May 1984
Egypt – outskirts of Cairo

A group of archeologists were excavating the pharaoh’s tomb in the Valley of the Kings. One of them, a tall one with a fedora on, brushed sand away from the grave site as they gave a shout.  The archeologist looked up, smiled, and went to them.

“What did you find?” asking.

“The lost chest of King Tut. We have found it.”

Chuckling, the archeologist said, “It’s probably nothing,” but went to see the curiosity.

The archeologist went to the chest, blew some of the sand, and opened it cautiously. A hand came out and searched within it and frowned, 

“Nothing here. I wonder…”

The ground shook with earnest. The archeologists scrambled to the entrance, barely making it out with their lives.  The lead archeologist, fumed, and said,
“What happened?”

“Not certain, Dr. Jones. An earthquake, perhaps.”

Dr. Jones took off the hat, long brown hair tumbling down, and frowned, “Earthquakes don’t happen in Egypt.”

“Please, Dr. Jones, we must go. It could happen again.”

Dr. Jones looked again, sighed, and walked to the truck.
Princeton

A few weeks later, a wire rimmed woman professor addressed the class on Hieroglyphics. She was one of the most popular professors at Princeton, mainly attracting the men, despite being married and approaching her forty-second birthday. She turned away from the blackboard, her hair in a bun, and pointed to the notes on there as the bell rang. She sighed deeply as she heard, “You’ll wear yourself out, Mum.”
She looked up and saw her son, Anthony, grinning at her. Lauren Jones Brody Soren, professionally known as Dr. Jones, still looked like she was thirty with her long brown hair, mischievous hazel eyes, and perfect figure. Anthony took after his late father, Lauren’s first husband, with his dark brown hair and blue eyes. 
“Now what did I do to deserve a visit from my son today?” her eyes lit up with mischief, “I know you finally found someone to do your laundry?”
Anthony laughed as he gave his mother a hug, “Hardly. I just wanted to see my mother. Do I need a reason?”

Anthony was busy interning at the Metropolitan Museum of Art while getting his masters in art at Columbia. At twenty-three, he was a handsome young man and very bright in his field. It seemed at times he was just involved with his work and they were his love affair. Katie, his fourteen year old half-sister from Lauren’s second marriage, never understood his ambition. 

“Never,” as she took his arm and led him out of the classroom to have a quiet chat and lunch.

Across town, Ted Soren, the esteemed archeologist at Barnett, was glancing at his mail at his desk. The door opened and closed as he barked out,

“Office hours are done for the day.”

A gentleman appeared in a dark suit and wore a smug grin, “Dr. Soren?”

“I am he. And you sir?”

“We met years ago in Greece. Delphi to be exact.”

“That was a long time ago,” musing, “The only one I remember is my graduate student and I married her.”
The man chuckled, “Jean-Paul Belloq at your service.”

“Belloq?” looking at the man, “Your father was my father-in-law’s rival.”

“Indeed. I actually came to look for your wife in particular.”

“Lauren’s teaching at Princeton,” frowning, “What is this about?”

“A medallion in the Valley of the Kings. She’ll know what I’m talking about.”

Lauren frowned at the loud music playing in her house. She walked in and shouted, “Katie! Turn down that stereo.”

The music subsided and a dark brown haired girl with blue eyes appeared, wearing a frown, jeans and a black tank top, “Now what?”

Groaning, “You’re probably disturbing your grandfather with that racket.”

“Or not,” said a voice behind her daughter.

Lauren stared at her father, smiled a bit. Indiana Jones was approaching his eighty-fifth birthday that year and was a spitfire. His almost white hair, eye patch over his right eye, and the fedora he wore all the time made it all too familiar. He had been living with Lauren for a few years now since it seemed he could not live alone, according to his doctor anyway. It still shocked her that he was getting old.
“Although what you listen to, Katie sounds like garbage. Now back in my day…” Indy started to say.

Lauren chuckled, “Any phone calls, Dad?”

“Just Ted. He’ll be home shortly and bringing a guest.”

“Did he say who?”

Her father shook his head as Lauren went into the kitchen to make dinner.

“None for me, Mom,” Katie said, “I’m on a diet.”

