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T.liE KING IS DEAD . Long live the king. 
Long live the multi-ringtone mobile phone. Long live modern 

technology. Long live blue screens. 
VVhcn the poor population gets a mobile phone and surfs the 

klngdoms of electrons, they forget all abou t their misery. The \,vorld 
becomes as sma ll as a v illage. It becornes a,·ailable to people in the 

cybercafes that have begun to spread like fungus, all at democratic 
prices. Not too expensive for the poor. T,vo dirhams for a light, 
passing visit. Three dirhams for half an hoLtr. Five for a fu ll hour. 
For the loyal customer, the second hour costs four dirhams, and so 
on. A few dirhams and a few ,.vords of e\·ery foreign language is 
enough for the virtual people of God to surf the rnultilingual pavil
ions of blondes. That's for the guys. As for the girls, a bit of Arabic 
is enough to make flashing red hearts leap from the Atlantic Ocean 
to the Persian Gulf. 

Long live technology. 
As for RahJ1al, he V,'as at the heart of it. In the right place at the 

right t ime. 
He opened a Hotmai l account, not to emai l anyone, but rather, 

just to have an account w ith Hotmail. He set another one up on 
Maktoub, not to use to chat with Arabs on.line, but rather, because it 
just made sense for him to have an account on ~1aktoub. The third 
one on Yahoo, similarly because it was Yahoo. The four th? He still 
hadn't decided. 

All of the cyberca.te's customers were new to the scene. Most 
of them were strn at the discm·ery stage, which is \•vhy whene,,er a 
new person came to the shop, he would stand in front of Rahhal to 
request a computer and a helping hand. This one wanted to open a 
Hotmail account, tha t one a Yahoo account, ru1d Rahhal stayed up 



late opening onl ine accounts for them here and there; a nev,, service 
that seemed magical to those beading to the cybercafe fo r the first 
time. Therefore, he set a price for it of thirty d irhams. The account 
was free, but Rahhal made thirtv dirhams for evcrv account he , ~ 

opened and the customers found that to be perfectly reasonable. 
You couldn't get an online account that did the same thing as a post 
office box that held letters for the customers i.n the Massira Post 
Office for nothing, right? And Rahhal's mailbox was better because 
you didn't have to pay more than the registration fee on the first day 
for it to remain open for you forever. 

Customers came and went, taking turns at the computers and 
dragging mouses over the desktops. But a small family gradua lly 
began to form around Rahhal. Salim was a high school senior daz
z led bv the new, virtual world . He had two email accounts so far, 

J 

one with Hotm ail and the other with Yahoo. Sometimes he'd come 
in with his father and sometimes with h is sister, Lc1rnia. Always 
searching for information on the web, and every day needing to 
print 01.1t his search results, which he knew how to flaunt in front of 
his classmates. 

Samirc1 and Fadoua \.Vou ld come i.n together, sit together, and 
leave together. Specia I izing in chat rooff1 s, they became a single 
online persona.. They loved to chat \.Vith young guys in Arabic, 
French, and English. Username: Ma rra kech Star. 

''T,,,vo in one. Shampoo and conditioner," Qamar Eddine Assu
yuti wou ld tease them whenever he g limpsed them entering the 
cybercafe. Qamar Edd ine was the son of Shihab Eddine Assuyuti, 
the most notorious Islamic education teacher in ~·1assira High 
School, and the one whom the students joked about the most. 

"Which one of us is shampoo, and which one is cond itioner?" 
Fadoua would ask in a conspiratoria l voice. 

"To be honest, J'm still working that out. When l decide that 
you're the shampoo, I'll let you know." 

Qamar Eddine knew all about Marrakech Star, espec ially since 
Fadou,-:i and Samira ran to him for help with all of their messages 
that ,vere in English. He'd explain anything that was unclear in the 
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emails they received from all over, and correct their replies so they 
could tra\'el across the internet with fewer mistakes. 

