
Family & Friends 

 

This e-mail is a little different from rest. 

 

The Ait Diba Community Center already exists in a fashion. It is a room approximately 3 X 5 meters (approx. 9 X 15 feet). 

Here a pre-school class for the community children is held, the teacher is a volunteer who gives excellent classes in basic 

Arabic. He teaches the children the alphabet, teaches the children their first written words in their native tongue. I have 

sat in some of these classes. He is an excellent teacher, very enthusiastic, very interested in seeing his students succeed. 

He also is the president of the PTA of the local primary school. He is an educator, the room is a disaster. There are no 

windows. There is one bare light bulb hanging from the ceiling. The desk and chairs are literally failing apart, some chairs 

have three legs. All chairs are splintered with unsecured seats. It is a very poor example of what a classroom should be.  

 

This room is also used for 

community meetings, by a 

ƳŀƴΩǎ ŀƴŘ ōȅ ŀ ǿƻƳŀƴΩǎ 

groups who meet there 

periodically. It has been used 

for adult health lessons e.g. 

breast cancer awareness 

classes, adult literacy 

classes, community issues as 

ǿƻƳŜƴΩǎ ǊƛƎƘǘǎΣ ŀ ƎǊƻǳǇ 

organizing sport activities for 

the children. All excellent 

endeavors, the community 

deserves a better venue for 

all these activities.  

 

The community two years 

ago organized to build a 

water tower, which supplied 

water to the homes of the 

community. Prior to this, residents had to collect water from a well in the center of the village and then transport the 

water to their individual homes. The community built the tower, dug ditches for piping to the individual homes and 

installed all the plumbing necessary so water could be used right in the homes. The community ensures purity of the 

water by maintaining a chlorine addition system. The water system is self-sustaining by community efforts.  

 

This community has the ability and the will to organize and build a community center, which it sorely needs. This 

community center would immensely improve the potential growth of the members of the village. 

 

So this describes the current states of affairs in Ait Diba, what I am proposing is to build a respectable community 

center. The Peace Corps has a means to fund such projects, it is called the Peace Corps Partnership Program. The PCPP 

allows interested parties to donate funds to complete such projects. The Peace Corps acts as a conduit for the funds, it 

oversees the financial and technical aspects of any project. It does not take any funding for any administrative fees, all 

donated funds go to the project. 

 



The PCPP for this project will have a web site, which will describe what I am proposing. It will have a donation 

άǘƘŜǊƳƻƳŜǘŜǊέ ǘƘŀǘ ǿƛƭƭ ƛƴŘƛŎŀǘŜ Řƻƴŀǘƛƻƴ ƭŜǾŜƭǎ ŀƴŘ ƎƻŀƭΦ Lǘ ǿƛƭƭ ƘŀǾŜ ǇƘƻǘƻǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƻƧŜŎǘ ǎƻ ŎƻƴǘǊƛōǳǘƻǊǎ Ŏŀƴ ǾƛŜǿ ǘƘŜ 

progress of the work.  The web site is maintained through Peace Corps headquarters in Washington, DC.  Donations can 

be made by credit cards. This web site should go on line after the first of the year. All donations are Tax Deductible.  

 

We just wanted to get this proposal out to our family and friends so everyone can think if they would like to take part in 

this endeavor. 

 

Thanks 

Mary & Gerry Murphy  

 

 P.S. see attached photo of room 

 

12/3/10  Friends & Family 
 
Mary did a follow up visit today on Zeena, she is resting comfortably at her brother's apartment in Essaouira. She has a 
cast on the injured hand. She had suffered a broken radius bone of the foreman.  
A Happy Ending   
Gerry  

12/1/10 - Friends & Family 
 
There was a coup d'tat in our village of Ait Diba. It was short lived and bloodless. Control of the village was returned to 
authorities after a three to four hour show of strength by Mary Murphy. 
 
The Story 
 
An elderly women named Zeena fell last Saturday night during a wedding celebration. Zeena has arthritis and uses a 
cane, but she gets around the rocky paths of the village. She lost her footing and she fell with her hand taking the force 
of the fall. Mary was notified late Monday night and performed first aid measures, applying ice and elevating the hand. 
The hand and wrist were badly swollen and the swollen area appeared to be warm to the touch, all symptoms of a 
broken bone. At the time there was a major rain storm along with heavy winds, Tuesday showed no improvement with 
the injury, relatives said that she would be brought to the hospital which is about 30 miles away, it was still raining and 
blowing a gale. Mary was checking in on the woman periodically trying to make here as comfortable as possible. The dirt 
road from the village to the major road and to the hospital was impassable to any motor vehicle.  
 
Wednesday morning brought a break in the weather, a chance to bring Zeena to the hospital. Zeena's son, brother, 
nephew all checked in on Zeena and they concluded that tomorrow would be soon enough to bring Zeena to the 
hospital. 
 
Mary enters the room where the injured women is located, all her relatives sitting around chatting, She learns that there 
is no plan to get Zeena to the hospital that day. Zeena needed care and requested that she be brought to the hospital. 
The men of the family have never seen a head nurse in action before, they were told in very certain terms that Zeena 
was going to the hospital today, right away. Moroccan men rule the roost in their home, they were not prepared or 
ready for the onslaught that was about to fall on them. Kabor, the son, was told he would take his mother by donkey to 
the road. Housaine, the brother, was told he would assist in the transit and all this would occur right away. Shufik, the 
nephew, was in charge of baggage. Everyone one followed orders, each had a look of resignation on their face. I think 
this is what the Peace Corps calls a cross cultural exchange. 
 