“What else is new?” chuckling.  Her daughter was constantly on a diet. 

The front door opened as she heard her father stammer a greeting. But then his voice raised and he started yelling. Curious, she went out to the living room and stared at the man next to Ted and scowled, “Belloq.”
“You remember me, then?”

“Too well,” as she glanced at her father, “Katie, take your grandfather into the kitchen and finish with dinner.”

Katie nodded as she took Indy into the kitchen, with some protest on his part. Jean-Paul eyed him, “The esteemed Dr. Jones I presume?”

Lauren nodded, “I’m guessing you look like your father and it ticked him off.”

“I concur,” looking at her, “Dr. Jones, I need your help.”

“What help?”

“There is a dig outside of Cairo I’m doing. Several archeologists have tried to excavate it but were killed. Your team is the only ones that made it out alive.”

Lauren frowned, “I just came back from there not even a month ago.”

“And several others died in an attempt to go back. But you have not.”

“We were lucky,” smugly.

“This is precisely what I need you for. You have the background knowledge. A lot of the excavation teams will not go in without you. You must come with me.”

Lauren groaned, “I just got back. And I planned on taking my daughter for vacation in Europe.”

“Bring her along,” Jean-Paul said, “She could be useful.”

“I highly doubt that,” smirking, “She’s only fourteen.”
“Anthony could go with you,” Ted said, “He’s a bit knowledgeable of your field.”

“Anthony?” Jean-Paul asked.

“My son,” Lauren said, “And its’ out of the question. Plus I don’t even like you.”
Chuckling, “I normally do not ask for a woman archeologist, but you’re more knowledgeable of Egyptology than I am.”
Lauren glanced at Ted, who nodded, and Lauren looked at Jean-Paul, “Give me a few days to clear it with my Chancellor, and I’ll meet you in Cairo.”

“What are you doing with Belloq?” Indy asked.

“He wants my help for fieldwork,” as Lauren packed her suitcase.

“I don’t like it,” he muttered.

“Neither do I,” looking at him, “But I can fend for myself.”

Indy patted her shoulder, “I know you can, sweetheart, but I worry. Especially with a Belloq…”

Chuckling, “I’ll be fine. He’s a worm.”

“Be careful,” as he hugged his daughter.

“Aren’t I always?” fondly as she finished packing. 
Cairo – a week later
Lauren arrived by plane in Cairo and glanced around. “Lauren!”

She looked up and saw Ahmad, the son of her father’s late friend Sallah. She grinned and hugged, “It’s been years.”

“Too long,” he admitted, “Ever since my father died…”

Lauren swallowed hard and remembered the burly Egyptian from her childhood excursion. Ahmad was already in his teens when she first met them – Sallah, Fayah, Ahmad and his brothers and sisters. 

“How is Uncle Indy?” interrupting her thoughts.

“As wiry as ever. He never changes, although my brothers and sisters think he’s going senile.”

“Which is not the case?”

“Hardly,” chuckling. 

“I understand we missed you last month.”

“I was at the excavation site, yes. I think you were on holiday.”

They were quiet for a moment as they drove to his house and Lauren asked,
“Is it true about the excavation site? That people are dying?”

Ahmad nodded, “They first thought it was the Pharaoh’s Curse. But now they are not certain.”

Lauren swallowed hard, “What about Belloq?”

“Belloq? The French archeologist? Nothing’s happened yet. My guess is as good as yours.”

Lauren nodded as Ahmad said, “He’s vile, Lauren. None of my associates trust him.”

“I know that.”

“Yet you’re working with him.”

“I’m curious. He claims I’m the only one who survived.”

“Curiosity killed the cat.”

Lauren scowled, “And how’s your wife?”

“I get the hint,” curtly, “You know I think of you as a sister.”
“I know,” putting a hand on his shoulder, “But you know me. I have to check things out.”

Lauren met Jean-Paul at the site the next day. He smirked at the fedora on the top of her head as she scowled at him, “What’s your problem?”

“What is it with Joneses and that hat?”

“It’s a lucky hat,” touching the brim, “My dad gave it to me. Along with these,” showing the bullwhip and Webley at her hip.

“You don’t think you need those, do you?”

“I don’t trust you,” firmly, “Fair enough?”

