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At 6:00 am a young man got out of his house and headed straight to his car. He 
got out very early, so early that he beat the sun to its own rising. He wasn't particularly  
an early bird, but in order to get through the day without missing any of his scheduled 
appointments, he had to beat the sun.

His first stop was at the dentist's. His teeth had been at war with him for the last 
week or so. Being very stubborn and busy, he fought the idea of wasting his time on 
seeing a dentist. Like most of his body-related problems, he hoped the aching would go 
away. As the toothache proved its strength and dominated him, he had no choice but to  
seek help; thus, the early start.

He  turned on the  ignition  in  the  twilight  and  pushed  the  gearshift  into  D.  He 
blasted off into the freeway alerting the regular cleaners and garbage men. Once he was 
on the highway, he parked his car behind the others and awaited the seconds to fly as 
he moved a little once the car in front of him did. It was a school day, so even he knew  
this was going to happen. As he waited with the rest, he noticed a few cars getting out of  
lane and onto the no-driving space, then zooming ahead of the daily traffic. Apparently,  
they were busy and didn't want to waste their time playing around like the other drivers 
were.

He arrived at the clinic at 6:45, leaving him plenty of time before his appointment.  
The dentist doesn't arrive until 7:30. No specific time for the appointment was declared, 
but only the date. This meant that the sooner the patient arrives, the sooner he'll get in.  
He parked his car under a shading tree. By that time, the sun was already up, but the 
weather wasn't hot yet. He walked inside, flashed his appointment card and ID, grabbed 
a number and took a seat. He sat next to a cornered-table which had a plant along with a  
few magazines. The waiting hall was empty other than an Indian guy sitting all the way 
across.  Apparently  the  Indian  man came before  him,  which  made him number  one. 
When he looked at his number ticket, he was puzzled as it held 'number 3'. Just then a 
lady with a child came out of the john. She too was holding a ticket.

“Number 3 …” he thought, looking at his ticket, then his watch. “It's alright. I have 
a lot of time before my first class begins, about two hours and ten minutes.”
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 The waiting passed by swiftly as he spend it reading a newspaper he bought from 
across the street. He thought of getting coffee and something to eat, but he couldn't as 
his toothache would rob him of any possible pleasure. By the time the dentist arrived, the 
waiting hall was filled with over fifteen patients. Holding onto his number ticket, he was 
glad that he came early.

The first patient, the Indian, got out at about 7:40. Surprisingly, he took only ten 
minutes.

“At that rate,” he thought, “if this keeps up, I'll be out of here at about 8:10. 8:15 
tops.”

He was glad that there was only one patient between him and the dentist. The 
lady, along with her crying child, went in, and got out at about 7:55. The entire time 
everyone in the waiting lounge heard the child's crying as if the dentist was a monster  
aiming to hurt him rather than ease his pain. Once his turn was up, he folded the paper 
and placed it on the small table next to him as he prepared to go in. However, just before  
he did, the dentist stuck his head out of his office and into the waiting hall. He did so to 
call out the name of the third patient. However, before he said anything, his scanning 
eyes were locked onto a certain patient.

“Khuwalid?” The dentist asked as a smile escaped his serious face.
The  Kuwaiti,  apparently  Khuwalid,  didn't  reply  other  than  projecting  a  cheesy 

smile.
“Shitsawi ehni?” The dentist asked Khuwalid casually as though he knew him.
The way the two chitchatted was clear that they knew each other. This failed to 

excite any of the waiting patients. All they could do was watch and wait for Khuwalid to  
sit down again, however, he didn't. His smile turned into a complaining look. Although his  
dialogue with the dentist could not be heard, it was clear that Khuwalid was complaining  
about the fact that there was too many patients before him. Then, to everyone's surprise,  
the dentist grabbed Khuwalid's shoulder and welcomed him into his examining room.

 “It's alright,” the dentist said to everyone, “he won't take a moment.”
Every one of the impatient patients was pissed, but not as pissed as number 3. 

He waited over an hour to get his turn, and now, this Khuwalid guy comes in and sits  
down for no more than five minutes, and he gets to go before him. He was pissed, but  
decided  to  suppress  his  discomfort  instead  of  sharing  it  with  anyone,  not  even  the  
dentist.

Khuwalid got out 20 minutes later, in which every minute burned in number 3's 
heart. He sprang off his butt and into the dentist's office. The dentist could see that he 
was in a hurry, so he got straight to business without any chatter.

He got out with cotton in his mouth. He was instructed to keep biting it firmly for 
the next five minutes. The results were satisfying to him as the pain was no more. He 
thought about going for a McDonald's Big Breakfast, but knew there wasn't much time. 
He lifted his left arm to look at his wristwatch and was galvanized when he knew the 
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time. He rushed out of the clinic and into the car, then blasted off as if he was in the  
National Racing League. It was 8:40, and only 20 minutes remained until his lecture.

Putting the metal to the pedal, he flew into the freeway then lined up once more 
with the slow traffic. He wanted to avoid rushing while driving, but taking it easy wasn't 
an option he had. He couldn't miss any lectures because the last time he did he missed 
out on an important lesson as well as the set deadline for a given assignment. The last  
time he missed a class, which was when he was forced to repair his car's broken side 
window at a garage, he lost important bullet points which his professor refused to revise. 
“Go ask your colleagues,” the professor told him, “they'll tell you what you missed.” But 
his colleagues shared nothing with him because they had nothing to share. The didn't  
bring pens nor papers with them let alone take notes. Having born within a backward 
generation, he had to depend on himself to do everything.

The traffic was slow as expected. Nevertheless, he switched lanes whenever he 
found an opening to progress and reach the university in time. He looked out the window 
at the non-driving lane, but refused to stoop that low.

Unbelievably, he managed to get on campus at 9:00. As the lecture began, he 
wasted more time on searching for a parking space. He wasn't picky, but he didn't want  
to brake the laws like an ignorant and park in a non-parking zone. Still, he didn't waste  
time on lining up with the rest of the students who were going in circles in a filled parking  
lot.  They  insisted  on  finding  a  nearby  convenient  parking  space.  But  not  him,  he 
considered the lecture to be much more important and so he flew off immediately to the 
nearest free parking space.

He parked, turned off  the engine and got out.  The good news was that there  
wasn't any traffic or traffic lights between him and his lecture, all he had to do was head  
towards his classroom; the bad news was that he was running late. It was 9:03 when he 
first entered the building, but 9:05 when he reached his classroom. Just as he got to the 
door, he found it closed. Then, he remembered the words of his instructor which stated 
that if  it's 9:05, the door will  be closed and no students will  be allowed to enter the 
classroom to attend the lecture.

He stood in front of the door as he caught his breath. He was so close, but wasn't 
fast enough. Was it his own speed he wanted to blame? Or was it the slow traffic? He 
ended up blaming both, but refused to look at the possibility of blaming connections as 
he had tried blaming it before, and it got him nowhere.
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