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When friends retire, my sage counsel is always 
the same.  I tell them – the best way to ease into 
retirement is to be on a plane the next day.  Go 
on vacation Day 1!  So when our golf-crazy 
friends, Jeanne & Dan, decided to retire at the 
same time, I told them, I know just the place we 
will go for your golf retirement trip – Morocco!  
I had seen pictures of golf courses in Morocco 
that were simply stunning.  Plus the land 
seemed so – well – so exotic.  So off we went.  
Turns out the golf (at least the golf we 
experienced) was ’forgettable’, but the balance 
of the trip was unforgettable.  

We wanted a more relaxed way to travel, so we 
chose to stay for a week in just two cities in 
Morocco, Marrakesh & Fez. Then we did 
day trips (for golf or otherwise) from 
our ‘home-base’ during our stay.  We 
chose to stay within the old city walls 
(called the Medina) in both Marrakesh 
and Fez rather than stay outside the city 
in a golf resort.  This certainly was the 
right call for us, it allowed us to 
experience the color and nature of each 
city more fully. More importantly, we 
chose to stay in upscale hotels, this 
turned out to be key as we needed lots 
of support to navigate the tumultuous 
areas outside the peaceful confines of 
the hotel.  We relied heavily on hotel 
staff throughout our trip. 

Life is certainly different in this country 
located in the northwest corner of Africa.  Upon 
our arrival in Marrakesh, we took a cab from 
the airport to our hotel in the Medina.  Our cab 
driver dropped us off  - 4 people, 4 suitcases and 
4 sets of golf clubs into what looked like a 
barricaded alley and drove away.  We stood 
looking at each other… we didn’t see a luxury 
hotel, we saw a phone store, what looked like a 
brothel, a food vendor, lots of people and motor 
bikes, and many tiny commercial stalls selling 
junk .  But no hotel.  Yikes, now what?  Turns out 
our incredibly luxurious hotel, Les Jardins de la 

Koutoubia, was a few 100 feet further down this 
dead-end alley. Once we found the hotel, the 
staff helped us get our luggage to the hotel and 
we were warmly welcomed into a large, airy 
paradise on the edge of the Medina. 

During our stay in Marrakesh we played golf at 
Royal Golf de Marrakesh, Golf Amelkis and Al 
Maaden.  None were outstanding, but it was 
good to get out & play.  There were many fewer 
people on the courses than in the United States 
and very few services at these golf courses, this 
surprised us.  Often it was hard to even find 
someone to pay!  

While in Marrakesh, we embarked on a private 
walking tour of the city and the Medina.  It was 

a quite an experience to learn about the 
intersection of cultures that collide in Morocco 
– influences from Europe (French & Spanish), 
Africa, Asia (think trade routes and spices), 
Arabs, Jews and Christians – all jumbled into 
this relatively small country.  Somehow they 
have made it work for centuries. The Medina is 
literally a maze of tiny alleyways lined with tiny 
shops. But as a non-local, you can’t wander by 
yourself without a guide.  Jeanne & I tried one 
day, we ended up asking directions from 
someone and he led us to a Moroccan rug shop!  
We had to call the hotel to come rescue us! 



My favorite day in Marrakesh was definitely the 
trip to the Faim d’Espices cooking school.  The 
school arranged for a van to pick us up on the 
edge of the Medina and take us outside of town 
to the private home (on a farm) where we 
proceeded to learn to cook local dishes (the way 
the chef’s mother and grandmother taught her).  
Now that’s pretty authentic! The day 
included a great learning experience 
about spices, including being 
blindfolded and trying to identify 
spices by scent only.  I flunked!! 

The hospitality in Morocco was 
overwhelming.  Every day the hotel 
staff arranged dinner reservations for 
us, including a guide to get us to the 
restaurant.  They arranged for our 
cabs to & from the golf courses and the 
maid service left designs made with 
fresh rose petals on our bed and in the 
bathroom every day of our stay. The 
people could not have been more kind 
& caring; they are always smiling.   
And smiling is an international 
language! 

We transferred to Fez, after our week in 
Marrakesh, and we thought we were now 
seasoned travellers in Morocco.  WRONG!  We 
were dropped at a specified location on the side 
of a road on the outskirts of the Fez Medina.  Oh 
boy, now what?  This time a small, wizened old 
gentleman with a pushcart came up to our van.  
A beggar?  Nope, turns out he was the hotel’s 
porter.  He loaded our 4 suitcases and 4 sets of 
golf clubs into his pushcart and motioned for us 
to follow him.  Luckily for him, we were at the 
‘top’ of the Medina.  Fez is an ancient city built 
on the side of a very large hill.  Our hotel, The 
Riad Mayfez Suites & Spa, was in the middle of 
the spawling Medina and the ‘streets’ in the city 
topped out at 5 feet wide.  Oh, and did I mention, 
most of these ‘streets’ included steps, lots of 
steps? But our extremely friendly porter got us 
to our very elegant bed & breakfast that was 
fashioned from a large private residence.  This 
very small hotel was a serene, luxurious 
accommodation surrounded by the chaos of the 
Fez Medina. 

If we thought Marrakesh was foreign, Fez was 
absolutely alien.  The Fez Medina hasn’t 
changed in over 500 years.  Two hundred 
thousand (200,000) souls live inside the walls 
of the old city today.  The ‘streets’ are a series of 
narrow twisting & turning alleys.  Because of 
the steps, there were no small tuk-tuks or 

motorbikes.  Everything 
is done on foot.  We saw 
the trash being picked 
up one day.  People 
place small bags of 
trash outside and a 
donkey with 
‘saddlebags’ comes by 
and the sanitation 
worker places the bags 
of trash into the 
saddlebags.  Now that’s 
ingenuity at its best! 

Our days in Fez 
included two rounds of 
golf at the deserted 
Qued de Fez golf course.  

A bizarre experience, but we couldn’t complain 
about the pace of play.  I think we only saw one 
other group of players!  During our stay in Fez, 
we had also arranged a private walking tour of 
the famous workshops of Fez and the Fez 
Medina and a day trip to Meknes and Volubilis.  

Of all these, the tour of the workshops was my 
favorite.  The scene overlooking the leather 
dyeing ‘operation’ is forever imbedded in my 
brain.  We saw men stomping on large pieces of 



leather in the huge vats of dye; in the 
background are dyed leathers hanging to dry 
and beyond that is a panoramic view of the 
Medina rooftops.  Add in a myriad of finished 
leather goods to wade through to get to this 
scene and I can tell you, it wasn’t your everyday 
trip to the shopping mall!   

And, of course, we couldn’t leave Fez without a 
cooking class. This time it was on the roof of the 
ultra-luxurious hotel - the Palais Amami.  And 
they delivered some royal treatment.  We were 

taught by the hotel staff in a simply gorgeous 
outdoor rooftop setting overlooking the 
astonishing city of Fez; it was hard to 
concentrate on the food!   

Would I recommend Morocco for travel?  A 
resounding yes!  But, based on the golf courses, 
I would leave my clubs at home and focus on the 
cultural aspects.  Seeing the splendors of 
Morocco beats shooting a 79 on the golf course 
every time! 

 