Qanrnr Eddinc's English w,,s good. So was his French. But he 
liked t0 say over and over, whether anyone asked him or not, that, 
regretfully, h is Arabic wasn't so good. There never seemed to be 
any regret on Qamar Edeline's face when he repeated this confes
sion. In fact, he _practically shone with a hidden pride. Did he say 
it to spite h is father, Mr. Shihab Eddine? An Arabic teacher 'Nho 
moved to Islamic education not out of an abundance of religiosity, 
bu t rMher out of laziness and a desire to wash his hands of gram
mar lessons. Islamic education wasn't a core subject for science or 
humanities students. T"vo hours per week for everyone. A number 
of students considered that class a break that they'd spend on the 
sports fields, in front of the school, or at Rahhal's place in the case of 
those ,vho could pay the price of skating along the screen's ice and 
surfing the light's waves, especially since Mr. Assuyuti didn't take 
regular attendance. 

Qamar Eddine didn't rea lly hate his father, but he hated talking 
about him. He preferred hanging out with friends ,,vho didn't go to 
Massira High School, and thus didn't know a thing about 1r. Shi

hab Eddine a11d hod ne,·er heard the jokes or fLurny stories about 
him. Fadoua and Samira '"''ere a11 exception. Even though they were 
in Mr. Assuyuti's class, their relationship to Qamar Eddine was 
born in the cybercafe, a11.d had nothi11g at all to do with sd~ooL Not 
to mention the fact that he was a handsome young man who was 
brilliant with languages. So, his friendship was a real win for both 
members of Marrakech Star. 

Qamar Eddine was always available in the shop to the point 
where Rahhal came to leave h im tn charge of the cybercafe when
ever he had to step out to deal with. some emergency situation or go 
to the school to take care of one of Hiyarn's e, ·cr-urgent requests. 
Qarnar Edeline began to enjoy Marrakech Star's electronic ad,·en
tures and conguests, \Vhich stretched from East to West. This one 
1,.vas serious, that one was chaste, and th.is other one's intentfons 
were noble. This one wanted to visi t Marrakech because of her eyes 
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and asked about the best hotels and airlines. This other one sug
gested that she come to London, in which case he would take care 
of the afrl ine ticket, and he ,.vou ld \Velcomc her in his apartment, 

,vhere she would stcty with h.im as his dear, honored guest for a 
week or a full month if her precious time allm•ved it. Yet another one 
suggested witb frightful humility rhat she do the Umrah pilgrim
age to :v1ecca. 

But no sooner d id the Nigerian Amelia's sun rise in the cyber
cafc than d id tv1arrakech Star's fade. Fadoua noticed that Qamar 
Edd.ine lost his focus whenever the black Nigerian sun appeared. 
Some times Amelia wou ld come a lone. Other times she would be 
accompanied by her fr iend Flora. Then Yacabou would join later. 
It m1ght have been a strategy to keep Rahhal from forbidding the 
three of them to sit at one computer, since the shop's rule v"'as well
knm,vn: No more than two people sitting at each computer. 

No one knew the nature o f Yacabou's relationship \Vi th Amelia 
<rnd Flora. Was he their brother? A relative? Or perhaps he was the 
lover of one of the young women? \tVith A fricanos, it v\.'as ahvays 

ha rd to te ll. At any rate, they were all 1Ltcky because apartment and 
building owners didn't ask them for their documents. Even if they 
were Muslims from !vlali or Senegal, they wouldn't be scrutinized 
the way .MorocGlJ1S are. Young loca ls fu1d it d ifficult to live with 
their girlfriends v.rithout a marriage certificate, but with the AJrica
nos, no one asks. That's how they live together, five to ten of them 
in a small., two-bedroom apartment w ith a kitchen and a bathsoom. 
Generally, Qarnar Eddine wasn't too concerned ·with these details, 
since he wasn't actually smitten by Amelia. She just made hin1 

happy. The way she looked and her sm ile chee!'ed him up, that's al l. 

That and because he futtnd sitting with her a pleasant opportunity 
to chat in English, which she was fluent in. But there was a more 
importan t reason ... a tad sensitive. Better not to get too much into 
it in front of the others, especiaJly Fadoua and Sa mira. 

