Under the
great blue skies
of Morocco

M

y husband and I share the same love for traveling. We spent 25 years wandering around
the world, whenever our professional life allowed us a break. Being curious people, we
are interested in discovering foreign landscapes along with a wide range of cultural,
religious and traditional practices of a country and its people. For this reason we always love
to approach new regions and countries by foot. We prefer to travel on by foot, bicycle and by
public transport. Through our immense travels my husband and I shared beautiful encounters
and engagements with new people that lead to friendship. We experienced a sense of untethered
hospitality with unusual people and explored exotic and unique sites that enabled us to gather a
life time’s worth of treasureable impressions and experiences

I

n 1990 we headed for Morocco for the first time. Since our first visit we came back each year
continuing to explore new regions inclusive Morocco’s cities, countryside and rural villages.
Intern this created a deep affect on us as people. Morocco and its people have offered us a
great change in our life. They encouraged us to desced to an inner contemplation, leaving us fully
relaxed and completly content. Morocco enbled us to get away from the chaos of daily life. Her
untouched combination of beauty, natural wonders and grande silence had a profound way of
giving us the comfort that we had been longing to embrace.

D

uring the years we traveled through Morocco, my husband and I hiked throughout the
Anti-Atlas-Mountain Region. In winter 2004 we decided expand our range of sites and
move towards the Djebel Saghro-Mountains. On a late afternoon we arrived in the small
Sahara Desert region town of N‘Kob. A friendly man approached us and offered to help us find
accommodations. To our surprise we across the charming and fortress-like Kasbah Ait Atta whe-

re a warmhearted family hosted us. Afterall the winter of 2004 was very cold and after spending
4 days in Nkob we left in haste without following our plan crossing Djebel Saghro. Instead we
hiked from Zagora, the capitol of dates to the M‘Hamid Sahara Desert.

O

ur story did not end there as Zaid the father of the family we stayed with had encouraged
our dream of buying a house in Morocco. In Mid spring 2005 my husband, Hartmut returned to N‘Kob together with his friend Michael. Zaid organized a tour across N‘Kob visiting
a wide range of Kasbahs that were for sale. When Hartmut entered Kasbah „Ait Omar“ he felt
a huge difference then the others he visited. This house was special and left a warm, peaceful
essence. He and his friend new this was the one.

T

he three women who originally lived in Kasbah Ait Omar were in need of a resource to
change their lives. The Grandmother and her daughter Aicha were both widowed. They
lived their together with Aishas younger daughter. They were all quite very friendly, shy
and yet at the same time yearning to sell their home. The grandmother had problems with her
knees and could not leave the house anymore. She was captive in her room on the groundfloor.
Aisha, her daugher loved their Kasbah, however it was was far to large for them to maintain it.
The youngest daughter was longing to get married and to follow her future husband to the region
of Agadir as did her older sister with her husband.

T

he Moroccan ladies said to Hartmut, „Allah must have sent you to us. No one in N‘Kob
buys an old Adobe-House. They all want to live in Cement -Houses now.“ Indeed the Kasbah, sitting on a slope within the old town of N‘Kob was surrounded by many abandoned
and ancient Kasbahs. The remaining inhabitants were prepared to leave and trade their old adobekasbah home for the comfort of a new cement house in another part of N‘Kob.

T

he contract of buying Kasbah Ait Omar was done orally with some money paid in advance,
gently stuffed into the bra of one woman and into the pants of a baby’s suit. Later in June
2005 Hartmut and I came back to pay the rest of the money to purchase the Kasbah and to
take care of the documentation and paperwork so it could bear our name. All of the women had
prepared a henna ceremony for me, they sang and before leaving and adorned me with an Ait Atta
marriage scarf. They wished us all the best in our „new“ old house, blessed us and we all went
our own way.

T

he season of fall arrived and we were finally able to take possession of our Kasbah. We
fell in love with the Kasbah from the very beginning. Our terrace revealed a most splendid
panorama and the light in our courtyard wrapped around us leaving a warm and peaceful
feeling. The oversized clay walls of the Kasbah gave us great security.

S

tep by step we explored the old kasbah. It‘s secrets awaited us. We discovered that it was far
larger than we had thought. There were rooms hidden behind closed walls. We eventually
realized that we we had only bought part of the Kasbah. Like a cube that was covered to the
east and north by an angle it stood solumnly. This angle-shaped part of the Kasbah was empty, no
ceilings and neglected. In former times it had been an Agadir, a storage for the goods of the whole clan.
In 2006 a new idea occurred. We thought, why not sharing the inspiration of our Kasbah with
others? Why not trying something new and create a guest house?

