
The moon shone serenely down on the figure on horseback riding away from the castle, glinting off his armor and helmet.  He was leaving the kingdom of Arras, his home for the past twenty some years.  Despite parting from his father and mother, he carried his medium frame with an air of self-confidence, sitting upright.  The visor on the helmet hid the ice-blue eyes, the only distinctive part of his body.  Behind the helmet, hair the color of rich chocolate framed his youthful and handsome face.  

The night seemed to draw its calmness from the knight.  Even his horse seemed to gather strength from its master, as the knight gently but firmly guided him down the path, never looking back–not even once.  As the castle drew out of sight, he began to hum a tune of adventure and glory, chivalry and valiance.  He was halfway through when a voice hailed him.

“Greetings, my lord.  What are you doing in this dangerous country?  Would you like a place to spend the night?” asked the well-built knight.

“I praise you for your generosity.  Therefore, I accept your offer.  I am heading toward Benwick to offer my alligence and services to King Lyonel, a worthy and chivalrous king.”  

“I agree with you.  I am Sir Carnot, one of King Lyonel’s knights.  I will accompany you when you decide to leave for Benwick.”  Carnot grew curious.  “What is your name?”

“I am Sir Robespierre.  Well met, Sir Carnot.  I will be ever grateful to you.”

The two knights proceeded to ride to Sir Carnot’s castle.  When they arrived, the servants and pages served Robespierre food, while acrobats provided entertainment.  Later, the lady of the castle showed Robespierre a guest room, containing a comfortable bed and rickety table.  As Robespierre unarmed and got into bed, he winced, remembering his parents’ apathy towards him for his entire life.  He rarely saw them, so he had immersed himself in his knightly training.  He had done exceptionally well, but they had never acknowledged his achievements.  So, he had left Arras the same day he was knighted.  He vowed never to treat anyone the way his parents had treated him.  As he slowly drifted off, his last thought was I am finally liberated.  

The next day dawned bright and clear.  The sun, a blazing ball, greeted the lush jade foliage and the chirping birds on the crisp spring morning.  After a hearty breakfast, Robespierre and Carnot set out for Benwick.  They rode in silence for a while, each taking in the fresh smell.  As the sun reached its zenith, Robespierre asked Carnot how he came to serve King Lyonel. 

“I was born in my father’s castle: the one where we spent the night.  I was raised in the kingdom of Vendee where I trained to be a knight.  King Lyonel himself knighted me after I proved myself in combat against two giants and a dragon.  Later, he invited me to serve him.  For the past week, I have been visiting my father’s castle.  I met you while on a midnight gallop.”

Robespierre had not been anxious at all, but when he heard of Carnot’s deeds, he grew somewhat apprehensive.  “Do you think King Lyonel will accept me?  I was only knighted yesterday.”

Carnot eyed Robespierre up and down, from his helmet, down his mail armor, to the greaves and feet.  “Well, you look like you could withstand a good blow.  But…well…actually, King Lyonel is hosting a tournament in a few days.  If you distinguish yourself in that encounter, the king might ask you to become one of his knights.”  Robespierre agreed to his idea.

The two knights arrived at Benwick the day before the tournament was to begin.  Robespierre stayed at an inn to rest while Carnot rode ahead to meet with the king.  Robespierre had been to Benwick before as a page and squire.  He had come to buy unusual products not normally found in Arras, attend special festivals, and watch the tournaments.  Now it was his turn to participate in tournaments and entertain the public.  He smiled.

Later, Robespierre put on soft robes of fawn brown over his mail armor, and buckled his sword on underneath.  He walked down the narrow streets to the market filled with bartering prospective buyers, merchants, and playing children.  The endless chatter rolled on, and the smell of too many soiled people crowed together irritated his nose.  He examined the merchandise of the street vendors: sweets, venison, other foods, weapons, household items, and various odds and ends.  Unconsciously walking along, he bumped into a heavy-set man.  The man stumbled a bit, but recovered quickly, whipped around, and glared at Robespierre with squinty eyes under bushy eyebrows.

“Watch where you’re going,” he growled.  “Don’t you have eyes?  They’re the orbs in your head.  Use them!”

“I’m sorry for colliding with you, but a kind word never hurt anyone,” Robespierre replied.

