[image: Cover Image]
[image: image]


THE LAST REFUGE OF THE KNIGHTS TEMPLAR
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“A thrilling fast-paced novel. Mann ingeniously incorporates recently rediscovered correspondence between two 19th-century Masonic luminaries, American Albert Pike and Canadian J. W. B. MacLeod Moore, in crafting this fascinating tale. He expertly weaves his intimate knowledge of Freemasonry, Templary, Rosicrucianism, alchemy, and Native American culture and beliefs into this very enjoyable and compelling adventure. Highly recommended.”

JEFFREY N. NELSON, MOST EMINENT GRAND MASTER OF THE GRAND ENCAMPMENT OF KNIGHTS TEMPLAR OF THE USA

“Albert Pike is a unique figure as a Northerner who became a Confederate general, who married into the Alexander Hamilton family, who became the Grand Dragon of the Tennessee Ku Klux Klan, and an active Mason. William Mann puts life into this legendary figure as no one else can, as he was recently presented with the further honor of being appointed Grand Archivist and Grand Historian for the Knights Templar of Canada.”

STEVEN SORA, AUTHOR OF ROSICRUCIAN AMERICA

“William Mann’s charming and engrossing novel exposes fascinating facts about Albert Pike’s role in Civil War history, Templar secrets, and the Mide’win Medicine Society, the keepers of Algonquin prophecy. Significant for contemporary readers is Pike’s role in Civil War history that offers deep insights about the tragic fragmentation of the United States today. This book is a must-read for students of Templar lore, the marriage of Jesus and Mary Magdalene, Vatican plots for world domination, the Algonquin Seven Fires Prophecy, and for Masonic researchers. Be prepared to stay up all night!”

BARBARA HAND CLOW, AUTHOR OF AWAKENING THE PLANETARY MIND

“Documented history and speculative story blend into a great read that leaves one with many questions as to the actual events that make up the bonafide story of the country we call Canada or as the Cree Nation would say ‘Kanata’—which is translated to mean ‘Clean Place.’”

MICHAEL THRASHER, LLD(HC), INDIGENOUS STUDIES DEPARTMENT ADJUNCT PROFESSOR AT TRENT UNIVERSITY, ONTARIO, CANADA
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Beware, thou who art tempted to evil! Beware what thou layest up for the future! Beware what thou layest up in the archives of eternity! Wrong not thy neighbor! Lest the thought of him thou injurest, and who suffers by thy act, be to thee a pang which years will not deprive of its bitterness! Break not into the house of innocence, to rifle it of its treasure; lest when many years have passed over thee, the moan of its distress may not have died away from thine ear! Build not the desolate throne of ambition in thy heart; nor be busy with devices, and circumventings, and selfish schemings; lest desolation and loneliness be on thy path, as it stretches into the long futurity!

MORALS AND DOGMA OF THE ANCIENT AND ACCEPTED SCOTTISH RITE OF FREEMASONRY,

DEGREE XIII, ROYAL ARCH OF SOLOMON ENTERED ACCORDING TO ACT OF CONGRESS, IN THE YEAR 1871, BY ALBERT PIKE



PREFACE

ALBERT PIKE—A TRUE ENIGMA

It is easy to develop a novel around a known historical figure when the focus of your story is Albert Pike. Seen as a demigod by some and the devil incarnate by others, Pike secretly dominated several decades of U.S. history during the most turbulent time in America’s past. Pike was a true enigma, a man with many secrets, many of which he took to his grave. Over a lifetime, he was seen as a thorn in the side of the collective psyche of America, reflecting a conundrum that the American people are facing today. History indeed repeats itself. Will the South rise up once more?

Above all else, over his life, Pike became a brilliant esoteric magus. Rising from New England pioneer roots, in August 1825, at the age of sixteen, Pike wrote the entrance exams to Harvard, passed, and was accepted, but he had to forgo a formal education because of the required fees and educate himself. At first he started out as a simple schoolteacher, moving from one New England town to another, then to Nashville, Tennessee, and later to St. Louis, Missouri, but his personal history following this rather innocuous beginning is the stuff of legend.

An imposing, biblical figure, Pike stood six feet, two inches tall and weighed three hundred pounds, with a flowing beard and hair that hung below his shoulders. Like most self-made men, he was a restless soul, determined to explore the West, which the United States had recently acquired through the Louisiana Purchase, so in 1831 he embarked on a hunting-and-trapping expedition to Taos, New Mexico, only to have his horse break and run. Pike was thus forced to walk the remaining thirteen hundred miles to Fort Smith, Arkansas. This foreshadowed the man’s strength and determination and a spirit that would carry him through a multidimensional journey of self-examination.

It was here, in Arkansas, that Pike decided to settle and teach school and to write a series of articles for the Little Rock Advocate. Generating both monetary and critical success from the start, Pike was said to have made enough money to purchase the Advocate in 1834. However, this may be more the stuff of legend than the actual truth. In fact, just prior to his purchase of the business, he married Mary Anne Hamilton, a descendant of Alexander Hamilton, who came from a very wealthy family, suggesting that a large dowry exchanged hands. From the outset, the newspaper promoted the viewpoint of the Whig party, stoking the political volatility that existed throughout Arkansas and other Southern states during this time.