The journey started, one donkey with the injured woman led by her son and brother, another donkey with led by the 
nephew and all the baggage, and with Mary encouraging the troupe to move as quickly as possible before the rains 



resumed. This trip would in good weather takes about thirty minutes, today it took twice as long because of the muddy 
conditions. The caravan completed its journey at the highway, the donkeys were tied to a tree, Zeena and her family 
hailed a taxi and she was off to the hospital.  
 
Mary waved to Zeena as she left assuring her that she was in good hands, Zeena smiled a smile of appreciation. Zeena's 
son, brother and nephew all waved with a certain expression of relief that they were leaving Mary behind, another cross 
cultural exchange. Mary's motivation in all that transpired is that everyone is has the right to access to health care.  
 
Gerry 

  



 
 

11/17/2010 

Friends and Family 

 

 

Two months after Ramadan is the Great Feast or Eid (Feast) Kbir (Great), it is a day like our Thanksgiving in the States. 

Schools are off for the week, businesses are closed, and the roads are busy with people traveling. Families in Morocco 

get together around this day and feast. The traditional food is lamb rather than the turkey found in the States.  

 

The feast is based on the story of Abraham and Isaac, in this story Abraham is asked by God to sacrifice his son, Isaac. 

Abraham is about to sacrifice his son but God intervenes blesses Abraham for his obedience and tells Abraham to 

sacrifice a sheep instead of his son. Abraham celebrates, sacrifices a sheep and he feasts with his family. This story is 

found in the Jewish Torah, the Christian Bible and the Islamic Koran. 

 

So on this day in Morocco approximately four million sheep are sacrificed in remembrance of Abraham and Isaac. Each 

family purchases a sheep and the head of the family or someone hired by the family will after the appropriate prayers 

kill a sheep and prepare it for the feast. The King of Morocco is the first person to sacrifice his sheep in Morocco, he is 

televised and broadcast on the radio performing the ritual. After the King completes his duty the rest of the population 

follows.  

 

Today Housaine our host family father invited us to witness the proceedings. Housaine has a large family group here in 

our village, five ŦŀƳƛƭƛŜǎ ŀǊŜ ƛƴǾƻƭǾŜŘΦ !ǊƻǳƴŘ млΥлл !a ŦƻƭƭƻǿƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ YƛƴƎΩǎ ƭŜŀŘΣ ŜŀŎƘ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ ƻƴŜ ŀŦǘŜǊ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ 

performed the rite. I was a little apprehensive at first about witnessing all this, but it was done in a very respectful 

manner. The animal was well treated and dispatched quickly with no obvious pain. The meat was then prepared for the 

ŜƴǎǳƛƴƎ ƳŜŀƭΦ !ƭƭ ǘƘŜ ŦŀƳƛƭƛŜǎ Ǝƻǘ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊ ǎƘŀǊŜŘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƳŜŀƭǎ ŀƴŘ ŜŀŎƘ ƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ŎƻƳǇŀƴȅΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ƭƻƴƎ Řŀȅ ǿŀƭƪƛƴƎ ŦǊƻƳ 

house to house, it finished around 3:00 PM. Feasting is to continue tomorrow and the following day.  

 

Gerry 

 

  



Family & Friends 

 

The entire area here is covered with olive trees, the olives have ripened and are now being harvested. Harvesting usually 

means hitting the limbs heavy with olives, knocking the olives off the tree and picking up the olives and collecting the 

them in a large sack. The sacks of olives are taken to an olive press. At the olive press the olives are crushed (pits and all) 

with two large limestone wheels driven by a horse then the crushed olives are placed in a woven natural fiber sack and 

are pressed and the resultant liquid separates with olive oil on the top layer and water on the bottom. The top layer of 

oil is collected bottled and sold. The crushing and pressing can be done by human and animal power or also by electric 

power. Most of the oil here is produced using electric power. 

 

 

 

 

 

The traditional animal/human methods claims a better tasting oil. I have tried both, the traditional does have more 

flavor. I hope the extra flavor is not due to the horse adding anything to the mix. There is a traditional press across from 

the house and I visited it today to photograph the operation.   

 

Gerry  

 

 



 

 

Family & Friends 

 

Today was a market excursion day ( souk day, many towns have weekly markets where vendors truck in vegetables, 

chickens, goats, camels and all sorts of things to sell ). This souk is about a twenty minute cab ride away. Usually we are 

loaded down with all the purchases and we have to take a carwela or a horse drawn wagon up the hill and back to the 

house about a 45 minute ride. It rained last night,so the carwelas could not travel up the hill, it was too slippery. 

 

Luckily one of the carwela drivers we know was at the bottom of the hill with his mule and he offered his mule to haul 

our goods up the hill. Mary received a riding lesson along with getting our stuff up the hill. 

 
 

Gerry



Coca Cola & Imilchil 

 

Imilchil is a sparsely populated town in the High Atlas 

Mountains, every year there is a Wedding Festival held in 

the end of September. Here prospective brides and grooms 

can met, but more often the marriage arrangements have 

already made and this location provides a venue for the 

bride and groom and the parents to write marriage 

contracts. Moroccan marriages are usually arranged by the 

parents, although either party has the right to refuse the 

marriage. Once the couple agrees to a union, a legal contract 

is written, signed and the couple is considered married. An 

all night party follows lasting till sunrise and the couple may 

or may not go on a honeymoon depending on their financial 

state. Imilchil provides a location for all this activity. The area 

can be isolated due to heavy snows in the winter so movement is very restricted, this festival is the last chance of the 

season to have these gatherings. One more note on Moroccan marriages, the woman does not take the name of the 

husband she keeps her own name, any children however take the fathers name.  

 

The Peace Corps runs a Health Booth at the Festival every year dispensing health messages, basic information about 

personal hygiene, dental care, diet, maternal care and also 

this year a blood pressure screening clinic. Mary Murphy 

along with a group of Peace Corps Volunteers who were 

9a¢Ωǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŎƻƭƭŜƎŜ ƭƛǾŜǎ ǿƻǊƪŜŘ ǘƘŜ ōƭƻƻŘ ǇǊŜǎsure clinic. 

