
Doom on Oak Island 

When Peter stamped his foot, it made a strange thud on the icy forest floor, like a 

heartbeat. Dressed in their mail armors, with their swords at their sides, and a tainted red cross 

drawn on their backs, Peter and his fellow knight Adam stood shivering in the cold beside the 

enormous pit that was dug out on the side of the hill, as the relentless blizzard swept across the 

oak forest.  

The two knights were gazing down at the humongous chest that rested on the bottom of 

the pit. Peter felt his heart pounding with growing speed as he once again marveled at the 

mysterious and magical values housed in the chest which he had spent much of his life protecting. 

It seemed like a powerful magnet that was pulling his soul away from his moral compass which 

had guided him throughout his career in the Holy Land. 

Peter cast away his rebellious thoughts and glanced back at the woods, where a series of 

recently erected tombstones of his fallen brethren scattered between the oak trees. Further on, the 

wreckage of their once magnificent galley, which had led them away from the persecutions in 

Europe, swayed vehemently amidst the frantic storm, sinking inch by inch into the turbulent sea. 

It seemed the fickle and inconstant Lord was determined to destroy the two knights’ last beacon 

of hope, abandoning them to rot on this harsh, desolate island a world away from their 

homelands.     

Silence ensued as both men, grievous of the ominous symbol of God’s disfavor, turned 

and gazed down the pit again. Despaired by the Lord’s cruelty, and enticed by their fabulous 

fantasies, the Knights’ reverence of God and their Order slowly corroded in the rampant snow. 

“What is our plan now?” Adam asked.  

“We ought to finish what we had started,” Peter answered somewhat hesitantly. He 

gesticulated towards the giant heap of dirt that sat beside the pit. Positioned at a higher altitude 

on the slope, the pile of earth leaned against a barricade, which was connected to a rope. With 

one pull of the rope, the barricade would be withdrawn, and all the dirt would be released into 

the pit. “It was agreed that we must entrust the safekeeping of the chest to the earth until we 

Templars could recuperate and reclaim our heritage. We promised it to our late brothers.” 

“Or, we could lift the chest back up and open it.” Prompted Adam, “God has already 

abandoned the Order, so why should we still be bound by our old liabilities? We have earned it 

through our years of service. Perhaps the magical powers accommodated within the treasures 

could aid our survival.” 

“Blasphemy! As a veteran Templar, you are well aware that the treasure chest is never to 

be opened!” Peter exclaimed instinctively, although his eyes remained transfixed on the alluring 

treasure below.   

“Do not tell me you were not tempted. In fact, I suspect you always craved the treasures 

for yourself!” Adam countered.  



Peter felt an unnameable rage fuming in his chest, not for the absurdity of Adam’s 

statements, but that they were actually completely true. Impulsively, Peter drew out his sword 

and thrust it straight into Adam’s heart with lightning speed, whose lifeless body swirled down 

into the darkness of the abyss.  

     

Peter slowly lowered himself down the pit, abandoning the remnants of his previously 

ironclad sense of duty and moral on the world above. Intoxicated by the flames of avarice which 

raged in his heart, Peter contemptuously stepped over Adam’s distorted body and edged towards 

the most craved trove in Christendom.  

Eagerly, Peter grabbed his sword and swung it violently against the locks that 

safeguarded the chest for two centuries, neglecting the sounds of creaking above. The locks were 

cracked, and Peter ravenously threw open the chest, while images of gold already occupied his 

mind.  

Yet there was no gold, nor magic, but only innumerable parchments filled with 

undecipherable symbols. A surge of frenzy overtook Peter as he hectically threw out the 

parchments scroll by scroll, yet he found nothing else save a weathered wooden box, and a 

pathetically dull stone cup. Despondent, Peter laughed out in irony, “Lord, you work in curious 

ways indeed.” 

Just then, as ice and snow continued to accumulate on the heap of earth, after prolonged 

creaking, the barricade was finally overwhelmed by the sheer weight it had to bear. As the 

renegade Templar knelt down in penance, a mixture of soil, snow, and slush overflew into the pit, 

instantaneously engulfing the men and the treasure. Though seasons passed and centuries rolled 

by, the secrets behind the Templars’ lost treasures, as well as the last act of their legendary tale, 

remained buried on Oak Island, resting quietly in the darkness of oblivion. 

 


