
Day 7 – Oct 12th
Day 7 – 12 Oct – Marrakech to Casablanca

The drill today was wake up 07:30, bags 08:00 and departure at 09:00 – forecast 22 Celsius.

The trinkets and trash locusts were out in force so we had to run the gauntlet getting on the coach.

By now the extent of the group sickness was quite apparent. I was not feeling that great with 

stomach cramps, but others were not in good shape at all. The Tour Manager said it was the result of

eating different food with strange spices. It was not quite that simple.

The coach suddenly stopped in a suburb and both the driver and tour manager ran away. They came 

back shortly carrying two litre bottles of water. Any tour operator will tell you that dehydration is a 

major problem. I break the rules by purposely dehydrating because I never know when the next 

toilet is located.

Marrakech became the capital of one dynasty in the twelfth century. So, we had visited all four 

capitals of Casablanca, Rabat, Fes and Marrakech.  Marrakech had a part in the slave trade.

For the upcoming feast, the desert people slaughter a camel rather than goats or sheep. Four 

families will share one camel.

By 09:30 we were out in flat, drab uninteresting desert and I could see no obvious reason for the 

location of Marrakech. By the way, Morocco used to be called Marrakech – the Portuguese influence 

when Henry the Navigator sent his sea captains all the way down the west African coast to Cape of 

Good Hope.

Another explanation for the name is that phonetically Marrakech means “walk fast” in the Taureg 

language. You walked fast to escape your enemies.

Snake charmers use Horn Vipers from the Sahara and cobras from the Atlas Mountains. You can 

train a cobra. There are rattlesnakes, but the snake charmers cannot handle them. Local shepherds 

rub creosote on the legs of their animals and put a circle of creosote around their dwellings. Sheep 

dogs can smell a snake and their barking summons the shepherd to dispatch it. Iguanas can kill a 

snake while chickens can handle scorpions. Unfortunately, desert foxes target chickens.
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By 09:45 we were on a four lane toll autoroute. Bore and Snore set in rapidly.

Those of us still awake learned that the British set up a veterinary organization that looks after the 

horses that pull tourist buggies in the cities. Licences for such horse buggies are given only to those 

who really need them. Drivers work one of two shifts divided at 14:00 hours.

At 09:50 we were crossing empty desert with zilch to observe.

But, suddenly at 10:00 we saw an extensive plantation of olive trees. The entrepreneur had drilled 

down to the water table and lifted water into a lagoon, from which it was distributed to the olive 

trees. The desert can be bountiful if water is provided.

Later we started to see flocks of sheep grazing on nothing. After a while we figured out that the 

nothing was stubble from a grain crop – probably wheat. The area looked a lot like the wheat 

producing area southwest of Ankara, Turkey.

Cactus started to make an appearance as fence lines and then whole hedges. Donkeys and cows were

grazing within the cactus “pastures” – I swear cows from Europe would starve.

I think I got a great shot of a man with a donkey cart. He had a water barrel on the cart and had 

backed the cart up to the well. A second donkey was on hand harnessed to a rope that led to the 

bucket lifting device. Clever, and no electricity required.

By 10:40 we were into broken rock formations and the sun came out after total overcast.

We stopped at a local super highway service centre and the spell of the desert was broken. We were 

back in the “civilized world”.

At 11:10 the Tour Manager put on the video “Casablanca” with Bogart and Bergman. As Time Goes 

By….You Must Remember This ….

So, we got a taste of the original “Rick’s” as we had the final dinner at Rick’s replica.

By 11:55 we saw crops of cabbage and we were in the outskirts of Casablanca.

We stopped at a pharmacy to load up on anti-diarrhoea medicine. The first pharmacist ran out, such

was the demand, but I got some at the second and promptly popped a pill.
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We drove to the waterfront to the area the French had developed as La Corniche. We had 90 

minutes to kill while we waited for the hotel to release our rooms. I walked and had no lunch, 

stopping only to say hello to Ronald McDonald’s rest room. I watched two men drag out some 

cardboard so that they could say their prayers on the busy sidewalk. I passed up the chance to buy a 

genuine fake Rolex for twenty Euros.

We drove to the hotel at 14:45 doing a cruise along the seafront. Casablanca is Morocco’s biggest 

seaport. Helicopter construction will soon be added to the city’s industries.

After checking back into the same hotel from which we started the trip, I got my bag and started 

reorganizing for Jordan.

I went through my normal drill of camera card backup, battery charging and blog writing. I did not 

post as the Sheraton charges for WiFi.

We departed for the Farewell Dinner at Rick’s. It was the best meal of the whole trip, and featured 

sea bass. Me, who does not normally eat fish, found it delicious.

My flights on 13 October took me from Casablanca to Paris and then from Paris to Amman.

My wake up was 03:30 for the first flight at 07:40 in the morning. I got into Amman at 19:45 so it 

was a very long day.
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