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I made the exciting move today, from my dormitory in Florida Avenue Residence to 

another in Pennsylvania Avenue Residence, two buildings separated by less than 300 

meters and literally facing each other. The reasoning behind this is, of course, that 

Florida Avenue Residence is shutting down for the remainder of this Spring 

semester; so is every other residence hall, besides P.A.R. All who remained on 

campus were assigned a room in Pennsylvania Avenue Residence, and I was 

assigned room #422 in Carr Hall.  

Fun fact, my room last year was #408 in Carr Hall, so effectively, I’m back! As great 

as it first felt to walk back into the hall that housed an incredible portion of my 

memories here on campus, I was pre-occupied with the magnitude of the task I had 

lying ahead: what I had stored in my room was, by no means, a small amount of 

items, and I knew I’d severely need some help moving. Naturally, I turned to the 

closest, dearest friends I have on this campus; friends serves no justice, I turned to 

my family on this campus, the Egyptian triplets whom fate, with extreme kindness, 

conjoined me to at the beginning of last year, and have made my life that much 

brighter since. Immediately we began delegating tasks, spreading our work between 

disinfecting the new room, moving items in different sets from my old room to the 

new room, and cleaning the old room.  

Not to brag too much, but I was quite proud of how efficiently I planned the process 

and how smoothly it went, and we completed a surprisingly complex process 

involving multiple carts, incredible amounts of cleaning, very heavy objects, 

dangerous objects, high physical exertion (honestly, the list is endless) in under 4 

hours, and was able to have Basmah manage the check-out process at almost 

precisely 8:00PM, which was the time limit set to check out at the front desk. 

Everything has now resettled in a newer, cleaner, and larger room that is much better 

organized, and plainly, livable.. The air conditioning is actually adjustable, there is 

some walking space at the center of the room, bathroom’s are private and not shared, 

the dining hall is in the same building instead of being across the street; overall, I’d 

say this is a fantastic move.  



 

 

But, I cannot conclude this without reiterating how grateful I am to Basmah and 

Sarah’s presence; beyond instances like this, they have never been in a situation 

where they can help contribute in any way, whether physically, spiritually, mentally, 

to me and have not done so, and though Mohammed was not able to be here today, 

he shares this precise trait as well; after all, triplets are very alike, and I am thankful 

for each one of them immensely.  