During the same period, Pike studied law and was admitted to the bar in 1837, mostly on the strength of having written a book titled The Arkansas Form Book, which served as a guidebook for lawyers for generations to come. At this point, Pike sold the Advocate and concentrated 
on representing the claims of many Native North American tribes against the 
federal government. This, of course, was extremely unusual, because most 
American pioneer families believed that the Native Americans had no rights to 
their ancestral homeland. In 1852 Pike represented the Creek nation, and in 1854 
he represented both the Choctaw and Chickasaw, taking their claims to the 
Supreme Court. Although he was successful in defending their claims regarding 
their ceding of tribal lands, the American government never properly compensated the tribes in accordance with the court’s rulings.

Here is the first enigma about Pike’s character: although he retained his affiliation with the Whig party during the 1830s and 1840s, which adamantly opposed the rival Democrats’ belief in Manifest Destiny, he remained a strong advocate of slavery. How could a man fight so hard for Native American rights and at the same time maintain such a strong belief in the right of men to enslave other men? What qualities did Pike see in Native Americans versus the African-American race, especially given his involvement in Freemasonry, which considered all men equal and free? Had he learned of something more that spoke of prior contact and strategic intermarriage between the medieval European Knights Templar and the Native North Americans?

One thing is obvious: Pike strongly believed in and fought for his convictions. Joining the Regiment of Arkansas Mounted Volunteers, he was commissioned as a troop commander with the rank of captain in June 1846. With his regiment, he fought with distinction at the Battle of Buena Vista during the Mexican War, receiving an honorable discharge in June 1847.

After his discharge, Pike became disillusioned with the Whig party, which refused to take a stand on slavery. Over the next decade, his increasing disillusionment with federalism would lead to a strong stand in support of the freedom of individual states. By 1861, he was arguing in his writings and speeches that the individual states’ rights superseded national law. Thus, he strongly supported the idea of Southern secession, continuing a strong proslavery position.

It is said that Pike was one of the main Masonic entities behind the instigation of secession following Abraham Lincoln’s election as president. On December 20, 1860, the state of South Carolina—headquarters of the Southern Jurisdiction of Scottish Rite Freemasonry, which by this time Pike virtually controlled—was the first state to secede, with Mississippi following the very same day. Although he had sympathy for both sides at the outset, Pike decided to take sides with the Confederates. At the same time, he continued to hold out hope for a negotiated settlement that would strengthen the states’ rights of self-determination while restraining federal dominance.

But the inevitable arrived when the prospect of abolition led the nation into civil war. In 1861, at the beginning of the conflict, Pike asked to be appointed Confederate envoy to the Native Americans. The newly established Confederate States of America, under the leadership of Jefferson Davis, was more than pleased to grant his request.

Pike’s first official act as envoy was to negotiate a treaty between the Confederate government and the Cherokees, led by the famous chief John Ross. The Indian-Confederate treaty led to Pike’s being commissioned as a brigadier general on November 22, 1861, and given a command in the Indian Territory. Over the next six months, he was responsible for the training of three Confederate regiments of Indian cavalry.

Pike led his Native American troops into the Battle of Pea Ridge, otherwise known as Elkhorn Tavern, in March 1862. At first, they were victorious but fell into disarray during a Union counterattack. Chief Ross would forever be known for his savagery during this battle, in which his men scalped fallen Union soldiers, some still alive.

When Pike was ordered to send his troops to Arkansas in May 1862, he resigned in protest. He had given his personal assurance to Ross and the other chiefs that the natives would only fight within the Indian Territory in defense of their negotiated land claims. As a result of this protest, along with the brutal conduct of his native troops in the field, Pike was charged with insubordination and treason against the Confederacy.

In 1863, Pike, facing arrest, escaped into the hills of Arkansas and lived as a fugitive until the Confederate army accepted his resignation on November 11, 1863. Following this, he was allowed to return to his family in Little Rock, where he resumed his law practice. Between 1864 and 1866, although decommissioned, Pike continued to be heavily involved in Civil War affairs, both officially and clandestinely.

It has been purported, although never totally confirmed, that Pike was a founding member of the paramilitary espionage organization known as the Knights of the Golden Circle, which was first formed in 1854 and was intimately involved in the conspiracy to assassinate President Abraham Lincoln.

It has also been said that Pike was the only conspirator in Lincoln’s assassination to escape hanging and that he was behind the founding of the Ku Klux Klan at the end of the Civil War. It is known with certainty that he was the Grand Dragon of the Tennessee chapter of the KKK, as well as its Grand Council’s judiciary counsel. He also was instrumental in penning the Klan’s rituals, which were based loosely on those of the Scottish Rite of Freemasonry.

With the formal end of the Civil War on May 9, 1865, Pike fled Arkansas with his wife and family and initially headed to Mexico. After a change of heart, he shifted from one state to another, narrowly avoiding arrest by Union troops. By June 1865, he had taken refuge in Canada, where he stayed for approximately two months until Lincoln’s successor, Andrew Johnson, granted him a “parole” on August 30, 1865. (Pike never accepted a full pardon, which would imply that he was guilty of treason.)

Here is the second major enigma around Pike. Why was it so important to him to maintain that his commission as a brigadier general in the Confederate army and his actions in instigating the secession of eleven Southern states from the Union did not constitute treason? Earlier he had been charged with treason by the Confederate government and did not dispute that charge. Was it a matter of principle, or was there something more complex relating to his insistence that his actions were true to the Constitution of the United States?