The clinic was a great magnet to the booth, Moroccans like 

to have their blood pressure taken, and they have a good 

understanding of its importance for good health. The Health 

Booth provided information to over five hundred people 

over the four-day course of the Festival. 

 

Of course there were opening ceremonies including the 

Provincial governor and his entourage, various military and 

police officials. The governor who is appointed by the king 

of Morocco stopped by to shake hands with all the 

volunteers and he reminded us that Morocco was the first 

country to recognize the fledging United States in 1787. We 

thank him also for recognizing us. The Gendarmes followed 

and inquired if the Murphys from Essaouira were in 

attendance. We had notified the Gendarmes in Essaouira 

that we would be attending, they were just checking to 

make sure we got to Imilchil with no problems. Later that 

night the Gendarmes visited the apartment we were 

ǎǘŀȅƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƻ ŎƘŜŎƪ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜΩǎ ƛŘŜƴǘƛŦƛŎŀǘƛƻƴΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ 

very happy and cheerful, Morocco seems to be a benign 

police state. Continuing on the security theme, on 

returning home to Essaouira a few days later two Gendarmes just happened to be in the neighborhood. We had tea and 



cookies together with some of the neighbors outside our house. They stayed for about thirty minutes, thanked everyone 

for their hospitality and left.  

 

As mentioned the Festival is in the High Atlas Mountains, the trip from Essaouira, which is along the Atlantic coast is 

quite long and tedious fifteen total travel hours one way spread over two and a half days. 

The trip included one bus break down while on the Tichka Pass, this is one of the passes through the High Atlas. The 

Tichka Pass is a two hour series of hairpins turns and travels up to a altitude of six thousand feet ( Mt Washington levels 

) and then back down again. Second noteworthy portion of the trip was the Torda Gorge segment, the road where it was 

not washed out follows a river flowing out of the Atlas Mountains. It seemed to me similar to traveling at the bottom of 

the Grand Canyon. After exiting the gorge another climb followed towards Imilchil.  Another breakdown, this time the 

over crowded van with over twenty people with some folks on the roof. This was a flat tire, luckily we had a spare, one 

of the people on the roof slept through the whole ordeal. The van trip was the last fours hour trek to Imilchil 

destination.  

 

Included are three pictures; Mary doing blood a BP measurement, Scene from Imilchil ( the Moroccan flag is red with a 

five pointed green star in the center), and Coca Cola bottle in Arabic. 

 

 

Gerry Murphy 

  

Morocco News 

9/10/2010 

Ramadan ended last night, so now a three day festival 

follows. Families get together, people travel distances 

to visit family and friends. 

 A taxi driver is visiting relatives across the street. 

His Mercedes cab is shown under an olive tree. This is 

one of the cabs mentioned several times before in e-

mails. This is the vehicle that carries up to nine people, 

four in the front, four in the back and sometimes one 

person in the trunk. Also I have seen chickens, goats, 

sheep and a peacock in the trunk. 

 For some reasons Moroccans taxi drivers are 

concerned that any drafts in the cab will cause 

sickness, so all windows are closed. All window handles are removed except for the driver's window handle, no 

one can lower the windows. This makes for a very uncomfortable ride in 100 Deg F temperatures. 

Fortunately the weather is starting to cool now. 

Happy Holidays 

Ramadan, Rosh Hashannah and Patriot Day  

Gerry 



August 16, 2010 

August the weather is getting hot and scorpions are starting to become active. I have not seen any, but a 

pregnant woman in the village was bitten by one. She was rushed to the Essaouira Hospital about 35 miles 

away, she is OK. Everyone is on the lookout for these little pests. Last year a young boy five years old in a 

village nearby was bitten and died, children are particularly vulnerable because of their small body mass. 

Shaking out shoes before inserted oneôs foot is recommended.  

Ramadan started Thursday August 14th the few days before were frantic, many people travel to visit with their 

families. With many people on the move all the buses are filled and do not stop for additional passengers, taxis 

are hard to find. The taxi stand in Essaouira last Tuesday around 4:00 PM was in full panic mode. Fifty blue 

Mercedes taxis parked every which way, taxis packed with people trying to leave  the area, empty taxis coming 

into the area with people chasing them screaming that they need to go here or there. Tempers flared - I 

witnessed two drivers close to blows because of some taxi etiquette infraction, other drivers separated the two 

drivers. Some how or maybe it was the extra money Mary offered to a driver, we got out of there in a 

reasonable amount of time. 

 So Ramadan is a time for fasting, a time to reflect on oneôs place in life, to thank God for family and to give 

alms to those less fortunate. Muslims from puberty to pre-elderly are required to fast and they are even subject 

to arrest if found breaking the fast. Medical conditions e.g. pregnancy, diabetes, breast feeding mothers are 

exemptions from fasting. Non Muslims are not required to fast, however it is advised that they eat indoors out 

of respect for fasting Muslims. Fasting begins at sunrise so people have a pre fast meal around 4:00 AM and 

then do not eat or drink anything till sunset around 7:30 PM. This seems particularly tough in warm long 

summer days. At sunset a breakfast meal is eaten starting with dates and followed by soup and then the main 

meal. Many people, if they can, get through the fasting and hot weather by sleeping during the day. Moroccans 

seem to become nocturnal during Ramadan. Ramadan lasts for 30 days and it is at a slightly different time 

every year as it is determined using a lunar calendar. It migrates through the calendar, ten years from now it 

will start on April 24th 2020. We were invited to a breakfast meal last night, no one asked if we had been 

fasting, we did not volunteer that we have not been fasting.The meal was excellent, dates soup, fish, potato, 

salad, fruit. Grapes and figs right from the familyôs farm. 

