SENEGAL
Couched between the arid desert lands in Northern Senegal and lush tropical forests in the south, Senegal boasts a stunning array of sights, sounds and flavours. The capital Dakar alone hands you the country in a capsule. Perched on the tip of a beach-lined peninsula, this dizzying city is composed elegance and street hustle all rolled into one. The busy streets, vibrant markets and glittering nightlife will easily draw you into their relentless rhythm, but the escape route is always open – be it to the meditative calm of the historical Île de Gorée or the golden sands of Yoff and N’Gor. And if Dakar’s sensory overload really gets too much, architecturally beautiful Saint-Louis, the first French settlement in West Africa, boasts a vibrant urban culture without the inner-city bustle.
 
North and south of Dakar, wide strips of white sand invite swimming and sunbathing, whether in the built-up resort zones, where a lazy day at the beach can be followed by a cocktail trail at night, or in one of the coast’s charming fishing villages, the beaches of which are dotted with hundreds of colorful wooden pirogues. At the deltas of the Casamance and Saloum Rivers, the coastline is broken up into a maze of thick mangroves, tiny creeks, wide lagoons and shimmering plains. Whether you want to mingle with the trendsetters of urban Africa, or be alone with your thoughts and the sounds of nature – Senegal is the place to be.
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«As long as the lions will not have their own historians, tales of hunting will always turn to the glory of the hunter». African proverb. In the suburbs of Dakar
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«One single finger can not take a pebble». Bambara proverb. On the road between Dakar and Tambacounda
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Poster of Abdoulaye Wade, during the presidential campaign, re-elected in February 2007. In the streets of Tambacounda
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Senegalese women, despite the predominantly Muslim religion, has an independence and autonomy that many women in industrialized countries would envy. Present in all economic fields, many of them have reached the highest positions in the country. Seductive, extrovert, they are appreciated by all Africans. As such, they fully intend to represent all African women in their struggles to improve the life of the continent. Fight against female circumcision, against polygamy etc ... you can not see it on national television. The evening news, presented every other day by a woman shows how they have emerged in recent years as full citizens.
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Goree iland
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Portrait,Dakar
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Streets of Saint Louis 

9

Return of the fishermen, Mbour
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Return of the fishermen, Mbour
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«The stranger gives you the chance to be yourself, by making a stranger of yourself». Bambara proverb
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Return of the fishermen, Mbour
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«No matter where the wind blows, the sun always knows where to go». Proverb of Congo Brazzaville. Sunset over the Mbour port
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«It’s not because it’s hard that we don’tdare, but because we don’tdare that it’shard». Proverb from Togo. On the beach of Mbour
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Market, Mbour
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«He who asks to be repeated, is not necessarily deaf». Nigerian proverb. Fisherman in Mbour
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«Mbour is known for its fishing port, the largest of Senegal. Everyday, around 5 pm, the fishermen return home. A real feast for the eyes, ears, nostrils and photos. Canoes are not even approached that young people literally throw themselves into the sea, fully dressed, with large buckets, to be the first to get the best pieces they will sell just after. The boats are hoisted with the hands of men on the sand and the fish is sold in the same boat, in the rush, everyone’s feet in water.»
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«There is no greater joy than the arrival of a host in peace and friendship». African proverb
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Return of the fishermen, Mbour
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«Who said hello madam, said goodbye money». African proverb
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«Do not brandish in the air the snake you killed, the other snakes are watching you». Bantu proverb. Seller in Mbour
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«If you want to preserve your marriage, when you offer a loincloth to your stepmother, don’t say it is to cover her ass». Guinean proverb. In the bustling port of Mbour
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Sunrise in the streets of St. Louis
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In the streets of St. Louis
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Facing the fishing village, Saint-Louis
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«If you cannot find a wise friend, ready to walk with you, resolute, constant, walk alone like a king after a conquest, or an elephant in the forest». Mbed proverb. Moussa, a young Wolof on the island of Mar Lodj in the Sine Saloum

