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movement from the shadows. I n a sing le 
fluid act ion, the knight's shie ld was on his 
a rm a nd the lance slipped into the horizontal 
rest. With scarcely a mot ion of his co rded 
neck, he looked into the sta r-flecked night. 
The sta llion co nt inued towards the ci ty, 
toward s the sea and the welco me of light s, 
hut his metalled hooves trod mare lightl y. 
And , see, in a grassy hollow the wild man 
stood. huddled into himself, his eyes ter­
ror -stric ken on the minaret shadows. 

T he kn ight croaked contemptuously, and 
slid his lance home to rest. With a touch to 
the tasselled reins, he stopped before the 
crazed man , and looked down on him. Tn 
the night , a lion howled and a multitude of 
sma ll bea sts scurried . The outlander wept. 
in himself, and his eyes were torn by the 
ci ty. With a mighty blow, the silver kn ight 
struck the shie ld all his a rm, and the cla ng 
echoed in a dis tant grove of smo ke-barked 
trees . The smaller ma n looked lip a t the 
sound, th rough the faded glaze of lenses , 
befo re cove ring his face with tattered han ds. 

" Wha t is your sorrow?" as ked the 
argent giant on the midn ight-steed . " Why 
need to weep , in this lan d, where the strong 
are stro ng and ferns sing by the rivers and 
the sea is deep fo r ships a nd sa lt with 
wonders?" 

Had he possessed even the re mna nts of 
d ignity, the crazed man would have drawn 
them about his soul. As it was, he co uld 
only sta re from the knight to the glowing 
towers and back in a scurrying circuit to 
the knight. 

"H orr or, hor ror." H e tor e at his ea rs, 
at his hair. "Desola tion and sand, burn ing 
winds a ll around and an emp ty was te an ti a 
scarecrow tin-sui ted on a broken nag. Who 
are you, dea th's head, and what is th is lie 
of bea uty? " He snicke red his gaze from 
the man, and pawed at the lux uriant grass . 

Under the jutting visor, the knight's 
eyes were longing for the min ar ets, fo r res t 
af te r his journey. H e brought his attention 
bac k grudg ingly to the ma niac . 

"Wha t is it you seek? " he sneered . 
"Here, with a strong a rm or a strong 
thought a man is a man . Why do you 
snivel?" 

T he o the r man took off his len ses and 
smeared them on a rag he tugged fro m his 
bre eches. 

" Be-devi l me with nonsen se. da mn you? 
I see your snaggle teeth. skull. I see you r 
ho llow sockets." 

And then . on knees sta ined darker than 
the darkness with grass, "W here are the 
hiera rch ies? Who is to tell me wha t to do? 
Who am I to force to my will, if I a m not 
for ced, not told , not inst ructed . . .T" 

Behind the minarets, the moon sa iled 
the sea and the sky, bright in the co lour 
of the knight's appa rel. On the distan t 
wa ters, light swelled and moved . T he man 
on the horse st retched the t ired muscles of 
his shoulder s, a nd sneered at [he crazed 
out lander . 

"See wha t yo u see, lia r. Here a re no 
dese rts, sa ve the em ptiness of men who kn ow 
no other way but that which others show 
them . Look. look, the ci ty is beckonin g 
me home from my journeys and I go to 
my sa tisfaction ." 

Gently tugging the reins, he rode on 
the swathe of moonlit carpet towa rds the 
city. Beh ind him, the lost man wandered 
in a burn ing dese rt. parched with a thi rst 
he had never know n, and hun gry even for 
the sight of Death who rode from him . 
Thick with du st , hot and dying with no 
man to help him, he ope ned his wept eyes 
to a glimpse of min a rets and moonlight. 
A nd it was gone. 

Here, then, see : a wonder , a ci ty, a 
desert. a man and one not a man . Oh , 
you have seen Sa tan . yo u have seen evil. 
And for you is the rave lling, for you the 
spinning of the Nom's thread, and the 
wca ving, for the severing too is yours . 

See, oh see, the burnished sun. For 
which is Sat an ? 