7/18/2010 

The Veiled Woman 

Last Wednesday we visited Housaine at his apartment in Essaouria city. Housaine is the language tutor and 

gives us two Moroccan Arabic sessions per week either in the country house or at the ocean apartment. 

Coincidentally on that Wednesday he was hosting a friend and his family for a few days at the beach. Abdulah, 

Housaineôs friend seemed like a very nice man, he and his wife have three girls six, eight and eleven years of 

age. The girls were getting ready for the beach along with Yasine, Housineôs five year old son. So everyone 

was in the salon except for the woman who were getting the kids ready for a day at the ocean.  

 

I was just sitting in the salon when a very large figure burst into the room. The figure was dressed in an orange 

dress with a matching orange hand bag, black gloves, a black veil covered her head and also her face. Every 

bit of human being was covered by fabric except for a pair of eyes and even those were covered by glasses.    

Housaine laughed and said ñLook an Islamic woman.ò She greeted me with a happy ñSalam Alikumò shook my 

hand and just as just as suddenly she left the room. I was thinking to myself that this was some kind of 

Moroccan ñTrick of Treatò joke and that I would just go along with. I looked at Housaine he smiled and said that 

his friendôs wife had just recently become involved in some conservative sect of Islam, Housianeôs wife entered 

the room with a big smile and motioned with her hand that the woman had lost her mind. The husband sat 

there with a non-committal expression. 

So as soon as the women left with their children in tow, the husband of the Islamic woman took off his 



traditional jalaba which covered him head to toe and gave a sigh of relieve. He was then dressed in a sport 

shirt and slacks. No one seemed to want to talk about what they just witnessed. So I concluded after this little 

charade that over bearing wives seem to be a cross cultural phenomenon. Somethings are universal. I 

attached a picture of you know who. 

  
 

7/8/10 

Moroccan houses in Essaouria province are built with a concrete skeleton made of reinforced concrete. The 

areas in between the concrete pillars  are filled in with either limestone or concrete blocks. The walls are faced 

with concrete, the roofs are poured concrete. the door are steel with substantial locks. So what you have is a 

very ugly but very solid building. It is a traditional design, it look more like a defensive type structure, maybe a 

through back to raiding Berber tribes days.    

 

The traditional color of the house is white ( white wash made from the local lime stone ) with blue trim, blue is 

every where doors, shutters, wood trim and taxis cabs.  

 

In this particular house the front door opens into a small room with a Moroccan couch. This room goes into a 

small courtyard, ever house I have been in has a courtyard. The courtyard is open to the atmosphere, some 

can be quite large, big enough to have full grown trees and gardens. 

This one is small, at one end are two doors, one to the bath room and one to the kitchen. Along the side of the 

courtyard is the "salon" usually the largest room of the house. These salons again can be quite large, the 

house we stayed at in Oulad Arbya had a salon that had to be forty feet long. This one is small, it has two 

doors ( blue ) and one window ( blue trim). 

  

I think all the pictures are self explanatory, I left out the bathroom picture, I wanted to leave the Turkish toilet a 

mystery ( It is really not a big deal after the first use ). 

 

Gerry 



  

Courtyard Door 

  



 

 

Front Room Front Room 

  

Housaine, Gerry & Tayib Kitchen 

  

Kitchen Madrassa (preschool) 



  

Madrassa (preschool) Mary & Khadija 

  

Salon Salon 

 

 

Salon  

     



 

   

7/3/2010 

Family & Friends 

 

No long story just some photos of the last day of the community madrassa ( it is a preschool ), we did a dental 

hygiene presentation and then gave the kids candy and soft drinks and tooth brushes and tooth paste. 

 Special thanks to Sandy Ray and Mary Belanger for their dental supply donations. Joan & Walter Mularz that 

is a Red Sox hat, Thanks  Morocco has a half day of school on Saturday. 

 

Gerry 

 

 

Furniture Shopping 6-22-2010 

 

Finally moving in to a permanent residence on July 1st, that means shopping for all those things that one 

needs to live here in Morocco. Luckily we are taking over a house that was occupied by a previous Volunteer 

couple so it is pretty well equipped, they also picked up quite a bit of stuff from their predecessors so life 

improves for each successive generation of Volunteer. 

 

So the list was made; a small kitchen table set, a couch (or ponce here ), a couple of bureaus, carpets and 

believe it or not a washing machine (Is this the Peace Corps!). I thought washing clothes would be going to the 

local stream with a bar of soap.  

 

With the list in hand and the Host family leading the way off to Essaouria to the big city and stores, we arrived 

in Essa around five PM on Saturday, this is Morocco no one starts early. After stopping at the Host familyôs 

apartment for the obligatory tea, we finally start the search around seven PM. There are no large appliance or 

furniture stores here only small stores where you actually deal with the owner of the store.  

 

A couch or ponce shop is the first stop, we walk in and someone calls my name, it is the director of one of the 

schools we have visited, Mr Hassan is watching a World Cup game on a High Definition TV, his friend owns 

the store. A ponce is a large cushion covered with fabric on a wooden platform, a tradional piece of Moroccan 

furniture, every house usually has many of them. Pick out a cushion, there are various grades or hardnesses, 

one thing to note, these cushion do not have any fabric on them, that is another store. Next washing machines, 

washing machines are very small by American standards, more like RV mobile home size. OK, got the right 

one. We will pick these up tomorrow. 

 

Found another store for a kitchen set, another for bureaus, that is it for the night. Back to the Host familyôs 

apartment in the medina, it is on the third floor of a building that has to be at least two hundred years old, it has 

a terrace on the roof and if you look in the right direction you can see the Atlantic Ocean a quarter mile away. It 

is a typical medina house with an open courtyard from the ground floor to the terrace on the roof. Some of 

these homes have a green house like structure covering the terrace opening, this one does so that rain does 

not enter the living space below.  

