Excerpts from my Morocco Travel Journal
27 Jul 2008
Somewhere over the Atlantic


Only 1 hour and 20 minutes remain until we touchdown at De Gaulle International in Paris.  I’ve slept restlessly and feel very hot right now.  I probably woke because the dream I was having ended in crashes.  It was bizarre.  There was a tractor-trailer trying to make a sharp right inside a city on a downgrade.  He decided to give it his best shot, plowed down the hill, made the turn, and took out numerous cars.  That would be the crash that woke me.


Since Erin and Kate dropped me at the airport things have gone smoothly.  Or, “swimmingly” as my friend Paige Smith would say if she were here!


Initially I was seated near a German soldier named Daniel.  I learned he was 28 and from the city of Leipzig.  He insisted it is the best place to go if I ever visit Germany.  His English was impeccable!  Like other Germans I’ve met on travels, he was a genuinely friendly and well-informed person.  I didn’t learn too much more because the flight attendant moved a few people around to accommodate a family.  So Dallas, from my travel group, and I now have our own row!  He and I talked about Baltimore’s Gillman School where he teaches math.  We’ve also talked about international schools.  He has taught in both Algeria and Brussels, Belgium…


We now have less than 20 minutes until landing.  The Air France staff now seems very insistent that we all become Francophones.  I simply know “oui” and “merci.”  Too bad for me.  According to the map on the screen, we are now over the European continent.  It is time for me to enjoy my scone and coffee!

28 Jul 2008

Hotel Mamoora

Casablanca, Morocco


I am exhausted and probably smell.  It has been more than 24 hours since I was dropped at Dulles International.  I am sitting in the cool breeze on my hotel balcony under the Moroccan flag with EU, Saudi, Spanish, et cetera flags fluttering nearby.

It is 11.30p and the streets are active; not in a club sense but general life.  The cafes are hopping.  On the downside there has been no contact with home via telephone or internet.


Casablanca is an interesting place.  Many women of the older generations don traditional garb while younger women dress without as much covering; though still very modest.  The streets are a mix of small cars, mo-peds, bicycles, pedestrians, and donkey carts!  Wealth gaps also seem more obvious than in the states.  We passed sizable, well-off, walled compounds with elaborate decoration.  Yet we also passed a “compound” of abject poverty.  The outer walls appeared to be worn cinder block.  The inner area of the section was a heap of lean-toos composed of scrap wood and metal.  I can just imagine the disease and rodent populations being cultivated.

In addition to those animals we saw numerous wild dogs lying and wondering about the grounds of Mohammed V Aeroport.  The airport was a great place to watch people.  Clothing was a mix of western attire and traditional djelabas.


After our journey from the airport we settled at the hotel and went onto a wonderful meal at Rick’s Café.  It is modeled after the Bogart film “Casablanca.” The lady who operates the restaurant spoke to our group in the upstairs lounge.  She is a former U.S. Foreign Service member who changed careers after September 11th.  Time at Rick’s was also my introduction to the famed mint tea…  I’m not sure if I like it.

Interesting facts for today:

1. Paid ~$6 for “The Independent” at De Gaulle in Paris

2. Paid ~$8 for a bottle of Orangina soda at De Gaulle

3. Looking forward to seeing the mosque in the A.M.

4. “Hallas” (sp?) = enough!  Word of the day from Helen

29 Jul 2008

Academia Arabeska

Marrakech, Morocco


Today began with breakfast at our hotel in Casa.  The fare included fresh squeezed orange juice and olives.  After loading our van Mubarak drove us to the Hassan II Mosque on the Atlantic Coast.  The magnitude of the minaret and prayer hall was most impressive.  The lady who led our tour described how the ornately carved ceiling could slide pen in 3 minutes to reveal the sky.  I was impressed at the efficiency with which shoes were removed and placed in plastic bags provided by the docents who sported red fezzes.  The mosque also featured ablution fountains in the basement.  This was a departure from how I understood the custom.  Apparently ablution can be performed at home or indoors.  Outdoor fountains are not required.  Also, the worshipping population is so large that footwear is tucked into rugs inside [instead on shelves at the entrance].  Lastly, I was impressed by the tile work in the yet-to-be public bath.
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Harriet telling Paul and Linda the way it is at the Hassan II Mosque

After departing the mosque, our group visited a small Jewish museum.  It was nice but seemed fairly standard.  Notable learning was:  Moroccan Jews used(d) Hebrew alphabet to write in Arabic and Jews once made the kingdom’s coins.


