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Column: Snapshot 
08/09/2017, by Thijs Kolster 
 
It’s a snapshot. Taken in a flash. For the last three years, we have been taking pictures at the first day of  
school. Soon we’ll be taking another one, marking the start of  our boys’ fourth year in Morocco. Their fourth 
year at the international school. 
Three years ago, we took the first. Their bodies hunched and a hesitant look in the eyes, they stand in front 
of  the school gate, backpacks on their backs. Ready for the unknown, the great adventure. Who will they 
meet? What will it be like? And everything is going to be in English! My wife and I felt exactly the same: 
What are we doing to them? But also proud that they were going for it. They had to, of  course. But still… 
We took them to school back then. As concerned parents, we had agreed that I would drop them off  and pick 
them up every day for the first three weeks. After that, we’d expect them to be ready for the more serious 
stuff: taking the schoolbus. But soon it became clear that all was going well. After a week, they said: “Dad, 
can we go by bus now?” They wanted to be with the others, not the odd ones out. This was their new reality. 
Two weeks later, I overheard them speaking in English to a friend: “No, that’s not the way. Look, this is how 
you do it!” I was stunned. 
Year two shows a picture of  two proud boys. They know the holidays are over and look forward to seeing 
their friends again. To getting on with things. For our eldest, the first six months are tough. His two best 
friends have left – it feels like starting all over again. He struggles and fights his battles, and just before 
Christmas, we have a chat: “It’s OK, dad, I’m fine. Things have changed, but what am I supposed to do 
about it? I can’t stay sad forever, can I?” I’m speechless. So much wisdom. So much strength. And he’s not 
even eleven yet. 
Our youngest charts a different course. After a year of  pondering and observing, he says, “Look dad, these 
are my friends.” He names six. “And you know, all of  them are staying here for at least as long as I am!” 
Last year, the picture revealed even more pride and familiarity. And the year felt like that too. 
Year number four awaits. 
Much has happened in recent years.


