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Foreword

This novel is complete fabrication,
from beginning to end. That being said, I thought it would make
great story-telling to fabricate, “What would have happened
if…”

As mentioned earlier, the
historical figures are real in name, only. Their actions and
character development are not reflective of any such actual
occurrence.

* * * * *

In the modern age, we should be
able to do our research, come up with a theory, put that theory to
the test, and stick to our guns. Very rarely is a long-held belief,
one that is core to our being and entrenched in historical fact,
shaken to its very core and possibly be reinvented as something
completely removed from the original. Just imagine the uproar in
one’s family when one learns they are adopted, or some other dark
family secret is suddenly revealed. Imagine the disappointment when
family lore is trashed on national television because an
antiquities dealer determines a family heirloom is not what it was
purported to be (as seen on Antiques Roadshow.)

Many, many times, a long-held
belief is challenged, only to receive wide acclaim and accepted by
scholars as fact. Not all that long ago, Barry James Marshall, AC,
FRS, FAA, rocked the medical establishment that bacterium Helicobacter
pylori (H.
pylori) is the cause of most peptic ulcers,
reversing decades of medical doctrine holding that ulcers were
caused by stress, spicy foods, and too much acid. This, according
to Wikipedia (http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Barry_Marshall)
that details the research involved. He was the laughing stock of
the medical establishment, but not for long.

Prior to 1956, the Holy Grail was
the story of legend, of heroic or epic quests. Lives have been lost
and others put on hold as treasure seekers, Knights Templar, even
Adolph Hitler, were on a relentless mission to find the one, true
cup. But then, in 1956, it began to change…

In France, Noel Corbu, Pierre
Plantard and Philippe de Cherissy, believed that the Holy Grail
legend was something completely removed from the original tale,
based on a change in inflection of pronunciation: The word
sangraal originally revealed as san graal – Holy
Grail, was now sang raal – Royal Blood. Is the
cup that caught the blood of Jesus by Joseph of Arimathea, the cup
held by Jesus at the Last Supper, really a reference to the
off-spring of Jesus of Nazareth and Mary Magdalene, a girl named
Sarah? The debate rages on, courtesy of Wikipedia: http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Sangraal#Modern_interpretations
as well as http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Priory_of_Sion#Myth.
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Prologue

370 BCE

The greatest flash of lightning
erupted and lit up the night as bright as day. The forking bolts
flickered, and the tumultuous eruption of thunder rocked the
fledgling ship and its crew to the very depths of their souls. The
ship careened over the crest of the wave and down into the deep
trough between crests. The tempest was, indeed, winning the war of
the mightiest. A gigantic wave crashed over the bow of the ship,
and the deckhands braced themselves for the onslaught. The
deckhands were thrown from their positions; they were no match for
the ferociousness of the surging waters. The ships were now
hopelessly lost to each other; although, their plan to replicate
their most prized possession had been most fortuitous.

* * * * *

Just three years earlier, no one
had ever imagined they would be where they were now. They had left
Tyre with three ships and had no difficulties, favourable winds and
mostly clear skies. The inclement weather they did encounter was
nothing more than rain and gusts that were well below the tolerance
of the crafted vessels. The three captains were brothers, all
skilful veterans of the high seas. The Mediterranean was known to
have varying winds and sudden storms. The lack of such impediments
spurned them to the Pillars of Hercules.

No one had dared venture past the
Pillars of Hercules. Their world was the Mediterranean Sea, as well
as the Black Sea. They were traders, not adventurers. Their
established routes took them to Sardinia, Malta, Carthage, and
southern Spain. The god of the sea, Yamm, would see them through to
the end of their quest, as long as they prayed and worshiped, which
they did as often as they could.

* * * * *

The storm had not relented for
several hours. They were the best sailors the world had ever known,
but nothing could have prepared them for the struggle to survive
the situation in which they all found themselves.

