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New York: May 1965
Lauren Jones-Brody stood with her classmates wearing her cap and gown, smiling broadly. Her father, Indiana Jones, was looking at her from across the stage as the rest of the family – her two sisters and three brothers, her grandmother, and her son, Anthony – smiled back at her. She couldn’t help but feel sad about this day as well. Her beloved husband – dead for four years – and her mother – for eighteen years – were not here to celebrate her graduation. 
"Lauren Marie Jones Brody," he father called out proudly, "Degree in Archeology."
Diana, Kristin, and Michael clapped loudly, while Sallah started whistling loudly at the sound of her name, and Eric, holding Anthony, shouted "Way to go Laurie!" Her grandmother smiled at her as gave her thumbs up as she received her diploma. Her father smiled at her, gave her a hug, and whispered,
"Congratulations, honey."
"Thanks, Dad," smiling.
Later that month, Lauren packed hers and Anthony’s bags to move to Paris. Indy looked in the doorway and said,
"I can’t believe you’re going."
"I’ll be back, Dad," looking at him, "If Sorbonne doesn’t work out..."
"You’ll do great," sighing, "I’m going to miss your company, that’s all. Yours and Anthony’s."
"What about me, Grandpa?" said a voice.
Indy and Lauren turned around and saw Anthony, with his raven dark hair and bright blue eyes, eating an ice cream cone. Lauren smiled and thought of how much he looked like his father – the one he would never know. Indy smiled, picked him up, and said,
"I’m going to miss you and your mom."
"You can visit us," Anthony pointed out.
"That’s true," Indy said as he hugged him and put him down. He ran off and left his mother and grandfather staring at each other as Indy smiled and said,
"I’m going to miss you, Lauren Marie," hugging her tight.
"I’ll miss you, too," then looked at him, "But I’ll promise to be the best archeologist I can be," defiantly.
 

Paris 1968
Lauren was sitting in her archeology class, paying attention to the lecture. It was her final year at Sorbonne and she would be receiving her Ph.D. in two months. It was a hard adjustment for her and Anthony, but her grandmother was able to help her out. She was happy she had a very supportive family.
"Miss Brody? Are you paying any attention?" said a voice.
Lauren looked up and saw Dr. Ted Soren, the lecturer, staring at her. She blushed and said,
"Yes, sir. I am."
"Good. Then you can help all of us understand this Greek text."
Lauren went up to the board and translated the text he mentioned – about the Oracle of Delphi. The professor was impressed as he remarked,
"Tell me, Miss Brody, how is it that you understand this text so well?"
"I know about the Oracle."
"By who?"
"My father."
Dr. Soren took this in consideration and then said,
"See me after class, Miss Brody."
Lauren nodded as she took her seat. A girl next to her said,
"Are you in trouble?"
"I think it’s because I’m showing off."
After class, Lauren went up to the professor and said,
"You wanted to talk to me?"
"Miss Brody," he began, "I’m impressed of your knowledge of archeology. I haven’t seen anyone like you except for my mother."
"Thanks, professor," smiling.
"Tell me, who is it taught you so well?"
"Professors at Barnett and of course my father."
"Your father’s an archeologist?"
"Was. He’s now retired."
"I haven’t heard of a Dr. Brody."
"You might have heard of Dr. Jones. Indiana Jones."
"One of Sorbonne’s finest graduates, along with my mother."
Lauren nodded as he said,
"I am going to Delphi to do more research of the Oracle. I was wondering if you would be my assistant."
"I’d love to," Lauren said, "but I have to check things at home first before I can commit."
"You have a couple of days," looking at her as he dismissed her and said,
"Miss Brody? How come your last name is not Jones?"
"It was," with a somber expression, "I have the name Brody for personal reasons."
"I see. See you in class."
Later that evening, Lauren poured over her research as her grandmother got Anthony to bed for her. Alexandra looked fondly at her granddaughter and said,
"Is something troubling you, my dear?"
"Not really, Grandma."
She lifted Lauren’s chin and said,
"There is something, my child. What is it?"
"My archeology professor invited me to be his assistant in an exhibition in Greece."
