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A KNIGHT’S TRUE DUTY

By Wesley Lowe


It was a time of peace for the land known as the Pix.  Long before the plague of the Demon Wars and the following blight of the Dragon King’s rule, was a time of bold deeds and shameful cowardice, immense fealty and deplorable treachery, noble gallantry and dark baseness.  It was in those days that there met in session within the city of Armston the bravest men the Pix had ever known.  Giants in heart and spirit, they were King Geor’s Knights of the Citadel.


And in those days, there came before them a certain young knight who was known as Justin of Kurault.  He was a tall, fair-haired young man in full knightly armor. He carried his helmet under his arm as he faced the assemblage, who received Justin while donning their helmets so that their identities may remain secret.  Justin met the Knights of the Citadel with bravado, yet with respect. 

“My Lords,” Justin said with brass.  “I have come to ask of the honor of joining your esteemed order.  I offer my sword, my life, and my sacred honor to the service of Geor, my King.”

“And why do you presume that you are worthy of a place in our circle?” asked one of the knights Justin faced. 

Prepared for such a query, Justin drew himself up straight and tall.  “I have met many knights in combat and joust and have vanquished them all!  I have fought in many battles with our enemies to the west and have brought honor to my family, to Kurault, and to the alliance between our fair cities,” Justin replied with firm voice and confident manner.  “I have drawn my sword against many men who had spoken with ill will of his majesty, Geor, I have killed and maimed many who with lethal malice have come against my noble sovereign.”  

“Aye,” said another knight of the order.  “But how have you proven your loyalty and service to the people?”

Justin, taken aback by this unexpected subject, searched for an answer, then replied, “I would defend my king’s subjects from any threat that oppressed them.  I would enforce his majesty’s laws to the fullest extent for the people’s best interests.”

With that said, the Knights of the Citadel murmured among themselves, weighing Justin’s words.  Then, they fell silent as one of them rose.  

“Justin of Kurault,” said the Knight of the Citadel.  “What you say you would do is simply not enough!  It is what you have done that carries weight with us!  And from what we have heard, you have done nothing in the people’s service.  Indeed, it is the sacred duty for a Knight of the Citadel to fight for those who cannot fight for themselves, to use our great might and strength to serve the people, not dominate them.  We have heard of your deeds before your arrival, and your acts better resemble that of a bully and a rogue than that of a Citadel Knight bound by chivalry and honor.”

Justin bristled at the affront.  It took all the restraint he could summon not to unsheathe his sword and run the Knight of the Citadel through where he stood.

“Now begone, brash one,” said the Knight of the Citadel, ignoring Justin’s furious scowl.  “We have more important matters at hand.”

Dumbfounded by the rejection of his self-assured offer of allegiance and service to the crown, the young knight withdrew.  He nursed his fury as he returned to the courtyard of the castle at Armston and took it out on his hapless squire, Gert.

“Don’t just stand there gawking, fool,” Justin shouted.  “Help me to my mount!  Hurry!”

Gert, who gave no reason for his master to think he was dawdling, snapped to attention.  “Y-yes, sire,” he said, swallowing his harsh words as he handed the reins to Justin and lifted him up to his steed.    

As Justin and his squire rode out of Armston, his hurt and anger eased as he began to consider the Knight of the Citadel’s words.  All through his training to become a knight he had always focused on developing his fighting skills and practicing fierce loyalty to the King.  But were they enough to be a true knight?  His father once told him that the purpose of those who held power was not to rule, but to serve, for it is the gods will for the strong to help the weak, the wealthy to help the poor, and the fortunate to help the unfortunate.  These were the principles that the Knights of the Citadel held dear, or so he was taught.  But he had always dismissed these principals as trivial.  For how can power not come with dominance?  To think otherwise seemed to go against the natural order of things.  But was that really the case?