Qamar Eddine wanted to get out of his counn·y by any means 
necessa1-y. He was sick of Shi.hab Eddine and the boring life he 
Jived at home. He was sick of the college that he only went to rarely 
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now. He was even sick of the damned cybercafe that, it seemed, he 
ht1d become addicted to. He was sick of Rahhal's snooping- every 
t ime he turned around, he found the rat looking at his screen. He 

vvas sick of the his tory teachers who would come en masse to the 
cybercafe to talk. They didn't have set hours, but when they hon
ored the place \•Vith their presence, they came as a group as if going 
ro the mosque. Each one occupied a computer and rather than rid
ing the \Naves and surfing, they'd chat as if they were in the teach
ers' lounge. They'd tell s tories about how much worse th ings had 
been in the Hassan U era and about how much better things had 
become under the young king; that there were more freedorns, t-hat 
there was a new vitality and initi.ath~es for change. Qamar Eddine 
wasn't interested in his father's colleagues' stories. He couldn't see 
any change at all. And v,;ho said he wanted to know how life was 
under Hassan Il? He was young then. And today he felt that he had 
grown up. He didn't \.Vant to go bachvard. H e had no time to waste 
on this sort of talk. Qamar Edd ine wanted another life. The kind 
of life he saw in the movies. The kind he saw on telev ision. The 
kind of life that Cod's chosen people \,vere living up north. Qamar 
Eddine ,vanted to escape. Emigration 1s a sacred right. He didn't 

understand why he sho uld have to stay in a place that \Vas stran
g li ng him, vvith creatures he didn't like. He didn't understand why 
he \•Vasn't entitled to cast this whole, irritating world from h is days 
and nights-from his li fe, his fut ure- and just take off. 
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"oF COURSE 1':\1 CHR1STIAK.Why doyouask?" responded Amelia. 
"Just a normal question. But could we speak outside?" 
She left Fk1ra alone at the computer. She eXCLtsed herself using 

a local N igerian dialec t, of ,;,vh ich Qamar Eddine could only catch 
Yacabou's name, which vvas repeated three times. Once outside, he 
invi ted her to Cafe w'l11ano, across the street from the cvbercafe. He 
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discovered that AmeHa s.moked. As soon as Asmae, the ,,vai tress, 
put the cup of coffee down in front of her, she took out a pRck of 
Marquise. She lit a cig,Hette and offered the pack to Qamar Eddine. 

"Thanks, but J don't smoke ... I won't ta ke too much of your 
time, but I want to know aboli t Christianity from you. \i\ihat I rnean 
is that I want to know more. f've read about the Trinity and holy 
unity, about Lord Jesus' divi11e and human natures, about the dif
fe rence behveen Orthodox and Catholic Christianity, and bet\veen 
Protestants and Anglicans. f've also read the Sem1on of the Mount 
dozens of times and I've memorized parts of it in Arabic, French, 
and English. Do yott want proof? How about this one? 'Ye have 
heard that it hath been said, an eye for .an eye, and a tooth for a 
tooth. But I say unto you, that ye resist not evil, bt1t whosoever shal l 
smite thee on thy right cheek, turn to him the other also. And ff 
any rnan wants ... if c1ny man wants ... ' Wait, I forgot. But there's 
another bit that goes: 'Ye have heard that it hath be-en said: Thou 
shalt love thy neighbor, and hate tbine enemy. But I say Lmto Y.OLt : 

Love your enemies, bless them that curse you, do good to them that 
hate you, and pray for thern which despitefully use you, and per
secute vm1. That ve may be the children of vour .Father \.Vhich is in 

.: J .J j 

heaven, for he rnaketh his su11 to rise on the evil and on the good, 
and sendeth rai.n on the just and on the unjust.' There's also 'seek 
and ye shall find,' which I've memorized by heart. Listen ... " 
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"N , I' t Q " o, you 1s en, arnar . . . 
"Abcielmessih- Sen·ant of the Messiah. My new name is Abdel

messih. You're the first person I'm tell ing, so let's keep it be tv"'een 
you and me." 

"Listen, Abde]messih. There seems to have been some sort of 
misunderstanding. When [ told you l \\'as Chri.stian, l was speaking 
in general terms about my family's religion. But believe me, rrn not 
Christian in the way you think. I don't go to chu rch, I don't read the 
Holy Book, and I haven't memorized the Serrnon of the MoLmt. In 
other words, Ch.ristian in name only. Take it from me quite simply. 
Please, Jet's go back to the cybercafe. Flora's waiting for me." 

