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shouting rap lyrics at me.
Weekly market is filled with western goods and clothing, most of it knock-offs 

of popular brands such as Nike and Adidas; it is not unusual to see men sport-
ing “New York baseball” caps, or even some that say “Budweiser” or “Heinek-
en”. Since drinking alcohol is considered shameful in this culture (though this 
is not to say it does not occur on a very frequent basis) many people would be 
humiliated if I told them what their hat or t-shirt actually said. Granted there 
are worse examples of this; a stately berber woman carrying a totebag with the 
playboy logo on it comes immediately to mind. It makes me angry to see what 
some would consider the worst pieces of our culture openly displayed (albeit 
not usually understood) in a place as culturally unique as the eastern High 
Atlas. Where do these goods come from? No one seems to be able to tell me 
and, since the answer seems likely to be America, I am not entirely sure I want 
to find out.

Most Moroccan youth that I talk to seem to be resentful of their roots; their 
culture and tradition, which they say 
is antiquated though I say it is unique. 
In their minds it is holding them back 
and preventing them from achieving the 
wealth and power they perceive as being 
the norm in western society. They seem 
to be the voices of discontent here, not 
the older generations, many of whom 
are some of the most contented people I 
have ever had the pleasure to meet. With 
the young now in the majority, the “Arab 
Spring” was not terribly surprising to 
me, though how quickly it spread cer-
tainly was. Looking at the young people 
on one hand, and how unhappy they 
seem to be, and seeing so many older 
Moroccans still happy to live just as they 
have since time immemorial, it makes 
me wonder just how positive this change 
will really be.

While I am certainly a big fan of de-
mocracy (when applied correctly), I am 
rather wary of the homogenization and westernization that seems to follow be-
hind it. While improved human rights (especially women’s rights) are without 
question a positive change, viewing the original culture from which the nation 
sprang as “obsolete” or “barbaric” (which the word that “Berber” unfortunately 
comes from, which is why I prefer “Imazighn”, which is what they call them-
selves. Much like “Navajo” vs. “Diné”, this is an entire other can of worms. For 
the purpose of this piece, I will continue to use the term that is best known), I 
believe is a mistake. Our cultures make us who we are; if we forget where we 
came from, then how in the hell are we supposed to know where we’re going? 

When I look into the eyes of young Moroccans and they talk to me about how 
ashamed they are of their “primitive” culture, I often get the sense that I have 
seen this feeling of lost discontent before… on the faces of Americans.

Morocco has taught me a great deal about traditional cultures and its influ-
ences on a modern society. For Americans who feel they have a culture to iden-
tify with, tradition is expressed through the celebration of holidays, cuisine, 
even occasional show-and-tell at school; but most traditions seem to be mere 
ornamentations on the basic framework of “the American Dream”. Here it is 
the opposite: modernization is merely a decoration on the central pillar of tra-
dition. It is a place where a 3000 year old language is spoken every day in the 
streets, a place where the old songs, names, and stories are remembered. There 
is even a TV station now that is entirely in Tamazight, and whose programming 
consists of relatable and traditional situations. Cultural pride runs deep.

You see, not all of the younger generation is ashamed and resentful of their 
parent culture and many of these young men (and occasionally women) that 
stay behind to learn from their past end up working in tourism. When most 
tourists come to visit Morocco, they are not here merely for the scenery. They 
want to see the culture. Though to some it may be like visiting a museum, 
westerners come here to walk the streets in the ancient medinas of Fes and 
Marrakech, haggling for traditional wares and eating Moroccan food; they 
want to sip sweet tea poured from a silver teapot, surrounded by handwoven 
Berber carpets and serenaded by traditional music. If they wanted to stay in a 
hotel room with flush toilets and basic cable, with the token print of Van Gogh’s 
“Starry Night” hanging over the bed, they would have stayed home. No, they 
come to see the real Morocco and they come in droves. In doing so they have 
begun to provide what the depleted environment here no longer can: a living.

In my opinion, there is still hope that even as Morocco continues to hurtle 
toward the future, even as the cities develop and advance to rival their counter-
parts across the Mediterranean; that pockets of this tradition will still remain 
intact; perhaps it will even spread. Looking out across my friend’s village in 
the pale morning light as we waited together for a taxi, it seemed to me that 
this way of life could go on forever and, as I looked at the large sign welcoming 
tourists to the valley, I smiled.I truly believe that this culture, that I will deeply 

love, respect, and cherish for the rest of 
my life; has a chance to live on intact, 
as vibrant and timeless as it has for 
thousands of years.

The views and opinions expressed 
in this article are solely those of the 
author and do not refect the views 
or opinions of the U.S. Govern-
ment”
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While I am certainly a big fan of democracy 
(when applied correctly), I am rather wary 
of the homogenization and westernization 

that seems to follow behind it.
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