After the museum, Mubarak began our long trek to Marrakech.  The drive was about 3 hours via a modern 4-lane tolled highway.  The homes along the roadway seemed incredibly remote and used the abundant stone found all about.  Sheep seemed to wander about feeding on rocks—the ground was so barren except for the occasional olive grove or cacti.  Some shepherds were also herding sheep.  Mutton is the choice meat!  Few other animals were about.  I did spot 2 dark camels and some donkeys.  It is astounding to see the donkey carts adjacent to a modern highway system.  The one river we passed over revealed how vibrant the landscape can be with just a small drink.  We also passed through low portions of the rocky, brown Atlas Mountains.


Entering Marrakech was sudden!  The divide between urban and rural is quite clear; just like in Casa.  Mubarak pulled to a top at a narrow street in the medina (walled city).  Our van could go no further.  Gita, our hostess at Academia Arabesca, greeted us and guided us to our new home.  She is a Swedish expatriate.  The “house” is gorgeous.  The courtyard features blooming trees and vines.  Its centerpiece is a fountain filled with rose petals.  After a glass of mint tea we ventured out for dinner.  The streets were narrow and crowded.  It seems one of us is destined to be mowed down by a mo-ped.  Children panhandling were also intense.  Brad told them I’m wealthy.  Therefore I was bombarded; an awkward situation at best.  Does ward them off with sticks when words and gestures fail?
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The splendor of Gita’s Academia Arabesca in Marrakech

The dates, olives, spices, and other wares were abundant.  It was just so crowded.  I don’t know how we stayed together.  Tomorrow I look forward to greater exploration.  Perhaps I will finally make contact with home via Email.  I did withdraw cash at an ATM in Casa but spent nothing.


Enough for now!  I might take a cold shower and rest…

P.S.  Learned Morocco’s flag once displayed a 6-point star but was changed by the French. [They apparently didn’t think an Islamic country could feature a six-pointed star.]

30 Jul 2008

Marrakech Medina


Today was our first full day at Marrakech.  Gita, our Swiss hostess, was quite intense.  Her personality is certainly unique…  We traveled by foot to Kissa-ria to explore the many shops.  The shopping was a bit too much for me.  Much of it seemed like worthless trinkets in the long run.  I suppose many of our possessions are just that.


The medrasa we visited was also quite fascinating.  The architecture is quite ornate as was the palace turned museum that we visited.  When we returned from lunch I spent time writing postcards from under a canopied table on the roof.  I’m not sure when they will get mailed.  Apparently stamps are purchased in tobacco shops.  That may be my first contact with home.  I have yet to use Internet or phone.

This evening we had a lecture from a Sufi man.  He was enthusiastic for his Islamic mysticism.  I am not nearly as convinced.  Of course, religion continues to be so fascinating to me.


After the lecture we had a singing presentation in the courtyard.  It was an incredible song in praise of Allah.  The sound reminds me of Gregorian chant.  It possesses a low relaxing hum calling for reflection and calm.


After dinner a few of us ventured into Djemá-el-Fna.  It was not nearly as busy.  Perhaps that is due to the king’s holiday in Fes.  I was also either felt up or someone was attempting to pickpocket.  I knew it and the guy touched my shoulder as if to apologize.  Arjunia said she saw it and thinks he was working the crowd.  People here definitely have a different concept of personal space.  Interaction between males seems affectionate enough to border on love of a gay kind.

Lastly, Helen continues to teach about Arabic terms…  [the details will remain unwritten since the terms of this evening’s lesson do not bear repeating]

Until tomorrow…  Time for Sleep!