Justin looked upon his squire.  Gert rode silently beside him, his head down, and the very model of a submissive servant.  He recalled how he unjustly snapped at him for no better reason than his bitterness over his rejection.  And how can he hope to meet the standards of the Knights of the Citadel if he were not just?

“Gert,” Justin said.  Hearing his name from the knight he served, Gert became as alert as a soldier about to receive orders from a superior officer.  “I’m sorry I spoke harshly to you earlier.  I was upset over being rejected for the Knights of the Citadel, and I was wrong to take it out on you.”

Gert was shocked!  Until now, the only time this knight he had sworn to serve spoke to him was to give him orders.  “N-no need to apologize, sire.  My only purpose is to serve you as your squire.”

“Perhaps,” Justin replied.  “But as a knight, one of my duties is to treat you fairly, just like I should everyone else.”  

That was yet another lesson that had been tucked away in the back of Justin’s mind until now.  

They rode in silence for a time until they came upon the village of Paxton, which lay between the cities of Armston and Doubledon.  Justin heard anguished weeping and frantic chatter as they entered the town.  Typically, he would have ignored the commotion and allowed the local authorities handle whatever was amiss.  But then he remembered the Knights of the Citadel.  Would they not frown upon such indifference?  His squire trailing behind, Justin rode his mount toward the group of distraught people in the marketplace to see if there was anything he could do to help.

In the center of the crowd was a boy, no more than ten screaming and crying with traumatic distress as his mother held him in her arms as she wept in sorrow.

“What happened here?” asked Justin as he dismounted his mighty steed.

Seeing the knight, everyone talked at once.  It took time before he could calm everyone down enough so he could hear the boy and his mother speak.

“My father and I were walking home after gathering mushrooms for mother,” the boy sobbed.  “And we met an ogre on the path.  He demanded a toll for passage, far more than we could pay.  So he took the toll out in blood!  He-he killed my father before my eyes, and then sent me back to warn everyone what happens to those who cannot pay the ogre’s toll.”

“We’ve been terrorized by this monster before,” said the boy’s mother as she wept.  “He had forced us to pay his tolls, then disappeared for a year.  Now he’s back!  Oh, is there anything you can do?”

Justin nodded in fierce resolve.  “Aye, madam.  I will find this evil ogre and see to it that he troubles this village no more.”

The villagers wished him good luck, but did not sound confident in the knight’s strength and skill against the ogre’s size and brawn.  No matter, Justin thought.  He will prove himself to them.  In earnest, Justin galloped down the path on which the ogre roamed.

“Sire!  Sire!” cried Gert as the struggled to keep up.  “Should we be so hasty to charge into a confrontation?  We know next to nothing about our foe!”

“Nonsense!” Justin shouted back.  “A knight does not cringe from a challenge!  Besides, this is an opportunity to redeem myself in the eyes of the Knights of the Citadel.  They said I haven’t done enough for the people to be worthy of their order.”  

Justin knew he was fooling himself.  He hadn’t done anything for the people.  Perhaps this will be worthy of their consideration.

No sooner had he said this, he came upon a horrible sight.  There, squatting next to the path was the ogre, gnawing on the remains of the boy’s father like a freshly cooked hen.  Even in a squatting position, it was taller than any other man.  It was as green as moss and had two yellow beady eyes that showed no mercy or goodness in its soul whatsoever, if one assumed that the thing had a soul.

Justin halted his steed’s advance, unsheathed his sword, and pointed it at the monster.  “Evil beast!” he shouted, expressing his revulsion over the ogre’s atrocious deed.  “For too long have you terrorized these villagers!  Prepare to meet your doom!”

The ogre wiped its mouth and rose from his meal to his full height.  It glared at the knight, his arms and legs as thick as tree trunks.  “Bold words, coming from my next meal,” the ogre said in a deep rumbling voice.  “Let’s see how well you boast as I eat you alive!”   

“By the gods, I will send you to hell, evil one!”  And Justin charged the monster, his sword raised and ready to strike.