He nodded, “Feeling’s mutual, Dr. Jones. Now if we shall proceed,” going into the gravesite.
“What are we looking for?”

“A medallion,” staring at her, “It was very important to the kings.”

“And you want it for?”

“Purely for museum purposes of course. I would be a good collection for the museum.”

Why don’t I trust him? Lauren thought as she nodded and went into the site. 

Lauren headed back to Ahmad’s, frowning a bit. She had uncovered a few pieces but not the artifact Belloq was looking for. She had declined the invitation to stay at the site and took a jeep back to Cairo. She pulled up and saw Fayah sweeping.
“Hello, Fayah,” as she hugged her.

Fayah had aged a bit since her last visit, most likely with Sallah gone, and lived with Ahmad and his family. Fayah smiled at her and said, “Good day?”

“Hopeful, but not as good as I hoped,” smiling as she went inside.

“I saved you some food. Ahmad did not tell me when you would return.”

“Thank you, Fayah,” as she settled in the kitchen and ate. 

Ahmad came in as Lauren was looked through her books. She looked up and saw his face, “What is it?”

“Something terrible.”
“The site?”

Ahmad nodded, “Partly. It troubles me, Lauren. What is Belloq looking for?”

“A medallion of some sort. We’ve uncovered a few pieces from Tut’s tomb. I’m trying to figure it out why he wants it.”

“Money. He’s like his father.”

She took off her wire rims, “Know something I don’t, my friend?”

“He’s heavily in debt,” solemnly, “He borrows against his name.”

“Figured that,” sighing.

“What are you going to do?”

“I don’t know. I’ll think of something.”

Two weeks into the expedition, Lauren grew restless from the digging and extreme conditions. She was growing frustrated as Belloq came from behind, “Find anything?”

“Sand and dirt,” sarcastically.

“For someone critically acclaimed in her field, you sure complain much,” observing.

“Observant, aren’t you?”
Jean-Paul looked at her critically and said, “You haven’t changed since Delphi.”

“Just grew older.”

He nodded, “What did you ever see in your archeology professor?”

“That’s my secret,” smugly.

Jean-Paul stared at him, “Is that how you got your degree?”

Whack!, Lauren smacked a shovel on the side of Belloq’s face and knocked him down. She put down the shovel, lit a cigarette, and stared at the rubble. Glancing around, she took a drag and heard, “I wouldn’t do that.”

Freaked out a bit, she looked around, eyes narrowing, “Who’s there?”

It was the barest of whispers as Lauren shrugged and the ground shook. She scrambled a bit, looked at Belloq, and dragged him out of the cavern, using the whip.  They got out with their lives. She groaned and wondered, What in God’s name happening?

“Ahmad,” asking her friend back at his house several hours later. “Is there anyone against the excavation site?”
Lauren was still tired from the day’s events. After bringing Belloq back to Cairo, she asked the search team to look around for anything out of the ordinary.  She glanced at her friend as he frowned at her.
“You know something,” waving an accusing finger, “Would you care to tell me?”

Ahmad sighed, “It is nothing.”

“I’ve known you since I was four and you’re a terrible liar,” glaring at him.

“There are a lot of people against the excavation site at the Valley. Some thinks you are disturbing the dead.”

She snorted, “This is what archeology is about.”

“Nonetheless,” looking at Lauren, “There have been accidents at several sites.”

“So what we are looking at,” staring at Ahmad, “is murder.”

They were silent for a few moments and then Lauren spoke, “Your sister Bassira is an archeologist around these parts, isn’t she?”
Ahmad frowned and nodded, “She’s on the brink of retirement but yes. She’s at the University in Cairo.”

“I’ll need to speak with her,” determinedly.

Ahmad nodded,”I’ll get you an appointment.”

Professor Bassira Yousef was waiting for Lauren in her office. She smiled at her when her brother and Lauren entered and engulfed her in a big hug.

“Laurie, what brings you to my neck of the woods?”

“Excavation in the Valley of Kings.”

“But, weren’t you just there a few months back?”

“Long story,” muttering.

“She joined up with the French archeologist, dear sister,” Ahmad said.
“Thanks a lot, big mouth,” glancing at him.

