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Fall 1960
Lauren Jones was walking into the dorm at Barnett College, bags in hand towards her dorm room. Her father, Indiana Jones, was behind her carrying boxes and said,
"Ok, Lauren, where do we go?"
"I thought you would know, Dad," smiling, "After all, you are the head of the college."
He smiled at her as she looked at the piece of paper in her hand and said,
"Room 1224," looking down the hall and pointing, "That’s 1220, it must down here."
"Hello, may I help you?" said a voice.
Lauren turned to a girl about her height and had blond hair and said,
"I’m looking for room 1224."
The girl smiled and said,
"I’m in the same room. You must be Lauren Jones."
Lauren nodded and said,
"And you must be Melissa Hart."
"I see you’ve read the letter I sent you," her blue eyes twinkling.
Smiling, Lauren said to her,
"And you read mine. It’s good to see the person who I wrote to these months."
"Likewise," beckoning her down the hall, "Our room’s this way. We’ll get your key later."
"Ok," as she took her bags and followed Melissa to their room. Lauren was amazed at the sight, bare, white walls, a narrow bed, and a desk on one side while Melissa’s for decorated with stuffed animals, a colorful comfortable and a typewriter on the desk. Her father put the boxes down and said,
"Need anything else, Lauren?"
"I think I could handle it," smiling, "You should back to work."
"When does a father see his child go off to college?"
"Dad…" blushing.
"Don’t worry, Lauren," Melissa said, "My father acted the same way."
"If you need anything," Indy said.
"Dad, I’ll be fine," playfully shoving him out the door, "Now go to work."
"Yes, ma’am," giving her a mock salute and leaving.
"Your father," Melissa said, "is really great. Not like mine."
"Oh, you’ll see him from time to time."
"You mean he’ll visit often?"
"Not really," Lauren said, taking a box and putting it on the bed, "He works on campus."
"Really? What is he?"
"The president."
"Are you serious?"
"Sure am," smiling, "but don’t worry I won’t rat on you."
Melissa giggled and said,
"You know I’m going to like you as a roommate, Lauren. I’ll help you unpack."
Smiling, the two girls unpacked Lauren’s things as Lauren thought She is a great person. Dad was wrong. No one will take advantage of me.
Two weeks later, Lauren was walking in her dad’s office, and greeted his secretary,
"Hi, Mrs. Hill. Is Dad in?"
"Sure, Lauren. Go right on in."
Lauren opened the door and saw her father talking to a striking young man. Indy smiled at her and said,
"Lauren, what a surprise! What brings you here?"
"I wanted to see how you were," smiling.
"That’s my girl," then looking at the man he said, "Lauren, this is Anthony Brody. He’s curator of the American Natural History Museum."
"Oh, the staff," Lauren said as the man nodded.
"You know all about it, Miss Jones?"
"Lauren, please, Mr. Brody."
"Lauren was with me in Mexico, Anthony," Indy said smiling, "She’s wants to be what her old man is."
"Dad, you’re not old," smiling.
"Lauren’s right, Indiana," smiling, "My uncle didn’t think you were either."
"Your uncle?" asked Lauren.
"I don’t know if you remember this, Lauren," her father said, "but Anthony’s uncle was Marcus."
"My godfather, right?"
"That’s right. He died about six months before your mother. Anthony took over as curator when he turned 25, before that I was."
"I see," looking at her watch, "I can’t stay and chat, Dad. I have a class in fifteen minutes."
"Are you coming over for dinner?"
"I have studying to do, Dad," smiling, "but I promise I’ll come this weekend."
"Ok, I’ll see you later," as she walked out the door.
"Bye, Dad, Mr. Brody."
"Now, Anthony about that artifact…"
"Hmm…" distracted a bit.
Indy smiled and said,
"I see you’ve taken with my daughter."
"No, I haven’t…" turning red.
"Anthony, it’s alright. I remember what’s it like being in love in first sight. I was the same way with her mother."
"How old is she?"
"She’ll be eighteen on Christmas."
"Eighteen? Good God, I must be crazy."
"Anthony, you’re only thirty."
"You don’t think it’s a big difference in years?"
"Not at all," smiling, "But you’d have to ask her."
"Now let’s look at that artifact," changing the subject.
Indy nodded and took it out of his closet, smiling to himself; Anthony’s taken a fancy to Lauren. He couldn’t have picked a better girl.
When Anthony left his office later that evening, he could not stop thinking about Lauren. She’s beautiful. One of the most beautiful girls I’ve ever met and she’s smart, smiling to himself. He remembered what her father had told him earlier. What would Lauren think? he wondered. Anthony smiled and went to his car, speeding towards the university.
"Lauren," moaned Melissa in their dorm room, "you have to go to this party. It’s the party of the year."
Lauren laughed and said,
"Didn’t you say that about last week’s party?"
"Lauren…"
"Melissa, we have a calculus test tomorrow. I have to study for it."
"You know it better than I do," she cried, "come on please."
"Next time, alright? I really need to study."
"You don’t know what you’re missing," walking out the door.
"Tell me later."
"Ok, bye Lauren," closing the door behind her.
Lauren settled on her bed and started to read her calculus notes when she heard a knock on the door. She got up, dropped her notes on the bed, and went to the door. Thinking it was Melissa; she opened the door and said,
"Melissa, I was serious about calculus…" then stopping short seeing Anthony Brody, "Oh, I’m sorry, Mr. Brody. I thought you were my roommate."
"It’s alright, Lauren", smiling at her, "and please call me Anthony."
"Anthony, what are you doing here?"
"I came by to…" stops short.
"Yes?" curiously.
"It’s about the artifact."
"What about it?"
"I thought you would like to see it on display."
"You mean at the museum?"
Anthony nodded as Lauren frowned and said,
"I don’t know. I have a test in the morning."
"Just for an hour, Lauren."
"Well…" looking at her notes on the bed and then back at Anthony. She smiled and said,
"I guess I could take a break," getting her coat from the closet and putting it on. 
"Great! I mean, good," he stammered, then offering his arm to her and said,
"Shall we?"
Lauren took his arm and walked with him to his car. When he got in the car, Lauren looked at him curiously and asked,
"Anthony, is everything alright?"
Anthony looked at her and thought, If you only knew. He smiled and said,
"Of course it is, especially with beautiful company."
"Beautiful? I’m not that, just ordinary," smiling.
Anthony laughed as Lauren realized He likes me, smiling. Snap out of it, Lauren. He’s being polite. No older man would be interested in you.
"Lauren, what are you thinking about?"
"Me? Oh, nothing," she fibbed.
"You know I didn’t know your mother well. Uncle told me she was very beautiful and changed your father’s life."
"I wish I did know her," sadly, "but she died when I was only four. I have few memories and from my older sister tells me."
"You mean there’s more of you around?" raising an eyebrow.
"Yep, I come from a large family. I’m the second girl and the fourth of six children."
"Six? Your dad and mom was busy."
"Dad always said he was making up for lost time with Mom," lightly, "How about you?"
"Well, I’m the only child in the family and have no other relatives, alive I mean."