Even on horseback, the ogre towered over Justin.  But no matter!  Having been trained in swordplay, his fighting skills honed in many battles, Justin was confident that he would be the victor.

But, showing an agility that was surprising for a monster that size, the ogre sidestepped Justin’s charge and knocked the knight off of his horse with a mighty blow of his massive fist.  Justin flew from his mount, his sword knocked out of his grip, and landed hard upon the ground.  Before he could recover, the ogre gripped Justin’s neck with both hands and lifted him in the air as he glared into the young knight’s eyes.

“Arrogant whelp!” said the ogre as he squeezed Justin’s throat.  “Did you think that you were a match for my size and strength?  You will pay for your idiocy with your life!  I have already had dinner, but I still have enough room to have you for dessert.”

Justin choked as the ogre continued to squeeze.  His neck was on the verge of breaking when he withdrew the dagger he had hidden in his belt and plunged it into the monster’s neck.

The ogre coughed blood as he released Justin and groped at his neck, trying in vain to block the flow of blood.  It never had occurred to the monstrosity that his adversary would have a concealed weapon.  

“Size and strength is no match for wit and cunning, monster,” said Justin as the ogre stumbled and fell upon the ground in its death throes.  Then, the ogre moved no more, nor ever would again.

The glory of victory was tarnished for Justin when he saw his squire galloping away into the forest in panic.  “Gert, come back, you craven scoundrel!”  Ignoring Justin, Gert continued to retreat, deciding that he had enough of being a knight’s squire. 

Justin cursed as he collected his sword.  Well, if Gert would leave him to die, then good riddance.  His squire never could stomach conflict and bloodshed, anyway.  But it was not an easy matter for Justin to mount his horse in full armor by himself.

Justin returned to the village with the ogre’s head.  Seeing this, the villagers cheered and rejoiced.  They hailed Justin as a hero as the young knight graciously acknowledged their praise.  So this is what it is to be a hero, thought the young knight.  Indeed, what praise and honor could any king bestow upon him that could be equal to the glory of his own subjects’ appreciation and gratitude?  Moved by the villagers’ veneration for his deeds, Justin politely refused a bag of coin they offered him.  He was a knight, after all, not a mercenary.  And so he left the village for other adventures, the cheer and praise of the villagers warming his heart.

But, glory was fleeting, and as he went, he began to brood over the cowardice of his squire and how he would now have to do without, putting him in a black mood.  In time, the knight of Kurault found himself traveling along a narrow forest path until he came upon an aged woman astride a mare.  Justin judged her to be no less than three score years.  She was dressed entirely in green and wore a sash.

“Stand aside, old woman, and let me pass,” said Justin with the arrogance of youth.  “Have you no respect for a Knight of Kurault?”

“Ye stand aside, sire, an’ let Ol’ Jade pass,” the old woman replied.  “Have ye no respect fer me gray hair an’ poor old mare?”

Justin regarded the old woman with an annoyed expression.  Then, the young knight smiled in spite of himself.  “I must say, old one, you have spirit!” he said.  “I admire such nerve.”

“That be good to hear,” said the old woman.  “Then perhaps ye will be takin’ Ol’ Jade into yer service, sire, since ye be havin’ no squire with ye.”

Justin was taken aback by the request.  “You, act as my squire?” he said.  “I will not think of it.  You are a woman!  And an old one at that.”

“It would be pleasin’ Ol’ Jade,” said the old woman.  “Poor I be an’ Ol’ Jade be too proud to take charity.  Allow Ol’ Jade to earn yer money by helpin’ ye with yer burdens.”

Justin frowned.  To allow an aged woman to bear his lance and shield was not only unorthodox, but unchivalrous and disgraceful as well.  But on the other hand, he could not go on long without one to help him with his heavy lance and shield, and it wasn’t as though he had many candidates to choose from.

