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The Covenant

October 15, 1307. Magda Vincian Church, Kingdom of France. The bells of Magda Vincian Church did not ring—not for morning prayer, not for confession, not for the dead.

Father Matthieu had ordered silence before sunset. Every candle in the nave had been cut low. Every servant, dismissed. Every outer lantern, extinguished.

From the road, the church looked abandoned—another stone carcass in the French countryside beneath rain and black sky.

Inside, it breathed secrets.

The limestone walls were cold and damp. Narrow arched windows allowed moonlight to spill inward in thin silver wounds. Saints stared down from faded murals. Their painted eyes had cracked with age. Their halos chipped.

Above the altar, Christ hung in shadow, His face disappearing behind drifting candle smoke. Father Matthieu stood beneath Him with blood on his sleeve—not his own. Two days earlier, the king’s men had come before dawn on Friday, October 13, 1307—the day the Temple bled.

Across France, Templar houses were raided. Doors splintered inward. Brothers were dragged from sleep. Men who had carried crosses through foreign deserts were chained like thieves.

They were accused before questioning, tortured before judgment. Some were burned, some beheaded, others vanished. They had been summoned by the bishop, then slaughtered under law, though they had broken none.

No confession had revealed the Covenant.

No dying man had spoken of the Line. No Protector had given the location of the child. Still, someone knew too much—a spy. There had to be. Father Matthieu heard the knock shortly after midnight: two strikes, a pause, one more. He opened the side door. A man stepped inside, wrapped in a soaked black cloak. Mud covered his boots. His beard had been cut poorly with a blade, as though done while running. A bruise darkened one eye, and a fresh wound crossed his cheek. No armor, no white mantle, no red cross—only the eyes gave him away.

Eyes belonging to a man who had watched too many brothers die and no longer had time to mourn them.

“Brother Étienne,” Matthieu whispered.

The Templar removed his hood.

“Do not call me brother where stones can listen.”

Matthieu barred the door.

“You survived Paris?”

Étienne’s mouth tightened.

“Survived is not the word.”

“How many?”

“Enough to carry what matters.”

The priest turned toward the altar.

“The Covenant?”

Étienne did not answer, and that silence was answer enough. Matthieu crossed himself in response.

“They know?”

Étienne stepped closer.

“They know there is something. They know men died protecting it. They know the Temple hid more than coin, relics, and land deeds.”

His voice lowered.

“They tortured seven before noon. Three before the bishop himself.”

A pause.

“None spoke.”

“Then how?”

Étienne stared toward the crucifix.

“A whisper travels farther than a scream.”

His jaw tightened.

“Someone watched us. Someone followed records. Someone counted children born under false names and wondered why knights guarded peasants.”

The priest’s face drained.

“The child?”

“Alive.”

Matthieu closed his eyes and allowed himself one breath of relief—only one. Étienne placed a folded map upon the altar; the parchment was damp. It showed France, Iberia, the western sea, and beyond it—nothing. Matthieu stared at the map, absorbing its stark emptiness.

“No.”

“Yes.”

“The western land is rumor.”

Étienne met his eyes.

“So was resurrection.”

“You would take the Line across an ocean no man understands?”

“I would take the Line anywhere Rome cannot reach.”

Matthieu looked toward Christ.

“They will call it blasphemy.”

“They already have.”

“They will call you traitor.”

“They already did.”

“They will hunt you.”

Étienne leaned over the altar, his voice low and sharp as he spoke.

“They are not hunting me, Father.”

His eyes hardened.

“They are hunting the child.”

After he spoke, the church seemed smaller. Matthieu crossed to the rear window and looked out. Twenty yards behind the church stood a small stable, inside which waited a wagon loaded with grain and wet wheat.

It had been built by masters of concealment—men who crossed wetlands, deserts, and foreign hills carrying things others would kill to possess.

Its hidden compartment kept both Church and Templar interests beyond ordinary discovery. This time, it carried neither treasure nor relic, but something far more valuable. The priest lowered his voice as he revealed this.

“How far?”

“Portugal.”

Étienne unfolded another section of the map.

“Two ships.”

He tapped the coast.

“Two captains.”

His eyes lifted.

“The sails bear crosses.”

Matthieu looked up.

“Pilgrimage?”

Étienne nodded.

“Yes.”

“To where?”

He looked west.

“To the New Land.”

“You believe there are people there?”

“Yes.”

“What are they called?”

Étienne considered the question.

“Tribes.”

Matthieu frowned.

“You do not know them.”

“No.”

“They may kill you.”

“They may.”

The priest hesitated.

“They may be savages.”

Étienne held his gaze.

“No more so than the men who pursue us.”

Rain struck the windows, and somewhere in the rafters, a bird shifted. Matthieu touched the edge of the map, feeling the weight of what it represented.

“And if they reject us?”

“Then we keep moving.”

“And if they betray us?”

Étienne answered without hesitation.

“Then we die.”

His eyes drifted toward the hidden wagon.

“But the Covenant still survives.”

The priest looked at him.

“What do you ask of me?”

Étienne folded the map.

“Burn every record that carries their names.”

He looked around the sanctuary.