"That’s terrible," softly, "You must of have a lonely childhood."
"It was. I was sent to the best boarding schools in England and then I came to the States and went to Barnett."
"It was lonesome without Mom around," Lauren admitted, "but Dad did his best."
"It shows too," Anthony said pulling in the museum lot, "I mean your father has told me how hard it was to raise you, especially since you developed a taste for archeology."
"He told you that?" raising an eyebrow.
"I had a hunch because of how he blamed archeology for your mother’s death."
Lauren nodded as he got out of the car and opened the door. She got out and followed him to the museum entrance. He waved the guard off and took Lauren in the museum. He walked down a few corridors and stopped. He looked back at Lauren and said,
"Wait here, I’ll turn on the lights."
Lauren nodded as he rushed to one end of the room for the light switch. He turned it on and Lauren was amazed at what she saw. The artifact, an ancient Aztec staff, in a glass case and bathed in light. She went up to it, touched it, and said,
"It’s beautiful."
"I have a feeling they’ll be plenty more from you."
"You do? I wish I had your confidence."
"Lauren, I think you’ll be as good as your father."
"You think so?"
"I know so."
Lauren cried a few tears as Anthony was alarmed and said,
"What’s wrong?"
"Nothing," looking at him, "It’s that none of my friends believe I could be an archeologist. Even my last boyfriend."
"What happened?"
"Well, before we went on the dig, he threatened to either to stay with him or go to Mexico."
"And you went?"
"I realized no one who stop me from doing what I want to do," she said in a determined voice, "Dad understood."
"No one should do that, Lauren."
"I know," she said softly.
Anthony came closer to her and said,
"Lauren?"
"Yes?"
"Can I kiss you?"
"What for?" curiously.
"I admit I had another motive tonight," stopping to look at her.
"Go on," softly.
"Lauren, I don’t know how to say this," he began, "When you walked into your father’s office, I thought you were the most beautiful woman I ever met. Imagine my shock when I found out you were his daughter."
Tears filled her eyes as she said,
"No one’s told me I was beautiful before, except my family."
"Then I will," smiling, "You’re beautiful, smart, and more than I could imagine. I think I’m falling in love with you."
"You are?"
Anthony nodded as she smiled and said,
"I think I am too. I mean after this afternoon…"
Without a word, he kissed her with a passion Lauren never imagined. Her head was swimming when he let go of her; I’m in love with him. 
"Lauren?"
"Yes?"
"How about a real date? I know of a restaurant not far from here."
She smiled and said,
"Sure, I’ll go anywhere with you."
He led her out of the museum and into his car, with both of them wondering what will become of that kiss. Lauren floated into her room that night, picked up the phone, dialed a number, and heard,
"Hello?"
"Dad, you’ll never guess what happened to me tonight," gushing to him over the phone.
 

Three Months Later…
The Jones family was all gathered at the house in Greenwich to celebrate Christmas and Lauren’s birthday. They were admiring the youngest member of the family, one month old Steven John. Diana and Tony was beaming with pride as Beth was saying,
"I wanted a sister, Mama, Papa."
"Beth, honey, brothers can be fun too," Diana was saying then eyeing Eric, Michael, and Sallah, "Right, you guys?"
The boys grinned at Diana as they heard the doorbell ring as Indy said,
"Who could that be?"
"Yeah, I thought everyone in the world was here," added Eric.
They all laughed as Maria led Anthony in the room, Lauren’s eyes brightened and said,
"Anthony," giving him a kiss, "What are you doing here? I thought you were in London."
"I wouldn’t have missed your birthday, sweetheart," handing her a gift.
"What is it?"
"Open it," smiling at her.
Curious, she opened the small red package and saw a black box. She opened the box and saw a beautiful diamond and blue topaz ring. She gasped and said,
"Anthony, it’s beautiful."
"It’s been in my family for generations, Lauren. I wanted you to have it."
"Does that mean?"
Anthony nodded and said,
"Lauren, will you marry me?"
Lauren cried and looked at him, smiling,
"Yes, yes," giving him a kiss.
"Do you approve, Indiana?" looking at him.
"Whatever makes Lauren happy, Anthony, is good enough for me."
"Hey, Mike," yelled Eric, "When are you and Nicole getting married?"
Michael smiled and looked at the pretty brunette next to him. She smiled at Michael and said,
"I think we should tell them, Michael."
"You think?" eyeing her.
Nicole nodded as Michael said,
"I think you guys should know something."
"Mike, what is it?" asked Indy.
"Well, Dad, Nicole and I have been seeing each other for almost four years."
"And living together since last year," added Nicole.
"Since last year?" asked Eric, "How come you didn’t tell me?"
"Because you would think they would be having sex, Eric," Lauren said, "We all know what a perverted mind you have."
"Anyway," Michael interrupted, "Nicole and I last winter after finals we realized how happy we were that we eloped."
They were shocked at what they were told as Indy said,
"Michael, are you trying to telling us that you and Nicole got married, without telling anyone?"
Michael nodded as Nicole held his hand for support as Indy asked,
"Does your parents know, Nicole?"
"No, but I think they know something happened."
"I see," Indy said thoughtfully as Diana looked at Michael and Nicole and said,
"They couldn’t have had a better way to get married," looking at her father, "Right, Dad?"
Indy smiled as he hugged Michael and said,
"Congratulations, my boy. You couldn’t have picked a better girl," smiling at Nicole.
Indy looked at Nicole and said,
"When did you get married?"
"December 17th, before we left Chicago."
"One year," he said and called out, "Maria, bring out the champagne."
"What for, senor Jones?" 
"Michael and Nicole got married last year. And now Lauren and Anthony are engaged."
"Of course, senor."
"What about me?" cried Eric.
"What about you?" asked Kristen.
"When we I find the right woman?"
"She’ll come around, Eric," said Indy, "After all, I waited for your mother for seventeen years to come back to me."
"So, when’s the wedding?" asked Sallah.
"We’ll get back to you," Lauren said with a smile, "won’t we?"
Anthony nodded as Indy went up to him and said,
"Take care of my girl, Anthony."
"I will," eyeing Lauren, " I sure will."
"Lauren, can’t believe you’re getting married," gushed Melissa when she saw her ring.
"Neither can I," smiling as she unpacked a few things.
"I mean, we came here as freshmen, and now you’re leaving."
"I am, since when?"
"I thought since you and Anthony were engaged…"
"You can’t get rid of me that easily," smiling, "besides we decided to wait until we got married."
"How boring," groaned Melissa, "I mean, Lauren, this is the sixties, not the twenties."
"I’m careful, alright?"
"That’s right, Melissa," said a voice from behind, "Lauren and I want to wait until we get married."
The girls turned around and saw Anthony. He went over to Lauren, gave her a kiss on the cheek, and said,
"Hi, teacup."
"Hi, yourself," smiling at him, "What are you doing here?"
"I thought I would whisk you away for a romantic lunch in the park."
"Aren’t you sweet?" gushed Melissa.
Lauren rolled her eyes as Anthony laughed at her and said,
"Lauren might think differently," tickling her.
