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T he sun is beginning to set and the central hub 
of the Medina is already filling with locals and 
tourists. Mesmerised by the colourful display, 

I people-watch to a soundtrack of distant, beating 
drums; a snake charmer’s shrill flute; and the hum of 
voices — friends chatting, and cigarette-toting vendors 
hawking a dizzying array of wares that even include 
human teeth. 

It’s my first time in Marrakech and I’m beginning 
to see why visitors are enchanted by its hectic, heady 
charms; intrigue gathers momentum by the minute. 

Over the next few days, we visit the main sites — the 
tranquil Menara Gardens, Ben Youssef Madrasa, Bahia 
Palace — and get chased by vendors through the souks. 

After Friday prayers in the Koutoubia Mosque  
— a Marrakech landmark — we drive to the suburbs to 
join new friend Sa’id and his family for dinner. A tall, 
broad man with a moustache, he ushers us through his 
simple apartment to a colourful narrow living room. 
Before sitting down, we’re introduced to other family 
members and brought a metal hand-washing basin and 
matching kettle to clean our hands. I’ve seen craftsmen 
hammering these into shape all over the city. As I 
hesitate, our host goes first to show how it’s done.  

We feast on roasted baby chickens, served by Sa’id’s 
wife, alongside a huge pile of couscous with vegetables. 
Mint tea is then poured while we look at photos and 
hear about family histories, communicating in a mix of 
broken English, French and sign-language.  

Our riad — just a few hundred yards from the Jemaa 
el Fna, with a tranquil inner courtyard with a fountain 
— is ideally positioned to offer a glimpse of Moroccan 
life. From the rooftop, we while away many an evening 
looking down at the pedestrianised street below.  

Opposite, a music shack blasts out pop and hip-hop, 
while groups of teenage boys browse a stall selling 
CDs. Up and down the street, shop owners stand in 
doorways, smoking and chatting; women in djellabas 
(hooded robes) carry shopping, while nearby Malika, 
a local woman, sells packets of tissues, as she does 
every evening. She’s with her two children; the curly-
haired eldest daughter darts between the crowds doing 
cartwheels. I watch smiling shopkeepers emerge to 
hand out ice cream and sweets for her and her brother. 

Before I know it, it’s 2am — the evening has passed 
in a swirl of colour, music and entertainment that 
would put a circus to shame. It’s a display I’d happily 
watch again and again. 
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Our riad — a few hundred yards 
from the Jemaa el Fna, with an 
inner courtyard with a fountain 
— is ideally positioned to offer a 
glimpse of Moroccan life. From 
the rooftop, we can look down at 
the pedestrianised street below
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