E

ncouraged by the positive experience we had buying the first part of the Kasbah, we decided
to try to establish a unity and buy the second part. The owners of the second part were
three brothers who lived as nomads in the Sahara. They were contacted and happily came
to N‘Kob to meet us. They could not believe their luck and were willing to sell on the spot. Until
2007 we completed the ground for our future „Riad -Hotel“ and our future family home.

B
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H

y that time Hartmut continued to run his business in Frankfurt /M, Germany and I worked
there as a college-teacher. I successfully completed my PHD. The prospects of our future
were good. During the next years we traveled from Germany to Morocco. We went back
and forth with the goal to complete our renovation and restoration of Kasbah Ait Omar.

o restore Kasbah Ait Omar we decided to work closely together with the locals and ended
up developing intensive relationships with them and also made friends in N‘Kob. Although
there were days and weeks of doubts and at times the whole affair of restoration and connecting with those working for us was nerve-wracking we maintained our commitment to do our best.
artmut and I dreamed of a House, that would hold within it a culmination of our travel
experiences with our technical, pedagogical and creative knowledge. We wanted our interest in the arts and crafts of Morocco, our penchant for good cuisine, gardening along with
the knowledge and traditions of the Tamazight (Berber) Ait Atta people to be instilled within our
guest house.

I

n 2008 we ran into a crisis and which made the entire project come to a halt. Too many problems had occurred and our lifestyle started to make us feel rundown. We had to come to a
decision and ask ourselves whether we should give up everything for our beloved Kasbah or
change our plan. Renewed with energy in September 2009 we returned from Germany to N‘Kob

with a feeling of renewal and consciousness knowing that we in fact were on the right track. We
decided that we should continue follow our destiny. And that destiny was to live in the OasisVillage of N‘Kob. We wanted to give something back to the people of Morocco, who had given
so much to us.

T

o cement our decision, we started thinking about a name for our so far nameless project. It
seamed to be complicated. No name pleased us. And, in the end the decision was easy. The
name literally fell upon our feet. The contract of buying the house had fallen down from
a shelf and when I went to pick it up my eyes recognized the phrase „... have bought the ground
in N‘Kob which is called Ait Omar...“ Ait Omar! Perfect! The original name of the Kasbah.
The name of the clan-chief who once had come down from Saghro-Mountain to build this proud
Kasbah on top of a slope would suit the name of our guest house while honoring its history as
well. Good fortune continued to come our way from this day forward.

J

ust before we stopped the work at the Kasbah one year ago, a sympathetic clay-masterbuilder-family from a valley behind Kella M‘Gouna (The Valley of Roses) started working
for us. The Family lives in a small village in the mountains. The men work as clay-masterbuilders for generations, move like nomads from one place to the next, where ever their work
would lead them.

T

he elderly women and children would stay at the clans domicile. Only a few would accompany the men to keep the household for them. We felt, working with them would be
a a good idea. We were pleaded with joy, when Ali, the „Melem“ consented to come back.
Clay is his life and building with this archaic material is Art for him. Today we know, without
the knowledge, the skills, the passion, the reliability and confidence he and his family had, we
would have failed and lost not only all our money but our dreams without them and their tried
and true tradition of work. Now we can call out, like Aisha did when she sold her Kasbah to
us: „God must have send Ali!“ Ali and Hartmut turned out to be a congenial team. Working
together now for years, understanding each other by speaking the common language of the competent but yet creative ones.
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ften we are asked, how did you manage to do all this? How did you find this excellent people
working for you? Where did you take all the inspiration from? What should we answer?

t the beginning neither Hartmut nor I knew, what to expect. We did not know what was
awaiting us in Nkob or what our divine path was in Morocco. And if we would have known
it all, we would not have been courageous enough to do what we have done.

t reminds us of falling in love, the sense of lacking control but knowing that somewhere a destiny exists. Henceforth the spirit of adventure combined with a mixture of curiosity, fear and
fascination determined our decisions. We regret none. We are happy to live among the peaceful
nation of the Moroccan Berbers, Tamazight and are thankfull for the tolerance and the respect they
show toward us.

N

ow the work at Kasbah Ait Omar is complete. Our Guest House is officialy open. And we
are headed for new projects, learning Tachelheit and Arabic, as to intensify our engagement
and connection with the commune of N‘Kob.... and what ever else may be in our path.

Jutta & Hartmut

