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An average day in a normal neighbourhood in the city centre of Rabat. I am having tagine with 

bread on a narrow café terrace. To my right sits a woman with her child, begging. On the 

opposite side of the street I see a man in a wheelchair, strategically parked next to the bank. 

People withdraw money from the cash machine there and are often more willing to part with 

some change. 

Suddenly, there is a beggar at my table. A man, old, standing tall in really dirty clothes. A 

toothless smile and hollow eyes. He stares me straight in the face. I look him in the eye and point 

at my bread. I would like to share it with him. He doesn’t want any bread. So he’s after money. 

Thoughts flash through my head: How hungry can you be? And what would you spend the 

money on? Another beggar hesitantly stops in front of the café terrace and tries to catch people’s 

attention, but nobody responds. Including me. 

Heartless? Well, it can certainly look that way. 

Even though I have already handed some bread to another beggar today and given some money 

to beggars at various points along my route. Does that make it better? To me it only illustrates 

that poverty is an endless stream that keeps coming at you. 



That’s just there. 

Exists. 

And nothing more than that. 

Wealth and poverty exist side by side in this street. The big fat Range Rover, BMW, or the 

massive, chauffeur-driven Mercedes are parked in the same street where I have lunch and where 

poverty passes by. 

There are days when everything feels OK. When I smoothly hand out money, and at times refuse 

to do so. Sometimes I am blunt and then I feel guilty afterwards. Sometimes I ignore what’s 

there, because I just don’t know what to do. Shame and discomfort. And sometimes I just know 

not to give anything, because I don’t trust the situation. Step-by-step, I have learned to live with 

what is here and found a way to deal with it. Not a great way or a shining example of goodness. 

Just like most of us. Searching, knowing that the others are there. Sometimes satisfied with what 

you are trying to do. And at moments with a gnawing feeling that you are failing. That it will 

never be enough. And often just carrying on, dutifully giving a few Dirhams, carelessly, because 

the poverty won’t go away. 
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