mesmerizing, especidly when
contrasted with her earlier lifein theroya court;” her “experience does not fit easily into
current perceptions of politica prisoners victimized for their beliefs or actions.” So goes
the advertiang for Stolen Lives, the reading sdection for the month of June at the Oprah
Book Club.

Solen Lives interests American reviews less as a“prison narrative’ based on
revolutionary beliefs than as a story of radica contrasts shaped around dramatic turnsin
Mdika slife. Asthe daughter of the king'stop aid, Madikahad a* dream childhood” and
a spoiled adolescence (she introspectively remembers this period as confinement) in the
Moroccan Palace, where she became the adoptive daughter of the king at age 5. She went
back to her parents home when she was 16. Taking advantage of her father’s unlimited
power, Maika continued to enjoy her aristocratic lifestyle, flying to European and
American citieswhenever she desired, riding fancy cars, wearing the most fashionable
clothes, and hanging out with film cdlebrities like Alain Ddon and Steve McQueen. The
falure of her father, who had control of the Moroccan police and the army, to nate
the king Hassan 11 in a 1972 military coup suddenly put an end to her extravagant life.
Mohamed Oufkir was executed, leaving his entire family subject to twenty years of
imprisonment and house arrest. As they became convinced that the Moroccan authorities
left them to diein prison, Malikaand her brother escaped in 1987 to inform the outsde
world about their case. They obtained their full freedom in 1992.

No summary could do justice to the emotiond intensity of the book, which was
conceaived five years after Malika gained her freedom. Thanksto its powerful language,
dramatic tone, supense, and vivid imagery, where Fitouss’ s literary command is quite
manife, Stolen Lives isamgor contribution to the genre of autobiography. The reeder is
left with no choice but to identify with a broken woman whose remarkable story of
surviva recalls captivity-escape themes, once so typica of epics, classica novels, and
Hollywood movies.

However, the emotiond drive of the sory, its moral weight, and its aesthetic
quality ought not to deter us from congidering a“written text,” intended for public
consumption and read by audiences beyond Madika s control. Harsh as this may sound,
Solen Lives requires a critica reading, a patient reading that must leave aside the media' s
manipulation and the sensation it generates in Americato look into the larger political
and historical framework within which this Moroccan story emerges and develops. The
event itsdlf (the conditions as Mdikaand her family actudly experienced them) and the
written form that gorings from it (the text consiructed on the basis of memory and
flashbacks) are two different things, which may or may not correspond. If it is so naturd
to sympathize with the former, it is then no lesslegitimate to question the latter. On one
dde or the other, it is unwise to view the text, any written texts for that matter, asan
impeccable trandation of its origina story.

Solen Lives, in particular, invites such a critica gpproach, regardless of its co-
authors intention. Mdikais not any storyteller, but, as her partner putsit in the preface,
“aremarkable sorytdler,” “A Schherazade” (3). Endowed with a sharp awareness of the



power of sorytelling, Mdikais conscious that stories, her own included, can thrill and
manipulate the audience, sometimes at the mord cost of twisting and distorting red facts.
Itisin prison that Malika discovers the empowering effects of sorytelling:

| was disturbed to redlize the extent of my power over the others. The Story [an
imaginary story about nineteenth-century Russia] was so redl to them that | could
manipulate and influence them at will. When | sensed they were unhappy, | would
restore things with afew phrases. The Story was part of our everyday life, to the
point that it caused arguments and passions to flare. (156)

We sincerely gpplaud Mdika on the creetive skills she employed to save her family from
giving into thefatd inertia of the cdll and to keep their human hopes dive. But we dso
worry that some of her manipulative skills may have spilled over to the text that is now
between our hands. We become more concerned when we discover that her life story
intersects with higtoricd redities and politica facts shared by the Moroccan public at
large: Idam, monarchy, French colonidism, liberty of expresson, Genera Oufkir, the
assassination of Ben Berka are dl delicate issues making the common politica stock of
Morocco. Given Ms. Oufkir’ s direct or indirect involvement in these events, isshe
capable of resigting the temptation to manipulate them for her own ideologica purposes?

