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			With a career deeply rooted in international development and humanitarian work, Hala has dedicated her life to creating meaningful change. For a ten years  she served as a  Program manager  at the International Organization for Migration (IOM), where she mastered the art of program management and coordination, ensuring impactful interventions for refugees and  vulnerable communities.  

			Her journey then led her to the United Nations Development Coordination Office (UNDCO), where she took on the role of Regional Advisor for Women Empowerment and Gender Equality. In this capacity, she became a fierce advocate for gender equality, working relentlessly to empower women across Jordan and the Arab region.  

			Currently, she continues to make a difference at UNICEF Jordan, championing the rights and well-being of children. Her commitment to youth engagement extends even further. As the CO-Founder of the Jordan Model United Nations (JOMUN) conference, she has provided a platform for young Jordanians to cultivate leadership, diplomacy, and global awareness.

			Yet, beyond her professional and humanitarian endeavors, she is a writer at heart. “ Virtual Sentiments “ is born of a sacred promise—whispered in the quiet breath of a farewell, when her  father, on his deathbed, asked her to gather what life had taught her and offer it to the world. In honoring his request, she has  poured into these pages the marrow of her studies on human relationships, and the delicate, hard-won truths she has  learned about the intricate dance of human relationships—between man and woman, soul and soul, and above all, between the human heart and the Divine. This is not just a book; it is a conversation, a confession, deep words of wisdom  and a candle lit in memory, with the hope that it may illuminate another’s path.
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			Dedication

			My father passed away, and God gave him life and set for him a light where he can walk amongst us through this life.

			To my Dad… my unhealed wound…

			Never in my life did I think I would dedicate this book to your pure soul — to your bright, laughing, and rejoicing face — and to your soft, dead body. I thought we would be celebrating the launch of this book together. I thought that we would still have time to laugh, celebrate, and cry together… but death was closer.

			I had the idea of writing this book a long time ago, but I didn’t believe in myself — that I could or would be able to write it. So I kept postponing the idea, avoiding it, and running away from the thoughts that kept whispering in my ears and urging me to write — until that black day arrived and made me decide, finally, to do it.

			I remember that day with all its dark details — the cloudy, cold, and gloomy weather that didn’t provide me with any vibes of hope or happiness. It was winter… and winter, since then, is no longer an inspiring season for hope. It has become a nightmare that weighs down the soul thirsting for warmth.

			You were lying in your bed in the ICU, and you were dying. I didn’t know you were leaving us. I thought it was a severe inflammation, as the doctors had told me, and that you would be okay and we would return home. I didn’t know you were leaving us, even though every word you said and every movement you made indicated that you were saying goodbye.

			I was in denial — “My dad will be okay, and he will return home.” That feeling was instilled in my heart. It’s strange that till the last 

			

			moment I didn’t know you were dying. How could I know that, when I had never witnessed anyone dying before?

			I remember, my dad, when you called my name, and you could barely speak: “Hala, Hala, look at these beautiful flying white lights. Look at them.” “What flying lights? I can’t see anything,” I replied.

			You pointed at them, your hand trembling but sure. “They are in front of me,” you said, trying to catch them.

			I rushed to the doctor. “My dad told me that he is seeing white flying lights,” I said. The doctor responded coldly, “Yes, it’s normal, as he is in a state of confusion because the infection is too severe.”

			Screw doctors who always see things only through a scientific perspective. The doctor was too cold — no emotions, no spiritual perspective. My dad wasn’t hallucinating. He was seeing angels. Those flying white lights were angels!

			And at that moment, my dad was dying. He was leaving this world.

			I still hear your last words to me, when you could barely speak from pain:
“Hala… write the book.”

			It was his last wish — to write the book whispered between the quiet beeps of a hospital monitor and the fading rhythm of a life well-lived. With his tired eyes and a trembling hand, he looked at me and said, “Write it… for me.”

			Every page carries his echo. Every word, a part of the promise I made beside his bed, when the world was holding its breath.

			Writing a book is the hardest challenge that I’ve been through. It needs discipline, motivation, mood, patience, deep sentiments, and more.

			

			Thank you, my beloved dad, for providing me with the motivation to write it. Without your last request, I wouldn’t have done it. It’s strange that even after your death, you still motivate me to move on in this hard life. It’s still aching me that you were seeing death in front of you, fighting it, and yet you were still worrying about me — still motivating me.

			What a great dad you were! You are a real hero! I should have appreciated the blessing of your existence more. I miss your sense of humor, your warm smile, your tolerance, your concern… and most importantly, your kindness.

			The way you treated me and the amount of kindness you showed me are something great. I
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