31 July 2008

Marrakech

I am tired and will write more later.  A brief outline:

1. Walked to mella (Jewish quarter) to observe architecture

2. Visited incredible gardens

3. Experienced a taxi

4. Independently walked along ramparts and saw entrance to Royal Palace

5. Had dinner at hippie place

6. Saw storks
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Crowded back seat of our taxi

1 Aug 2008

Train ride from Marrakech to Fes


Today we left the riad behind around 8 o’clock.  The train departed Marrakech at 9 from a fairly modern station.  The train is ideal.  We are in a 1st class compartment with six seats.  It is Linda, Jalees, Arjunia, Tammy, Helen, and I.  Everyone is in good spirits with lively conversation.


The landscape is flat and dry with the occasional oasis or small hills. The shepherds and sheep seem to be in barren land.  What are the animals feeding on?


The train ride is long because we have to go south to Casablanca first.  The High Atlas Mountains prevent a direct route to Fes.
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I swear Helen can sleep ANYWHERE!  I’m jealous.  The only thing I accomplished on the train was “episodes.”

1 Aug 2008

Fes


I am here at the hotel soon to be sleeping.  We had a wonderful meal of lamb this evening.  Dinner brought excellent conversations with Lena and Ted amongst others.  Ted is quite reflective.  It makes me wonder what characteristics permeate St. Alban’s faculty.


The train ride brought numerous conversations.  It also revealed the terrain of Morocco.  The landscape on the outskirts of Fes is far more attractive than that of Marrakech!  The most notable occurrence on the train was when I pulled a suitcase off of the overhead shelf in our compartment.  We were getting near the Fes station.  One suitcase got its wheel caught in the emergency cord handle.  I shoved it back up hoping to prevent sending an alarm.  However, the train suddenly stopped.  I began sweating.  A conductor checked the train compartments in our car.  I was worried.  [The little placard under the alarm contained the ominous threat of prosecution.  I found myself imagining what Moroccan jail would be like.] However, the problem turned out to be elsewhere.  What relief!  Now it will be a good laugh…


During the journey, we also could see the Atlantic, observed some interesting irrigation systems, and saw the U.S. flag on a hill in Rabat; safely assuming it was the embassy.


It is also noteworthy that I have yet to make contact with anyone in the United States.  Hopefully the silence will be corrected in the morning.  I also have a slew of postcards yet to be mailed.  We have great confusion about postal rates.  Helen promises to accompany me to the post office in the morning.

Sunday, 3 Aug 2008

Hotel Batha

Fes


Didn’t have time to write last night because I was so tired.  Yesterday we toured the medina with a government guide aptly named Mohammed.  We saw the home of Jewish philosopher Maimonides and his water clock.  In addition we saw the oldest university and another medersa.  For part of the tour we saw carpenters plying their trade.  The had a great deal of ceremonial wedding furniture for sale.  Additionally we stopped at the weavers where a family was making blankets and scarves.  They dressed Lena and I in headdress.  It was wool and very hot.  Besides wool, they also used cactus silk which was derived from an aloe like plant.  I purchased a blue blanket for 400,00Dh.  The looms were similar to those I saw in Britain during my summer 2006 NEH trip with only minor improvements.


We also toured a tannery.  We could see the dye vats where men greased their legs and worked in the various colors.  Adjacent roofs were covered in various animal hides for tanning.
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Hides tanning on the roof.

We stopped for lunch at Café Clock where I enjoyed a camel burger.  It was delicious!  The sandwich had a sweet taste and was quite filling.


In the afternoon we had a roundtable with Fassi teachers.  It was interesting to learn how universal teacher concerns are.  Topics included:  lack of student motivation, unconcerned parents, demands of working to help family (farmers), lack of resources, and student discipline.  During our roundtable a wedding with a great deal of singing was occurring in the neighborhood.


Two things I find troubling are the amount of stray cats and aggressive nature of children selling trinkets.  I’m also amazed to see the amount of property consumed by a royal palace in each of the major cities while the poor exist in shanty towns.  Fortunately the country appears to be developing and reforming for the better.
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These 3 boys trailed our group off-and-on for 2 days trying to sell just about anything.