By cdling hersdf Scheherazade of the Arabian Nights Malika catersto the Wes,
where the market for Orientd exaticiam is il thriving. Mdika as wel as Fitouss, who
supervises the story from alofty invishble tower, arouse the West’ s exotic desirein
severa respects. They both encourage a non-domestic interpretation that externdly feeds
on racid, culturd, and rdigious differences. Stolen Lives goes beyond its nationd
boundaries to occupy an international medium contested by two mutualy exclusve
worlds, mapped as “East” and “West”. Unlike Abddatif Laabi, Abaraham Serfaty, and
other Moroccan politica prisons who aso published accounts of their imprisonment,
Malika Oufkir introduces hersdf as avictim not only of the monarchy which was once its
protector, but of alarger enemy implicitly identified as Orientd, Eastern, Arab, or
Idamic avilizaion.

Long before her fal from grace, Mdikaisirritated by anything Moroccan, from
tradition and religion to language and mores. Although she received her education at
prestigious Moroccan schools that Moroccans of her generation could not even afford to
dream of, Mdika has only learnt how to renounce, not to critique, the culturd, linguigtic,
and psychologicd foundations of her native country. What M oroccans take as the
advantages of their bilingua education, Malika, not yet reaching her twenties, pompoudy
defines as the symptoms of an identity crisis “1 was permanently torn between East and
West. At my parents house and at the VillaY asmina we spoke French, but at the Palace
Arabic wastherule’ (57). The Paace and the Oufkir Mansion are constantly brought up
into competition, one symbolizing the archaic world of Idam and Arabic, the other
representing the Western values of freedom, modernity, and French. Caught up between
these two contradictory worlds, Malika portrays hersdf as aliberd woman who by fate's
mistake happens to be living in the wrong country—the medieva Idamic Eag.

Asthe story picks up steam, the position of being torn between East and West
turns out to be little more than a polite expression, set aside once Malikais ready to make
her choice. After admitting that she was “protected” in the Pdace, thet this “little



community living in the past preserved me from the dangers of the wider world,” she
adds the following statement: “But, deep down insde, | was a European. | was often
shocked by what went on within the Place walls, by the crudty and severity of the
sentences and punishments’ (58-59; emphasis mine). Conversdly, if Mdika happensto
be Moroccan a dl, then sheisonly so superficidly. Why isit so difficult to spesk of
one' s suffering as a Moroccan? Must one be European to distinguish between right and
wrong, between the normal and the shocking?

Since the West isthe primary, if not the exclusve, audience Mdika hasin mind,
it istempting—and all too easy—to wear the mask of a European Scheherazade
victimized by the entire Idamic world. Western readers and spectators, in exchange, can
be equally tempted to find in her an authoritative voice for expressng what they,
congtrained by the rhetoric of political correctness, could not say themsalves, at least not
openly. They are likely to whisper something like, “here' saMoroccan liberd woman
victimized for her European beliefs,” * her tragedy exemplifies the inhuman trestment of
women in Idamic culture” “Mdika s escape from the East isaneutrd confirmation of
our civilized and democratic vaues.” Mdika s posturein her book and on her TV
appearances does not make it so difficult to imagine such racist atements, some of
which were openly advanced on The Oprah Show on other American TV channdsas
well.

By identifying hersdf as someone who comes from “the Sharifa, direct
descendants of the prophet” (32), Mdika lets us assume that sheisaMudim. But she
does so only to remind us of the nonnegotiable conflict between her culturd and
religious heritage on the one hand, and her liberd individua aspirations on the other. “In
our family,” she asserts, “ Christmas had aways been sacred. Even at the Palace, where
Idam was dominant, Christmas was il Chrigmas’ (153). Once again, the East and the
West—viardigion thistime—are brought up into a knock-out whose outcome is decided
by Mdika, the in-between arbiter. To make her readers more convinced about the depth
of her Europeanness, Mdika defines her embrace of Chrigtian holidays, idols, and rituals
asabove dl argection of her former Idamic identity. The prison, which functionsas a
surrogate family housg, is the shrine where Mdika and her family, except her mother
who “remained agood Mudim,” openly announce their conversion: “we had rejected
Idam, which had brought us nothing good, and opted for Catholicism ingtead.” If the
Ourkirs survived their orded and gained their freedom it is because they “were convinced
the Virgin Mary was protecting us’ (188).

