
Imprinted 

An ordinary Saturday in Rabat. Our eldest is meeting his friends at someone’s house after football 
practice in the morning. It is just like the routine we used to have back home.  

The only difference:  if we hadn’t moved abroad, my son – now twelve years old – would have 
slowly cycled out of view. While here in Rabat, I’m his chauffeur. Apart from that, some of our fami-
ly’s habits have proven (nearly) impossible to break. The two of us stare ahead in silence. Our 
thoughts wandering off along the tarmac road. We’re good at this. Sitting together in silence.  

Suddenly, he speaks: “You know, dad. Rabat feels so ordinary to me. Everything we do here, has 
become normal. Even though I still remember how different everything felt when we arrived.” 
“That’s right, I feel the same way,” I say, surprised by this unexpected opening. “So what’s become 
really normal and was very different before, in your eyes?” 
“Well, we nhave to do lots of things by car. While back home, we cycled to school together – don’t 
you think I would have been cycling to school on my own by now?”  
“For sure.” 

“And the Friday prayer, for example. That’s not at all like back home. Well, it’s not as visible as it is 
here, where almost everyone takes part. And we’re fluent in English now, and learning Arabic too. 
And we’ve learned how to surf and do it almost every week! And how about wearing shorts in De-
cember and the real summer heat, dad. Oh, and the beggars in the street. The poverty, dad.” 
“You’re right, all those things are different from before.” 
“It feels as if those things are now suddenly imprinted in us. They are part of us. You know, just like 
other things were part of us before.” 

“And how does that make you feel?” 
“It feels good, dad. I’m happy.” 
The silence returns. Everything’s been said for today. Things have been imprinted in us.  
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