4 Aug 2008

SACAL Fes


Yesterday we broke our teacher group into 2 smaller groups to meet with 3 students each.  The 3 students my group met with were all males and ages 19 and 20.  They will attend university soon.  The three men were were called Mohammed, Ishmael, and Mohammed.  The three just finished their baccalaureate.  The dialogue was fascinating.  The 3 felt ill-prepared for their baccalaureate.  I suspect this is because they are attending fairly new schools.  The medersa (SACAL) seems to have been established in the last 18 months.


Afterword we boarded a bus for Batha for our homestays.  Ted and I are staying with El Youssfi Aziz and his wife Fatima Sahara (sp?).  They have 3 children, all boys, and a niece Ratiba staying here.  In addition


I was interrupted by lunch.  Fatima Sahara prepared an excellent meal with bread (of course!), warm dishes of onions, peppers, and so on, a cool dish of tomatoes, onions, and peppers, and homemade French fries.  There were also grapes, pears, and a banana-like fruit that was superb.  The question, of course, will be how does my body respond.


The Youssfi family lives very closely.  We have a great deal of company coming and going.  John, another house guest, has explained how hard women in te home work.  Ratibah, a young niece of Aziz, helps a great deal in the home.  The boys are assigned errands to run outside the house.  John has also explained that Aziz works in his home with boarders and at a café down the street.


John has been very helpful.  He is here studying Arabic.  He has had an interesting life.  John has studied neurology and internal medicine.  As he and I walked to Batha and then the Blue Gate he orally diagnosed ailments.  Polio was one he mentioned several times.


The day is hot and I need to relax.  Time for la siesta.
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At south tower above Fes with our guide Mohammed
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One of my favorite pics and best in black and white…  Reminiscent more of Elizabeth II than Hassan II, Harriet treads carefully near the South Tower in Fes.
5 Aug 2008

Leaving Fes

We are on the bus heading for Chefchaouen.  The past 2 days have been quite warm.  Yesterday the temperature was about 110˚F.


This morning, the toddler [at our homestay] Sophien was ill.  He was running a slight temperature.  It is interesting to see how the family comes together.  Ratibah, the niece, remains quite impressive in my mind.  She just knows what needs accomplished and acts [she is about 9 or 10].  The people welcome you with whatever they have available.  They are just so accommodating.


Ted noted this morning that our bodies also accommodate the change in environment.  That is a reference to the stomach and bowels.  I’ve been daring enough to eat raw fruit and use a bidet during the homestay.


The home we stayed in used “chimney architecture.”  The “Chimney” being a shaft of steps that began a few feet from the front door and ascended to the roof on the sixth floor.  Most of the family life occurred on the roof.  There you find a small table, freezer, television, and clothes lines.  I was surprised to see how much the kids watched T.V.  Unfortunately, as John observed, the kids are rapidly approaching the age when they will exhaust their accessible learning options.


As a sidenote, the exterior wall near where I slept radiated heat much of the night.  A slight breeze came in the small windows.


Lastnight we also saw and listed to a performance of Andalusian music.  Mint tea and cookies were abundant.  Women also had henna done.


Enough for now.  It is time to relax.
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Tea is served.  Andalusian musician is visible in the shadows.

5 Aug 2008

Hotel Parador

Chefchaouen

It is dark and I’m sitting near the pool with a cheesy Eric Clapton singer playing the keyboard.  The town is quite beautiful.  I love blue and the city certainly accommodates my favorite color in many shades.  The drive here was equally impressive.  Nature remains more awesome than anything manmade.  The Rif Mountains reminded me of the Alleghenies only dryer and higher [both adjectives should be interpreted in more than one way].


The evening is cool.  Today’s temperature was around 113˚F.  It now feels a cool 75˚.


The bus worked very hard to climb the narrow mountain roads.  It was impressive.

