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In the evening they came out upon a mesa that overlooked all the country to the north. 
The sun to the west lay in a holocaust where there rose a steady column of small desert bats and
to the north along the trembling perimeter of the world dust was blowing down the void like the
smoke of distant armies.  The crumpled butcherpaper mountains lay in sharp shadowfold under
the long blue dusk and in the middle distance the glazed bed of a dry lake lay shimmering like
the mare imbrium and herds of deer were moving north in the last of the twilight, harried over the
plain by wolves who were themselves the color of the desert floor.1

1 McCarthy, p. 105