"How exciting!" Alexandra said, "When do you leave?"
"I didn’t take him up on his offer yet."
"But why?" looking at her, "You know, I’ll look after Anthony while you’re gone."
"It’s not that, Grandma."
Then she realized what was wrong, put her hands on Lauren’s shoulders, and said,
"It’s been over seven years, ma petite. Anthony would have let you go on."
"Despite the fact, that archeology killed him?"
"He wouldn’t want you to give up your dreams," combing through Lauren’s hair with her fingers.
"You’re right, Grandma. I’m going to tell Dr. Soren that I’ll take him up on his offer."
"That’s my girl," fondly.
A week later, Lauren and Dr. Soren headed out of Paris by train to Greece. The sights marveled Lauren as they left Paris as Dr. Soren said,
"I take it you’ve never been in Europe before."
"I have my Grandmother in Paris and some of my Grandfather’s relatives live in England."
"But most of your family is in America?"
"New York mainly, except for my brother in California."
"What does your brother do?"
"He’s a resident at UCLA. He’ll be a doctor next year.
"Good for him. Is there other family?"
"My sister is president of a music company in New York. My one brother is a professor at Julliard and my youngest brother and sister are in college."
"What about your father?"
"He’s president of Barnett College in New York."
"And your mother?"
"She died when I was little. Dad told us archeology was the cause of it."
Dr. Soren looked at Lauren and said,
"And he was angry about you going into archeology?
"A bit," as she took a sip of her soda, "But he understood."
Lauren turned to give her order to the waiter as Dr. Soren thought, My God, she’s beautiful. Smart too. As Lauren asked,
"Your mother was a student at Sorbonne?"
"Yes, she was. She was an art history major and then changed to archeology."
"What’s her name?"
"Her name back then was Mara Rogers."
"Dad’s mentioned that name before."
"Speaking of names, why isn’t your last name Jones?"
Lauren looked at him sadly and said,
"It was my last name until seven years ago."
"Why the change?"
"I got married my freshman year. Eloped to a museum curator."
"And Brody was the last name? Any relation of Marcus Brody?"
"He was my godfather. My husband was his nephew."
"Was?"
"Died seven years ago. An archeological dig in Central America," her eyes filling with tears, "He was shot to death in front of my eyes."
"I’m sorry, Miss Brody."
"Lauren, please, professor."
"Lauren", saying it slowly, "Are you ready to face danger again?"
"I am, professor."
"And for this don’t call me professor or Dr. Soren. Call me Ted."
"Ok, …Ted."
Ted smiled at her as their dinners arrived. Lauren picked at hers as he remarked,
"Not hungry, Lauren?"
"There’s something that worries me about the Oracle."
"Yes?"
"When my dad was a student, he went with his archeology professor. She was plotting against the king with the Omphalos."
"The stone used at druids ceremonies in London?"
"Correct," as she pushed her plate away, "The only thing was that the professor told the king my father was plotting against him. And things got out of hand."
"I understand you concern," as he looked at her, "but trust me where not going to over throw the government."
"That’s the last thing I need."
"You’re still scarred from your husband’s death."
"Yes, I am," fighting tears, "but I do have some comfort."
"Which is?"
"I’d rather not say," smiling at him, "but I guarantee it’s not illegal."
"That’s a good thing," as Lauren rose from her seat and said to him,
"I’m going to my compartment. I’m going to do some reading."
"Of course. I’ll see you in the morning."
As Lauren left, Ted could not help but feel compassion for this woman. He had lost many women in his life because of archeology even though he was only 32, but this one was extraordinary and liked archeology. Come off it, Soren. She’s your student, he said stubbornly as he left to go to his seat on the train.
Little did they both know someone was watching them both from a distance and following them…
They arrived in Greece late afternoon and went to a hotel that the professor booked for them. The man behind the desk looked at Lauren and said,
"Your face looks familiar to me. Are you a model?"
"Just a budding archeologist," Lauren smiled, "Like my father."
"Your father? Was he in Greece once?"
"Years ago. Why?"
"What was his name?"
"Indiana Jones."
"Indy Jones from America?"