"Cut it out," Lauren said.
"What is going on here?" said a voice.
They turned around and saw their floor assistant, Christine. She put her hands on her hips and said,
"Lauren Jones, Melissa Hart, you know we don’t allow young men up in the dorm rooms."
"Christine," Lauren began," Let me explain…"
"Lauren, I don’t care your father is the president of the university but you have to obey my rules, understand?"
"Yes, ma’am," as Christine left.
Melissa giggled as Lauren asked,
"What’s so funny?"
"You, of course. You should take advantage of being the president’s daughter."
"Melissa!"
"What? I’m just saying if my father was president I’d take advantage of it."
"Lauren’s not that way, Melissa," Anthony said gently, "In fact, she wants to do things for herself."
As Melissa and Anthony were arguing, Lauren was deep in thought as she heard the phone ring. She ran to it, picked it up and said,
"Hello?"
"Lauren?" said a voice.
"Yes, who’s this?"
"Lauren, it’s me."
"Me who?" then yelled at Melissa and Anthony, "Cut it out, you two. I’m on the phone."
"Lauren, you know who I am," said the voice.
"No, I don’t. Who is this?"
The person took a deep breath and said,
"Todd."
Lauren’s eyes widened, sat down on the bed, and croaked,
"Todd? How did you get this number?"
Anthony looked at Lauren and asked,
"Lauren, honey, what’s wrong?"
"Lauren, are you still there?" Todd asked.
"I’m still here," looking at Anthony.
"Can we meet somewhere and talk?"
"Todd, there’s something you should know…"
"Later, Lauren. Can we meet somewhere for dinner?"
"Dinner?" looking at Anthony, "Sure, when?"
"Six o’clock, at Kyle’s. You remember where its’ at, right?"
"I’ll see you then. Bye," hanging up the phone.
"Who was that?" asked Anthony.
"My old boyfriend."
"The one who didn’t like you becoming an archeologist, right?"
Lauren nodded as Anthony asked,
"What did he want?"
"He wants to talk to me," seeing a worried look in his eyes, "Relax, Anthony. You’re the only one for me, remember?"
Anthony smiled at her, gave her a hug, and said,
"Let’s go to lunch, shall we?"
Lauren nodded as they went to lunch. While walking back to the dorms, Anthony asked her,
"Are you sure I shouldn’t be worried about you meeting Todd?"
"Silly," playfully slapping him, "What Todd and I had did not work out. It’s you I love, Anthony. I want to marry you."
"That’s all I wanted to hear," giving her a kiss, "I have to go back to the museum. I’ll call later, alright?"
"Sure," smiling, "I love you."
"I love you, too," walking away from her.
"Lauren," Melissa said later that evening, "you’re acting as if you were going on your first date."
Lauren turned around and said,
"I haven’t spoken to Todd since that day at the airport. I’m worried how he’s going to react of my being engaged."
"He’ll probably think you’re on the rebound," smiling, "How did he get your number?"
"He was my brother’s friend in high school. He probably asked him for it."
"Something doesn’t seem right."
"You have a suspicious mind," laughing.
"Lauren, I mean it. Be careful."
"I will. I’ll see you later," walking out of the room.
"Bye, Lauren."
Todd was sitting at a corner table at Kyle’s, twisting his napkin. He laughed at himself for acting the way he was. He hadn’t seen Lauren since she broke up with him. There’s plenty of fish in the sea, son, his father told him, Don’t waste your life looking for her again.
Lauren walked into the restaurant and looked around. Todd gasped at the sight of her. She’s even as beautiful as I remembered. She has to take me back. Todd stood up as she was led to the table and said,
"Hello, Todd."
"Lauren, long time no see. Please sit," indicting the chair across from him.
Lauren sat down as Todd said,
"You’re looking well," sitting down.
"Thanks, so do you," taking a sip of the glass of water in front of her.
"How do you like college?"
"It’s ok. Nothing exciting, though."
"Hmmm…" staring at her as she asked,
"What do you want, Todd? I have a lot of studying to do."
"Lauren," looking at her, "let’s eat, shall we?"
"Todd, I need to know what do you want. We haven’t spoken in months and out of the blue you call and ask me to meet you for dinner. What gives?"
"Boy, you like to rush things," laughing, "Wouldn’t you like to have some dinner first?"
"Get to the point."
"Alright. Lauren," taking her hand, "I realized I behaved badly with your decision to become an archeologist. I want to make it up to you," pushing a box towards her.
Lauren paled as he asked,
"Something wrong?"
"Todd," she began, "I don’t know how to tell you. I’ve been involved with someone for the past three months…"
"So dump him."
"It’s not that easy," she said shakily, " I love him and he loves me," showing him the ring on her left hand, "He proposed to me on my birthday and I accepted."
"Lauren, no, please reconsider."
"Todd," standing up, "Anthony respects my decision of becoming an archeologist. He loves me more than you could ever have."
"Lauren…"
"Listen to me, dammit!" pounding her hands on the table, "We had something special in the past but you destroyed it. I’ve moved on with my life. I suggest you do the same," walking away from the table.
"Lauren, come back here!" yelling after her.
Lauren walked out of the restaurant and to her car. She quickly put the car in drive and drove away. Her eyes were filled with tears as she pulled into a driveway of a townhouse. She stopped the engine, went to the front door, and knocked furiously. The door opened suddenly as the man said,
"Lauren, what a surprise!"
Lauren started crying harder as the man took one look at her and said,
"Are you alright, Lauren?"
Lauren shook her head as the man called out,
"Diana! Come over here!"
"Tony, what is it? I’m putting the kids to sleep…" stopping short when she saw her sister, "Lauren, what’s wrong?"
Lauren went into her sister’s arms as Diana brought her in and said to her husband,
"Tony, go make us some tea and get the kids to bed."
"Will do," as he closed the door and went into the kitchen.
Diana led her to her study and closed the door. Tony came in with the tray, set it down, and closed the door. Lauren looked out the window as Diana said,
"Laurie, what’s wrong?"
"He came back, Diana."
"Who did?"
"Todd."
"Todd? That jerk who told you to choose either him or archeology?"
Lauren nodded as Diana hugged her tight and asked,
"What happened?"
"He asked me to have dinner with him. I met him for dinner to find out that he wants to marry me," sobbing, "I’m confused."
"Lauren, you love Anthony, right?"
"I love him more than anything in the world."
"Then marry him. Todd doesn’t deserve you after what he did to you," stroking Lauren’s hair.
"What would Mom do?"
"Mom?" shrugging, "She’d tell you to be with the one you love most."
Wiping her eyes, Lauren walked out of the house with Diana yelling,
"Laurie, what are you going to do?"
"You’ll see," as she ran to her car.
"That should do it," Anthony said, finishing up the paperwork for the museum’s next opening and looking at the clock, "Ten o’clock. I should call Lauren."
He picked up the phone; dialed Lauren’s number, and heard,
"Hello?"
"Melissa, its’ Anthony. Is Lauren there?"
"She hasn’t come back yet. I hope she’s okay."
