
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


When the Wild Found Me 

By: Hossam Abu Al-Maaty

[image: ]



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Dedication
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To everyone who dreamed... and thought that circumstances were stronger than their dreams... only to discover... that the dream never dies. 

To my beloved wife, who has always stood by my side as we overcame hardships together and ventured with me into the heart of life's Ocean. 

To my children and the fruits of my life: Karim, Maryam, and Reem. 

To my brothers Hamdy and Hassan, my sister Salwa and their children; 

to the daughters of my beloved sister, Manar and Shorouk; and to the souls of my mother, my father, my brother Amry, and my sister Nagah—may God have mercy on them all. 

To the person who remained loving and supportive of me throughout the years—may God never deprive me of you all. 

— The Author

Hossam Abo Elmaaty 
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Introduction
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I wasn't looking for Kenya... 

I was looking for something deep inside me... 

And I didn't know its name. 

It was a journey that began with a neglected book on a small shelf in a modest hotel... and ended with a different person looking at the world through different eyes. This is not a travel story... but the story of a man who went out to discover the world... and discovered himself.
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Chapter One: A Book... That Changed the Path
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I never expected that night to change the course of my life. 

I was staying at a small hotel on Abdel Khaleq Sarwat Street in the heart of Cairo, after a long day exhausted by work details. 

The heat was stifling, and the city never quieted down, 

But inside the hotel, there was an artificial calm, 

Air conditioners running non-stop, and a silence that felt like surrender. 

I had finished the task I came for and had nothing to do but kill time.

I went up to my room for a bit, then returned to the reception, sitting and watching the place... the people... the passing faces... with no real purpose.

And there...
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My eyes fell on a small library. 

It wasn't striking, 

Yet it was strangely full of life—shelves carrying books in different languages, 

Some used, 

––––––––
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Some bearing the marks of hands that had passed through and moved on. 

I later learned these books didn't belong to the hotel; they were gifts from previous guests who read them and left them behind for those who followed.

I approached. My hand passed over various titles—novels... memoirs... history books... until I stopped. A large book... its cover simple... but its presence powerful. The title was: "Africa". I picked it up with curiosity, sat down... and began to browse.

––––––––
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The Moment the Dream Began

It wasn't just a book... it was a world. 

A comprehensive travel guide, 

Taking you between the countries of the continent from north to south, 

And east to west. Detailed information... places... prices... routes... but it wasn't the information that attracted me; 

It was the images my imagination painted.

I began flipping through quickly... 

Passionately... 

As if searching for something specific, until I reached... 

Central Africa. 

And here... 

I slowed down.

Forests... 

Animals... 

The Great Migration... 

The struggle for survival... 

Everything I had watched for years in documentaries was now in my hands. 

Then... I reached the page that changed everything: Kenya.

The Journey That Began in Imagination

I stopped reading for a moment... 

Then returned. 

But this time... 

I wasn't just reading. 

I was... seeing. 

I saw myself in Nairobi... 

Walking its streets... breathing its air... then I found myself inside the forest... hearing the sounds of animals... 

Feeling the life around me. 

Imagination merged with knowledge... 

With everything I had seen in my life about Africa... 

Until I lost all sense of place.

I was no longer in Cairo. I was there.

The Moment of Realization

I suddenly looked up... and checked the clock. It was one o'clock in the morning. 

Time had passed without me noticing, and I laughed silently. 

Then I started taking pictures of some pages... especially those related to Kenya. 

I felt... that I didn't want to lose this feeling.

––––––––
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The Unexpected Gift

While I was immersed in this world, 

I heard a quiet voice: "It seems you like the book". 

I looked up; it was the receptionist. I smiled and said: "More than you can imagine". 

He smiled back and said: "Keep it". 

I thought I hadn't heard correctly.

"What?"

He said simply: "Take it... a gift from the hotel".

I froze for a moment. The book wasn't ordinary... its price tag read fifty British pounds. 

But its true value... wasn't in the price. It was in... the dream.

I thanked him... but inside me was something greater than gratitude.

The Beginning of Something I Didn't Understand

I went back to my room... placed the book beside me... and turned off the lights. 

But sleep... did not come easily. 

I was thinking... imagining... planning... traveling while staying in my place. 

And that night... for the first time... the dream was not just an idea. 

It became... a possibility.

The Reality... That Brought Me Back to Earth

But reality... was different. The COVID-19 pandemic... declining income... responsibilities... everything said: "Not now". 

But... despite that... there was an inner voice saying: "It will happen".

End of Chapter One I didn't know... that this book... was not a mere coincidence. But rather... the beginning of the journey.
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Chapter Two:
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A Deferred Dream... But It Didn't Die

The dream wasn't the problem... the timing was. 

After that night with the book, I was no longer the same. 

I moved through my day... did my work... talked to people... but inside... I was somewhere else. 

In the forest... among the animals... in a land my feet had not yet touched.

Reality... Setting Its Limits

I returned from Cairo to Sinai, Nuweiba... to my work... to the life I knew well. 

I was a partner in a simple tourist camp on the Gulf of Aqaba, a quiet... beautiful place... but... time was not on our side. 

The pandemic had taken hold of the world, and tourism... was almost at a standstill. 

Income dropped... movement was non-existent... and everything moved with a heavy slowness.

Isolation... Choice or Necessity?

We gathered as a family... me... my wife... and my children: Karim... Maryam... Reem. 

We made a decision that seemed logical: isolation... in the camp. 

Far from crowds... close to the sea... in a place we owned... and where we felt safe.
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