"Yes, the same. And you are?"
"My name is Nikos. I helped your father years ago with the Oracle."
"That’s what we’re doing," Dr. Soren said, "We’re here to look where its at."
"It’s a bad place, sir," looking at him, "There had been many deaths there since Dr. Belecamus died there herself."
"We won’t die," Lauren said.
"There’s more," Nikos said.
"Yes?"
"Her ghost is known to haunt the caverns. She scares them to death."
Dr. Soren started laughing and said, "You’re just scaring her," then took Lauren by the arm, "Come on, Lauren. Let’s go upstairs and relax a bit after out trip."
Lauren nodded as she went upstairs to her room. She couldn’t help wondering if it was true. As soon as she was back in her room, she picked up the phone, asked for the appropriate connection, and listened as someone said, 
"President’s office."
"Hi, Mrs. Hill. It’s Lauren."
"Lauren, how are you?"
"I’m fine. Is my father in? I need to talk to him."
"He’s in a meeting. Can you call back?"
"It’s urgent, Mrs. Hill."
"Hold on," as she put Lauren on hold and walked into Dr. Jones’ meeting. Indy looked up when she entered and said,
"Maggie, we’re in a meeting…"
"I know, sir. Your daughter’s on the phone. She said it’s urgent."
Indy nodded as he stood up, excused himself, and went into his office. He picked up the phone and said,
"Hello?"
"It’s me, Dad."
"Lauren?" looking at his watch, "Why aren’t you in class?"
"I’m in Greece, an archeologist exhibition."
"Greece? Part of your thesis?"
"Right," then paused, "Dad, I need to know what happened to the archeology professor?"
"She died. She got shot with a bullet meant for me. Why?"
"The gentleman at the hotel told me there’s her ghost haunting the place where the Oracle is."
"You know ghosts don’t exist, Lauren."
"Dad, can you send over information you have on the Oracle?"
"I’ll see what I have. Where are you?"
"In Delphi, The hotel is called The Delphian."
"Will do. Be careful, Lauren."
"I will, Dad," as she hung up.
Then next morning, Lauren went, in her adventure style of clothes, exploring the area. Greece was a beautiful country, she thought. She looked around, pushed the fedora firmly on her head, as she heard,
"Admiring the view, little Indy?"
Lauren turned around and saw Nikos standing by. She smiled as he pointed to the hat,
"Your father’s?"
"He gave it to me years ago."
"You’re living up to his reputation, I see. Always full of curiosity."
Lauren grinned as she noticed a man behind Nikos who was pointing a gun at them. Lauren gasped and said,
"Nikos, move."
"What?" as the man fired.
Lauren pushed him to the ground. She pulled out her gun as the man said,
"You think you can take me, little girl?"
Lauren grinned at her as the man fired again as she dropped to the ground, crawled to a big boulder, and hid behind it. She turned around and fired at the man, hitting him just above the shoulder. The man yelped as he clutched his shoulder and staggered away as Nikos looked at Lauren with amazement.
"Indy’s taught you well."
"It was nothing," shrugging it off as Dr. Soren ran to them and said,
"Lauren, are you alright?"
"Fine," as she walked away from them towards where the man was staggering. Nikos and Ted followed Lauren as Nikos said,
"Please, little Indy, don’t do anything foolish."
"Listen to the man, Lauren," Ted said.
"You two forget who you’re dealing with," Lauren said turning around to face them. Then Nikos gasped and said,
"It’s the ghost."
Lauren turned around and saw a ghostly figure of a woman, wearing clothes of an older period. She looked at the three of them and said,
"Leave this place or meet your deaths."
"Come on, Lauren," Ted said.
"Nonsense, Dad told me there was no ghosts."
Just then, the ghost disappeared and Lauren looked around and said,
"Where did she go?"
"I told you, she’s a ghost," Nikos said as they walked back to the hotel. Lauren stopped and said,
"I have a bad feeling about this."
"Lauren, nothing’s going to happen while we’re here. You’ll see," Ted said as he clasped her shoulder.
I hope so, Lauren thought as she went to her room to change. She was surprised when Ted showed up at her door at dinnertime.