6 Aug 2008

Hotel Parador

Chefchaouen


My day began at 5.45a with a hike to an abandoned mosque on the hill.  I call it “moustache mosque” because it was constructed by a French colonel who sported—according to our guide Fatima—a large moustache.  The hike through the early morning streets was relaxing.  Outside the Water Gate entrance some women were already doing laundry.  The hike began on a gravel road just outside Chaouen’s walls and soon became a dirt “cow path.”  The view from the mosque remnants was terrific.  I was even able to climb the minaret and walk around the balcony.
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Ruins of “Moustache Mosque” was the goal of my early morning hike

After a wonderful breakfast here at the hotel, we boarded the bus for a trek to more remote areas of the Rif Mountains.  We traveled 1 ½ hours before arriving in Fifi.  The village was accessed bya bumpy, single-lane, pave road that clung to the mountain edges.  In Fifi we had the luxury of using a “squatty potty” before switching to two smaller vans.  The vans drove another 30 minutes for a dirt and gravel road.  At times it seemed as if the wheels were just on the edge.  Our first stop was a field of cultivated cannabis.  In the rural region this is a major crop.  The plants are grown quite openly and well cultivated.  The crop is not illegal in one region due to a ruling of some sort by King Mohammad V.  However, its sale is illegal.  There is a clear de jure and de facto separation.
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Our vans climbed where the bus couldn’t

We then moved on to visit a small farm for lunch.  The family has embraced tourism to help sustain their lives.  It is less clear how much their lives are consumerist versus sustenance.  The meal was a tagine of goat and apple.  It was an impressive spread.  Additionally, the animals were better cared for in the Rif than in Fes and Marrakech.  They even had a pet dog!  The young boy answered questions via Helen’s translations.  [He told us:]  Herds are threatened by wolves and snakes.  Most families in the region had experienced snake bites.  Being in “suburban” Fifi [aka the village of Agram] was an experience.  That is probably the most remote place I’ve ever visited.


We also visited a large hotel called Atlas Chauoen for a 7 o’clock evening coffee.  The poolside deck offered a great panorama.  The city fails in contrast to the incredible natural beauty.  Tomorrow, we depart for Asilah.

8 Aug 2008

Asilah


Yesterday we arrived in Asilah on the Atlantic Coast.  The temperature is much cooler and we can enjoy the sea breeze.  I think everyone is enjoying the change.  Arjunia, Dallas, and I walked on the beach.  It was packed with all sorts of people.  Clothing styles varied greatly.  Thankfully there were no fat Frenchmen in speedos like Hotel Batha in Fes.  We noticed plenty of seaweed in the sand, along with camel dung, and garbage.  The beach is dirty but the town is clean.


Asilah is the cleanest Morrocan city we have visited thus far.  It seems to be a real point of pride here.


In addition to clean streets the medina has ramparts bordering the Atlantic.  We were able to walk a wall oat to the coast edge.  Small waves crashing on the rocks provided picturesque moments.  It was weird to have the sun set over the ocean.  It is disorienting to realize the coast is the west.  That’s a big change from directional orientation in Maryland.


We ate dinner at Casa Garcia.  It was a relief to have the most delicious sword fish.  I was afraid it was a trick.  Thankfully it did not arrive on a bed of couscous or in a tajine.  I also enjoyed a glass of white wine…  After dinner we attended an oud concert at the Palace of Culture.  The palace was renovated about ten years ago with Saudi money courtesy of Prince Bandr.  The building was impressive—especially the chandelier which was likely all crystal.  There is also an incredible modern library named for Bandr nearby.


This is the Asilah festival’s 30th incarnation.  Richard from Morristown, New Jersey [who sat in front of us during the concert] gave us the festival’s history.  He is a visual artist with items on display in the medina.
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Banner in the medina for the 2008 Asilah festival

This morning we are taking carriages 10km to Paraidse Beach.  I will record observations about our hotel later.

