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Prelude: Deus lo vult1



	 


	Lord, why are thou merciful to us, thy progeny, permitting us to defile Thy creations and poison our souls? Lord, why dost thou reveal thyself to us who are unworthy to cast eyes upon others, let alone gaze upon the pure face of Goodness? Why, when our hearts are filled with hatred and the sigh we exhale reeks of malice? Lord, why dost thou send us those with warm hearts and virtuous souls, only for us to tear them apart like lions tearing at zebras and scatter them in the dumps? Lord, we are lost in this senseless labyrinth of sin, and there is no prayer that can calm our foreheads or tears whose warmth can thaw the ice encasing our hearts. We are not worthy to utter Thy name, for our misdeeds outnumber the grains of sand in Palestine. Lord, the cries of our victims reach the stars, and the stench of our kingdoms overtakes them. Our guilt is overwhelming. We have draped ourselves with blood and shame like no other people before us. Grant Thy anger upon us when we prove ourselves unworthy of Thy mercy.


	On the twenty-seventh day of November in the year 1095, on the second day of the congregation in Clermont, Pope Urban II delivered a speech on the profanity of sacred sites, on Jerusalem abandoned to mercy and cruelty; on Christians suffering Muslim torments; on the Greek2 catastrophe at Manzikert; on Islam, which had knocked on Europe's door from the East, and on Emperor Alexius Comnenos, who desperately sought the aid of true believing brethren. Struck by his words, our bodies trembled, and tears were shed. Then, the Pope summoned all of Christendom to arms, in the name of the Father, the Son, and the Holy Spirit, urging us to free Jerusalem from the hands of the infidels and sacrifice our petty quarrels to the Holy War! A mighty army responded to the call. Hundreds of counts and barons, thousands of knights, among them my sinful self, and countless ordinary believers rallied under the banner of the cross. We were led by the 'Fair-haired Giant' - Duke Godfrey of Bouillon and his brothers from Lorraine - Eustace III and Baldwin of Boulogne - progeny of Charlemagne. Also, Raymond of Saint-Gilles, the Toulouse prince who expelled the Moors from Spain; Robert of Normandy, son of William the Conqueror; Robert II of Flanders; Bishop Adhemar of Le Puy; and Mark of Teranto, known as Bohemond (the giant), commander of the Normans from Sicily, and his nephew Tankred.


	Like doves we went forth, but arrived as hyenas! For we arrived before the city of Mare on the River Noman, in the month of November of the year 1098. since the time when the Son of God tread upon this Hallowed Soil, enraptured by hatred, lust, vainglory, and other loathsome urges; to besmirch Your name and secure a place for ourselves in the eternal flames of hell. We were brought by Raymond of Saint-Gilles and Bohemond of Taranto, brave and proud, yet greedy and without fear of God; we, who wore crosses stitched onto our garments but not upon our souls. Why, O Lord? Why, when after two weeks of futile siege, pressed by hunger, we slaughtered our dogs and horses, consuming their tainted flesh? Why did you not leave us to wither beneath the walls of that foreign city, in this unfamiliar land, in our rage and madness, but instead, you showed mercy to our wretchedness and corruption, allowing us to enter, where, like a plague, we spread and transformed into beasts?


	"As the dominion of the city, also left bereft of sustenance, turned to us with these words: 'We shall yield Mare if you pledge the lives of all our inhabitants.'


	And we pledged. Without a shred of shame, we swore by the living God, knowing we wouldn't fulfill a single letter of our oath. We pledged peace, though aware we couldn't quell the hunger in our bodies for war. At dawn on the twelfth of December, rain poured like tears of God Himself as the gates opened, and we entered, horrifying the populace dwelling within. For we slaughtered everything that breathed and emitted cries. We sent to the lap of death twenty thousand faithless souls who desperately pleaded for salvation with frightened eyes and child cries, huddled in their familial homes. May a merciful heaven embrace them. And when nothing remained to heal, our gaze turned to the cadavers strewn across blood-stained streets. We disrobed the elderly, stuffing them into pots, while children were impaled upon spits, roasted over hearths, their flesh sliced and devoured raw. Not a single creature, be it beast or human, remained untouched by our insatiable hunger.