“Now, now, we are all adults,” chiding them, “What is this about?”

“Do you know anything about a medallion that King Tut supposedly wore?”

Bashira smiled, “Ancient legends told of a medallion passed down from his mother-in-law Queen Nefertiti gave him when they married. Supposedly it holds great powers.”

“What kind of powers?”

“I have never found clear reports. One theory is the wisdom from different viziers and another immortality.”

“Kind of the Holy Grail of Egypt?”

Bassira nodded, “To us Egyptians, it does symbolize that.”

Lauren was silent as Bassira asked, “Are you searching for fortune and glory, Lauren?”

“Not me,” she said slowly, “But I know someone who is. I just have to stop him first.”

Lauren stared at Belloq from her chair at the hospital. He had awoken slowly as she said, “Morning, Belloq.”

Belloq looked at her, groaned, “Why did you bring me here?”

“The morgue was full,” crossly.

His eyes widened and stared at her. She was looking at her intently as he asked, “What’s got you up in a knot?”
“A supposed mystical medallion. Know anything about it?”

His eyes crossed, “You’ve heard the legends?”

“It just came to my attention,” sarcastically, “This is just a game for you, isn’t it? Fortune and glory. That line you fed me was a bunch of bull. Donating to a museum? You just want money.”

“Isn’t that what good archeology is about?”

“Not the way your father practiced it,” curtly.

Belloq sat up in the bed, “I am a grown man and not to be dictated by a woman.”

“You asked for my help and I’m giving it to you,” bluntly.

Belloq looked at her and said curtly, “Go back to the States where you belong.”
“On the contrary,” Lauren said, giving him a cold stare. “I am not going back until I accomplish my goal.”

Lauren had gotten back to the Valley of the Kings, assembling a crew of her own. Over a matter of days she found a number of different artifacts to be shipped to New York, but no medallion. Maybe it does not exist, she thought as she put another artifact in her satchel...
Her muscles were tight as she rolled her neck a bit, her shoulders tight. She sat back and glanced around, brushing a stray lock of hair out of her face. She missed her husband, her kids, and her work back in the States. I’m getting too old for this, musing as she looked at the medallion around her neck, the one from her first adventure. 

She decided to call it a day when she heard a noise. She grabbed her Webley and spun in that direction. Slowly, Lauren crept in the cavern and a man came from behind her and grabbed her. She tried to fling him off her but he was too heavy as he clamped a cloth on her nose. Lauren smelled the distinct smell of chloroform and passed out before realizing it.

“I’m worried about her, Dr. Soren,” Ahmad said to the Englishman went he arrived in the States later that day.

Ted frowned a bit and glanced at both his daughter and Indiana Jones, who insisted coming with him. Dr. Soren knew his wife got into hairy situations but usually gets out of it quickly. When Ahmad called him and told him his suspicions, Ted made a few inquiries of his own – the Sorbonne, The Archeological Institute in Paris, as well as a few others – and it confirmed them. They took the first plane to Cairo to meet Ahmad.

“Uncle Indy,” Ahmad said, “Would you like some more?” gesturing the jug on the table.

Indy frowned and shook his head. Katie was getting attention from Fayah, who missed having young children around. Indy looked at Ted and said, “She’s in trouble, Ted. I know it.”
“I know,” Ted said softly, “But what are we up against?”

“I don’t know,” Indy said, “But its’ not good.”
Oh my aching head, Lauren groaned awake. She tried to put a hand on her forehead when she found herself tied up, hands bound behind her back. Grimacing, she looked around and saw her feet bounded together.

“We meet again, Dr. Jones.”, said a voice.

Lauren turned into the direction of the voice. Her eyes narrowed and asked, “And who is me?”

The voice stayed in the shadows, “That answer will come in time.”

“Belloq, untie me you bastard.”

“I am not Dr. Belloq,” said the voice.

If she was shocked, she did not show it. Lauren frowned and asked, “Then who the hell are you?”
“A worthy advisory. A great admirer of your exploits. Damn shame you’re a female.”

Lauren grew impatient as the voice stepped from the shadows. She looked at the man in army fatigues and t-shirt, “Who the hell are you?”

“Ah, you don’t know me. That well anyway. You only knew of my brother.”