Madlikaisfree, naturdly enough, to remember her pain and express her resentment
in the terms she prefers. But the freedom of speech and the freedom of worship do not
entitle her to systematically and openly disrespect the beliefs of her own people, who by
principle stand againg the unjudtified imprisonment of the Oufkir family. Isit so difficult
for Maikato spesk of her conversion without degrading her heritage? Her story would
have been totdly different if Mdikahad chosen to criticize her culture from alocd and
informed perspective. Ingtead, she investsinto a provocative scheme which vowsto
frugtrate the spiritud, culturd, and psychologicd senghilities of an entire people. Mdika
misses no chance in pecifying thet her family’s socid manners, their nick names (one of
Madlika s agtersis nicknamed “Brigitte Bardot”, the famous French racist), the books
they order and read, the radio programs they listen to, the soccer teams they cheer, and
the performances they stage in prison are good and exciting because they al bear the



blessng slamp of Europe. Mdikaingsts on reminding us thet the dightest detail in her
lifeis oneway or another an expressed alegiance to the West. For example, the Oufkirs
“were dl footbdl fans...we often had to Stuff rags into our mouths to stop ourselves from
screaming, especidly when France was playing” (166). As Mdika“dill remembers’
now, France, winning or losing, isthe only nationd team that stirred their “enthusasm
and disgppointment” (167). Malika does not spare even thistrivid detail, whichis
nonetheless expressive of one's patriotism.

To make her story more precious on the globa merketplace, Mdika sdls the sdif-
image of a Moroccan renegade, a Europeanoriented martyr persecuted by the “barbaric”
East now waiting to be reclamed by the civilized Chrigtian West. But the image is more
complex than it looks. Mdika does not abdicate her Moroccan background without first
exploiting it, dbeit insrumentaly. She recuperates her Moroccan identity when it is
suitable to her pogition as a native spokeswoman endowed with due expertisein
Moroccan palitics. Speaking as awell-informed indder, Mdika adleges that dl
Moroccans are “prisoners’ of their own culture, their religion, and their political system
(she excludes here her father’ s military power) without at the same time being conscious
of their own fate. Right after her escgpe from prison, a significant public scenein the
streets of Casablanca catches her attention:

This continua procession of people walking with their heads down, not seeing
where they were going, reminded me of Chaplain’s Modern Times. | fdt curioudy
sorry for them. All in dl, they were more to be pitied than | was. Perplexed, |
mused: ‘ So isthislife, isthis freedom? They are just as much prisoners as|

was...” (202)

Malika, who has dl dong turned a blind eye to her father’ s horrid crimes and to her own
abuse of power, pities Moroccans for being blind, submissive, and lost. Not surprisingly,
these are the same qudlities that Mdika gppreciates when it comesto her father;
Moroccans then are not submissive but “loyd” to Mohamed Oufkir, the man of judtice
and compassion. In her turn, Malika poses here as a wise woman who is able to diagnose
and assure Moroccans that she knows them more than they know themsealves. Y et, the
more she pretends to know the deeper she exposes hersdf as someone with an ambitious
task but lacks the most basic intellectud and methodological meansto carry it out.
Malika should make it clear that her politica andysis, no matter how embroiled
in emotion, is restricted to a persond trauma going back to the Oufkirs long benefit from
and abrupt deprivation of the roya privileges “If | ill respected Hassan 1l asmy
adoptive father, | hated the despot he had become the day he began to persecute us’
(124). The question that haunts her, therefore, is formulated around the enigmatic
relationship between her father Mohamed Oufkir and her adoptive father Hassan II: “The
dlent hodtility between the two men | loved most in the world grieved and worried me”’
(85). But the Freudian turn againgt the adoptive father is freed of its psychologica
bounds to become a vindictive campaign whereby the whole Moroccan nation is accused
of being behind the Oufkirs suffering and victimization. As Maika s finger-pointing
shows throughout her story, al Moroccans must be blamed for her predicament. Should
we fal to get this accusatory idea from the story itself, Fitouss highlightsit in the book’s
preface as a verdict dividing the accuser (Mdika) and the accused (M oroccan people).