“I don’t think we’re going to
make it”, shouted the helmsman, as he struggled with the wheel
against the force of the waves on the stern of the ship. The
helmsman was a master at navigation. He had been a sailor longer
than anyone else in the fleet and never, ever had he experienced a
more ferocious night than the one in which they found themselves
now, not even at sea. It was unimaginable that this could ever
happen on a fresh-water lake.

“As long as one of us makes it,
it will be worth the risk…”

The captain was cut short by a
brilliant flash and ear-splitting crescendo, with shards of
splintered wood careening through the air, as a bolt struck the
mast of the ship, tearing the ship in two.

“I have the…”

The deck hand was swept overboard
by a massive wave crashing over the starboard side, as the two
halves of the ship, the bow and the stern, gave way from the mast.
The waters were littered with bodies, both flailing and inert, and
those with a sense of what was happening began grasping for
flotation devices; anything that would prevent them from being
consumed by the dark, cold, angry waters. The deckhand held his
grip firmly around their most coveted object in their possession.
Their cargo was expendable, but not this. He fought the fatigue,
the relentless wind and surging waves, only to lose his grip before
he himself succumbed to his fate.

As the captain realized he was one
of very few that was still alive, he could not fathom the end this
way. He remembered how good it was when they arrived.

* * * * *

Their mission had been a resounding
success: They had found their way there, and they needed to show
the world what was here. Their hosts were not unexpected, but their
hospitality spoke of the true nature of giving. They wanted for
nothing and taught the captains and their crew many things over the
two years of their encampment.

It wasn’t just their cargo that was
going to make a difference in their lives. The golden colour was
beautiful in abundance, and it would be put to very good use. The
captains had made sure that their holds were not overflowing, that
they had enough food to embark on the return trip home. They had
speared many fish on the way and had found many new species during
their trek. The rainwater was collected in barrels to go with the
wine and ale they already had. They were primarily fishermen after
all, and nothing would prevent them from providing freshly caught
fish for themselves. During the good, calm weather, the three ships
would be close together, and they would frolic in the water and
enjoy banquets of fish, salted meat and vegetables until they ran
out.

* * * * *

As the captain realized his dilemma
was exceedingly dark, he could only hope at least one of the other
two would make it. He struggled towards the deckhand, but it was to
no avail. Their separation grew until they were out of sight of
each other.

Minutes went by that were
exceedingly long. The captain’s breathing became more and more
laboured as the cold, dark grip of hypothermia began throttling his
bloodied throat. The numbing cold of the vengeful waters had laid
claim to the ship, and as the captain closed his eyes out of
extreme fatigue, he imagined the day when the world would know the
truth – and, upon seeing a great light, the captain eased his grip
of the final remnant of his once mighty ship, and drifted off into
eternity.
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Part I


Chapter 1

Mount
Vernon, late autumn,
1788

The messenger presented the letter and
left abruptly.

“Close the
door, please, Elisha.”

“Yes, Master Washington.” Elisha, their most trusted slave, who had been in the
Washington home for many years, complied immediately.

The
Washington homestead, Mount
Vernon, was a classic colonial three-storey plantation home. Its
majestic 8-column veranda, accentuated by its red roofing tiles,
exuded its elegance on four acres on the banks of the Potomac
River; it had been the place where the Washingtons called “home”.
There were 19 buildings, including a: storehouse; smokehouse;
washhouse; coach house; stable; and many others. The layout was a
semi-circle with the rear of the house facing the river. The
grounds were complemented by the upper and lower gardens, the
Paddock and the fruit garden. Affairs of state were often settled
on the grounds with members of the Cabinet or visiting
dignitaries.

Washington was born into a wealthy Virginia tobacco plantation
family. The loss of both his father and brother early on had
pressed him to join the colonial forces during the initial phase of
the French and Indian War. Washington quickly proved he was a
fighter, and rose quickly
through the ranks. He earned the rank of commander-in-chief of the
Continental Army during the Revolutionary War. After presiding over
the drafting the U.S. Constitution in 1787, the presidency was not
far behind.