“Your brother?” frowning, “Who was your brother?”

“He was a museum curator.”

“I know a lot of museum curators.”

“Would the last name of Brody be familiar to you?”

Lauren’s eyes widened, “It was my first husband’s last name. I knew of no other relative.”

“That’s because he never told you about me. I was born illegitimately. I doubt if dear old Marcus knew.”

“What the hell do you have against me?”

“My brother’s death. I’ve come to avenge it since you killed him.”

“Anthony was killed by a rival’s bullet.”

“A bullet intended for you,” smugly, “Now I shall avenge his death,” as he pointed a gun at her.

Lauren gulped as she tried to move, but the bonds were too tight. “This isn’t fair. I’m helpless since you tied me up.”

The man smiled wickedly, “Who said life was fair?”
Lauren closed her eyes; This is how my life ends.
Belloq groaned as he heard the shouts from the cave. He saw the shovel next to him Second concussion in three days, musing. As he stood up and saw three people coming towards him with great earnest. Belloq frowned at first and then recognized Dr. Soren and Indiana Jones. 

“Dr. Soren, Dr. Jones.”
“Where’s my daughter?”

“In the cavern,” glancing at it, “I think she’s in trouble.”

Indy frowned as Ted pulled Belloq by the collar, “What have you done with my wife?”

Belloq sputtered a bit as Indy walked towards the cavern. “Dr. Jones, wait,” Belloq said.

Ted turned and looked at Indy, “Indy, perhaps we should…”

A gun shot was heard as Indy’s eyes widened and he ran into the cavern with Ted following.

Lauren opened her eyes, coughing a bit from the dust. The man misfired and hit her above her head. She worked feverishly on the bonds on her hands with a sharp piece of rock. The man waved the dust around as Lauren managed to loosen the bonds. She quickly untied her legs as the man stared at her.
“You’ll pay for this, Jones,” pointing the gun at her.

Lauren instantly started to pull out her gun, and then realized the holster was empty. “Aw, shit.”

“Hold it right there,” a voice said.

Lauren turned and saw her father and husband, “Ted? Dad?” confused.

The man whirled around as Lauren kicked him and the gun out of his grasp. The man grabbed for the gun, as both of them wrestling for it. A shot was fired and grazed Lauren’s temple and hit the man in the shoulder. The man groaned in agony as Lauren pulled the gun away from him.

“Had enough?” determinedly.

The man shut his eyes and Ted called out, “Ahmad, get the authorities.”

“You brought Ahmad with you?” stunned.

The cave shook as dust billowed out of the cavern. “Come on, Laurie,” Ted said.

“No,” as she pulled her satchel and started into the cavern.
“Lauren,” as the dust surrounded them and an explosion was heard.

Lauren landed on her legs, wincing a bit, and then wobbled to get up. Indy grabbed her as Ted grabbed the man and ran out with them. Seconds after they got out, the cavern was demolished in a cloud of dust.

Lauren stared at the destruction of the cavern, shaking her head, “That was close.”

“Too close,” Ted agreed.

“Why?” staring at her husband.

“Ahmad said there was trouble,”

Lauren shook her head, “You shouldn’t be here, Ted. You haven’t done fieldwork since Katie was born.”

“I can still do it. I’m not forgetful.”

Then she looked at her father, “Your doctor will be mad, Dad.”

Indy grimaced, “Better the doctor than you kids.”

Lauren looked at the man Ted carried out. She stared at him as Ted asked, “Who is he?”

“He claims to be Anthony’s brother.”

“Our son Anthony?”

“No,” Lauren gazed at him, “My first husband.”

Indy and Ted stared at man as Ahmad worked on getting the bullet out of his shoulder. “Anthony did not have a brother,” Indy said.

“Are you certain, Dad?”

“I maybe old, but I would remember Marcus mentioning another nephew.”

Lauren grimaced, “I wonder…”

The man was bandaged as Indy went up to him, “Have you been the cause of the sabotage?”

“Archeology killed my brother. I wanted to avenge his death. I knew she was the cause of it.”

“Anthony had no brother.”

“He never knew about me. I was put up for adoption shortly after birth. My mother was a mistress of Anthony’s father.”