The young knight sighed.  “All right, old woman.  But only because you need money, though I would gladly give it to you if you just asked.”

“Nay, good sire,” said the old woman.  “Ol’ Jade be too proud fer that.  Ye can be fastinin’ yer shield an’ lance to me mare.  She won’t be complainin’”

So reluctantly, Justin handed these items over for the crone’s horse to carry.  The mare bore them well, and to any onlooker, it would seem that the young knight was merely escorting the crone in her travels.  And the mare was the one bearing Justin’s burdens, not the old woman.  This insight eased Justin’s conscience. 

As they approached the city of Doubledon, Justin wondered aloud why Ol’ Jade was traveling alone so far from any village, but the old woman turned the conversation to the knight’s recent adventures.  Never reluctant of talk about himself, Justin indulged the old woman’s curiosity.  He recounted his battle with the ogre as well as his discouraging rejection by the Knights of the Citadel.

“So, ‘tis a Knight of the Citadel ye be wishin’ to be,” said Ol’ Jade.  “Aye, they be very particular ‘bout who they be acceptin’ into their circle.”

“They place great stock in the defense and service the kingdom’s subjects.  Far more than I had initially thought.”

“Oh, aye, sire,” said the crone.  “Even more so than King Geor, hisself.”

Justin was shocked by these words.  “More than the king, himself?!  How can any monarch allow loyalty to his subjects to take priority over their loyalty to him?  How can he maintain their allegiance and his power in Armston?”

“By knowin’ that the power an’ strength of any kingdom be restin’ upon the shoulders of his people,” Ol’ Jade replied.  “Aye, that knowledge be seperatin’ him from many other rulers throughout the Pix, who be crushed by the weight of their own subjects they be oppressin’.”

Justin considered this.  It was true that kings who became despots and tyrants always fell throughout the history of the Pix.  And it was almost always at the hands of the people he had oppressed.  He recalled the glory and the feeling of grandeur when he basked in the warm praise and gratitude of the villagers of Paxton for ridding them of the ogre.  Indeed, perhaps there was something to what the crone said.

“You are a wise woman, Ol’ Jade,” said Justin.  “But how is it that you know so much about the ideals of the Knights of the Citadel?”

“Never ye be mindin’ that, sire,” the old woman cried.  “Look ye yonder!”

Sure enough, they had reached the outskirts of Doubledon.  And from that city, emerged an angry mob.  They clutched a woman dressed in black and shoved her forward, shouting insults and curses as she was shoved onward, terrified.  When they reached a tree, its branches bare for the coming winter, a rope was produced and flung over a naked branch.  After a noose was made, they thrust the head of the teary eyed woman into the loop and tightened it around her neck.  Then, the rope was pulled taut and the woman was lifted off of her feet, struggling and gagging.

It was plain to Justin the nature of this lynching.  By the look of the woman’s garb it seemed that she was a sorceress, a practitioner of black magic, which was universally outlawed throughout the Pix.  The young knight had no love for black mages.  As a matter of fact, he loathed them.  No good ever came out of their arts, which only cause pain, death, and grief.  Indeed, Justin might have been part of that mob himself if caught in the heat of the moment.

However, mob violence, he knew, was unlawful as well under the rule of King Geor.  And as a knight, it was his duty to uphold his sovereign’s laws.

Without further thought or hesitation, Justin charged his steed into the angry throng.  He bulled his way through the mob and cut the woman down with a single stroke of his sword.  The woman collapsed to the ground, coughing and gasping for breath.

The mob cursed and hurled insults at the young knight for the interruption.  Justin glared back at the fuming crowd and shouted: “I am Justin of Kurault, and I will not allow the violence of a mob to prevail as long as King Geor holds the throne!”

“But she’s a sorceress!” shouted a burly man, clearly one of the ringleaders of the unruly mob.  “She deserves to die!  She cast a blight on our children and they lie in their beds, dying!”

