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MOROCCAN FOOD
& CUISINE

A MOROCCAN TACOS?
WRITTEN BY EMILY WANG
The Nahua people of Central Mexico speak the Nahuatl language, from
which we derive the word taco from tlahco, meaning “in the middle.” But a
tacos isn’t filled in the middle; it is wrapped like a burrito, stuffed with
neither the same fillings as Chipotle nor those at my local taco joint. A
tacos also always keeps its “s” in the singular, a loanword in a language
where “s” does not signify the plural form.
What is a tacos, if it isn’t filled with Tex Mex protein, pico de gallo and a
hefty scoop of guac? Certainly nothing like a taco. Tacos mixte is my
friends’ classic belly-filling mélange-of-meats order, stuffed with minced
beef, chicken breast and sausages. Tacos nuggets is their comforting
reminiscence of childhood Happy Meals as an adult, self-explanatory in its
name. Tacos cordon bleu is the behemoth that, I remind my friends, will
lead to high blood pressure and diabetes in later life—to which they reply
that the protein is for bodybuilding. Finally, essential to all tacos, are fries,
not just on the side, but folded tightly into the motley of protein.
Cultural commentators have remarked that there is nothing Mexican about
a tacos except the name and the tortilla. Others have called it a “French
taco” that immigrated to Morocco, evoking varying origin stories for the

mythical tortilla-wrapped meat monster. It’s probably true that
most Moroccans have never tried a Mexican taco, nor even know
what it is, but does that diminish Moroccan ownership of both
the etymology and recipe for the tacos? Certainly, what the rest of
the world orders as a taco is not representative of authentic
Mexican food either; those tortilla wraps were revised and
refashioned in Texas.
Culture belongs to those who make and practice it. Food belongs
to the chef and its connoisseurs. A tacos does not need a
centuries-long history to be called Moroccan because tradition is
not the only factor in making a food cultural. And, culture is
dynamic, evolving with and shaped by the community that
created it.
Next to my friends demolishing their tortillas, meat and fries,
there’s me; normally, trying to eat vegetarian in a cuisine
dependent on meat has become second nature. I have a long list
of my favorite options—loubia, harira, bisara, tajine without meat,
couscous without meat on Fridays... the list goes on and on.

Emily enjoying a Moroccan tacos.

Yet, with every order of an off-the-menu tacos vegetarien (with eyes pleading, “3afak a khouya dir liya une
exception…”), a Moroccan garçon stumbles away quizzically, and the kitchen chef formulates a new plantbased recipe.
Have I become a part of that evolving culture? I wonder this, as the garçon brings back my tacos vegetarien,
and I watch the cheese in the tortilla sizzle in my hand. Then, I bite into a tacos that is not Mexican, drizzle
on some Algerian sauce that is not Algerian, and munch on my French fries that are not French. A
Moroccan tacos, indeed.

LUNCHTIME IN THE OFFICE
WRITTEN BY MADELEINE ZAHN
Occasionally, my coworker comes into my office and declares it is
time for us to eat. I eagerly get up and walk to the opposite end of
my conference room office to see what she has prepared for us.
Some days it is a freshly cooked tajine, others it is turmeric
chicken and potatoes. For each dish I consume I learn the names of
the foods too, fassoulia mal khobz or kahowa wah harcha, my
grammar and pronunciation nowhere near perfect.
Often the most humorous part of lunch is my coworker and other
guests watching me try to eat with bread— I swear Moroccans are
born with this skill. As an expert silverware eater, I cannot grasp
the bread and drag it across the tajine for the life of me, but that
does not stop me from enjoying a plate of lentils or a vast bowl of
couscous.
Recently, while eating lunch, my coworker asked me, “what do you
love most about Morocco?” My answer flew out of my mouth faster
than I could think: “the food”. It was the obvious response as I was
downing Moroccan taktouka. Food is usually my favorite thing
about new places, learning traditions around food, shopping for
unfamiliar ingredients, experiencing new tastes, and Morocco is no
different, each new dish I try becomes a fond memory of my life in

When the interns were too full to eat any more.

