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Second day of Ramadan but I ate alone, and so back we are into a more grim reality. 

Well, I don’t want to dwell on food that much, though its hard not to do so in the 

month of fasting (and hence why it is a challenge); however, I had to get my food 

and sit in-front of it for 45 minutes, waiting anxiously for the clock to hit 7:45PM, 

doing anything to distract my time (watching Youtube videos, listening to podcasts, 

reading, etc.) I had had enough of doing academic work, so that wasn’t an option. 

But away from eating itself, which I finally got to do soon enough, iftar didn’t feel 

right. I was sitting at the same table in the lobby that I have lunch in, a very small 

roundtable with uncomfortable armless round-seats, and it just felt like a late 

dinner. Ramadan iftar never felt like a late dinner, it was an event in itself, even if I 

was eating the exact same food, at the exact same place, with the exact same 

people, I could still distinctly identify it as a Ramadan itself. It had a distinct essence, 

something it derived in itself from the atmosphere of Ramadan and the general 

mystic environment that gives the holy month its aura, so that anything that may 

outside it be typical, like meeting people, eating, walking around, etc. becomes its 

own unique event, inextricably attached to Ramadan. But today, it just felt as 

though my day started at 8:00PM; I ate, did laundry, studied some more, had a 

walk, etc. and I would only describe it the way I have described all these activities 

outside Ramdan in my previous reflections. I’m currently writing his before suhoor, 

which I need to prepare quickly, and am also desperately hoping can regenerate 

some of the spirit of Ramadan; however, I don’t have much faith in succeeding in 

that today. I’ll try tomorrow, maybe through connecting more with people back 

home, reading more spiritual texts, watching a couple episodes of Ramadan series, 

etc. But for now, I think I lost a day of Ramadan, another thing that bites the dust 

in a post COVID world. 