Qamar Eddine was at a Joss for words. His discovery of Chris
tianity had come by accident. Jt had star ted by surfing pon1 sites. 
But because the rat in the shop was burn ing a hole in his back with 
his hungry, probing eyes day and night, he switched over to surf
ing err, igrarion si tes. After that he started to jump around, freestyl
ing all over cyberspace. Then, hop. Another unencumbered jump 
a nd he found himself crossi ng, without prior planning, to the other 

shore to follow Jesus the Messiah: 
"Master, I will follow thee whithersoever thou goest." And Jesus 

saith unto hin1, 'The foxes have holes, and the bird s of the air ha\'e 
nests, but the son of 1nan hath not where to lay his head.'' 

vVhat you say is true, Master. "The son of man hath not where 
to lay his head." 

Qamar Edeline was taken aback as he recei\'ed A melia's cold 
response. He w as in the most p ressing need for someone to sttp
port him during this critical time of bis electron ic search for the 
t rt1th .. Amelia was his Black angel, flis fa ther who art in the cyber. His 
mother. His sister. No difference. He had d iscovered the tolerance 
of sc1ints in her smile. But she had disappointed and hurt him badly. 
C'ln you imagine? She doesn't read the Holy Book and she hasn't 
me morized the Sermon of the Mount! 

Amel ia \Vas dumbfounded. Ever since they had started coming 
to the cybercafe, Flom and Yacabou had brought it to her attention 
that Qamar Eddine had attached himself to her, or at least that he 
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was noticeably interes ted in her. From that day on, she watched 
him. She liked how handsome he was. She liked his witticisms, h is 
cheerfulness and cleverness, his good English, and the kind way 
he spoke to eve1·yone. vVhy not? A delec table young man deserved 
her attention. Amelia was prepared for ffi,ything ,,vith Qamar 

Edeline, from a torrid love affair to a passing Hing. And that after
noon, when he invited her to the cafe, she \>Ven t \Nith him happily 
and enthusiastically. And then the fool forces her into a heavv con-.. ~ 

\·ersation about the Trinity Mld the Sermon of the .Mount?! i'\melia 
knew about Qamar Eddine's fantasy of em igra ting, but she hadn't 
imagined that his madness v.rould drive him to consider Christi
anity as a way to leave the country. She was a Christian from a 
long line of Christ ians .. If priority were given to fol1m,\'ers of the 
Lord Messiah, she ,vou]d have gone straight to Europe from Lagos, 
with honor a.nd dignity, without having to take this long detour 
across the desert only to fi11d herself and her companions stLtck 
in Morocco. They hadn't been lLicky enoLtgh to slip into Spain, nor 
could they return to their country and face family and friends with 

their failure, after having squandered the fam,ily's rnoney on such 
a long, difficult journey. 
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QA.MAR E DDI NE seems to take pleasure in being everyone's friend 
in the cybercafe. He moves among the computers like an electronic 
butterfly. Sometimes he's with Salim, helping him do his homework, 

and other times he's with Fadoua and Samfra, explaining a mes
sage in English that has just appeared in Marrakech Star's account. 
Sometimes he takes Rahhal 's place when he's out, and sometimes 

he exchanges \.vhispers with Yacabou after hav ing lately d iscovered 
that the Nigeria.n guy was more religious than hi s two companions. 

Abu Qatada was the complete opposite of QaJ11ar Eddine, aka 
Abdelmessih. 

He didn't talk to anyone. I-le entered the cybercafe with h is 
right foot forward while reciting ~he two verses of refuge. While 
it is true that saying ,salnnm alaik111n- may peace be upon you- is 
a duty for all Muslims, Abu Qatada found it difficult to raise his 
voice in greeting whenever he entered the cybercafe and found the 

two half~naked girls with that pimp, mistakenly and falsely named 
Qamar Eddine, ''the moon ot faith,'' sitting between tf1em. 

