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Dubai to Casablanca 

(Shari)  Anticipating another long travel day, I awake two hours before my 3:30 AM alarm.  A taxi takes 

us to the airport where we have no waiting lines.  Security again pulls me aside for a pat down.  It has 

happened on every international flight so far.   I wonder what is suspicious about me.    

Bert and I share three seats on our Emirates flight so we have plenty of room.  We are definitely in the 

nationality minority, surrounded by Arab dress and voices.   Luckily, signs and announcements are also 

repeated in English.  As we approach Casablanca, I cannot help but notice its difference from Dubai.  

Stretching before me out the jet window is miles and miles of farmlands, though no skyscrapers.  As our 

prearranged driver takes us into the city, we see more single-family homes and no skyscrapers.  Our 

hotel is luxurious and provides us with a refreshing mint tea and cookies.  Our room is huge, overlooking 

the busy city and a distant view of the Atlantic Ocean. 

ό.ŜǊǘύ  Lƴ Ƴȅ ƳƛƴŘΩǎ ŜȅŜΣ 5ǳōŀƛ ƛǎ ƴƻǘ ŦŀǊ ŦǊƻƳ /ŀǎŀōƭŀƴŎŀΦ  IƻǿŜǾŜǊΣ ƻǳǊ ŦƭƛƎƘǘ ǘŀƪŜǎ ǎƛȄ ƘƻǳǊǎΣ ǘǊŀǾŜƭƛƴƎ 
from the Middle East to northwestern Africa.  We pick up our baggage and walk outside to the area 
where we will meet the hotel driver.  We see no sign with our name on it and after a long wait, Shari 
calls the hotel and they call the driver.  Turns out, he was waiting for us inside the terminal.  The drive 
from the Casablanca airport to Casablanca city center is at least 45 minutes, slowed noticeably once we 
get into city traffic.  We are pleasantly surprised by our European-style hotel.  I take photos from our 
balcony. 
 

 
Massive chandelier in hotel lobby 



 
Mint tea and cookies served upon arrival 
 

 
Casablanca, with Atlantic Ocean on horizon 



 
Lesser Black-backed Gulls fill the air and rest on construction crane 

 
Minaret and adjacent mosque 



 
Neighboring homes and gardens 

 
Shopping center 



 
Transportation contrast 
 
Casablanca to Chefchaouen 
 
(Bert)  Yesterday was a day to rest, the first in two months.  Today we leave our wonderful hotel room 
and travel north with our new group and Moroccon guide, Rachid, in a minivan.  The drive is perhaps 
best told by photos which give us our first feel for Morocco.  Casablanca is a large city and it takes a long 
time to exit.  We see quite a variety of housing, mostly reasonably kept apartments.  However, recent 
itinerate travelers from rural areas, unable to secure employment, live in leanto shacks under 
deployable conditions.   
 
 
 



 
Our room at the Casablanca Hotel 
 

 
Busy Casablanca in the morning 



 
Casablanca apartments 
 

 
Slum where recent immigrants from rural areas are forced to live 



 
All apartments are crowned by multiple TV antenas 
 
Outside the city we find our first pair of White Storks standing on their very tall nest.  When we traveled 
in Europe, and especially Poland, we found many stork nests, but that was after the storks had migrated 
south.  So, this is my first time to see one in the wild.  It certainly is not my last, as only a few miles later 
we see a farmfield covered with white dots: hundreds of storks. 
 

 
First view of White Storks 



 
Field of White Storks 
 

 
Closeup of the storks 
 
(Shari)  Who would look forward to a seven hour bus ride?  Contrary to what you might expect, it is 
wonderful.  Our guide tells us about how people live,  often using old farming methods to plow, plant, 
and harvest.  Leaving the crowded city of Casablanca behind us, the highway winds through recently 
plowed farmlands, hillsides of olive trees, and acres of cork forests used to make wine corks.  Our group 
of twelve is friendly and talkative and time quickly slips by.  Stopping for a potty break at a nice clean 
new gas station many of us try the nous nous, a coffee milk drink.  Later our lunch stop us at sidewalk 
cafe with meat hanging on hooks and tangines filled with steaming flavorful vegetables and kefti, grilled 
flavorful meatballs.  The bread that goes with it is delicious.  Our drink is the ever present mint tea.  



 
Rural town along the Atlantic Ocean 
 

 
Plowing field with a mule 
 
(Bert)  At our first stop, Jeff and I go to the back of the gas station to look for birds, finding a non-
descript Common Chiffchaff that rarely stays still for photos.  Better is a magpie that at first struck us as 
the Common Magpie, often seen in Europe.  However, we noticed an unusual blue mark behind the eye 
that stood out even from a great distance.  After studying eBird, a bird app, and a bird field guide, we 
deduced it is a Maghreb Magpie. 



 
Common Chiffchaff 
 

 
Maghreb Magpie 
 
 



 
The magpie was sitting on the donkey when I lined it up for a photo, but flew off just as I snapped the 
shutter. 
 