29, 30 deletees
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Portrait, Mar Lodj
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Portrait, Mar Lodj
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«If you go hunting for elephants and you meet a snail, take it». Mbed proverb. On the island of Mar Lodj, Sine Saloum
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«The bird that sings can not make its nest». Wolof proverb.On the island of Mar Lodj
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«On a tree where your father is mounted, if you can not climb, at least put your hand on the trunk». Bambara proverb. On the island of Mar Lodj in the Sine Saloum
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«Every morning in Africa, a lion wakes up knowing it must run faster than a gazelle, on pain of starvation. In Africa, every morning a gazelle wakes up knowing it must outrun the lion, or lose life. Every morning when you wake up, do not ask if you are a lion or gazelle, but run!». Bantu proverb
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«Wherever your steps can take you, your heart can also go». Wolof proverb. Fatou, on the island of Mar Lodj
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Loneliness, Saint-Louis
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«Pain is like rice in a granary: if every day you take a basket, at the end, there is no more»." Somali proverb
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In the bustling port of Mbour
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Port de Mbour
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Return of the fishermen in the Mbour harbor
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Old colonial house, Gorée
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Ile de Goree
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49

On the beach, Joal
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In the streets of St. Louis
MALI
Mali occupies the heart of a territory that once supported Africa’s greatest empires and is rich with historical resonance. This history bequeathed to Mali some of its most dramatic attractions – the legendary city of Timbuktu (Tombouctou), whose name has never lost its allure for travelers, the gloriously improbable mosque at Djenné and the bustling river port of Mopti are simply three among many.
 
Mali’s history has always been a story of its deserts and rivers. The lucrative trade routes of the Sahara once made the region among the world’s richest, and the Niger, one of the grand old rivers of Africa, is still the lifeblood of the country; to journey along the Niger River route is one of the continent’s great adventures.
 
But all of Mali is alive with a fascinating cultural mix of peoples, from the nomadic Tuareg people of the Sahara to the Niger fishing societies of the Bozo to the Dogon people clinging to the cliffs of the Falaise de Bandiagara. As a result, everywhere you go there are fascinating ceremonies, world-famous musical traditions with strong roots in the local soil, and traditional cultures as accessible to travelers as any you’ll find in Africa.
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«Man, drink water to make you beautiful. Gorge yourself with the sun to make you strong and look at the sky to become tall». Malian proverb. Bahassé, young Boso living in Djenne
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Djenné is undoubtedly the most beautiful city in Mali. Known around the world, its imposing mud mosque is classified by UNESCO as World Heritage of Humanity. Djenné has the appearance of a large village. People move around on foot, by scooter or on carts pulled by a donkey. Only a few tarps are allowed on the main square, for those arriving or leaving the city.
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Portrait, Djenné
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«Death swallows up man, it does not engulf his name and reputation». Tuareg proverb. In the market of Djenne
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«Traveling slowly does not prevent t from reaching the goal». Nigerian proverb
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Djenné, main place
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Portrait, Segou
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«Listen to the ancestors, to the spirits, the trees and the animals. Listen to all these inspirations who come to talk to us.» Sobonfu Somé
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«When creating a ritual space to release tensions, you open yourself to the problems of others and develop an ear that can listen without being defensive». Sobonfu Somé. In an Islamic school in Segou
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«The beautiful woman is the one who has a child on her back». African proverb
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«The violence of the wind does not remove the spots of the leopard». African proverb
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On the banks of the Senegal River, Kayes
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«Where we love each other, it is never night». Bambara proverb. In the streets of Kayes
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«When elephants fight, the grass is always crushed». Bantu proverb. Young resident in Mopti
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Shadows, on the Senegal river
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«Aaah, the ô so famous African kola nuts! If, Guinea, they would have aphrodisiac properties, in Mali, they are supposed to have energy virtues. It’s like the coca leaf from Africa. The kola nut is something very precious, which is offered as dowries for marriage, or to the wise men, as a mark of respect.»
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«Cross first the river before you laugh at the crocodile». African proverb. Dogon farmer on the outskirts of Banani
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«Listen more to things that to people. Hear the voice of water, hear the wind in the bush into tears: it is the breath of the ancestors». Birago Diop. Sunrise over the village of Ireli, Dogon Country
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«The sun does not ignore a village because it is small». African proverb. Dogon village, Ireli
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In the market, Segou
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«The mistake does not negate the value of the effort». Ivorian Proverb. In the streets of Mopti
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«We look forward to grow, then soon we die».  Bambara proverb. Fisherman at the  Mopti harbor
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«To you, my dear child, I can tell you all about AIDS, but I can not protect you from HIV,

