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Part One – Revolt in the Streets follows the harrowing yet inspiring journey of Étienne, a young Parisian father crushed beneath hunger, poverty, and despair as he struggles to provide for his wife and daughter in the final days of the Ancien Régime. When famine and injustice become unbearable, he joins the masses storming the Bastille, igniting the French Revolution.

Through fire, blood, and sacrifice, Étienne marches with his fellow citizens to Versailles, witnessing the fall of privilege as the monarchy trembles before the people’s fury. As France tears down the old order, Étienne grapples with hope and grief, torn between his love for family and the violence of change. The story crescendos with the execution of King Louis XVI, a moment of triumph and sorrow, leaving Étienne to wonder what liberty will truly demand of him, his family, and his nation.

Part Two - Ashes on the Snow - From the crowded streets of Paris to the endless steppes of the east, Étienne marches among half a million men toward a destiny whispered in the Emperor’s name—glory, conquest, immortality. But behind the banners and drums lies only hunger, ruin, and despair. As villages burn, comrades fall, and Moscow itself becomes a smouldering trap, Étienne begins to see the terrible truth: France’s greatest triumph may be its greatest folly.

Sustained by memories of his family and bound by a desperate will to survive, Étienne must endure the fire of battle and the cruelty of winter. Each step westward on the retreat from Moscow becomes a battle not just against the Cossacks and the cold, but against despair itself.

Liberty’s Flame is a sweeping, emotional tale of one man’s journey through the turbulent period of The French Revolution and then years later trust into the heart of Napoleon’s doomed Russian campaign—a story of survival, sacrifice, and the fragile light of hope that even war cannot extinguish.
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Dedication
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For all those who marched into history, known and unknown—

fathers, sons, brothers, and friends—

who carried hope through fire and snow,

and for the families who waited, prayed, and endured.
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Part One



Revolt in the Streets
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"No sire, it’s not a revolt; it’s a revolution." 

- François Alexandre Frédéric de La Rochefoucauld, responding to King Louis XVI after the storming of the Bastille

––––––––
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“It is the nature of human beings, and especially of the mediocre ones, to wish to change

everything. They desire it all the more because they know popularity will accrue rather to those who disturb than to those who maintain order.”


― Marie Antoinette



––––––––
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“Unless you do everything for liberty, you have done nothing. There are no two ways of being free: one must be entirely free, or become a slave once more.”

― Maximilien Robespierre
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Chapter I – Bread and Bitter Tears
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The stench of rot lingered in the narrow Rue des Martyrs, where Paris groaned under a summer heat of 1789 that turned poverty into something rancid. Flies buzzed over empty barrels and fetid gutters, and even the cats had grown gaunt and desperate. Inside a crumbling tenement, Étienne Moreau held his sleeping daughter against his chest, her ribs sharp beneath her thin shift. His wife, Léonie, sat cross-legged near the hearth where no fire had burned last winter.

The loaf they had split the night before was gone. Étienne had walked the length of the Faubourg Saint-Antoine that morning and found nothing—no bread, no work, no answers. The master carpenter who once employed him had shuttered his doors. The baker’s prices had doubled again. Flour was scarce. But hunger? Hunger was everywhere.

He turned to Léonie, watching her as she dozed with her back against the peeling wall, pale and bruised with weariness. She was twenty-three and looked ten years older.

“We cannot stay like this,” Étienne whispered.

Her eyes opened slightly. “What choice do we have?”

“I’ve heard the people are rising,” he said. “They gather at Palais-Royal, they speak of arms. Of rights. Of vengeance.”

She didn’t answer, but he saw the shadow pass across her face. In the silence, their daughter stirred, her small hand clutching Étienne’s shirt as if she feared being left behind.

“God forgive me,” he murmured, kissing her dark curls. “But I must go.”
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Chapter II – The Spark in the Square
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The Palais-Royal pulsed with fervour. Men shouted above makeshift pulpits, and pamphlets fluttered like doves over the crowd. Étienne had never heard such words spoken aloud: Liberté. Fraternité. Droits de l'homme.

He pressed through the masses toward a man standing atop a wine cask—Camille Desmoulins, a lawyer, feverish with rage and brilliance.

“To arms!” Desmoulins cried. “They will take our voice, our bread, our very lives if we do not rise! The Bastille holds not only prisoners but the weight of tyranny itself!”

The crowd roared. Étienne’s fists clenched. He had known only hunger, not politics. But the cause was simple enough: his family starved while aristocrats dined on pheasant. There could be no peace with such injustice.

“Where do we find weapons?” someone shouted.

“There is a gunsmith on the Rue Saint-Honoré,” Desmoulins replied. “Take what is yours. France belongs to her people!”

And just like that, the crowd surged. Étienne was swept into it, running with men who hours earlier had been cobblers and coopers. Now, they were soldiers of the Revolution.
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Chapter III – Blood at the Gates
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The Bastille loomed like a fortress from a darker age—high stone walls, black iron gates, and bastions bristling with cannon. It had once struck fear into any who dared defy the crown. Now, it stood against a tidal wave of fury.

Étienne gripped a musket, stolen from an abandoned armoury. His hands shook not from fear but exhaustion and rage. All around him, men shouted, banners flew, and the thunder of cannon echoed in the July air.
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