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Book Summary
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Under Your Tongue, My Exile is a story of love and uprootedness, a slow and fevered song about the impossibility of living between two worlds without breaking apart.
Noor, a young woman with a foreign tongue and a nomadic heart, falls in love with Lounès, a man rooted in his certainties, his traditions, and a language that refuses to embrace the other. Their love is an invisible battlefield, where every word becomes a betrayal, every silence, a wound.
Through letters, silences, and bodies that learn and forget each other, this novel explores the fractures of identity, colonial scars, the fragile sensuality of forbidden loves, and the essential question: what remains of us when we love without a shared territory?
An intimate, burning, and poetic tale of the exile one sometimes carries in the mouth of another.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Introduction
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“There are languages that give birth to you, and others that erase you.
I loved in a language where I couldn’t say I love you without trembling.”
I wrote this story the way one bleeds—softly, page after page.
Because I had to lay down somewhere the pain of having loved someone who did not speak my exile.
Because I had to tell what it means to kiss words you do not understand, just to stay close to the one who speaks them.
This book is not a confession. It is not a judgment.
It is an attempt—to speak, to listen, to embrace without possessing.
You’ll see: sometimes, the characters won’t even know how to talk to each other.
They will make love in one language, then wage war in another.
They will love badly. They will leave badly.
But they will have tried. And maybe that’s all we can do.
For those who love between two shores, two accents, two wounds.
For those who love anyway.
— Mbida Mbida Camille
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Part 1: Birth
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Chapter 1: The Taste of Your Name
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Your name.
I said it the way one tastes an unfamiliar fruit—
with the fear of being poisoned and the thirst to try again.
I met you on a Thursday.
The kind of Thursday where the air seems to have forgotten it has the right to be light.
You were wearing a beige dress, plain, but folded with fire.
Funny how simplicity can burn when it’s inhabited.
You stood in front of me in that ridiculous line,
for a form neither of us would ever really fill out.
I was there for bureaucracy.
You were there to escape something—I could see it in the way you stared at the floor,
as if it might open up.
I didn’t say hello.
I listened to your name first.
You spoke it when the clerk asked, “What do they call you here?”
You gave that small, shy laugh, and you said:
— Noor.

Just Noor.
No family name, no explanation.
Your first name already said it all.
Noor.
The name had a taste.
It stayed in my throat like a song you can’t finish.
A taste of sand, incense, and promise.
I don’t know how a word can taste like the gentle burn of black tea forgotten on the stove,
but that’s what I felt.
I said your name in my head at least thirty times that day.
Noor. Noor. Noor.
With every repetition, I lost a piece of my own tongue.
Later, you told me your name meant “light” in your father’s language.
And I told you mine meant nothing,
that it had never had meaning—
just a label stuck to my birth certificate, like a code.
You looked at me and smiled.
Your smile didn’t judge, but it deepened the gap between us.
That day, I understood something:
I would never own your name.
I could only brush against it.
And yet, I would spend the rest of my life trying.
You gave me your number on a crumpled receipt.
The handwriting tilted slightly,
as if it were falling into my hand.
I read each digit the way one secretly rereads a verse.
You left without looking back.
I stayed there,
like a word you don’t understand but can’t erase.
Since then, I’ve been searching for the taste of your name
in every sip of coffee,
in every woman’s voice in a hallway,
in every silence too soft to be neutral.
Since then, Noor has become my exile.
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Chapter 2: When Our Tongues Brush
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There was a moment when our tongues brushed—
and it wasn’t a kiss.
It was a border.
You had agreed to coffee. At my place.
Not in a bar, not in public,
but in the place where I speak loudly when I’m alone,
where my books lie scattered like tired thoughts.
You came in cautiously.
Not with fear, but with the kind of care
one has when they don’t want to damage a place,
or what they already feel in it.
You looked at my bookshelf as if it could explain me.
You said nothing. Neither did I.
But I think our silences already understood each other.
Then you laughed.
At the way I pronounced “chair.”
You repeated the word with your round, salty accent,
as if it amused and tendered you at the same time.
— Chèze? Like that? Really?

I answered, half-mocking, half-fascinated:
— And how do you say it?
You said it.
And I heard it like a song.
The same word, but in another dress.
And I couldn’t help but want to take it off.
That night, I touched you for the first time with words.
Not the right ones.
Not the ones you understood.
But the ones you let in.
I told you that you were beautiful.
You smiled without answering.
You told me you preferred when people said you were “here.”
Not beautiful. Just here.
So I said:
— You’re here, Noor. Too much here.
And you kissed me.

Our tongues brushed, yes.
Not only in the mouth, but in the ear.
In the way you pronounced “come” like a caress.
In the way I said your name like an apology.
But very quickly, I felt the crack.
When I whispered a phrase, and you said:
— What? Can you repeat that?
I repeated it.
But it wasn’t the same moment anymore.
We lay in a bed too big for our silences.
You rested your head on my arm,
and I listened to your breath trying to tell me something.
But it wasn’t my language.
It wasn’t my music.
I wanted to say “I love you,” but in your language.
So I searched.
On my phone. In secret.
And when I found it, I whispered the words.
They stumbled on my tongue.
They fell to the ground.
You were already asleep.
Since then, I know there are kisses you give to translate.
And others you give to forget you don’t speak the same language.
You spoke with your belly.
I spoke with my teeth.
And yet, that night, we understood each other.
Or we wanted to believe we did.
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