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ANCIENT GODS 

be blamed on Kevin Christopher,” 
muttered Hopkins. 

“What on earth are you talking about?” I asked. 
“That beastly nightmare that I experienced in La- 

brador of course,” he replied. 
“Please elucidate, Dr. Hopkins, for unlike you we 

cannot read the mind,” Wansbrough broke in ironically. 
In the deep chairs of Pearson’s study we four sat 

around a blazing grate. Outside the December winds 
chilled and howled. Billow on billow of leaden grey was 
piling angrily and grimly around the horizon. Doors 
and windows rattled a premonitory warning and whirls of 
drifting snow mixed with the dust of a city street went 
skirling a t  intervals by the windows. We were discussing 
our different activities since our last memorable vacation 
together. Wansbrough had taken his degree and had 
embarked on life’s journey in Canada. The lives of 
Pearson and myself, now that we were engaged in the 
prosiac task of instructing the youth, offered no eventful 
Odyssey unless a visit to Wembly could be called a romap- 
tic quest. And so this startling beginning on the part of 
Hopkins seemed to tell that adventure had attended a t  
least one of us. Yet Wanny had come very close to spoil- 
ing things, and it was some time before Hop began again. 

He is one of those peculiar men who do not allow them- 
selves to be rushed into anything. If he has a story to tell, 
he will tell it in his own time and in his own way, and any 
facetious interruption is liable to drive him into complete 
silence. 

For some minutes he seemed sunk in contemplation: 
Kevin is married now,” he said, “Norah Fitzmaurice. 

Pretty little thing. Cherwell Edge I think. She did make 
a conquest of hearts. You all knew her?” 

,( 

“Yes,” I said. 
We had indeed all- known her and worshipped more or 

less a t  her shrine. In fact I had introduced Kevin to her. 
After that there was no one else. I was glad to hear the 
news as they suited each other so well,-he strong and tall 
with laughing Irish eyes , she  fair and very feminine with 
a divine voice and supreme mastery of the piano. Once I 
heard her sing a t  Benediction in the little chapel a t  the 
Edge, and I thought of an angel c ~ m e  to earth, but then 
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hued. “I had just finished at  the MiddlesexHospital, 
ind was looking forward to some cricket and tennis in 
Worcestershire when I bumped into Christopher one evening 
n May at the New Varsity Club. He had a geologist friend 
Nith him, VanHelfsdorf, a South African frsm B. N. C. I 
bink you know him?’ 

We all assented, and he continued. 
“He had a scheme on. He said he knew where there 

qas gold in Ungava. 
Would I join? There would be good hunting, fine scenery, 

It would be more ex- 
Ziting than country cricket, etc. And so on a sudden im- 
pulse I Well, I got my things together, and the 
jame sailed for Quebec. There we were 
picked little coaster of about a hundred tons 
under the command of Captain Martin. There too we 
met our guide. The trip down was pleasant enough and 
the only incident was a short call a t  Tadousac where we 
mailed our letters and took on our supplies and half a dozen 

tin was to return for us about the end of 

ked one glorious June afternoon at Port 
e water was the bluest blue, and the 

deep inlet walled with towering cliffs rivalled Norway’s 
And then, when sunset came slanting 

fijled ravine, lower and lower, until that 
emed filled with a molten stream of gold 

flinging and losing itself in the dark and placid waters of 
the bay. I climbed one of the cliffs-the stars were com- 
ing out one by one in a cloudless sky-not a sigh of wind 

visible bosom of the earth or sea-but here 

Van Helfsdorf was going along. 

jo1y vac, in fact I needed the rest. 
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it seemed so lonely and cold-even the stars seemed to 
have lost their friendly twinkle and only glared forbiddingly 
in the heavy silence-it wasn’t material coldness that caus- 
ed a shiver to run down my spine, but a sort of spiritual 
chill pervading imponderably the very atmosphere. I 
felt like I think Satan felt, as described by Milton, among 
the dim and lonely outposts of Eternity. We camped for 
the night on a little plain at  the base of this huge precipice. 
In  the morning the bay was empty, Martin was gone. 

“If you have ever been in theLabrador country, you 
will know that the land is a plateau for the most part, 
rising to an elevation of about one thousand feet. In  the 
south it is heavily wooded, but around this part it wears 
a bleaker aspect and there are leagues on leagues of wind- 
swept granite plain. 

“Our objective wap somewhere in the vicinity of a 
body of water of unknown extent, but of evil repute, and 
probably for that reason called Devil’s Lake. The route 
mapped out was up the Consolation toLake Corinne, thence 
up the Blue Snake (why named I know not), across to the 
Blackwater which flows into,or is supposed to flow into, 
Devil’s Lake. All day Kevin and Van Helfsdorf pored 
over a map, making and discussing detours and portages 
with our guide. 

