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INDIANA JONES AND THE SECRET OF THE SCROLLS
Stella Nobrega

Epilogue
Avebury, Wiltshire, England

January 1942

Indiana Jones stood on a hill overlooking the vast and rugged landscape that surrounded him and watched as   the sun was just beginning to set and smiled to himself. 
Behind him, he could hear talking and laughing coming from the other diggers and the sound of a shovel hitting the earth. 
Indy turned and smiled at his companion, Maria Crowe, who had appeared next to him. 
Indy had met her three years ago in India, where, accompanied by Marion Ravenwood, Willie Scott and Short Round, Indy was looking for the two remaining Sankara Stones. The pair had had a brief romantic tryst before Indy and his companions had set out for China. Maria’s father, Francis Crowe, was a well respected archaeologist and she was accompanying him on a dig nearby at Shanbander. Maria, who was setting out to be an archaeologist was currently studying archaeology at the University of Salisbury and when her father had found out about an excavation taking place in Avebury, he had told his daughter and she sounded enthusiastic. Maria had contacted Indy to see if he was interested in joining them, as some of the archaeologists who had begun working on the site were keen to meet Indy.
“Indy, are you all right?” she asked the archaeologist.

Indy nodded and told her that he was fine. 

“I think that everyone’s going to stop now”, she told him.

Indiana Jones smiled warmly, and joined Maria and the others as a fire was lit and the preparation of food began.

“So”, she began. “I hear that congratulations are in order.”

Indy was momentarily confused.

“Oh? How so?” he asked.

Maria sighed. 

“Your latest discovery of course. You know, the Ark of the Covenant”, she grinned.
The rest of the group began to listen now with rapt attention.

Indy offered a lop-sided smile.

“Oh yeah, I got it.”

“Oh yeah?” she asked, surprised at his casual tone. “Honestly Indy, you’re so blasé.”

“Dr. Jones”, began Iain, a newly qualified archaeologist. “The Ark of the Covenant? The very same one that was once buried in the Temple of Solomon, and is said to contain pieces of the Ten Commandments?”
Indy nodded.

“One and the same.”

“Wonderful”, he whispered. “Dr. Jones”, he smiled. “Allow me to say….well, that’s fantastic.”

Dr. Tovey, another archaeologist, also complimented Indy on his recent find, and before the archaeologist could reply, Maria took over.
“And the interesting thing is”, said Maria. “That was the second time that he found it.”

“The second time?” repeated Iain.

“Well Professor, that’s pretty impressive.”

Indy nodded, smiled and told the group that it had not exactly been easy, and then he thought back to late last year when the Ark had been stolen from the warehouse that it had originally been placed in, back in 1936. 
Together with Marion Ravenwood, Indy had gone to Egypt and there they had met up with his old friend Sallah Mohammed Faisel el-Kahir, (known to his friends as Sallah). After a long fight with enemies and Nazi’s they managed to get the Ark to the Museum in New York, where a few days later it had been put on display. Indy had also resumed his relationship with Selene Rogers, a lady whom he had been seeing, as before this particular adventure, she had informed Indy that she wanted to take a break from the relationship. 
A few days later, Indy and Selene had taken a long overdue holiday consisting of one week in England and two weeks in the American Southwest where Indy had spent parts of his childhood. 
When Indy returned to the States, he was contacted by Maria who told him about the dig. Indy had then arranged to meet Maria in Avebury. Maria was not yet a fully qualified archaeologist as she had at least another year until she was fully qualified. 
The young woman looked over at Indy and smiled. 
She had come to admire the adventuring archaeologist a great deal and even though they had a brief romantic encounter and their relationship was now platonic, she still found Indy to be an extremely attractive man, and one which fascinated her deeply.
“I hope that you didn’t mind me asking you to come all the way over to England”, she said.
“No, not at all. It’s great to see you again”, he told her. “And to hear that you’ll be fully qualified next year, that’s great.”

She nodded in return and told Indy that the last few years had been really exciting for her and she felt that she had learnt a great deal in that time.
As food was passed around the group, Indy asked Maria if she had gotten any of his letters. 
“Yes. Did you get mine?” 

“I did,” he told her, taking a bite of his food.

“I also hear that you’re currently dating an English lady”, she began.

“Yeah that’s right. Selene.”

After they had finished eating, Indy and Maria left the group and began to walk along a narrow path. It was now beginning to get dark and Maria shivered slightly. 

