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Prophecy

“The Templars will be restored to wealth 
and power by the greatest of all Grand Masters.
He will be the first male descendant of Saint Bernard. 
This child will be the only human who can access the private treasure, that Bernard himself, 
set aside to restore the Templars to power and grace.
You will know the heir as he will bear 
the countenance of Saint Bernard
and possess the sword of Jacques de Molay.”



This prophecy is taught to every child born 
into a Templar family.


Prologue

“My name is Dr. Nelson Weeks, MD, PhD. I’m an Emergency Doctor who currently works in forensic medicine.”

Sitting on a stool under a bright spotlight, Dr. Weeks looked straight into the camera.

“Stop,” a man’s voice said when Nelson took a breath. “Just stop! No one cares about your degrees or what you do for work.”

“I care! This is my life!” Nelson said. “I worked hard to get those degrees and those jobs!”

“And when you write your memoir, you can talk about what an impressive brainiac you are and how desperately hard you worked,” the man said. “Is this project about your medical degrees? Your achingly desperate years in college, your slutty years in med school, and how you finally decided to focus on Emergency Medicine?”

“No, but . . .” Nelson said.

“Start over,” the man said. “Now.”

Nelson sighed. He fell forward until his elbows hit his knees. He hung his head for a moment, and his shoulder-length, light-brown curly hair fell forward across his face. For a moment, all that could be seen was a mop of hair. After a moment, he looked up at the camera. He rubbed his amber-colored eyes and then nodded.

“You’re right,” Nelson said. “Of course, you’re right.”

“Thanks for that,” the man said. “We need you to get this started.”

“I know,” Nelson said. “I’m just not sure how to start it.”

“Start at the beginning,” the man said.

“At the very beginning?” Nelson asked.

“Your beginning,” the man said.

Nelson nodded. He sighed again and looked across the room at the painting of his mother on the wall. After a moment, he looked back at the camera.

“I’m ready,” Nelson said.

There was a pause as the cameras and lights were readjusted again. 

“Go,” the man said. 
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Chapter One

“My name is Nelson Weeks. I was born ‘Guy Semaines.’ 

“I am the Grand Master of the Poor Fellow Soldiers of Christ and of the Temple of Solomon. I inherited the title from my mother’s lineage and gained the mastery through seven years of apprenticeship in history under the tutelage of Jacques de Molay, the last true Grand Master of the Templars. At the end of our time together, he retrieved his sword from Castle Ponferrada where he’d left it sometime before he was executed on a pyre by the King Philip IV of France.

“I am the first and only male heir of Bernard of Clairvaux.

“My story begins at the very beginning of the Knights Templar. In the Burgundy region of France in or around 1060, the third child of seven children was born into the high nobility. This child would grow up to become Saint Bernard of Clairvaux, the co-founder of the Knights Templar. There’s been a lot written about Saint Bernard, all of which are readily available for you to read. 

“There are two main facts about Bernard that relate to my story. The first is that Bernard was said to have the face of an angel. He had sandy-blond curly hair, beautiful amber-colored eyes, and a tall, muscular body. The second was that he was ‘Bernard the Pure’ — said to have ‘never lain with a woman.’

“That’s where the story and legend of Bernard split from family history. 

“At some point, Bernard impregnated a young woman of high-noble standing. The details of this endeavor have been lost. Was she raped? Was he seduced? Did they conceive through some primitive ritual? Was Bernard the Pure aware of what he was doing? 

“This young woman gave birth to a female child who looked just like Bernard. 

“The female child of Bernard was born into the nobility. This first child’s husband was selected by the Templars. Because Bernard’s daughter might give birth to the male descendant, the descendants of Bernard’s child were allowed to marry only within the highest levels of nobility. As this original child had children, and their children had children, the high born, wealthy, and well-educated family grew. 

“My mother was an only child and the direct descendant of the daughter of Saint Bernard. Her father was the ceremonial Grand Master before he died. 

I took over as the full Grand Master after I returned from the first half of my quest.

“My father’s family belonged to a different class. They have been weapons makers and blacksmiths since the time when metal was first smelted in the region. Every magical sword, including Excalibur, was made by a member of my father’s family. 

“In modern times, my father’s family continues to make implements for horses, swords, knives, arrowheads, and armor, as well as modern weapons. My father, for example, works for a missile and satellite manufacturer.

“My father’s family lived in Burgundy where the Templars were founded. When the high nobility came to recruit sons to join the knights in the Crusades, my father’s ancestor was able to convince them that the family could better serve the cause by maintaining their independence. The family would commit to making weapons for the Templars, but they refused to leave their lands in France. 