The man moved quickly for someone of his girth.  He immediately grabbed Robespierre and pulled him close, crushing his lungs.  “I happen to be a knight: Sir Danton.  And who are you?  A good-for-naught peasant I suppose,” he sneered.

Robespierre went cold.  “I am Sir Robespierre and I will be happy to challenge you in the joust at ten tomorrow for your offensive words.  Now, release me so we can exchange gauntlets.”

Danton looked as if he was going to start a fight right then and there, but thought better of it.  He grunted as he released Robespierre.  Then in one smooth motion, he ripped off his gauntlet, threw it at him, turned on his heel, and strode away.

Robespierre slowly strolled down the avenues.  He was having second thoughts about challenging an experienced knight.  However, his honor was at stake, and he was determined to defend it.  

Overnight, the city transformed into a place of festivity.  Foreign merchants put out their wares, jesters set up their rigged games, and flags and banners went up.  All sorts of people: knights, nobles, peasants, and children, took to the streets by the hundreds.  Free from work for the day, they arrived from the surrounding countryside and within the city.  

Sir Robespierre armed and prepared to ride to the enclosed field, the location of the tournament.  He felt strangely calm, though not quite confident, even though this day could make or break his career.  He arrived right before his joust with Sir Danton and rode into the tent where the knights waited for their events.  He found Sir Danton already on the field, waiting for him.  After acknowledging his presence with a glare, Danton pulled down his visor and drew up his lance.  

Robespierre rode out onto the opposite side of the field, and prepared himself.  The trumpets sounded, and the two knights galloped towards each other.  Just before the moment of impact, Robespierre leaned forward and pointed his lance at his opponent’s torso.  Danton’s lance whammed into his armor, forcing the air out of his lungs.  He quickly leaned backwards against the high back of his saddle and held fast to his mount with his knees.  Still in the saddle, he slowed his horse and turned around to see Sir Danton lying on the ground.  He quickly dismounted and drew his sword.  

“Yield, Sir Danton, and swear allegiance to King Lyonel, or else you will be without a head.”

“I yield and swear to serve King Lyonel,” he replied grudgingly.

Sir Robespierre turned his back towards him and sheathed his sword.  He was walking away when he felt a sudden sharp pain in his back.  He turned around to see a wild-eyed Danton with his sword drawn, looking like a rabid animal.

“You might have better horsemanship skills than me, but I doubt you can repeat the feat with a sword,” he shrieked as he swung his sword.

Sir Robespierre drew his sword just in time, barely countering the blow.

“Foul!” cried the crowd.  “That knight beat him fairly.  Now he’s going to be backstabbed.  Help him out!”

The arbitrators ran to contain Sir Danton, but before they could touch him, Robespierre dealt a sudden hard blow to Danton’s head, crushing his helmet.  Danton crumbled to the ground as the referees rushed to hold him down.

“You unchivalrous knight!” Robespierre criticized.  “You dishonor the station of knighthood.  You deserve death, but I recoil at the thought of needless murder.  Therefore, you will do penance to Christ Jesus our Lord and also ask King Lyonel for forgiveness.”

Robespierre mounted again, and rode to the tent to rest and wait for the tournament to start.  He was surprised to find Sir Carnot waiting for him

“That was a fine blow and much prudence for a young knight such as you,” he complimented.  “I was with King Lyonel and he noted your superior talent and chivalry.  He would like you to participate in the tournament, but that’s part of your plans, correct?”

Robespierre nodded, and Carnot left.  He felt inspired by King Lyonel’s admiration.  He examined his back to make sure the wound Danton caused was minor.  He rested a bit, and then checked his armor and weapons.  He also made sure his horse was refreshed, with a grooming and some treats.  The call for the start of the tournament sounded, and he was assigned to the team of Sir Couthon, one of the best knights of King Lyonel’s court.  

They all rode into the melee and started clobbering each other with the ferocity of an aroused animal.  Robespierre fought like a man in ecstasy and possessed at the same time, driven by the knowledge that King Lyonel was watching him closely.  He unhorsed many knights with solid horsemanship and blows before he was ambushed on all sides and unhorsed.  Fortunately, he hadn’t received any major wounds yet, and was able to dodge the horse’s flailing hooves and the rider’s wild blows to win his horse back.  After a while, it became apparent that Robespierre’s and Couthon’s presence was tilting the balance in favor of their team.  The battle turned into a rout as the members of their team were spurred onto new heights.  However, Robespierre restrained himself from following up on his advantage.  He didn’t want to cause any more pain than the embarrassment he had already caused.  He especially didn’t want to cause physical pain; emotional pain was enough.  Many extraordinary deeds later, the tournament ended and the prize was split between Robespierre and Couthon.  

