
Each time an expatriate reads the newspaper, it appears 
they are not only reading the news, but searching for 
hope. They are searching for a way beyond discrimi-

natory laws, a way beyond being treated as second-class, a 
way beyond waiting to see whether they or their loved ones 
will get deported because of their age or education level.  

At a company, an expatriate is still seen as a visitor, a 
temporary resident, an alien, someone dispensable. Their 
degrees, their intelligence, their service are taken for 
granted. And in instances where they work harder than 
anyone in the workforce, their dream of a promotion can 
be derailed by a local who punches in and out, unless the 
expatriate happens to hail from specific countries.  

And while their children are born here, neither the par-
ents nor their offspring will ever know what it is like to 
hold a Kuwaiti passport. Their Civil ID will always be 
another color, a stark reminder of their status.  

And as they look to locals for support, expatriates 
notice the voices of local humanitarians are silenced by the 

deafening roars of lawmakers who rant about demograph-
ics to garner votes and money. Like them, these humanitar-
ian locals are not in positions of power to transform the 
status quo. Unlike them, though, these locals are not wor-
ried about getting in trouble with authorities for speaking 
out against injustice. An expatriate cannot demand his/her 
rights because they will be told, at best: “This is not your 
country.” At worst, they will be imprisoned or deported.  

The laws meant to protect expatriates are not always 
implemented, which is why they spend so much time wor-
rying behind closed doors, worried about their family’s 
future, a future they wanted to build here but may now 
have to give up on. A future that appears to prod them to 
leave of their own accord.  

Many have already left, many are waiting to leave, and 
many have no choice but to stay, for they have nowhere to 
go. It is the latter two groups of expatriates who we need 
to focus on; they are our last chance to redeem ourselves 
and to create a harmonious society in which we all thrive, 
side by side; they are our last chance to salvage what 
remains of our heritage-a heritage shared by locals and 
expatriates alike. Ask the latter; they have more stories to 
tell us since they outnumber us. They have just as much 
love and commitment to the land as we do.  

What separates us is merely the color of our documents, 
a color that can be overlooked when we hear their stories 
and how much blood and sweat and tears they shed for this 
country. Our country and theirs. 
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KUWAIT: Vehicles drive on a highway through a dust storm that hit Kuwait yesterday. —Photo by Yasser Al-Zayyat 
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The prospect of spending the entire summer hid-
ing from Kuwait’s 55C+ heat fills me with anxi-
ety. I have two children who recently completed 

the school year and all they want is to have some fun, 
travel and get a break from the last year and half of 
pandemic isolating.  

I hated to tell them that we would not be traveling 
and that we would stay in Kuwait the entire summer. 
Don’t get me wrong, I love Kuwait and have lived here 
for a long time and know many ways to keep myself and 
my kids busy during the weekends and slower summer 
period. But facing another summer of no travel and 
unbearable heat feels impossible.  

Still I firmly believe that if you cannot change the cir-
cumstances, it is empowering to change the way you 
think about the circumstances. So I’m going to do my 
best to think positively (while acknowledging how much 
the situation sucks) and also share those positive vibes 
in case it might help others. Here are some ways I’m 
changing my mindset, my mantra for all those staying in 
Kuwait this summer: 

Summer in Kuwait can be fun because it will give me 
time to reconnect with my family, my friends and my 
children after 15+ months of pandemic isolation and 
social distancing. 

Summer is a great time to read. I will make a list of 
books or start on my TBR (to be read) with a goal of 
reading at least one book a week.  

Summer is a great time to learn a new hobby or take 
a class. Summer camps are returning. There are art 
classes and sewing classes and even karate classes for 
adults. Gyms are opening back up. Time to work on that 
beach body.  

Summer is only three months. That’s twelve weeks. 
Count them down. Set a goal for each week. Learn a 
new recipe. Sketch. Knit a hat. Play chess.  

Summer is a great time to help someone else. Find a 
way to volunteer, in person or online, or help someone 
else who is struggling at this time.  

One of the hardest parts of summer is seeing my 
friends posting their travel and vacation photos on 
social media. Since we are still in the middle of a pan-
demic, not as many people are traveling but it still feels 
hard when you see someone else enjoying a mountain 
hike in cool woods or swimming off a beautiful 
Mediterranean beach. So I’m limiting my social media 
exposure over these twelve weeks and also reminding 
myself that everyone deserves a break. Its perfectly 
human to feel a bit of envy but also to remind myself 
that everyone’s circumstances are different   

Summer isn’t forever and hopefully by the time its 
over, Kuwait and the world will be closer to a new nor-
mal that allows for travel for everyone. In the meantime, 
God keep everyone safe and healthy. 
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