"Lauren," Ted said, "I was wondering if I could escort you to dinner."
"Sure," closing her door, and walked with him to dinner.
They ordered a lamb, rice and peas dish and a bottle of restina. Lauren tasted the wine warily, and made a face. Ted smiled and said,
"It’s strange I know. Most of the locals like it."
"Good thing I’m not Greek," smiling as she listened to the music.
Ted smiled at her as she said,
"This life has always fascinated me. Dad was afraid I would get hurt one day."
"What happened to him?"
"He lost both wives to archeology. His first wife when he was in his thirties in a jungle, and my mom when religious fanatics did not like it when he found an artifact. It destroyed him."
"Did you get hurt?"
"When I was in Central America in the jungle," taking a sip of the wine, "I got shot in the arm and my husband got shot. I told you that, remember?"
"I meant as a child."
"No, Dad did his best raising us on his own."
"Us? How many brothers and sisters do you have?"
"Two sisters and three brothers."
"Six kids. How did your father manage?"
"As best as he could, plus my grandmother was there helping him."
"I see," looking at her intently, "Lauren?"
"Yes?"
"Did anyone tell you that you’re beautiful?"
"Only guys that wanted a one night stand."
"You don’t believe in those?"
"No. I believe in true love, like I was with my husband."
"You were in love with him?"
"Very much. He was the only one who cared for me as deeply as I did him."
"I felt the same way when my wife died," Ted said, "Never got over her dying in front of my eyes."
"What happened?"
"Plane crash three year ago. She was carrying our first child. Miraculously I survived."
Their dinners arrived as Lauren took small bites of hers as Ted said,
"You’re one of the finest students I’ve had, Lauren. Your father trained you well."
"Thank you," as she pushed her plate away, "Dad had the best instructors himself."
"Not hungry?" pointing at her plate. She shook her head and said,
"I never had an appetite. Might be why I stayed skinny."
Ted laughed as he, on impulse, kissed Lauren on the lips. She tasted sweet like honey and her hair smelled like flowers. He could have just take her in his arms and sweep her off her feet but he didn’t want to scare her. Lauren looked at her professor as he said,
"I’m sorry, Lauren. I shouldn’t have done that."
"It’s ok, Ted," smiling shyly, "I like it."
"You don’t have a boyfriend in Paris?"
"No one wants to come near me," she said and thought, "Especially with Anthony."
"I find that hard to believe," touching her face. 
"It’s true. I’m too busy to get into a relationship."
"You’re still young," he said, "Beautiful, smart, and caring. You wouldn’t have a hard time finding a someone to be with the rest of your life."
"Maybe," softly, "But I can’t find someone who wants an archeologist for a wife."
"You just did," looking at her with a smile.
Lauren looked at him as she said,
"We just met, professor."
"Even so," as they got up to walk around the gardens of the restaurant, "I think I admired you for a long time. You have an uncanny presence in my soul."
"Is that good or bad?"
He pulled her closer to him and kissed her gently. Lauren smiled and said,
"Is this what you do to your favorite students?"
"Only you."
"Good," kissing him back. 
Ted looked into those hazel eyes and smiled. He led her back to the hotel, to his room, and made love her tenderly that made them hard to let go of each other. Lauren was mesmerized by their lovemaking when she put her head on his chest. Ted was stroking her hair as he asked,
"Something on your mind?"
"Just thinking."
"About what?"
"How wonderful it is to be with you," looking at him.
Ted smiled at her as they fell asleep in each other’s arms. The next morning, Lauren woke up early and heard someone knocking on the door. She covered herself, went to the door, and saw Nikos. He looked at her and said,
"Little Indy, this came for you," handing her a thick envelope. 
"Thanks," as she closed the door and eyed the envelope. Ted stirred, saw Lauren, and asked,
"What’s that?" pointing at the envelope.
"It’s from my father," noticing his handwriting.
She tore open the envelope, and got papers in a binder, and a note from her father on the top,
"Lauren –
Here’s what I could find on the Oracle. Hope this helps.
Dad."