Many an
evening were spent tending to the gardens or just strolling down to
the bank of the Potomac. Martha was just as trusted an advisor as
was a member of the
Cabinet.

“I’m thinking
perhaps another amendment is warranted.” Washington would muse,
walking slowly with his head down, and his hands together behind
his back.

And so, the debate would begin. “I
think the people would agree,” was Martha’s standard reply in the
end.

The interior of
the main building (Mount Vernon proper) was, to say the least,
breathtaking. The entryway mimicked rich mahogany, albeit pine
paneling, with a magnificent walnut staircase. The front parlor, to
the left, was bathed in blue and contained one of two fireplaces on
the main level. In the little parlor, opposite the entryway, there
was a gorgeous pinet, violin and German flute for the stepchildren,
Patsy and Jacky. Opposite the little parlor was the downstairs
bedchamber, one of ten bedrooms. This main-level bedroom was
reserved for extra guests of the 1735 vintage home. The small
dining room was next to the downstairs bedchamber and coloured
lively green. Beyond the bedchamber and small dining room was the
study, which contained the second fireplace, an extensive bookcase,
a globe and a private staircase leading to the master bedroom. It
was here that Washington began his day, usually between 4 and 5
a.m. The tall secretary and walnut desk were fixtures of a Virginia
plantation study. The large dining room was opposite the study, the
second of the two wings. This was reserved for formal dining, for
dignitaries, cabinet members or special occasions. The baby blue
décor was a somber reminder of the childlessness of the
Washingtons.

Martha
gave birth to four children by
her first husband, Daniel Parke Curtis. The last surviving child,
Jacky, died in 1781.

Upstairs was the Lafayette Room, the
choice of the Washingtons for overnight guests. Martha’s niece,
Nelly, had her own bedroom. The master bedroom was directly above
the study.

The
third level comprised the cupola
and the Martha Room, to which Martha retreated in her final
years.

It was
shortly before 8:00 when the messenger had arrived.
Washington took his seat at his desk in
the study and opened the letter. It read:

“November 6,
1788

“Dearest George,

“It
has been many months since our last get-together. I have received
important word that I need to share with you at the earliest
possible time. At my age, I can no longer make the journey to Mount
Vernon alone, requiring a lengthy entourage. Perhaps you can avail
yourself here? Until then.

“Sincerely, Ben”

Washington pondered over what possibly this could be. Luckily,
the messenger had arrived just
after daybreak, allowing for a days’ travel today.

“Martha, MARTHA!”

The door opened
immediately and Martha appeared in the doorway. “My goodness
George, I was right outside the door.”

“Martha, I must go to visit Ben. It’s
a matter of state.”

The truth was, Washington had no clue
as to what the letter pertained. It was not coded, yet did not
divulge anything that could be intercepted.

“Of course, dear. You should leave at
once.”

“Alert the
stable hand for me would you?”

“Yes, dear. At once.”

Martha scurried
off and carried out her husband’s wishes. He glanced back at the
letter, turning it over in case he had missed something on the
reverse side; he hadn’t. He was puzzled that such a strange letter
could come from his most trusted friend. He thought that, perhaps,
there was no crisis per se, but rather a pending health scare.
After all, Ben was in his eighties, and Ben certainly wasn’t going
to be around forever. He quickly dismissed the health theory in
favour of a more cryptic cypher. Perhaps it merited more study.
That was more Thomas’s line of intrigue, not his.

* * * * *

During
the 4-day journey to
Philadelphia, Washington thought of everything from another war
with the British, to problems with the Declaration of Independence.
Knowing Ben Franklin as well as he did, this was a matter of utmost
urgency. Perhaps the fledgling country was on the brink of a legal
melodrama. Perhaps his candidacy for president was jeopardized.
Whatever the issue, Ben was doing the right thing. Over the course
of several decades, it had been Franklin who had pointed out the
serious flaws of the Constitution, the make-up of government and
many, many other affairs of state. When Franklin wrote to anyone,
that someone dropped whatever they were doing and responded
immediately, and that was exactly what Washington was
doing.

