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I love everybody; I love everything that is good, even though life is difficult. But what is difficult tastes good, tastes sweet. Human beings struggle to survive, and keep struggling, and they leave their country to learn what it means to keep on living.

We all get used to life, life seems normal. We seek things with strength and warmth, missing distant things, at least momentarily. Being in Europe or in any other part of the world, I can find things -Thank God-, but I not only want to see Spain, and thanks to God I am in Spain. I want to be part of the things here, to know about them, to get used to them. I am lucky to be here.
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-How are you?

-Yesterday I wasn’t doing too well. 

-Why?

-Just… thinking to much, and I kept on repeating to myself that I wanted to go back to Morocco. The problem is the money… I haven’t got any. What am I going to do? Sell my bicycle? The bicycle is worthless, it is not going to get  me the money to go on, to go on my trip. That, and also the cigarettes. Before I didn’t used to ask people for cigarettes, but lately I have been asking. Some people give you one, others don’t… it’s like that. Some people smoke and you just stare at them, and the smoke goes up, and your head becomes stupid.

-Why do you want to go to Morocco?

-To get a little better, to change my mind and feel well, and also to see my mother.

-Your mother?

-Yes.

-Do you miss her?

-Of course.

-This I did it with a knife. I was feeling bad, riding my bicycle, feeling very strange. I didn’t have cigarettes, or any food, nothing, so I became a little nervous, a little stupid. And then I said to myself that I was going to write a little bit in my right hand with the knife. And I continued like that. I am going to put a little bit in my heart, to see if he says something. 

-Are you happy?

-No.

-Why?

Morocco 2010. 

-I have lost my future.

-After the problems in Spain I have lost my future.
You said: "I will go to another land, to another sea. 

Another city shall be found better than this. 

I fail in everything I try to do. 

My heart lies buried like a corpse. 

How long can the mind remain. 

Wherever I turn my eyes, 

I see here only the black ruins of my life 

where I have spent so many years, wasted them,

destroyed them totally." 

New places or seas you’ll never find.
The city still shall follow you. 

You'll walk the same streets, 

grow old in the same neighborhoods, 

in these same houses you'll turn gray. 

You'll always arrive at this same city. 

Don't hope for somewhere else; 

there’s no ship for you, there’s no road. 

Now that you've wasted your life here, 

you've destroyed it everywhere in the world.
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