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After thirteen years of the death of his wife by mobsters, Indiana Jones has finally got his life back in order. He became adjusted with his job as head of Barnett College, raised five children by himself, and forgot all about archeology. He devoted all of his time to his children and grandchild and just learned that his oldest, Diana, was expecting another child soon. He was finally happy after Kate’s sudden death; nothing mattered most to him than his children.
Indy sat back in his chair in his office, thinking about his children. Diana was living in New York with her husband and daughter and running her mother’s music company. She visited him when she could get away. He still remembered when he first found out about her. I was really shocked that day, he thought to himself, but any father would be proud to have a daughter like her.
Eric and Michael came home the day before from their first year at college. Eric was studying to be a doctor at UCLA and Michael was studying music history at University of Chicago. What a shock Mike got when his friends found out who his parents were, Indy thought, smiling to himself. Kate’s reputation as the former head of the music department was still the talk of the university as well as Indy’s antics about Founding Father’s Day during his senior year. When he visited Michael in Chicago, Michael’s friends were asking questions about the stunt he pulled and his adventures. At UCLA, all of Eric’s friends knew that his father was an archeologist and his mother a music historian, but nothing else. Indy enjoyed talking about his adventures, but when asked about doing another adventure, he shook his head and looked at Michael, who understood. Archeology caused Kate’s death, as they were told, and would not come between them again.
Lauren recently graduated from high school as one of the valedictorians in her class. She’d been accepted at Vassar, Princeton, and Barnett with full scholarships and could not decide where to go. At her graduation, Indy looked at her and said,
"You could always stay here and go to Barnett."
"Dad," smiling, "you can’t protect me forever, besides you’d ask the professors about my classes."
"I would not. I’d miss your company, that’s all."
Lauren was the one who helped Indy deal with Kate’s death, even though she was only four when it happened. He remembered when she went to him and said that her mom was with the angels when she died. Good Lauren, Indy thought, she’s got a heart of gold, like her mother.
Indy’s two youngest children, Sallah and Kristen, were Kate’s last gift to him. They finished seventh grade that year and were looking forward to their last year in junior high. They were miniature republicas of both Kate and Indy. Their birthday in two months brought back the memory of their emergency delivery and their mother’s death. Kate would have loved seeing them grow up. If she only had the chance to do that, Indy thought.
Kate, Indy’s late wife, was one of the most beautiful women he ever met, as well as intelligent. She came back into his life twenty years ago, after sixteen years apart, when she told him about Diana. He fell in love with her all over again and married her within six months. During their seven years of marriage, she gave him five more children, love, and a reason to live again. When she died, a piece of him died with her, never being able to stay in the house they shared.
Indy looked at the picture on his desk, a picture taken last summer with all of his children as well as Diana’s husband and daughter. It was his birthday present last year from the children. As he thumbed the picture, he heard the outer door of his office slam shut as he looked up and called,
"Maggie?"
Instead of his secretary, a tall man came in the door and said,
"Dr. Jones?"
"Yes, can I help you?"
"You don’t remember me?"
"Should I?"
"We were students at Sorbonne years ago. My name is Marc Chardin."
"Marc, of course," Indy remembered his archeology partner, "What brings you to New York?"
"I need your help."
"What kind of help?"
"We’re assembling a team of archeologist to uncover artifacts from the Aztec culture in Mexico…"
"I can’t help you, Dr. Chardin. I’ve retired from archeology."
"Please, Dr. Jones. You’re the only one who had knowledge of Indian culture…"
"I said no."
"I heard about your wife’s death by terrorists and your decision to quit…"
"My wife died because of archeology. I don’t want my children to suffer that faith," yelling at him.
"Dad?", said a voice.
Indy looked behind the man and saw Lauren standing in the doorway. He looked at her and asked,
"What are you doing here?"
"I was in town and thought I would come see you," looking at Dr. Chardin, "but if you’re busy…"
"I’m never busy to see you," gesturing a chair for her to sit as she asked,
"And who’s this?"
"This is Dr. Marc Chardin. Dr. Chardin, this is my daughter Lauren."
"How do you do?", Lauren said, shaking his hand.
"Perhaps your daughter can persuade your decision," said Marc.
"What decision?", she asked.
"It’s nothing, Lauren," then looking at Marc, "because I won’t be changing my decision."
"If you do," pulling out a piece of paper from his pocket, "here’s where I’m staying for the week. Good bye, Dr. Jones, Miss Jones," walking out the door.
"Dad, what did he want?"
"He wanted me to go to Mexico on an expedition to find artifacts on Aztecs, that’s all."
"Sounds interesting."
"It is," looking at her, "but I won’t do it."
"But why?"
Indy sighed and looked out the window. Lauren looked at her father and asked,
"Dad, you can tell me," pleading, "I’m not four years old anymore, I’m seventeen."
"Alright, I tell you," turning around, "Close the door first."
Lauren closed the door and sat in a chair in front of the desk. Indy sat on the corner of his desk and began,
"When I met your mother, I was traveling several times a year, doing excavations and expeditions of artifacts, mostly religious ones. When we married, she understood how dangerous it was and tried to keep me from risking my life. At the end, she understood why I still did it and accepted it.
Around the time your mother was pregnant with your brother and sister, I went on an excavation on finding the staff of Moses with your grandfather. When I came back, there were several threats to my life from religious groups mostly about finding it. I never thought once that they would go after my family.
One day, your mother and I were walking in New York, coming from the doctor’s office, when men came up to me with guns. I told your mother to run as one of them grabbed your mother, threw her with force on the sidewalk that it caused injuries to her head." 
Lauren gasped as her father continued,
"When we got to the hospital, the doctor performed surgery on her to get the twins out, hoping it would increase your mother’s chances to survive. But at the end, she died from little oxygen in her brain and skull fracture. I vowed then to retire from archeology and keep you kids away from it. I didn’t want you kids to end up like your mother."
Lauren was stunned for a moment as Indy wiped the tears in his eyes. She looked at her father and said,
"Dad, if you love it, you shouldn’t give it up."
Indy was silent for a moment as Lauren said,
"Mom wouldn’t have stopped you."
Indy looked at her in astonishment and thought to himself, She’s right. Kate would have wanted me to stay in archeology. He gave her a somber expression and said,
"I made my decision, Lauren, and I don’t regret it."
Lauren looked at him in disbelief as she stood up and said,
"I’d better go. I’m meeting a friend for lunch."
"Alright, I’ll see you at home," giving her a kiss on the cheek before she left.
As Lauren walked away from the college, she was thinking about what her father said to her. She pulled out a locket from under her t-shirt and opened it. Inside was a picture of her mother, smiling, that was taken the day she was born. Lauren fought back tears and said to herself,
"Dad’s afraid something will happen to one of us. He has to realize we can take care of ourselves."
When she got home later that day, she went straight to her room, picked up the telephone and dialed a number. After several rings, she heard a little girl saying,
"Hello?"
"Hi, Beth, can I talk to your mom?"
"Ok, Aunt Laurie," she said as she called, "Mommy, its’ Aunt Laurie."
Diana picked took the phone from her daughter and answered,
"Hi, Lauren, what’s up?"
"I need to know what Dad was like when Mom was around."
"You know, Lauren, some people answer Fine, how are you?"
"Ok, fine, how are you. Now tell me how dad was."
"Why don’t you ask him?"
"Come on, Diana, he won’t tell me."
"He has his reasons, Lauren."
"So you won’t tell me?"
"Why the sudden interest?"
"I barged in on a meeting Dad was having a meeting with someone wanting to do an expedition in Mexico…"
"And he refused to do it because of what happened to Mom, right?"
"Yeah, but I don’t understand why he would give up something he loves."
"You know how Mom died, Lauren?"
"He told me about the terrorists and how they caused it because of an artifact."
"That’s basically it," Diana said, "but Mom had an impact on Dad so strong it destroyed him when she died."
"I don’t understand."