Morocco.
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"KULI KULI"
WRITTEN BY CHLOE-KATE ABEL
There are five key terms in Darija that every non-native speaker must
know:
Salam Alikum = Lit. May peace be upon you
Labas = all good (**** important to note this can be both a question
and a response!!)
Shukran = thank you
Kul(i) = eat ! (in the imperative)
ShbaT = I’m full!
In Morocco, when common words fail you, there is always food to fill
in the blanks. Here, a country known not only for its cuisine but its
unrivaled hospitality, food may take the place of “thank you so much”
or “it’s so good to meet you” or even, “I love you.” I have learned so
much about Morocco through taste, smell, and touch.
When I couldn’t communicate with my Moroccan host mother in high
school, we communicated through food. When she took my hands in
hers to knead the dough for msemin, I learned the family culinary
secrets passed through the hands of generations. When I rejoiced at
tasting briwat for the first time, it became a staple on the dinner table
for days to come. When I returned from school, we would sit in the
kitchen and peel potatoes, glancing up every now and then to share
soft smiles.
Recently, I spent a week with a family that I had never met before.
While we communicated through gesticulation, broken Darija, and the
occasional sprinkle of French, we got to know each other through
shared meals. Each meal began with the mother piling food onto our
plates followed by “kuli, kuli!” When we finally licked our plates
clean, we could see her hands coming towards us with the serving
spoon, to which we yelled out “ShbaT, shukran!” After this our eyes
would meet and we would share a laugh.

FROM ONE TO ANOTHER

Dinner in Tangier: a series.

WRITTEN BY TERESA DERR
I’ll be honest. When I moved to Morocco, the thing that was the biggest culture shock for me was the cooking.
Not the food – I love the food of Morocco, and good food is one of the things I love the most about getting to
understand a new culture – but cooking for myself. With two pots and a knife. That was hard. Growing up,
my mom always had a well-furnished kitchen, with tons of tools and baking utensils. While I don’t really love
cooking (I can, just fine, but it isn’t something I particularly enjoy, you know?), I got used to cooking with all
the useful little gadgets I could possibly need.
The first few weeks in my apartment in downtown sucked, cooking-wise. I'm pretty sure I made the same
meal 3 or 4 times a week, simply because I was lacking the tools I was used to. Like measuring cups, because
Morocco’s method of measuring is by the very precise weight or by eyeballing things. Or a frying pan,
because everyone here uses a tajine. So, I switched up my cooking style. I bought myself a tajine and some
different spices. I tried to eyeball how much I was using (though I did cave, eventually, and buy some
measuring cups at Marjane). And you know what? I’m proud of myself and the food I can make. I’ve got some
new recipes to share with my family back home, and I feel more like a capable adult than I did before.
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FOOD: THE GREAT CONNECTOR
WRITTEN BY ASHLEY JAZAYERI
One of my favorite aspects of Moroccan culture is the tradition of sharing meals. This custom stands out to
me as an American who often views meals as a time to quickly fuel up and continue about my day. In the
U.S., it is not uncommon for me to sometimes replace meals with protein shakes that are consumed on my
feet, the fastest way to replenish calories. This is in sharp contrast to the typical Moroccan lunch, shared
with family and friends from the same dish at a leisurely pace. This is a practice I’ve come to treasure as a
time to catch up with loved ones and forget about whatever concerns I may be facing.
Over the winter break, I stayed with friends in Casablanca. When they asked what I wanted to do, the
decision was easy – let's eat! We shared meals at different restaurants, without any rush to move on to our
next activity: sharing a meal was an activity in and of itself. Other times, we cooked together, exchanging
recipes and trying new dishes. Although it is impossible to classify one cultural practice as better than
another, the Moroccan style of dining is one that I hope to adopt, even after leaving Morocco.

Tasty couscous shared with some good friends.

Eating well in Casablanca.