Probably the most enduring aspect of Pike’s career relates to his meteoric rise within American Freemasonry. From the early 1840s onward, Pike developed a phenomenal and distinguished Masonic career, which would lead to a remarkable series of synchronistic events in the history of North America, most of which are unknown to the general public to this day.

Pike’s encounter with fraternal lodges began with membership within the Odd Fellows Lodge in the early 1840s. From there he quickly transitioned into the Masonic Lodge and rapidly rose through its state and national ranks, including receiving full Knights Templar honors in 1853 at Hugh de Payens Commandery No. 1, in Little Rock. He was elected Sovereign Grand Commander of the Scottish Rite’s Southern Jurisdiction on January 3, 1859, a position that gave him absolute control over the Southern Jurisdiction for the remainder of his life.

Among many things, Pike is probably best known for having consolidated and developed the Southern Jurisdiction’s thirty-two-degree rituals, which are still in use within that jurisdiction, and for having written the penultimate book on Masonry, titled Morals and Dogma of the Ancient and Accepted Scottish Rite of Freemasonry, which was published in 1871.

On April 2, 1891, Albert Pike died inside the Old House, which was at the time the Temple headquarters of the Southern Jurisdiction in Washington, D.C. Surprisingly, given his role in the Civil War, by a special act of Congress his remains were removed from their original burial plot and reburied in a stone crypt located within the walls of the New House, which is the current Temple Building in Washington, D.C. A larger-than-life statue of Pike dominates the Judiciary Square neighborhood of Washington, D.C. Given the current turmoil surrounding the removal of statues of Confederate generals from prominent locations across the United States, it is significant that no one has even raised the issue of removing Pike’s statue.

Pike corresponded prolifically with many other high-ranking Masons around the world, including a lasting correspondence with Col. William James Bury (W. J. B.) MacLeod Moore, then Supreme Grand Master of the Knights Templar of Canada. Moore is credited with introducing Scottish Rite Masonry, Templarism, the Conclave and Rosicrucianism to Canada and North America, becoming both the first Supreme Grand Master of the Sovereign Great Priory of Canada, and Supreme Magus of the Societas Rosicruciana in Civitatibus Foederatis (SRICF). Moore provided Pike with the ancient rituals for these orders, which he had gotten during his overseas travels, allowing Pike to extend his influence over Southern Jurisdiction Scottish Rite Masonry throughout the United States.

To come full circle, approximately four years ago, in my capacity as Grand Historian/Grand Archivist for the Sovereign Great Priory–Knights Templar of Canada, I unexpectedly came into the care of a set of private letters between Pike and MacLeod Moore. The correspondence lasted Pike’s lifetime, culminating in his receiving the honorary appointment of Provincial Grand Prior of the Sovereign Great Priory–Knights Templar of Canada in 1878. The contents of these remarkable letters have never been presented publicly until now.

The pages of this novel will reveal the exact content of some of those letters. As these letters are real and have been historically verified, this content is priceless in itself. When interwoven with the story that you are about to read, whispers of a secret of world proportions surpass mere speculation. I leave it to the reader to determine to what degree the following story is real and to what degree it is fictional.

MOST EMINENT KNIGHT WILLIAM F. MANN, GCT

SUPREME GRAND MASTER

SOVEREIGN GREAT PRIORY–KNIGHTS TEMPLAR OF CANADA
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PROLOGUE

June 21, 1865

OTTAWA, UPPER CANADA

It was an exceptionally humid evening along the high southern banks of the Ottawa River, which was still swollen from the late winter runoff from the far north. Some thirty-five years earlier, the British had strategically carved their fort and settlement out of the nearby lowest valley and the highest hill, where once stood an earlier stone tower constructed by a group of medieval Knights Templar. It was said that the earliest Templar lodges, like those of the Ancient, Free & Accepted Masons before them, were located on the highest hills and in the deepest valleys. This tower had been located to take advantage of the best sight lines both up and downriver, for the Templars protected the most valuable treasure ever—the Holy Grail—as it made its way westward.

Ottawa was located well away from easy access by American raiders across Lake Ontario for a reason. During the War of 1812, the Americans invaded Toronto, and in retaliation the British invaded Washington. Finding the American capital abandoned, the senior Masonic officers sat down to a sumptuous meal in the dining room of the house temporarily occupied by their fellow Mason, George Washington, afterward burning what would ultimately become the White House. The British were adamant that the future capital of Canada would be safe from similar attack.

The original settlement was called Bytown, named after Colonel John By, the British officer and engineer who oversaw the construction of the inland Rideau Canal system joining Lake Ontario to the Ottawa River between 1827 and 1832. An ingenious series of water locks, constructed out of huge limestone blocks carved from the local quarries by Scottish, French, Canadian, and Irish masons, compensated for the rise and fall in elevation along the 125-mile system, which joined natural inland waterways with immense, hand-dug canals.

Colonel By was a typical British army officer: the second son of an aristocratic English family; handsome and strong; educated and ambitious; and a York Rite Freemason and Knight Templar. Descended from a Norman family that had fallen on hard times, he was determined to make his own fortune in a strange new land of opportunity and fate. It didn’t bother him that seventeen workers died, mainly of malaria, and twenty-two sappers or engineers died from construction accidents, during the building of the Rideau Canal. He was driven to a higher degree by other, more sublime knowledge.