 



Up early the next morning, picked up croissants and walked down by the townôs old fortifications, some of the 

cannonôs were cast as early as 1660. The foundry (Spanish) marks are clearly indicated on the cannon barrels. 

Two of Housaineôs nephews run a orange juice stand right along the water, there one can pick up a glass of OJ 

(four oranges squeezed as you wait) for five durhams, ~ 65 cents.  

 

Back to the apartment, the family is getting ready to head out again. This is when things start to get interesting. 

All these stores gladly sell you merchandise but it is up to the seller to transport them. The store owner accepts 

your money rolls the product out the door to the sidewalk and says ñThanks for the businessò. So as all this 

transactions are completed, one must hire a man with a push wagon and load his wagon with the 

merchandise. So after five stores, I almost forgot the carpet store, one has a wagon that is very full. At the last 

stop all the bounty is place on the sidewalk, and a truck driver and truck must be found to transport all this 

stuff.  Housaine volunteers to find a driver, he seems to know a lot of people. I ask Housaine if Islam has saints 

because I think he is a SAINT for putting up if all this aggravation on a weekend. He tells me Islam does have 

saints. Housanine returns in a few minutes in a truck and with a driver who is willing to transport all goods back 

home.   

 

All most forgot to mention, there were a few hitches in this adventure, the man who was going to make a cover 

for the ponce promised it would be completed at 1:30 PM, at 1:30 PM no cover not even an attempt to make it. 

A lot of yelling and it was completed. At the washing machine store the selected machine was only available in 

the demo model on the floor, another crisis, another loud discussion and a washing machine appeared. One 

amazing thing about Morocco even after a heated debate, everyone just seems to smile and say no problem, ñ 

Mashi mushkil.ò   

 

Just a follow up story 

 

Post Office Trip Part ll 

June 12-2010 

 

On Wed June 9th with all sorts of good intentions another trip to the Post Office was started. Just as we were 

leaving the house Housaineôs brother  

Abdullah notified us that a member of the community had some type of psychiatric event that previous night. 

Housaine being a community leader was obligated to investigate. Off we went uphill ( very steep ) for about a 

half mile, and found the house in question. There about twenty people had gathered, friends and relatives of a 

man about thirty years old, the night before he had threatened to harm family and friends. By this time he was 

partially restrained, hands tied behind his back, he was highly agitated, yelling incoherently, even I could tell he 

was not making any sense. Everyone was very upset. Calls were made to authorities and a group of friends 

and relatives brought him down the hill and took him by cab to the Hospital in Essaouria. I can not imagine 

being another passenger in that cab that day. 

Instead of heading off right away to Essaouria, we left to visit Khaddijaôs family in a neighboring village. About 

1.5 hours latter we approached the village after a fairly rugged trip up and down hills. Interestingly near the 

village were some deep gullies that had a number of clam fossils. They were easy to find just laying around, 

they must have been uncovered by the erosion that formed the gullies. Any way met Khadjijaôs 105 year old 

grandfather, he was still working as a type of lawyer up to a few years ago.  

 

From Khadijaôs family off to Essaouria to deliver a five liter bottle to the Ministry of Health for analysis. By this 

time the bottle has gotten to be very heavy, I have been carrying this thing around for four hours. At the 

Ministry of Health, Jamal, the water guru, tells me the lab can accept samples that are not perfectly clear, of 

course the sample is not perfectly clear that is why I want it analyzed. After some discussion Jamal says he will 



accept the sample, results will be ready in a month. Also sent off a smaller sample to the US, that went fairly 

well. 

 

 By this time it is around 5 oôclock and not worth going back to the bled, so I stayed in Essaouria so I could get 

an early start at the Post Office. 

 

Thursday, 8:30 AM at the Post Office, Customs man shows up at 11 AM. He is not willing to give up the tooth 

paste etc, he says the Ministry should be able to provide some documentation and that he will be there till 1:00 

PM. It should be not problem. 

 

Off to the Ministry of Health, to meet with Jamal, ñIts not my jurisdiction,ò he says. OK, his boss Omar says 

come back at 2 oô clock and we can take care of this. This means I miss the Customs man who leaves a 1 

oôclock. 

 

Back to the Ministry of Health at 2 oôclock, no Omar.  A young female doctor who speaks English is very helpful 

and looks very puzzled by the whole situation she introduces us to the head of the Training Dept, Mohammad 

who says he sees no problem, but come back tomorrow at 9:30 AM and pick up the documentation. Back to 

the bled. 

 

Next day, Friday at the Ministry at 9:30 AM, everyone Jamal, Omar, Mohammad, the young female doctor are 

there, they introduce us to another doctor, a woman doctor who is the head of this organization, she sees no 

problem , but needs to confer with her boss in Rabat the capital city of Morocco. Around noon time the woman 

doctor who runs this asylum gives us a document, a very official looking paper with red stamps and various 

signatures and states we are all set. Off to the Post Office, the Customs man is there, he looks at the 

document and states that this is not what he needs. 

 

At this point some one not to be named starts to cry, the Custom man and his assistant all of a sudden become 

very sympathetic and say there is no need to worry they are here to help. They decide that the tooth paste etc. 

is for the good of the children of Morocco and should be released to us right away with no Customs fee. Back 

to the bled tooth paste, tooth brushes and floss in hand, about twenty pounds worth. Thanks for all the 

contributions. 

 

Saturday AM a definite change of pace, off with the family walking around the fields, olive trees, argan trees 

and fig trees very peaceful. 

 

No documentation required. 