Jean la Tour, for he boasted an aristocratic name, 
was a remarkable man. Small, wiry, and keen-eyed, he 
impressed one with a sense of efficiency and reserve power. 
But his eyes were my fascination, a cold snapping black, 
yet they could be tender too, and then, sometimes when he 
spoke of things, you knew those eyes had seen sights given 
to few men to see; you knew that Jean La Tour was wise 
with the wisdom of space and vastness conned from the 
Book of the North. 

“Since the old days of the Golden Fleece, since Cortez, 
Pizarro, and Raleigh, stories have been springing up of 
El Dorados awaiting the fortunate and bold d’ iscoverer. 
It is surprising, too, how these legends live, and Labrador 
was not without its tale. The Company’s factors had 
heard the story, and one, bolder than the rest, marched off one 
day into the wilderness of Ungava, but he and his party 
vanished forever. Whether they fell victims of wolves 

‘or famine we know not. Indians-no-these feared that 
part of the north, for they believed it the residence of spirits- 
Even the Eskimos, who frequent the northern coast of thi 

<( 
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land was utterly desolate. We kept on, and were just 
about to enter this narrow channel through which the 
water ran menacingly, when a voice hailed us from the 
clearing. In clear and bell-like tones we all hf“‘d a woman 
call, but strangest of all was what she said: Kevin Chris- 
topher, come here, come here!” I, myself, saw no one- 
and naturally didn’t believe my ears. Nevertheless we 
were brought to a momentary halt-and well that we were, 
else we had never returned. For a t  that moment, with a 
reverberating clang-echoed and reechoed a hundred times. 
in eerie tones by the beetling cliffs-a huge section 
of the North Western wall of the gorge plunged into the 
stream. It was some moments before we recovered our 
faculties. 

“It was- ,” whispered he as he wiped the per- 
spiration from his brow. He was very much agitated and 
I was unable to catch the last part of his remark.. When 
I questioned him he only continued to mutter unintelligi- 
bly to himself. We were undoubtedly lucky. One 
minute more and we would have all been buried under 
that thousand tons of granite mass. A voice had saved 
our lives. But our Indians were paralyzed with terror, 
and so we returned to the sloping shore and made camp. 

uneventfully enough- 
though all night we were disturbed by the near exulting 
and yet mournful wolf, and once a shadowy form which 
Jean assured us was a bear appeared for a second in the outer 
glow of the fire. That night too we heard for the first time 
what we supposed to be some bird of the bittern family 
and its note was a low throaty drum like roll which began 
in the forest quite near us and spread and was answered 
away in the distance; it was singularly disconcerting and 
sounded evil and menacing, but luckily it did not continue 
very long. It reminded me quite a bit of the peculiar 
little drum that the Swazis use for signalling purposes, 
but it was not so loud or so sharp in tone. We rose to 
see spread before us one of Nature’s glorious pictures. The 
East was faintly rosy, but the lake floor was still wrapped 
in gloom and a lone fading star twinkled uncertainly in 
the depths. In the stillness we could hear the faint sigh- 
ing of the wind in the gorge. The star twinkled more 
feebly and went out-a moment of uneasiness On nature.’s 
face-then the western heights were touched with fire-in 
a moment burst into flame and the sun was up. Away in 

I noted Kevin and his paleness. 

“The next morning dawned 
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preserved-it seemed to betray none of the dust and decay 
one would expect from its long neglect. 

We are all vandals at heart, and so we removed. 
several ornaments to take back to camp for examination. 
Soon I got the uncomfortable feeling that these horrible 
images were following us with baleful glances. As we 
talked in the presence of these ancient gods, long forgotten, 
whose people had faded leaving no trace as to their fate, 
our feelings of uneasiness grew, the idols were watching US 

with a sort of cold fury, and Kevin said as we trekked back 
to camp that he expected the priests to re-appear any 
moment and resume their ancient rites. 

The 
Indians were sullen and morose, and gave us to understand 
that they would go no further. We decided to watch 
them closely as we did not want to be deserted in the 
wilderness. 

But our temple discovery successfully relegated minor 
matters to the background. There was no longer need t? 
dicsover an Eldorado. The temple would provide suffici- 
ent treasure to make us all rich beyond the dreams of 
avarice. I was pleased in addition, for now my archaeo- 
logical proclivities might be allowed full play. 

