
Another reality 

When we first told our sons we would go to Morocco for the next four years, there was drama in 

the house for 30 minutes. Somewhere amidst of it all we managed to get the conversation going 

about why they did not want to go. Up until then we heard the mantra of ‘I will never go there! 

Never! Never! Never!’  

Our oldest one said: ‘I do not want to go to a country where there is poverty.’ We did not want to 

deny that, but also told him that it would be something he could deal with and that there would 

be people in Morocco who lived like us. ‘But the most important thing is that you go to a country 

where things are different. That is the biggest challenge.’  It helped him accept the fact that we 

would go to a country where poverty would be part of the reality. 

Arriving in Morocco indeed means coming to terms with seeing poverty on every streetcorner. 

You can not miss it. At every traffic light, bank, shop or whatever, you will find beggars, disabled 

people, orphans, mothers with babies on their back and refugees. 

To be honest, I think the kids and my wife dealt with it better than I did. I struggled through the 

first months, looking for a way to give people money or food or something. And who do you give 

and why? I felt confused, whereas my wife just acted. She bought food, refused people at times, 

gave money. 

And the boys? They watched, asked us questions about the stories behind the poverty of people. 

‘Where is she from? Why does she have to beg? Why does  he not have a job? Why do you give 

him food and not money? What has happened?’ 

I felt they both did very well. I saw that our answers made them think. Getting ideas about it and 

maybe forming an opinion.  

Turning quiet at times.  

Watching. 

Lately I asked them what they found the most difficult to adjust to. And both of them gave a clear 

answer: poverty. ‘I think it is sad that people live that way,’ one said. ‘I feel particularly sorry for 

the little kids and the disabled people, ‘ said the youngest one. And they understood why we 

sometimes gave them food instead of money.  

This is what we put our boys in. Another reality.  They are dealing with it. Thinking about it, and 

clearly it has had an impact on them. 

 I can only hope that somewhere along their journey through life memories  of Morocco will pass 

by and help them along the way.  

For now that is more than enough.  