"Wl1at kind of moon of faith .is thnf? More like moon of sh.it! 
Moon of misfortune, not moon of faith. May God curse the dav he , .; 

,vas bot'n." 
As for the African group, Abu Qatada was careful to leave suf

ficient space between himself and where they sat. Sure, "there's no 
difference between Arabs and non-Arabs, nor between v,; hite people 
and black, save for in religious devotion," as the prophetic Hadith 

says, but the black faces of the Africanos don't betray any rnodesty 
or radiate devotion. Not because they were Black, God forbid! Om 
lord, Bilal, the muezzin of our Prophet-upon Him the purest of 
peace and prayers- ,vas an Ethiopian slave. f slam ,vas so gener
ous ,vith him that the belo\'ed chosen Prophet described him as a 



man of paradise, saying, "What an excellent rnan Bilal is. He is the 
lord of rnuezzins. And muezzins will have the longest necks on the 
Day of Judgment." Abu Qatada noticed that Yacabou's neck u•n:5 as 
long ,,nd thin as a giraffe's. But his dark face cou.ld not radiate the 
light of Islam any less, he and hJs h•vo ugly slave girls, who practi

caHy never left his side. They looked like t\,vo ugly black goats. May 
ePiT l1~ft1l! him and tlte111 1 Abu Qatada thought, then asked for God's 
forgiveness. 

u 

His name was Mahjot1b Didi. He was an employee at the Regional 
Agency for \1Vater and Electricity. Married with two children. vVhat 
annoyed hint more than anything else was when a dull-witted col
league at work \vould sing " Didi, didi, didi, did i. "vaah.'' Because he 
\-Vas so boorish, his colleagues avoided singing the famous Cheb 
Kha led song in front of him, but they'd \Vink knowingly about it at 
one another when he ,;•.rasn't around. As for "Abu Qatada," it was a 
nickname chosen for hjm by one of the brothers- may God bless 
him for it- at a sweet-smelling dhikr session. And from that day 

on, his name at divine assemblies and on enlightened websites 
was Abu Qatada, after the glorious companion of the Prophet, Abu 
Qatada al-Ansari al-Khazraji, may God be pleased with him and 
give h im satisfaction. 
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" BIC BROTHER !S WATCHI\TC YOC!
11 

Qamar Eddine would repeat thi s sentence in English from time 
to time, mocking Rahhal. 

"Sorry, sorry, I mea.nt to say, 'Little Brother is watching you!"' 
The cybercafe would shake with laughter. 
lt had to be admitted that Rahhal's English \Vas just above nil. 

As for h is knowledge of English li teratu re, it wasn't much mo re 
than what Amelia knew about the Isla mic theological teachings of 
Imam Malik. In any case, Rahha l was n product of the Department 
of Arabic Literatu re with a specialization in ancient poetry: pre

Jslamic epic odes, poetry from the Umayyad and Abbasid periods, 
,, swell as from al-Anda I us and Morocco. He didn't even read novels 
in Arabic, a language he's very good at, so how could he read them 
in other langLt.,ges? And because no one ever explained to h im that 
the reference was to George Orwell's famoLtS noYcl, 1984, in vvhich 
Big Brother watches over everyone, he continued to ,vonder deep 

dovm w hy Qa.mar Eddine \Vas boasting about his t\\l0 brothers
the big one and the little one--i_n the cyberrnfc ,vben he only had 
one sister, ,vho was pursuing her graduate stud ie_ in Rabat. 

"Little Brother is watching you[" 
Qamar Eddine's proddi.ng d idn't irritate the Squirrel at all. 

Qanrnr Eddine was protesting the way Rahha l treated customers' 
sc reens in the shop as privote property, fixing bis mouse eyes on 
them as he pleased . That annoyed Qamar Eddine to no end during 
the first stage of his \'irtual life, when he was still addicted to porn 
si tes. To this day he hates it when people snoop around his blessed 
si tes. That 's why he began to avoid illustrated pages that included 

pictures of churches, icons, and ecclesiastirnl drawings. Mostly, he 
would ta ke texts and paste them onto a blank page and then read 



them. in Word at his leisure. And vvhen he was done, he'd toss the 

file into the trash bin and Iog out. 
But in Rahha l Laaouina's kingdom, there was no p!ace for tra.sh 

bins. As soon as the last customer would leave after midnight, Rah
hal would take a few rninutes, sometirnes more than an hour, to 
examine the computers. He would inspect each and every o ne. He 
would scrape around insjde and tear the cover off of the secrets of 
those \Vho have hidden themselves iri the digital shadows. A num
ber of them left thei r accounts open. Same with members of the 
online forums. For cxa!Ttple, Brother Abu Qatada often minimized 
the screen and 1eft after hearing the call to the evening prayer, leav
ing the forum page open with the discussion between brothers 
continuing a long: one time about the need to kill ,md sacrifice the 
self shou ld an occupjer come to a ~Vluslim land. Another tirne about 
using the fraudulent electoral system as a means to gain control and 
win government posts. This time the disct1ssion was heated, and 
always about elections. The brothers in God strongly objected to the 

candidates' heretical self-promotion, and like1.vise to the notion that 
a ll members of society have an equal vote, no matter their degree 
of learning or religious devotion. As for Abdelmessjh's Holy Scrip
h1res, Rahhal would refrieve them from the trash b.in and transfer 
the Arabic ones to his personal computer so he could go over them 
leisurely the following day. 