Lauren looked in the binder and saw her father’s thesis. She started reading it as Ted said,
"What is that?"
"My dad’s thesis on the Oracle. I asked him to send anything that could help us know about this ghost."
Another knock came to the door. Ted went to answer it and asked,
"Who’s there?"
"It’s Nikos. Let me in."
Nikos came in as if he was being followed. Lauren looked up and said,
"Something wrong?"
"There are men asking questions about you, little Indy."
"About me? Why?"
"They’re worried you are the next Pythia."
"The Pythia?" shaking her head, "I don’t fit the description."
"They believe that’s why the ghost is haunting the cave. Because you are next in line."
"That’s ridiculous," Ted exclaimed, "She’s not even Greek."
"Or poor for that matter," Lauren said as she went into the door that led to her room. She got dressed, hooked the whip to her belt, gun in her holster, and her fedora on her head. She came back as Nikos said,
"Where are you going?"
"To the cave," Lauren said.
"Aren’t you being a bit rash?" Ted asked.
"No, I’m following my instincts," as she headed down the stairs, "Be back."
"Lauren…" Ted called out, but she disappeared.
Lauren arrived at the site later and noticed the vapors rising. She took out rope from her sack, and went down the hole where the vapors were rising. A few minutes later, she came across a tablet in the wall. She took out her flashlight and started reading the text, before she felt the rope break and she fell down the cavern.
Lauren landed on her feet roughly, as she fell to the ground, the vapors raising.
"Is anyone there?" calling out.
Not hearing an answer, Lauren swore to herself, got up, and looked around. She tried to climb up on the rocky wall and failed. 
"There’s got to be a way to get out of here," looking around.
Then she noticed a rock sticking out of the wall. She uncoiled the whip, and aimed the whip at the rock. She got it good and tight and started climbing to the rock. She held on the rock as she looked around for another one to get a hold, on when she heard,
"Miss Brody?"
"Down here," she called.
She saw a rope dangling by her as she grabbed it and was pulled the surface. When she got there, she saw two men pointing guns at her as another man stepped forward and said,
"Miss Brody?"
"Who the hell are you?"
"I am a great admirer of your father. He and my father were adversaries."
"Your father?"
"Did your father mention the name Belloq?"
"Belloq?" her eyes widened, "Rene Belloq?"
The man nodded as Lauren said,
"Your father was a Nazi sympathizer."
"And your father is a reckless archeologist," he yelled at her.
"What do you want?"
"What are you doing in Greece?"
"I asked first."
"Didn’t your father teach you any manners?"
"Only when I want to use it."
"I see. I am Jean-Paul Belloq. Born illegitimately of course."
"Lauren, born legitimately."
"No sons?"
"They’re not interested."
"You have the manners of a untamed lion."
"Runs in the family," looking at him, "What do you want?"
"To look at the ruins of the Oracle. You?"
"Thesis project."
"You’re not an archeologist?"
"Not yet, but I had plenty of experience."
"A woman archeologist," Jean-Paul remarked, "I bet you start calling for your daddy at any sign of danger."
"I’m not that type of girl."
"Then your boyfriend, then?"
"Don’t have one of those."
"Surely you must be afraid of something?"
"You’d never know."
Then out of the corner of her eye, Lauren saw one of the gunmen ready to shoot at her. She grabbed her whip, yanked the gun out of his hands, and said,
"Thought a woman couldn’t defend herself, huh?"
"You’re impressive, Miss Brody," Jean-Paul remarked.
"Runs in the family," as she recoiled the whip.
"Lauren…" a voice called.
"Who’s that?" Jean-Paul asked.
"I don’t know," Lauren said looking around.
They saw the ghost of Dorian, looking at them. Lauren looked at her and said,
"What do you want?"
"You… will… die," Dorian said.
"Fat chance, lady," Lauren said.
"Just like your father should have."
"And like my father, I won’t die," defiantly.
Dorian smiled wickedly and disappeared as the cavern began to shake. Lauren and Jean-Paul started to run towards the entrance until rocks covered them. Lauren got hit with a rock on her arm and leg as she called out,
"Belloq, where are you?"