 

 Post Office Trip & Meeting with Gendams 

 

Monday May 31, 2010 up early to pick up mail and visit the Gendams to complete the paperwork so we are 

legal to stay in Morocco. Breakfast and then a walk with Housaine off this beautiful mountain site to the 

highway below. The scene is very picturesque rolling hills of farmland, people harvesting wheat and barley by 

hand ( using sickles ),  donkeys and camels carrying the harvested grain. The female donkeys and camels 

have their little ones with them. Reach the road to Essaouria around 8:45 and wait for a taxi.  



9:30 AM still no taxi, but a souk bus shows up and stops. A souk bus is a bus that should have been retired 

thirty years ago, but sometimes you have to take one. This bus probably should have sixty to seventy people 

on it, but it has instead about ninety. It is crowded. Arrive in Essaouria at 10:30 AM, so a thirty mile trip took 

about two and a half hours. The Post Office (Bosta ) is near the bus station, a female Peace Corps Volunteer is 

already there, I will call here Sally, she speaks French this is a key part of this story. She has been there since 

9:00 AM. All packages have to go through Customs, now the Customs man is at the airport, he called saying 

he is on the way. He is scheduled to be at the Post Office from 10:30 to 11:30 AM. 

 

The Customs man arrives around 11:00 AM, Sally has an appointment and she has to leave, I tell her that I 

can pick up her package. My turn comes and I go into the Customs room meeting the Customs man and his 

assistant who can speak some English. I have three packages ready for inspection, one contains some water 

sampling bottles along with lots of packing material. 

 

The next contains teaching supplies along with even more packing material. The Customs man asks why there 

is so much packing, I say the box is too big. The third box contains tooth brushes, dental floss and tooth paste 

in plastic bags and packing material. I think all this material from the three boxes would fit in one of the boxes. 

The Customs man tells me that he cannot release the dental box and that I have to go the ñ Office of ONE.ò  I 

said to him with a straight face the ñOffice of ONE,ò and he said ñYes, the Office of ONE.ò He writes out a note 

in Arabic and tells me a taxi cab driver will know where to drop me off.  

 

Before I can leave I have to pick up Sallyôs package, hers is a small package tightly packed no empty spaces. 

Just a little aside, opening the box on top are tampons scattered about. The Customs man asks me what they 

are, I response in Darija ñmra kulsi shrò ( woman every month ) that the best I could do. The assistant smiled 

put the one he had in his hand down; the Customs man did not understand and he started to open one. The 

assistant looked at me, I looked at him and shrugged. The Customs man looked at what he unwrapped put it 

down and said ñ No Charge ñ for that box.  

 

The lesson here pack boxes tightly, and if you have any contraband hide it. Salllyôs father placed a computer 

hard drive in a box of Cheez-its under the Tampons. So far Peggie has won the packing contest. 

 

Back to my trip to the ñOffice of ONE,ò I get in a petit taxi ( that is what a small taxi is called here) with one 

tightly packed box and two not so tightly packed boxes. The petit taxi suddenly becomes even more petit. The 

cab stops in front of a official looking building with the title ñ Office Duoane ñor Customs Office or to those who 

do not speak French ñ Office of ONE.ò 

 

The Customs man at the Post Office said at this building someone would know why I was there and would be 

able to help me, no one knew why I was there. So I called my friend Sally, she talked to the Customs official  in 

Frenchand I was told that I need a Certificate of Hygiene? Off to the Ministry of Health to ask about a 

Certificate of Hygiene. Peace Corps volunteers actually work with the Ministry of Health, so I assume they can 

assist me right away. The Ministry of Health schedules a meeting for Friday June 4 at three oôclock so the 

Certificate of Hygiene issue can be immediately resolved. So much for getting the box of dental supplies today, 

these were to be used for a dental clinic in the community. 

 

It is probably about one oôclock  in the afternoon by now, I have two of my packages,  Sallyôs tightly packed 

package, and one package is being held for  ransom by Customs.  Since I walk right by the Gendarms station I 

stop by to pick up my Carte sejour, or residence permit. Now I have already invested at least eight hours at the 

Gendarmes in four trips filling out forms and waiting  to speak to someone. Sally is already there waiting, I give 



here her tightly packed box sent from home. Sure enough two hours latter, I receive a receipt for a Carte 

sejour, not the real thing that should arrive in a few months, but the receipt is OK, now I am a legal resident of 

Morocco. Time now is around three oôclock. 

 

The last trip of the day is like the first, pot luck. Arriving at the taxis station is like watching the parking lot after 

a Patriotôs game, lots of cars honking horns and no one moving. In this case if is a lot of maybe fifty blue 

Mercedes waiting to be packed like a package from home. There are eight people in the taxi. I sit in the front 

seat next to the driver, or more accurately I am sitting between the two front seats. There five people in the 

back if you count the baby breast feeding with her mother. The taxi arrives around 6:00 PM at the dirt road that 

leads back up the hill. Housaine is waiting there with a Carwela and its driver, a Carwelaia is a two wheeled 

wagon drawn by a horse. Housaine knew the taxi was coming and waited for its arrival. The Carwela is not 

particularly comfortable, but if it has been a long day or if there is something to carry up the hill it is worth 

taking. Arrived at the top of the hill around 6:30 PM with at least some of the mail and a residency permit for 

living in Morocco. This is a typical Moroccan day, so next time you pick up your mail at your house think about 

this little story.  

  

 

May 22, 2010 

 

Sitting in a café in Marakeech drinking tea with mint( atay nae-nae) the national drink in Morocco, waiting for a 

bus to Essaouria and the host familyôs house. Came here yesterday for a Peace Corps meeting, it took most of 

the afternoon to travel approximately 150 miles. Travel is interesting and very time consuming, the Peace 

Corps restricts travel to taxis and busses which is how most of Morocco travels. 

Very few private cars, the roads between cities are sparsely traveled.  

