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Stress overwhelms me to an exceptional extent today. And it was not an instance, 

nor even several sporadic flashes of intense anxiety, but a continuous stream of 

uneasy consciousness. And it was especially confusing to me; classes had quite 

literally only transferred to credit/no credit yesterday, and by any calculation the 

novelty effect of the good news should not have worn out. However, it did not just 

wear out, but was completely overtaken by an intense feeling of restlessness. I had 

two tests today and had just finished one last night (and got a perfect score on it). 

I finished the first test in the morning and the second exactly at noon, getting a 94% 

and a 100% respectively; I had performed nearly perfectly in every test I had this 

week by noon, and even if I had not, the consequences would be minimal as classes 

had already transitioned to pass/ fail, and I was not bound to any result I got.  

Nevertheless, strangely enough, I was still engulfed by this shadow. I think it may 

have been building up in the background of every day in the past two weeks; the 

hectic, chaotic, and unstructured nature of days in quarantine, the abrupt 

transition from “normal” life, filled with movements, schedules, classroom halls, 

dining halls, people, Grainger Library; these don’t simply evaporate into the air. For 

whatever reason, the buildup had reached its full capacity, and the result of its 

culmination was a deeply uncomfortable day in place of what I would have 

anticipated to be a celebratory, relaxing day. Admittedly, I have not had any of the 

“free time” I expected, and if anything, feel even more busy right now.  

Dealing with online meetings, online work, catching up with online lectures, 

preparing for online tests; especially with how hard it is to muster any motivation 

and concentration, it feels even more overwhelming than it did pre-pandemic 

(which was, still, extremely overwhelming). Whatever it is, I believe it has passed, 

though in reflection I still feel some of its weight; I have not worked out as 

consistently as I wanted to this week (3/7 days), nor have I practiced oud for as long 



 

 

as I could have, nor read as much as I anticipated I would. Nevertheless, I feel 

hopeful for the coming weeks, and am hoping I can resettle into a new mindset. 

For now, I am helping myself by entering a smooth transition to the void for 8-9 

hours. 