“By dawn, Magda Vincian Church must remember nothing.”

Matthieu turned toward the painted saints. Before sunrise, they left—no bells, no blessing, no procession. Only six riders: one priest, one woman, one child, and four Templars dressed as pilgrims. They moved south beneath a dead moon. Behind them, Magda Vincian Church burned its own records—not the church itself, but the names, the proof. By sunrise, they were gone.

The Covenant had vanished from France.

The road to Portugal was cold, fast, and silent.

They avoided cities.

They slept in barns, caves, abandoned chapels, and once beneath the floorboards of a mill owned by a man who owed the Templars his life.

Rumors moved faster than horses: Templars confessing to devil worship, spitting on the cross, hiding treasure, serving pagan gods. None of it mattered; it was propaganda, stories repeated until they sounded like truth. At the port, two ships waited without flags. By morning, crosses flew from their sails. To anyone watching, they were pilgrims—men of faith, men of God, men sailing west carrying hymns and relics. Below deck, behind barrels of salted fish and wine—

the Covenant slept inside a sealed chamber guarded day and night.

The child never cried, and the guardian never complained. That frightened Father Matthieu more than any storm. The crossing broke stronger men. Waves struck like fists, wind tore prayers from mouths, and sailors vomited, cursed, and begged saints they had ignored on land. One mast cracked, and one man disappeared beneath black water without a scream. For twelve days, the sky showed no mercy. Through it all, Étienne remained beside the hidden chamber. He ate there, slept there, prayed there. One night, Matthieu found him kneeling beside the door, sword across his lap.

“You think they followed?”

Étienne never looked up.

“I know they will.”

“How?”

Étienne answered quietly.

“Godless men do not fear what they reject.”

Matthieu frowned.

“What do they fear?”

Étienne finally looked up.

“The same thing every empire fears.”

“And that is?”

His answer came immediately.

“Losing power.”

A beat.

“Privilege.”

Another.

“Wealth.”

On the forty-third morning, they saw land: dark trees, a stone shore, and smoke rising beyond the beach. There were no bells, no towers, no church—only earth, water, and watching eyes. The ships anchored offshore, and a small boat was lowered. Étienne selected three men to go ashore, but Father Matthieu insisted on joining them.

“You are too valuable,” Étienne said.

The priest shook his head.

“No.”

He stepped into the boat.

“I am useful because I am unarmed.”

They rowed through gray water toward figures waiting at the tree line—the Mi’kmaq. They did not run or kneel; they simply watched. Their clothing bore the colors of ash, earth, and blood. Some held bows, while others stood empty-handed. Father Matthieu stepped ashore first, removed the cross from his neck, and placed it upon a stone before opening both hands. The Mi’kmaq leader approached, his eyes moving from the cross to Matthieu, then to Étienne, and finally beyond them to the ships. No language passed between them; none was needed. The priest pointed toward the sea, then toward himself, then toward the child hidden aboard, placing one hand over his heart before gesturing inland. The leader watched silently. Étienne knelt and drew in the sand: a line, a cross, a circle. Then he placed his sword flat on the ground and pushed it away. The Mi’kmaq leader stared, then removed a stone blade and carved two symbols into the rock—a cross and, beside it, a feather. Matthieu understood immediately: friendship and protection. The leader touched the feather, then the cross, then his chest, and finally pointed inland. Étienne whispered quietly.

“He understands.”

Matthieu shook his head.

“No.”

He looked toward the trees.

“He recognizes.”

That night—

the Covenant came ashore.

No song welcomed it, no trumpet announced it. The Mi’kmaq received the child beside firelight—watchful, quiet, offering a silence deeper than ceremony. The child and guardian were given shelter; the others received food and fresh water. At dawn, the ships would burn and the journey inland would begin. Days passed. Symbols became language, hands became scripture, dirt became maps. The Mi’kmaq spoke of a place beyond rivers, forests, and great waters—a sacred place of mounds and temples, where nations gathered, where councils met beneath open sky, where decisions larger than one tribe were carried by many. Its name moved through camp like smoke: Cahokia.

The Covenant would not remain at the shore.

The shore could be found. Ships could return. Hunters could land.

The bloodline had to move inward.

Hidden among nations, carried through mothers, buried inside names no empire could pronounce, these legacies were preserved not by walls but by people. Father Matthieu looked down at the sleeping child.

“What if they refuse us?”

The Mi’kmaq leader did not understand the words, but he understood the fear. He placed his hand over the child, then over the fire, and finally pointed upward. Matthieu bowed his head and, for the first time since leaving France, prayed without words.

Across the sea, men prepared the lie. In a chamber lit by black candles, maps covered the table. France had begun the purge, Rome had blessed the silence, and England listened. A bishop stood above the maps; beside him, captains promised power, prisoners promised freedom, soldiers promised absolution, killers promised gold. A spy knelt among them.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
@' SOME SECRETS WERE NEVER MEANT TO DIE.»_
THEY WERE MEANT,TO REMAIN
: MESS _

- HOW FAR WOULD THE CHOSEN GO TO i
THE COVENANT . AND HOW FAR WOULD 0THERS§

CONTROVERSY > CONSPIRACY e SECRECY





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