	For three days, the city burned like a pyre in the sharp smoke of houses, temples, and human entrails. For three days, with mad shouts, man celebrated victory in a demonic revelry, inflating chests with curses of roasted human flesh. For three days, an impossible, unfathomable evil swallowed souls within the walls of the city of Mare. For we leaped and screamed around the cauldrons, bodies akin devils descended to create Satan's realm on earth. Until the fourth day, when those untouched by the death-loving curse, whose eyes had not yet been blinded by the sweet Saracen blood, realized: the battle was lost! Betrayal! We betrayed thee, O Lord! We could not withstand temptation, spilled innocent blood before thine eyes, O Almighty! Thou didst extend thy hand, and we defiled it. We were ungrateful and abused thy kindness to profane thy footsteps. Some fled back, tormented by conscience, while I and most continued to burn, plunder, and kill, mad in both soul and body. And we did not cease until the Holy City was bathed in blood.


	Therefore, I implore you, O Lord, unleash thy vengeance upon us, for we have earned it. Let our name be erased as if we never walked upon this Earth. Have mercy on the wayward slaves and sever us as we once severed our foes! Look upon us, O Lord; do not forsake your servants in madness and despair. Unleash the flames of justice upon us, that in this world, we may bear a portion of our punishment. Show mercy, even though we failed to show it to our enemies. Do not abandon us, O Lord! Do not burden our progeny with our sins, for our curses are boundless, and it is difficult for those upon whose shoulders they fall to bear the toll of our sacrileges. Do not forsake us, O Lord! Have mercy on our kin, even though we did not show mercy to the kin of our enemies. Grant us our calvary. Let the fire sear our skin, let beasts tear our bodies, let disease and hunger afflict us, but do not abandon us, O Benevolent One! For as Thy plagues whip us, we shall know that Thou art still with us, and there is hope. Extend to us a chance in our pain, a chance we failed to seize in joy. Do not depart from us, O Lord! We have erred like no other living being, and our atrocities are countless. But please do not transfer the blame to our children; do not let them suffer the horrors we have wrought. Do not judge them for our sins, O Lord!


	 




Part One – The Lord's Sepulcher


	 


	"I was sick, and you embraced me; I dwelled within prison walls, and you sought me out."


	                                                                      Gospel according to Matthew, chapter 25, verse 36.


	 


	It is May, and the Sun fractures the soil, drying rivers and quenching wells. It is May, where snakes slither boldly, vultures circle, and the grass begins to yellow. It is May, and the entire Orient braces for the impending famine, yet Jerusalem is damp. Through its streets flow tears of sorrow from a forsaken citizens. Silence reigns, articulating that which mere words cannot encompass. Fear and apprehension emanate from the crimson eyes of Palestinian patriots, facing the looming uncertainty. As if on a final pilgrimage of confession, they circumambulate around the Church of the Holy Sepulcher, because today, a warrior and martyr, king and servant, impure and saint, sage and boy—Baldwin IV of Jerusalem—is laid there for eternal repose. The glorious seed of Anjou withers in these torrid hills of salvation, crushed by the fearsome hand of destiny. It is May, and the Celestial Nation wane, bend, and stumble.


	While sorrow wanders through the streets of Jerusalem, I, with a tearful eye and bitterness upon my tongue, take quill and parchment in hand to bestow upon our sorrow at least an artless portrait, akin to what my ailing hand can sketch. My wish is to chronicle as I witnessed and heard the inscrutable paths of the Lord, the singular and omnipotent, who, in justice, both caresses and chastises us. To you, the reader, do not fault the errors of a feeble mind and a yielding heart. If the saline droplet of grief besmirches these words or the venom of the body poisons them with vengeance, at least do not defame the one in whose honor I compose them. For who shall mourn the student but the teacher, and the teacher but the student, when I was both to him? Thus, I, William, Archbishop of Tyre, erring servant of Jesus, proud and foolish elder, pen this life story to glorify one who is dead, to the shame of many who outlive him. May God be my succor, for a branch whose fruit eludes the grasp, is drawn by man unto the mire.