“I am sorry to hear that,” said Justin.  “But how do you know that this woman is responsible for your children’s sickness?  Have you any evidence of this?”

The burly man stammered.  “W-well, look at her!  She always dresses in black!  And she has never married!  So she’s a sorceress!  And she must die so that the illness cast upon our children will be lifted!”

The crowd roared in agreement.

Justin shook his head in disgust.  “Isn’t that typical of the nature of mob rule!  To condemn and kill based on rumor and speculation!”

“Self-righteous lout!” shouted another from the throng.  “A curse on you for defending a practitioner of the black arts!”

“I defend nothing but the laws set down by King Geor!” Justin shouted in indignation.  “If you believe that this woman is guilty of any wrong doing, then turn her over to the authorities to stand trial!  But you will not take the law into your own hands!  If the judgment of a mob were to reign, who will be the next to hang based on gossip and conjecture?  You?” said Justin as he pointed his sword toward a man at random in the crowd.  “You?” he said again, pointing at a startled woman.  “Or even you,” he said, finally pointing to the burly man who had first spoken out.

The man scowled at the knight while the mob murmured amongst themselves. 

Then, a host of the city’s guard galloped toward the mass and dissipated the mob.  They took the intended victim and the ringleaders of the lynch mob into custody as the members of the throng drifted back to their homes.  Justin received no more than a nod of casual recognition for his part in stopping the mob before the city guard returned to their headquarters within Doubledon.

The calamity past, Justin and Ol’ Jade continued their way into the city.

“I know I did the right thing, Jade,” said the young knight.  “But no one really seems to appreciate that.”

“Aye, sire,” said the old woman.  “The right thing to do be not always the popular thing to do.  But if it be any solace, sire, Ol’ Jade be acknowledgin’ the righteousness of yer deeds.”   

They traveled along the streets of Doubledon in silence until they came upon an Inn.  After tending to their horses, they both entered the Inn to bed down for the night.  But first, Justin ordered a tankard for himself and sat at a table amid the lively din of the crowded lounge as the old woman mingled with the Inn’s customers.

Halfway through his mug of ale, Ol’ Jade came to Justin’s table, but not alone.  With her was a huge scowling giant of a man whose chest was as broad as his belly.

“Sire,” said the old woman.  “This man be speakin’ ill o’ the King an’ Ol’ Jade be tellin’ him that there be one who would be disputin’ him.”

“Aye,” said the man.  “And I’ll say it again for your ears.”  The man leaned forward and glared directly into Justin’s eyes.  “I would rather see a swine on the throne than Geor!”

Rage flashed through Justin at those words.  His first instinct was to pummel the arrogant fool on the spot.  Indeed, he had made short work of those who had spoken less harshly of the king he so greatly admired.  But then, the Knight of the Citadel’s words flashed through his mind.  The ones which referred to him as a “bully” and “rogue.”  Weren’t such terms suitable for one who was so quick to use violence?  He remembered his father’s advice.  “Words before steel, Justin.  That is what separates knights from other fighting men, for a knight is willing to resolve differences in a peaceful manner, if possible.”  

So Justin glared back at the lout.  “And why is that, man,” he asked. 

The lout blinked; surprised that the fight he was looking for hadn’t begun at that instant.  “Well,” he said, considering.  “It’s his accursed taxes!  They were never so high before Geor came to the throne!”

“Aye,” Justin said, nodding.  “But that was before the neighboring kingdoms took a more aggressive stance against us.  Weapons, armor and soldiers needed to guard our borders cost money.  So raising taxes was unfortunately necessary.”

“Bah,” shouted the ruffian.  “I make little enough without that fool on the throne taking it away from me!”

Annoyed at the lout’s rude tone, Justin replied, “There is more to consider here than just yourself.  Without the taxes citizens pay to keep up our fortifications, there would be nothing to repel an invasion from our enemies.  They would overrun this land and take your home, your property, your woman!”  