"What’s wrong?"
"Well, her sister called her a while ago. She’s looking for her."
"I see," frowning, "Tell Lauren to call me at home."
"I will," hanging up.
That’s odd, Anthony thought. I hope Lauren’s ok, as he locked the door of the museum and nearly bumped into Lauren.
"Lauren," giving her a kiss, "Where have you been? I just called your dorm room…"
"Anthony," breathless, "Can we talk?"
"Sure," sitting on the steps, "What is it?"
"You know I love you, right?"
"I know you do. You know I love you, too."
"I know," smiling, "Anthony…I…"
"What is it, Lauren?"
"Can we get married, right now?"
"Right now?" raising his eyes at her, "Why?"
"I love you so much. I don’t want to wait any longer to be your wife."
"Does this have to do with the dinner you had with your old boyfriend?"
"No, it doesn’t."
"Then why?"
"Anthony," staring right into his eyes, "I realized how much I want to spend the rest of my life with you right now. I love you, I don’t want us to be apart," crying, "Please."
Anthony sighed as he cupped her face and said,
"Your father won’t be pleased."
"Forget him. My parents’ love made me realize how little time is and how much I love you. I’m sure he’ll understand."
"In that case," smiling, "We’ll drop my car off at my place, then we’ll go in your car to a small chapel I know of in the country," giving her a kiss, "I love you, Lauren Jones."
"I love you, Anthony Brody," smiling, "I will for the rest of my life."
The next morning, Indy was working in his office when his secretary walked in. He looked up and said,
"Yes, Maggie?"
"A young gentleman is here to see you."
"Anthony?"
"Afraid not, sir. He says he knows you."
"Bring him in, Maggie."
"Yes, sir," rushing out. Indy put down his notes and looked up. He was shocked to see the young man before him.
"Todd Morrow, what are you doing here?"
"Dr. Jones, can you tell me where Lauren is?"
"Lauren? Why?"
"I had dinner with her last night. She was upset with me."
"You have no one to blame but yourself, Todd," resuming his work.
"Dr. Jones, please," Todd said, sitting down, "Lauren means everything to me."
"Lauren’s involved with someone else."
"She told me. Who is he?"
"A friend of the family. They’ve gotten close in the last few months."
"I see," Todd said as Indy rose from his chair and went to the door. He opened it and said,
"I have work to do, Todd. If you don’t mind…"
"I have to speak to her, Dr. Jones. Please."
"Daddy?" said a voice.
Indy turned around and saw Lauren standing with Anthony. He smiled at her and said,
"Hi, sweetheart."
"Dr. Jones," Anthony said, "We have some news to tell you."
"Of course, come on in," gesturing the door and then looking at Todd, "I said get out."
"Lauren," grabbing her hand, "please take me back."
"Todd, leave me alone. It’s too late," shoving him.
"That’s right, Todd," said Anthony, "Lauren and I eloped last night."
"You didn’t," Todd said, paling.
"I did," Lauren said defiantly, "I love him, Todd. And he loves me."
"But…"
"Todd," Indy said, "Get out of my office or I’ll call security."
"I’m leaving, Dr. Jones," Todd said running out and slamming the door.
Indy looked at his daughter and Anthony and said,
"Is it true?"
Lauren nodded as Anthony said,
"I know you wanted a big ceremony, Indiana, but Lauren wanted some place quiet."
"It’s alright, Anthony," smiling, "In fact, I wouldn’t have it any other way."
"Really, Daddy?" looking at him.
"Really," smiling, "Let’s go celebrate."
"I’d love to, Indiana, but I have work to do at the museum and Lauren has a class."
"Of course. How about later on tonight? At the house?"
"Sure," Anthony said. Then he gave Lauren a kiss and said,
"I’ll see you later."
"I love you."
"I love you, too," smiling, "Have fun in class."
Lauren made a face as Anthony left. Lauren started to leave as her father said,
"Lauren Marie, sit down. We have to talk."
"What about, Dad?"
"I think you know."
"No, I don’t," walking towards the door, "I have to go to class…"
"That can wait," sternly, "Tell me what’s wrong."
"Nothing’s wrong, Dad," smiling, "In fact, I couldn’t be happier."
"You can’t fool me, Laurie," lifting her chin, "I know you as well as I know the back of my hand. What’s wrong?"
Lauren stared at the floor as Indy asked,
"You marrying Anthony doesn’t have to do with Todd coming back, does it?"
Lauren shook her head as he asked,
"Lauren, look at me. Tell me what’s wrong."
"You wouldn’t understand, Dad."
"Try me."
Lauren took a deep breath and said,
"Dad, seeing Todd last night, made me realize how much I love Anthony. But then I realized what kind of wife would I be to a museum curator."
"An archeologist, of course. Anthony approves of it whole heartedly."
"Is that what Mom thought?" eyeing him.
Indy sat down, looked at the picture on his desk of Kate on their wedding way, and said,
"Your Mom thought it was dangerous, but realized that its’ my job. She doesn’t want to see me get hurt. But you’ve seen how I react in dangerous situations."
"I remember," thinking back to Mexico, "But Dad…"
"I had similar doubts when I married your mother. She was one of the richest people in the United States. I wondered how why she chose to marry me rather than marrying someone who was in her same position. It took me almost seventeen years to realize why she did – She loved me. The same way Anthony loves you."
Lauren’s eyes filled with tears as she fingers the locket around her neck as he said,
"Is that it?"
"I think so, Dad," smiling, " I just wish…"
Indy hugged his daughter tight, stroked her hair, and said,
"So do I, sweetheart."
Lauren smiled as she headed off to class with students surprised at the fact she was married. Melissa was gushing and said,
"Lauren, I can’t believe it! You’re a married woman."
"And you finally get the room to yourself."
"It won’t be the same without you," her blue eyes twinkling, "Are you moving to Anthony’s place?"
"I am, but it’ll take me a while to move everything," smiling.
"Class," called out the professor, "please be seated so we can go over the calculus I assigned yesterday."
Lauren sat down, thinking how wonderful life was. Later on that day, her father’s secretary brought her a note from her father. She opened it and read:
"Lauren:
I must speak with you. It’s urgent. 
Dad"
What could Dad want? I just saw him this morning, Lauren wondered. She slipped the note in her pocket and headed for his office after class. The secretary looked up and said,
"Hi, Lauren."
"Hi, Mrs. Hill. Is Dad in?"
"He’s on the phone. Go right on in."
Lauren went to the door and saw her father seated behind his desk. He beckoned her to come in and close the door. Lauren did so and sat down in a chair in front of his desk. He got off the phone as she asked,
"What’s wrong, Dad? You said it was urgent."
"It is, if you’re interested in still being an archeologist."
"What is it?"
"Have you heard of the Mayan stele?"
"Vaguely. I know its’ in Central America." 
"That’s correct. It has a power that is unspeakable. I have a colleague that’s down there looking for help. I mentioned you would be interested but I had to talk to you first."
"Does he know I’m a woman?"
"I told him your name and that you’re one of my children. I think he’ll get the connection. Are you interested?"
