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The Sand Knight

​

Motto: The Shiites​[1] called him the Cutter of Heads because he judged in the desert according to the only Catholic dogma - no misdemeanor is minor. At the base of this dogma was the conviction of a very old Castilian order, conforming to which who lies can steal, and who steals can kill.

In a small kingdom in the Jordan desert, king Milan of Aragon was preparing to die surrounded by his most loyal generals and his two sons, Alphonso and Diego who were awaiting with emotion a political testament.  

In the moment before his death, the old king smiled. Although his life was a war diary full of marches and ambushes, of campaigns and prolonged sieges, although he does not meet the woman for whom he was born, who perhaps waits for him even now in the shadow of a castle window, although he had never loved and he had not had even a single free day to think better about his soul, to realize better who he really was and what he could become, in front of death the king was happy because finally he find the dogma that fulfilled his catholic personality.

He remembered his crusading youth, the day he had founded the kingdom in the desert.

After being chased into the desert by the seljuks​[2], some crusaders wandered through the desert on a hostile road without any water source, called "The road that leads nowhere". With their faces disfigured by the effects of thirst, burned by the scorching sun and especially by the hot sand, unable to orient themselves, without any source of water, the knights left their armor, their helmets, their heavy mail shirts, their leather breastplates in the sand one by one, the gloves, but they did not give up the Catholic cross-shaped swords.

When they lost all hope and were on the verge of collapse, they have fallen in front of a very high dune that seemed impossible to climb and began to sing: "Cred in unum Deum, Patrem omnipotentem, factorem caeli et terrae, visibilium omnium et invisibilium. Et in unum Dominum Iesum Christum, Filium Dei​[3]"

At one point Milan stood up watching in the dark as a huge ship approached with a loud roar that grew louder every moment. "The Ark", Milan whispered looking mystically at Noah's ship that saved the world from the flood.

Though the others stopped him, thinking him mad from thirst and sun, Milan wrestled from their arms and ran after the ship, laughing.

When he fell hit by fatigue, heard the sounds of a human settlement and smiled knowing that he had finally succeeded, and as he turned his head from ground level with his mouth full of sand, he saw an oasis inhabited by a few Tuareg families that he called Arca in memory of this visions.

The Bedouins took care of the knights and allowed them to live next to them. Milan erected a small church dedicated to Saint John the Baptist and near of small church he built a stadium. The incredible metropolis in the heart of the desert would expand in the bay of the small church, especially after the beggar knights concerned with archeology had discovered a salt deposit in the valley.

​The Spanish did not pay much attention to this discovery, but the Bedouin initiated a strange trade with an unknown population.

At night the Bedouins left with carts full of salt and returned in the morning with carts full of gold, at that time salt was much more valuable than gold, especially in the desert.

Milan established the Holy Hermandad​[4], elected a cortes​[5] to make the most important decisions and decreed a single tax for any commercial transaction, a tax called alcabala like the institution that collected it. What dogmatic times!

After the Cutter of Heads came to the city, together with him he organized the army he called The Legion, the army of dark knights, after the model of the Knights of Alcantara, masked in silver as if they were immortal, as if they had no feelings, like avenging angels.

"What dogmatic times!" thought Milan of Aragon with a smile, trying to move his body red of old age, full of scars and wounds that opened every now and then filling the bedding with blood.

No matter how hard existence is, no matter how humiliating, in the moment before death it acquires an almost unearthly beauty, and this beauty can be contemplated endlessly without feeling the slightest trace of fatigue.

This was indeed the last dogma that definitively fulfilled his Catholic personality.

Suddenly, however, the king's face darkened, as if he had forgotten something extremely important, and, in desperation, he beckoned the youngest prince, Diego, to come closer.

With his mouth full of blood, the king whispered the breathing of the last words.

- Take care of my dog!

Legend said it that Prince Diego was so moved when he heard words, to this effect, so that it appeared on his face a trace of a terrible sword blow as if he had been struck from inside, even from his soul.

No one heard the king's last words except the prince, but a taglabite general​[6] named Hussein sensed what the king had whispered and was sure that this was in fact the political testament that the generals and princes were waiting for.

The legend also says that General Hussein left for Jerusalem in the middle of the night with a shirt of Prince Diego, taking it to a blind prophet whom the Jews called Rabi. This prophet could tell the future through visions that he saw with his mind's eye only if he touched an object that belonged to the one who wanted to know his future. The blind man touched the shirt and concentrated, wondering.