“My home and property is hardly worth having,” the lout replied.  “And as for my woman, they can have her!  She talks too much!” 

Some people, who had gathered to hear the exchange, sniggered at this.  Justin, however, was irritated by the man’s short sightedness.  But then, he sighed and shook his head.

“You are a man of short sight and small mind.  I can see there is no getting through your selfish views.  I pity the kingdom if all of its citizenry were like you!”

Fury flashed in the ruffian’s eyes.  “Pity not the kingdom,” replied the ruffian through clenched teeth.  “Pity me since I have to continue paying Geor’s accursed taxes!”

“That, I find hard to do since I can plainly see that our King has not taxed you into starvation,” said Justin as he looked meaningfully at the lout’s broad gut.

The surrounding group of listeners chortled at the knight’s jibe.  The lout, however, being slow of wit, furrowed his eyebrows in confusion.  Then, they rose in ire as he realized the implication of the quip.  Lacking a witty retort, the lout snatched Justin’s mug and threw the contents into the young knight’s face.

Justin sputtered and almost fell backwards onto the floor.  Quickly, he rose, knocking his chair backwards and glared at the ruffian.  The tavern fell silent.  All eyes were on the two adversaries.

“By what weapon would you prefer to die, you ignorant oaf?!!” Justin shouted. 

 “So I have a choice, eh?”  The ruffian scoffed.  “Well, boy…I have a mighty pair of fists!  I’ll fight you with those, and no armor!”

In anticipation of the coming fight, the crowd in the tavern filed outside with Justin and the ruffian.  More people joined the throng outside the Inn to watch the brawl.  After the knight divested himself of his armor, he waited for the lout to strike the first blow.  Sure enough, the big man charged his great bulk at Justin, intending to knock him flat.  The thug swung a vicious blow toward Justin’s head, which the knight easily ducked.  The fist sped over him as the ruffian rushed by, off balance.  Before he could recover, Justin swung his own fist, which connected upon the thug’s skull with a mighty blow and knocked him to the ground, senseless.

The crowd cheered and rushed Justin with hearty backslaps and words of congratulations.   They led him back to the Inn where the innkeeper treated everyone to a round of tankards to celebrate.  He even allowed Justin and Ol’ Jade stay the night at no charge.  It turned out that the man Justin defeated was a bully and a braggart and nearly everyone was only too happy to see the ruffian taken down a notch or two.

The next day, fully rested, Justin and Ol’ Jade retrieved their horses and rode out of Doubledon.

“Perhaps word of my deeds on the kingdom’s behalf will reach Armston, Ol’ Jade,” said Justin.  “Then King Geor will know how I honor his laws and subjects and that I have shown myself worthy of a place in the Knights of the Citadel.”

“Perhaps, sire,” Ol’ Jade replied.

They traveled throughout the day until darkness closed in upon them.  So they found a comfortable spot in the wood to rest for the night.  So weary was Justin that he could barely remove his armor.  He fell asleep at once upon the soft bed of woodland pine needles.  

The next thing he knew, the old woman shook him awake.  “Sire!  Wake up, sire!”  Groggy, Justin sat up.

“Eh?  W-what is it, Ol’ Jade?”

“Sire, listen,” whispered Ol’ Jade in earnest.  “Voices, on the other side of the thicket!”

The young knight peered over the thicket at five armed men huddled around a fire.  Beside them was a cage containing three weeping women.

“A fine catch, today, men!” thundered one of the men at the fire.  “These women we captured from Doran will make excellent breeders for the slave mines of Elkon!”

“Aye,” said another.  “They will fetch us a fine price, they will!”

Slavers, Justin thought in disgust as he reached instinctively for his sword.

“Indeed, they will,” said another of the armed men.  “But for now, let us have a little fun!”  He opened the cage and roughly yanked one of the women out.  The woman screamed as her fellow captors sobbed and wept in protest.  Then the men began to tear off her clothes in a vicious gang rape.