"Are you kidding? Of course, I’m interested. When do I go?"
Indy laughed and said,
"I think you should tell Anthony first."
"He’ll understand, Dad. He’s approved of my career for so long."
"Alright," taking information out from his desk, "You’ll leave first thing in the morning."
"Thanks, Dad."
"Don’t mention it, sweetheart. Just be careful."
"Lauren, honey," Anthony said to her later that evening, "Are you sure you want to do this?"
"Anthony, archeology is in my blood. You know I’ve wanted this for a long time."
"I wanted to spend time with my wife. Alone, " giving her a kiss.
"I know its’ our honeymoon, sweetheart. But I promise as soon as I get back. We’ll stay locked up in the townhouse for two weeks," crossing her fingers over her heart, "Scout’s honor."
Anthony smiled and said,
"Just promise you’ll come back to me."
"I will," shutting her suitcase and giving him a kiss on his hand, "Hold that for me until I get back."
"I will. I love you."
"I love you, too. With all my heart," as they went to bed.
"So," said a Spanish-looking man the next morning, "how will we recognize this Loren Jones when we see him?"
"I don’t know," said a red-haired man, "Indy told him who to look for and to ask for me by name."
"Excuse me," said a voice.
The men turned around and saw Lauren, dressed in a tan shirt and pants, her brown leather jacket and a fedora on her head. The redhead looked at Lauren and said,
"Can I help you?"
"I’m looking for Dr. O’Malley."
"You’re speaking to him, little lady. And who are you?"
She stuck out her hand and said,
"I’m Lauren Jones."
The man besides Dr. O’Malley started to laugh as he muttered in Spanish,
"The little girl is your archeologist?"
"Yes, I am," she said stubbornly in Spanish.
The men stared at her as she said,
"I thought my father mentioned who I was…"
"That he did, lass. But I thought he meant one of his sons."
"My brothers are not the least bit interested in archeology," her eyes flashing at him, "But I am."
"Have you done this before, Miss Jones?"
"Lauren, please," she said, "And yes, I have. I was with Dad in Mexico discovering Aztec artifacts this past summer."
"I thought your father retired from archeology."
"He did after my mom died, but someone had to teach me the ropes." 
"I see," eyeing her curiously. Lauren looked at him and said,
"Well?"
"Yes?"
"Let’s get a move on," impatiently.
"Don’t you want to rest a bit?"
"For what?"
Dr. O’Malley laughed as he said,
"Forgive me, Lauren. I didn’t realize Indy’s spirit was in you."
"Before you start flirting, I’ll have you know I’m married."
"Aren’t you a little young for that?"
"I’m eighteen, old enough to make my own decisions."
"Lauren, I didn’t mean anything by it."
"Then we’ll get along fine," walking away, "Are you going to show me where the village is or will I find it on my own?"
Dr. O’Malley nodded his head as he thought Well, well, she acts like Indy so much. I wonder what her mother was like. The Spaniard laughed and said,
"The senorita is very tough, isn’t she?"
"Yes, she is, Pedro," looking at his watch, "We better get a move on. I have a feeling Lauren’s like her old man, anxious to find the artifact and adventure."
Later that day, Lauren sat in her room above a bar in Lucasio, a small village in the jungle. She took her suitcase out, loaded her gun, and attached the whip to her belt. She went downstairs looking for some action when the barmaid greeted her,
"Hola, senorita Jones. Want something to drink?"
"Tequila," smiling at her.
"Isn’t that a little strong for you?" eyeing her curiously.
"I like my drinks strong," defiantly.
"Suit yourself," pouring the drink and putting it front of her.
Lauren gulped the drink in one gulp and slammed the glass down. The barmaid looked at her and said,
"More, senorita?"
"Keep it coming."
"Miss Jones," said voice, "What would your father say if he saw you?"
Lauren turned around, saw Dr. O’Malley and grinned. She raised her glass to him and said,
"I’m old enough to make my own decisions, professor," flinging back her hair, "Besides, its’ my husband I should be worried about."
"Yes, this husband of yours," sitting down next to her, "Who is he?"
"Ever hear of Marcus Brody?"
"Marcus? Ah, your father’s friend, right?"
Lauren nodded as she said,
"I married his nephew, Anthony, two days ago."
"Anthony? Isn’t he too old for you?"
"I didn’t think so and neither did he," taking a sip of the tequila.
"I like your spunk, Lauren," smiling, "You’re a great deal like your father."
"Except he’s a guy and I’m not."
"It just took me by surprise that you were a girl, that’s all."
"Welcome to my world," finishing her drink.
"Come again?"
Lauren took off her fedora and said,
"My Dad has always been full of surprises. In fact, he forbid us kids to be archeologists."
"Because of what happened to your mother?"
"That was a main part of it, yes."
"Hmmm," looking at her intently, "Do you look like your mother?"
"Afraid not," smiling, "Mom was blonde and lithe. I’m more of an athletic person and of course," indicting her hair, "A brunette."
"You must have been young when she died."
"Four going on five."
Dr. O’Malley looked at her and said,
"What possessed you to become an archeologist?"
"I love studying ancient civilizations. Particularly Aztec and Mayan civilizations. Plus, I learned several languages that can be helpful."
"What languages?"
"Spanish, Cherokee, Portuguese, French, Greek, and several others."
"Where do you find the time?"
"I picked it up along the way."
"I see," smiling, "Like your father, I suppose?"
"I wouldn’t know. I never asked him."
Dr. O’Malley looked at her and said,
"Let’s talk privately, shall we?"
"Why all the secrecy?"
"Well, my dear, not too many people want to be associated what we’re finding."
"I see," eyeing him curiously, "I assumed its’ because of the Mayan heritage."
"You could say that," drinking his whisky.
Lauren took a sip of the tequila the barmaid brought to her as she looked around. Her eyes widened at the men in the corner looking at them.
"Expecting trouble, Lauren?" said Dr. O’Malley.
"Those men over there," gesturing with her drink, "anyone you know?"
Dr. O’Malley looked, laughed, and said,
"Your mind is playing tricks on you, my dear. But then you’re like your father, always careful."
"Sure am," settling her drink on the table, "I’m going to my room unless you have something for me."
"There is," leaving a few coins on the table, "Let me come up and discuss this in private."
"Alright," flipping her hair back as she led the way back to her room. 
Dr. O’Malley closed the door behind then and laid a piece of paper on the corner table. He beckoned Lauren to look as he pointed out,
"They say that the stele is very powerful. Its’ buried in the jungle."
"Where exactly?"
"See the glyphs?" pointing at the areas of the map. 
Lauren nodded as Dr. O’Malley said,
"They give us a map of where exactly the stele is. Some are helpful, some are not."
"So its’ a matter of guessing which is right and wrong, right?"
"Precisely."
Lauren frowned as she took out a book from the suitcase. Dr. O’Malley looked with interest and asked,
"What’s that?"
"This? Oh, a book on glyphs Dad gave me before I left," smiling, "Told me it made be helpful."
"That Indiana Jones," chuckling, "always prepared for anything."