	The Lord was with us in 1099 when Duke Godfrey of Bouillon, leading thousands of Christ's warriors as a divine sword, carved a path through diseases, swords, hunger, and madness into a new, liberated Jerusalem. Like the land cracked under the force of the sun, Allah's army shattered before the divine crusaders, and, like a brief downpour, been swallowed by the Palestinian sand. Godfrey, a true admirer of Christ, powerful enough to cleave men like sheaves, pious enough to refuse a royal crown, adorned himself with the title 'Defender of the Lord's Tomb' before the awed followers of Jesus. In the year 1100, when death bestowed its deserved peace upon him, his brother Baldwin ascended to the royal throne. In Bethlehem, he placed a golden diadem upon his head, embraced worldly trials, and forged the Kingdom of Jerusalem—the flower of the Orient and the embodiment of Frankish faith. As the king had no offspring, patient cousin Baldwin of Burg took over as Baldwin II in the year 1118. He, too, was a ruler without male progeny, as this land, laden with maladies, often robs us of the fruits of love. Hence, he sent a letter across the seas to King Louis VII of France, requesting him to send a man of his choosing to be the husband of his eldest daughter, Melisende, born of an Armenian mother. A nobleman as affluent as the Capets3 themselves, and a seasoned warrior to boot, Fulk of Anjou arrived in the Holy Land in 1129. Only two years later, his father-in-law passed away, and Fulk ascended to the throne. He was succeeded in 1143 by his thirteen-year-old son, the fifth crusader ruler of Jerusalem and the fourth king, the great devotee of justice, Baldwin III, first under his mother's regency, and later independently. While man endeavors to craft his own happiness, misfortune always lurks, and destiny eavesdrops on each spoken word. In the year 1161, a son was born to the king's brother, Amory. Baldwin III was beckoned to christen the newcomer, giving him the name Baldwin after himself. At that moment, an ominous voice inquired what else he would bestow upon his nephew. With lighthearted innocence, oblivious to fate, the joyous king jested, 'The entire kingdom!’ Not a year passed before the thirty-two-year-old Baudouin III abruptly succumbed to a fever, leaving behind no progeny. The virtuous sovereign was mourned in a somber procession by both those circumcised and baptized. Thus, the throne passed to his brother, the unassuming and wise Amalric of Anjou, known as Amory.


	The summer of the Lord's year 1170 was scorching as I returned from Rome to my native Jerusalem. My compatriots welcomed me with all due honors, invigorating and draping me in regalia. The brave and daring King Amory, who had ventured into Egypt five times, appointed me as the tutor to his son, nine-year-old Baldwin. He was the king's only male offspring and a descendant from the first marriage with the licentious Agnes of Courtenay. Her malevolent and lustful nature led the Holy Council4 to reject her as queen, thereby conditioning Amory's crown on a divorce, which he readily accepted due to his weakness for women and a penchant for every braid. Miraculously, just as the most beautiful flowers can bloom in the largest heaps of refuse, so emerged the pride of Christ and the Anjou lineage from this noblewoman who changed husbands four times and had even more lovers. Amory, in union with Agnes, also bore a daughter, Sibyl, a year senior to Baldwin, and Alis, who departed this realm in infancy. After ascending the throne, Amory took as his companion the purple5 princess Maria Komnene, daughter of Duke John, and a relative of his friend, the Byzantine Emperor Manuel Komnenos. From the womb of this Grecian beauty, Isabella was bestowed upon the world in the year 1172.