* * * * *

He
arrived late in the evening of the fourth day. The slave, Gwenda, ushered him in to the study
without delay. She knew as well that a matter of national
importance hung in the balance.

“So good to see you my dear friend,” Ben opened.
“Please, do come in.”

It was
a rare time when they got together, especially in
Philadelphia. But Franklin was
82 now, and travel was a thing of the past. Washington was much
younger at 57, and soon to be president.

Ben
ushered Washington into the
study. The study was decorated in a dark, deep, rich, mahogany
paneling. Franklin had a robust desk, a globe on a floor stand, and
various portraits of past accomplishments. His pride and joy was
the stirring portrait of the signing of the Declaration of
Independence. It was his favourite piece, and he had spent hours
staring at it, remembering and savouring the moment from more than
twenty years before. He also had in the study the key mounted on
the wall from his famous and nearly fatal kite-flying escapade to
prove that lightning was electricity. How he escaped electrocution
remained a life-long mystery to him. Every time he looked at it, he
shuddered, shook his head, and chuckled to himself. He had always
been a little off-balance, so he had been told.

“It’s so good to see you too, Ben!” Washington finally replied, embracing his lifelong
friend in a great bear hug.

“Likewise, my learned friend. Please, have a seat.”

Washington
pulled the second chair in the study away from the wall and brought
it closer to the desk. It was a rocking chair, a rocker Ben
cherished, but yielded the right of way for his great friend,
George Washington. Franklin could use it anytime, but today, he had
a very special visitor.

“I am most
intrigued by your story you are about to tell. Your letter was most
tantalizing.”

Washington never wanted to admit he
was scared stiff. The beads of sweat were not so apparent.

“Why thank you, George.” Ben said, slowly settling himself in the easy chair by the
desk. He was nursing a tall glass of medicinal brandy.

“I admit I was
most disturbed by the visit I had those months ago. And now, I am
at a loss as to what should be done about it. I was at my desk when
there was a knock at the door.”

Washington eased, somewhat,
and drew nearer; his chiseled face narrowed with the eyes of a
general about to destroy the enemy. The revolutionary war was a
little over 10 years in the past now, and Washington still
commanded a general’s respect, even though he was retired from the
army the past five years. He placed his chin over his right thumb,
with his fingers curled loosely round. His intense stare gave
Franklin the reassurance that he, Washington, was taking this very
seriously.

“As usual, Gwenda answered the door
and ushered in our guest to the sitting room while I was finishing
up in my study.”

Ben took a moment to raise
his glass and, as an afterthought, remembered he was
hosting.

“My goodness,
George, I completely forgot. What can I get you?”

“The usual of course!”

“Right, then.”
Ben rang for Gwenda and she appeared almost instantly.

Gwenda had been in the employ of the
Franklin household for 13 years. Her mannerisms and pleasant
disposition had warmed Franklin’s innards through many a crisis. He
could not imagine life without her. Thomas had recommended her, and
thankfully Ben had heeded his advice.

“Madeira for my good friend, if you
please, Gwenda.”

“Of course Master Franklin.” Gwenda
disappeared as fast as she had arrived.

“Do continue, please, Ben.”

“Yes, um…oh, the sitting room, yes. He
was a strange sort of fellow, with red skin and long braided
hair.”

“Ah, an Indian, no
less.”

“That was what
he was, yes. Chief Featherdown, from the northern territory. He
told me an interesting tale stemming from a visit from a friend of
mine. You remember John Mitchell?”

* * * * *

John
Mitchell was born in 1711, the son of a wealthy Virginia family in Northern Neck. After having
spent some time in Scotland, at Edinburgh University studying
medicine, Mitchell returned to Virginia to practice medicine, and
study local botany. In 1746, as a result of ill health, he and his
wife set sail for England. It was in London where Mitchell produced
his famous map of North America, known as the Mitchell Map. The
Mitchell Map was flawed in that the Mississippi River’s beginnings,
in Lake Itasca, was much further south than the map indicated. This
became a bone of contention with a future treaty – the Treaty of
Paris.

