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THE STORY | INHERITED S .

Morocco lived in my
imagination as sand
and sun.

| am an environmental storyteller from Ghana.
For most of my life, Morocco felt dry, distant,
and thirsty—a desert country where rain was
rare enough to be celebrated. | believed that
story long before | ever set foot there.
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The landscape seemed to confirm
everything.

The year passed with skies that stayed stubbornly
clear. When it finally rained, the city reacted with
joy. People stepped outside to feel the drops on
their skin. Conversations shifted. The rain was
called a blessing, a sign of hope after years of
drought. | joined in that relief. | didn't question it.
Why would I? The story made sense.



Then December 2025 arrived, and the
sky began to behave in ways | had

never seei 'In a “desert.”




THE RAIN CAME QUIETLY

Soft. Persistent.

It didn't roar the way Ghanaian storms do. There were
no violent sheets of water, no gutters overflowing
within minutes, no thunder announcing itself like a
warning. Instead, the rain came quietly—soft, persistent,
almost shy. A drizzle that seemed harmless. A drizzle is
easy to ignore.



Until it wasn’t.




Day after day, the sky kept
leaking.

The ground rejected
the water like a
stranger.

The soil didn‘t drink; it repelled. Drainage systems
built for scarcity—built for a Morocco of the past—
buckled under the weight of persistence. |
remember stepping outside one morning and
seeing the street transformed into a slow-moving
river, the kind that looks calm until you realize it is
carrying away everything that isn't anchored.
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WHEN WATER ENTERED

Homes filled. Cars
floated. Roads
disappeared.

Brown, restless currents carried debris
through the streets. The smell of wet dust
—something | had never known before-—
hung in the air, thick and metallic.
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| kept asking myself a question that felt almost childish in its
simplicity:

How can flooding happen in a place that barely receives rain?



That question forced me to confront something
uncomfortable

| had been living inside a familiar
fantasy.

—one where climate change only feels real when it
behaves like the disasters | grew up with. In Ghana,
climate change announces itself loudly. In Morocco,
it arrived quietly, like a guest who slips into a room
unnoticed until you suddenly realize they have
rearranged everything.




BEYOND ONE CITY

Safi was not
alone.

Other Moroccan cities flooded too, each
caught off guard by winter storms that lingered
longer than expected. Different places, same
story: communities built for dryness suddenly
drowning in water they had no systems to
manage.
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Drought + exposure + fragile
infrastructure

It was loss and damage—slow, cumulative, and
devastating. The rain itself was not the disaster. The
disaster was the gap between the climate Morocco
was built for and the climate it now faces.
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This is not nature contradicting
itself.



This is the new reality of climate change-—
quiet, persistent, and reshaping the world
in ways we are still struggling to
understand.




‘are entering.
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