Not hearing an answer, Lauren shrugged to free herself of the rock as she heard,
"Lauren, where are you?"
"Ted? I’m in here," she called.
"Are you alright?"
"I’m trapped."
"Don’t worry. We’ll get you out."
"I’d like to see how," seeing the entrance blocked by rocks.
Lauren looked around, secured her freed arm around a hug rock, and tried to pull herself out. She did it with pain coming from her arm, and crawled out of the place as Ted said,
"Lauren, where are you?"
"Over here."
Ted saw Lauren, ran to her, and picked her up as they heard,
"Noooooo!!!!!!"
Ted ran out of the cave with Lauren just as cave collapsed behind him. Lauren looked back at the cave as Ted touched her arm. Lauren winced as Ted said,
"That’s it, no more archeology for you, young lady."
"Stop treating me like my father."
"Maybe he’s right, you shouldn’t be in this field."
Lauren slapped him in the face with her good arm, and said,
"How could you?"
"Little Indy, Dr. Soren," said Nikos, coming from behind, "Everything ok?"
"Nikos," Lauren said, "Help me to my room. I’m feeling a bit cold at the moment," staring at Ted.
"Of course, little Indy," helping her to walk, "We’ll get a doctor to look at your arm."
"Thank you," as she walked off, leaving Ted speechless.
A few hours later, Lauren was in her room, her reading glasses on, and reading her father’s thesis. Her right arm was in a sling as she held the binder in her lap and didn’t hear Ted walk in.
"May I could in?"
"It’s a free country," not looking up.
Ted sat at the edge of the bed and looked at Lauren. She was beautiful, honest, and had courage to face any danger. He took the binder away from her and said,
"We need to talk."
"There’s nothing we need to talk about."
"Lauren, you could have been killed."
"Not with my bloodline."
"That doesn’t matter," grasping her shoulder, "What if Nikos and I were not there?"
"I could have taken care of myself."
Ted looked at her, as he got up from the bed and said,
"I’m sending you back to Paris in the morning."
"You can’t do that."
"You’re injured. You can’t help me out."
"This?" gesturing the sling, "It’s only bruised. I’ll be better in the morning."
"Still, you need to recover."
"Professor, if I was a man, you would not send me back," her eyes blaring at him.
"Don’t give me that look, Lauren. You’re going back and that’s final."
"I’m not going."
"Yes, you are."
"Might I be of some assistance?" said a voice.
Ted and Lauren turned to the door and saw Jean-Paul. Lauren gasped and said,
"I thought you were dead."
"I always show up when I’m not expected."
"Who are you?" Ted demanded.
"Ted Soren, Jean-Paul Belloq. His father and mine were archeologists."
"Until your father killed my father."
"Your father was too curious about the Ark."
"Humph," said Jean-Paul as he looked at Ted, "Mr. Soren, Miss Brody is able to fend for herself. She’s like her old man," smiling at her.
"Thank you, Mr. Belloq," then looked at Ted defiantly, "Well?"
"Alright, I won’t send you back. But at the first sign of pain, I’m sending you back."
"That," smiling, "will never happen."
"May I join you as well?" Jean-Paul asked, "I’m curious what Indiana has taught you as well."
"If you want," Lauren said, "But watch out for my fireworks."
The following morning, Ted, Lauren, and Jean-Paul went back to the cave. Lauren was looking around for something to convince her of the ghost’s existence. Then suddenly, Lauren froze as she saw her – Dorian Belecamus – her father’s old archeology professor.
"Ah, Miss Brody, we meet again."
"You tried to kill me."
"You will not discover the secret of the Oracle."
"We shall see."
Dorian smiled wickedly at her and said,
"Just like your father, my dear. Too stubborn."
"I can attest to that," Ted said.
Lauren scowled at him as Dorian said,
"Leave this place."
"Never. We came to find out more about the Oracle and we shall."
"Then you will die," as she raised her arms as the entrance of the cave closed. Ted and Jean-Paul looked at the entrance and started to pry themselves out. Lauren smiled and said,
"You have an answer to everything, don’t you?"
"And the last word, Miss Brody," Dorian said, "Adieu."