Malika holds Moroccan people in “warmth and passion,” asserts Fitouss, “even though
they deserted her” (6). Guilty asthey dl are, Moroccan men and woman should slently
accept the verdict, nodding their heads in recognition of Mdika s pitiful and forgiving
words. Their sympathy may not be even retained since it is counterproductive to her
generd and globd cavacade againgt their Idamic or Eastern beliefs. Has she left any
reasons for Moroccans, treated here as* deserters,” to sympathize with her story?

Fitouss’s absurd judgment reflects that sheis either amediocre reader of the
gory, or istoo persondly involved in Mdika s scheme to be curious about the history of
the Oufkirs. What are the specific crimes committed by Moroccans to deserve Malika's
blame? Or, what good Malika has done to Morocco to fed disappointed by Moroccans?
No matter how strong her suffering and imprisonment, they aone do not make Mdikaa
nationa heroine whose ideas and actions are to be shared by Moroccans. The latter stong
reasons to reject her polarized and polemical views, without compromising their beief in
free speech and (sdf)criticism. What was Maika doing when Moroccans of her
generdion (the late 60s and early 70s) were fighting for an independent country inspired
by the modern vaues of democracy, freedom, and socia progress at the price of being
massvely diminated by the repressive machine set up by her father?

A short glance a her life prior to imprisonment is enough to make us argue that
Madika had nothing in common with Moroccan men and women of her age. The
Generd’ s daughter ridiculoudy describes hersdf as* arebd”, “ afeminit,” but neither
of these terms has asocia or politica significance. She spent the years she now
remembers as her rebelious period in shopping for the right skirts, securing the last
fashionable haircuts, and snesking to the most fashionable nightclubs in Morocco and
abroad. Here' s the passage that sums up the productive years of the so-caled rebd:

| just hed to snap my fingers and anything | wanted was mine without any effort
onmy part. Travel?| flew first classthe way others took the bus. Clothes? |
bought up couturiers collections in every mgor European city and, if need be, |
borrowed my mother’s Saint Laurent outfits. Fun? My life was an endless round
of parties and balls, with guests straight out of the society gossip columns.
Holidays? | had a choice, the world was my oydter. | took everything for granted,
money, luxury, power, royaty and subservience. (75)

How do we read this passage? Many would read it as a confession that clears, if not
absolves, Mdika s political standing. But once we examine the passage carefully and in
relation to the insdious message underlying the entire text, we reach a different
concluson. Mdika hides from us the story of her luxurious lifestyle to exonerate her
family from power and corruption. She never admits thet the fortunes she spent on her
numerous indulgences were illegally and immorally amassed by her father. Nor does she
fed guilty that the bills of her consumerist desires were paid by the Moroccan poor.

The unbridgeable gap between Mdika and the rest of the Moroccan people needs
no further comment. Y et recalling makes us dert to the book’ s narrative strategies.
Malika s omissions are meant to keep the radical contrast, as carried by American
reviews, newspapers, web sites, and TV shows, neat and undisturbed. To put the matter
differently, Maikawould like usto interpret the luxury of her youth as a contrast to her
subsequent hardship in prison, not in comparison with the impoverished and modest life



of her fellow Moroccans. Readers with no particular knowledge of Moroccan politics risk
to be mided by the storyteller’ s strategies: they would empathize with Mdikaasa
woman who was once wrapped in opulence and now stripped to the basic means of
prison life. Asfor informed readers, it is doubtful that they would be deceived, especidly
in Morocco where the name “Oufkir” has dways been, and continues to be, synonymous
with betraya, saf-serving military coups, kidnappings, assassnations, and massive
repression of civilians.