Robespierre had proved himself on the same level as the best knights of the realm.  The king himself presented the prize, a fair amount of money, to Robespierre.  Then he invited Robespierre to become one of his knights.

“Your chivalrous character impresses me,” Robespierre responded.  “Therefore, I will accept your offer, my liege.”
Many years later…

Robespierre had established himself as an excellent knight.  There were few he could not defeat.  He had conquered many, but had always tried to spare them.  He felt for them, whether that was for better or worse.  He made many friends, but also many enemies.  Sir Danton especially resented him, and sent knights to kill Robespierre.  However, Robespierre always defeated the knights.  Even after learning Danton was trying to eliminate him, he always generously forgave Danton and the knights, believing that one day Danton must turn from his evil ways. 

Many ladies came calling, but Robespierre never failed to turn them down courteously with the same words: “I do not desire any paramours or wives.  I am already satisfied with Christ our Lord.  I neither want nor need anything more than my relationship with God.  In addition, I would not want to love anyone who is only infatuated, not in love, with me.”

King Lyonel greatly respected Robespierre’s chivalry and protected him in whatever ways possible.  In the same way, Robespierre respected King Lyonel as just and chivalrous, constantly striving to be strict yet compassionate.  The two grew closer than brothers.  However, King Lyonel began to openly show favoritism towards Robespierre.  He gave him a fortified castle of his own with armed retainers.  Robespierre attempted to convince him to deal fairly with everyone, including him, but he sometimes failed.  As King Lyonel’s partiality towards Robespierre became more and more apparent, resentment towards Robespierre and King Lyonel increased, until King Lyonel grew impatient and secretly condemned the objectors.  He made certain Robespierre was unaware, because he knew Robespierre’s emphasis on justice.

One summer day, Robespierre was riding and looking for adventure.  Not far from his castle, he came across a young wandering knight.  

“Whom do you serve?” asked the knight-errant.

“King Lyonel, a most worthy and chivalrous liege,” Robespierre replied.

“Sire, I must disagree with you.  King Lyonel is most dishonest and evil.  Therefore, defend yourself!” he cried.

The peace of the day was broken as the two knights rode at each other and met with a resounding clang.  Both knights flew off their horses and landed heavily on the ground.  They lay winded for sometime.  Eventually, they slowly got back up on their feet and drew their swords, rushing at each other.  With great strokes, they clove at each other for the better part of an hour.  Despite the blood that flowed from their numerous wounds, both redoubled their efforts.  Finally, the challenger pulled back.

“Stop, I pray,” he panted.  “I am awed by your amazing strength.  What is your name?”

“I am called Sir Robespierre.  You honor me deeply, yet I am awed by your amazing strength.  Who are you?”

“My name is Sir Hebert.  If not for our conflict over King Lyonel, I would swear friendship to you immediately.  Alas, but I cannot, for King Lyonel has forever shamed me.  He has murdered my father, extorted my lands, abducted my wife, and taken my money–all for sport.

Robespierre gasped.  “My liege!  Would King Lyonel ever commit such a cowardly deed?” 

“Ride with me to his court,” Hebert responded, “and I will confront him.”

“I agree to accompany you.  Justice must prevail.”

The two knights rode to Benwick, each sensing the urgency of the matter.  King Lyonel’s honor, and therefore the whole of France’s, was at stake.  They arrived at Benwick and immediately entered the king’s court.  The spacious and ostentatiously decorated room was filled with many officials and knights discussing the issues of the kingdom.  They all fell silent out of respect for Sir Robespierre, but silently questioned the status of the knight standing at his side.  

Robespierre introduced Sir Hebert to the court and drove to the heart of the matter.  “Sir Hebert accuses the king of committing a crime against him.”  The whole court gasped but remained silent.  All attention was fixed on the two knights at the entrance.  