"Exactly," said Lauren, skimming through the book.
Dr. O’Malley touched the fedora Lauren flung on her bed, looked at Lauren, and looked at the fedora again. Ah, Indy, she’s just like you. Even the same taste of wardrobe. Lauren looked up and said,
"Here it is. The glyphs are made of stone pillars or objects. They were respected in Mayan civilization especially with their gods. It helped preserved their heritage."
"That’s correct, my dear," smiling, "What else?"
Lauren shrugged and said,
"Nothing else much except that they were also used to test people of their warrior skills. But I sort of assumed that."
Then they heard a knock on the door. Lauren ran to the door, leaned against it, and said,
"Who is it?"
"Senorita Jones, its’ me, Pedro."
Lauren peered out the door and saw the Spaniard. She motioned him to enter, locked the door behind him, and said,
"Something’s happened?"
"Yes," Pedro said, "My men have been attacked near the site we’ll be going. By people, talking about communism and Hitler."
"Hitler?" Lauren frowned, "I thought Nazism was dead."
"There are many people trying to resurrect that faith, Lauren," Dr. O’Malley said, "They believe the stele will help them."
"And we’re trying to prevent that?"
"Of course," Dr. O’Malley said, "Didn’t your father tell you how powerful they were?"
"Once or twice. Mainly I know from history books."
"You have a lot to learn, my child," the professor said.
"I know," grinning, "How am I doing so far?"
"Splendidly."
"Good," taking the gun out of her pants, "I don’t want to miss a thing."
Dr. O’Malley’s eyes widened and asked,
"What are you doing with that?"
"This?" waving the gun, "Nothing much. It’s just for protection."
"Aren’t you afraid it’ll go off?"
"Nah," Lauren said, "According to Dad, I’m a natural," as she unloaded the gun.
"Senorita Jones?" said Pedro.
"Yes?"
"You have to be careful who you trust."
"I have a good judge on character."
"I see."
Lauren looked at the two men and asked,
"Are you two hiding something from me?"
"Come now, Lauren," said the professor, "Why would we do that?"
"Wouldn’t be the first time", then looked at her watch, "It’s getting late. Why don’t we get some sleep?"
The two men nodded as Lauren opened the door and showed them out. She blocked the door with a chair and settled down for sleep. She was having a wonderful dream about Anthony and their wedding night. 
Anthony was holding Lauren in his arms. He was kissing her in various places on her body. Lauren shivered at his touch and responded warmly to him. He slowly peeled off her clothes as Lauren kept saying,
"I love you so much."
"Me, too," he was staring at her, " for always".
Then Lauren opened her eyes and saw Todd staring at them and saying,
"You can’t run from me, Lauren. You will be mine."
Todd pointed a gun at Anthony and pulled the trigger. Lauren screamed and said,
"Dear God, no!!!!!!"
Lauren woke up with a start and heard someone trying to break in her room. She quickly loaded her gun, grabbed an object nearby, and stayed behind the door. The door opened and someone came in as Lauren hit the person with the object. She reached for the light and started to say,
"Alright, who the hell are you?" pointing a gun at the person.
The person turned around and she saw it was Anthony. Lauren gasped and said,
"Anthony, what are you doing here?"
"Is that how you greet your husband?" pointing at the gun.
"What are you doing here?"
"I thought I would surprise you," rubbing his head, "I guess I did."
"Anthony," she started, "You shouldn’t be here…"
"Miss Jones," they heard, "are you alright?"
Lauren turned around and saw Dr. O’Malley. She grinned and said,
"I’m fine, professor."
"Who’s this?" pointing at Anthony.
"My husband," smiling at him, "Couldn’t wait for me to come home, I guess."
"Anthony Brody, I’ve heard a great deal about your uncle," shaking his hand, "He was a great man."
"That he was, sir."
"I’ll leave you alone then. Be bright and early tomorrow, Lauren."
"Will do," as he closed the door.
"Who was that?" asked Anthony.
"Dr. O’Malley, the leader of the expedition," but then stared at him and said, "What’s going on, Anthony? You don’t trust me or something like that?"
"Lauren," putting his hands on her shoulders, "I worry about you. I’m afraid something will happen to you."
"Anthony," smiling, "This is my career. You shouldn’t worry about me. I’m a Jones by birth remember?"
"I know, sweetheart," giving her a kiss, "But I worry about this. Especially what I heard about what happened to your father."
"Anthony," softly, "It won’t happen. I won’t allow it."
Anthony kissed her hungrily as he switched off the light and said,
"We have a few hours. How about we rediscover our wedding night?"
"Sure," smiling, "I love you."
"I love you more."
As they lay in bed, Lauren looked around, touches the medallion around her neck, and said,
"Watch over me, Mom," and went to sleep.
The next morning, Lauren was up early and dressed. Anthony sprawled across the bed as he started to stir. He opened his eyes as Lauren was loading her gun and said to her,
"Morning, sweetheart."
Lauren turned around, smiled, and said,
"Hi," giving him a kiss.
"Were you planning to let me sleep all morning?"
"I was going to wake you up."
Anthony grinned and said,
"How about I join you?"
"Anthony," she began, "Are you sure you’re up to it?"
"A man has to protect his wife."
"I can take care of myself."
"Lauren, please," begging, "I’ve always wanted to see an archeologist in action."
Lauren thought for a moment as she heard a knock on the door. She went to it and said,
"Yes?"
"Senorita? Telephone."
"Gracias," going out the door and following the woman. Lauren went to the phone and said,
"Hello?"
"Lauren," said a faded voice.
"Dad?"
"It’s me," he sighed, "How are you?"
"I’m fine."
"Laurie," he began, "I understand you have a visitor."
"You know about Anthony?"
"He’s concerned, honey. So am I."
"You’re both worrywarts."
"Concerning you, of course," softly.
"I’m fine. Let me be."
"Fine. See you when you get back."
"Bye," hanging up.
"Who was it?" said Anthony, coming from behind.
Lauren looked at him and said,
"My father. You and him think alike."
"Ah, Miss Jones," said Dr. O’Malley, "are you ready?"
"Sure am."
"May I join you, professor?" Anthony asked, "I’d like to see up close."
"Sure, my boy. The more help, the merrier," clasping his shoulder.
Lauren smiled weakly and thought, No one will let me work by myself. That’s just great.
It took a few hours to reach the archeological site Dr. O’Malley mentioned. Lauren and Anthony were amazed at the sight of the glyphs as she went up to one of them, touched it, and made a note of it in a notebook. She turned to Dr. O’Malley and asked,
"What does all this mean, professor?"
"We’ll find out. This is what archeology is all about."
Lauren smiled as she opened the book her father gave her. After some quick reading, she said, 
"We have to go this way," pointing to her right.
"Lead the way," said Dr. O’Malley.
"I just realized, professor," Lauren said as they walked, "where’s Pedro?"
"Funny, I haven’t seen him since last night."
Lauren stared and thought This could be bad.
Anthony put a resurring hand on her shoulder and said,
"Don’t worry, hon. It’s alright."
