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Preface


I spend a lot of time in Morocco, where I am married to the Berber woman, Jamila. We live in a mountain area in the village of Hay Assersif, which is near a larger town, called Aourir, located approximately 20 km from Agadir.


When I am in Morocco, I often talk to the people about Morocco and the different areas, each with their own distinctive character. When I drink my tea with nana (mint), I get to know many things ranging from geography, population composition, occupations, government systems and family relationships and much more. Regarding family relationships, you have to be careful, because in the Berber area where I am, I have learned that many people are related to each other. "Well, I know your wife well because my mother is her cousin!" I was told once, and it was not the last time. Sometimes when we go to Aourir and my wife greets someone I might already know, I say: "Where do you know her from!" Well, that's my aunt!” says Jamila. The family is like brothers and sisters, they can say bad things about each other; but if I interfere, I get the "hat pool."


Although all those I have talked to and talk to about Morocco probably do not think how much and great information they have given me, I would like to thank them very much, because without their help it would not have been possible to write this book.


I would especially like to thank my little Berber wife Jamila. Subsequent thanks must go to my friends mentioned in no particular order: Soufiane, Hassan, my brother-in-law Mohamed, Ahmed and Aaziz. I have purposely not mentioned their last names as I know they won't care.


Furthermore, my late brother Henning Jorgensen's reports have been an invaluable help. He often told about the Morocco he traveled sparsely, when he worked in Morocco, where he also had many acquaintances from high to low.


In the vast majority of places in the book, I have primarily quoted my wife Jamila, friends or brother; where I have lacked years or information about circumstances etc., I have used Wikipedia Maroc, Wikipedia Histoire du Sahara Occidental and Wikipedia History of Western Sahara. I have subsequently checked all the information with my expert friends just for the record. In addition, I often read Morocco World News, which rubs off on me.


I would also like to point out that it is not the UN as an organization that I am complaining about in the book; for the intentions at the creation of the United Nations were noble and noble for the welfare of mankind.


But there must be something better than the right of veto, which hampers many initiatives and hampers much work. I have never considered the right of veto democratic. The heavy administration could be made much easier, practical and more down-to-earth. It would also be nice if the better-informed older brother let his younger siblings speak more. As the old hippie told me: "The UN is like an octopus with too many arms and too much ink!"


But back to Morocco!


I drove through the Anti-Atlas mountains and visited Ouarzazate, Zagora and the Sahara desert, which is what we call the Sahara (sahara really just means desert in Arabic) in January 2013. Jamila and I repeated the expedition a few years later, as described in my book ''The Old Map;' where we were lucky to find the treasure that the old, yellow, faded map showed us the way to.


We have also traveled by bus to Marrakech and further by both bus and train up through Morocco to Casablanca and Rabat and been to the old, formerly Portuguese city of Essaouira several times.


In addition, I have gradually gained a great knowledge of Agadir and the surrounding towns.


Before I start, I better say that the spellings I use are the spellings used in Morocco in names etc. An example: In Denmark you write Muhammed, in Morocco you write Mohamed. It wouldn't be so nice if too many writing experts came after me.


I also hope for your mercy and understanding for translation and grammar! I am Danish and have translated this little book myself in the hope that the price can be kept down, so that it can reach as many people as possible.







Introduction


I am in Sweden at the moment (2023) and intend to return to Morocco in the middle of August. I just opened the Mondley app to keep up my language skills. Every day I read a bit of French and a bit of classical Arabic and also practice a bit of Spanish.


But we have to start somewhere, so let's start with the presentation of the Morocco map I've "knitted together," without listing too many cities, so it's easy to keep track of where we are in Morocco. It's handy to know where things are without too much confusion.


Next, we look at Morocco's history and language with the facts and years that are necessary. We must also look at Morocco's population. It is all seasoned with my own experiences and experiences.






Morocco card
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History and Language of Morocco


As I have already expressed, during my stays in Morocco I have absorbed the glories right from 2012, when I came to the country for the first time.


On my very first expedition in the Anti-Atlas mountains, Ouarzazate, Zagora and the Sahara desert, I discovered how different a country Morocco is. It is diverse both in terms of landscape, population and culture.


I remember from my schooling that the area up north by the Mediterranean is an ancient highly cultural area that had both Phoenicia and Carthage as trading partners. Later, the area came under Roman rule, like so many other countries in the world at the time.


I have also learned that much human behavior in Morocco is different from several of the Arab countries, and I attribute this to the phenomenon that Morocco was never occupied by the Ottomans, as most of the other countries along the Mediterranean coast were. Why Morocco went free, I don't know. But a guess could be the Atlas and Anti-Atlas mountains with the original "wild" inhabitants. The Romans called them the barbarians, as they called all foreign people they did not know. Over time, the word barbar has become Berber.