“King Lyonel, do you deny extorting my wealth, abducting my wife, and murdering my father?”  The tension in the room overwhelmed all like the humidity on that fateful hot summer day.  All eyes transferred to King Lyonel, as the king’s expression transformed from surprise to recognition to alarm to malice, all in one fleeting moment (just like Minnesota weather).  

“No, I do not,” he spat.  And with those words he ruined his chance to redeem himself.  “Robespierre and Hebert, leave now, and never come back.”

Robespierre recoiled at the proclamation of banishment.  The pain was too much for his soft heart to bear.  His face contorted as the person he loved and trusted the most on earth stabbed him deep, causing a split of no healing, no return.  He was in disbelief.  “My liege!” he cried as tears streamed down his cheeks.  “What have I done to displease you?”

King Lyonel seemed to be moved by the display of emotions, but his face hardened again.  “You humiliated me in front of my vassals,” he hissed.  “If you must know, Hebert’s father was displeased with my preferential treatment towards you, so I had him tortured to death, and took his lands, wealth, and his beautiful daughter-in-law.  It was all for you.”

“All for me!” Robespierre shouted angrily through his tears.  “You know I would never have approved of your actions.  How dare you suggest I endorsed your actions.  You had ulterior motives.” 

King Lyonel winced and whined beseechingly.  “Robespierre, I confess, I did desire his wealth and the woman, but I also wanted to protect you.  You must believe me.”

“You used me,” Robespierre accused, disgusted.  “And now an innocent man has lost his life, the most precious gift from God.  I will leave with Hebert now, with anyone that values justice.”

King Lyonel pointed at the door.  “Fine, leave!  Never set foot in this court again, on the pain of death.”

Robespierre had regained his composure.  “Who will accompany me?  Who wishes right to flourish in a world of darkness?  The code of chivalry and of Jesus Christ declares it.”  He glared piercingly with those ice-blue eyes.  The nobles and knights shifted uncomfortably.  Finally, Sir Carnot stood and walked to Robespierre’s side.

“I met Sir Robespierre many years ago, and I have never met a more chivalrous knight.  Therefore, I choose to follow him.”  Uproar ensued.  All in all, almost half the vassals and knights left King Lyonel.  Sir Couthon and Sir Danton chose to stay loyal to the king, despite the king’s faults.

In the weeks and months that followed, the rift between the two groups grew even wider. The kingdom ground to a halt as all energy was channeled into the conflict between Sir Robespierre and King Lyonel.  Encounters between opposing knights turned into skirmishes, as animosity grew.  Robespierre always commanded his knights to spare their rivals at all costs.  

“Our adversary’s lack of courtesy does not excuse us from obeying the code of chivalry,” Robespierre dictated.  However, some of the knights objected, due to the deaths of some of their friends.  They wanted to avenge their deaths.

One autumn afternoon, Robespierre, Carnot, and Hebert, were riding and enjoying each other’s company.  The leaves, ripe with bursts of crimson and ginger, were borne away by the harvesting wind.  Suddenly, a score of mounted unidentified knights from King Lyonel ambushed them.  Their swords flashed in the waning sun as they rushed the three knights.  Immediately, the three knights drew their own swords, put up their shields, and formed a tight circle facing the intruders.  The clatter of impact: metal grinding upon metal, filled the air.  The three knights dispatched many others with shrewd blows before being overwhelmed by sheer numbers.  First, Hebert was overthrown by a solid blow that shattered his sword.  Carnot and Robespierre held out for a while longer, but they finally fell, with Carnot mortally wounded.  In desperation, Robespierre struck out with sudden might, catching one of the knights by surprise.  However, it was not enough, as the rest of the knights overwhelmed him and forced him on his knees.

“I will never yield to you coarse and unjust knights who do not fight fairly, especially your treacherous leader.  Only cowards ensnare others who surpass them in aptitude.”

“We are only carrying out our orders,” a knight said as he and three other knights dragged Robespierre to the corner of the clearing and proceeded to bind him firmly.  “No hard feelings.”

Robespierre strained against his bonds, but to no avail.  He watched helplessly as Carnot and Hebert, both still groaning and slipping in and out of consciousness, were roughly forced onto their knees.  He went cold when their helmets began to be unlaced.  