The Treaty of Paris of 1783 ended
hostilities between Great Britain and her American colonies. The
treaty called for the international boundary between the United
States and the remaining British territory to run through Lake of
the Woods to the north-western most point, and from there, due west
to the Mississippi River. The problem was that the Mississippi was
too far south to intersect with that line. The Treaty was based on
the Mitchell Map of roughly 1756, to be used during the
negotiations required to enact the treaty, which showed the
Mississippi running much further north than it actually was.
Mitchell had produced an initial map in 1750 but had made
corrections to it and republished the map as early as 1756.

* * * * *

“Of course I remember Mitchell. His
map is the basis for knowing where we are.”

“Yes,” Franklin
replied. “Yes, quite right. Anyway, this fellow told me of their
encounter with Mitchell and our Indian friend went to give him
something.”

“I see,” Washington mused.

“Well, as it turns out, Mitchell’s travels were far from over.
Regrettably, for our Indian friend, Mitchell was not going
anywhere near
here, so he decided to make the
delivery himself. That is when he told me the frightening tale of
long ago that strangers had visited their land. He then give me
these.”

Ben opened the
drawer of his desk and produced a series of vellum scrolls, each
tied with a red ribbon, as well as one other thing. He slowly undid
the ribbons and untraveled the scrolls. Washington drew even closer
– his close scrutiny revealing a learning mind absorbing all that
was in front of the alluring eyes. The scrolls were faded and
tearing at the edges. Ben was extremely careful not to incur any
additional damage. He flattened them as best he could on the desk
in front of him.

“What is that for?” Washington inquired, pointing to the object beside the
scrolls.

“Who knows?”
Franklin retorted, raising his hands, palms up, and arching his
shoulders.

Washington’s eyebrows arched in
astonishment.

“Well, let’s focus on
these then. Is that native language?” Washington asked of the
top-most scroll.

“Yes, George.
It speaks of a treasure buried in the north. The gentleman
translated it for me. The translation reads:”

“They came from afar under darkest
skies from a land unknown to us. We gave them all that was ours to
give and showed them many things. They taught us about their way of
life, how they had travelled across the great lake to the
east…”

“They’re talking about other Indians visiting them, are they?”

“I think not, my friend. Let me read
on.”

“…across the great lake to the east and
had lost many men as the great storm
struck. Their legacy is buried deep in a shipwreck.”

“Well, whoever it was, never made it back, I
suppose.”

“Here’s the clincher, George. The
final sentence proved beyond any doubt in my mind.”

“When they had been here
for a while, they had taught us more than we can ever learn about
one man. The red cross on the main sail was a sign for all of
us.”

The two men
stared at each other just as Gwenda arrived with the Madeira. Ben
quickly covered up the scrolls as the door was opening. George
turned to Gwenda.

“Ah, thank you, Gwenda.”

“Yes, Master Washington,” was Gwenda’s
standard reply. She quickly left the two gentlemen alone in the
study.

George turned
to Ben and said, rather gravely, “Then that means that what’s down
there is…”

Ben grinned,
raising his eyebrows above his spectacles as he took them off with
his hand. He closed his eyes and dabbed his face with a
handkerchief from his breast pocket. His chubby face was graced by
his greying, shoulder-length hair and balding forehead.

“The treasure of
the Templars,” they announced in
unison.
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Chapter 2

La Rochelle, France – October
1307

“Yes, my lord, the repairs are
complete.’

“Good, then,” the Marquis replied,
tapping his foot impatiently. “We must gather the others for
Chapter at once.”

The messenger turned to leave.

“Announce to them it will be
on-board the Falcon.”

The messenger looked at the
Marquis; his face was full of doubt.

“Not the Temple Rose?”

“You have your orders,” the
Marquis shouted for all to hear.

“Yes, my lord.”

