
Beggars and Porsches

“Dad, later when I’m rich, I think I want a Porsche GT3,” says our youngest. It sounds impressive, especially 
in English – I still marvel at the ease with which he speaks a second language. 

So, a Porsche GT3... I google the car later at home and must admit he’s got good tasted.  I’m not a car-con-
noisseur myself, but I ride on the waves of my sons’ interests. 
On our way home through Rabat, we drive through a street where engines are revving loudly. I spot the cars 
before my son does. 
“Look over there!”
“Where?”
“There, to your left, there’s one leaving a garage.”
“Oh yeah!! That’s a Maserati, dad! And another one behind it!”
At that moment, a third car roars past.  
“Oh man! A Porsche GT3! Dad, two Maseratis and a Porsche GT3. How cool is that?!”

During the short drive that follows, we count another two Porsches, a Bentley, and a Mercedes Coupe in our 
own street. Not a bad total. Is what we’ve seen today unusual? Not really. Affluent Moroccans have no 
qualms about displaying their wealth and cars are a popular way to flaunt financial success. Wealth and po-
verty are parked side by side in the streets of Rabat; beggars and Porsches as the extremes of the welfare 
spectrum.  The contrast couldn’t be any greater, but it correctly reflects the reality: extreme wealth next to 
stubborn and bitter poverty.

This city is a great place to live for a budding petrol head like our youngest son. The sight of a Range Rover 
doesn’t even excite us anymore. They’re as common as muck over here. 
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