FINGER-LICKING GOOD
WRITTEN BY NATHAN LINCOLN
Before coming to AUI, I had the pleasure of staying with a generous family in Rabat for some weeks. Given
the ongoing pandemic, I spent much of my time inside with my hosts, in their kitchen. These born-and-bred
Moroccans treated me to the highlights of the country's cuisine. What I enjoyed more than any specific dish
was witnessing the foreign rituals of home dining.
Anyone who knows anything about Morocco has probably seen the expansive breakfast spreads; bread, nuts,
fruit and m’semen paired with oil, honey or jam. It’s exciting the first time you see all this food laid out for
you (less exciting the 30th time.) The biggest meal of the day was at noon: couscous stacked high with
veggies, fresh fish or lamb baked in tomato sauce, the life changing dish that is ‘bastilla’. Everyone would
come home from work or school to eat together.
Breaking up the workday like this is uncommon in my part of the world, but I deeply appreciate the time
spent together. My only barrier to enjoying this delicious food was that utensils were mostly absent.
Americans don’t really like getting their hands dirty when it comes to eating, but in this house, all food is
finger food. "What about all the sauce left over in the tajine?" Well, that’s what the bread is for.
As the day winds down, instead of a large dinner, my host family opted for light snacks: fruit, almond
sweets... and even more bread.
This may be a controversial take, but I think there is such a thing as too much bread. Besides the steep
increase in my fiber intake, the best thing I’ve taken away from my time in the kitchens and restaurants of
Morocco is a broader knowledge of food and how a different culture approaches mealtime.

FEBRUARY 2021

3

CALLING ALL RECIPES!
A common question amongst interns is "what did you have for dinner?" After a delicious sounding response,
rapid fire questions start: "Where did you find your ingredients?" "Did it last for a few lunches?" "Is it gluten
free?" As we all learn to cook with ingredients that differ from Grandma's tried and true casserole recipe,
we want to know what others cook so that we can eat something besides buttered noodles for the fifth time
in a week. Alas, when we sat down and decided to feature our experiences with food in Morocco, a
culmination of conversations and lessons from the kitchen came to life- we decided to make a cookbook.
In doing this, we want to share the recipes we have learned to make here, as well as some of our favorites
from home. Our idea is to put together an AUI community cookbook and upon its completion, celebrate with
a potluck. To make this dream happen, we need your help. If you have a recipe you want to share, follow
this link.

A group of interns visited an olive farm outside Meknes.

Interns caught a full rainbow over winter break!

INTERNS AT WORK
A new semester means new work for our interns!
Emily, our newest addition, has been working with the
accreditation committee to get AUI reaccredited.
You'll find Teresa reorganizing the RA program and
filtering data for the VPAA this semester.
In the CLE Chloe-Kate worked with the newcomers for a
fun and informative orientation in January.
Madeleine is working with Campus Life and SGA to open
up a store with AUI merchandise this semester.
Ashley has been preparing KPI status reports for the
University Strategic Plan to be presented to the
university board of trustees.
The OIRE has kept Nathan quite busy with preparing a
translated activity report from the past year.
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PRESIDENTIAL INTERN ALUMNI
2016-2019
Alison Elder (2016) USA
Jessica Jasso (2016) USA
Marina Lorenzini (2016) USA
Olivia Snow (2016) USA
Sarah Taylor (2016) USA
Khairunnisa Usman (2016) Indonesia
Chris Aboukhaled (2018) USA
Jessica Borgert (2018) USA
Kenneth Cruz (2018) USA
Latonya Jones (2018) USA
Sarina Leon (2018) USA
Gabrielle Leparik (2018) USA
Nabeelah Muhammad (2018) USA

Nanuka Chachibaia (2017) Georgia
Liam Reilly (2017) USA
Carrie Robinson (2017) USA
Sara Stokes (2017) USA
Erin Worden (2017) USA
Kseniya Autukhovich (2019) Belarus
Jasmine Malone (2019) USA
Rhea Iten (2019) Switzerland
Bryan Cleveland (2019) USA
Caroline Kimbro (2019) USA
Syeda Saad (2019) USA
Melody Anthony (2019) Nigeria
Isabel Bonhomme (2019) USA
Evelyn Cruz (2019) USA
Sinclair Barbehenn (2019) USA

We would like to thank our Presidential Intern alumni for their support and contributions they
made to make AUI a better place. Below you can find multiple ways to keep up with the current
Presidential Interns, we encourage you to reach out and engage with us through our social media
platforms. We also invite you to join our new LinkedIn group "AUI Alumni: Presidential
Internship Program Network".
We would love to hear from you and see where you are now. If you're interested in telling us how
the Presidential Internship Program at AUI has shaped your future, reach out to us on our social
media or email auipip@aui.ma.

AUI Presidential Internship Program
AUI Alumni: Presidential Internship
Program Network
@auipresidentialinternship
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Cherif Belfekih
Director, Presidential Internship Program
E-mail: c.belfekih@aui.ma

Imad Ghomri
E-mail: i.ghomri@aui.ma
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