
 
 
 

Jan Hísek: Night Rider 
 
The Storm 
 
The Night Rider stood at the open window and waited for the storm that approached with the 
coming night. With the sound of distant thunder, a grey-pink hawk moth flew into the room and 
fluttered under the light. The Rider caught the moth and it left a light dusting from its wings in his 
palm and then he let it go back into the night. He saddled his black horse and rode towards the 
cathedral, where the lightning was particularly magnificent. 
 
At the western portal, a black-haired boy stood and touched a little seven-pointed star among the 
carved leaves. The Rider had never noticed the star before ... Six or eight points would make sense, 
but this seemed strange to him. The boy had tears in his eyes as he turned towards the Rider: 
"It’s my fault. If I hadn’t dreamed about the star, it wouldn’t have happened." 
"And what‘s happened?" asked the Night Rider. 
"A train has derailed near the weir. It was green and this star was emblazoned on the roof," said the 
boy and placed his hand on a wrinkle in the stone which wound towards the star. 
"I haven’t heard anything about it, did anyone die?" asked the Rider. 
"No ... there were only a few people. They climbed through the windows on the roof and watched 
the sunset at the weir. They said it wasn’t so bad." 
"That’s odd," the Rider said. "I’m going to watch the storm from the high cliffs. I love it there. I can 
take you with me, if you would like." 
"No thank you, I have my pony at the northern portal," said the boy, smiling nicely at the Horseman. 
 
The Night Rider smiled back and spurred his horse to leave. On the edge of town, when he was 
close to the storm and the wind ruffled the black horse‘s mane, he changed direction and headed 
along the river trail. He rode through a swarm of river insects, frantic from the oncoming storm. He 
went past a turn, which should have been where the train had derailed, but he saw no trace of the 
alleged accident. 
 
The sluice gates roared deeply and little roach fish and perch tried to overcome the current. For a 
moment the Rider imagined the boy riding through the river on his pony or trying to catch a little 
fish with his bare hands. Perhaps he would wait a moment so the boy might appear and explain his 
dream about the star. 
 
The storm, however, was fast approaching. The mighty linden trees near the weir swayed violently, 
shedding a whirlwind of heart-shaped leaves into the river current. The Rider goaded his horse with 
the spurs and, while the thunder roared above him, he dashed recklessly over the hill and came to a 
stop under a rocky overhang. The horse was used to stormy nights and with his master he enjoyed 
watching the almost theatrical display of the lightning and torrents of rain from this desolate and 
lonely place. 
 
After returning home the Night Rider found a terrified swallow in the corner. He did not know how 
she had got there, as he believed all the windows had been closed before the storm. He gently 
cradled the quivering swallow in his hands and let her fly into the dark night with the hope that she 
would find her pony at the northern portal. 
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