











To my mother,












Nice to Meet You !
Some journeys begin with footsteps, Mine began in my mother’s arms.
As I close my eyes,  my inner-self still remembers how it  felt from her womb.
I can feel her heart beating to a softly beautiful melody.  The baby me still feels the warmth of her arms around me. In those arms, I felt and saw what love looks like.
She held my hands, and I witnessed kindness into daily life.
In her eyes, I saw God.
This book holds two parts of the same story. The first, is the sanctuary, the warmth of a woman whose life was a living prayer, and a soul healer. She loves without limits. She fed orphans, held hands of prisoners, and healed the hearts of strangers.

As a humanitarian worker, I stepped into wars, into places where hunger lives, into silence and danger. Not to be a hero, but to extend the same arms that once held me.
This book is not just about me, or her open arms, It is about every woman who ever fed another person with nothing but hope. It is about every child who took that hope and tried to build something with it. It is about the divine cycle of love turned into actions.
If my mother gave me anything, it was not just life, It was the courage to protect other lives.
This is our story. And this story begins not on a battlefield, nor in a boardroom, but in the soul of a woman whose whisper could move mountains. 
The pages that follow carry the scent of firewood kitchens, cooking food for prisoners and moving to the rhythm of the singing voices of orphans. They carry both poetry and proof. Proof that, love, when lived with integrity, has no borders.
I have seen miracles in the eyes of orphans. I have wept in war zones. I have been betrayed, broken, and rebuilt. But what saved me, again and again, was what I first felt in her womb and arms: Love. Grace. Purpose.
As you read this, this is not just a book, This is a heartbeat.
Read it slowly. Read it deeply. Pause when you feel like it;  Breathe and let your soul take you there. Because the journey you’re about to take is a Soulprint, that only your heart will tell the feel of it.
Welcome into my mother’s Arms !
Experience is like a life-long permanent ink that shapes every decision and every chapter of our lives; This book is a living testament to mine.
No matter how many words I speak here, no matter how many sentences I write, it will never fully capture the depth of those moments. Words are limited, sentences are limited, and even books and stories are limited. They just guide us and barely lighten what we discovered for ourselves. The true understanding comes from the reflection of your own journey. This here, has been my journey. I hope to give you a  glimpse of it, and perhaps this could shape your own story, or bring clarity to untold stories of our kind.
When I look back, a single word or memory can transport me to those feelings, to those shelters under heavy clouds, those moments of pain, joy, resilience, and growth, sometimes bringing both tears and smiles. 
I may seem ordinary; someone you’d pass without a second glance when I cross your way. but if you ever met me in person, you would clearly have a smile on your face right now; I have learned to find grace in life’s toughest moments, even when I mute from pain.
With over two decades of work in international development and humanitarian aid, I have seen, learned, and shared more than I ever thought possible. At times, the weight has felt overwhelming, far beyond anything I imagined I could handle. Who truly knows their own strength until they are tested by life’s harshest challenges? My diverse‘abilities have led numerous humanitarian organizations to greater impact, better outcomes, improved quality, and operational sustainability, often in critically hostile and challenging environments. These strengths have helped me not only survive but also thrive despite the “monsters of the system.”
Humanitarian work is all about Good Actions with Positive impacts, taken to help Human beings in need, to alleviate (not to increase) their suffering , to save, to protect(not to destroy) their lives, and always upholding their Dignity. I stand firmly for good humanitarian actions that create lasting, positive impact. 
Along this journey, I have also come to a bitter realization that some people in this sector wave the Humanitarian Flag and chant its anthem, yet Sadly, when you dive-into their real-life and workplace actions, you encounter the very embodiment of Humanity’s Damagers.
My humanitarian journey has been about Sharing and Empowering. I write about the people I have met, the humanitarian workers in the field who are often overlooked, the ones the world doesn’t talk about, the local populations who are deeply invested in transforming their own communities, often more passionately than any outsider. I sing the melody, a tribute to true changemakers: local communities striving for their future and humanitarian workers who labor unseen but deserve recognition.
Writing this book has somehow served as therapy for me; This was the hardest project to release.  I crashed hard. This journey has inspired me to speak out, to honor those I’ve met, and writing about it has played a huge part in my healing journey. Thank you for being here with me, thank you for being a listening ear allowing those silenced voices to be heard.
My hope is that you’ll journey alongside me, until the melody dries out; I also hope you keep your loving heart open and never stop believing that every act of Good has the power to change a life.