This amounts to extra work that Ral1hal does before closing t1 p, 
except that he's the one who opened up the accounts for al l the dub 
members in the fi.rst place. His prodigious squirrel memory stores 
everyone's login names, real and made-up, and remembers all the 
passwords. Veils are lifted and the secrets beh ind them revealed. 
That 's how Rahhal Laaouina k:nov\'S everything about the flocks of 
his happy, cybernetic kingdom. Even the Nigerian community in 
the Atlas Cubs Cybercafe had their secrets revealed to him after 
thev transferred thci r activities to the electronic realm. Amelia and 

·' 
Flora are gay, but they prostitute themselves to men right now as 
they \Vait for the emerging and promising women's market in 1'.far
rakech to open up. And Yacabou works for them as an escort, a 
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persona l guard, and an intermediary. As for his relat ionship \Vith 
Flora, it's a cover, si11:,,r Qamar Eddin.e. Ifs just a cO\·er. 

Yeah, Rahhal. You see them movi.ng in front of yoLt l.ike pup
pets. None of them knows that they're in your pocket. Their rea l 
and made-up names. Their interior and exterior lives. Their d reams 
and their delusions. Their rttses and their wi ld, made-up tales. 
Their innocent virtual friendships and their illicit etectronic ad\·en
tLtres. Everything is in your pocket, Rahhal, but you\·e got to be 
smart about it. Be extremely carefu l that these secrets remain hid
den. Keep them to yourself, you scrav.rny squirrel. Othen,vise, if, for 
example, Abu Qatada found out that Qamar Eddine had lost h is 
way so much and deviated enough from his path and h is religion 

for hi s name to become Abdelmessih, and that the two Nigerian 
girls were ladies of the night, he'd call for jihad right then and there; 
a crushing wa r wou ld erupt in the cybercafe. So Rahhal en_ioyed 

spytng on the members of his new family with jttst enough care to 
give each one of them a feel_ing of total safety. Besides, they were at 
home and in the embrace of their happy fam ily here i.n the virtual 
jungles of the Atlas CLtbs Cybercafe. 
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OVER HERE THERE 'S HOT :\1A ROC, and over there is everything 
else. Hot Maroc. Hot 1\.forocco. That's how the site got its name. 

An online ne\VS site that prov ides hourly coverage. You' ll find all 
the country's news there. Fresh ripe news. Politics. Money and busi
ness. Sports. Art. Travel. Religion and religious pronounceinents. 
Reg ional and local news. Protests and demonsh-.=ttions. General 
frced0ms. Cdme. Behind the scenes of politics and society. Opinion 
articles. Videos. Hot talks. Full scoops. And culture news, too. 

Rahhal came to s tart his dav with nevvs from Hot Maroc. The 
first thing he'd do after openjng the shop and turning on the com
puters was open h is amazing onLne news site that brought h iff1 

back to the public sphcre--he who hadn't purchased a newspaper 
in his life. Ever since leaving the discussion circles of the National 
Un ion of Stttdents in Morocco in college, he had be-en completely 
cut off. All he knew nmv was the Hedgehog and her quills; the Peli
can and the \ ,1fantis and thei r lazy, dai ly routine in his uncle Ay<=td 's 
house, where the trio from Abda vvould eat their food and wait for 
death to come; H iyam and her ridiculous and u rgent errands (once, 
he was even sent rushing to the women's ha rnmam because he 
had forgotten her mobile phone there); and this de facto family in 
the cybercafe that fullv embraced hirn, and thcit he fully embraced , 
cou nting eYery breath he took as he counted theirs. 

Hot i\faroc was a free ticket th.at re turned Rahhal to his countrv . ., 
Just li ke an emigrant who has been abroad for years, completely 

cut off from what \'h \S goi ng on back home, and then here they are, 
fjnalJy corn i.ng back- \•Vithout having to bear the cost of travel-to 
drown in its affairs and sorrows. 