"You see, Mom and Dad were separated for almost seventeen years because of her father forbade Mom to see Dad. Dad left Mom, without knowing she was pregnant, thinking it would be the best for her. When I was born, she decided to try to find Dad and have him know about me. She waited until my sixteenth birthday to tell him."
"Why so long?"
"Mom didn’t want me to be forced to see him unless I was old enough to know what happened and wanted to see him. She didn’t want Dad to be forced to marry her out of obligation. When they saw each other, Dad realized that he never stopped loving Mom. He tried to win her back but would not take him back until she was sure that he loved her for herself and not because of me."
"Poor Mom," thinking of how hard it was to be away from her only love.
"Poor Dad, too," added Diana, "When they got married, they made a vow never to be separated again. You should have seen how they were, Lauren. They were madly in love with each other."
"Hmmm…"
"Anyway, Dad was proud of Mom and us. Mom told me that she saw a light in his eyes when they got married and it grew stronger and stronger year after year. Dad loved having a family, and most of all, Mom. He gave her small gifts, surprised her with flowers, and spoiled us rotten. It was like having a family is what he wanted all along," Diana said smiling.
"What happened?"
"After Mom died, he was pushed into playing two roles – a mother and a father. He got frightened because of what happened, especially how young you guys were at the time. He realized that he could not buy your love or give you what Mom gave you. So he tried the best he could for all of you, he still does,"
"Dad did a good job raising us, especially with Grandmother’s help," admitted Lauren.
"Dad’s just worried something will happen if he stayed in archeology. That’s why he left. Family is more important to him."
"I understand, Diana,"
"Good, now I have to go. I’ll see you in two weeks."
"Bye," hanging up the phone. Lauren then called out,
"Anybody home?"
Not hearing anything, Lauren went downstairs to the kitchen and greeted the maid,
"Hi, Maria."
"Hola, senorita. Can I get you anything?"
"No thanks, Maria. Where is everybody?"
"Everyone is out, except for Michael. He’s out by the pool."
"Gracias, Maria," headed out the back door.
Lauren saw Michael sitting in a lounge chair, reading a book. His wire-rimmed glasses was falling on his nose and wore a serious expression on his face as Lauren came up to him,
"Hey, Mike. What are you up to?"
"I’m reading about Mozart’s works."
"School ended last week, Mike," reminding him.
"It’s good to be prepared," pushing his glasses up on his nose.
"Are you sure you want to be a music historian and not a doctor? I mean, you’re more serious than Eric."
Michael grinned at her and said,
"Music’s more interesting than blood and guts, Laurie."
"Since when?", said a voice.
Lauren and Michael turned around and saw Eric in his swim trunks and a towel over his shoulder. He ran his hand through his hair as Lauren said,
"It’s just his opinion, Eric."
"I’m glad I’m not the bookworm," noticing the book in his brother’s hands. 
Lauren could not believe how much her brothers were different. Eric had his blond hair up to his shoulders and was more easy-going than his brother. Michael had his hair trimmed short, like their father, and wore glasses instead of contacts like his twin. Michael looked his brother and said,
"You have to get ahead in the world, Eric, " said Michael, "Remember what Dad said?"
"But I also said to enjoy life," their father said, walking in the backyard from the kitchen.
"Hi, Dad," Lauren said.
"Hi, sweetheart, where’s the others?"
"Kristen’s down the street by Cara’s," said Eric.
"What about Sallah?"
"I’m right here, Dad," said Sallah, coming into the yard.
Indy smiled and ruffled his hair as he asked,
"Ok, gang, what’s the plan for tonight?"
"I’ve got a date, Dad," Eric said.
"Who’s the latest conquest?", asked Michael.
"This girl named Linda, a beautiful redhead with this incredible accent."
"Am I going to meet this girl, Eric?", asked Indy.
"She doesn’t speak much English."
"Where is she from?"
"Scotland."
"You know, Eric, we are Scottish. And I do know Scottish," reminded him.
"He’s got you there, Eric," Lauren said, laughing.
"Maybe one day, Dad," then looking at Michael, "Hey, Mike, she has a friend with her, you want to double date?"
"I have a serious girlfriend, remember?"
"Does she have you on a leash?", teasing him.
"Nicole and I have been dating for three years. We don’t have the desire to see anyone else."
"So where’s the ring?"
"Very funny, Eric."
"Eric, leave him alone. It’s nice to have someone you care about," Indy said, "I dated your mother for almost two years and didn’t see anyone else."
"But you gave her a ring, Dad," pointing at him, "he didn’t."
"Dad, what are you doing?", asked Lauren.
"I’m going to have a nice dinner with my family and relax in front of the sofa," smiling.
"Can I join you?"
"No date, Lauren?"
"Todd’s not back from school yet, Dad. I don’t feel comfortable seeing anyone else," shrugging.
"Ah, Todd," Eric said, "My best friend dating someone younger. What he sees in you, I’ll never know."
"At least he’s not like you," Lauren said angrily.
"Cut it out, you two," Indy said, "You’re not four and five anymore." Then looking at Michael and asked,
"Any plans, Mike?"
"I thought I would stay home."
"My brother, the lightweight," Eric said.
"Not everyone is a Casanova like you, little brother," said Michael.
"At least someone has to go after the ladies," then turning to Indy, "Right, Dad?"
"Sure, son, sure," laughing.
Indy still could not get over the fact how different his twin sons were. Michael was always the serious one, had a few close friends, and one steady girlfriend. Eric was serious about school to a point, but managed to find time to go out to parties, dated several girls at a time, and had several best friends. He had a hard time telling people that they were twins, especially their own relatives. 
"Hey, Dad," said Eric, "Can I borrow one of the cars?"
"Which one?"
"The cream-colored one, the convertible."
His featured darkened a bit and said,
"No, Eric."
"But Dad it just sits in the garage…"
"I said no," leaving the pool area, "I’m going to help Maria with dinner."
"Eric," Lauren said as they saw their father go into the kitchen, "you know that’s Mom’s old car."
"So what? It just sits in the garage. No one uses it, it’s time someone did."
"Eric, you know how dad feels about Mom. It hurts."
"It’s been almost twelve years since Mom died…"
"And she was the only one Dad ever loved," Lauren finished.
"Break off you two," said Michael, "besides we have a youngster present," looking at Sallah.
"I’m not a youngster, anymore, Mike," protested Sallah, "I’m a young man."
"Oh, boy, Sal, did you get into Dad’s books again," Eric said.
"He sure did," said a voice.
They turned around and saw Kristen, who smiled and said,
"He’s trying to prove he could do anything you guys could do."
"Just like you do," reminded Lauren, "when you borrow my clothes and use my makeup."
"Makeup?", repeated their father coming in the yard, "Krissy, aren’t you a little young for makeup?"
"Aw, Dad, all my friends were makeup."
"If all your friends jumped off a bridge, would you do too?"
"No, sir," blushing.
"You’re growing up too fast for me," smiling at Kristen, "You think I won’t be around the next day."
"Of course not."
"Good, because I plan on being alive and around until you have children," smiling, "Now who’s staying home for dinner?"
"Everybody except me, Dad," said Eric, "Remember I have a date."
"Ok, then how about we all go out to dinner?"
"Where, dad?", asked Lauren.
"How about Charlie’s?"
"Alright, Dad," yelled Sallah.
"Sure you don’t want to come, Eric?", asked Indy.
"Well…"
"Come on, Eric," said Sallah, "you like Charlie’s more than anyone."
"Let me call Linda to meet me at the movies later," Eric said.
"Bring her along," said Dad, "unless you’re afraid for me to meet her."
"I’ll ask her," as he ran to the phone.
"Come on, you guys, go wash up and be ready in ten minutes," as he walked back into the house.
A half an hour later, the Jones family was settled in their familiar booth at Charlie’s, the best seafood and steak restaurant in New York. Eric was looking for Linda, who promised to meet him there, as the others teased him,
"Hey, Eric, she probably stood you up," said Michael.
"Yeah," added Lauren, "she heard about your reputation and ran," laughing.
