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Paris, October 13, 1307
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The night breathed cold.

A dense, heavy fog lay over the River Seine, like a shroud spread upon a dead city. The streets were empty; only the occasional footstep of a guard echoed from the bridge that led toward the Temple — the fortress at the heart of Paris, where the knights of the Holy Sepulchre guarded not only weapons and books, but also something no one knew how to name: a secret.

Étienne du Lys, a squire of the Order, stood in the stable, cleaning the saddle of a great black stallion.

Dust mixed with sweat clung to his hands, and in his chest there stirred a quiet unease — the kind that comes when the air itself seems to change, and a man cannot say why.

The horse flinched, snorted, and struck the ground with its hoof.

“Easy, Saladin... easy,” Étienne whispered, running his hand over the animal’s warm hide.

The horse was the pride of the Order, a gift from the East, a survivor of the fall of Acre and of long, merciless journeys.

And now, like his master, he sensed that something was coming.

Through the cracked window of the stable, Étienne could see the outlines of the Templar compound — the church with its circular portal, the guardhouse, and the tower where a faint light still burned.

The night was calm, yet not silent: there was a whisper in the air, as if someone were praying, or confessing to himself.

In the distance, somewhere toward the riverbank, came the clatter of chains and the sound of horses in motion.
Not an ordinary pace — a military one. Étienne’s breathing grew shallow.
“Brother Étienne!” — a voice cut through the darkness.

From the shadows emerged Brother Géraud, an older knight with a scar splitting his right cheek. He carried a lamp and breathed heavily.

“The king has given the order. They are coming to arrest us.”

Étienne let the saddle slip from his hands; his blood turned to ice.

“Arrest us? Why? What have we done?”

Géraud shrugged. “Nothing. That is the worst of it. Nothing, except that we believed in God for too long — and did not believe in the king.”

The ground trembled beneath the charge of horses. The gates of the compound burst open with a crash. Through the fog surged royal soldiers bearing torches, carrying a parchment sealed with the mark of Philip IV the Fair.

At their head stood the inquisitor Guillaume de Nogaret, his eyes cold, his lips pressed into a single hard line.

“In the name of the king,” he declared, “and by command of the Holy See, all Templars are hereby arrested for heresy, blasphemy, and dark sorcery.”

Silence fell upon the courtyard like lead.

Jacques de Molay, the Grand Master, descended from the upper floor, clad in a white mantle marked with a red cross.

He was pale, yet dignified. His gaze — calm and deep — passed through the flames of the torches, through the faces of the soldiers, as though he did not see them at all.

“Heresy?” he said quietly. “If we are guilty, let God judge us — not the king.”

Étienne tightened inwardly, watching the man he revered more than a father. De Molay stepped among his brothers, extended his hands, and placed them willingly into the chains, sparing the others the humiliation.

That image was etched into Étienne’s memory forever.

As the soldiers dragged the monks through the gate, Étienne stood in the shadow of the stable, unseen, while a fire grew in his chest.

Is this the end of everything we defended? Is the king truly more powerful than God?

As they led away the Grand Master, Étienne saw de Molay pause, his gaze searching for something in the darkness.

For a brief moment, their eyes met.

It was not a look of command, but a summons — quiet, yet unmistakable.
And Étienne understood.
He did not know how or why, but he knew he had to survive.
To carry the story. To guard what others would not be able to.
At the moment the gates closed, Étienne laid his hand upon Saladin’s neck and whispered softly:

“Tonight, brother, we ride into the dark.”

He opened a narrow side passage behind the stable, once used to lead out wounded horses.
The fog swallowed both man and beast.
Beyond the wall, Paris breathed in its sleep, unaware that an age was ending that night.

From the tower of the cathedral, the bell tolled midnight.

Étienne turned one last time, looked toward the Temple, and spoke quietly, as if taking an oath:

“For you, my master. For faith. For the light that must not die.”

