
Transition – Morocco to Jordan – 13&14 Oct
The wake up in Casablanca was at 03:30 on October 13th. I had slept very little after the brilliant 

meal at Rick’s Cafe. The Creeping Crud kept giving me stomach cramps. I made it to the toilet 

during the night without any collateral damage. About fifty percent of our group had come down 

with this ailment, some vomiting to add to their misery. I had forgotten to take my Dukoral before 

the trip – it is sitting in my refrigerator at home. Dukoral prevents this sort of sickness.

At 04:15 I dragged my suitcase and my body down to Reception and picked up my bag breakfast to 

eat in the airport.

My driver was on hand and we departed for the thirty minute drive to the airport at 04:30.

After going through the X-ray machine at airport entrance, I was so groggy that I lined up at the 

wrong airline queue. I decided that breakfast was in order as that extra bag was difficult to handle. I 

nibbled on the muffin, kept the banana for lunch in Paris and ditched the rest in the garbage can. 

Hint to Hotel: Yoghurt is really hard to eat without a spoon and it won’t get through security as it 

looks very much like plastic explosive on X-ray.

I was almost at the Air France desk when Montezuma ambushed me. I got checked in and walked 

gingerly to the washroom. I always carry spare underwear in my back pack so I was able to recover.

I am beginning to develop a real dislike for families with small children.  The families with small 

kids really gum up the process – it takes twice as long as the airline has to ensure the kids have not 

been kidnapped.

The Air France flight to Paris pushed back at 07:36 hrs. The air was quite hazy but I did pick out 

Gibraltar and we came over the coast of France in the Bordeaux area. We landed at Charles de 

Gaulle at 10:25 hrs.

There have been a lot of much-needed improvements to CDG Paris. The most obvious is the new 

trains that speed you from terminal to terminal rather than the old busses that used to weave 

around the aprons in a nauseating, twisty ride that went on forever. Their security is still the 

toughest – I feel like putting on a strip tease tape when I go through.

As we left the plane we had to show our passports at the end of the disembarkation ramp. I did not 
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have to show it again until boarding the plane to Amman. So, I have now entered Europe twice on 

this trip and nothing shows on my passport – perhaps it is being recorded electronically by the 

airlines and passed to the Schengen authorities.

I took the little train to get from the landing in 2E-K terminal over to the departure 2E-L terminal. I 

had to go through the inevitable security check, even though I had stayed within “the bubble”.

I had been given a boarding pass in Casablanca for the second flight from Paris to Amman. The gate 

had changed by the time I got to Paris. So, make sure you consult the screens when you get off the 

first plane or you could be in trouble. As it turned out the gate change was dramatic as the new and 

old gates were at opposite ends of the terminal.

I got down to my gate and had over an hour to kill. After visiting the toilet to keep Monty at bay, I 

found the WiFi centre and finally unravelled the convoluted Gallic logic that offered free WiFi only 

to keep steering you to the “pay as you go with your credit card” version. It was about three layers 

deep and required knowledge of web page design to get through the maze.

After a forty minute delay, the Air France pilot damn near flew the plane down the taxiway to the 

active runway. The flight to Amman of four and a half hours was quite pleasant, my seat mates 

having slept the entire time. I zoned out using my MP3 player and napped a couple of times.

We flew over some familiar European and Balkan territory, sliced across Turkey somewhere 

between Antalya and Adana, slid across the Northeast Karpaz peninsula of Cyprus then slipped 

between Tel Aviv and Jerusalem. Israel was lit up like a Christmas tree and I could see the Israeli 

defence problem as we were across Israel in a matter of minutes.

In the Queen Alia Amman airport I had to buy a visa for twenty Dinar, which is about thirty dollars. 

You had to have the Jordanian currency in cash. Curiously, I did not have to fill out a landing card, 

even though I had actually remembered to have the address of the Amman hotel in my pocket – that

one always gets you about one hour from landing in the middle of the night.

After putting my bag through the exit X-ray machine, I was met by a Globus airport representative 

who steered me to my transfer driver. The driver was a perky type who wanted to tell me all about 

Amman, even though it was pitch dark and I could discern very little. He allowed there could never 

be peace with Israel, even though there is a peace treaty. Welcome to the Middle East. He was 

getting ready for the four day feast in the middle of the week, although he said it started Thursday, 
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not Wednesday as in Morroco.

It was at least a forty minute drive into the Abdoun (city centre).

Getting into the Kempinski hotel was only slightly easier than Fort Knox. There was a heavy barrier 

guarded with a movable spike belt. The guard wrote down the licence number of the cab and then 

ran a pen over all door handles and the trunk latch – presumably to detect nitrates.

Then my bag and my body had to go through a metal detector. I checked in and was shown to my 

room only to breath in stale smoke. Since I would spend three nights, I immediately objected and 

the bell boy took me back to Reception. I told them that I could not stand the smell of smoke and 

wanted to be on a non-smoking floor. I got upgraded.

Into my fresh-smelling room, I went to work to repair my underwear damage and to take some more

pills. That done, I went to bed at about 10:00 and had the best sleep in over a week.

