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Chapter 1

The Country with Two Coasts


Cappy West arrived in Morocco by boat, which made him very happy. Cappy loved boats. Cappy loved water more than almost anything. He was a capybara, after all, and capybaras are built for water from nose to toes.

  He stepped onto the dock and breathed in. The air smelled of salt and fish and warm bread. Waves slapped against the wooden posts below him. Gulls argued overhead. Cappy held up his compass. The compass pointed north, the way it always did.

  ⭐ Fun FactMorocco is special in Africa. It is the only African country with coastline on two different seas — the Atlantic Ocean on one side and the Mediterranean Sea on the other. Together they stretch for thousands of miles.


  
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  “Beautiful, isn’t it?” said a girl mending a net nearby. Her name, Cappy soon learned, was Lina.

  “It’s the ocean,” said Cappy happily. “I love the ocean.”

  “Which one?” said Lina.

  Cappy blinked. “There’s only one. Isn’t there?”

  Lina laughed and pointed one way down the coast, then the other. “That way is the Atlantic Ocean. Around the top of the country, that way, is the Mediterranean Sea. We have both. Hardly anyone in Africa has both.”

  Cappy looked one way. He looked the other way. Two seas. He had picked, by complete accident, a country with twice as much water as he had bargained for.

  He sat down on the dock and dipped his back feet into the cool Atlantic. He decided, right then, that he and Morocco were going to get along.

  🧭 Cappy TipWhen you arrive somewhere brand new, find the nearest water and say hello to it. Oceans, rivers, even a puddle. Water is the first friend a traveller should make.






  

  


  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  

Chapter 2

The Market That Ate the Map


The next morning, Cappy set off to buy a hat. The sun in Morocco was strong, and his ears were getting pink. A hat seemed like a sensible plan. Cappy was very good at sensible plans. He was less good at following them.

  Someone told him the market was “just through there.” Cappy went just through there. Then he went through there again. Then the world turned into a maze.

  ⭐ Fun FactMany Moroccan cities have huge, old marketplaces called souks (you say it “sooks”). A souk is a maze of narrow lanes packed with stalls selling carpets, lamps, leather slippers, and spices piled into bright cones. It is very easy to get pleasantly lost.


  
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  The lanes twisted left and curled right. Above him, lamps of coloured glass hung in rows — red, gold, deep blue — throwing little patches of colour onto the walls. Carpets covered every surface. Cones of orange and yellow spice rose like tiny mountains. The smell was enormous.

  Cappy turned a corner and arrived back where he had started. He turned another corner and arrived somewhere completely new. He turned a third corner and stopped, because he had absolutely no idea where he was, and it was wonderful.

  “You’re lost,” said a boy, grinning. He was about nine, with a stack of folded cloth balanced on one shoulder.

  “I am exploring thoroughly,” said Cappy with great dignity.

  “You’re lost in the souk,” said the boy. His name was Hamza. “Everyone gets lost in the souk. That’s sort of the point.”

  “The point?” said Cappy.

  “You come for one thing. You leave knowing about ten things you didn’t know existed.” Hamza spun in a slow circle, pointing. “Lamps there. Carpets there. Spices there. My uncle’s shop, there. And —” he reached behind a stack and produced, with a flourish, a wide straw hat. “Hats. There.”

  Cappy bought the hat. He had come in for one thing and was leaving with the one thing, which almost never happened to him. He felt, for a moment, like a real and proper shopper.

  Then he tried to leave and got lost again.

  🧭 Cappy TipA map is a wonderful thing. But some places are not meant to be solved like a puzzle. A souk is meant to be wandered. Pick a colour, follow your nose, and trust that you’ll come out somewhere good.






  

  


  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  

Chapter 3

Poured from the Sky


By the time Cappy found his way out of the souk, it was the middle of the day, and he was extremely hungry. A man at the edge of the market saw him looking tired and waved him over. “You look like a traveller who has not eaten,” the man said. “Come. Sit. Eat with us.”

  Cappy did not need to be asked twice.

  ⭐ Fun FactA Moroccan meal is something to remember. Families gather to share couscous — tiny grains of steamed semolina — and tajine, a slow-cooked stew named after the clay pot it bakes in. To drink, there is sweet mint tea, made of green tea, fresh spearmint leaves, and plenty of sugar. It is poured from high above the glass to make a frothy top — and to show you are welcome.


  
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  Cappy was led to a low table in a cool courtyard. A clay pot with a tall pointed lid sat steaming in the middle. The man — his name was Brahim — lifted the lid, and a cloud of steam rose up smelling of soft vegetables, gentle spices, and slow-cooked everything.

  “This is a tajine,” Brahim said. “We cook it slowly, all morning, in the pot. The pot has the same name as the food. The pot does the work.”