And he vanished into the mist.
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Chapter II — The Dungeon and the Cross
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The dungeon in Paris was as old as sin itself.

Its walls breathed dampness, the stench of rot and burned wax. Beneath the stone vault, seated upon a slab of rock, sat Jacques de Molay, Grand Master of the Order of the Temple. His hands, bound in iron shackles, were cracked and raw from the cold.

Yet his face was calm.
Calm as the sea before a storm.
On the stone floor beside him, water dripped from a fractured arch. Each fall, each drop, was like the ticking of time — relentless and precise.

He was alone, yet in that solitude he seemed to hear the voices of his brothers. Not in the body, but in the spirit.

Prayers, whispers, cries, psalms.

All of it merged into an unseen hymn — one heard only by those who believe to the very end.

He lifted his gaze toward a narrow slit high in the wall. A fragment of sky, gray and silent, hung there like a wound.

In that moment he remembered Acre, Jerusalem, the desert, and the young knights who had fallen with prayer still upon their lips.

“God, if this is Your will, grant my brothers the strength to endure, for I have already walked every road.”

He spoke it within himself, softly, like a confession without a priest.

The door creaked open.

The inquisitor de Nogaret entered, carrying a scroll.

“Grand Master,” he said coldly, “the King offers you a final mercy — a confession. If you sign, you will be spared the torment.”

De Molay looked at him. When he spoke, his voice was gentle, yet filled with strength.

“Torment is not brought by fire, but by lies. And a lie I will not sign.”

De Nogaret paused. He had not expected such composure.

“Your faith will not save you, Molay. The King desires the truth.”

“The King desires gold,” Jacques replied. “And the truth does not belong to him.”

Meanwhile, far beyond Paris, Étienne du Lys rode through the night.

Dawn was breaking over the marshlands of Saint-Denis, the fog clinging to his face. In his satchel he carried only bread, a knife, and a medallion bearing the cross of the Order — a symbol that now carried a death sentence.

At every roadside cross, the shadows of ravens stood watch.

He did not fear the birds, but he feared the silence.

On a rise in the land, he halted and looked back toward Paris, whose towers were no more than silhouettes on the horizon.

Within his chest he carried a vow.

“I will not abandon my master. I will not allow the name of the Templars to die as a curse.”

Then a man emerged from the forest.

Small, hunched, wrapped in a black cloak.

In his hand he held a cloth pouch.

“Étienne du Lys,” he said softly. “I know who you are.”

“Who sent you?” Étienne seized the reins.

“He who is still free,” the stranger replied, placing the pouch before him.

Inside, wrapped in linen, lay a parchment letter — and the symbol of the Templar seal: a red circle bearing a sword and the two-headed rider.

Étienne opened it. The letters were swift, written in the hand of Brother Géraud:

“If you are reading this, you are alive. The Grand Master knows the end is coming, but the command remains. Guard the Covenant of Light — the book brought from Jerusalem. It is hidden in a chapel beneath the ruins of Burgundy, in a place no longer found on any map. Only you know the way, Étienne. Guard it as your soul.”

The young squire trembled.

The Covenant of Light.

A legend whispered among the brothers — a book believed to contain the truth of the Crucifixion, older than the Church’s own scriptures.

Étienne closed his eyes. In his mind echoed de Molay’s voice:

“Everything that has been has already been written.”

Perhaps this was what he had meant.

He lifted his gaze toward the east. The sun was breaking through the fog.

And then he knew: his path was no longer an escape. It was a pilgrimage.

In Paris, de Molay knelt upon the stone floor, his hands laid upon the cross.

On the wall, the shadows of torches danced like living flames.

In a moment of silence, he smiled.

In his spirit, he saw the young squire vanishing into the mist, and he knew that not all was lost.

“God sometimes hides the truth in the hands of those who do not bear a sword,” he whispered.

“And perhaps, through him, the world will see the light again.”

A drop fell from the ceiling and extinguished the candle’s flame.

In the dungeon, only silence remained — and prayer.
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