“My father’s ancestors made the swords and armor, and shod the Templar’s horses. In secret, they continued making weapons for anyone who wanted them. When pushed, a young member of the family would join a fighting party to repair Templar weapons on the crusade. 

“The zealots agreed because my father’s ancestors made the very best weapons, and they needed the very best weapons. 

“The independence my father’s ancestors fought to keep left them intricately intertwined in Templar life. At the same time, they remained outsiders to the Templar rites, rituals, and higher-echelon decisions.

“In modern times, like most families in France, most of the younger people in the larger Templar families left Burgundy to move to the cities for work. With the advent of the EU, many of the larger Templar and Templar blacksmith families moved all over the world. 

“Our larger Templar family members — both the blacksmiths and the zealots — are known to be great warriors. As such, the Templar families endured heavy losses in the wars in Europe as well as in the more modern wars in Iraq and Afghanistan. While I was not in the military, most of my cousins were in their country’s military.

“Unlike most of the Templar families, my father’s family remained mostly intact. As weapons manufacturers, they weren’t called upon to fight. Instead, they constructed arms factories in every country to provide weapons for every war in Europe. 

“Skilled artisans have been kidnapped as far back as ancient Egypt. So, my father’s family trained in combat and fighting from the time they could walk. They lived on their own land. They also had a healthy distrust of outsiders.

“Their independence and distrust of others played out in every aspect of life, including going to school. While my father and his brothers were educated at home or in public school, the children of the Templars went to a school created for them and run by the Benedictines. 

“Even though they lived in a small village, and were connected through the Templars, my father and my mother had never met. 

They went to separate churches. 

My father was educated at home while my mother went to a school taught by the Benedictines. My mother was the daughter of the Grand Master and my father was the son of a Templar blacksmith. They were as separate as children from the same small region could possibly be.

“Afterall, my mother could possibly be the bearer of the much-anticipated male heir of Bernard!

“My father, Pierre, would have likely worked the fields and the forge in his hometown, just as his father and grandfather had done before him.”

“In the end, neither my mother nor my father lived out the lives their parents had planned for them.” 

“The following is a story filled with mythological creatures, magical weapons, curses, and treasure. You may find that my story is difficult to believe at times. I can assure you — I find my story difficult to believe at times, too.

“I have tried to keep it as close to the truth as possible.

“This is not a story about war, or battles, or death, or religion, or dominance, or even treasure. 

“At the very root of it, this is a story about family.”
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Chapter Two

Ten-year-old Pierre Forgeron sat in anxious suspense as his mother finished grading his math exam. They were seated across from each other at the kitchen table. His brothers and sister were studying in the sunroom. Because he was the youngest, by some years, he studied alone. After a few moments, his mother nodded. 

“You can go,” she said, in Old Frank. 

Pierre jumped up. 

“Wait,” his mother said. 

Pierre stopped. He flipped his thick mop of brown hair out of his eyes and looked at her. 

“Was this easy for you?” his mother asked.

“Um,” Pierre said.

He gave a quick shake of his head, as if he hadn’t understood the question.

His mother got up from her seat and hugged him. He was the slightest of her children. She felt the bony edges of his body when she hugged him. She mussed his hair. 

“You’re smarter than you look,” she said.

“Like my mommy,” Pierre said.

He gave her a big grin, and they laughed. 

“You can play in the forest after you open the forge,” his mother said. 

“Thank you, Mommy,” Pierre said. 

“Go,” his mother said. 

“I’ll be home for dinner,” Pierre said.

“I’ve never known you to miss a meal,” his mother said.

Laughing, Pierre ran out of the kitchen and into the day. It was warm for a spring day. Their home was surrounded by a hundred acres or more of old, deep forest. He ran along the familiar path under the shadow and sun of the tall trees. He used his key to unlock the forge. 

His life was very solitary. He studied alone, played alone, and usually finished his schoolwork long before his much-older siblings. Because he finished his school work first, it was his job to light the forge and line up the work for his brothers and sister to do. He wasn’t strong enough to work the forge, but he was growing fast and would be able to by the end of this year.

He heard some children shouting, but he wasn’t concerned that they would attack him or steal from the forge. He, his brothers, and his sister had practiced hand-to-hand combat and swordsmanship, every single morning from the time they could walk. The ruthless leaders of the world still kidnapped skilled artisans. The people in his family were skilled ironworkers, so they were also skilled warriors. 

As young as he was, Pierre was confident that he could defend himself.

Right now, Pierre’s weapon of choice was a heavy hammer. Pierre pulled it down from the hook on the wall and tucked it into the loop on his belt.

He ignored the children and set to work lighting the forge. When he was certain that the heat was building within the forge, he threw open the doors of the building. The cross-ventilation was necessary to give some airflow to the forge and ensure it wouldn’t be too hot when his siblings arrived to work. With the doors open and a delicious breeze running through, he began to lay out the work in order of importance and due date. 

