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The story of Nabi Mustafa 

 

 

My name is Nabi Mustafa. I’m 22 years old. I was born in a small village in Syria as the youngest son 

in a large Kurdish farmer’s family. I have three brothers and five sisters. My family isn’t rich, but our 

live in Syria was peaceful. I lived outside - I was always playing. In the harvest season, I helped my 

parents on the land. And I went to the market to sell vegetables. My parents couldn’t afford to send 

me to school. Anyway, all of the schools in the surrounding area taught in Arabic, a language that I do 

not speak. Therefore, I have never learned to write or read. But I have learned some English and 

Dutch words since I have been here. 

The war changed everything in our village. I thought that the revolution would bring good things, but 

it only brought danger and violence. I fled with my parents and sisters to Lebanon for safety. My 

brothers are much older and fled with their own families. 

I stayed in Lebanon for almost three years. It is a beautiful country, but we didn’t feel very welcome. 

I worked hard and many hours, particularly as a waiter. Working hard was necessary because live in 

Lebanon is expensive for refugees. The Lebanese people ask high rents and every half year you need 

a new permit that costs 200 dollars. 

After two years I concluded that we would not return any time soon to Syria because of the ongoing 

war. But I also didn’t want to stay in Lebanon. I talked a lot with my friends about Europe. We 

dreamed of starting a new life there. Europe is safe, there is work and prosperity. I started to wait 

tables even more hours to save money for the journey to Europe. In total, I paid 4500 dollar to come 

here, a huge amount. 

Of course, we also heard the stories about the dangers of travelling to Europe. That people drown 

crossing the Mediterranean. But death is better that having no future. I saved money and bought a 

plane ticket to Turkey. There, I crossed the sea with a boat to a small Greek island. It was a plastic 

boat, overloaded, and we spend eight hours on sea. Of course I was afraid. Everyone was scared. 

Some people shouted from fear and were in total panic. A woman had a miscarriage on board, 

probably because of fear and stress. Her baby was born dead. With 50 people on a 4-meters long 

boat, everyone witnessed this. 

From Greece, my journey went to Macedonia and Serbia. It was winter and cold. I walked for hours 

to cross the borders. I had left Lebanon on my own, but I always had company during the journey. 

People helped each other if they could. I have made friends for life. At long last, I was smuggled onto 

a truck, and the doors opened in the Netherlands. After almost a month of travelling, I was where I 

wanted to be. Not that I picked the Netherlands as my destination. I just went along with the stream 

to Northern-Europe and arrived here. I didn’t have an image of the Netherlands. But it is a beautiful 

country, very green and people have a good life. 
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I now have a permit to stay: a verblijfsvergunning. I live in St. Jozefzorg and I’m waiting for a house or 

apartment. I spent my days sleeping, eating and speaking with friends. I always go out: looking for 

new people to meet, and trying to do things. I help my friend, a Syrian cook, who is also a refugee 

and who lives in Cobbenhagen. We cook at Raakveld, at the city camping and on other locations. I 

view my friend as my brother. 

I’m not very concerned about my family in Lebanon. I know that they care of each other. But I miss 

my mother very much. I would like to help my family financially. One of my brothers has five 

children. He works day and night in Lebanon, but that is not always enough. Maybe I can help them 

in the future, and maybe one of my nephews can come here to study. 

But I do worry a lot about my people: the Kurds in Syria and Iraq. Everyone is fighting there: ISIS, 

Russia, Assad, … It is not safe there, even for women and children. 

The Netherlands is a fine, safe country. I’m very happy to be here. What strikes me is that everyone 

follows the rules. In Syria people don’t. You don’t get anywhere following all rules. But traffic is 

therefore also very dangerous. Therefore, the Dutch way seems better to me. 

I want to learn Dutch as soon as possible and start working. I want to build a future here. I’m 

convinced that that is possible. I have a positive attitude in life. I hope to find a beautiful wife and 

marry her. We start a family and my children go to school here. A Kurdish or Dutch wife? … I don’t 

know, the woman that God sends me!  

 


