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Photo of the day

Photo shows the wing of a Kuwait Airways plane in midflight. Summer is high travel season in Kuwait where hundreds of
thousands leave to escape temperatures that easily soar above 50C. — Photo by Fatma Khan/KUNA
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In my view

Success is what we target and attain. It gets addic-
tive when our brain’s pleasure signals are fired
up, causing us to experience a very pleasurable

state of mind. Eventually, this equation of “seek and
you shall receive” was changed by our inherent cul-
ture. Our ancestors, who lived in caves, considered
food and shelter to be their goals. This caused them to
hunt walking, flying and crawling protein packets, and
gather and store whatever they logically computed to
be of any use for their survival in the wild. 

Case in point - the genesis of this very straightfor-
ward notion of “grab what you need”, encompassed an
array of skills and knowledge, making “experience” a
valued component of their maximum form of civiliza-
tion, which was a bricolage of ideas and morals that
were reinforced experimentally.

While typing this article via  my smart phone, I can-
not help but to think about the depth of “experience”
that has been persevered to finally invent such a “mag-
ical” collocation of minerals as a “success” of human
technological advancement. And since culture is the
only vessel of learning, the level of what every Tom,
Dick and Abdullah considers his success to be, it has
become more complex than plucking vegetables! So
why not decrease culture in our now more facilitated
reality and respect being a “rebel”? Is it invalid or not
permitted to say that culture has become too weighty
for our psyche?

Steve Jobs never graduated from college, and fig-
ured out his way to the “American Dream” is his twen-
ties. The Saudi billionaire Suleiman Al-Rajhi donated
$91 billion for a single agricultural project to feed the
poor after he began his career as a kid dusting ashes
off kitchen floors to be rewarded a bag of coal to sell in
any market he could reach. Prior to the oil era, all Gulf
countries depended on wood to cook their daily meals.
He also never considered it to be shameful to carry rich
families’ goods around for a halalah - a penny. And yet
he was too poor for school and never had an opportu-
nity to graduate from secondary school.

Educationally, Bill Gates was not too far ahead him-
self. And the same goes for Edison and Shakespeare,
both of whom did not gain any scores that helped oth-
ers forecast their geniuses in their fields. Beethoven
had a very unfortunate childhood, and the inventor of
the most formidable form of Japanese martial art was
an 88-year-old soldier who was released from his
duties after the empire’s shameful defeat. This illustrat-
ed to me not how far power can get you, but how cul-
tural standards have led us astray from the one thing
that united these men - simplicity. 

My parents needed my name to be socially validat-
ed to be legitimate. Collective conscience needed to
process and produce this novel cultural bit of informa-
tion that this newborn human being is going to be
called Jeri. And prior to his maturity, a whole set of
mental diagrams are going to judge and “guide” his
personal reward behavior(s). But what if these dia-
grams kept reassuring me about unnecessary “bits of
information”, such as how scared I should from that T-
Rex, or chickenpox for that matter. And since we sur-
vived Y2K and 2012, we are still able to make our
reward system as simple as snatching cherries from
branches and yet be more sophisticated to achieve
what is beyond survival - happiness.

Less culture,
more success

Iam nothing; a nobody. I am but a supporting actor,
playing a minor role in lives that are deemed far
more important than mine. I am nameless and face-

less - you can’t recognize me, because we’re all the
same to you. I’m just here to serve. I am the one who
sweeps dirt - along with my dreams - under your feet. I
was promised this dreamland, where there is clean
water, electricity, and plenty of money to feed my chil-
dren. But as soon as I arrived here, I was left on the
streets with no work for several months, under heavy
debt, and with no ability to travel back home, as my
passport is no longer in my hands.

My humble salary is around KD 100, more or less,
usually less. Despite that, some people say it’s too
much, and reminisce about the “good times” when it
was no more than KD 60-70. I sometimes receive my
pay on time, but other times I don’t get it for many long
months on end. I survive in those months on tips from
kind and charitable people by washing their cars or car-
rying their groceries. I realize that I am but few rights
away from being considered a slave.

••••••••
I am your fellow human; your brother. I am an Arab, a

Muslim; just like you. I thought that moving here would

make me feel closer to home, but I was very mistaken.
Every day I face various forms of racism, discrimination
and even ridicule. I am the teacher you mock, and the
doctor you insult. I am the employee you disrespect. I
take it all with a smile; for I have no other choice. 

You say I upset the demographic balance, yet you
refuse to do laborious jobs and even some office jobs -
you barely even do your own job! I do the same work,
but with around a KD 400 difference. In contentment, I
overlook the sore difference and remind myself that
locals deserve the privilege and encouragement from
their own country. But what’s truly shocking is that
some wish for this gap to increase even more by enforc-
ing strict, biased laws against us, followed by public
statements that stir hatred and separation from one
another in an “us vs them” mentality.

You demand that we work tirelessly for your com-
fort, yet you don’t want to see us in the same shops and
public places. You have implicitly created separate
malls, parks and even hospitals that segregate expats
from locals. After decades of hard work and lifting the
country on our very shoulders, are we now considered
unwanted? And can you truly make do without us?

Regards,
The “Expat”

Letter from an expat


