
Last year, our neighborhood ice-cream man here in
Kuwait was lamenting the destruction of his hometown
in Syria. His family decided it was best to evacuate and

move to Jordan. He tried everything he could to bring his
wife here, because he knew his sons would be denied entry.
But, much to his dismay, even his wife was not allowed. Now,
with the money he saves selling ice-cream, he has the burden
of paying the rent for his family in Amman. 

Meanwhile, many people here are applauding Europeans
and countries around the world for opening their borders to
refugees. And I wonder: Do we see the irony? We are cheer-
ing, with the loftiest of intentions, from the sidelines, but
making sure our borders are tightly closed. And though are
hearts are breaking for Syria, refugees are trekking dangerous
territory to reach the shores of Europe. 

Still, we have decided it is best to make sure they do not
infiltrate our society. This decision was made much to the dis-
may of many. Wouldn’t it be so much nobler for Syrians to be
welcomed in this region? This is not about Arabs and Muslims
helping each other, but about human beings lending each
other a hand in times of need. How can we sleep at night
while our brothers and sisters in Syria are horrified that we are
rejecting them? Kuwaitis are very generous when it comes to
donations, but donations are not enough at times. Syrian
refugees would be able to live a much better life if they were
allowed to enter our country. We would make them feel at
home here. And I am sure our generosity would cover many
costs. 

During the invasion of Kuwait, there was not one country
in the entire world that closed its borders to us. And the Arab
and Gulf countries were very generous to Kuwaitis, so we
know that hospitality is an inherent part of our collective
nature. What happened to us? Is our fear so intense that we
have given up humanity for a false sense of security?

A couple of years ago, I saw a car here with Syrian license
plates. I was so excited, that I actually tried to get their atten-
tion. I wanted to stop the car and tell them how happy I was
to have them here, but I did not want to drive recklessly and
scare the living daylights out of them, so I never managed to
hug them. In fact, they never saw me. Somehow, this family

managed to come here. How? I don’t know. But, my heart
jumped for joy. 

And that moment will remain an indelible imprint on me.
Because it was a moment that made me realize that regula-
tions can be defied. It gave me hope that our streets could be
filled with many cars with Syrian plates one day.
Unfortunately, though, my hope was short-lived, as the rules
became increasingly stringent, and we watched with horror
as Syrian refugees died at sea while their boats capsized.
Graphic images globally tugged at our heartstrings, but
somehow, it was more and more difficult for Syrians to enter
our country. 

Perhaps the worst image was that of a toddler washed up
on the shore, with his father embracing his corpse. The world
let him down. We let him down. Still, with the noblest of incli-
nations, we pray for Syrians and continue to donate money,
hoping that it will suffice. However, an expat friend of mine
awakened me to how others, including herself, taunt our
efforts. She expressed her anger, indicating that it may well
smell of roses when we talk of love and oneness, but the fact
is that our borders are closed. 

And so I feebly, and humbly, apologize to Syrians for our
rigidity. I find myself apologizing a lot lately. I also keep wish-
ing that those of us who are lamenting such regulations are
given more influence. Perhaps the tipping point is not a falla-
cy, after all. If more of us speak out, perhaps we can do some-
thing. How can laws be changed if the lawmakers assume
that our passivity is a sign of compliance with the laws at
hand? I know many members of parliament would draft a bill
to allow refugees in, especially when they know that many of
us would salute their decision. 

As I ponder our homegrown Iron Curtain, I realize I should
not just apologize to refugees, but to many others who can-
not seem to enter our country. A couple of weeks ago, I
received a comment on social media from a Pakistani man
who complained that he could not get visas for his family
members. In addition, an Indian colleague of mine was
searching for a local to sponsor her daughter-in-law because
her salary is too low. Her son’s wife is not permitted to visit
without the intervention of a Kuwaiti. We have resorted to
sponsoring fellow human beings. Where are we? 

I sincerely pray that our new parliament will address the
issue of refugees and visa statuses for foreigners, for that mat-
ter. I don’t want our country to be known for its restrictive
laws. Nor can I remain silent about something that tugs at my
heartstrings. Love is too grand for restrictions. Way too grand! 
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A wish for 2017

It seems like ages since we welcomed 2016,
because so many things - mostly negative - hap-
pened this year. But another year is at our

doorsteps. This article is dedicated to 2017, and of
course, I don’t want to spoil anyone’s mood, so I
made a list of all my pinky wishes and hopefully
they would be the same as yours. 

Money, money and more money - I still recall
this old song by ABBA. I don’t think this was just
lyrics of a song, regardless of the typical talk that
money is not important and is not everything in
life. In our life today, money may not be everything,
but it is 99 percent of everything, so this unknown
1 percent will do nothing in the face of the com-
plexities of life. If you wish to make more money,
take it from me - it is alright! 

My second pinky wish includes a prayer for good
health and happiness. We all want to have good
health and live ever happily. Who doesn’t? Let’s
remember that in order for anyone to have good
health, it is important to exercise and eat well. Late
night snacks and fast food are not the right stuff for
good health. Good health is in your hands. It is an
easy wish. 

My third pinky wish is to have the opportunity to
travel more and see places that I have never seen
except on TV. I have never been to China or the
Caribbean islands. It would be nice to learn more
about new cultures and meet new people. My
fourth pinky wish is to get more sleep. The bad
news of war and civil conflicts is not allowing us to
sleep well, because we keep thinking about what is
happening - and who’s next! 

My fifth wish is to see my country no longer
make decisions on behalf of expats without taking
their interests into consideration. No more increas-
es in fees, rent and prices of goods! My sixth wish is
to see more peace initiatives being presented to
this disturbed world. I don’t see all those UN good-
will ambassadors doing enough to promote the
idea of peace as a world concept and culture. I see
some of them making more movies and making
more money out of the publicity they get, but what
about doing more good for the world? So we need
new faces, but no more models and actresses - we
have enough of them! 

My seventh wish is a tip - to maintain good
friendship. If you have old friends, keep them.
There are no longer good and decent friends any-
more. My last wish, but not least, is to share hugs
and kisses with children and family members. We
need to love and express our true feelings and sen-
timents - kids watch their parents fight, but they
don’t see them in love, which is a shame. 

Now I am ready for 2017 with hopes and wishes.
Happy New Year! May all your wishes come true!

I have never been to China or
the Caribbean islands. It would

be nice to learn more about new
cultures and meet new people.