I can tell you things, but I can not be responsible. I can advise you, but I can not decide for you, I can tell you about alcohol and drugs, but I can not say no to your place I can teach you kindness, but I can not give you morality, I can teach you respect, but I can not make you honorable, I’ll pass on values, but I can not give you morality. I can give you love, but I can not give you an inner beauty. I gave you life, but I can not live in your place». Abner Xoagub. Fulani Mom at the port of Mopti
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Portrait, Mopti
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Morning breakdown in Mopti
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«Make your complaint a love song to never to know that you suffer». Tuareg proverb
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«Mopti is also a huge port, planted at the confluence of the Bani and Niger river. Canoes and pinasses are overcrowded, loaded with all sorts, stalls are made of corrugated iron or plastic sheeting where they sell the fish that has just arrived from the river. Yet supposed to have been killed with a machete, they’re sometimes still dying, for one or the other, with some ups and downs in the general indifference of their companions who have already died out some time ago on the same stall. A real treat to wake up there with the first rays of sun, when it all gets under way and the atmosphere is still fresh. People light fires here and there along the water, to prepare the meals in the morning, this young puffed face stretches out of the pinnace which serves as a room and this other one there, crouching, is brushing his teeth among the debris of all kinds along the banks of the Bani, looking into space. Pensive. Or maybe simply absent.»
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«The sun rises. We arrive at Sangha, at the top of the cliff. The Dogon plateau extends over a gently south-east to north-west sloping plain, towards Niger and the borders of Burkina Faso. The high part of the slope forms a 80 km long cliff and 200 meters high at times. Facing the cliff, a continuous line of dunes formed by the sands of the Sahara is growing every year. Dogon villages are hung throughout the cliff. Everything is sloping, irregularly built on rock. The Dogon settled here 400 years ago, fleeing Islamization. Today, the valley is 100% Dogon. Only a few Fulani live in the top of the cliff, Bandiagara and Sangha»
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«The spirit of our ancestors not only has the ability to see into the invisible world, but in this world. It makes us able to see through the two worlds». Sobonfu Somé
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Sangha, the top of the cliff, Dogon Country. Almost completely isolated from the world, the Dogon have retained most of their customs. Their cosmology is one of the richest and most elaborate of Black Africa. Every object, every inch of land, every house, every living being, man or animal, is part of an immutable string of the Great Whole. Their beliefs are a complex and incredible precision. Prohibitions - for example, that family is doomed to such seed and that animal should not eat them - are numerous, hencing the obligation to go with a knowledgeable guide, for the slightest misstep would be, for the visitor, committing a serious odd, to sacred places among others.
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«If you want to save knowledge and to travel through time, entrust the children». Amadou Hampaté Ba
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«The land has always belonged to the people and yet people do not consider it as their own. It is the domain of the mind, as something they only pass through». Sobonfu Somé
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Shipment of cattle on the banks of the Niger River, Segou
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«People who know us and care about us are usually permanently connected with us by an invisible channel. If our message is clear, regardless of how we send it, it can give us the wings we need». Sobonfu Somé. Fulani Mom in the Ségou market
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«Do not tire of shouting your joy of being alive, and you will not hear other cries». Tuareg proverb
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«Better walk without knowing where to go than sitting doing nothing». Tuareg proverb
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Facade of the Great Mosque of Djenné
42

In the Mopti harbor 
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View of the Niger River from Kayes bridge
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Delivery of cattle on the banks of the Niger river, in Segou
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Traditionnal healer stall in Segou
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«There is no greater joy than the arrival of a host in peace and friendship». African proverb
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Friday afternoon in the streets of Djenné
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In the streets of Djenné
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In the streets of Djenné
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Talibés in the morning, Djenné
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Tuareg, Djenné
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House courtyard, Djenné
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Djenné, mosque
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Football by sunset, Djenné
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In Segou
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In Segou
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In the Segou market
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In the Segou market

60

In the Segou market 
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Dogon statue
MAURITANIE
Mauritania ... a surprising transition between the Maghreb and black Africa. In the Sahara, decades long drought and the onslaught of the dunes turn the country into one of the hottest regions in the world. Mauritania is a mysterious country, where landscapes become so vast that the only constraint we have is our own thirst for freedom. These daily impressions of finding yourself lost at the end of the world and then, after having travelled for hours in a packed vehicle, you finally reach a Moorish tent or a Fulani camp, in the middle of the desert. This kind of places so far away from the rest of the world, abandoned to the whims of sand and the solitude of their destiny.
 