8 Aug 2008

Asilah


I have just showered and am sitting at a sidewalk table.  Paradise Beach was lovely.  We took three horse carts [not carriages] there.  I found myself feeling quite sorry for the horses.  We traveled about 7 km over paved and sandy roads.  The drivers took us past a large shantytown of metal and wood.  It reminds me just how materialistic our own society is.  Several goats and a chicken fed in the dirt scowering for trash.  So many plastic bags floated about that one could easily conclude they are a crop!  Several children were also burning trash.
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A barely hidden shantytown can be found in all of the large cities

How can the king plan a new palace in Chaoun when his countrymen endure such hardship?  The horsecart continued to the beach.  When we were about 2 miles away a number of us chose to walk.  My choice was due to the horse.  I felt bad that he had to haul so much weight up a sandy hill.  Therefore I carried my own burden onward to Paradise.


Paradise was a beautiful rocky cove filled with cabanas, shaded lounge chairs, and blue water crashing on the sand.  After a walk and some sun, Tammy and I opted for a camel ride on the beach.  The lift and drop were the most awkward.  It was like a roller coaster.  During the ride the saddle swayed.  It something worth experiencing.  The man and boy spoke Spanish.  The ride was 20,00 dh.  That wasn’t bad.  But, he demanded 30,00 dh each when we had pictures taken.  I thought that was a bit of a racket.  In any case, we split a taxi 4 ways back to the hotel.  The horse didn’t have to carry us.  It cost 200,00 dh then split 4 ways.  Laws of economics bite when you need a service with only few options…
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Tammy and I explore Paradise by camel
10 Aug 2008

Tangier

It is great to be out of that awful hotel in Asilah.  Ahmed, the manager, was intense and so mean to his employees.  My bathroom had long hair all around the dirty toilet and the smell of sewage wasn’t welcome…  At least the window offered a view of the Atlantic.  The hotel couldn’t boast a singled framed picture or rug was straight.  [I found myself straightening many of the framed posters.  IT DROVE ME CRAZY!]


Beyond the hotel I saw a colloquium on United Nations reform at the Prince Bandr Bibliotheque.  The panel featured a former Moroccan foreign minister, the current one, and U.N. undersecretary, and the secretary-general of the U.N.’s African caucus (which I didn’t know existed).  All recognized the world has changed a lot since 1945.  Most of the speakers advocated a permanent seat on the Security Council for Africa.  When their presentations finished the program transitioned to announcing the Tchicaya U Tamsi Prize for African Poetry.  Ted and I recognized this as the real highlight though we expected a long discussion on reform.  The winner was a renown Nigerian I’ve never heard of; an indicator of my ignorance.  The poet’s presentation and recitation were first rate!


The colloquium offered headsets for Arabic, French, English, and Spanish.  That was no small task.  The Asilah festival has plenty of resources.  Ted and I saw a small protest outside the library gates and returned to our “hotel.”


Dinner was Mexican.  I had a delicious virgin Fig Margarita.  We were also serenaded by a Mexican mariachi band in town for the 30th Asilah Festival.


I will write about Tangier later.

10 Aug 2008

Tangier, 3.30p


It is mid-afternoon here in Tangier.  We arrived at our northernmost destination yesterday afternoon.  The group voted to travel non-stop from Asilah to Tangier.  There was only minimal dissent.  After all, we eat constantly.


Tangier is much larger than I expected.  The city is growing rapidly.  Construction cranes are everywhere.  Ironically herds of sheep also graze with shepherdic supervision amidst residential development.


Time did not allow much touring.  The group visited the American Legation.  I really wanted to go but had a pounding headache.  Zeina also said my face was red.  Alex recommended I stay at the hotel and rest.  He thought I was dehydrated and urged me to drink even more water.  Alex has been very good about maintaining clean water supplies throughout our journey.  In any case, I was doubly disappointed when the group returned and shared how wonderful the legation was.

[After the group returned from the legation] Mohammad drove us along the strait.  We enjoyed a cup of mint tea at Café Hoffa.  There we could see the mountains of Spain.  It was gorgeous!  Then we went to dinner at a posh hotel called Le Mirage; more about that later.