Amman, Jordan – 14 Oct – Free Day

I woke up about 08:00 feeling much better. Ever the cavalry officer, the first thing I did was more 

laundry to get my kit back to start state. By the way, lamp stands make a great drying rack. Lighting 

the lamp bulb provides gentle warmth that speeds the drying process. They are particularly good if 

you hang a shirt on a hanger and hook it such that the collar is pressed against the lamp shade – you

get extra heat to dry the thicker collar.

Afterwards, I lounged in bed for another hour just trying to get unwound from the Morocco trip.

Then disaster struck. My shaving bomb got just enough gel out for me to shave and then became a 

heavy dud. I had at least half the gel in the can, but no propellant to force it out.

After a fastidious ritual cleansing to get the desert out of my pores, I went down to a long languorous

breakfast. Looking around for an omelet station, I found none. But, I did remember a funny from 

Morocco that I failed to report.

The first time we had enough time for an omelet I had asked, in French, for the omelet man to cook 

me a ham and cheese omelet. Without skipping a beat, the man told me he had run out of ham and 

wondered if only cheese would be alright. Realizing my stupidity in asking for a pork product in a 

Muslim country, I roared out in laughter, to which he heartily responded.
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So, the number one mission of the day was to find some shaving cream. I went to the Concierge, who

pointed me to the local pharmacy, but thought it would be closed on this holiday. He was right. I 

think they have taken this Monday off because Eid al-Adha (Feast of Sacrifice) starts on Tuesday, 

October 15, 2013.

The hotel is smack in the middle of the financial district. It was a wasteland and none of the 

institutions were open at 10:15 on Monday morning. GPS in hand, I decided that a bright sunny day 

called up a foraging expedition. I found a coffee shop open and asked where to find shaving cream. 

An elaborate shaving pantomime brought understanding and a pointed finger to another store. This 

guy did not have it either, but he mumbled the words “shopping mall” and pointed again. I found the

shopping mall, which was really a 7-11, with the unfortunate gastrointestinal name of “On the Run”. 

At 3.25 Dinar, about five dollars, it was not cheap and the Concierge winced when I updated him on 

where to find the same.

I was apprehensive about straying too far from a toilet as the Moroccan Menace was not being 

controlled by the Intetrix drug. However, I did wander the neighbourhood finding unique Jordanian

establishments such as McDonald’s, Burger King, KFC and Subway. The best was “The New Yourk 

Niht Club”. I am sure the owner has been told hundreds of times that his bright neon sign is 

incorrect, but there is a theory in advertising that a slight mistake makes it more memorable. Think 

of the bite out of the Apple.

I was walking uphill and I noticed that I was a bit out of breath. Checking the GPS altitude, I 

discovered I was at 3,300 feet, about the same as Calgary.

I skipped lunch on purpose as I did not want to provide more ammunition to the Moroccan 

Monster.

My iPad introduced a brand new error. I hit a key by mistake, and suddenly everything switched to 

Arabic. It took me ten minutes to sort things out.

At 12:23 the local minaret went off with the Call to Prayers. Funny, but I missed the one at dawn.

I spent some time in the afternoon memorizing the itinerary as I had come in cold. That is 

unforgivable as you miss half the trip if you have not done your homework. I also got my iPad 

National Geographic map oriented on Jordan.
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I took advantage of the free WiFi to try to update the 18 iPad applications that would not work as a 

result of the Operating System update. I say “try” because under the iPad regime I have no control 

on what actually executes.

I spent some time with my friend the BBC getting updated on the fresh disasters. Around the world, 

the Beeb has been a way to stay grounded. I trust BBC more than some other news broadcasters that

seem to be little more propaganda machines. One of the best BBC reporters is Lyse Doucet, a fellow 

Canadian.

At 15:00 I went down to Reception and asked if there was a pharmacy open on this holday. The 

guess was in the Spinney’s local shopping mini-mall that was about a ten minute walk away. Thanks 

to my morning reconnaissance, I knew where it was located. Sure enough, it was open and I got 

enough Imodium to gum up the works.

Coming back to the Kempinski hotel from another direction, I noticed that the whole hotel had 

stand-off concrete barriers and a blast wall to keep smaller car bombs at bay. To get into the hotel by

this route I had to show my camera and GPS, go through the metal detector and submit to a pat 

down. If I did not know better, I might conclude that this hotel has been bombed or is high on the 

target list. If so, I have been through this before at the Europa Hotel in Belfast.

Back in my room, I read the Imodium instructions, that must have been written as a PhD thesis, and

noted that it glued rather than cured. So, I will hold it in reserve hoping that the Intetrix was kill the 

MM.

At 17:30 this afternoon nine of us met with the Tour Manager. He told us he was going to the 

Allenby Bridge early tomorrow to pick up 32 others who are coming out of a tour of Israel. At 41 plus

the TM this would be the biggest group I have ever travelled with.

He gave us a map, told us the tap water was not safe for human consumption and that, as a Muslim, 

he was fasting along with 92% of Jordanians.

The advertised Welcome Dinner was to go down to the restaurant when you felt like it. We were to 

arrange our own wake up call for the fill in tour of Amman by a stringer named David that will start 

at 08:00 hrs on October 15th. We will join the larger group somewhere in northern Jordan to visit 

the archaeological site of Um Quais.
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This was the single worst start to a group tour that I have ever experienced. David was not 

impressed.
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