"Kids, stop teasing your brother," sternly, "I’m sure she’s nice, son."
"Thanks, Dad," smiling, "There she is. Linda, over here," waving his arms.
A pretty redhead walk towards their table as Eric stood up to give her a kiss and said,
"Linda, this is my family," pointing, "that’s my twin brother, Michael; my sister, Lauren; my brother, Sallah, my sister Kristen, and my dad, Dr. Jones."
"Dr. Jones?", said Linda, "the famous archeologist?"
"I used to be," with a faint smile, "I retired when my two youngest were born."
"I’m from the town outside Winthorn. My mother grew up with the Campbells."
"The Campbells? You mean Dr. Joanna Campbell and her daughter, Deirdre?"
"Yes, I’ve heard about your adventures with them concerning Stonehenge."
"That was a long time ago. Please sit down and enjoy yourself."
"What adventure at Stonehenge?", asked Lauren.
"I’ll tell you about it later, Lauren," smiling, "now let’s eat."
They had a great time during dinner, talking about what was happening in their lives, when they heard,
"Indy, good to see you."
Indy looked up and saw Marc standing there. He grimaced and said,
"I haven’t changed my mind, Marc."
"Let’s not discuss it, Indy. In fact, I was about to have dinner when I saw you sitting here. Who are all these people?"
"They’re my children, except for the redhead, she’s my son’s date."
"I’ve met Lauren," smiling at her, "but who are the rest of them?"
"These two," pointing at Eric and Michael, "are my oldest sons, Eric and Michael. Michael is the one with the glasses. And these two," pointing at Kristen and Sallah, "are my youngest, Kristen and Sallah. And this is Linda McGregor, Eric’s date. Group, this is Dr. Marc Chardin, we studied together at Sorbonne years back."
"These are all your children, Indy? You’ve been busy since Sorbonne."
"There’s one more," added Lauren, "Diana. She’s the oldest."
"Yes, Diana," Indy said, "She’s married now, one little girl and another on the way."
"A grandfather, too? You never mentioned it."
"Dad, Linda and I have to go," rising from the table.
"Ok, Eric. It was nice to meet you, Linda."
"Pleasure, Dr. Jones. You too, Dr. Chardin."
"Yes, nice to have met you Dr. Chardin," shaking his hand, "maybe we’ll see each other some day."
"Bye, Eric, Linda," said Marc.
"Bye you two," said Indy, smiling.
"May I join you?", asked Marc. 
"Sure," indicating a chair.
"You knew Dad from Sorbonne?," asked Michael.
"Yes, Michael is it?"
Michael nodded as Marc smiled and said,
"Your father and I were a couple of crazy people back then. Always taking risks,"
"What happened, Dad?", asked Sallah.
"I became a father, Sallah. It changed me a lot."
Lauren stayed silent for a moment, looking at her father, as Dr. Chardin asked,
"So what do you do, Lauren?"
"I just graduated high school."
"Going to college?"
"She has her pick of the finest colleges in the East Coast," boasted Indy.
"But not in the Midwest, Dad," added Michael.
"Michael just finished his first year at the University of Chicago," said Indy.
"Ah, what are you studying?", asked Marc.
"Music history."
"Does your brother go there too?"
"No, Eric is at UCLA, studying to be a doctor."
"No archeologists in the family, Indy?"
"Afraid not. But its’ their decision."
"But Dad," said Kristen, "you said is we ever got into archeology, you’d kill us."
"Kristen Katherine Jones…", warned her father.
"That’s alright, Indy," Marc said smiling, "A father protects his children, even when they’re wrong."
"Marc, I’m warning you to lay off," Indy said angrily. Then he gave Michael the keys and said,
"Go get the car, son. Take the kids with you."
"Aw, Dad," moaned Sallah, "Do we have too?"
"Yeah, I want to see you fight," piped Kristen.
"Come on, you two," said Michael. Then looking at Lauren, he said,
"Coming, Laurie?"
"I’ll stay here," then whispered in his ear, "In case Dad gets into a fight with Dr. Chardin."
Michael nodded as he took Sallah and Kristen out to the car. Lauren looked at her father and said,
"Dad, get a hold of yourself."
"Come on, Lauren," grabbing her arm and leading her to the car with Marc yelling,
"You’re chicken, Dr. Jones. You’re afraid of archeology."
Two days later, Lauren and her friends, Ellen and Jackie, were walking downtown to look for summer outfits. Bags in hand, they settled in an outdoor café, ordering iced tea and sandwiches as Ellen said,
"I love that dress you got, Lauren. It’s perfect for the party."
"I think Lauren got the dress to impress someone," added Jackie giggling, "Like someone who’s coming home Harvard in two days?"
Lauren smiled and laughing as she said,
"You think Todd is all I think about?"
"Who wouldn’t?", asked Ellen, "I mean he was one of the most popular boys in high school last year."
"As well as the cutest," added Jackie.
"At least he’s not like my brothers. He’s sweet."
"Lauren?", said a voice.
Lauren turned around and saw Dr. Chardin. She gave a small smile and said,
"Hi, Dr. Chardin."
"Am I disturbing you?"
"Not at all. Would like to join us?"
"No. In fact, I would like to talk to you privately."
"Sure," getting up from her chair and calling out,
"I’ll catch you guys at the dress store."
The girls nodded as Lauren turned at Marc and asked,
"What’s this about?"
"Have you talked to your father?"
"About what?"
"The dig in Mexico."
"You heard my father. He doesn’t want to do it."
"It’s an opportunity of a lifetime, Lauren," sighing, "And I know he wants to do it."
"Dad’s still hurt from Mom’s death," sadly, "He blames himself that she died."
"I didn’t know your mother, but I have a feeling she would have wanted him to keep living and doing what he loves."
"I wouldn’t know. She died when I was four." 
"Lauren," grabbing her hands, "You have to talk him into it. He has to realize what he’s missing."
"Dr. Chardin, it sounds like a wonderful opportunity. I’ve expressed interest myself."
"You have?", astonished.
"I’ve always been interested in archeology. I just never let Dad know about it."
"Amazing. I mean, I had a feeling one of his kids would be interested but I never knew…"
"It would be his daughter, right?", smiling, "It’s ok, I get that a lot."
"Lauren, if you could convince your dad to do it, I’ll personally make you my assistant."
"Really?"
"Really," smiling at her.
Lauren looks at the ground, then stares at him with her bright hazel eyes, and said,
"Tell you what. I’ll talk to him, but I’m not promising anything."
"That’s all I’m asking, Lauren."
"Ok, Dr. Chardin. I’ll see you around," waving off.
"Bye, Lauren."
Later that evening, Lauren came home to find the house completely empty except for the maid who greeted her,
"Hola, Lauren."
"Hi, Maria. Where is everybody?"
"Out, senorita. Except for tu padre."
"Dad’s home? Where is he?"
"In the basement, watching television."
"Thanks, Maria," going to the basement.
Lauren looked at her father as she said,
"Daddy?"
Indy turned around and saw his daughter and said,
"Hi, Lauren. Had fun today?"
"Sure did," then looking at the floor.
"Lauren," sensing something, "what’s wrong?"
"I ran into Dr. Chardin this afternoon…"
"He tried to convince you to convince me to go to Mexico, didn’t he?"
"He did," swallowing hard, "but Dad…"
"I will not go, Lauren."
"Dad, there’s something you need to know."
"About what?"
"I’ve made a decision."
"About school?"
"It’s not that."
"Then what is it?", staring intently at her.
"This is the hardest thing I’ve done, Dad. I hope you understand."
"What is it?"
"I want to be an archeologist, Dad. I’ve wanted it for a long time."
"Lauren, do you realize how much at risk your life would be?"
"I know, Dad, but its’ what I want to do. And you can’t stop me."
Indy stared at her and recalled how his own father reacted to the news of him becoming an archeologist. I’m doing the same thing Dad did to me, he thought. He stood up, held her tight and said,
"You can be what you want to be, honey. Just be careful."
"I will, Dad."