	Guiding the young prince proved to be the most enchanting and effortless task I ever embraced, for the Lord had graced him with a robust physique and a patient mind. He could ride better than any knight, and his lance and sword were like toys he never parted with. Additionally, he was inquisitive and gentle like the greatest sages, and when he mastered his lessons in Latin literature and law, his favorite pastime, like his father's, was listening to legends and tales from history. Moreover, another virtue distinguished his character - justice, so profound that he never allowed injustice even in ordinary childhood games. Intoxicated with virtue like none of his forebears, he woke and closed his eyes with prayer. 


	Such skill alone foretold misfortune, for man is frail, and all greatness in him arouses envy and jealousy in others. Once, at the tender age of nine, while playing with friends in a game where they tightly gripped each other's hands, I noticed that no matter how much they scratched the prince's forearm, he felt no pain. When I examined this peculiarity more closely, I realized that his right hand and the part of his arm above it were devoid of sensation. At that time, I did not comprehend the reason behind this peculiarity, yet a profound unease settled in my heart, for folk wisdom declared that only a lifeless thing feels no pain.


	The following year was carefree, as much as possible in this land where heads fall more frequently than rain. When Baldwin turned twelve, undeniable evidence began to surface on his skin—leprosy. I had never felt so powerless as then, shivering with sorrow and fear, witnessing the first signs of the curse on the child's hand, pale and incurable. The knowledge hit his father the hardest, defeating him to the point where, overnight, the great conqueror and womanizer transformed into an despairing ascetic. Subsequently afflicted by melancholy, he soon released his tormented soul on the eleventh of July 1174, at the age of thirty-eight, may his name be praised. The bitter truth, that his son, endowed with strength and benevolence, would succumb to the cruelty of fate, shattered by the direst of curses, one that rendered him repugnant to both man and beast, never found solace in his father's heart. With all his soul, he believed in his son's healing, thus loving him even more in his grief and compassion. Hence, he never entertained the thought of relinquishing him off the crown, though it was expected by all, and some, in their malevolent calculations, dared to hope.


	When the moment arrived to anoint a new monarch, many, perhaps rightly so, contested the boy's right to the throne. However, since Baldwin had not yet pledged himself the Order of Saint Lazarus, where leprous knights sought refuge, to avoid conflicts and intrigues already unfolding among the avaricious nobles, the Holy Council decided that the son should succeed the father, as God and law decreed. Until he reached adulthood, the seneschal of the kingdom, Milon Plansian, was to govern as regent, while the chancellor's mantle fell upon my own sin-stained shoulders. Although no one believed that the illness would ever allow the prince real rule, on the fifteenth of July, in that same year, on Golgotha, in the Basilica of the Holy Sepulchre, Jerusalem's patriarch Haimery lowered the crown onto the boy's head, proclaiming him king, Baldwin IV of Jerusalem. All the barons and counts of the kingdom were present, swearing allegiance to him. Silent and fearful before them stood the thirteen-year-old king.


	 


	Baldwin's First Letter: A reflection on the self


	 


	I barely knew my father; he struggled to articulate words elegantly and seemed almost afraid of speech, also, he was perpetually occupied with warfare. My time was spent in play with companions. We fenced, wrestled, raced, and dreamed of becoming knights one day—our beards grown, adorned with helmets, wielding mighty swords, clad in gleaming armor, mounted on splendidly adorned horses, battling for our faith. We loved sitting in front of the stable, recounting the feats of both the living and the departed heroes. I would also attend the lessons of my teacher, Williem, listening his tales of ancient heroes, Marovingians, Charlemagne and Roland, Godfrey of Bouillon and Raymond of Saint-Gilles, the sieges of Antioch and Jerusalem, Julius Caesar, Constantine the Great, Alexander the Great... I absorbed every detail of the lives of these warriors and lawmakers who, like beacons, guided us through the waves of glory and progress. With delight I absorbed every detail of the lives of these warriors and lawmakers who, like beacons, guided us through the waves of glory and progress. Additionally, I loved, and still love, listening to the Gospel stories of Jesus, his sacrifice, and benevolent deeds.
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