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I am 20 years old advocate. I am studying to go into Trauma and become an Obstetrician. 

Two separate fields, but two close to my likings. I come from a family that thrives on culture 

and tradition. In my family, over the past generations, I am the first to become a female MD. 

Let me rephrase that. A MUSLIM FEMALE MD, here in America, being an advocate for 

people in this melting pot of ours. My education and career are nonstop. From writing novels, 

poetry, and documentations of people’s lives to collecting food and clothing for the homeless 

in our community, I busy myself. I am a learner when it comes to anything and everything. 

But I am a teacher when it comes to humanity. I will follow other’s advices, but I lead many 

to listen to my own.  

More about my crazy self: I am a nerd and winning at it. I been eating words from books my 

whole life, ever since I held a book in kindergarten. When I turned 10, I began to write. My 

inspiration was my father. He would load us up in his semi and we travel the country, 

listening to his poetic words flow out of his lips. It was a tingly sensation that blossomed 

inside my mind and still burns today. I began to mimic his talent until I used up 160 

notebooks, spirals, and journals, filled with thoughts I never spoke, stories I only imagined, 

and feelings, I never shared. When I was 16, I got the book published, “Silent Thoughts.” It 

spoke about how I was treated as a Muslim American Arabian in a country focused on 

“diversity.” Bullying, abuse, neglect from teachers or friends that call themselves friends.  It 

was a poetic kind of story. Every poem had its short story. And the next poem after would 

mean a new chapter starting. The book went viral in my high school, pushing me to write my 

second book. “Beautiful Oblivion.”  It is currently in the making.  

 

My career would be focusing on writing. But my heart was leaning to advocacy. I volunteered 

as a child. I had little friends, and therefore kept to myself. In high school, my best friends 

were the recruiters at Christ Hospital. From the janitors to the MDs, I grew a second family. 

One that didn’t care what religion you were or how you looked like or what color you were 

born with.  One that pushed you to speak instead of hide. And they definitely opened my eyes 

to a part of me I always ignored. I loved to make people feel better. In trauma, I saw cases 

from murder to rape walk in, and all were stories I carry with me. In the Labor Department, 

I find new life fascinating. To help bring a child into the world awed me. And therefore, my 

studies only grew. I don’t learn from books or sitting in class, falling asleep. I learn from 

adventure. I dare speak to people I do not know and learn what they have to teach. One good 

conversation with someone open minded can lead you to yet another goal.  

 

My goals are simply to live happily, honoring my family, myself, and society. A humanitarian 

aids, helps, and shares what they can with people who need it. In the future, it would be 

amazing to have my own organization to be able to aid and assistant humans that are put in 

inhumane situations. Let me remind you, I wear the hijab that others began to take off due 



to fear from the country we live in. I wear it proud and say, I am a Muslim American, but I 

was born human first. 

 