As Dorian disappeared, Lauren took matched from her sack and lit one. She looked around and saw a hole that she did not notice before. She walked towards it as the match burned her fingers. Lauren cursed to herself as she found another match, lit it and used a rolled up newspaper as a torch. She looked in the hole and put her hand in it. She felt a bag of sorts, and pulled it out. She opened it, saw a piece of a black rock, and said,
"Ted, what do you make of this?"
Ted walked off and saw the stone in her hand. He gasped and said,
"It’s a piece of the Omphalos. Where did you find it?"
"In this hole," gesturing.
"Is this what the ghost was hiding from us?"
"There has to be more," Lauren said, searching around the cavern as Jean-Paul said,
"Miss Brody, Dr. Soren, we’re losing air."
"Hang on a minute," Lauren said.
"Lauren," Ted said, "we should figure out a way out of here."
"I might be able to help," said a voice.
Lauren turned around and saw her mother’s image,
"Mom?"
"Lauren, what have you gotten yourself into?"
"Who are you talking to, Lauren?" Ted asked.
"He can’t hear you," Lauren whispered to Kate.
"Because he can’t see me as well," Kate softly, "Listen to me, child. There is a way out."
"Where?"
Kate pointed on the other side of the cavern; "There’s a hole in the wall. Use your pick to make it bigger."
"Won’t the cave collapse?"
"I won’t let that happen."
Lauren smiled as she walked to the cavern and found the hole. She used a pick from her sack and began picking at it as Ted said,
"What are you doing? Killing us all?"
"I wouldn’t do that," exposing a hole, "See?"
"Another way out?"
"Precisely," as she continued picking at the spot, just as the cavern began to shake. Jean-Paul kept moaning and saying,
"We’re going to die!"
"Shut up, Belloq!" shouted Lauren, "Ted, help me."
Ted found his pick and started picking at the hole with Lauren. The hole started to get bigger and bigger as the cavern started to shake violently. Ted looked at Lauren and said,
"Lauren, we’re not going to make it…"
"We will. Trust me," as she furiously worked to get the hole bigger.
When the hole got bigger, Lauren gestured to Jean-Paul and said,
"Out."
"Yes, mademoiselle," as he climbed out of the hole.
"Ted, go on."
"What about you?"
"Just go on. I’ll follow you."
Ted shrugged as he climbed out of the hole. Lauren took one last look around, saw Dorian’s image, waved, and said,
"Adieu, Dr. Belecamus," as she climbed out, just as the whole cave collapsed.
Lauren looked around as Ted and Jean-Paul looked at Lauren with amazement as she said,
"What?"
"Indiana’s taught you well, Lauren," Jean-Paul said.
"Yes, he has," holding the small bag in her hands containing the small rock of Omphalos as she noticed something on the ground. She started digging with her hands and came upon a stone tablet, written in Greek. She took out her reading glasses and read the tablet as she gasped and Ted said,
"What is it?"
"This text is about Apollo and the Oracle," her eyes wide.
Ted took a look at the tablet, read it, and said,
"Looks like you found your next discovery, Miss Brody."
"I sure did," looking back at the ruins and then at Ted as he said,
"You’re welcomed to take it back to New York with you after graduation. Congratulations, Miss Brody. You’re officially an archeologist."
Lauren smiled as he continued,
"You’ll do wonders when you leave Paris and go back to States, Miss Brody. You’ve been one of my finest students and…"
Lauren could not believe what she was hearing as she slowly walked away from him back towards the hotel, with her eyes closed and forcing herself not to cry.
New York
July 1968
Indiana Jones was working in his office when his secretary walks in. He looks at her and asked, 
"Yes, Maggie?"
"There’s a gentleman here to see you."
"Who?"
"He didn’t say, but he knows Lauren."
"Lauren?" his eyes shot up, "Send him in."
Maggie nodded and showed Ted in. Indy extended his hand and said,
"Dr. Indiana Jones, and you are?"
"Dr. Ted Soren, I’m a teacher at Sorbonne."
"What can I do for you?"
"I need to see your daughter."