John By knew that he was following in the footsteps of the Knights Templar, who had originally arrived on the East Coast of North America in the twelfth century and over the past several centuries had intermarried with the tribes who made up the larger Algonquin nation. It was their way of infusing their bloodline with new and untainted DNA while securing safe passage among the newly formed branches of their extended family trees. As they made their way westerly along ancient trade routes, they leapfrogged from one sanctuary to another, constantly looking over their shoulders for the Vatican-appointed Jesuits, whose task was to obliterate the remaining members of what was considered by the Cathars to be the Holy Grail Family—the lineal descendants of Jesus and his wife, Mary Magdalene.

On this evening in 1865, tree frogs and mosquitoes hummed in chorus from the dense underbrush below the back veranda of the elegant Victorian mansion. The mansion itself had been constructed some ten years earlier by Thomas McKay, one of the founders of Ottawa, who had emigrated from Perth, Scotland. McKay was a skilled stonemason who was instrumental in finishing the final set of locks joining the Ottawa River and the Rideau Canal. He went on to be one of the first—and richest—industrialists in Canada.

The house was built in 1855 as a gift from McKay to his new son-in-law, John McKinnon, who was to die suddenly in 1866. Afterward, the house would exchange hands several times until it was purchased in 1883 by the first prime minister of Canada, Sir John A. MacDonald, himself a Knight Templar.

As fate would have it this evening, splayed languidly on a wicker settee like an imperial rajah was the already infamous Confederate general Albert Pike. General Pike, coincidentally, was a Knight Templar under the banner of the Grand Encampment of the United States of America. Pike occasionally repositioned his excessive bulk in order to better face the northwest setting sun of the summer solstice. His face was flushed with the heat and humidity, and with an inner excitement, as he charted the sun’s radiant position in his mind, rereading the letter that he had just finished penning to the president of the United States:

June 21, 1865

Dear Brother and Sir Knight Andrew Johnson, 33º, KT

First and foremost, let me officially congratulate you on your receiving the 32nd and honorary 33rd degree. If you are to allow the highest degree freely into your heart, its illumination will guide you through these very difficult times indeed.

I trust that you are most pleased with the honor bestowed upon you by my fellow officers, as deserving Freemen have received the same honor for thousands of years. Our Scottish Rite of the Southern Jurisdiction rituals link us to our ancient origins. You now follow in the footsteps of Egyptian Pharaohs, Biblical Prophets, Merovingian and Frankish Kings, and even those adepts who came before the Great Flood.

Without doubt you have heard sordid rumors of my involvement as a General of the Confederate States Army and in the assassination of your immediate predecessor, Abraham Lincoln. May God rest his soul!

I want to assure you, though, that I had no hand in such a wicked occasion. As Sovereign Grand Commander of the Supreme Council of the Scottish Rite’s Southern Jurisdiction of the USA, I believe that I have been tasked by the Supreme Being to bring together the various estranged factions and to mend their differences following such a bloody and devastating civil war.

As such, my esteemed colleagues have presented to you a petition on my behalf demonstrating my civic virtue, good deeds, and positive actions. If forgiven, I offer my services in any manner deemed acceptable, no matter how small or large the task.

I eagerly await your response, as I long to return to my homeland and family.

Sincerely yours, truly,

Albert Pike, 33º, KT

Sovereign Grand Commander

Without a sound, the mansion’s young owner stepped out onto the veranda and also took in the magnificent sunset. Helping himself to a glass of the cold lemonade that offered itself from an elegant side table, he found himself a wicker chair to sit in and raised the glass in acknowledgment of his guest. Pike slowly righted himself as best as he could before turning to face his host. Stroking his bedraggled white beard, Pike first sighed blissfully and then said to John McKinnon, “Blessings be, my good, younger Brother and fellow Sir Knight. On an evening such as this, it is not difficult to believe in a Supreme Being, a Great Creator, God Himself, painting such an otherworldly canvas.”

McKinnon responded in kind. “Blessing and salutations be with you, my exalted Frater. I bring you sincere and fraternal greetings from my father-in-law, Brother and Sir Knight, the Honorable Thomas McKay, whom I just left. I see that you have been admiring one of our grand sunsets. The direction of the sun leading to the northwest, especially on today’s solstice, reminds me that somewhere in the world, the sun is always at its meridian; and, as such, there exists a lodge in every corner of the world. Isn’t that a wonderful thing?”

Pike nodded in concurrence, focusing on the key Masonic words that McKinnon had used like a code. At the same time, Pike lazily flicked away at nonexistent dust balls seemingly within his wild beard. “Yes, I agree. Freemasonry, as you know, is the central heartbeat of my very existence. Ever since I was first initiated into the fraternity back in the early 1840s, I have read everything that I could lay my hands on, trying to piece together the origins and ultimate meaning behind our many rituals and beliefs. This inner debate against my own misgivings has resulted in my realization of many spiritual matters. But this is not why I am here!”

Upon hearing these words, John McKinnon sat upright. Here was the real reason that General Pike sought refuge in British Canada, he thought. His father-in-law had indicated that he hoped Pike would take the young Mason into his confidence. Thomas McKay knew that Albert Pike had at times acted as a spy for Britain against the Union during the Civil War and had corresponded directly with Queen Victoria on several occasions. The British had been seeking any advantage to bring the colonies back into their empire and thought the division between the North and the South could be worked to that advantage.