The messenger hurried down the
steps of the lowest deck to the gangplank and scurried down and out
of sight. René d’Anjou, Marquis de La Rochelle, was not leaving
anything to chance. He had received word from the Grand Master and
the Grand Master’s orders were never to be questioned. The Marquis
was a man of honour and he certainly exuded honour. His stance was
such that, even at 48, he stood proud and tall, with a slender but
toned build, a high, flat forehead and grey hair that draped over
the shoulders of his white tunic, the red cross of the Templars
emblazoned across the front. His eyes were brown, yet penetrating.
His long, slender nose was slightly curved leftward and the long
scar on his left cheek told of a brush with death from many years
before. The massacre at Acre in 1291 had left reminders of its
macabre outcome on survivors alike. He had been one of the lucky
few to set sail out of Acre after the siege with all his limbs
intact and, limping back to France, able to start anew at La
Rochelle.

The Marquis had been born of a
land-owning French baron, André d’Anjou, Marquis de La Rochelle.
André told his first-born, on the day of his 18th
birthday, to go with him for a walk in the fields. That’s when René
was informed of his heritage. René was the first-born of a
first-born of a first-born. His father, grandfather and
great-grandfather were all inducted into the Order. René’s rising
through the ranks, thanks to his heritage, won him accolades
throughout the Order. He had met Jacques de Molay only once, at de
Molay’s installation in Cyprus. He had seen de Molay on various
occasions, but had no direct contact except for that one time.
René’s accolades had won him high acclaim among the Executive and
de Molay was not about to forget. Upon arrival, just before
stepping off the boat, he was summoned to the Temple Rose.
There he was informed he was acting Grand Master.

La Rochelle was a beehive of
activity. Founded in the 10th century, La Rochelle began
as a small fishing village on France’s west coast, jutting out into
the Bay of Biscay, and sheltered by two large islands – l’Île de Ré
and l’Île de Bain. Ever since the charter of 1139 from Eleanor of
Aquitaine, granting the Templars mills and exempting them from
their duties, the Knights Templar continued to prosper, bringing
their fleet of 18 ships, along with their Grand Master, Jacques de
Molay, from Cyprus after the fall of Acre; the last bastion in
Christendom in the Holy Land was no more.

La Rochelle was nestled in a valley
surrounded by rolling hills, hills manned by Templar lookout
stations. The eyes of the Templars were on the sea, as well as the
hills, looking for marauders, warring barbarians, or perhaps, the
king’s henchmen. The highest point, Mont Vue, allowed the Templars
to see the main roads from the north, east and south into La
Rochelle.

The Marquis was acting Grand Master
while de Molay was in hiding. Jacques de Molay was clever enough to
stay out of the day-to-day operations of the Templars, especially
in France at this particular time. There was trouble brewing and de
Molay needed the rank and file to fall in line with unquestioning
loyalty. The Marquis was the true messenger and the assembled
knights would not accept the Chapter meeting orders as binding
unless it came directly from de Molay. Jacques de Molay had already
taken care of this.

The two main ships, the
Falcon and the Temple Rose, were the pride of the
Templar fleet. Each was a leading ship with billowing sails,
multiple decks and crafted for royalty. Those of the rank and file
aboard lacked for nothing and enjoyed the perks of the senior
ranks. The two ships were anchored in line with each other; the
Temple Rose being in front was slightly larger than the
Falcon. The fleet was always kept ready to set sail, filled
with all the required supplies for six months at sea. The only ship
not to be filled was the Falcon, but there was a reason for
that.

With the repairs to the Temple
Rose complete, the fleet could depart at a moment’s notice.

* * * * *

The Marquis entered the cargo hold
of the great ship. Everyone was present, even though it was a tight
squeeze. The Marquis made his way to the far end, the bow of the
ship and, with some assistance, climbed atop a crate of wine.

“I have a message from the Grand
Master, Jacques de Molay.”

There was a collective gasp and
murmuring throughout the assembled men.

“Quiet, please!”