Mauritania is also a country of particular interest because of its ethnic diversity. Population, firmly rooted in tribes, is equally divided between black Africans and Arab-Berber. The Moorish women carefully veil themselves with colorful melhafas and have their feet decorated with henna, while Wolof women show their beautiful skin glistening with shea butter. Next to them, arab businessmen carefully unshaven and dressed in bazin boubous talk with officials, proudly wearing golden watches and African shirts. But this ethnic diversity doesn’t exist without problems. Mauritania is one of the last countries in the world where there are still slavery practices, even though it was officially abolished. Racism and social domination of the Moors on white black ethnic groups could not be more obvious
 
Mauritania has been independent since 1960. In 1984, Maaouiya Ould Sid Ahmed Taya, a soldier, took the power by coup d’état and overthrew President Ould Haidallah. He will remain in power for over 20 years, plunging the country into one of the darkest African dictatorships, although not so much known in the West, cultivating the racism of white Moors towards black people, muzzling any form of free speech but working with Europe and America, economic interests being at stake. In 1989, there was also the massacre and the deportation to Senegal and Mali, of thousands of black Mauritanians. Since then, the wounds heal but the pain is still very intense and present in the memories.
 
August 3, 2005 came another putsch and the fall of dictator Ould Taya. A transition plan was planned, supposed to lead the country towards free and democratic elections. These were held in March 2007. The new Mauritanian President Sidi Ould Cheikh, was sworn in April 19, 1997. This is the first president to be elected democratically, without massive fraud, since the country gained independence. The country is now opening a new era that will, hopefully, mean real change.
 
March 2007
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«Mauritania is a form of synthesis, but far from being perfect, between the Maghreb and black Africa. Population, yet firmly rooted in the tribe, is divided equally between the Arab-Berbers and black Africans. Among black populations, there are Harratin (Arabized blacks), the Fulani, Wolof, Soninke and Toucouleurs. Here, the minimum monthly salary does not exceed the equivalent of 40 euros, and almost half the population lives below the poverty line.

In 1984, Maaouya Ould Sid Ahmed Taya seized power by force. He remained there until 2005, restricting the maximum any form of freedom, growing racism against black people, so many docile cooperation with the United States in the fight against terrorism, economic interests require. In 1989, there were the massacre or expulsion in Senegal and Mali of black people, considered non-Mauritanian. Hundreds dead, mainly in Nouakchott. Since then, the wounds heal, but racism still exists, supported by the government in power until 2005. The former dictator falls in August 2005 by a coup. Since then, the country is in transition, expected to lead to democracy. The closing of this transition is scheduled for March 11, 2007, in a few days then, with the holding of democratic elections. The first for over 20 years».
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A supporter of Ahmed Ould Daddah, before a gathering of khaimas party during the election campaign in March 2007. Ahmed Ould Daddah was the historical opponent under the dictatorship of President Ould Taya.
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Chinguetti is one of the historic cities of the desert in Mauritania. Located on the trans-Saharan caravan route, it was famous for its architecture, its trade and cultural influence. Chinguetti was even the seventh holiest city of Islam. The city is a World Heritage Site by Unesco.
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Chinguetti Mosque
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In the old city of Chinguetti
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In the old city of Chinguetti
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Lost among the towering massifs of Adrar, in the north
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In the streets of Atar. A young harratin proudly wears a t-shirt with the image of Ahmed Ould Daddah, the opponent’s number one under the dictatorship of President Taya, from 1984 to 2005. Still a few months ago, such freedom would not have been imaginable.
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«There is not only one day. Tomorrow also, the sun will shine».Tuareg proverb. Moorish shepherd boy and his father, Chinguetti
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Chinguetti
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In the old city of Chinguetti
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«Who goes far comes back closer». Tuareg proverb
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Portrait, Chinguetti
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«Despite the work of waffle made a few years ago, Chinguetti is found continually overrun by the encroaching desert, prompting many of its inhabitants to flee. There are around abandoned houses, buried in the sand, which leaves sometimes exceed the above the doors or the roof. The historical part of the city is at the top of the dune, but impossible now to distinguish the «classified»buildings, since the inhabitants occupied, then re-abandoned them, still live there or have built new homes between the old, which have now turned into miserable ruins»
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Chinguetti
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Cemetery, Chinguetti
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Chinguetti is famous for its libraries. There are 13 family libraries in Chinguetti. They contain thousands of manuscripts, calligraphy, some dating from the 11th century. Excerpts from the Koran, Arabic grammar, the scientific literature...ancient treasures of the desert, scattered throughout the city, in small mud houses securely locked.