"Barnett has a good archeology department. I’m not sure about Vassar and Harvard."
"Vassar doesn’t, I’ve checked. I’m not sure about Harvard."
"You know you need to do fieldwork, Lauren Marie."
"Actually, Dad," smiling, "I do have the opportunity, but I’m not sure I can do it."
"Where?"
"Mexico. Dr. Chardin asked me to be his assistant, but only if you came too."
Indy smiled and thought, Marc knows how to get through to me. He looked at Lauren, went up the stairs, as she called,
"Dad, where are you going?"
"To call Dr. Chardin. I’m taking him up on his offer."
  

Two weeks later…
Indy and Lauren were on their way to the airport to catch the flight to Mexico City, near the Aztec ruins. Diana had volunteered to stay at the house until they got back to keep an eye on Kristen and Sallah. Michael was concerned about their safety as was Todd, who was in the car with them, and begged,
"Lauren, please, don’t go. You can get killed."
"It’s what I want to do."
"Why can you be something else? A teacher or something?"
"Because I don’t want to be one. Todd, respect my decision."
As they pulled up to the airport, Todd looked at her and said,
"If you go, I won’t take you back"
"I don’t believe you," she said yelling, "You’d actually dump me because of this?"
"Yes, I would," crossing his arms.
Lauren thought for a moment, got out of the car with her father, and slammed the door in Todd’s face. She leaned in the window and said,
"Goodbye, forever Todd Morrow. I hope you rot in hell," walking away.
"Lauren, are you sure what you’re doing?", asked Indy, while walking towards the terminal.
"Dad, no one is going to stop me from becoming an archeologist."
Indy smiled as he heard Marc call out,
"Indy, Lauren. So glad you can make it."
"Thanks for having me, Dr. Chardin," Lauren said.
"Lauren, let’s get things straight. For this dig you can call me Marc."
"Alright, Marc," hesitantly.
"Lauren, why don’t you go ahead and check to see if the plane’s ready to take off?", Indy asked.
"Ok, Dad," walking off.
"She’s a cute kid, Indy. Smart and beautiful."
"Marc, remember she’s only seventeen."
"I know that, Indy."
"Let’s keep it that way," roughly as they walked towards the terminal to the plane.
Eight hours later, they arrived in Mexico City and when straight to their hotel. Lauren looked out the window at the scenery as Indy went behind her, and said,
"Beautiful, isn’t it?"
"It sure is, Dad," smiling, "Ever been here before?"
"Mostly in South America, but not Mexico."
"Not even with Mom?"
"Nope," smiling, "I took her to California, Paris, Chicago, almost everywhere. But then you kids were born and she decided to stay home and be with you."
"I wish I could remember her, Dad," softly.
"If you want to know anything about her, just ask, ok?"
Lauren nodded as Marc came into the room and said,
"I got everything set for the dig tomorrow. But how about we enjoy the city tonight?"
"Sure," said Lauren enthusiastically and looked at Indy, "Dad?"
"You go ahead," he said with a smile, "I’d like to rest a bit. How about meeting for dinner later, downstairs?""
"Fine by me, Indy," said Marc, "That way I’ll learn more about your daughter."
"Bye, Dad," going out the door. Marc started to follow her as Indy said,
"Marc, remember she’s only a child."
"I know, Indy, I know," going out the door.
Lauren and Marc had fun enjoying the sights of Mexico City and catching up some history. Marc was listening intently at her answers and he asked a personal question,
"Lauren, what do you know about your mother?"
"She’s very beautiful. Dad told me Kristen looks exactly like her."
"How do you know she’s beautiful?", smiling at her, "Did your Dad tell you?"
Lauren shook her head and pulled out a small locket from under her shirt. She unhooked the locket, opened it and gave it to Marc.
"This is my mother. It was taken when I was born."
Marc stared at the picture and could not believe his eyes. 
"What was her name?"
"Katherine, why?"
Marc’s eyes filled with tears, unable to speak. Lauren looked at him and asked,
"What’s wrong?"
"Your mother was Katherine Tyler, right?"
"Yes, why?"’
"And your grandmother’s name is Alexandra?"
"Yes," puzzled, "What’s wrong?"
Indy came up from behind and said,
"Hi, sweetheart. Having fun?"
"Sure am, Dad. But I can’t figure out why Marc is crying."
"Marc," looking at his friend, "What’s wrong?"
He put the locket in his face and said,
"This is what’s wrong."
Indy took the locket, saw his wife’s picture, and said,
"My wife? What’s wrong with my wife?"
"Indy," he began, "I don’t know how to tell you this, but Katherine was supposed to be my wife."
"Your wife?", he croaked, "but how?"
"Katherine’s grandfather and my grandfather arranged a marriage between us when we were young children, joining both families. The D’Anjous are the most prominent family in France and the Chardins are the one of the most wealthiest families in France." 
"I don’t see how this involves Katherine."
"Katherine was supposed to marry me when she turned twenty-one. But she was involved with someone at the time and refused to do it. I love her back then and tried to win her back. After her desertion and then for having a child, she came back to France for while. I told her that I would claim the child as my own if she married me. She agreed, thinking that the man would not come back to her. We planned our wedding, but two hours before the ceremony, she told me she could go through with it, and left. I tried to find her for months, years, until Alexandra told me it was too late that she gotten married."
"Kate’s never told me about this," Indy said quietly.
"Did she tell you who the father of her first child was?"
"Yes, she did," with a smile on his lips.
"Well, who is he?"
"You’re looking at him."
"You?", astonished, "But how?"
"Kate and I met in Chicago. We were planning a life together but her father told me I was not good enough for her. I believed him."
"You left her, pregnant," accused Marc.
"I didn’t know Kate was pregnant. She never told me until she saw me twenty years ago."
"Marc," Lauren said quietly, "it’s true. My sister told me before we left."
"Your sister?"
"Diana. Her full name was Indiana Elizabeth Tyler-Jones."
"I never made the connection," Marc admitted, "I mean I thought Diana was her real name, not a nickname."
"It’s all solved now," Indy said then taking Lauren’s hand, "Let’s go to dinner, shall we?"
Marc nodded and as they had dinner Lauren asked,
"How well did you know my mother?"
"Not too much, I’m afraid. We played together at her grandfather’s estate during the summer as children. We lost touch after she left me at the altar."
"Alexandra didn’t give you the address, did she?", Indy asked.
"No, she thought Katherine had the right to choose who she wanted to be with. And if she wanted to contact me, all she had to do was ask her mother."
"Why didn’t you marry one of her half-sisters?"
"Because it was stipulated that the oldest child of both families marry. Katherine was the oldest. Besides Caroline and Celeste were a bit too immature for me. Always interested in money and clothes."
"Kate never did like being wealthy," Indy admitted, "she told me several times how she wish the money would disappear."
"Sounds like Katherine," Marc smiled. 
"Dad, what was she like?", Lauren asked, "I only know so much."
"Your mother was very beautiful and smart. Whenever she walked into a room, it seemed that the whole room lit up."
"Sounds like you were smitten with her," Marc said.
"Infatuated is more like it," Indy said, "I tried to forget about her when I left her the first time. I even married someone else."
"You did?", Lauren’s eyes jumped, "I never knew."
"Your grandfather didn’t know about her, Lauren. The marriage only lasted six weeks."
"Six weeks?", exclaimed Marc, "Didn’t you know her first?"
"Deirdre was a student of mine in London. We were dating for a year and got married. She died in a plane crash in Brazil on an archeological exhibition."
"Deirdre?", Lauren said, "Isn’t that the girl Eric’s date mentioned?"
"The same one, Lauren."
"Did Mom know?"
"She knew. I told her before we got married."
"What was Mom like?"
"She was very loving and gentle. Her children always came first. She would make me laugh and smile when I had a rough day."
"Katherine was like that to Diana," Marc said, "when I saw her."
Lauren smiled and asked,
"Do I have anything of her, Dad?"
"Your smile, definitely," Indy said, "I see that in you."