Following his pronouncement, Pike cleared his throat and continued, “Now what I’ve been able to piece together is the result of several decades of research, along with certain secrets that have been passed down through many conduits and orders. The information that you and your father-in-law have shown me over the past few weeks confirms what’s been whispered about in the dark corners of the lodges for centuries.”

McKinnon drew his chair even closer to the Sovereign Grand Commander. When my father-in-law first told me the story of how the original nine Knights of the Temple—the Knights Templar—discovered the sacred treasure under the ruins of the Temple of Solomon before the First Crusade and absconded with it to France, and then distributed it secretly to Denmark, Scotland, England, Portugal, and, of all places, pre Columbian North America, I was skeptical. But now, here, sitting with this North American giant of Scottish Rite Freemasonry, I’m coming to realize that there truly are secrets within secrets.

Pike pointed to the highest point above the cliffs to the west of the mansion. “It’s a shame that Sir Knight MacDonald could not be available to hear what I’m about to tell you. My understanding is that he is working night and day from Kingston trying to convince various provincial bodies to join together in what he terms a confederation, which would lead the British to assent to the formation of Canada as a separate country.”

Pike took a sip of his lemonade and continued, “Frankly, I’m a bit skeptical of MacDonald’s potential for success. Look at what the United States of America just went through. I would hate to see Canada going the same way. There is an inherent danger of any type of nationalism being more powerful than the rights of either individual provinces or states. Most of the Founding Fathers of America, most of them Masons, of course, had slaves, and the right to own slaves was an inherent right defined in the individual state manifestos. The industry of the South depended on slavery. It will take years for the Confederate States of America to gain back a sound economic foothold; in the meantime, the North will rape and pillage the South. Southern white families will be at the mercy of those carpetbaggers. There is definitely a need to bring together those Southern survivors into a policing force of their own. Nobody else will protect them. But I digress.”

Although a mist started to cloud his eyes, Pike could still see that his foray into politics was making McKinnon slightly uncomfortable. “I’m sorry, Brother John. I do get carried away at times. It’s the fire in my belly, that’s all! I apologize.”

John looked as sympathetic as he could, while thinking: How could a man of his stature and respect within Freemasonry actually believe in such things? Are we not taught in Masonry that all men are to be treated equal? Didn’t the American Declaration of Independence speak to the freedom of all men?

Clearing his throat, Pike changed the subject. “Ahem! I was pointing at that hilltop over there because I understand that John A. has already proposed that area for your future parliament buildings. That’s a fine site. Having seen the hidden foundation remains of the earlier Templar tower that existed on the site, which you and your father-in-law showed me the other day, I can’t think of a more appropriate site to continue what our medieval knights first started.

“You, of course, know the story of how the Templar Treasure, along with the surviving descendants of the Holy Grail Family, made its way to North America, and, with the help of the Native North Americans, they made their way westward, establishing several sanctuaries or refuges along the way, including right here, across the river at St. Francis du Templeton. Through my intimate dealings and sharing of rituals with the American indigenous people, I have discovered that the descendants of the Grail Family were conveyed along several different routes to the foothills of the Rockies. This was where they eventually were reunited and absorbed entirely into a few select native tribes, who became the ultimate guardians of both the Templar Treasure and the remaining Grail descendants.”

Even though it had already been a long and trying day, John was quick to keep his wits about him. He knew that whatever still existed threatened the Roman Catholic Church to its very foundations. Jesuit agents for the Vatican had infiltrated the earliest French settlements from the time of Champlain’s first arrival in 1604. This certainly explains why the Jesuits moved inland quickly during the seventeenth century, establishing missionary posts across the Great Lakes, such as Ste. Marie among the Hurons in 1639. The Jesuit Nicholas Recollect even made his way as far inland as St. Anthony Falls, Minnesota, and traveled down the Mississippi River!

Pike could see that the intelligent young man who sat across from him was quickly piecing together the puzzle. “John, I know what you want to ask and are hesitant to do so: do I know exactly where the treasure ultimately lies and how to retrieve it? Yes, I do, but for reasons that may be beyond yours or your father-in-law’s comprehension, I will not reveal the final resting place of the treasure, including those holy relics and genealogical records that were recovered from the Talpiot Tomb in Jerusalem. It would surely lead to death for both you and your father-in-law, as well as for many others, I’m afraid.”

General Pike had no idea that, in any case, John McKinnon would be dead within the year.

In the thick, humid air, Pike concluded his impromptu sermon: “Over the coming decades, the West will open up through the railway, and the proud, noble savage will be obliterated, not only to take their fertile land and the gold and silver that lies underneath it, but to discover the secret that they’ve shared with me. As for myself, I have sworn a blood oath during the native ceremonies. The secret will go with me to my grave. Of course, I’ll use it as a bargaining chip as I make my way through the political labyrinth that awaits me back in the States. I’ll not only survive, but thrive, and I have Freemasonry to thank for that. Secret societies must always have some secrets. That’s what makes them so fascinating to the ones on the outside. Yet you and I know that is not the real worth of Freemasonry.”

With that, Pike excused himself of his host’s hospitality and retired for the evening. He would spend half of the evening writing and the other half reading. Sleep would not come lightly this evening to either of the two nineteenth-century Knights Templar. What had just been discussed would lie on both of their minds, and June 24, St. John the Baptist Day, was quickly approaching. St. John the Baptist Day was considered to be the holiest day of the year by the Knights Templar ever since their initial discovery under the ruins of the Temple of Solomon in 1126.