“So, what is Selene like?” asked Maria.
 “You jealous?” asked Indy jokingly.

“Indy”, she exclaimed. “Well maybe just a bit…” she smiled.

Indy sighed. 
He had been wondering how Maria had felt about their brief romantic fling last year. 
“Listen Maria. I like you a great deal.” He paused again. “About that time in India, I…”

         “I know”, she said holding her hands up. “It was just a kiss.”

“After I left you in India, my friends and I went to China and while I was there I met Selene and…”

She held up a hand. 
“I understand Indy. Its okay, you don’t have to explain yourself. As for me, I’m currently young, free and single. Since you last saw me, I’ve been busy with my career. I have dated a lot, so don’t feel bad”, she paused a moment. “So, tell me about this lady. She’s a nurse, right?”

“Yeah. She works at our local hospital. She’s caring, smart and really knows how to look after a guy”, he grinned.

“She sounds great.”

“She is, she…” 

Indy suddenly stopped. Something was wrong.

The hairs on the back of Indy’s neck stood up. The archaeologist knew what that meant. It was a warning.

“Indy, what is it?”
“Thought I heard something.”

Just at that moment, a man appeared in front of Indy, startling Maria. 
He was of medium build and was dressed in khakis. Before Indy had a chance to react, the man hit the Indy in the face and the archaeologist staggered back from the impact of the blow. 
Maria screamed, and as she did, another man of similar build but taller than the first one grabbed her and tried to cover her mouth with his hand but it was too late. 
Maria was already yelling for help. 
Indy grabbed the man by the collar and punched him in the face. The man fell back and fell to the ground, and as he did, the taller of the two scrambled over to Indy and flew at him, but the archaeologist was ready for him. 
The first man got up and grabbed Maria and she kicked him. 
He yelled in pain and slapped her across the face. 
Indy saw this and glared at him, hitting the second man in the face and he went down. 
Indy grabbed the man who had slapped Maria across the face and the man went to hit the archaeologist, but Indy instinctively ducked, and grabbed the man, shaking him. 
He then pulled him to one side.

“Okay. Mind telling me what the hell is going on?!” he growled.

The man remained silent.

“Tell me!” yelled Indy once more.

Nothing.

Indy heard footsteps and he looked up to see several of the diggers approaching. 
The first of the attackers was still led on the ground was now on his feet and ran off. 
Indy grabbed the second man, shoving him away and he also disappeared off into the darkness.

Maria looked over at Indy.

“What are you doing?” she asked, surprised.

“Letting him go. He’s not gonna tell us anything.”

She thought a moment and then nodded, reaching Indy’s conclusion.

“Are you okay?” he asked

She touched her cheek.

“I’m fine.”

“What happened?” asked Dr. Tovey.

“Oh, just a slight disagreement,” replied Indy, a wry smile escaping his lips.
The sun had set and darkness surrounded the area where several tents were pitched. 
By this time, one could presume that everyone was asleep, and that would have been the case were it not for Indiana Jones who lay wide awake. 
Oh, he tried once or twice to sleep, but despite his warm surroundings, he could not. Eventually, he fell into a deep sleep, images of his last adventures running through his mind. 
His last thought before he fell asleep was of Selene Rogers, the beautiful English nurse whom he had met in China three years ago. She was not only caring and kind but was an absolutely perfect companion for Indy. 

Selene was someone who had experienced many adventures with Indiana Jones and the more time she spent with the adventuring archaeologist, the more she became fascinated by him, and equally the beautiful English nurse fascinated Indy.
Something woke Indy up from his dreams; the sound of somebody yelling, which was then followed by a loud crash.
Indiana Jones quickly jumped up from underneath the blankets and moved quickly, dressing in his khaki pants and shirt. He then put on his leather jacket and fedora. The archaeologist grabbed his Webley, holster and whip and ran out of the tent. 
It was not yet light, and Indy squinted against the darkness. 