Breaking. 
Scoop. 



Exclusive. 
There's always some breaking ne\-1,'s item pllblished on the first 

page. Breaking news items coming one after another. Hot like fresh 
bread right out of the oven. Alive like a fish just reeled in . And Rah
hal was addicted to the fresh bread and fish of the news site. So 
addicted that he'd go back at the top of every hour to see if another 

breaking news item had. appeared . 
But Hot Maroc was more than jLtst a news site to Rahhal. lt \Vas 

a space for him to express himself and defame others. H is nevv toi
let stall. At first, he couldn't bel ieve his eyes when he re.,lized that 
the comments sec tion was open to all. Underneath each article or 
nev,·s item there was a space for comments. It was amazing! You can 
\-'\trite \\'hatever you want, Ra hha], vvithout the smells clogging up 
your nose. Comment as you please, sitting relaxed at you r desk, not 
crouching \,vith your legs bent under your be Hy, twisting your guts on 
the toilet. Now vou can interact with what you read from your place 
here i.n Massira in the Atlas Cubs Cybercafe. You can freely express 
your opinion in total secrecy without anyone asking about what your 
name is or \-vho you are. Check out the list of commenters. There are 
fu!J names. There are fi rst names: Karim, Khalid, Mouna, Saeed. Peo
p le sign off according to cities or regions: Samira from l\.farrakech. 
Farid from rvteknes. The Casaou.i . A Guy frorn Sefrou. The Sah.raoui. 
A Free Amazighi Berber. Girl from the North , Just write your name 
and ernail address and comment to your heart's delight. 

Rahhal almost went crazy as he read his first coff1tnent, vvhich 
posted just minutes after he had sent it. It was on an opinion p iece 
about elections and democracy in ~forocco and the Arab world, 
,vritten by the well-knmvn Moroccan thinker lssam Louzi. The 
artic le attempted to explain how "we can reconcile e lections and 
democracy in the Arab world despite the fact that, in principle, it is 
not possible to reconcile the part \•vith the whole, or the ends with 
the means. True, it is not possible for the dernocratic process to 
function without free and fair elections," added the article's authot, 
"except that elections and ba1lot boxes do not necessardy lead to 
democracy. How is it that .. . ?" 



The article was long and the analysis \·VRS painful to read. Rah
hal wouldn't \Vaste h is time reading it in its entirety. But his com
ment vvas ready. Where are you, Abu Qatada? 'W11ere are you? He 
recalled the heated discussion that h,,d ignited in Abu Qatada's 
electronic tent a few days before around the issue of legitimacy .i n 
elections. He borrowed Mahjoub Didi's name as a nom de gtterre, as 
wel l as his email, and opened fire. 

"\Vhat democracy, what elections, and what nonsen se are vou , , 
talking about, you. secula r jackass? Elections that give everyone an 
equal voice? Be liever and sinner alike? The chaste veiled woman 
and the ostentatious whore? The learned and the ignorant? Say: 

:Are t/Jey t>qual- tflose who k11ow and those who kno-w i/Ot?' And don't 
elections lead to polytheism next to the Lord of Heaven and Earth? 
Legitimacy is to God alone. Authority is to God alone. Or hcwl' they 

nssociaJe~ zclw hm'e laid dozl'tt for thew as religio>L tlrat for whid1 God gape 
no! lem1e? Butfor the Word of Decision. it liad bec:'11 decided betuw11 the111. 

For the fi>ildoers tliae m.o,1its a poh~ful dwstis1:11u!11t." 
!\fay your religion be victorious, Abu Qatada. 
Rahhal ·wasn't expecting so many ltkes. More than fifty likes 

so fa r, \Nhilc the original article hadrr't gotten more than seven. 
Readers liked your comment, Squirrel. Tru.e, Rahhal didn't actually 
agree with Abu Qatada. And he \\'Otddn't go so far as to accuse 
democracy and elections of b lasphemy in such a repugnant man
ner, but the reading public's embt·ace of his comment filled h im 
,vith enthusiasm and pride. He had to look for another topic to dip 
Abu Qatada's pail into. And God is the one who bestm-vs success. 

!-[OT M AROC 