​- What do you see? asked the general.

- This kid is the real ruler of the kingdom.

- Why? What do you see? How did you figure it out?

- There is too much death around him.

- But tell me, what do you see?

- I feel him as a great leader, a great swordsman. I see heads drop around him. It's a Head Cutter. I can't really concentrate. He is a special man, an angel of death.

​- Prince Diego? Hussein wondered. This one can barely hold a stick in hand. Maybe you didn't concentrate well. Describe to me a picture of his future.

- Wait, said the blind man. Now I see more clearly. I can see him very well.

- What is he doing?

- Plow with the dog.

- I beg you pardon?

- I see him in his dark knight uniform plowing with the dog.

- You mean he harnessed a dog to the plow like an ox?

- Yes, it seems so. I see him plowing a field with a plow.

- Describe another picture to me, said the general irritated. I have known you for so many years Rabbi and you have never lied and all your prophecies have come true. Focus on one image.

- Okay, but it's the last one. I feel like I'm suffocating. He has too strong soul. Rabi touched the prince's shirt again.​

He took a deep breath and was stunned to see a dark rider with a silver mask on his face who was so drunk he could barely hold on to his horse.​ And the image of this drunken knight was so ludicrous that just looking at it made you laugh, let alone focus on it.

- A, said the blind Rabi, laughing, I can't describe this image to you, because you will say I'm making fun of you.

- And what do you see? Hussein ordered, frowning. I will do you no harm.

- I see a dark knight wandering the desert who is so drunk he can barely hold on to his horse. He rides very untidy.

- You are stupid, said the general losing his patience.

​"Rabi has definitely softened, Hussein thought, turning to the Arka. But if his prophecies are true, even if they have no logic, no sense? A knight plowing with a dog, what else would that have meant?!”

Immediately after the funeral of King Milan of Aragon, according to tradition the cortes enthrone the new king - the great prince, Alphonso of Aragon, the fortress being difficult to administer and in urgent need of a leader.

​Because he was very busy, King Alphonso used to have only one meal a day, late in the evening, together with his knights hermans, those who would take care of and guard in the fortress.

When he entered the festin royal hall in the evening and saw that his brother was not at the table, he asked tiredly:

- Where is my brother?

- He is with Hamas. He was walking in the underground corridors of the palace, answered General Hussein who was also the chief of spies.

- With Hamas?!

- Yes, Your Highness, with the dog of the late king, the father of your Highness, Milan of Aragon, glorified be his name forever!

- That's right, said the king tiredly. Then let's eat.

Years have passed. Alphonso proved a good administrator. One night while he was walking on the terraces of the palace, while inspecting the posts of the legionnaires, those who took care of the outside of the fortress, a young man appeared from behind a column with a strange face who seemed to be talking to himself.

The youth greeted him and passed on. Instinctively the king reached for his weapon, but immediately froze hearing a terrible snarl and smelling a strong scent of a beast ready to pounce.

- Come on Hamas! it was heard from the end of the corridor and the dog turned to look for his master.

​That night the king realized that he was actually meeting his brother. But the meeting had marked him in an unpleasant way. Although it had been a trivial meeting, in the king's soul it had taken on the dimensions of a very important event.

Alphonso did not understand why this meeting had been so important, and why such an insignificant fact kept him awake. Towards morning the king realized that Diego's brother had greeted him with an air of superiority. Because of this, the king could not sleep.

Prince Diego had greeted him with an air of superiority.

- I want to know what my brother is doing moment by moment, ordered King Alphonso at dawn to General Hussein. Have some people watch him day and night!

- There is no need, Your Majesty, said the general. I know what he does prince Diego at every moment. I know everything that happens in the city. This is my job.

- And what does he do all day, if he doesn't even come to the table?

- Read.

- Read?! wondered  the king who was almost illiterate.

- Yes, Your Majesty, Prince Diego reads all day. Sometimes all night. The dog Hamas finds the cells under the palace full of books. The palace was built on a quarter once founded by some beggar knights who called themselves Minor Knights of Saint Francis the Poor.

These Franciscans dealt with the books.

- So there is a library under the palace?

- Yes, Your Majesty, it can be said that way.

The palace is built on a library.

- And the prince reads all day? Does he have nothing better to do than read?