Justin had seen and heard enough.  Without another thought, he leaped over the thicket with his sword drawn and into the clearing.  “SLAVER DOGS!  YOU’LL PAY FOR YOUR EVIL WITH YOUR LIVES!” he yelled at the top of his lungs.

Against overwhelming odds, the young knight charged upon the armed men, swinging his sword with skill as well as fury as the slavers parried his assault.  But being greater in number, the slavers swiftly recovered and fought back with their own swords and shields.  

Justin quickly realized that he had no chance to prevail.  Bereft of his armor, the slavers will cut him to ribbons in short order.  But even as the slavers closed in on him, Justin had no regrets.  Indeed, how could he live with himself if he had left those poor women to their horrible fate for the sake of his own life?  As a knight, that was simply not an option.  If he was to die, he was content to let death come to him this way, with a sword at his side and in mortal combat with evil.  What more suitable death could any knight ask for? 

Before the slavers dealt the final lethal blow upon Justin, an imposing figure emerged from the forest and stood in the light of the fire so that all could see him.

“ENOUGH!” the figure shouted.  And so compelling was his command that the battle ceased forthwith as they looked upon the him.  

Before them all stood a man who stood proud and erect as the firelight glittered on his fine armor.  Justin recognized him immediately.  This was none other than King Geor, King of Armston and head of the Knights of the Citadel!  

The five men with whom Justin fought knelt before him, as did the three women who had let themselves out of the cage.

“We are satisfied, sire,” said one of the men.  “Justin of Kurault has proven himself worthy.”

“Aye, worthy indeed!” said Ol’ Jade as she stepped from the thicket and into the firelight.

“If you say so, Olden Jade,” said the king.

“Olden?” said Justin as he looked in confusion from the old woman to King Geor.  He recognized that title.  It designated the highest level of wisdom in the Wiccan Order.

“Aye, Justin of Kurault,” said the king.  “The woman who has accompanied you since you left Paxton is Olden Jade, a witch of great wisdom, and trusted court mage of the Knights of the Citadel.” 

“At yer service,” said Olden Jade as she bowed to an astonished Justin.

“Ever since you arrived at Armston to ask to join the ranks of the Knights of the Citadel,” King Geor continued.  “I have been keeping close track of your deeds.  I even sent Olden Jade to join you on your journey to gauge your character.  Impressed, was I, that you vanquished the ogre at Paxton and freed the villagers of his reign of terror forever.  I was also impressed that you prevented a lynching and saw to it that my laws of due process were carried out, regardless of your personal feelings against those who practice the black arts.  I, too, admired the way you sparred with that fellow at the tavern with words before you turned to force.  That is a commendable quality in a knight.  And most of all, you have rushed to the defense of the helpless to save them from evil without a thought to yourself, never knowing that it was a ruse fabricated by my men.”

“You fought like a berserker!” said one of the Knights of the Citadel as he slapped Justin on the back.

“Aye, ye be havin’ courage, lad,” said Olden Jade.

“You have won their approval, and mine,” said King Geor as he approached the young knight.  “Now, Justin, kneel down, and receive the honor that you have for so long sought.”

Justin of Kurault sank slowly to one knee, pleased that he had passed the test and had proven himself worthy to join this noble assemblage of knights.

King Geor unsheathed his renowned Sword of Light, and laid it on the young knight’s shoulders.  “I, King Geor of Armston, dub thee Sir Justin, Knight of the Citadel.”  

Moved, Justin fought to choke back the tears he felt forming in his eyes.   He rose and was embraced by his king.  Then his fellow Knights of the Citadel gave him their congratulations as they welcomed him into their circle.  Olden Jade and the three women looked on in approval.  

Having joined the ranks of these noble knights at last, Justin promised himself that he would be the finest and most righteous knight he could be and make these men proud.  That he swore. 

THE END