Lauren stared at him and looked at her father,”Dad?”

Indy looked at the man and then at Lauren, “Marcus never talked much about his family. He claimed that we were his family. With the exception of Anthony of course.”
“Anthony,” the man spat, “was the favorite. Did everything he was told to.”
Lauren’s eyes watered and said, “He was very special to me.”

“He was special to my father too,” the man spat, “He was the only son in his eyes. He got everything.”
“Is this what it’s all about?” Lauren asked, “Sibling rivalry?”

The man shook his head, “I met my father shortly after Anthony died. He was upset that he was dead and you were not. A reckless archeologist is what he called you.”

Lauren paled, “He knew it was not my fault.”

The man laughed, “He blamed you for years. He died hating you. His hate became mine.”

The authorities arrived by then as they took the man away. Lauren stopped them and asked, “What is your name?”

“Duncan Weatherby.”

Belloq, looking from a distance, said, “He is my financier and a friend. He insisted I bring you here.”

“You knew about this?” Ted roared.

“I did not know the connection between him and Dr. Jones. Only that he would not fund the expedition unless I convinced you to come along.”
“Dr. Jones?” the officer asked, “Are you finished?”

Lauren thought and nodded, “Take Dr. Belloq too. He was part of this conspiracy.”

“But I admitted fault,” Belloq said.

“But you also hired to kill me,” with a smirk, “And the Egyptians are more knowledgeable of my expeditions and authority. Who would they trust more – me or you?”

Several days later, police and archeologist reports filed; Lauren, Ted, Indy, and Katie were enjoying the sites of Egypt. Almost everyone. Lauren was quiet, more distant than she had been in years. Ted finally cornered her one day outside of Ahmad’s and asked her,

“You okay?”

“Fine,” but the eyes said differently.

Ted held her face in his hands, “I know you, Laurie. Although your father might know you better.”

Lauren chuckled, “We’re joined at the hip.”

“I think you know what I’m talking about.”

She sighed, “Am I that transparent?”

“I know the expedition was closed due to the cave in. But you discovered many important artifacts.”

“That’s not it.”

“Of course its not,” looking at her, “It’s about Anthony, isn’t it?”

Lauren looked at her husband and nodded, “I never did tell you what happened in Central America, did I?”

“You did, but I have a feeling there’s more to it.”

“Anthony took a bullet meant for me. He was not supposed to be there but we had just gotten married and insisted.”

“What about his family?”

“I took Anthony back to England for burial. His parents were genuinely upset, having not been in contact with Anthony for a while. He never told them he got married or my relation to Marcus.”
“How were you related to Marcus?”

“Dad and Mum made him my godfather. He was a surrogate father to Dad.”

“He died when you were little, didn’t he?”

“When I was three. Mum died seven months later.”

Ted thought about this, “Is his family still alive?”

“I believe his mother is. But I haven’t had contact with them in years.”

“Go to her,” urgency in his voice, “You need your answers, Lauren.”

Lauren landed at the Heathrow Airport a week later. She had called Anthony to meet her in London and to see his grandmother. He had agreed, not really enthusiastic about it, but came for his mother’s support.
“Why haven’t they contacted me?” he asked her as they waited for their rental car.

“I don’t know,” looking at her son, “I’ve sent letters, pictures about you. But I never got a response. If what Mr. Weatherby tells me is true, they hated me for what happened to your father.”

“What if he was just raving mad?”

“Then we’ll find out,” as they drove towards Knotting Hill.

At Knotting Hill, Lauren and Anthony pulled up to the house she remembered from years earlier. She was scared teenager when she married and widowed then as well as pregnant. She took a deep breathe and knocked on the door. A hurried butler answered and asked, “Yes?”

“Is Lady Brody available?”

“She is not expecting any visitors.”

“Please wait,” as the butler started to close the door, “I am an old acquaintance of her son, Anthony. I was in London and wanted to see her.”

“She is not seeing anyone today,” the butler stammered.

“Rudolph, let the woman in,” said a voice.

The butler sighed and gestured her and Anthony in. Lauren came in and saw Lady Sarah Brody, still in regal form only older. “Lady Brody. I don’t know if you remember me….”