- Do you want to stop him reading?

- No, let him read. Just don't start a conspiracy. Last night I met him and he seemed to greet me with an air of superiority.

- That's how intellectuals are. In fact Prince Diego is known in the city as an moony poet. You don't need to take this incident to heart.

- Okay, but tell him to come to the table from time to time and let's keep him under surveillance.

Prince Diego really read from morning until late at night and had already learned the languages of the desert - the Ifrikan dialects​[7], the Hardjit dialect​[8], Karmata​[9], Arabic, Persian, the holy languages - Hebrew, Ancient Greek, Latin... He mostly read the battle manuals of the tribes that had just come from Ifrikya on The road that leeds nowhere. But the most interesting book was the chronicle of the fortress of the Arka kingdom, it was actually an official monitor in which the most important decisions, censuses, taxes and purchasing power of each household were noted, but especially wars, military campaigns, sieges, battles, ambushes and desert marches.

The legendary past of the father impressed him beyond measure. One night the dog Hamas discovered a cell in which there was nothing but a book and a wall full of weapons and a single legionnaire's uniform.

The book in the cell had leaden covers and was very heavy, although it contained only one page on which was written only one Catholic dogma. No crime is minor! The dogma was signed by the Heads Cutter, Alejandro de la Vega.​ Because he had read the chronicle and knew who Alejandro de la Vega, also known as the Heads Cutter, was, Diego realized that on the wall were the weapons and legionnaire uniform of King Milan of Aragon. Besides the uniform was the silver legionary mask and a whistle that made no sound. Every time he blew the mute whistle, the dog Hamas would startle and Prince Diego thought that this whistle had been used by King Milan to call his dog. ​When he laid his hand on his father's sword, Prince Diego saw that the sword was broken in two, and then he remembered a fragment of the chronicle of the kingdom, which Diego searched for and read carefully again. "You, my son, if you read this book, know that I, King Milan of Aragon, bequeath you a broken sword that you will wear with dignity until you find the Cutter of Heads and become a knight of Alcantara, that is you too will become a Heads Cutter. I want you to do this for me. I did not manage to become a knight of Alcantara, although I was king. If the Cutter of Heads is no longer alive, you must find his grave and take his sword which is called Kalthaka. The cell or tomb of the Head Cutter is located somewhere in the Golan plateau. I looked for him until the end of my life to forgive me and return to the city, but the Heads Cutter, my friend, would not be found. I know he is there. In the Golan plateau you will find either his cell or his grave. My dog will help you find him. So help you God. Amen."

- Great prince, General Hussein said to him, appearing out of nowhere behind him, the king invites you to the table.

- But I'm not hungry, startled the prince. I want to read

- That's not important, explains the general. The important thing is that the king wants to have you at the table and I have orders to tell you this.

- I understand, said Prince Diego, girding himself with the broken sword. I'm following you right now to the table. Go ahead, I feel like I've never been in the banquet hall before.

There was a cheerful atmosphere in the dining room. King Alphonso was joking with his  friends, the hermans knights. When Prince Diego appeared with his broken sword, no one rose to their feet. The Hermans knights looked at him with amusement and somewhat contempt. They didn't really like the prince. After reading all night, Prince Diego fell asleep tiredly in the garrison of the legionnaires, dressed as a simple soldier, or there was historical adversity between the hermans and the legionnaires.

- Take a seat, brother, said the king, and eat.

- As Your Majesty says, said Diego submissively.

- I see that you are a bit tired, said the king after a few moments of silence, looking at his brother as a stranger, as an unknown.

- A little, said Diego.

- I heard you read all day. I see you have a book with you. What is it about?

Prince Diego stared at his lead book in amazement. He hadn't even realized that he had taken her with him.

- It is a very interesting and very difficult book. This book is only one page long.

- Aha, said the king laughing. But what is it, a novel?

- No, said the prince seriously, not realizing that the king was joking at his expense. The book contains only one Catholic Dogma.

- How so? For only one dogma did the writer make a book?

- It is a very important dogma.

- And what is this dogma?

- No crime is minor. Signed by the Cutter of Heads.

There was silence in the hall. The legionnaire guards standing still at the windows flinched.

- And what does this dogma mean? asked the king after a few moments, after he had tried to remember who the Heads Cutter was, of whom he had heard something.

- It's simple. No offense is minor. All are major and for any crime you can lose your head.
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