
 

 

 

Nicolas Fargues - Biography 
 

 

Born in 1972 in Meulan, a small suburb 40 km far from Paris. Never been back there since then. 

Spent my early childhood in Lebanon and in Cameroon, where my father was employed by the 

French Ministry of Foreign Affairs as a demographer and statistician, and my mother as a Spanish 

teacher. My parents got divorced when I was 5. At that time, they decided to send me to my 

grandparents' in south of France. The year after, I went back to Lebanon to live with my father. 

One year after, he sent me joining my mother and my younger sister in Corsica, a French 

Mediterranean island, for four years. Then I got back to my father and stepmother in Paris, where I 

pursued my middle and high school studies. 

 

After our French teacher gave my class a few lines of the beginning of a novel, and asked us to 

imagine a sequel and an end to it in 9 or 10 pages, I started writing my own short stories. It was in 

the summer of 1988. I was mainly influenced by French writers then, but I remember being struck 

by The Bonfire of the Vanities, by American novelist Tom Wolfe. The same year or so, I discovered 

Austrian writer Thomas Bernhard and Czech Milan Kundera. It seems now obvious to me that I 

owe those novelists my own taste for irony, sad ending love stories and merciless sociology. 

 

I studied modern French literature at La Sorbonne University and, at 23, applied for civilian service 

in Sumatra, Indonesia, where I taught French at Alliance Française. I had left my country as a single 

young adult in November 1995. Two years later, I was back in Paris with a Congolese wife and a 6 

months old son: Louis. As one can get a job only in teaching with a diploma of literature in France, 

I tried to take the exam. But my marks were so bad I had to search quickly for another option to 

ensure my family's daily life. I was engaged as a gallery attendant in a Paris library in 1997. There 

were so few visitors in that gallery that I had plenty of time saved for writing. 

 

Then I wrote my first novel sitting next to an emergency exit door, selling entrance tickets and 

hanging coats in winter season. That book was inspired by my experience in Indonesia. 

Fortunately, it was accepted by a good publishing house: POL. Though it was not a commercial hit 

at all, it gave me the beginning of a reputation and, therefore, the opportunity to work for French 

TV, where I wrote movie trailers for 2 years. Better earnings, better life. My second son, Tancrède, 

was born in 2001. But my desire to go and settle abroad again was stronger. In 2002, as my third 

novel was being released and as I posed as a model for a Chanel fragrance, I got a job in Diego 

Suarez, in North Madagascar. For four years, I was the director of Alliance Française, organising 

French courses, screening French films and promoting young Malagasy artists. 

 

A fourth book, a stormy divorce. Back to France in 2006, I published I Was Behind You, my first real 

success as a writer. Translated in more than 15 languages, that autobiographical novel is about my 

separation from my wife. I discovered then that I was better at writing in the first person and 

telling my own story in 200 pages than trying to become the new Balzac. 

 

For another 6 years, I lived in Paris, enjoying life as a pretty much renowned writer, publishing a 

new novel almost every year and travelling around the world. Feeling the need to go and live far 

again, I was engaged by Institut Français du Cameroun in 2012. Up to now, I was in charge of the 

Book Bureau, organising conferences and promoting Cameroonian writers. Since August 2015, my 

tenth book is available in French bookstores. It's called Au Pays du P'tit and, once again, it deals 

with irony, sad ending love stories and merciless sociology. 