Chinguetti est célèbre pour ses bibliothèques. On compte 13 bibliothèques familiales à Chinguetti. Elles renferment des milliers de manuscrits calligraphiés, certains datant du 11ème siècle. Des extraits du Coran, de la grammaire arabe, des ouvrages scientifiques anciens...de véritables trésors du désert, disséminés à travers la ville, dans de petites maisons en banco solidement cadenassées.
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The Moulay Chériv library, Chinguetti
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«Death is the oldest, living, his junior. We humans have been wrong to oppose the death to life». Tuareg proverb
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Chinguetti
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Portrait, Nouakchott
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Young beidani posing in front of the Saudi Arabia mosque, the biggest in Nouakchott
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«We’re not an orphan when having lost our father and mother, but when having lost hope». Hausa proverb. Young Fulani in the Tevragh Zeina district, Nouakchott
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The Capital Market, the largest market of Nouakchott
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«The north of the city is as dull and boring as the rest. Can still be a little less poor and less dirty than the center itself. We find almost no one in the streets. Tars are endless and are all alike. Nothing, absolutely nothing there to mark the attention and to help differentiate a particular portion of Nouakchott. Everything looks the same. Nouakchott reminds me a picture of a ghost town»
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«Ahmed, barber», in Atar
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Young Fulani at the Nouakchott harbor 
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«The Port of Nouakchott is desperately poor. The beach is flooded with colorful boats, old and repaired with the limited resources they have. The fishermen and their families live mostly around the port, along the beach in small huts made of corrugated iron, plastic sheeting or straw. Along the water, an endless series of boats, daily hoisted on the sand with the hands of men, when returning from fishing, series interrupted occasionally by a boat stranded there for a long time, of which remains only a rusty carcass buried in the sand. A real surreal scene in places. I trot on the beach. Not one white Moor in the distance. I salute the people with a few words in know in Pulaar, but almost all correct me by telling me they are... Wolof and Senegalese»
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At the Nouakchott harbor
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Daily life in the port of Nouakchott 
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At the Nouakchott harbor
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«An old man dies, a library burns». African proverb. Fulani fisherman at the Nouakchott harbor
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At the Nouakchott harbor
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At the Nouakchott harbor
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«When a man is bound with a rope, sooner or later, he breaks it». Fulani proverb. On the beach of the port of Nouakchott.
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At the Nouakchott harbor
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Portrait, Nouakchott
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«In Chinguetti, we hear almost nothing, not even in the middle of the day, except the sound of the wind, the bellowing of a few goats or the crowing of the cock at dawn. Also, because of the elections, the rallying points of Haidallah and Ould Daddah, located on either side of the city, play music continuously, and speeches with Hassanya propaganda, extolling the virtues of the candidates»
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Chinguetti
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Library, Chinguetti
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«I go to the Moulay Chériv library. I meet Ahmed, the caretaker of the place, and the son of Moulay Chériv.  We feel he is proud to be the host of visitors passing through the family library. The manuscripts are preserved for generations by the same family. Ahmed walks with me around the house. The library has dozens of manuscripts, piled on shelves or in boxes. Some are over 900 years old. There are works of Iraqi poets, books of Sufism in the 15th century, books of mathematics, the five pillars of Islam and the grammar of Abu Abbas. The oldest manuscripts are gazelle skin and sheepskin, the kind of papers having been used until the 15th century. We sit on a huge sheepskin and Ahmed opens some of the books. Gently. With cotton gloves, gray dust. Some manuscripts have been eaten by termites, but were treated. And these works are of almost 1,000 years…
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In the district of «Le Cinquième», Nouakchott
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The Capitale market in Nouakchott, and the bus station
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Sunset at the Nouakchott beach. «It’s 3 p.m., the canoes are at sea, women sleep in the shade under the edge of the boats remained in the port, children play in the water to forget the painful heat. A man comes to me for a cigarette. He thanks me five times, as if I had made his day with this simple cigarette. We sit down for a while. He immediately starts to talk about the daily life of the fishermen here in Nouakchott. He tells me that most fishermen here are not Mauritanian but Senegalese seasonal workers who came here from the South. He arrived in Nouakchott one year ago, hired by a white Moor, who has even signed a proper contract of work. Once here, they were at first paid regularly,and then, nothing. He said that in nine months, he received 30 000 UM for his daily work (+ - 100 euros). Currently, to get by, he helps the fishermen to haul their boat on the sand, when they return in the afternoon. For tens of ouguiyas day. Many other fishermen would be the case. The White Moor in question is «lawyer», he says. He goes  in search of regular work force in Senegal, brings Senegalese to Nouakchott, exploits them and abandons them to their fate. Many still continue to work, being in part or no paid, because they have no choice and hope to one day receive their due. I ask him why they would not complain at the police, or why they do not rebel, even though I know the answer he gives me now: «It is useless, he is a white Moor and has relations». So they end up here living as modern-day slaves, victimes of this filthy human trafficking».