10 Aug 2008

Tangier, 7.30p (on the hotel roof by the pool)


Finally I have time to finish writing about last night.  We arrived at Le Mirage about 30 minutes before sunset.  The hotel was immaculate.  When we walked onto the patio the view was breathtaking.  Through the doors a red sun glowed over the water, a fountain formed a symmetrical focal point flanked by four lanterns.  The white walls glowed as blue waves crashed on rugged rocks below.  It was so peaceful and clean.  Once again the natural view trumped anything man constructed on the sight.


Several of us walked down the steps to the sea.  At the bottom, many small crabs were caught in the rocks when the tide went out.  Fishermen and pigeons also occupied sections of the rocky shoreline.  As the sun set, its brilliance was cast over the water reducing boats, birds, and boulders to mere silhouettes in its splendor.

[image: image15.jpg]



Words and pictures fail to explain…


The group gathered for a farewell dinner.  It was a great spot.  Stars filled the sky and the moon illuminated the ocean with an ethereal glow.  WOW!


The setting and a few toasts to Alex, Zeina, CCAS, and so on facilitated great conversation.  I recall politics, Christology, ethics, environmentalism, education, and morality among the topics at my end of the table.  The absence of tagine, couscous, and pizza was a welcome relief!


We slowly gathered to board the bus.  I stood on a red carpet to use the urinal before we left.  Of course, propriety was sacrificed in one instance about which I will write no more.  Some people are so self-absorbed and unaware of their surroundings.  I hope I have not provided fodder for the stereotype of “ignorant Americans.”

11 Aug 2008

Casablanca Aeroport


Our time in Morocco will end in about 1 ½ hours.  I’m sitting by gate 23 waiting to board our Air France flight to De Gaulle.  I should write a little about Tangier.


Yestereday we visited our last medina.  I expected to be completely bored.  However the medina was much more manageable.  I did not feel threatened by rampaging mo-peds and scooters.  I really enjoyed looking out at the strait and seeing Spain’s mountains in the fog.  I also finally saw a traditionally dressed water carrier.  I snapped his pic from behind so I didn’t have to pay!  I can be so cheap!  Just like refusing to pay more than 20,00 Dh for my hat then handing the man a 200,00Dh note in Chaoun.  He wasn’t too amused, but I was!


Yesterday I spent time on the hotel roof reveling in my last views of the Mediterranean.  I was also woken again in the night around 3a by car horns and yelling.  Do people have weddings daily?  Are they crazy?  Give me a break…


That brings me to this morning.  My wake-up call came at 4 o’clock.  I showered, finished packing, and was on the bus by 4.45a.  Our group was finally on time!


Much stress was made over baggage.  Many women on the trip have acquired extra luggage here in Morocco.  Jelees even had a carved door shipped back…  I’ve made three purchases:  a hat, blanket, and small piece of Fes pottery.


I’m eager to return.  I always have that queasy feeling just prior to Customs.  There is always the fear you’ll be sent to the little room for questioning or lose your “dignity.”  I love the clainging sound of the Customs Agent’s stamp hitting my passport.  Each take-off brings greater relief.  Our first leg is complete:  Tangier to Casa.  Now ahead of us waits Casa to Paris and Paris to Dulles.  Then I hope to see Christel waiting with a big smile for the 2 ½ hour drive from D.C. to the Eastern Shore.

11 Aug 2008

Somewhere southwest of Greenland 36,000 feet over the Atlantic

Random musings:

1. At Casablanca 2 police officers in the airport were accompanied by their dog.  It was a poodle!

2. A circumcision infirmary in Tangier was located adjacent to a butcher selling sausage links.

3. A policeman in Tangier stood next to his motorcycle.  It was a Suzuki.  Many American cops would likely balk at the idea.

4. There are a lot of stray cats.  Morocco needs a Bob Barker…

5. The shanty towns break my heart.  Does Mohammad VI really need so many palaces?

6. Moroccans have greater command of foreign tongues than Americans.  We need to catch up!

7. We made it through 15 days WITHOUT a traffic accident!!!!!!!!!!!!

8. Palestinians are greeted with empathy throughout Morocco.  In many situations shopkeepers give them greater discounts.

9. The muezzin’s call is a soothing sound.

10. Morocco was a warm (literally and figuratively) place for a group of curious American teachers.