He’d just laid down the fifth project — a mid-blade nick of a sword — when he heard a girl scream with terror. Before he had time to think, he checked his hammer and ran in the direction of the scream.

There was no path through this, the deepest, darkest part of the forest, yet Pierre’s feet were sure. He moved swiftly through the underbrush and slowed just before the bowl-like depression in the forest floor. The scream had come from there. 

Standing on the rise, he saw a group of older boys milling around someone, or possibly something, tied to a tree. The young men were encouraging each other to “stick it in” to the creature tied to the tree. 

He was about to say something when he realized that a girl about his age was tied to the tree. Her head turned toward him, and he saw the terror in her amber colored eyes. 

She mouthed, “Help me!” and Pierre was off.

Swinging his hammer, Pierre worked his way through the outer grouping of young men. When he reached the resistance of the leaders toward the middle, his brothers and sister were there. 

“Get the girl!” Pierre’s eldest brother, Macon, yelled over the din. 

Pierre ran to the tree and cut away the ropes holding the girl with his knife. He grabbed her hand and did the only thing he could think of — he ran as fast as he could to his mother. He found his mother running toward them. When she saw the girl, she picked her up. Together, they ran back to the kitchen. 

His mother barred both the door to the outside and the door to the house. The kitchen had been set up as an impenetrable fortress. She set the girl down on a chair.

“Are you injured, Isabeau?” Pierre’s mother asked. “Tell me now.”

The girl looked as if she were in shock. She gave Pierre’s mother a blank stare. 

“Pierre, put the water on the stove,” his mother said. “Bring the furs. She’s in shock.”

“Yes, Mommy,” Pierre said. 

Still listening carefully, he filled the big copper kettle with water and placed it on the hottest burner on the stove. He ran to the closet where their warm clothes were stored and got the girl his heavy winter jacket and pants as well as his heavy boots. 

He heard his mother ask, “Have they violated you?” “Are you injured?” “Can you show me?” “Tell me what happened.” 

Not daring to look, he dragged out the big bathtub that they used in the winter when it was too cold to swim in the rivers and lakes. He added the bath salts that his father gave his mother every year for her birthday before pouring the hot water into the tub. He added back a good quantity of fresh, cold water until the tub was steaming but not so hot as to burn.

“Maman,” Pierre said. 

“Close your eyes,” his mother said. 

Pierre used his hands to cover his eyes. He heard the splash of the girl as she entered the tub. 

A moment later, there was a pounding on the door. 

“Not a word,” his mother said. “Either of you.” 

A man’s voice cursed and swore. He called Pierre’s mother terrible things and threatened her. His voice was met by the more-familiar voice of Pierre’s father. The men yelled back and forth, until Pierre’s father ended the argument with a simple statement.

“Killing a rapist is an honor,” Pierre’s father said. “I would be proud if any of my children participated or brought about the end of a rapist. Your rapist son is slightly injured. Leave now or we will finish the job. I don’t need to remind you how easily we can.”

The angry man said a few more things before everything went silent.

Pierre heard crying and looked to see that the girl was weeping into her hands. Without thinking, Pierre put his arms around her shoulders and held her. The water of the tub was between them. Pierre felt his mother’s hand on his shoulder in support before she pulled him away.

“You may stay,” his mother said. “But never repeat what is said here. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Mommy,” Pierre said, nodding. 

“Now, turn away so that I can see her wounds,” his mother said.

Pierre turned away from the girl and the tub. He wanted to look when he heard his mother gasp and cluck her tongue, but it was against his nature to defy his wonderful mother. He waited until his mother touched his shoulder.

“Can you make some lavender tea with our honey?” his mother asked.

“Yes, Mommy,” Pierre said. Relieved to have something to do, he filled the smaller teapot and placed it on the stove. Without looking, he asked, “Shall I drain the tub?”

“Your brothers can do that,” his mother said. “I hear them in the house.”

Focused on the tea, Pierre didn’t respond. When it was ready, Pierre turned around and held out a mug of tea to his mother. She gave it to the girl. 

Wearing all of Pierre’s furs, the girl was sitting on a stool. She’d lost the wan look and haunted eyes in favor of two red cheeks from the warm bath. 

Pierre was surprised to see that she was quite beautiful. He blushed.

“Isabeau, this is my son, Pierre,” his mother said in French. “He is about a year younger than you are.”

The girl took the mug from his mother and looked up at him. She blinked at him for a moment and then smiled. 

“Her mother and I were best friends growing up,” his mother said, continuing in French. “I know that you will be
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