
















creating a liquid landscape that in the morning would be 
substantially different.  After several hours of driving (in 
what could have easily been circles for all I knew), we 
settled in an evening camp to eat a meal in tents that failed 
to keep the sand from flying over the food.  The packaged 
deal would not have been complete without the cliché 
apotheosis of the evening: a belly dance.  The dancer was 
from Russia, possibly because this was a loophole for the 
woman to avoid covering her body, or maybe because 
the temporary campsite managed by a conglomeration of 
enterprises was a ‘temporary autonomous zone’ catering 
to the desires of foreigners.  Regardless, the sad scene of 
camera flashes and bad music broadcast over a fledgling 
PA system drove me out of the tent and into the darkness 
of the desert.  

The sun had set, despite the motto “The sun never sets on 
Dubai world,”13 and what the darkness did not swallow, the 
sand enwrapped.  Walking away from the camp and up the 
side of a tall dune, I reassured myself I would not get lost 
as I could always navigate my way back by listening to the 
blaring music.  But as I ascended and attempted to peer 
through the narrow slit in the cloth around my face (worn 
with moderate success), the sound was modulated and 
cut by the wind.  Standing in the darkness of the desert 
and looking towards a faint glow on the horizon, possibly 
emanating from Dubai, the music was awash not only by 
the violent movement of the air but with the billions of sand 
particles sculpting and filtering the sound, slowly destroying 
any recognition and leaving me with the empty desert as a 
sublime event.  With all the hype of Dubai as the new city 
of the 21st century, bolstered by large amounts of liquid 
revenues and focused with an autocratic vision to build a 
new nation, the desert reminded me as I stood alone of the 
last lines from Ozymandias: 

	 “Nothing beside remains: round the decay 
	 Of that colossal wreck, boundless and bare, 
	 The lone and level sands stretch far away.”  

At the moment of construction Dubai looks much how I 
imagine it will look upon its destruction. Once the white 
noise of air-conditioners stop and the white noise of sand 
storms resume, how will the nomadic nexus of Dubai have 
weathered?

12.  “REM: Do you know that in the past week I’ve been swimming in Lagos, in Milan, in Switzerland, in Rotterdam, in London, in L.A., and in Las 
Vegas?” quoted from the interview with Jennifer Sigler in Index Magazine in 2000. Archived here: http://www.indexmagazine.com/interviews/rem_kool-
haas.shtml
13.   The tagline for Dubai’s largest holding company, consciously subverting the British colonialist slogan “The sun never sets on the British Empire” and 
thus proposing the UAE as the next historical empire overtaking its previous master.


