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I’ll be frank, I’m genuinely worried now. All my Palestinian friends have left the 

dorm, my Egyptian friends are supposed to be leaving soon (hopefully all goes well), 

and I will be here, on my own, in a very real sense this time. I have managed to 

escape the grip of fate meant to shackle me and throw me behind the bars of isolation 

many times, in an almost impressive manner; each day has resolved itself in a way, 

with me ending up spending enough time with friends who, by sheer coincidence, 

are in the same position I’m in, or finding something big enough to distract me 

enough from the thought of being alone. And I’ll admit; I’ve written in previous 

reflections about isolation as though it was happening, but in fact, it was a projection, 

and as the Lacanian school of psychoanalysis would describe anxiety, it was my fear 

of the uncertainty I would feel in the future projecting itself into the present, with 

enough vigor to convince me that I was actually living through it. However, I am 

now faced with the certain prospect that this will be the case, and it comes with 

friends too: Finals, Ramadan, uncertainty about how I’ll move out after finals, when 

will I ever see my parents, etc. My parents, this hit me hard too. I haven’t singled 

them out in any previous reflection, but my primary motive behind anything I write 

is always a distinctly strong desire to see them again, one incorporated into 

everything I do, but recently its been a specific fear of mine as well; I really need to 

see my parents again. By extension, I remember everyone in AD who I was supposed 

to see, all my friends, family friends, neighbors, Al Sultan Bakery, the big Carrefour 

at Airport Road, etc. My prayers during this holy months all head in this direction, I 

wish nothing more than to arrive at the UAE at the end of this exhausting, strenuous, 

arduous semester no matter in what condition, and just lay back in my apartment to 

rest, with good food and familiar company. Thankfully, I call and get called by my 

parents several times every day, so the process is easier on me, but still, the only 

resolution will be when I’m physically reunited with them, and all my family in the 

UAE. 


