
My Place at the Round Table 

 “If I were not Alexander I would be Diogenes.” Alexander the Great once said this upon 

crossing paths with the cynical philosopher.  Why would a man as great as this wish to be 

anyone else?  Fame and fortune, certainly not, for Diogenes had the former and did not want the 

latter.  Perhaps peace of mind and contentment; perhaps it was the desire to escape from the 

burden that weighs heavily on a persons shoulders.  We are who we are, regardless of who we 

desire to become.  However, this does not prevent us from relating to the trials and fortunes of 

others.  With literature, one has to find a way to relate to the characters involved if they wish to 

understand their literary counterparts, let alone enjoy their stories.  It is through this connection 

that people can learn more about themselves. As for me, my bond with literature has warped into 

a form of self identification.   

 Some of my earliest memories—most of my childhood for that matter—was filled with 

the legends and myths of the past.  Knights in shining armor and their chivalric deeds quickly 

caught my attention and for the longest time, held sway over my literary endeavors.  It was 

through the great deeds and noble quests of the Knights of the Table Round that allowed me to 

find out who I was and more importantly, who I was not.   

 If I were not me, perhaps I would be Sir Bedivere, sword brother to Artoris Rex, the Once 

and Future King.  Both of our reputations tend to proceeded us, but neither one of us are that 

well known outside of court.  We both have issues following orders when disobeying them 

would be to our advantage.  Unlike my predecessor, I know not of my ability to relinquish so 

great a treasure as Excalibur should it fall into my hands to return to the Lady of the Lake.  

 Perhaps, Sir Kay is a better fit for my personality.  Both of us have had to live down our 

words and misdeeds of judging a fellow knight on their appearance and station before it is truly 



known.  Although I have never had the honor of bestowing a name upon a fellow knight, I do not 

doubt that I too would misjudge a brother in arms.  Kay’s position as Arthur’s seneschal is not 

fitting for me. I do not have the patience required of a Lord Marshall and keeper of the peace.  

 Given our respective hot headed temperaments, Sir Gawain would be a better match.  

Each one of us would, and has, risked much for our comrades, regardless of how sensible it is.  

Our brash decisions have a tendency to get us into trouble that would be simply avoided by 

taking the time to look at something logically.  ‘Though I wish it was otherwise, I seriously 

doubt my ability to uphold my end of the barging in the Beheading Game.  Even if it was a test, 

unbeknownst to me, I do not think I would be able to withstand the final blow without flinching. 

 Now that I am older and a little more patient with things, a more even temperament finds 

me.  From this, Sir Bors holds a stronger similarity than the aforementioned Knights.  Both of us 

are commonly overlooked by our peers, not for lack of skill, but humility and anonymity are the 

preferred methods of carrying out a task.  Both of us have been called on to save damsels in 

distress and have been offered various rewards, but I cannot claim to have been given someone’s 

blessing for me to take their hand in marriage, let alone their innocence.  Should either one be 

offered, I do not think that I have the piety to resist such temptation.  

 Due to such failings, another knight would be a better comparison. Perchance, Sir 

Percival would be a better match.  Each of us has had our reputations augmented by the words of 

others despite our more or less humble origins into the realm of common knowledge.  God 

knows all to well that we have missed many chances, sometimes our only ones, to do what is 

right and necessary out of a failure to pay attention, or listen to the advice that has been given to 

us by others far wiser than ourselves.  The deciding difference between us, is that Percival was 



skilled enough to remedy the errors of his arrogance and relieve the Fisher King from his 

affliction while I have yet to atone for my misdeeds in a manner befitting my station.  

 Since arrogance has been my downfall, Sir Lancelot would be a better parallel.  Whatever 

reputation we might have gained through our skill at arms, it has, and will, forever be tainted by 

out betrayal of those we hold dear to us.  Neither one of us had intended to do so intentionally, 

but our hearts betrayed us when we both should have ignored our desires and listened to our 

head.  At the very least, we should have respected the status quo and remained at a distance.  

What is done is done.  Both of us have to live with our shame, but I have neglected the way of a 

hermit, and the strengths that earned my reputation were of an intellectual pursuit rather than 

skill of arms.   

 As I have already mentioned, I am not the most pious person thus I am denied the honor 

enjoyed by Sir Galahad as the Grail Knight, nor do I have the charisma, temperament or 

parentage to be King.  I am fine with this for fame and glory are not the most desirable things for 

me.  Like Cato before me, I would rather people ask why I have no monument than why I have 

one once I am dead.  I have always been an outsider on the fringe of things looking in.  I am 

content with this for it is a comfort to know that it is this way that I am of the most use.  The only 

other who found comfort in seclusion is the Emrys. 

 If I were not me, I would be Merlin.  Neither one of us has the ambition for a seat at the 

Table Round.  We are content to sit in the shadows and manipulate things from the outside for 

the benefit of what we have created before us.  We share an unfortunate parentage that is better 

off forgotten.  Our past is best kept to ourselves despite the guesses of others who would know 

our past to know our future which difficult since we have been cursed to live this life backwards.  



There is a blessing in this though.  It is through this that we have our “second sight” or 

knowledge of our pasts that allow us to predict what will come in the future.   

Unlike my counterpart, I age just the same as my fellow mortals. The difference is that 

the older I get, the closer I get to my beginning. I started off following Gilgamesh as he sought 

immortality. I gave witness to Zeus over thrown the Titans. I withdrew from the siege to watch 

swift footed Achilles strike down Hector and drag his body around the mighty walls of Troy 

before they were raised to the ground.  I sat silently thorough the trial of Socrates and listened to 

Aristotle as he tutored young Alexander.  I sat quietly as Augustine confessed his many sins.   I 

feasted at Beowulf’s hall as he celebrated his many victories.  I walked with Dante as he walked 

through Hell, Purgatory and Heaven.  I failed as Merlin’s successor seeing as we both witnessed 

our destruction at hands of one we loved dearly and did nothing but bring about its passing. 

 While I am not confined to live out my life in a crystal cave, under a stone, or trapped 

within a tree, I sometimes wish it were so.  Oh well, at least I still have my books to keep my 

company in my brokenhearted isolation.          

 

 

 