"Thanks," flashing a smile.
Anthony was about to speak when he heard gunshots. They ducked as Lauren looked around, took out her gun and said,
"Alright, where are they?"
"Keep your pants on," Anthony said.
"Right, bullets are flying and my husband tells me I’m paranoid."
Lauren cautiously looked around as she noticed two pairs of legs hiding in bushed. She crawled over as she heard them whisper in Spanish. She shook her head, went to them, pointed the gun at them, and said,
"Alright, put them down, now."
The men started laughing at her as she said,
"I mean it."
They sill started laughing as she aimed above one of the men’s shoulder and fired. The bullet grazed him as the man screamed in agony and said,
"Now, are you going to talk?"
"Lauren," exclaimed Anthony, "Are you alright?"
"I’m fine. Just waiting for some answers."
The men refused to speak when she heard,
"Put down the gun, miss."
Lauren felt something in her back jabbing her. She winced in pain as she heard,
"Are you going to put down the gun or with I have to shoot?"
Lauren put the gun to her side as a man grabbed it and said,
"Now, let’s get down to business," then yelled back, "Go get the others she has with her."
Lauren grabbed his gun, as it fired in the air. She kneed him in the crotch and punched him with all of her strength. Anthony and Dr. O’Malley came from behind and helped defending Lauren. Then one of the men, fired a gun that hit Lauren in the shoulder and grazed Dr. O’Malley’s. Lauren crumbled to the ground as Anthony said,
"Dear God," rushed to her side.
"I’m fine. Help him out," pointing to Dr. O’Malley. .
Lauren fired the gun at the men, killing them. She tried to remove the bullet out of her shoulder when Anthony came over,
"Don’t move."
"Don’t baby me."
"Lauren, you need me," looking at the wound, "You’re lucky I know about first aid."
He removed the bullet and cleaned up the wound. He bandaged it tightly as she asked,
"Dr. O’Malley, how is he?"
"Hurt, we should get you both back."
"No," she replied firmly.
"Lauren, you’re hurt."
"I’m fine. You can take Dr. O’Malley back, but I’ll be fine."
"How will you get back?"
"I’ll worry about it. Just get me his journal and the map."
Anthony went over as Dr. O’Malley came forward and said,
"Lauren, do you know what you’re doing?"
"I sure do. I’m going to find the stele. I won’t give up this easily."
"Lauren, what would your father say?"
"I don’t care what he says. I’m a capable adult. I can think on my own two feet."
"As soon as we get back," handing the journal and map, "I’ll send someone back to help you."
"But…"
"No, buts," he said, "You need help."
She sighed in exapersation and said,
"Fine, but I’ll find it before he or she comes," walking off.
For two days, Lauren wandered aimlessly in the jungle. The men Dr. O’Malley sent in the jungle followed her, helped with supplies, and taught her about the area. She reached an a massive stone block, consulted her map, and said,
"This is it," putting her things down, "It’s in the cavern," indicting the hole.
"Senorita Jones," said of the men, "We should rest. It’s getting dark."
Lauren nodded and said,
"You’re right. Should we set up camp here?" pointing to the entrance.
They nodded as they set up tents. Lauren went into her tent, undressed the wound from the last attack, and touched it gingerly. She winced a bit and cleaned it. She looked at medallion around her neck, looked up, and started writing in her journal:
2/1/1961 
We have reached the entrance of the Mayan temple. From O’Malley’s map and journals, legend has it that the Mayan Stele is in there. My companions and I will start digging in the morning in search of it.
We heard that O’Malley and Anthony are recuperating from the ordeal two days ago. My injury is mending nicely and hopefully I’ll be good as new as soon as possible.
Lauren closed her journal and looked up. She smiled, looked in her bag, and pulled out a small book. She laid in her bag, opened the book and started reading,
March 2, 1921 
I met the most incredible person, Diary. His name is Indiana Jones. He’s a student, like me at the university. He’s so handsome, right up to his hazel eyes. I think I’m falling in love with him.
If Dad ever knew, I was seeing someone he’d kill me. He’s too overprotective of me. Maybe its’ because I’m an only child but I think its’ because I’m a girl.
Indy’s going to meet me a block away from the house tomorrow so he can walk me to school. I’m floating on air, Diary, I hope he feels the same way.
Lauren smiled as she skipped ahead and saw a picture of her mother in a cap and gown sticking out of a page. Curious she began to read,
May 12, 1926 
I did it, Diary! I got my Ph.D. from Julliard. Mom and Grandfather are so proud of me as well as Diana. My sweet little girl, she’s two years old now a perfect likeness to Indy. She asks where her Daddy is and I can’t tell her what happened. It broke my heart to hear from Dad that he took the one million dollars instead of marrying me. Someday when she’s older, I’ll have her meet him but the pain is still unbearable.
"Poor Mom," Lauren said to herself as she thumbed again to another marked page.
January 27, 1940
Diana met her father for the first time this weekend. She loves him and so do I .My love for him never did die. He told me that he did not take the money from Dad. He left because he didn’t want me to choose between him and my father. He took me out to dinner and a movie and we rekindled our romance. Oh, Diary, does he love me for myself or because of Diana?
Lauren wiped her eyes and closed the book. She pulled the sleeping bad around her, looked at her locket and said,
"I miss you, Mom," and went to sleep.
The next morning, Lauren woke with a gun in back. She tried to get up, when she heard,
"Don’t try it, senorita."
Lauren stiffen as the man said,
"Who are you?"
Lauren refused to respond as the man went through her bag and saw her id,
"Lauren Marie Jones."
Lauren stayed silent as the man said,
"From New York, huh? Any relation to the Great Dr. Jones?"
Lauren was quiet as she got up as the man said,
"Trying to run away?"
"Now, why would I do that?"
"Any weak defenseless girl in the jungle would."
"Wrong girl," as she drew back her arm and punched him in the chin.
The man rubbed his chin and laughed. Lauren pulled out her gun and said,
"Now, who the hell are you?"
"Didn’t your parents teach you manners, senorita?"
"Only to the right people."
The man grinned and said,
"I’m Dr. Juan Chavez."
"You already know my name," putting the gun in her pocket.
"So I do," looking at her, "So are you?"
"Am I what?"
"Related to the Great Dr. Jones?"
"There’s two Dr. Joneses in my family, one’s dead."
"I was referring to Indiana Jones."
"He’s my dad. He’s still among the living."
"Your father? I had no idea."
"Sorry to disappoint you."
"Miss Jones, I came to stop you."
"Why?"
"It’s not right to find the artifact."
"I’m finding the artifact for Dr. O’Malley. It will be appreciated in a museum."
"O’Malley is looking for money value, not for display."
"He’s a respected archeologist."
"A grave robber, my dear, not an archeologist."
"But Dad said…"
"Your father doesn’t know everything, my child," looking at her. 
Lauren looked at him speechless as she heard,
"Lauren, where are you?"
"Who’s that?" asked Dr. Chavez
"My husband."
"Your husband?" eyeing her.
"Surprised?"
"Is he an archeologist, too?"