"Plus your complexion," added Marc, "Kate never had a blemish on her face."
Lauren smiled through the tears and asked,
"I wish I could have remembered her."
"You were young when she died," Indy said, "but when she did you told me that she was with the angels."
"I said that?"
Nodding, "I knew you were smart right there and then. You have all of her sensitiveness, which is why I was afraid of you going into archeology."
"Dad, you know I would be good enough for it. Not as good as you of course."
"I think you’ll do fine," Indy said as Marc nodded in agreement. 
Lauren was looking around and noticed something. Her eyes darkened a bit as she said,
"Dad, there’s someone watching us."
"Watching us?"
"I’ve noticed he’s the same person in New York and he’s been following us since we got to Mexico."
"Nonsense," said Marc, "He’s probably here on vacation. It’s that time of year you know."
"Hmmm," Indy said, "What exactly are we looking for?"
"Montezuma related artifacts,"
"Montezuma?", Lauren asked, "Wasn’t he the first ruler of the Aztecs?"
"Yes, but he also had this one piece that made people worship him. It was a staff with a sacred stone," Marc said.
"Who else knows about this?"
"Just me, you, Lauren and the diggers I hired, why?"
"Dad, are you sensing trouble?"
Indy nodded and said,
"We need to get out of here," standing up and taking Lauren’s hand.
"Follow my lead."
"What are we doing?," asked Lauren.
"Getting away," Indy said. Marc looked at the man and said,
"Indy, we could handle him."
"We don’t need to attract attention," walking away from the restaurant. 
Lauren looked back to watch the man and noticed him pulling a gun out.
"Dad, run!"
"What?", turning around rapidly and seeing the gun. He grabbed Lauren’s hand and started running just as the man fired. Lauren ducked just as the bullet grazed her father on his arm.
"Dad!", running towards him, "Marc", seeing him nearby, "Help me!"
Marc rushed over just as one of the men grabbed Lauren from behind. She started struggled with him as he said,
"You can’t handle me, little girl."
"Little girl, huh?", smiling to herself, "We’ll see about that."
Lauren grabbed the man’s arm and flipped him. The man stumbled and ran toward her, as she grabbed him and kneed him in crotch. As the man doubled over, she punched him out, unconscious. She grabbed his gun, waved it, and said,
"Any of you guys want to play?"
The guys ran off as Lauren laughed to herself and said,
"Chicken," as she stuck the gun in her jeans and she went over to her dad and Marc, who was wrapping Indy’s arm. 
"Dad, are you ok?"
"I suffered more than this during my time," he grinned at her, "Are you alright?"
"I’m fine. I handled myself," helping Indy to his feet.
"I’m never seen a girl fight like that," Marc said.
"I’m not just your average girl, Marc."
"How did you do that?"
"Lots of protein and vitamins," smiling, "but then taking a self-defense class or two helps a lot."
"I’d say," Marc said, smiling.
Lauren smiled as they got Indy back to their room. They find the room ransacked as Lauren exclaimed,
"Good Lord, what were they looking for?"
"Research most likely," Indy said as he sat on the bed.
"Marc, are you sure we’re safe here?", asked Lauren.
"Of course we are."
Waving her hand into the room, "I’m not sure about that. Look what they did to the place."
"She’s got your wit, Indy," Marc said.
"This is not a time for comparing who I act more," angrily.
"And your impatience."
"How would like a fist sandwich, Marc?", showing her clenched hand.
"Easy, Lauren," Indy said, "He’s just getting on your nerves."
"You’ll be fine," Marc insisted, "In fact, I’ll get a guard for the door."
"Fine," Indy said, "Now let me and my daughter get some sleep."
"Of course. Night," leaving the room.
"Dad," after Marc left the room, "Are you sure we’re going to be alright?"
"We’ll be fine," getting up from the bed, "Help me block the door with the dresser."
"Dad," helping with the dresser, "Is there something you’re not telling me?"
"I’m worried about your life."
"Dad," Lauren said, "I can take care of myself."
"I see," smiling, "but remember I’m your father. I worry about you a lot."
"I know, Dad. But you don’t’ have to."
"Maybe you should have something," rummaging in his suitcase and pulling out his bullwhip.
"Here," he said, handing it to her, "It’s your turn for it."
"A bullwhip? What kind of archeologist needs it?"
"A good one," smiling, "like you’ll be."
"Dad, you can’t give it up."
"Lauren Marie," looking at her, "I’m getting old for this. It’s time to pass it from one Jones to another."
Lauren was shocked as Indy took his fedora from his head and placed it on Lauren’s. She touched it gently and said,
"Dad, I don’t know what to say." 
"Just make me proud, Lauren," settling in bed, "Make me proud."
Early the next day, Lauren, Indy, and Marc headed for the Aztec ruins. Marc rented jeeps for them and arranged for guides to the site. Lauren was looking around, keeping an eye on things, as Indy nudged her and asked,
"Expecting trouble?"
"After what happened last night? You betcha."
"I think you can let your guard down, Lauren," Marc said.
"She’s a Jones, Marc," Indy said with a smile, "She’s got my intuition."
"Is that it over there?", Lauren said, pointing.
Marc looked and nodded. He gave the driver orders on where to go as Lauren shivered.
"Are you ok?", Indy asked.
"Something seems wrong here," she said.
"Lauren, you’re just jumpy," Marc said, "there’s nothing wrong…"
Marc froze as three men walked in front of the jeep. The jeep swerved and when into a ditch. The three men looked at the jeep as Lauren asked,
"Ok, what the hell is going on here?"
The three men laughed and talked to each other in Spanish. Lauren struggled out of the car as Indy and Marc followed right behind her. Lauren looked at men and asked,
"Who are you? And what do you want?"
The men looked at her and began talking in Spanish. Lauren rolled her eyes and said in Spanish,
"I’m not stupid. I know exactly what you’re saying."
The men looked at her as they whispered to themselves and Marc asked Indy,
"I didn’t know Lauren spoke Spanish."
"One of the languages she knows," smiles, "plus having a Spanish-speaking housekeeper helps too."
"Dad?", asked Lauren.
"What?"
"How do I use this thing again?", indicting the bullwhip.
"Like I showed you," encouraging, "Pretend you’re a lion tamer."
Nodding, she unhooked the whip from her belt and starting hitting the ground with the whip. One of the men looked at Lauren and began saying,
"Indiana Jones! Indiana Jones!"
Another of the men came forward, looked at Lauren, and asked in English,
"Are you Indiana Jones?"
"No," pointing at her father, "he is. I’m just his daughter."
"His daughter? Hmmm…", looking at Lauren and Indy.
"Can anyone explain to me what’s going on here?", Lauren asked.
"You see, senorita," the man began, "we are part of the ancestors of the Aztecs. Direct from the line of Montezuma."
"Montezuma? I thought he had no direct descendants," Lauren said.
"There were stories claiming that some survived, Lauren," Indy said.
"Si, senor," the man said excitedly, "we are part of Montezuma’s ancestry. We protect the village."
"I see," Lauren said, then looked at Marc and asked, "Is this true?"
"I didn’t hear of anything like this…" Marc began.
"What are you doing here?", inquired the man.
"We’re looking for artifacts related to Montezuma," Lauren explained, "mainly for archeological purposes."
"I see," the man said, "We can not allow it, senorita."
"Why not?"
"Most of Montezuma’s belongings are sacred to the village. They protects us."
Puzzled, Lauren looked at Indy and said,
"I don’t think we could do it."
"Reminds me of the Sankara stones in 1935."
"What?"
"Never mind," waving his hand and saying to the man, "We mean no harm. We just want to look at it, photograph it."
"I can not allow it," the man said, "I suggest you leave."
"No man will tell me what to do," Marc said, running forward.
"Dr. Chardin!", Lauren yelled.
One of the men aimed his bow and arrow at Marc and shot him in the leg. Marc collapsed in pain as Lauren rushed to him, the man said,
"I mean it, you leave," as the men left.