Marrakech is a city of one million people, buzzing with activity. The streets are a mix of taxis, cars, bicycles, 

mopeds ( mootours, a 50 cc motorcycle ) along with an occasional donkey drawn wagon carrying a farmerôs 

goods. Stayed in a hotel off Jamaa el Fna one of the major squares of Marakeech. One can find a good hotel 

down a narrow street or alley for very reasonable prices ( 100 durhams per night, ~ $12 ).  

More about street traffic, Morocco still uses traffic rotaries , so multiples streets converge at the same point. 

There is no apparent plan who ever gets there first wins. Cars, buses, mopeds pass on the right, on the left, 

any way they can. Witnessed two women with head and face scarves on driving a moped weaving through all 

this confusion all the time carrying on a conversation. They did not seemed concerned about safety of any 

thing else. Of course, no one wears motorcycle helmuts.  

That is about it the bus will be here soon. 

Gerry 

 

PS Any packages do not need to have any extra packing, take material out of any small boxes before putting in 

shipping container. Any extra material only adds weigh and more to dispose of here. There is no good way of 

disposing waste cardboard or paper. Shipping envelopes are a good container, bubble wrap ones. 

May 2, 2010 

 

Just arrived at Ouarzazate, a provincial capital between the High Atlas Mountains and the Sahara Mountains. 

The area is similar to Coloradoôs high plains, snow covered peaks on the horizon, high elevation ~3500 ft. 

Finished the community based training, this was mostly language and Moroccan culture training,at Oulad Arbia 

a small village about 30 miles away. Lived with a Moroccan Family nearby the Peace Corps school, madrassa. 

They were very nice, had dinner every night with them( all eleven of them ), it was tough leaving such a warm 

happy group. The Peace Corps volunteers hosted a party for the host families (six families) Saturday PM, it ran 



for about 4-5 hours, the men in one room, the ladies in another. The men just talked, the women sang and 

danced and really had a great time. I have video of some of this that I will send to Ethan. The next few days will 

be training and preparation for the next two years at the permanent site. Hopefully some projects that will 

improve the village, the first two months will be living with another host family at the new site, met them two 

weeks ago. This site is near Essaouria a port on the Atlantic Ocean,I know I repeated a lot of this info already. 

Passed the language Peace Corps language test Thursday, It is called survival language, just enough to get 

around, language training continues with a tutor at the new site. Swearing in to the Peace Corps takes place 

May 5th in Quarzazate at the Palace di Congress building, This building is a large modern palatial building 

where the Moroccan government host delegations and functions. Hillary Clinton was there the last year for 

some official visit to Morocco. The US ambassador to Morocco is scheduled to attend the swearing in. The 

new Director of the Peace Corps will be visiting here from Washington next month traveling and visiting Peace 

Corps volunteers, Josh met him in North Carolina a few months ago. 

We have a great group of trainees among us. One environmental sector person is assigned to a lagoon 

preservation project. This project has received international attention and you can read about it  on the web. 

Half the group is community health and the other is environmental. We continue to be always on the go and if 

not we are studying the language. Every Monday we would travel all 7 of us and purchase the food order for 

the week. It did help that our ustada (teacher) had a list and the amount of kilos to buy. In the suk/open market 

place we all tried hard to bargain prices. We would go from one Vendor to the next and see what prices they 

had and the quality of the produce. You bargain a lot but not at the village/community store (Hanut) and the 

super markets where there are fixed prices. The community uses TIDE for everything. It is called TID here. 

And you need bleach also which is called jarvel. We buy nana(mint) to add to the tea.  I have about one to 2 

small glasses of tea a day where the average Moroccan person would have more than 6 breaks a day for tea, 

this would include more than 2 small glasses at each tea break.  bzzaff.(tooo much) 

Looking forward to our new site. Thanks again for all the emails. I miss High Plain and it is good to hear from 

my wonderful neighbors. Hope Melissa has a good garden season Happy Mothers day to all too. 

We have a couple of landscape archtitects,  here and a guy from Kentucky, people from all over the USA. 

Busy busy busy is the work here. Peace Corps keeps us going. Take care all and enjoy yourselves. Bsalama 

for now. Goodbye. Gerry and Mary PCV soon 

 

Attached a picture of Mary and her friends at Oulad 

 



 

 

4-15-10 

 

This is the latest report from Morocco, in a few days we will go to our permanent work site to meet a new host 

family and stay there a few days. This will be the location that we will stay at for two years, there will be a PO 

Box # just like at home. 

We will stay at a new host family for one to two months or until we can find housing at the new location. The 

move will not take place till ~ May 5th. We are still taking intensive language studies, the Moroccans are 

surprised when we speak their language. They assume we are French tourists so when we answer in Darija to 

a question in French, they smile and seemed to appreciate the effort, although usually it is a clumsy effort. 

Thanks for all the e-mail responses, sorry if we can not always response individually to all of them, internet 

access is limited and sometimes very difficult. French keyboards at an internet café can make thing interesting, 

Josh Murphy can attest to that from his years in Mali. E-cards cannot be responded to. 

This past weekend was the first weekend off site since arriving in Morocco. 

We were able to go to Kelaa Mô Gouna a beautiful little town famous for rose production. It is in an area called 

the Valley of Roses. There is a rose festival there every year in mid May. The roses are just starting to bloom 

now. 

 We were just given our site location, it is Jbilate a small village near Essaouira. Essaouira is resort town on the 

Atlantic coast. It supposed to be beautiful. 

I included two pictures of our training site, some times we have class outside as your can see. 

Brought our present host family to a local hotel in our community for  tea time. There were 11 of us.The 2 



young kids had never been there and they enjoyed the visit and seeing the swimming pool there. Tourist come 

to our site to travel to the Sahara and see the magnificent landscape. 