“No!” he cried as a knight positioned himself and drew his sword overhead.  The sword flashed and blinded Robespierre as it beheaded Hebert and Carnot simultaneously.  Robespierre was shocked at the sight of his friends’ mutilated bodies.  An unearthly cry ripped involuntarily from his throat as reality hit him.  No matter how much he worked for righteousness, opponents of the concept wouldn’t abide by it.  They did not have to be just in their dealings or live by the rules.  And in that way, they could carry out the unthinkable and hurt Robespierre the most.  Even if he played by the rules, his opponents could cheat and win.  There were no referees, except for God and perhaps Robespierre’s strength.  However, God didn’t interfere on earth or in Robespierre’s life, and Robespierre was insignificant in the eyes of the world.  Only his inner sense of justice kept him from deceiving others.  Still, what could one person do against the rest of a world that did not value right?

Life became detestable in his eyes.  He had to avenge his friends’ executioners.   He realized that that could only be accomplished by compromising his morals.  The overwhelming sense of failure, helplessness, and hatred caused him to lose all sanity.  He channeled all the disgust he felt towards the world into breaking his bonds.  With an audible snap, he broke free, grabbed his sword from his former captors, and cut them down pitilessly.  

He wandered across France slaying anything and anyone that happened to be in his way. He became the terror of the countryside and towns.  Wherever he traveled, he left behind him a trail of death and destruction.  People began to speak of his name with a certain reverence, fear, sympathy, and revulsion. His former followers deserted him, all of them gradually becoming reconciled to King Lyonel.

Despite King Lyonel’s reward for his capture or death, no one could match his incredible strength, made even more powerful by his insanity.  However, his madness also kept him from eating and sleeping.  Without proper nutrition and rest, he couldn’t last very long.  This lasted for a bit more than a year, to the point where Robespierre was emaciated and red-eyed.  He finally collapsed near Benwick, where Sir Danton found him.  At first, Danton didn’t recognize him, but after examining his face and sword closely, identified him correctly.  He couldn’t believe his luck.  He would be rewarded for something he had always been longing to do.  He allowed himself a satisfied smile and started dragging him towards King Lyonel’s castle.

All life and talk in the court ceased as Sir Danton hauled a man in.  The man’s garments were faded, but looked as if they had once been worthy mail armor.  They sagged on his thin body, coated with dirt and blood.  What was a commoner doing in former high-quality mail armor? was the unspoken question in the room.  They did not have to wait long to be presented with the answer. 

“Your highness,” Sir Danton proclaimed breathlessly.  “I present to you: Sir Robespierre.”  An audible gasp echoed around the room.

“Are you positive?” asked King Lyonel doubtfully.  “He doesn’t seem like a knight.”  For answer, Danton showed him the man’s face.  

“It is Robespierre!” he exclaimed.  Then he laughed as he summoned the guards to imprison Robespierre.  “He is guilty of treason, is he not?” he asked his audience.  Not wanting to experience the same fate as Robespierre, they spoke in affirmation.

“Since he was a worthy knight, he will die not by the fire at the stake but by a beheading.  Tell the guards to revive him, and the executioner to prepare himself to perform his job tomorrow.”

The next day was a bitter cold winter morning, but Robespierre still wore his dilapidated mail armor.  Many knights standing around in warm woolen robes over their armor jeered and threw snowballs at him.  However, a little group, including Sir Couthon, stood unarmed out of respect for their former chivalrous comrade.  Sir Robespierre, conscious now, looked bewildered at the sea of unfriendly faces around him.  Sir Couthon forced his way through the crowd and walked up to Robespierre.

“Robespierre,” he said kindly, “Do you recognize me?”  He saw a flicker of rational flash across Robespierre’s face.  “I want you to know that although the victors are the ones who write history, you are understood and appreciated, if only by a minority.”

Robespierre nodded as he was roughly hauled to where the executioner waited.

The sword swung downward once, catching the glare of snow and pale sun, and blinding everyone.  A crimson pool expanded across the snow from the location of the execution.  So ended the life of Sir Robespierre.

People saw him in different ways.  Some saw him as a man who sacrificed his sense of right and sanity to avenge his friends, as someone who rebelled against a corrupt society and paid with his life.  Others saw him as a ruthless murderer who killed for fun.  His name went down in history as the latter’s view.  However, there will always be some who see Robespierre through the lenses of the former.
.