As his eyesight adjusted, he could just make out a conversation taking place between two men, and from what he could hear, Maria had apparently come across an artefact at the dig site when everyone was asleep. 
It seemed that the men from earlier had returned, and now they were dragging her over to a truck and shoved her inside. 
Indy was just about to run over to the truck when he felt a sharp pain shot through his head and he stumbled and fell to the ground. 
A third man grabbed Indy from the ground and hit him in the face. 
Indy hit the man back who then stumbled, surprised at the blow. He then glanced over where the truck was and now realised that it had gone. 
Indy looked around franticly and then saw a horse and ran over to it. He untied the reins and jumped onto its back. 
Then, Indiana Jones galloped in the direction of the truck, which consisted of a single dirt path. 
The sun was now beginning to rise and Indy could just make out the truck in the distance and he motioned for the horse to speed up and the animal began to gallop faster putting him almost level with the truck. 
Indy jumped from the horse onto the side of the truck and pulled himself up until he was on the canvas roof. 
The jeep swerved and the archaeologist grabbed on tightly to the roof, holding on, and daring not to move.
Indy then reached inside his jacket pocket and brought out a knife and Indy gasped as the truck swerved again and he held on as he cut through the canvas roof and looked down into the truck. 
As Indy returned the knife to his pocket, he saw that there were two men seated either side of Maria and Indy reached down and grabbed the man and pulled him up out of his seat. 
The man was startled and tried to wriggle free from Indy’s grasp, began to pull himself up. He threw a punch at Indy, but the archaeologist’s reflexes were fast and he quickly ducked out of the way. 
The man drew a gun from his pocket and almost at once Indy’s bullwhip was in his hand. 
The end of the whip caught the gun and Indy quickly jerked the whip, flinging the weapon away. The man was startled and Indy took advantage of this and hit him in the stomach. 
The man glared at him and flew at the archaeologist. Indy moved out of the way and the man inadvertently ran over the edge of the truck and screamed as he fell. Indy now returned his attention to the inside of the truck. 
Maria looked up and smiled when she saw Indy. The driver also looked up, but he did not smile.  
Maria moved to the left side of the truck just in time as Indy jumped through the canvas hatch and grabbed the wheel from the man. 
The truck swerved violently and Mara screamed as the man hit Indy on a tender part of his jaw and the archaeologist winced. 
Indy grabbed the steering wheel and hit the man back, and at that point, the truck then swerved and almost went on two wheels as it veered around a sharp bend. 
The man cursed Indy and glared at him. 
Indy grabbed the man and tried pushing him to the back of the truck but then noticed something which made him stop. 
The man was staring ahead and Indy and Maria now saw what he was staring at, and Maria screamed.
They were coming to the end of the path which ended down a steep rocky slope and the driver tried to brake but it was now too late. 
Indy kicked Maria’s door open and grabbed her putting an arm around her waist as the truck began to plummet over the edge of the slope. Indiana Jones then quickly unhitched his bullwhip and as he and Maria begin to fall, he cracked the whip and it caught on a nearby tree root which was embedded into the ground. 
Maria looked down and yelled as the truck plummeted down the rocky verge and Indy gasped with the exhilaration, pain and adrenaline of what had just happened. 
The truck hit the ground and rolled onto the area below, the screams of the man’s cries echoing through the whole area. 
Maria slowly looked up at Indy who was still holding her by the waist.
“Oh Indy,” she gasped. 

“You okay?” he asked.

“I’m fine,” she said, glancing up at Indy and looked at Indy’s forehead.

“Indy, you’re bleeding!”

“I’m okay”, he said wincing slightly.

“Thanks for coming after me.”

“That’s okay”, he said gritting his teeth.

“Uh, Indy?”

“Yeah?”

“How are we going to…?”

“I’m workin’ on it.”

“Uh-huh.”

Indy thought a moment.

“Maria, grab hold of me and climb up.”

Maria carefully grabbed Indy’s waist and climbed up to the whip and then used it to climb up. She then crawled up rest of the way and slumped to the ground. 

Indy was just about to do the same, when he heard something that sounded suspiciously like creaking.

Oh great! He thought.

“Indy!” yelled Maria. “Hurry!”
“I know”, the urgency in his voice apparent. 

Indy began to climb up the whip, but then the creaking began again.

“Indy!” screamed Maria.

Indy paused. 

“It’s okay sugar, I…”

The whip moved, dropping Indy down slightly.

“Wonderful,” he muttered.

Indy began to climb again and halfway up, the whip moved again. 

Maria grabbed hold of the end of the whip and hoped if the worse did happen she would be able to some help. 
Indy began to climb again and had almost reached the top, and as he put one hand on the earth, Maria managed to grab Indy’s hand as the whip began to give way. 
Indy grabbed the whip just before it fell and Maria threw her arms around him and hugged him.
“Oh Indy, you saved my life,” she gasped.
The archaeologist offered a lop-sided smile.