That night we discussed old gods and ruined fanes. 
VanHelfsdorf told something of the monuments found in 
South Africa evidently pre-Bantu, by some ascribed to 
the Egyptians, by others to Sheba and the Abyssiniaps. 
Kevin, of course, you have heard on the Druidical remains 
of Ireland, Anglesea, and Brittany. Jean La Tour had a 
wonderful tale of the great Temple of the White Indians 
whose habitat as far as I could gather lies somewhere 
between the Great Slave district and the Coppermine. 

I still had the peculiar sensation of being observed by 
unseen eyes-I noticed, too, that the Indians were rest- 
less and furtive as if sensing some impendingdanger-and 
that they remained about the fire much longer than was 
their wont. During the night I was awakened by the 
curiouk feeling that someone was in my tent. I flashed 
my light around-there was nothing-turned over, and 
went back to dreamland. Strangely enough though, 
the others had experienced the same thing. Jean reported 
that two of our carriers had taken leave of absence un- 
officially, but that no canoes were missing, and supplies 
were intact. 

We found Van Helfsdorf rather preoccupied. 
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three so terrified that their statements were utterly in- 
coherent. Ultimately we were able to learn that just 
after midnight one of them awakened, and he thought 
that he saw a bear approaching them. He was just 
about to give the alarm when, according to his description, 
this shadowy form which he stated to be of gigantic, 
proportions, rose from the ground, seized one of his com- 
panions, and made off before he could give the alarm. It 
was his screams and those of his comrades that had awaken- 
ed me. The only explanation we could offer ourselves 
was that our carrier had become the victim of a bear, 
which on the face of it was very unlikely-and then we 
could find no tracks. Our Indians were certain that i t  
was the evil Spirit himself, and indeed we were not inclined 
to argue with them. Needless to say, we slept no more 
that night. 

With the dawning of morning and no trace of the - - 
missing man, our main business became one of preparation 
for return. Tents were struck, and supplies packed. 
Then, leaving the Indians in charge because we couldn’t 
get them to move, we four began our last trip to the 
Temple. We never saw Indians, canoes, or supplies 
again. Luckily we went heavily armed and with a fair 
amount of ammunition. 

“It would be about ten o’clock in the morning when 
we reached the old Temple by the now well-marked trail. 
Its solitary splendour struck us anew as we advanced to 
the entrance. 
sun. I t  seemed to have returned to the days of its pride 
when sacrifices were offered daily within its walls. We en- 
tered, and then a vision of horror met our gaze. There on the 
sacrificial altar lay last night’s victim with staring eyes, a 
huge and jagged wound in his breast, and more horrible 
than all-a sight to turn one sick with terror-we beheld 
his bleeding heart at the foot of the hideous god-Huitzi- 
lopochtli. What sustained us a t  that moment I don’t 
know, but in a moment, from insane terror we all passed to 
insane anger, and with whatever instrument that came to 
hand fell to wrecking this shrine of the devil. How time 
passed is blank to me, but suddenly I found myself weak 
and weary and weeping on the huge stone flags outside, 
and the sun was going down. I looked up-Kevin and 
Jean were half carrying and half dragging Van Helfsdorf, 
no longer the reserved English University product, but a 

I t  seemed new-resplendent in the morning 7 
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One evening a b w t  the third of October we stumbled 
to the shores of Port Consolation Bay-three ragged 
weary, and I was almost saying broken men. Captain 
Martin had already been waiting five days for us and had 
not intended remaining much longer as that coast rapidly 
hecomes dangerous in the fall of the year. 
seem very surprised a t  O U ~  story, and remarked that it 
only confirmed the legends he had heard. Surely he said 
the devil must hold sway there. 

Our run up to Quebec was as uneventful as our trip 
down. Jean left us a t  Tadoussac, and Kevin soon took 
passage to Europe thoroughly cured of the gold fe 
What I did you know. 

Here Hopkins fished an odd looking green stone 
covered with characters similar to the Maya hieroglyphics 
out of his waistcoat pocket and handed it to Mike. 

“This is the only proof of our story; it is all that 
remains of our plunder.” 

We believed him, and then we began to discuss 
Christmas presents. 

He didn’t ~ 

Silently we agreed. 

-J. R. H. F. 

‘Tis a little thing 
To give a cup of water, yet its draught 
Of cool refreshment drained by fevered lips, 
May give a shock of pleasure to the frame 
More exquisite than when Nectarine juice 
Renews the life of joy in happiest hours. 

-Thomas Noon Talford. 

Without a smile from partial beauty won, 
0 what is man? a world without a sun. 
The world was sad-the garden was a wild; 
And Man, the hermit sighed-till Women smiled, 

-Thomas Campbell 

The elevation of the mind ought to be the principal 
end of all our studies; which if they do not in some measure 
effect, they will prove of very little service to us. 

-Burke. 