We continue to work with our group on Health projects. Today we had 8 presentations , diabetes, hydration, 

dental care, sanitation,safe water. We will be assigned to clinics and community projects soon. 

We miss you but do enjoy our new families and all the support from our fellow trainees and the PC staff who 

are terrific.Keep the emails coming.although we cannot always respond to them. We do not get to hear the 

news either so do appreciate hearing the latest current events too. 

Love you all and we think of you all too.  G&M 

 

 

   

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
4/2/10 
 
through our community based training in Oulad Arabia. 
Half our school day is language study, the other half community involvement. 
Our group ( seven plus instructor ) has visited the local madrassa, pre-primary  
and elementary schools, local health clinic ( sbitar ), local police authorities, 
 weekly souk or market where we buy fresh food for our lunch at the Peace Corps school house. 
The souk involves bargaining for food, we never pay the first quoted price. 
This negotiating is in Moroccan Arabic, Darija, just to make it more interesting. 
Most of this travel is done by foot, this can take an hour or more for some locations. 
We try to engage local people we meet about community needs, again anther challenge. 
Our training group is a good group we all seemed to get along. We gave a power point 
 presentation on the status of our community to the rest of our incoming Health volunteers  
in Ouarzazate a few days ago.  Each training group gives a similar presentation for their 
respective community. 
 Our host family all eleven of are a lot of fun, they push us in language skills at breakfast and 
at the evening meal. Mary ran an impromptu blood pressure clinic one night before dinner and found one member of 
the family with high blood pressure. This woman visited the clinic the next day and she was given medication for her 
condition. 



We are doing WAHA (OK) Mary is getting use to the Coleman showers, the Turkish toilets and the scrub board to do the 
weekly washing the clothes. Gerry cannot do the laundry. There are certain chores that only woman can do and man do 
others. 
Time is spent greeting each other and having tea a lot and talking and in evening our family has a TV they watch music 
performances but not very much. I did ask to see BBC station to hear what was going on in USA. You do need to ask 
yourself what day it is and where you are at times. The language is so hard but gestures do really help. We are going 7 
days a week, studying and engaging in seeing what the community and what the nearest town has for services and what 
needs the people have. Transportation is lacking for a lot of people. There is no trash pick up or recycle in this 
community, people burn or bury their trash. You never see a paper napkin or any paper products. For 13 people to feed 
you see only a handful of dishes. The Xobz (Bread) which is your eating utensils. Occasionally you are given a large spoon 
for pasta and couscous and we do have a lot of tagine dishes as well. We have been well except for colds which have 
passed. Thanks to all for your nice emails. We are in such a rural area we need to travel to a bigger location to get 
internet service. So we can only write every few weeks. Thanks neighbors for watching out for Wally. Hope spring is 
present. Our weather is getting warmer.slightly, just a sweater to wear now. 
Judy I am thinking of you . I wore the green blouse that Susan and you picked out in Sears at LŀƴŘΩǎ 9ƴŘ ŀƴŘ ŜǾŜǊȅōƻŘȅ 
even the guys said they liked it. 
I miss my boys and of course my sister and brothers too. I hope they miss me too. I hear that MALI the dog is doing well. 
And Gerry and I says hello to all of you and thank you for your emails. Well back to studying and off to the souk 
tomorrow to send this letter. 
 
Love to all, 
Mary & Gerry 
 
PS Included a picture of a local Kasbah which also is on the Moroccan 50 Durham note, worth about $6+. We still do not 
have a post office box that should be available when we reach our final site. 
Sometime in May we will be assigned a work site, after we finish our initial training in Oulad Arabia. 
 
 
  
 
 
 
 
  
Arbiya, Miorocco 
March 10,2010 
 
Hello 
  
Everything is going well, we are very busy adjusting to our new home, the people here are very friendly and helpful. 
There is one other married couple in our incoming group or seventy people, they are in their thirties, so we stand out a 
bit and we are having fun with that age difference. The incoming group is divided between Health and Environmental 
groups, we are Health. The groups are further divided into teaching groups of five to seven people. Each of these 
teaching groups was dispersed around Ouarzazate province for two months.   
 
Each member of our teaching group lives with a host family near the teaching building. 
hǳǊ ŎǳǊǊŜƴǘ ƘƻǳǎƛƴƎ ƛǎ ŀ ƻƴŜ ǎǘƻǊȅ олΩ · тлΩ ƘƻƳŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǘǿƻ ƻǇŜƴ ŎƻǳǊǘȅŀǊŘǎΣ ƻƴŜ ƻǇŜƴ ǿŀƭƪǿŀȅΣ ƻƴŜ ƭŀǊƎŜ ǊƻƻƳ 
dinning, one smaller TV room, kitchen and I have no idea of how many bedrooms, it is inhabited by a large extended 
family of ten people. 
At least half of the family matches Mary in energy so it is an exciting time when we all get together. They speak only 
Darija, a Moroccan Arab dialect, this makes for interesting communications. 
The family is working hard with us to master the language 
 



The day starts with a breakfast of mint tea, freshly baked bread, olives, butter, a veggie and olive oil. We then head off 
to class 
with seven people total in our group, all recent grads. 
Training is in another house nearby with a language teacher (a Moroccan English Lit major around thirty five years old ) 
and a cook/housekeeper. We eat well with a big meal around noon also with a couple of breaks, IT is intense starting at 
9:00 AM and finishing at 5:30 PM. 
The training is divided between language and cultural studies, at 5:30 we head home for more practical language work 
with the family. The host father is a potter, the women stay home and prepare food and do other house activities. We 
eat around 9:00 PM. 
 
We will be in this location for two months. 
 
[ŀ ōŀǎ LΩƘŀƳŘǳƭƭŀ 
Gerry 
Pix attached 
Emergency # country code 00212,  066755 19 70 

 



Front door cbcbt 