I

APPRENTICE

10:00 a.m., Thirty-three days ago

THE SCOTTISH RITE TEMPLE 1733 16TH STREET N.W., WASHINGTON, D.C.

The morning air was thick with hints of allegorical symbolism, 
starting with the two sphinxes guarding the Temple’s main doorway. Thomas Moore could almost hear his name being called by the two outer guards and by every paper, record, and book that occupied the Temple library’s stacks.

Thomas was awestruck by the size of the Temple and its library. He had recently spent many hours both in the Library of Congress and the National Archives of Canada, but there was something different about this building and its extensive collections. Both the Library of Congress and National Archives were organized and methodical, but here was a labyrinth of rooms and aisles bursting with mind-sets and philosophies—an extensive general collection covering every aspect of Freemasonry that had ever existed. There were the collections of past and present Sovereign Grand Commanders from around the world. There was the Abraham Lincoln Collection. There was the Robert Burns Library. Other collections included the Claudy Collection, on the works of Goethe, and the L. M. Taylor Collection of esoteric literature. Finally, there was the Albert Pike Collection.

The awestruck Thomas must have appeared amusing to the scholars who had spent their lifetimes among the stacks; he also attracted the attention of the only woman present in this bastion of male fraternity. As she leaned back in her chair, she eyed Thomas with a sense of both intrigue and amusement. This freshly entered apprentice was much more interesting than the eighteenth-century text by Benjamin Franklin that she was perusing. She also noticed the leather satchel that he carried over his shoulder.

This lone female scholar, Janet Rose, was in her early thirties and was completing a PhD in Masonic philosophy and esoteric symbolism at Georgetown University. Her father, Solomon, a prominent Freemason in his own right, had thought it odd that a university established by the Jesuits would allow his daughter, an Ashkenazi Jew from New York, to study anything relating to the esoteric, especially since her bold attitudes resembled those of a modern-day witch.

It hadn’t hurt Janet’s chances that her grandfather, David Joshua Rose, had broken tradition and donated a very considerable sum of money to the Catholic university. He had a way of knowing how to pave the way for his grandchildren into mainstream America. His reputation as one of the foremost medieval scholars of Judaism in the United States didn’t hurt Janet’s chances either when she successfully applied for the prestigious George Washington Scholarship.

The relationship between ancient Masonic philosophy and esoteric symbolism wasn’t Janet’s only interest. Her independence and academic brilliance did not prevent her from occasionally seeking out the company of a shy and quirky academic male. She enjoyed exerting her physical and mental dominance over less assured academics, and Thomas Moore fit the bill perfectly. Tall and lanky, all arms and legs, he moved like a slightly more muscled version of Ichabod Crane. He seemed to be in a state of despair. His disheveled hair seemed too boyish for his thirty-five years, but the deep blue-rimmed glasses balanced the look and gave him the air of a millennial professor, although one with a more sinewy and athletic body than was first evident.

Something else about Thomas attracted Janet. She often made a game out of trying to guess people’s professions and familial backgrounds, but for some reason she was stumped by this young man. He had a distinctly olive tint to his skin, but it was more reddish-brown than tawny. His hair was a dark, dusty brown, tending toward black. Above all else, it was his eyes that intrigued Janet—a translucent blue, speckled with green, similar to a wolf’s eyes—an attractive combination when accented by the deep blue rims of his glasses.

She noticed that Thomas hadn’t moved, except for his head, which appeared to be on a swivel, gazing side to side—taking everything in as if photographing the place and depositing the images in a digital file within his brain. Since no one else showed the least inclination to help this man-boy, Janet rose up from her chair and walked toward him. Her curiosity had gotten the best of her. Ichabod Crane is searching for the Headless Horseman, she thought.

Thomas had also noticed her. This beautiful woman is coming toward me. Oh my God! She’s extending her hand toward me! What am I supposed to do?

Luckily, Thomas realized by her smile that she was just trying to be friendly. He instantly extended his hand and smiled back at this goddess of the Temple.

Janet grasped his hand a little too firmly and shook it enthusiastically, trying to imitate a man’s grip. Keeping her voice low, she whispered, “Hi, I’m Janet Rose. I’ve spent most of my last two years devouring this library and its contents. It’s like a candy store of esoteric signs, symbols, and tokens for someone as ravenous as myself. Can I help you find what you’re looking for?”

Thomas immediately felt the uncertainty leave his body. “And, hello to you! My name is Thomas Moore . . . just like the sixteenth-century social philosopher, except with two O’s instead of one. I must say that I didn’t expect any of the librarians in this place to be women. I would have thought that they had some sort of rule against that sort of thing.”

Your first big mistake, Mr. Saint I-don’t-care-who-you-are! thought Janet. “I’ll have you know that I hold two master’s degrees, one from Harvard and one from Yale, and am currently completing my PhD at Georgetown on the relationship between ancient Masonic philosophy and esoteric symbolism. I’m not a librarian! I was just trying to be polite because you stood there looking like a lost puppy. I must have been crazy to leave my research to offer you assistance!”

Janet’s voice rose so loud that many of her fellow researchers raised their head in unison, like prairie dogs responding to a whistle. After confirming that the ruckus came from the woman who seemed to own the place, they all put their heads back down and resumed their reading.