"Dad, help me," Lauren said.
Indy pulled the arrow out of Marc’s leg as Lauren put an antibiotics on it and wrapped it. Indy looked around and said,
"It’s getting late. I suggest we camp here for the night."
Lauren nodded as they set up the tents for them. Indy started the fire as Lauren helped Marc sit up. Indy looked at his daughter and said,
"Don’t stay up too late, Lauren."
"I won’t, Dad. I’m going to stay with Marc a while."
"Sure, Good night," going into one of the tents.
"Do you want anything, Marc?", Lauren asked.
"I’m fine, Lauren," tucking a blanket around him.
Lauren looked at him, tipped the fedora, and said,
"What’s wrong?"
Marc looked at Lauren and sighed. What am I doing? She’s my friend’s daughter., he wondered. 
"Marc?"
On impulse, he kissed her. Lauren slapped his face and said,
"How could you."
"How could I what? Resist you?", taunted her.
"You’re the same age as my father," she said, "You’re too old for me."
"Age doesn’t mean anything."
"It does matter to me. Besides, I don’t like you."
Marc looked at her and grinned as Lauren turned her head away from him. He saw her brown hair cascading down her back, her shoulders up angrily as he touched one of them and said,
"Lauren, I’m sorry."
She turned to face him, her blue-green eyes flashing at him. Katherine’s eyes. Her ocean eyes, Marc thought to himself.
"Is that all you have to say to yourself?"
And Indy’s toughness and skill. A perfect blend. Marc’s thoughts left his mind and said,
"Your eyes are like your mother’s."
Lauren’s expression softened a bit as he said,
"You really didn’t know your mother, did you?"
"No, I didn’t," softly, " I wish I did."
"She would be proud to have a daughter like you."
"You think so?", eyeing him.
"I know so," smiling, "Katherine was proud of Diana when I saw her last. I’m sure she was proud of all of you."
Lauren smiled and asked,
"What was Mom like?"
"Full of life. She never let anything stop her. When she laughed, it vibrated the whole room."
"Really?"
"Really, " smiling at her and asked, "Tell me how did your mother die. I had heard various stories."
Lauren took a deep breath and said,
"From what my sister told me, Mom and Dad were walking in downtown New York, coming from the doctor’s office. They found out that Mom was having twins and was heading home when men came from behind wanting to talk to Dad. When Dad refused, one of the men showed a gun. Dad told Mom to run as fast as she could as one of them grabbed Mom, dropped her hard on the sidewalk, and left her there." 
"Poor Katherine."
"Dad rushed Mom to the hospital and was told of her injuries. They performed surgery to get my brother and sister out, hoping it would better her chances. But she died of lack of oxygen and massive head injuries. It destroyed Dad after that."
"My God, I had no idea," Marc said then looking at the tent Indy slept in, "He loved her then?"
"Very much," tears welling in her eyes, "Diana said Dad refused to Mom’s side ever again after she showed up with her. I was told it was like the light disappeared from his eyes when she died."
Marc thought it over as Lauren added,
"Then grandfather died about a year after Mom. An illness he kept from Dad because of how much he was suffering after her death. It was like his spirit died when they did."
"Poor Indy. Having to raise five children by himself."
"He did alright, I think.," Lauren said softly, "Diana was already married when Mom died. My brothers are old enough to know what they want in life. After I leave the house, all Dad has to worry about are my sister and brother."
"I see," tears welling in him, "I’m going to bed, Lauren. I’ll see you in the morning."
Lauren was speechless as Marc went into his tent. She wiped her eyes, looked up at the stars, and said,
"I love you, Mom."
At that, a star shooting from the sky as Lauren smiled and went to bed. Indy was smiling in his sleep, dreaming –
Indy was looking at Kate, smiling at him. She wore a long, white dress, held lilies in her hands, and a veil covering her face. His father was walking her down to the aisle where he and Marcus were standing. She came to him, as he lifted her veil, she whispered,
"I love you, Indiana Jones."
Then a man came from behind Kate, covered her mouth, as he said,
"You will pay for finding the Staff of Moses."
He threw Kate to the floor, her head hitting the ground. Indy rushed to her, lifted her head, and said,
"Don’t die, Kate. Please."
"I love you," she whispered.
Indy smiled and kissed as she disappeared from his arms and then saw a coffin. He walked over to the coffin and saw –
Lauren dressed in Kate’s dress.
Indy gasped as he saw Kate as she said,
"You killed our baby. Why did you let her archeology, Indy? It killed me."
Indy woke up in a cold sweat and saw Lauren sleeping soundly. He wiped his forehead, looked up and said,
"I wish you were here, Kate."
He looked at his daughter one more time and finally settled down to sleep.
The next morning, Lauren and Indy woke up with the sunlight streaming in. Indy looked fondly at his daughter and said,
"Rough night?"
Lauren nodded as Indy laughed and said,
"That’s what you’ll get from archeology, Lauren. Are you sure it what you want?"
"Dad," said warningly. 
"I’m just checking, Lauren," getting up and heading towards the to opening, "Want some breakfast before heading back?"
"You cook?"
"Surprised?"
"I mean, I never saw you cook, Dad."
"I cooked my own meals before I married your mother. Then she insisted to hire a maid after she got pregnant with Eric and Michael."
Lauren smiled as Indy said,
"Is that a yes?"
"Sure, " stretching her arms, "I protected myself. I think I could survive your cooking."
Indy laughed as he left the tent and then heard,
"Lauren, get out here."
Lauren pulled on her pants and rushed out to see what her father was worked up about. She came out and saw Marc’s tent gone. She gasped as he said,
"So you don’t know anything about this either?"
"No, he was fine last night."
"Hmmm…" looking around and seeing the jeep gone as well. 
"What are we going to do?"
"You remembered your hiking boots?"
"Yes, why?"
"You’re going to need them."
Lauren nodded as she rushed to get dressed. Indy started to pack everything when he heard,
"Dr. Jones! Indiana Jones!"
Indy turned around and saw the same man they talked to yesterday. Indy smiled and asked,
"Yes?"
"We’ve located your friend."
"Friend? Oh, Dr. Chardin."
The man nodded and said,
"He got stuck in the mud back about three miles north of here."
"Thank you, Mr.?"
"You may call be Monty."
"As in Montezuma?"
"The very same. But I prefer Monty."
"Dad," Lauren said coming out and seeing the man, "Hello."
"You remember my daughter?"
"Ah, the other Indiana Jones," turning his attention to her.
"Actually, my name is Lauren. Indiana’s my sister’s name."
Seeing a confused look on the man’s face, Indy laughed, patted Monty on the back, and said,
"I’ll explain later," then looking at Lauren, "Come on, Monty here found Marc. Let’s go and ask why he left."
Lauren followed her father and Monty towards a spot away from camp, very near where the Aztec ruins of Tentochilan were. She looked with amusement at Marc pushing the jeep out of the mud. Indy went behind him and said,
"I see you’re in trouble?"
Marc jumped and saw Indy. Indy looked at him and said,
"Thinking of running away from home?"
"I was not going to let the savages run me away from the greatest find of the century."
"Marc," Lauren said, " You have to respect their ancestry…"
"Shut up, you dumb twit."
"Dumb twit, huh?" Lauren said, "And what makes you think you know better than me?"
"No girl can be an archeologist," Marc taunted at her, "Your father said so years back."
"Dad, is this true?" quietly.
"I did said that when I was younger, but I’ve changed. Women can be good archeologists. I know that from experience."
Lauren looked hard at Marc and her father. She refused to have tears go down her cheeks. Marc taunted her,
"What’s the matter, rich girl? You think you can be better than me or your father."
"Yes, I can."
"Ha," scoffed Marc, "You’re like your mother. Running away from reality. Proving to be someone you’re not and won’t be."
"Leave my mother, out of this!"
"You hear me, Lauren! You can’t make it in the archeology world. I’ll make it impossible for you."
"Marc," Indy said roughly, "Leave my daughter alone."