"Museum curator," replying and calling out, "Anthony, over here."
Anthony came in her tent, saw Dr. Chavez, and asked,
"What’s going on here?"
"Nothing," Lauren said abruptly.
"Your wife is going after a Mayan stele, is she not?" asked Dr. Chavez.
"She’s Dr. O’Malley’s assistant," replying, "but he was injured a couple of days ago. So she took over."
Lauren’s eyes widened and looked at Dr. Chavez, pointed a finger and said,
"It was you, wasn’t it? Who shot us?"
"I don’t know what you’re talking about."
"Yes, you do," firmly, ‘You didn’t want us to find it so you ambushed us in the jungle."
Dr. Chavez ran out of the tent and Anthony followed him as Lauren said,
"Anthony, no."
She heard a shot, ran out, and saw Anthony on the ground. Lauren gasped, ran to him, and saw the bullet wound in his chest.
"Anthony, no, don’t leave me," cradling him in her arms.
"Lauren," croaking, "I love you."
"I love you, too," giving him a kiss.
"Go… find…the…stele," as he died in her arms.
Lauren started crying and said,
"No," crying out to the sky, "Noooo."
"Senorita," said one of the guides, "Perhaps we should go back."
Lauren wiped her eyes, and said,
"No, I must find the stele. Arrange to have him brought to the city, so I can take it to the States for burial."
The man nodded as the he left to make the arrangements. Lauren closed his eyes, kissed him, and said,
"I love you, my sweet husband, you’ll always be my only one."
"Senorita Jones," said the guide a few hours later, "I’ve hit something."
Lauren tuned around; as she cleared the ground he was working on, and saw the end of a box. She took the pick from his arms, started hacking away, and said,
"I think we found it. Enrique, go get the book from the tent, please."
Lauren got the box freed from the wall, and opened it as she heard a gun ready to fire. She grabbed the whip, turned around, and whipped the gun from his hands. Then she noticed it was Dr. Chavez and said,
"Yes, senor?"
"I see you found the stele," gesturing the box.
"What of it?"
"I think you should give it to me."
"Why? So you can kill me like you did my husband?"
"Precisely."
"You’re picked the wrong person," grabbing the gun she took from him, "Now unless you explain yourself, I’ll kill you."
"You won’t do that."
"Try me."
"Senorita Jones," he said, "I have already killed your benefactor and your husband. I don’t want to do the same to you."
"Didn’t stop you before."
"Don’t you see? Who finds the stele is immortal. I want that power."
"Really," looking at the box, "Doesn’t look that way to me?"
"Why do you want it?"
"I have my reasons."
Then the cavern started to shake, dirt and rocks flying all over, causing Lauren to drop the box. Dr. Chavez grabbed the box and ran out of the cavern as Lauren tried to follow and was blocked by a pile of dirt. She tried to dig furiously out with her hands as she heard,
"Senorita Jones?"
"Enrique, over here," yelling.
Enrique reached Lauren, and helped her out of the tunnel. When they got to their camp, she sat a truck and Dr. Chavez on the ground. Lauren looked at him and then at Enrique who explained,
"He tried to kill me, senorita. I killed him first."
"It’s all right, Enrique," grabbing the box from Dr. Chavez’s body.
He pointed at the truck and said,
"Mr. Brody’s body is in Lucasio, where there is a plane to take you to the nearest airport. I fear your safety, senorita. I will drive you."
"Thank you, Enrique," getting in the truck.
 

Four weeks later…
Indiana Jones was waiting at Kennedy for Lauren to come in the terminal. When he heard of Anthony’s death, he wanted to fly immediately to Lauren. She sent him a telegram saying she was stopping in London to bury Anthony in the family plot and then to visit her grandmother in Paris. His heart went out to her as he remembered how he lost his first wife, Deirdre, in the jungle in Brazil. But I was older than Lauren is. Poor Lauren, only eighteen and already a widow.
He looked up and saw Lauren, dressed in a black dress and coat. He went to her, hugged her tight, and said,
"Hi, sweetheart."
Lauren’s eyes brimmed with tears as she collapsed in her father’s arms and started sobbing. He grabbed her bags, and took her out to the car. As driving home, she asked,
"Daddy, will the pain go away?"
"Someday," stroking her hair, "Someday."
Lauren spent the day in her room, not wanting to see her friends or family. She gave her father the stele to give it to the museum for her when they got back but refused to leave her room.
Her father left her alone, knowing she needed time to heal and to be alone. 
Lauren got up from her bed, and took out her mother’s diary and read:
December 25, 1942 
My little girl was born today. We named her Lauren Marie, after my grandmother, the sweetest person I know. I have a feeling Lauren will be the special child in the family. Who knows? She might be the next adventurer in the family.
I hope Lauren grows up to experience the same love I experienced with her father. And to care about people and never let anything stand in her way of it. I did that once, and it caused me to be away from him for seventeen years.
Lauren wiped her eyes, as she looked in the mirror and saw her mother’s reflection. Lauren gasped and said,
"Mom?"
"It’s me, sweetheart."
"I’ve been reading your diary."
"I know what happened to you, sweetheart."
"It hurts, Mom."
"I know it does," staring at her, "You have to open your heart and love again. It’s hard but you can."
"But how?"
"Your father had the same problem. In fact, he was married before."
"Deirdre," Lauren remembered.
"She died in the jungle, like Anthony did."
"I didn’t know."
"It still hurts for him."
Lauren looked at the ground as Kate said,
"I know about your secret."
Lauren looked up and said,
"You know?"
She nodded and said,
"When are planning to tell the others?"
"Soon."
"You better," grinning, "You’re going to be showing soon."
Lauren smiled, patted her stomach, as Kate said,
"I must go, sweetheart. I love you."
"I love you, too," as Kate disappeared.
Lauren got out of her room, went to her dad’s study, knocked and heard,
"Come in."
Lauren came in and closed the door behind her. Indy looked up and said,
"Are you ok, Laurie?"
"I’m fine," sitting in a chair, "Dad, there’s something you need to know."
"What is it?"
She took a deep breath and said,
"I’m pregnant, Daddy."
Indy looked at her, hugged her, and said,
"I suspected that. How far along?"
"A month."
Indy looked at her, and said, 
"Are you planning on keeping it?"
Lauren nodded as he said,
"It’s going to be difficult."
"I know," staring at him, "But Anthony would have wanted it."
"True," smiling at her, "He would have been a great father."
Lauren nodded as he said,
"I respect your decision, dear. In fact, I’ll help you raise him or her."
"Thank you," tears flowing down her cheeks.
 

Eight Months Later…
Lauren was lying in a hospital bed, looking at a beautiful baby boy in her arms. Indy came in with flowers, and said,
"Hi, sweetheart."
"Daddy," smiling at him.
"He’s handsome. What’s he’s name?"
"I decided on Anthony Marcus Brody, after both his father and great-uncle."
Indy grinned at her and said,
"They would have loved it."
"I know," her eyes brimming with tears, "but he’ll know about his father. I’ll make sure."
"And so will I," Indy said. 