“Miss Jones or rather Dr. Jones,” with a faint smile, “I do remember you. It has been years.”

“Far too long,” agreeing, “I hope you do not mind.”

“Not at all. Rudolph, some tea and scones,” dismissing her butler, “What can I help you with, my dear?”
Lauren swallowed hard, “I met someone who told me of Lord Brody’s resentment of what happened to Anthony.”

“I knew it would come out,” sighing, “He was a hard man, my dear. Anthony was his only son.”

“So he did hate me.”

“Hate is a strong word. I believe dislike would be proper,” as she gestured for them to sit, “He was upset for many years of his death. But he understood in the end why his son died and how he felt about you.”

Lauren’s eyes filled with tears, “I can’t tell you how much he meant to me.”

“I know he did,” and then looked at Anthony, “I’m assuming this is my grandson.”

Lauren nodded, “I sent letters and pictures, Lady Brody. I never got a response.”

“My husband burned every letter and picture you sent. He didn’t want to acknowledge you, Dr. Jones, or him.”

Lauren patted her son’s hand, “He was a comfort to me after his father died.”

Lady Sarah smiled at them both, “I wanted to contact you both for years but my husband would not allow it. I hope you don’t hold that against me.”
Anthony nodded, “It is good to finally meet you, Grandmother.”

“My grandson,” as she walked up to him and hugged him, “I don’t even know your name.”

“Mom named me after Dad and Uncle Marcus. I’m officially Anthony Marcus Brody.”

“What you are officially is my only living relative and heir,” smiling. 

Both Lauren and Anthony were stunned, “So its’ true? Anthony was the only son? But I was told…”

“I’ll admit my husband had many illegitimate children. But Anthony was his only legitimate child. That much is certain.”

Anthony gasped, “That would make me?”

“Lord Anthony Marcus Brody, Earl of Knotting Hill and sole heir to the estate.”

Anthony was stunned a bit as Lady Brody continued, “I am getting old, my child. Soon I will leave this earth.”
“So,” Lauren said, “You don’t blame me for your son’s death?”

“No, my child. I never did, neither did my husband at the end.”

“Thank you,” as she hugged Lady Brody.

Two weeks later – New York

Lauren arrived back in the States after spending time in London with Lady Brody, visiting her first husband’s grave, and then went to France to visit her aunts. She was emotionally exhausted as she unpacked her suitcase and her father approached,

“You okay, sweetheart?”

“Fine, Dad. Just tired.”

Indy looked at her, studying her, “Anthony’s staying in London?”

“Just for six months. He’s at Cambridge for the semester.”

“Your grandfather and Marcus studied there. Anthony as well.”

“I know,” as she pulled out her satchel from the suitcase.

Indy stared at the satchel, “I’m sorry we did not find the medallion.”

“It was a moot point, Dad. Besides, it’s in the rightful place.”

Lauren picked up the satchel to put in her closet, and something dropped from it. Curious, she picked it up. It was the relic she had picked up in a hurry. She unwrapped the cloth and gasped – it was the medallion she was looking for.

“How the hell…” as she held it out for her father to see.

Indy was stunned, “You had no idea?”

“Weatherby stunned me right after I picked it up. I didn’t have a chance to look at it.”

“I think the museum would appreciate it.”

“So do I,” grinning as she placed it back in the satchel.

Epilogue

Lauren had decided after the last dig she would remain in the States at a desk job. Indy tried to talk her out of it, but she was adamant. 

“Dad, I had enough.” solemnly.


Indy was surprised but accepted it. Ted was grateful that she gave it up. The whip, gun, and fedora were placed in a box on her shelf. Perhaps one of the kids, she thought.

Anthony had decided to remain in England and take his grandfather’s seat in the House of Lords. She never imagined her son as a politician, but knew that her son had chosen the best option for him.

Katie grew up into a well rounded young lady. Much to Indy’s and Lauren’s amusement, she had the same characteristics from the both of them. Indy boasted she would be an adventurer as well. Lauren had laughed and looked at her daughter in wonder.

Two years later, when a colleague approached her for a dig, she refused but then realized she could not escape it. She got her box out of the closet, placed the fedora on her head and said, “Look out, world, Dr. Jones is back,” grinning as she packed.
