
Turning 50 in Morocco 
(recently published in online magazine Global Connection) 

My wife was going to turn 50 in Morocco in six months’ time and I wanted to celebrate it in a memorable 
way. Because it is a special birthday and one that should be marked properly. 
During a short break back home in the Netherlands, I asked a good friend to take pictures of  our boys at a 
spot near our house where we had taken a similar picture five years ago. Nicely enlarged, this would make a 
great present. But the real gift was going to be a surprise visit from her best friends, who were going to come 
to Morocco for a long weekend. Their response to my invitation was breathtakingly beautiful: “Yes, and 
we’ve already booked!” Ok, so all I need to do now is put together an amazing itinerary. 
While I’m busy organizing this, it becomes apparent how much we, as a family, have become part of  the local 
community over the past three years: A Moroccan father, who we know because our youngest is friends with 
his son, is willing to open the doors of  his carpet factory to us. You want a look behind the scene? No 
problem. A French friend who prepares home-cooked dinners in people’s own kitchens, is really excited to be 
asked to cook for my wife and her friends. Our sons and I will be the waiters. A hammam is arranged by the 
Moroccan staff  in my wife’s office. 
Friends in Casablanca organise a trip out there. Others, who are going to be away that weekend, offer me 
their house, so that everyone has a place to stay. A beautiful Moroccan itinerary is slowly taking shape and 
everybody around my wife is now part of  the plot. And everyone stays silent. Her friends in the Netherlands 
meet up with her just a week before their trip to Morocco, and no-one says anything that would raise her 
suspicion. The boys keep their mouths firmly shut too, despite my wife’s desperate attempts to get them to 
reveal the secret. She knows she has to take the day off  on Friday, but nothing else. 
And so on the day before her birthday, nine friends land at Casablanca airport. One man with nine women 
draws attention. It’s hilarious! In two cars we drive to Rabat, while in constant contact with my wife’s office. 
Upon arrival, we are ushered into the building in deepest secrecy. Then an assistant asks my wife to come 
down to have a look at the security cameras, because ‘something’s wrong’. My wife protests, “Why me? Is 
that really my job?” 
And so she walks down and opens the door to the entrance hall and… remains completely stunned and silent 
for about thirty seconds. Then she falls into her sister’s arms, uttering some incoherent words of  surprise and 
joy. Everyone is laughing and crying at the same time. Let’s get this party started!