But let us know move on to dig out the roots of Madlika's European and Chrigtian
identity. Since Mdika—a Berber native for whom Berbers are no more than exotic
clowns stereotypicdly identified as“Blue Men” of the desert—acquired her new identity
neither by birth nor by naturdization, her “deep” Europeanness may be explained in
terms of her family’s colonia past. As she hersdlf tdls us, both her grandfather and her
father owe their political prominence to their careersin the French colonid regime, which
ruled Morocco from 1912 to the independence in 1955. In the 1920s, her grandfather,
Ahmed Oufkir, was gppointed “Provincid governor” of a southern region by “Lyautey,
then Resident Genera under the French Protectorate” (14). Her father would inherit the
same, if not stronger, zedl for colonid service. After his educeation at the school of Azrou,
he became “ second lieutenant in the French army” and received “his captain’ s stripesin
Indochina’ (14).

It is astounding that this history poses no mord or ethica problemsto Mdika,
who ingtead conveys it to us with smplicity, innocence, and even pride. Nowhere does
sheimply that by serving the French colonia regime, the Oufkirs were actudly betraying
Moroccans of their generation who were dying in thousands, in the Rif, the Atlas, the
South, and in the cities to free their native country from French occupation. Worse,
Mohamed Oufkir, as severd historical sourcestestify, did not hesitate to execute
hundreds of Moroccans during the popular uprising following the exile of King
Mohamed V—Mdika s adoptive father—in the early 1950s. Mohamed Oufkir killed his
own countrymen, both Berber and Arab, without the dightest fedling of shame.

Nor does his daughter desire to redeem his crimina past in guilty or confessond
terms. What stands clearly as the father’ s betrayd is for the daughter an achievement to
be rewarded. “His career was progressing rapidly,” says Mdika. “By 1955 he had risen to
the rank of mgor in the French army, when he left to become king Mohammed V'’ s chief
alde-de-camp, after playing an ingrumentd role in bringing the King back from exile’
(15). Mdikadevioudy transforms her father’ s opportunism into natura outlines of a
progressing career. Her father would of course not let any opportunity dip by without
exploiting it to keep his dominance. He distanced himsdlf from the French and their
Moroccan puppets (Laglaoui and Ben Arafat) only when he redized that the end of the
French rule was eminent and the power transfer was about to take place. He successfully
made his way into the new Morocco, climbing from director of Nationa security to
minigter of the Interior to head of the army. Thetdling irony isthat hisrole in rebuilding
the free nation conssted in emptying it of its most promising voices in democracy, socid
progress, and economic development. Just as his military power was increasing so were
his crimes.

Among Mr. Oufkir’s countless crimes the most notoriousis the nation of
the Moroccan and Third World charismétic leader Mehdi Ben Barka. All Moroccans
knew that Mdika s father kidnapped and executed Ben Barkain 1965. If it istoo



embarrassing for Mdikato ignore her father’ simplication in the nation, she
remembersit in her book as acomplicated affair beyond the mental scope of ayoung
womean like her:

One student called me amurderer’ s daughter, because of the Ben Barka affair,
about which | il knew nothing. | didn’t know whét to say back to them. With
the naivety of my age, it wasn't my father | condemned during our political
arguments, but the Government with acapitd G and acapita R. (66)

Malika cannot be more frustrating. 1t makes absolutely no sense to describe the Moroccan
government from the independence to the 1972 coup without mentioning its essentia
backbone the General Mohamed Oufkir. Nor does it make sense that her classmateis so
meature to name the murderer while Malika, the “bright student” (85), istoo naive to even
guess the crimes committed by her own father. Her devotion to French values did not
help her ether in discovering that France sentenced her father to life imprisonment for
kidnapping Ben Barka (Fitouss puts the information in the book’ s footnote).