 
Guineafowl in same orchard as the magpies 
 



 
Donkey cart 
 

 
Rural farmhouse 



 
Farm plots surrounded yucca 
 

 
Rainbow over olive trees 
 
Chefchaouen 1 
 
(Bert)  We reach Chefchaouen in late afternoon in light rain.  We are immediately stuck by its blue 
houses and walls and want to stop for photos, but with the rain we decide to do it another time.  We 
check into our hotel, one that looks like it is hundreds of years old, but is rather recently built.  The 
rooms are small, designed in suites with Jeff and Barbara in one room with bath and shower, us in 
another one, also with bath and shower, and sharing a large living area.  Rooms are cold, so Shari 
immediatelly turns on the heater for our bedroom.   



 
 
(Shari)  Climbing the mountain, the bus turns the corner to a city painted in blue, Chefchaouen.   As we 
approach our destination, it is raining pretty hard.  Some still get off the bus to take a picture of the blue 
buildings set against the mountains.  Our hotel has mint tea and date and peanut cookies for us before 
handing out room assignments.  The hotel is a collection of small buildings, each with two rooms sharing 
a sitting area.  Jeff and Barbara are our suite mates.  The room is small and unfortunately our suitcases 
land on the floor.  The only thing disconcerting in the whole city is the thousands of steps.  There must 
be 100 from the street to our room.  Later, before dark we take a walk in the city and climb and descend 
ƳƻǊŜ ǎǘŜǇǎ ǘƘŀƴ L ŎŀǊŜ ǘƻ ŎƻǳƴǘΦ  .ŀǊōŀǊŀΩǎ Ŧƛǘōƛǘ ǎŀys it was 85 flights.   Dinner at the hotel was 
preordered before our walk.  Bert has kebabs and I have chicken couscous.  Mine tastes like something I 
make at home,  good but not special.  Cheese pie for dessert is good.  All of us are tired and welcome 
our bed at 9 pm. 
 
(Bert)  Once we are settled, Rachid leads the group on a city walk.  I should have taken my walking stick 
along, as there are hundreds of steps, mostly down to the city center and market but, of course, steps 
up on the way back to the hotel.  Chefchaouen is a city in the Rif Mountains of northwest Morocco.  The 
city is noticably built on a steep incline and no street is flat for more than a few dozen feet.  As dusk 
settles into nightfall, the city lights illuminate the blue-washed buildings.  With the addition of numerous 
narrow streets, it makes for a photographerΩs delight. 



 
Blue-washed Chefchaouen  
 

  
 



  
 



   
 

 
City market 



 
Candlelight dinner 
 
Chefchaouen 2 
(Shari)  Call to prayer happens five times per day.  Loud speakers are placed all over the city for people 

to hear the call.  This morning the Imam chants a full 29 minutes, starting at 6 AM.  If I had a thought of 

sleeping in, that was discarded.  We want to walk around the city before the shops open to experience 

ǘƘŜ ŎƛǘȅΩǎ ōƭǳŜƴŜǎǎΦ  ¢Ƙŀǘ ǿŜ ŘƻΦ  

 
Morning walk in blue Chefchaouen 



  
Chefchaouen and the Rif Mountains 

(Bert)  Our bus is ample enough for each of us to have three seats, so traveling through the countryside 

is comfortable and our visibility is enhanced with huge tinted windows.  Today we ride through the Rif 

Mountains to visit a family in their rural home.   We meet Mohammed, his wife, two children, and the 

ǿƛŦŜΩǎ ǎƛǎǘŜǊΦ  ¢ƘŜ ǇǊŜŎƻŎƛƻǳǎ ȅƻǳƴƎ ƎƛǊƭ ǎǘŜŀƭǎ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀƎŜΣ ŜŀƎŜǊƭȅ ǎƘƻǿƛƴƎ ǳǎ ƘŜǊ ŎƻƭƻǊƛƴƎ ōƻƻƪǎ ŀƴŘ 

posing for photos. Through wŀŎƘƛŘΩǎ ƛƴǘŜǊǇǊŜǘŀǘƛƻƴΣ ǘƘŜ ŀŘǳƭǘǎ ŀƴǎǿŜǊ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴǎ ŦǊƻƳ ǳǎ ŀƴŘ ǿŜ ƭŜŀǊƴ 

about their lives, work, and family.  Mohammed leads us in a downhill walk to the olive press he uses to 

get olive oil from trees on his property.  Jeff and I study birds we see, several of which are life birds and 

others we have rarely seen: Sardinian Warbler, European Stonechat, Water Pipit, Crested Lark, and 

several Chough (rhymes with rough) that I deduce to be Red-billed Choughs.  Just as our bus leaves the 

family, we see a Eurasian Kestrel hovering right beside the bus.  I quickly snap a series of photos and 

then take more when it rests in a nearby tree. 

(Shari)  After walking in Chefchaouen, we have breakfast before getting into the bus for our home farm 

tour.  The family hosting the tour lives on an olive orchard and they press their own olive oil.  The 

coupleΩs two little girls are adorable and we get a glimpse of Moroccan country life.  We are greeted 

with mint tea and cookies and then walk downhill to the olive press.  After the climb back uphill we have 

lunch of two plates of assorted vegetables and meat with homemade bread baked in a clay oven.  After 

the drive back to Chefchaouen it is nap time. 



 
Rif Mountains 

 
Mountain road at elevation with few trees 



 
Olive Tree 

 
Olive Tree leaves and black olive 



 

 



 
Village mosque 

 
Olive press 



 
Walking uphill from olive press to the farm home 

 
Dinner 


