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"We're expats, but the truth is that we are substitutes homeless". 

Expat means "expatriate", which in many cases is a polite way of 

saying, migrants. Most of the young people who moved to Valencia to 

find a better job, or better chances, stayed here despite everything. 

Are they Spanish? No, but they shared the same problems as the Valen-

cian community: the closure of universities, job contracts that end, 

the risk of contagion, and the bureaucracy, that complicates 

everything. How did they overcome the Covid-19? Did they keep their 

jobs? Did they pay the rent, when the administration forgot the sub-

ventions? In the pandemic, we are just humans suffering the same fear, 

rules, but we are not the same. Nobody talks about expats, that's why 

they are like the homeless: invisible to society but present.

The Covid is not gone. What about the Expats? Those who have been 

lucky created a network of emotions: someone has married despite 

everything, some lives with his partner, someone has fallen in love 

with his pet, someone is and still looking for identity and stability. 

Expats remain invisible, as their emotions and the realities. Invisi-

bles who pay regular rent. Why don't they come back "to their house"? 

Because they share the best and the worst of this 2020 with their com-

munity and this is not something that you can deal with. Returning 

"home" is not allowed anymore, because they could be in danger of 

being even more invisible: no longer Italian, nor Spanish really, nor 

really homeless. They are neither one nor the other: they become sub-

stitutes homeless.



Luisa and the plants.

You are here, your home is here, but it isn't really. Your legs dig the earth 
like roots, but it's almost an illusion because you are not really here. You 
are invisible, like the feeling of missing you are feeling every day.



Irene & Woody "the saussage dog", from Italy. 

Expats are invisible, as their emotions.



Steph and the mirror. 

Who are you? Nobody knows, neither a mirror can catch your identity. 
Your image is just a footprint.



Layal, from Planet Earth.

Where are you from? Father from Lebanon, the mother from Brazil, a 
grandfather from Italy, raised in Colombia, living in Valencia, next 
year in Madrid. Who are you? I am all.



Stephania, from Peru/Italia.

Just Steph.



Karolina, from Poland.

Married after the first pandemic explosion. "Being jobless, being house-
less, being afraid: just excuses".



A guy, from Poland. 

Making the kids happy when it is hard to do.



Génesis, from Dominican Republic.

Tenderness is private, not invisible.



Lila, from Indonesia.

No matter what they take from me, they can't take away my dignity.



Karim, Lebanon/Italy.

Learning to speak through your eyes.



Sofia, Italy.

Sometimes doing home-stuff seems to be illogic.



Isabel, from Mexico.

Find the balance despite distorted walls, find the balance when 
you are invisible.



Felix, from Germany.

Find the balance in your feet.



Luisa, from Colombia.

27th birthday, 14 December. “The fullness of sun, friends, the love 
of my life, dreams, perspective, a new home. Am I invisible?”



Irina, from Kyrgyz Republic. 

"My ID has expired." And now? "I'm waiting for a new Identi-
ty(Card)".



Marcos, from Brazil. 

"Identity is like a shadow, it can disappear. I have to sew it on 
myself", said the tailor.
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