"And you," Marc accused, "You took away the one woman I ever loved. What Katherine saw in you I’ll never know."
Indy stared at him and said, "What do you mean by that?"
"Katherine was content to marry me until she met you. Whisked by your charm and you left her after you got her in bed, getting her pregnant. She felt that the baby should be with her father and mother together in the same house. You left her no choice but to marry you."
"Marc, you know that it didn’t happen that way," Lauren said.
"Quiet down, bitch!" slapping her in the face.
Lauren touched the hot spot on her face where he slapped her. She looked at Marc yelling at her father and tightened her hands into fists. She went towards him as he was saying,
"You killed her, Indiana Jones. You gave her a life she didn’t want."
Lauren went from behind, took the bullwhip and put it around Marc’s neck. She tightened her grip as she said,
"You’ve been such a jackass since I met you. To think I actually liked you. It was all a trick, wasn’t it?"
Marc started to answer when Indy punched him in the gut and said,
"How dare you tell me Kate didn’t love me. She loved me more than life itself. She told me every day of our relationship. Her grandfather told me she loved me too as well as her mother."
Lauren tightened her grip as she said,
"How much do you want to live, Marc?"
"Lauren," Indy said, "let him go."
"He badmouth our family, Mom’s memory. He doesn’t deserve to live."
"Lauren," gently, "let him go."
Lauren loosen the grip on the bullwhip and kicked Marc. He slumped in the mud as Lauren said,
"Don’t ever speak about my family again. You got that?" hitting the bullwhip to the ground, "Or there will be hell to pay."
Indy stared at his daughter as Marc nodded in response. Lauren gathered the bullwhip, hooked it onto her belt, and tipped the fedora. Marc looked at Indy and said,
"Tough girl. Where did she get it from?"
"I have a pretty good idea," smiling at Lauren. 
Lauren went over where Monty was and helped pushed the jeep out of the mud. She wiped sweat from her forehead as Indy came up to her and said,
"Your mother would have been proud of you."
Lauren shrugged and said,
"No one messes with my family, Dad. You should know that."
Indy smiled at her, then looked up in the sky, blew a kiss, and said,
"That’s our daughter, Kate. A perfect blend of you and me."
"Monty," Lauren said a while later, "Is there a way to see the ruins? I’m very interested in Aztec civilization."
"Of course, my child," Monty said, "I’ll show you after we’re done eating."
Lauren smiled as Indy asked,
"Can we all go?"
"You can go, Dr. Jones. You’re a legend. But he," waving a hand at Dr. Chardin, "can not."
"Why you devil," roared Dr. Chardin, "I have the right to be there. I’m in charge of the expedition."
"You are not pure, senor. You have to have a pure heart. These two," waving a hand at Indy and Lauren, "have hearts of gold."
Marc sulked as Lauren thought to herself, Serves him right. After what he did to Dad and me.
Monty led Lauren and Indy through the jungle to a clearing. He pointed to the sky and said,
"This is the center of the village. It shows how light is flown through open spaces."
"Amazing," Lauren said in awe.
"Little Jones, Dr. Jones, the path you seek is through those trees over there. Be careful. Legend says that only the purest of heart will survive."
Lauren’s eyes widened as Indy patted her shoulder and said,
"We have nothing to worry about, sweetheart."
"I would start to worry, Dr. Jones," said a voice.
Indy turned around and saw Marc, eyes blaring and a gun in his hand.
"Marc, put down the gun."
"No, Indy. You’re going to get the staff for me," pointing a gun at Lauren, "And she’s going to help me."
"Over my dead body," said Lauren.
"It might come to that," Marc said menacingly, "But first…"
He pointed the gun at Monty and shot him in the chest. Lauren gasped as he said,
"Care to reconsider, Miss Jones?"
Lauren gulped and looked at her father, who nodded. Marc went behind Lauren, pointed the gun at her back, as she lead them to the ruins. He pointed at the ruined temple and said,
"It’s in there. Go get it."
Lauren nodded as she looked at her father mouthing,
"I love you."
Indy smiled and nodded as Lauren went into the temple. She looked around and saw nothing except a bright light. She blinked as she heard a voice,
"Lauren Jones."
"Yes?" looking around.
"What do you seek?"
"Where are you?"
"Look at the far right wall."
Lauren turned and saw a man dressed in warrior guard. She gasped and said,
"Please don’t hurt me."
"I would not hurt you, my dear," smiling at her, "You remind me of my own daughter."
Lauren smiled warily as she heard Marc,
"Come on, Lauren. Find the staff and your father won’t die."
Her eyes clouded as the man said,
"Are you in trouble?"
Lauren nodded and said,
"I have to find a staff for the man who’s holding my father captive."
"Is he a bad man?"
"Very bad," admitting.
"I can not give the staff to him. He must have a pure heart. I can give you this," taking a medallion off from his neck, "It will protect you."
Lauren put the medallion around her neck and said,
"But who are you?"
Lauren looked up and saw the man gone. She walked out of the temple as Marc asked,
"Where the staff?"
"I can’t find it."
"Liar," aiming the gun at her and pulling the trigger.
"No!" Indy cried, covering his eyes.
Indy heard gunshots and was afraid to look when he heard,
"Daddy?"
"Lauren?" looking at her direction. He saw Marc dead on the ground and Lauren unharmed. He ran to her, hugged her, and said,
"My baby," crying, "Are you alright?"’
"I’m fine," smiling.
"But what happened?"
"The man said this would protect me," showing him the medallion.
Indy eyed the medallion, read the inscription, and said,
"What man?"
"I can answer that question," said a voice.
They turned around and saw the warrior. Lauren smiled and said,
"Thank you."
"You are welcomed, my child."
"But who are you?"
"You have heard people call me Montezuma."
"Montezuma?" Indy asked, "The ruler of the Aztecs?"
The man nodded and said,
"Your daughter is an extraordinary human being, Mr. Jones. She has a pure heart like her own mother."
"My mother?" she asked curiously, "You know my mother?"
"She’s up in the heavens. Guiding and watching over both of you."
"What is she like?"
"Fair-haired, full of life, her beauty outshines even the goddesses."
Lauren smiled as he said,
"Hold our your hands, my child."
Lauren held out her hands and closed her eyes. Montezuma smiled kindly at her and put an object in her hands.
"Open your eyes."
Lauren opened her eyes and saw the staff. She looked at him as he said,
"It’s been in my family for generations. It’s the price of immortality."
"Thank you," tears flowing down her cheeks.
"I will be with you always. Keep the medallion as token of my guidance and your mother’s."
"I will."
With that, Montezuma disappeared as Lauren looked around and said,
"Dad?"
"I’m right here."
"What should I do with it?" indicating the staff.
"I have an idea," smiling, "But it’s up to you."
Lauren thought about it a while, smiled and said,
"It belongs in a museum. To be appreciated."
"Is that what you want?"
"Yes," nodding, "I think Mom would have wanted it to."
Indy smiled, pulled her close, and said,
"Come on, let’s go home."
Lauren grinned as her father led her to the jeep. As they drove away from the ruins, he asked,
"Lauren?"
"Yeah, Dad?"
"Have you decided what to do?"
Lauren smiled, looked at him, and said,
"Yes, I do," looking at the staff, "This is it."
When they came home, a day later, the kids were excited about Lauren’s discovery. While the rest of the family was out, Indy called out to Lauren from his study,
"Lauren!"
Lauren came out of her room, leaned over the staircase and said,
"Yes, Dad?"
"Can you come down?"
Lauren ran downstairs, saw her father waiting by his study door as he beckoned her in as she asked,
"Is something wrong?"
"No," smiling fondly at her, "I thought you would see something."
Lauren’s eyes widened as her father brought out the projector from the closet and took down a film reel. He set it up, closed the door, and turned off the lights. He turned it on as he sat down next to Lauren on the couch as she asked,
"What is this, Dad?"
Indy held a finger to his lips as the film started. Lauren heard music in the background and a picture of a wedding party. She looked up and saw her father as a young man and another man standing next to him.
