
Poverty 

He stands straight in front of our car, wearing his Morocco shirt, and points at my son’s. He’s 
wearing a Moroccan football shirt too. ‘Look, we’re wearing the same shirt. That’s got to be a 
reason to give?’  

I read his thoughts while he slowly moves towards my youngest son’s window. He gives the 
man a friendly smile, then light turns green and we drive on. You can hardly call it a detail or 
incident, because there are too many of them and their numbers only seem to be growing: 
beggars. From simply dirt-poor people and disabled ones in all shapes and sizes, one-ar-
med, one-legged, rolling, crawling, to Syrian refugees, often mums with their children, and 
dreamers from Sub-Saharan countries – teenagers still, the’re at every roundabout, street 
corner and intersection where cars have to stop. Here they walk among the stationary cars 
and ask for some money, only to be completely ignored in most cases.   

The scale of poverty is overwhelming, and that’s often how I feel. It feels like a bottomless 
pit, in which every dirham you give leads to nothing. Whenever I don’t give anything, which 
is usually the case because the stream of poverty is endless, I always feel that brief kick in 
the stomach. I try to friendly decline, making eye contact – my sunglasses on my forehead. It 
is the least I can do, I reckon. But every time I wonder: what must this person think of me? 
‘Why don’t you just give me something, you filthy rich snob. Would it really hurt to give a dir-
ham? Why are you acting all friendly without giving me anything, you jerk?’ 

Every once in awhile I will give something, just like many other people do. And as a family, 
we decided a while ago to properly help some Moroccan people and families in need who 
we know more personally. That makes more sense to us. But the army of beggars out on the 
roads doesn’t know that. Nor should they. After all, what difference does it make to them? So 
I can understand what they’re thinking and resign myself to the fact that they’re probably 
cursing me under their breath.   
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