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I grabbed my suitcase in baggage claim and left the  airport. 

 



 
When I walked outside, my lungs collapsed as I was hit by a wall of heat. 



 
Dust swirled about stinging my eyes as I walked to long term parking. 



 
I poured some water from my canteen to clean the wi ndshield. It 

evaporated almost instantly. 



 
 

 
The engine finally started after some pleading. My sweat drenched body melted  into 

the upholstery as I drove away. 



 
 

 
Camels and donkeys fought for the right of way with  the automobiles. The Arabic 

street signs were of no use to me. 



 
 

 
There was a large woman sitting on the overpass whe re the highway forked directing 

traffic. She wore goggles to protect herself from t he swirling desert sands. She 
cursed and flailed her arms like some bizarre orche stra maestro. 



 
I chose the road that went north and said goodbye t o this crumb of 

civilization. 
 
 



 
Dunes stretched out infinitely on either side of th e road. 

 



 
I reached the mountains then descended downwards on  an unpaved winding 

road. 
 



 
As I approached the port, the world seemed silent o r I had gone deaf. 

 



 

 
At the pier stood a line of people. A woman in whit e directed us to board 

life boats as they pulled away from the pier.  
“One person per boat.” She said. 

The boats were connected to each other by a ten foo t rope. One by one we 
were pulled out to sea. 

 



 

 
When I reached my shore I went into my white washed  hut. 

 



 
I opened the shutters. The grey brine sea was a thi ck line that separated the 
purple sky and orange sand.  
    ‘Was this Earth?’ 
The waves rhythmically crashed. The wind pulled. I breathed peacefully, closed my 

eyes… 

 



 
…and spilled back onto the pillow laden bed. 

Thus began my infinite sleep. 

 