Curioudy, Mdikawas too naive to grasp her father’ s arocities yet so smart to
take advantage of his servants, police escorts, body guards, and of anything el se that was
under his control, thet is, everything. “I obtained my driving license thanks to my police
escort who asked the examiner to give it to me” Malika spontaneoudy tells us (70). The
same thing holds true for her school exams, scholarships, and studies abroad—the list of
the laws broken by the Oufkirs can never be closed. All of a sudden, the Oufkir mansion,
the bastion of French vaues according to the daughter, collgpses upon its own inhabitants
when they are asked to prove their commitment to law, trustworthiness, trangparency, and
honesty.

Mdika s naivete and olbsesson with luxury, if we wish, might explain her
disnterest in politica details, but never to the extent of ignoring the fact that her father
had absolute power over the Moroccan secret service, security forces, home affairs, the
army, and the Royd Air Force. Most importantly, by the time Mdika conceived and
wrote down her sory she was a mature woman and a responsible public figure that could
no longer hide the truth under the excuse of naivete. Y &t, there is no significant difference
between her thoughts now and her thoughts thirty years ago. The message remainsthe
same: Oufkir used to be a powerful man, but dl his crimes, including the assassination of
Ben Barka, were virtualy committed by the monarchy.

The missng detallsin the Ben Barka affar are now made available by European
and Moroccan newspapers and magazines. According to the French daily Le Monde of
June 26, 2001, Ben Barkawas “tortured to death” in avilla outsde Paris, nated
by the Generd Oufkir and his assstant Mgor DIimi” in the degp night of October 29,
1965. The Moroccan newspaper Le Journal added that King Hassan 11 made it dmost
clear in one of his speeches at the time that Ben Barka had the choice to come back from
his French exile to help form a Moroccan democratic government. The prospect of such a
government was an obvious threat to Oufkir’ s power. He therefore began to coordinate
with the French secret services and the CIA agentsin preparation for the crime.

Oufkir did not smply execute Ben Barka, but was determined to savagely torture
him. To go back to the shocking details provided by Le Monde, “Mehdi Ben Barka, with
aface dripping with swest, is gasping for breath. Holding a blade in his hand, Oufkir gets



closer, brushes againgt his [Ben Barka s] face, and draws sharp cuts on his open chest.
But the opponent does not react, nor does he answer the questions DIimi continues to ask
him.” Because of Ben Barka s nationa and internationa reputation, his execution had to
be done in perfect execution. The corpse was smuggled in a plane to Rabat and was then
dissolved in abath of acid by Oufkir's security agents. It is actudly one of these agents,
Mohamed Boukhari, who uncovered the whole story of Ben Barka s kidnapping and
nation.

In spite of the pieces of information spared by Mdika, sheis never willing to help
us get aglimpse of the ghastly role her father, who figuresin her book’ s dedication,
played in modern Morocco. Had Madikatold us the whole truth her story would have
captivated our hearts and our minds. To the thousand spectators who watched her on
American TV channds, where, surprisngly, no one familiar with Moroccan politics was
invited, Mdika could have bravely told the missing truth about her family’ s devastating
legacy. In addition to blaming the monarchy, she could have dropped a short note about
the CIA involvement in Ben Barka s assassination to make her American admirers
question their foreign policy. For those of us who are deeply concerned, like the members
of the Ben Barka family, Madlika s recollection of her parents is even more insuiting: “I
came from an ordinary family with principles and vaues that were different from those of
the Palace” (58).

If her father is“ordinary” then we should no longer trust the meaning of words.
Perhaps such a skeptical attitude will motivate us to serioudy think about the making of
gories, not only what they say but also how they are written, published, and
disseminated. Asfor the Oufkirs values and principles, they have yet to find an identity
that will adopt them. In the meantime, we will continue to imagine Scheherazade as an
exotic plant whose seeds were planted on a spoiled Moroccan soil and whose sour fruits
are sweetened and consumed elsewhere.
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