Briefly, although France was on a conquest spree in the 19th century in North Africa, Morocco was not conquered, probably to avoid stepping on Spain's toes, as Spain had interests in the area. But in 1912 something happened anyway. Northern Morocco became a Spanish protectorate and today constitutes the areas of Ceuta and Melilla; Ceuta is on the Strait of Gibraltar and Melilla is on the east coast of Morocco on the Mediterranean. The rest of Morocco became a French protectorate with the exception of Western Sahara, which came under Spanish rule under the name Rio de Oro or Spanish Sahara.


The French were efficient, new roads had to be built and infrastructure had to be maximized so they could get the most out of the colony. The population was discharged for forced labor; yes even "our grandmother", who was a young efficient woman at the time, came to work, she was appointed road foreman due to her good organizational sense and determination.


The population of Morocco at the time revolted, which the occupying powers tried to put down. In 1934, the insurgent had been defeated, it was believed.


But no fire without embers, it was still smoldering, so when a newly formed resistance organization became a reality, a well-functioning resistance struggle was launched.


When the sultan in the Moroccan area supported the rebels and supported a free Morocco, he was sent into exile by the French. As France lost their possessions in North Africa, so did Morocco, so in 1957 Morocco was transformed into a monarchy with the same Sultan as king under the name Mohamed V.


As can be almost calculated, there quickly became a conflict between the resistance organization – the national organization and the king; but wisely the king managed to hold the stronghold, which was succeeded by his son Hassan II on his death in 1961.


Much has been said about this king. In his own way, he was a hard man. He dissolved parliament in 1963, of course resulting in political unrest. It was not until 1970 that political parties were allowed again. Believe me or not, several parties went on strike, and they tried to overthrow Hassan II both in 1971 and in 1972.


My brother, who knew King Hassan II, has told several times what a capable king he was and admired him for the way he ruled Morocco, even if it was the harsh method. My brother said: "He was like King Solomon from the Old Testament!" The king was also admired for all the languages he spoke, many of which he spoke fluently.


When the Jews of Essaouira made a pilgrimage to the new Israel and many regretted it, they sent a deputation to Hassan II and gently asked about the possibility of coming back. Hassan II replied that since they had done nothing wrong, they were welcome back, so to this day the Jews and their way of life form a large part of the cityscape of Essaouira.


In 1975, King Hassan II and Morocco laid claim to the Spanish-occupied territory of Spanish Sahara or Western Sahara. The area is located far to the south in Morocco, next to the Atlantic Ocean. Morocco expressed that because of Western Sahara's historical affiliation with Morocco, it should be Moroccan. See the map page 10.


It ended with Morocco occupying a large part of the area; I have written much more about this in the chapter on Western Sahara.


The whole mess with the Spanish meant that relations between Spain and Morocco became/were bad.


The following little story testifies to how difficult it was to be a hated Spaniard in Morocco in those years. I should add before we start the story, that I have been under strict instructions from the family in question not to use real names, so the names I use in the story are fictitious.


Here comes the story: When the young Spanish sailor Juan XXX met the Berber girl Naïma YYY in Tangier, where she wanted to try her luck, sweet music arose and they fell in love. When they wanted to get married, was it not possible for a Moroccan woman to marry a Spanish man. But the otherwise strict bureaucracy and system in Morocco was nevertheless flexible and humane, so the solution was that Juan XXX converted his name to Mohamed ZZZ and became Moroccan. Now the two young people in love could finally get married.


The funny thing was that when Mohamed's/Juan's shipping company wrote or telegraphed to him, when he was at home with Naïma and the children from the see, his original name was written on the letters and telegrams. The same was the case with his Spanish family, they also used his original name when writing to him. But the Moroccan postal service was/is used to a bit of everything, so it went quite well.


When Juan died and Naïma was sent the pension from the shipping company every month, it was also his original name that appeared on the payments.


When King Hassan II died in 1999, his son became king with the name Mohamed VI.


Much has already been said and written about this king, who in my eyes is a fantastic king who understands Morocco's mixed population and its needs. He gradually delegates power in step with human development. He sends everyone to school and works to improve all conditions in general. But it takes time to change attitudes and understandings.


Try to look at the other states along the North African coast towards the Mediterranean, where hey wild animals were supposed to introduce democracy! The price of democracy can be too expensive!


It is therefore my great hope that King Mohamed VI will be given the opportunity to continue to rule the country in his sensible, pleasant and sensible way. He has understood how to form a bridge between Arabs, Berbers and the other minorities.


After some consideration, I have chosen to comment on the huge Berber demonstration that took place in Rabat on May 1 (2023), where Berbers drew attention to their lack of rights and lack of recognition of their language, and also expressed their great frustration at the lack of influence in state power.


Although the demonstration was against the constitution, it was not stopped! Why? I have answered: King Mohamed VI sits at the helm and acts in his sensible way, fortunately for that! I know I won't be popular in certain circles in my Morocco with that statement, but what's right must be right! As I have expressed before, the Berbers cannot find anyone else who works as well for their cause as King Mohamed VI. It was also expressed by his speech on June 30 (2023), where he commented on the demands of the Berbers and expressed that an institute of Berber culture will be established; the king also expressed that Berber culture and the Berbers are a national treasure.