"Lauren?" Ted nodded as Indy asked, "What for?"
"It’s rather complicated, sir."
Indy looked into the man’s face, smiled, and said,
"You’re in love with her."
Ted’s eyes jumped up and said,
"What gave you that idea?"
"I see it in your face. That can explain why she’s been moody since she came back from Paris."
"I’ve never met anyone like her, Dr. Jones. She’s…"
"Say no more, son," smiling at him, " I know what love’s like."
"Where can I find her?"
"She’s staying with me in Greenwich, along with Anthony."
"Anthony, sir?"
"You don’t know about Anthony?"
"Her husband, right?"
Indy nodded and said,
"That’s one of them. The other one is her son."
"Her son? She never told me…"
"No one really knows about him. He was born eight months after his father died. His last gift to her."
"Why didn’t she mention it?"
"The times Lauren was dating, men were turned off to the fact she was not pure or had a child. She felt it was better not to let any of her dates know." 
"Is she proud of him?"
"Very much. He’s a smart little boy. Picked up French like this," snapping his fingers. 
Ted smiled as Indy said,
"If you want to see her," scribbling on a piece of paper and handing it to him, "here’s where she is."
"Thank you, Dr. Jones."
"Don’t mention it, Dr. Soren," smiling as Ted walked out the door.
Lauren was sitting on the grass next to Kristin as they watched Anthony play with their brothers and Steven, Diana’s son, in a park not too far from their house. She smiled at her son as Kristin said,
"Are you going to call him, Laurie?"
"It’s too late, Kris. No one wants an archeologist for a wife."
"I hate to see you sad," Kristin pointed out, "You should go on with your life."
"How did you get so intellectual?"
"Runs in the family," smiling as she noticed a man walking towards them, "Who’s that?"
Lauren looked up and saw Ted. Her face turned red as Kristin said,
"That’s him, isn’t it?"
Lauren nodded as she stood up and walked over to him and said,
"What are you doing here?"
"You couldn’t expect me to stay away, could you?"
"How did you find me?"
"Your father told me."
"Dad?" surprisingly, "You saw him?"
Ted nodded and said,
"I went to your house and the maid told me where to find you."
"You came all the way from Paris to see me?"
"Yes, I did. Lauren, I don’t know how to say this…"
"Yes?" her hazel eyes looking at him curiously.
"I’m in love with you, Lauren Brody. I want to spend the rest of my life with you."
Lauren’s face brightened a bit and asked,
"Are you sure its’ what you want?"
"Never more sure about anything in my life."
Lauren looked at him and said,
"There’s something you should know, Ted. I’m part of a package deal."
"I know. Your father told me about him."
"Dad told you about Anthony?"
Nodding, "I know he’s your son. I don’t want to replace his father, Lauren. I’d never do that. I want to love you, hold you in my arms and never let go."
Lauren smiled as he kissed her and said,
"Marry me?"
"Are you sure about this, Ted? I mean what about Paris?"
"I can find a job anywhere. My life is empty without you in it."
Lauren smiled and said,
"Yes," giving him a kiss as Anthony ran to his mother and said,
"Mom, who is this person?"
Lauren bent down, looked in his eyes, and said,
"This is my friend, Ted, honey. From Paris."
"From your school?"
"That’s right, darling."
"Hi," Anthony said to Ted, "My name is Anthony Marcus Brody."
"Nice to meet you, Anthony."
"Are you in love with my mom?"
"Anthony," exclaimed Lauren.
"Lauren, It’s ok," Ted smiled as he bent down to Anthony’s level, "I am, Anthony. I asked her to marry me if it’s alright with you."
"Whatever makes Mom happy, Ted. I would not mind."
Lauren smiled at her son as he said,
"Mom? Are you going to get married?"
She looked in Ted’s eyes, smiled and said, "I am, sweetheart. And here’s to a new adventure."
Ted smiled, picked her up and swung her around as he gave her a kiss on the lips with family surrounding them, smiling to each other.
There was figure in the background – it was Kate, looking at her children and grandchildren. She smiled and said,
"I hope you’ll be happy, Lauren. For my sake and yours," as she disappeared.