The Marquis produced a scroll,
sealed in wax with the seal of the Knights Templar, the cross. The
seal was examined by the senior members and authenticated as coming
from the Grand Master. The seal was then broken, the scroll
unrolled and the acting Grand Master cleared his throat and began
to read it aloud:

“My dearest brethren,

As you know, the king, Philip
the Fair of France, is bankrupt. I have it on good authority that
the king is to lay claim to our finances in the hopes of
replenishing the Royal Treasury. This is, in fact, a ploy to
finance his war with the English. We will not stand for this. I am
therefore issuing the following decree…”

The Marquis paused. He eyed
everyone in the crowd individually. There was no denying that
unequivocal loyalty to the command of the Grand Master was absolute
and any, even the slightest resistance, was grounds for dismissal
from their ranks and most likely death by hanging.

On the night of Thursday,
October 12, in the year of our Lord, thirteen hundred and seven,
the fleet shall depart La Rochelle, as instructed by the Marquis de
La Rochelle, René d’Anjou.

Signed Jacques de Molay, Grand
Master, October 1, 1307.

The assembled crowd was as silent
as could be.

* * * * *

“Prepare the fleet for
departure!”

The sun had set less than an hour
earlier and the Falcon had been fully loaded. The remaining
trunks, those coveted trunks that the Catholic Church so
desperately desired, were already in place; Jacques de Molay had
seen to that personally. They had their special place on-board
their designated ship. Jacques de Molay’s orders to the Marquis had
been crystal clear: Do not open the second scroll until everything
has been stowed. The Marquis broke the seal of the second scroll in
his study and unravelled the scroll:

“My dearest René,

“You have been my chosen
replacement for many years. It is with great sadness that I state I
shall never see you again, for tomorrow brings the wrath of the
king and his unholy pope upon our ranks. You must take the lead in
settling our brethren in their new surroundings. I have instructed
our Scottish brother knights to be expecting our Frankish brethren
for a time. Perhaps that time is short, perhaps it is long. Only
Philip knows the truth, and he does not see it.”

Tears began rolling down the
Marquis’ face as he remembered those days in Acre when de Molay had
saved him from a fatal fall from a tower to certain death on the
rocks below.

“You are to ensure the fleet
makes its way to the Isle of Arran in Scotland. Robert the Bruce
has granted us asylum on Arran indefinitely. He will most likely be
involving our brethren in the war with the English. Of that I am
certain.

“I have a special task for you.
There is a third scroll that I have for you to see, but more on
that a little later.

“As for the trunks, I give you
the following orders.”

The Marquis read the remainder of
the scroll and called for his assistant to instruct him. Once the
assistant had been instructed and had departed, he opened the third
scroll. What was revealed to him sent a chill throughout his entire
body.
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Chapter 3

Cyprus – spring, 1301, six years
earlier

In the ten years since the fall of
Acre, the Templars were beginning to re-establish themselves on the
island of Cyprus. The holy land was still tantalizingly close by,
but their numbers needed to continue growing steadily.

“Perhaps another twenty years or
so,” he pondered.

Jacques de Molay was a towering
figure of a man, with a long pointed nose, a prominent and
protruding brow, and a long, flowing beard of grey. At 53, he still
carried himself with the dignity exemplified to him be his
predecessor, Thibaud Gaudin. Gaudin had been severely wounded and
died shortly after their arrival in Cyprus. His dying words were
this: “And I make you Grand Master by the power vested in me.” And
with that, Jacques de Molay had been installed as Grand Master of
the Knights Templar.

Gaudin’s predecessor, Guillaume de
Beaujeu, had been Grand Master for 18 years before being felled at
Acre. While still fighting along side Gaudin, he installed Gaudin
as acting Grand Master, as not being as skilled a swordsman as
Gaudin, Guillaume rightly feared for his life. He had barely gotten
out the words when he was sliced in two by the wide scythe of a
Saracen warrior.

In the ten years since then, de
Molay had focussed on some day returning and recapturing Acre. The
Muslim infidel, a title ascribed by the Templars, ruled supreme
over the holy land and would continue uninterrupted for some
time.

De Molay was deep in thought
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