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Around me, I see tall grass, taller than me, swaying in the wind. I can’t see the end of the 
field, and that’s part of its beauty. Between dry grass, I see the crumbling dry earth, caked 
with the dust of last year’s Harmattan, a trade wind blowing from the Sahara all the way to 
North America. This is our winter, this wind from the end of November until March. 
 
As a child I was warned not to run out into the field during the Harmattan because I 
wouldn’t be able to find my way back, but I always did. During sandstorms I would sit in 
the field with my legs crossed, close my eyes, bow my head and hold onto the stalks on 
either side of me. It looked as if I was praying, and maybe I was. Maybe I was praying to the 
rain gods, causing the sand and dust to rise off the ground and start swirling around my 
head. I always looked up and watched the shapes being formed: somehow they always 
resembled a mad man. But I had been doing no such prayer. I was an atheist, and so the rain 
never came. Something about me must have angered the mad man, and the grass kept 
swaying, as if each stalk was trying to catch the other. The dust rose, the mad man 
breathing it in fast, as if he had been drowning for months and had just now resurfaced, 
mistaking the dust for air. This is when I’d run, short-legged and wide-eyed; I’d run in 
whatever direction, that never mattered; I’d run away from the man tearing up the field, my 
field; run until I no longer heard his growl. 
 
In this field I experienced something bigger than the fields, bigger then the Harmattan. I 
was shaking dust from my hair, thinking how much the earth had been craving rain. A 
particle of dust was small. In this field I was small, and this field, in the world, was small. But 
simply being was enough, even if we are meaningless, even if we are dust, because dust is 
nothing, nothing but what is in the forceful blows of the Harmattan, in the haze that hides 
the sun for days, and in the greyness that mocks the sun for months. Nothing but what is in 
the lack of rain, in that too: the rain, and everything that thrives off it after months of 
waiting for nothing; nothing but the heat and the dust and the wind.  