  Beside it sat a mountain of pale, fluffy grains. “Couscous,” said Brahim. “Tiny, tiny grains, steamed soft. We eat it most on Fridays, all together.”

  Cappy ate. Then Cappy ate more. Then, just when he thought the meal was over, Brahim stood up with a tall silver pot and did something Cappy had never seen anyone do with a drink.

  He poured the tea from very, very high up.

  The tea came down in a long golden ribbon from up near Brahim’s shoulder, all the way into a tiny glass, without spilling a single drop. It landed with a soft hiss and a layer of bubbles on top.

  “Why so high?” asked Cappy, watching.

  “It makes the bubbles,” said Brahim. “And —” he smiled — “it looks wonderful, don’t you think?”

  Cappy thought it looked wonderful. He thought of the little jar of mint he had carried all the way from Egypt for his sore tummy, and how here, mint was not a medicine — it was a welcome. Same plant. Whole different meaning.

  He sipped. It was sweet and cool and minty and warm all at once. He decided to learn the long pour himself. His first try went mostly on the table. His second try went mostly on his bandana. Brahim laughed and laughed and told him it had taken him years to learn.

  🧭 Cappy TipEverywhere you go, someone will offer to share their food. Say yes. Say thank you, and mean it. A shared meal is the fastest way in the world to turn a stranger into a friend.






  

  


  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
  
  
  

Chapter 4

The Goats in the Trees


Cappy left the city to find the coast again. He missed the coast. He took a road south, then a smaller road, then a road that was really more of a suggestion. He was looking for the beach. He found a tree full of goats.

  He stopped. He looked up. He looked again, because the first look had not made sense, and the second look did not help.

  ⭐ Fun FactIn parts of Morocco, goats climb high into the branches of thorny argan trees to eat the small, olive-like fruit. They balance on branches — sometimes thirty feet up — as calmly as if they were standing on the ground. They are very good at it. They are not at all worried.


  
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  There were goats in the tree.

  The goats stood among the branches, chewing, gazing down at Cappy with mild interest. One was near the very top, swaying gently. Another stood on a branch no thicker than Cappy’s arm, perfectly relaxed.

  “They’re after the argan fruit,” said a girl sitting in the shade. Her name was Salwa, and she was minding the herd. “The little fruit grows up high. So the goats go up high. They’ve been doing it forever. Honestly, they climb better than they walk.”

  As if to prove her wrong, one small goat near the bottom lost its footing. It came down through the branches in a clatter and a bleat and landed — oof — right on top of Cappy.

  Cappy sat down hard. The goat sat on his head. For a moment, neither of them moved.

  Then Cappy felt the little goat’s leg. There was a small scrape, nothing serious, but the goat was trembling. Without thinking, Cappy untied his sage green bandana and wrapped it gently around the scrape. “There,” he said softly. “All better. You’re all right now.”

  The goat went still. The trembling stopped.

  Salwa stared at him. “You bandaged a goat,” she said, “with your scarf.”

  “It seemed like the thing to do,” said Cappy, brushing himself off. He waited until the little goat was calm, then carefully untied the bandana, gave the scrape one last gentle pat, and knotted the scarf back around his own neck. There was a small new chew-mark in one corner now. Cappy decided he liked it better that way.

  🧭 Cappy TipIf a creature is built for something you are not — like climbing a thorny tree thirty feet up — don’t tease it for being strange. Watch it closely instead. Everyone is an expert at something. Even goats.






  

  


  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  

Chapter 5

The Biggest Sandbox in the World


Cappy was still looking for the beach. He was very committed to the beach. He kept heading toward the water, which is why it was so surprising when he ended up in the driest place on Earth.

  He had taken a bus. He had taken another bus. He had fallen asleep on the second bus. When he woke up, the windows were full of nothing but gold.

  ⭐ Fun FactThe Sahara is the largest hot desert in the world. It rolls across the southern and southeastern parts of Morocco in enormous waves of sand called dunes. Some dunes are taller than buildings. There is more sand here than a capybara could imagine — and capybaras have very good imaginations.


  
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  Cappy stepped off the bus into the heat. Sand stretched in every direction in soft, curving hills. There was no water. There was no green. There was no beach, which was, he had to admit, a problem.

  “You are a long way from the sea,” said a man leading a tall, calm camel by a rope.

  “I noticed,” said Cappy.

  “You are also,” said the man kindly, “not dressed for the desert.” He looked at Cappy’s wide straw hat and damp bandana and nodded slowly. “But the hat is a good start.”

  His name was Omar, and he had crossed this desert more times than he could count. He gave Cappy water from a goatskin bag and told him to drink slowly. He showed him how the dunes changed shape as the

  
  
  🧭 Cappy Tip
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