That’s when Thomas did the last thing that Janet ever expected. He chuckled. He didn’t blush or stutter, but chuckled with a deep, throaty rumble. Janet at first couldn’t understand if he was laughing at her or himself. Maybe there’s more depth to this man than first meets the eye, Janet thought. Maybe he can show me something that waits in the dark, deep waters of his eyes. Maybe he won’t disappoint me the way men usually do.

Thomas extended his left hand and placed it unexpectedly on Janet’s shoulder with a rather intimate gesture. “I’m so sorry if I offended you, Ms. Rose. Please believe me when I say that it wasn’t my intention to do so. It’s just that I get flustered when I’m around women. My mom used to say that it’s because of the many past lives that I spent as a guardian of sacred women. I always put them up on a pedestal as though they’re statues that you can’t touch. I know that sounds pretty lame . . .”

Janet was stunned. No man had ever talked to her like this. She was used to men fawning all over her and stuttering to find the simplest of words. She liked the power that she had over them. But here was something more. His openness and honesty disarmed her, not to mention the electricity that she felt from his strange little touch on her shoulder. And what did he mean by “guardian of sacred women”?

Thomas immediately recognized that he had made Janet uncomfortable with his comments. “I really do apologize, Janet. I do appreciate the offer of assistance, but I have no idea of even where to start. I’m surely not properly prepared. In fact, I’m not sure if I’m in the right place; I’m neither a Mason nor a scholar. I’m not even American. I’m Canadian.”

“Let’s start over,” said Janet, recovering nicely, although the comment about Thomas being Canadian only added to the intrigue. “Thomas, if I can call you Thomas?” Thomas nodded, as Janet continued, “Thomas, how can I be of assistance?”

“I really don’t know where to begin. I’m a landscape architect by profession. I live in Montreal but travel quite a bit, as my firm does a lot of international business. But that’s not why I’m here. I’m actually on holiday and love the capital’s architecture and planning. But that’s not why I’m here either.”

Janet laughed a little too loud. “Thomas, do you always ramble on like this? Maybe you should get to the point!”

“Sorry . . . did I say sorry again? It’s a bad trait that we Canadians have—always apologizing. Anyway, I’m here because my grandfather passed away about a year ago. He left me a trunk full of family pictures, war memorabilia, medals, and such. My family has quite a military history. My grandfather knew that I was interested in history and our family’s genealogy, so it seemed logical that he would leave these things to me. Most of my family doesn’t care about our ancestry.”

“Thomas, please get to the point,” Janet was almost pleading with him. This man is irritating me to no end, and I just met him five minutes ago.

“About a month ago,” Thomas continued, “I rummaged through the trunk and discovered that it had a false bottom. I removed the bottom and found three worn and stained envelopes that contained correspondence from over several decades between my great-great-grandfather, W. J. B. Macleod Moore, and an Albert Pike.”

Janet involuntarily put her hand to her mouth and gave a little sigh. The Pike Letters! They do exist, after all this time! It was Janet’s turn to lay her hand on Thomas’s shoulder. “Thomas, do you have any idea who your great-great-grandfather and Albert Pike were?”

Thomas felt as though he had just been drawn into some sort of conspiracy—one that included him as the hero and the woman opposite him as the heroine. “The only thing I know is what I’ve read on the internet since discovering the letters. I had no idea that my great-great-grandfather was once Supreme Grand Master of the Sovereign Great Priory–Knights Templar of Canada—and that Albert Pike was once Sovereign Grand Commander of the Scottish Rite Southern Jurisdiction of the United States. Pike appears to be a real character, being a Confederate general and all. It was definitely a lot to take in, so that’s why I am here. I have the letters in my satchel, but I have no idea where to begin.”

Janet was flabbergasted. How could Thomas not know about two of the most prominent North American Freemasons in the past two centuries? Within their lifetime, both men dominated Scottish Rite Freemasonry, the Conclave, Templarism, and even Rosicrucianism in North America and beyond. The esoteric philosophy and symbolism shared between these four major fraternal bodies would fill a truck. Holy crap! W. J. B. MacLeod Moore even provided rare copies of both Scottish Rite and Knights Templar rituals to Albert Pike, who further modified them for his own purposes. Pike even went so far as formulating the rituals of both the Knights of the Golden Circle and the Ku Klux Klan in part on what MacLeod Moore had conveyed to him. This will stand North American history on its head! I wonder if the signs and symbols are concealed within the letters.

Janet was ecstatic. She had been searching for a breakthrough like this for a long time. Now standing in front of her was the prospect of original research, using original correspondence that hadn’t seen the light of day for over a hundred years. She would have to tread carefully, for even though he appeared naïve on the outside, she knew that Thomas wasn’t a complete fool, or a mere pawn. Her next move would be crucial to her research.

“Thomas, would you like me to introduce you to Albert Pike?”



II

FELLOW-CRAFT

10:30 a.m., Thirty-three days ago

ALBERT PIKE’S CRYPT, SCOTTISH RITE TEMPLE

What do you mean: Do I want to meet Albert Pike? He died over a hundred years ago. Has he risen from the dead?” Thomas stammered, obviously bewildered by both Janet’s manner and apparent flippancy.