"That’s you, Dad?"
Indy nodded as he said,
"The man next to me is Marcus Brody, your godfather."
The picture changed and saw a young woman walking down the aisle in a pink dress. Lauren gasped in surprise and said,
"Diana."
Indy nodded as the music changed and a man and a woman dressed in a white dress came down the aisle. Indy whispered to Lauren,
"That’s your grandfather, my father," pausing a bit, "And your mother."
Lauren watched the film as her father lifted her mother’s veil. She gasped in surprised as she said,
"She’s beautiful, Daddy."
"I know," tears on his cheeks, "I thought since you wanted to know about your mother, I would show you what I had of her."
Lauren watched as the scene changed to a modest-type house. The people were hushing the background as the front door opened and her parents came in, each holding a bundle, with people shouting,
"Surprise!"
Her mother smiled in the picture as a man came up to her and said,
"Congratulations, Katie," kissing her cheek.
"Who’s that?" asked Lauren.
"Your mother’s grandfather. He died when you were one."
Lauren cried a bit as a red-haired woman cam forward as Lauren said,
"Grandma?"
Indy nodded as Kate said in the background,
"Thank you everyone. It shows that these two are loved."
"Dad," Lauren asked, "when was this?"
"When your brothers’ were born," he replied.
Lauren watched as the film changed again and her mother was on the couch as she heard her father saying,
"Tired, Kate."
"You would be, after having twins," smiling for the camera.
Indy came into view as he hugged his wife, kissed her, and said,
"I love you, Katherine Tyler Jones."
"I love you, too, Henry Indiana Jones, Jr."
The film faded as her parents kissed and Lauren looked at her father and said,
"Henry Jones, Jr.?"
"My real name, sweetheart," he went to turn on the lights.
Lauren looked at her father as he handed her a box. Lauren put it down beside her as Indy said,
"That’s most of your mother’s things. I thought you would need them more than me."
Lauren opened the box and saw her mother’s diary, a glass case of dried flowers, a photo album, a jewelry box, a navy blue dress and a smaller black box. She took out the box, opened it and saw a ring of two rubies.
"Dad?" showing the ring.
"I gave that to your mother when I met her the first time, back in Chicago. She kept in on her finger until she died. She wanted Kristen to have it but I though you would appreciate it more."
Lauren slipped it on her finger as he said,
"I have more things of your mother’s in my room if you want to look. But I thought you would like this," gesturing the box.
"It’s more than enough for me, Dad," smiling through the tears, "I love you."
"I love you, too, Lauren," giving her a hug.
One week later, the Jones family was celebrating Eric and Michael’s birthday with all of their friends. Alexandra came from Paris, hugged them both and said,
"My boys, nineteen years old."
"Grandmother, we’re not kids anymore," chided Michael.
"Yeah," Eric said grinning.
"Look at you two. Your mother would have loved this. Seeing her children all grown up," crying a bit.
"Grandmother," Kristen said, "Do you like my dress?"
"Beautiful, sweetheart," wiping her eyes, "Where’s your father?"
"In the house," Sallah said, coming from behind.
"I’ll go see him," running in.
Alexandra found Indy staring at a picture in his bedroom and said,
"Indiana?"
Indy looked up and said,
"Hi, Alexandra."
"It’s hard, isn’t it?" staring at him.
"What’s hard?"
"You can’t fool me," laying a hand on his shoulder, "I know you’re thinking about Katherine."
Indy swallowed hard, fighting back tears, as she noticed the picture he was holding – it was the last family picture taken before Katherine’s death.
"It’s hard to believe how grown they are now, isn’t it?"
Indy nodded and said,
"Especially Lauren. You know what happened a few weeks ago, right?"
"She told me," taking his hand, "It’s her choice, Indiana. You shouldn’t change it."
"I’m just afraid that she’ll be in danger."
"Archeology is in her blood. She proved that she could handle herself."
Indy smiled as Alexandra said,
"Go and enjoy your sons’ birthday."
"Alright," walking out the door, "Are you coming?"
"In a minute. I want to see Lauren," waving her hand.
Indy nodded as he left. Alexandra went down the hall to her granddaughter’s room and saw Lauren staring in the mirror. Alexandra cried a bit as Lauren twilled her navy-blue dress and saw her.
"Grandmother…hi."
"Hi, sunshine," smiling at her, "You look beautiful."
"You think so?"
"The dress matches your eyes perfectly. Where did you get it?"
"It was Mom’s. I found it in a box with her things."
Alexandra smiled at her as she asked,
"Does your father know you’re wearing it?"
"He knows," grinning, "In fact, he gave me the dress."
"I see," sitting down on the bed, "Sit with me a while, my dear."
"Okay," sitting down next to her, "Is there something wrong?"
"No, my dear. I just want to spend time with my granddaughter."
"You have other granddaughters, Grandmother."
"But you’re my special one," smiling at her, "That’s why I think you should have this."
Alexandra pulled out a small box from her purse and handed it to Lauren. Lauren looked at it curiously and asked,
"What is it?"
"Open it," smiling.
Lauren opened the box and saw a small angel pin. She looked at her grandmother, who told her,
"That was your mother’s. She got it from your father a long time ago."
"From Dad?" looking at it, "Shouldn’t Dad have it?"
"No, your father doesn’t need protection. You do."
"He told you about what happened, didn’t he?"
"He did, but also mentioned you asked about your mother. I thought you should have a piece of her on your journeys, to remember her by."
"Thank you," pinning it on her dress, as her grandmother said,
"Make us proud, my child, make us proud."
"I will, Grandmother," touching the pin, "I will."
"That’s my girl," getting up from the bed, "Come on, let’s go celebrate your brothers’ birthday."
"I’ll be down in a minute, Grandmother."
"Alright," kissing her cheek, "I’ll see you downstairs."
Lauren nodded as Alexandra left the room. Lauren looked in the mirror and brushed her hair. She looked on her dresser and saw the medallion. She put down her brush, picked it up the medallion, and fingered it slowly. She looked in the mirror and saw a different reflection – a blond woman staring at her. She dropped the medallion in surprise as the woman spoke,
"Hello, Lauren."
"How…how did you know my name?"
"I’ve known you since you were born."
"Who are you?"
The woman smiled at her and said,
"You should know."
Lauren stared wide-eyed and said softly,
"Mom?"
The woman nodded as Lauren started crying and Kate said,
"Don’t cry, sweetheart."
"Mom, but how…"
"A friend of mine told me you wanted to see me."
Lauren then remembered, "Montezuma."
Kate nodded as Lauren said,
"Dad really misses you."
"I know," tears flowing from her eyes, "I miss him too."
Lauren stared at her as she said,
"You want to be an archeologist, right?"
Lauren nodded as Kate said,
"Don’t let it stop you. I never understood why your father gave it up."
"Lauren," called her father, "Are you coming out?"
"Dad," staring back at the mirror, "Come up here."
"Lauren, no. He can’t see me," Kate said.
"Why not?"
"Lauren, what is it?" Indy said coming into the room, "We have people downstairs…" staring at the reflection, "Kate?"
"Hello, Indy," Kate smiled.
Indy started crying as she said,
"It’s alright, Indy. I’m fine."
"But how…"
"It doesn’t matter," Kate said, "I came so our daughter can see me and to give my approval for her career."
"After what happened to you?" Indy asked.
"It’s her life, her choice. Whether or not I would have died, would not have mattered. Only her happiness counts."
Lauren smiled as Kate said,
"I must be going, my loved ones. I love you."
"Mom…" Lauren said.
Kate blew a kiss and disappeared from the mirror. Indy looked at Lauren, hugged her, and said,
"You okay?"
Lauren wiped her eyes, smiled, and said,
"I’m fine, Dad. More than I ever dreamed."
Indy smiled and said,
"Ready to come downstairs?"
Lauren nodded as they walked out of the bedroom and Lauren looked at the mirror and said,
"Bye, Mom. I love you."
The mirror twinkled a bit in response. 