I have no doubts at all about the king's real intentions and deep understanding of the Berbers, and I am absolutely sure that the day when the Berbers get their full vindication is not far off!


But as I have expressed it before, it takes time if you want to transform a society in a proper and good way. History shows that what I call "revolver democracies" are not for the well-being of the ordinary population.


I am well aware that the Berber movement has grown large; but I sincerely hope that the leaders it has do not "go overboard" and perform unintended and irreparable actions; but that they have the entire population of Morocco regardless of their ancestry in their hearts!


So when I sometimes meet rebellious individuals on my way who criticize the monarchy, I calmly explain to them how chaotic their lives would have been without King Mohamed VI at the helm. Strangely enough, no one has yet been upset by my statements, on the contrary, they have led to many, long and matter-of-fact discussions.


Many of those I discuss with believe that democracy and the welfare state are the same. It can therefore be difficult to explain that you can live in a democracy without having a welfare society. When I explain, for example, how the Danish welfare society has crumbled over the last few years and tell about leg amputations that should never have taken place and about cancer operations that were never carried out, they don't believe me. But now I live with that.


The Berbers today learn their native language Tamazight, both written and spoken, in addition to Darija, which is spoken daily by the Arabs of Morocco. Darija is usually mistakenly called Arabic. "Real Arabic", classical Arabic is also part of the teaching at school.


While we are on the subject of languages there are three Berber languages, Tamazight language in Morocco. There is the Tamazigt of the Riefs in the north, there is the Tamazigt of the Berbers in the middle of Morocco and the Tamazigt of the Berbers in the south. According to my Berber wife Jamila, there is a difference between the three Berber languages, she believes that it must be like the difference between Swedish and Danish.


But what are the characters like? These are letters called tifinagh, and fortunately they are fairly similar for all three Berber languages and are written like our Latin letters from left to right. They look like a wonderful amalgamation of all the letters we know from all over Europe. I immediately detect similarities between Greek letters and tifinagh. I have done some research into their origins and find that some believe, that the ancient Phoenician alphabet could be the origin.


Darija, as just written, is called Arabic by many in Morocco and even by several travel companies, despite the fact that it is incomprehensible to many Arabic-speaking people. I can best describe it with the following words spoken by an Iraqi who has a freeride residence in Agadir. He says, “Oh, the horrible language!” And I understand him! Because Darija is a mixed language, consisting of Arabic, the three Berber languages, French and a sprinkling of Spanish! When words are inflected, they are also inflected according to their origin. Darija is written in Arabic script from right to left.


One day, when I was talking to my friend the timber merchant and philosopher Soufiane, who has just taken a legal civil service exam, which he can't really start using, a whole load of Swedish wood arrived on a huge truck. There was the driver and two helpers with the truck, all of whom were Arabs; but it was not enough, so Soufiane quickly got hold of two more helpers who were Berbers, as a chibané (old man) I was not supposed to participate. The reading went like clockwork, so tea was subsequently brewed, which was consumed by everyone including me. When we sat on the wooden planks and drank the tea, it was strange to see the three Arabs sitting and talking together, and the other Berbers talking among themselves. When I subsequently asked Soufiane why they did not talk to the Arabs, he explained to me that it was too difficult to hold a conversation with them. The Berbers understood some of the Arabs' Dahia, but the Arabs understood just a little Tamazight. It gives some food for thought.


Despite the fact that I have just written that classical Arabic is also taught in schools, it is my experience that not very many people speak classical Arabic.


French is also compulsory in schools and many people speak French in Morocco, although not everyone speaks it. Incidentally, I maintain my French every day, as already written, via a language course on the Internet, since the French spoken in Morocco does not completely harmonize with correct French - a relic from the colonial era.


Oddly enough, I have noticed that suddenly there are more young people who speak English. When I first came to Morocco in 2012, almost no one spoke English; but now here in 2023 the picture is reversed. Many learn the language themselves with the help of their mobile phone and language courses on the Internet. If you ask the young people who mainly speak English why they learn it, the answer is always that it is the language spoken in the world, and it is also incredibly easy to learn.


Many Berbers have these signs
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Painted on their door. It is Zeta, or as I have also heard it Zar in the Berber alphabet, (the Tifinagh alphabet). I have asked several people what the difference is in them; but received no response. I have also found that they use them randomly on the doors. They say it means free man, and the signs look pretty much like a human too. My brother-in-law claims that when it is painted on the door it means: Here live free people, here live Berbers!


Although we all know the red Moroccan flag with the green five-pointed star in the middle, it is not the only flag in Morocco. The Berbers have their own flag, almost like the Scanians and Bornholmers have their own flag.
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We already know the sign, the letter in the middle, it is Zeta in the Berber alphabet, tifinagh; (that's what free man means - Berber). The wide blue stripe at the top symbolizes Morocco's sea areas, the Mediterranean and the Atlantic. The green stripe in the middle symbolizes green Morocco, the Morocco you experience when you travel by train from Marrakech to the north, these are the large green fields you see when you approach Casablanca. The yellow stripe at the bottom symbolizes the yellow Morocco, the desert!
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