“Calm down!” Janet patted the side of Thomas’s face somewhat condescendingly. “Pike’s remains are entombed here in the Temple in the central crypt. When he died in 1891, his wishes were to be cremated, but instead he was buried in Oak Hill Cemetery. But then, by a very unusual act of Congress, spearheaded by a senator from Kansas—Illustrious Brother and Sir Knight Arthur Capper, Thirty-Third Degree and a Knight Templar—his remains, primarily his skull and crossbones, were removed and reinterred here inside the Temple in a stone crypt, in a sepulcher befitting his rank and talents. You must have passed it on your way in. Did you not notice the memorial bust of Pike at the central staircase?”

“To tell you the truth, I was intimidated by the grandeur of the building even before I walked up to the front door. All I’ve recorded in my mind since I walked in is a variety of signs and symbols, mainly Greek, Egyptian, and extremely mystical Hebrew characters, which bombarded my psyche. I can’t understand anything that’s around me. I’ve been in a trance—that is, until you walked up to me and cast your spell.” Thomas blushed as he said, “By the way, how do you know so much about Albert Pike?”

Janet didn’t answer the question but just stood there. What’s happening here? Did I subconsciously cast a spell over him? Oy vey! Somehow I’ve got to remove myself from this situation. I’ve got too many things to do to become involved with this man. There are my studies, and I have that paper to finish. Then I have to defend my thesis Have two years of research gone out the window now that I’ve learned that Thomas possesses the Pike Letters? I can’t let my grandfather, David, down. He’ d be so disappointed. He’s been searching for the answer to Pike all of his life. Thomas must be the conduit to that-which-was-lost. I knew that Pike somehow must have rediscovered the trail of signs and symbols that lead to the crypt built by the descendants of the original Templars who came to North America. It was identical to the one they had discovered under the wall of King Solomon’s Temple in Jerusalem, and it was meant to reinter what they needed to establish a New Jerusalem. Why else would Pike have been paroled by Andrew Johnson and be allowed to serve the U.S. government?


OEBPS/images/img_004.jpg
ifp,,_‘_ Por< ke 9 b (M,‘,f/,é_ ~4 4&/,[(“ o
[ o pe e g omirtom o] i
| oty caden Tt Mmoar Gton oD e~ v&w‘/;_;(z,.
mzm:;}wft—vw 7/L~A4‘«/k:= oéM/JZM;“, o al-
SRR A
Sl aln. /wﬁ,\ ? uquw,,d\é.: 6-.7
nn bt wa%.@aaly/\.,\fm wb(m/a,7a:._r
es B /w/.[w_, D W.W/,(Mw 3
Zr-,7 S Z—lzjd,(,(_mm /\JLL(/I—A«.\ CMM
9 (jk’kmu«-[ évww\( s 0&7 P
LR e g G O o e
s C/W o oie “ u~ G

-

g et Mbk:avzca_%
W!MXN >

P

Lhei o Lo tl
_ﬂ(v\ e ..

,tliﬂl. Je,::/;(w e ’Ln&oz:. b}

Lido e et

M%Jw D
§ %JLW{,«V47=~3G"L‘:WE?C"“6/

i
i

._L;‘,a. AR ;%.Jf_;akuvwlw spon Be
fm7; . L G /0744C47
L Crntovs o<l o Sy o e 2 fmw ?l-vv—-‘

B o . e ks, Aales o

k"c‘f /m G swR o 7,A.W/

’ﬁu«_w ?..”/.,J gy G alt evenb, Zm
- R e
i L e fIN /m‘,. i 3






OEBPS/images/img_tp.jpg
THE

LAST REFUGE

OF THE

KNIGHTS
TEMPLAR

The Ultimate Secret of the Pike Letters

A NOVEL

WILLIAM F. MANN






OEBPS/images/9781620559925_cvi.jpg
THE

LAST REFUGEK

OF THE

KNIGHTS
TEMPLAR

The Ulttmate Secret offthe Pike Letters

£

WILLIAM F. MANN





OEBPS/images/img_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/img_002.jpg





OEBPS/images/img_003.jpg
FOR THE SOUTHERN

THE UNITED STATES.

FICE OF THE ,SOVEREIGN F‘W\ND FOMMANDER

@l{iﬁ_llf of maﬁl]?ngfan, i] ({
. e

L2 ey /1D, A M f&'ﬁ’/..
o’ Ostolen, 476, Y- B

i //z s Ve ‘DL&.@’L;}ZL&

. Zn.,-. /:wc,_é L. 2 G«;.
e e oD copae 9 va_ addans Come Cormaeced) o5
% e /@”"/]/qu) Jf’&:ﬁ/@f ﬁuw 5 cMJ»ZA§ *
Vo e Ve S ka:&, 74.7 :
/\%}, B 2 breac g0, Lol it
LI el IS e Conom

H / m>§//ma oy lmos e lelois il
doaw, N ; e o o G e |
/M/,Aar Al Mo (/“_i“i, &»;/azm}(f
. : =

O/Cﬁw\.u (,1;/.15,_. b P\lh—mﬂw,«mkor

é;r. f-ésg[\_a:f W}—~ffm?f. Ya ‘f:u pedecis &

—™





OEBPS/images/img_005.jpg
Zm, /7 a ), & o e
e s /,47
Uemnn (7 & attx heian e .
OEele . . o l/u7 Lrele | oD bpa Gl
. eply Gnes yon o =y
S ok 7/“&,7 gD besines <
B co oo W .

3

Sl G, U - OB T s Prr s 55
%“_— ﬁ%Z e o a@/ A%,.;

_gfwl s o i //;A, @o
(M/ e dgnL ;Kwuru

: S,
" W‘ A S