“Are you all right?” he asked.

“I am now”, she replied.

She hugged him again.

“Thank you”, she said drawing away.

“So”, he began as they began to walk back to the dig site. 
The sun had now risen. 
“What’s this about an artefact?”

“This,” she said, taking out a necklace from her pocket. “I just found it last night. They must have followed me. I marked where I had found it but I need to catalogue it and…”

Indy smiled.

“Oh, I don’t think that’ll be a problem, considering the circumstances.” 
The majority of artefacts that Indy had been known to find were already out of the ground. However, this did not mean that Indy did not partake in ‘real’ archaeological digs such as this one. Most of the time when Indy set out to find an artefact, it was just that. Throughout his life and indeed ever since he had become an archaeologist, Indy’s life had been filled not only with the wonder and exploration of archaeology, but also the danger and adventure that seemed to come with it.
“Indy. Thanks again for coming after me. I really appreciate it.”

Indy smiled.

“No problem, sweetheart.”

Some time later, Indy and Maria reached the camp and as they did, several of the archaeologists ran over to them, with questioning looks in their eyes.
“Dr. Jones, Miss Crowe. Is everything okay?” asked Dr. Tovey.

“Fine”, replied Maria.

As everyone sat down, Maria told the group about the events that had started early that morning, as she tended to the gash on Indy’s forehead.

“And I’m grateful to Dr. Jones for saving my life”, she beamed.

Indy rolled his eyes. “Maria, for cryin’ out loud. It was…ouch!” he exclaimed as Maria carried on tending to the injured archaeologist.
“How can I repay you?”

“You don’t have to.”

 Maria sighed. This man was more stubborn than any she had ever met.

“Well, I was thinking of asking you something.”

“Go on.”

“I have relatives living in New York. I wondered if I could come back with you…”

“…when I return to the States?” he offered.

“Yes.”



“Not at all. That would be great.”
“Wonderful. I’ll let dad know.”

He nodded.

The next day, Indy and Maria said goodbye to their party and later that day they boarded the plane for America.

“I’ll tell you something”, said Indy to Maria as he settled into his seat. “I really love England, but it’ll be great to get back to the States.”

Maria nodded and smiled.

“So Indy, what do you think of the English?”

Indy smiled “They’re great”, he said. “Everyone’s real friendly and…”

“Yes?”

“Well, the women are especially friendly”, he began.

Maria smiled.

“And very beautiful.”

“Oh Indy,” she sighed. “Does Selene know how much of a flirt you are?”

“As a matter of fact, she does. I’m serious though. English ladies are really quite beautiful.”

Maria laughed. “And I’m sure that Selene knows how charming you can be as well, Indiana”, she smiled.

Indy smiled, covered his eyes with his fedora, and then closed his eyes and before he drifted of to sleep, he thought about Selene, the beautiful redhead who was eagerly awaiting his return.

Chapter 1
New York
A few days later

On campus

It was a bright sunny afternoon and the trees swayed with a gentle breeze. 
Students walked through the campus, and inside one of the classrooms a professor was teaching the class about Sabratha. 
The professor’s real name was Henry Jones Jr. and many people knew of this name in academic circles, but when he was not here in the academic world he was known as Indiana Jones or Indy, an almost fearless adventurer, travelling around the world in search of ancient artefacts. He had also had more than his share of near-death experiences and was someone who could more than handle himself in dangerous situations.  
He also owned a Webley and bullwhip, as when he was out in the ‘field’, death had threatened to claim him on more than one occasion. 
This was the other part of his career, a distinguished archaeology professor, teaching students archaeology and history at the university. 

Dr. Jones was very well respected and liked by students and staff alike, especially by most of the female students, which seemed to dominate his classes. They not only found his lectures fascinating but also found him fascinating as well, as they spent most of the lessons gazing into his clear, determined hazel eyes.

Indy looked over at his class and smiled.

“Sabratha, as well as Lepcis Magna and Oea, constituted the ancient religion of Tripolis, which is on the North African Coast. It possessed one of the few natural harbours along this part of the coast and is situated by the main costal route which links the harbour to one of the trans-Saraha trade routes via the Oasis of Gydamus. Now, another name for this is Ghadames.”

Indy paused to write this word on the blackboard behind him. 
He looked over at his class and continued.
“Sabratha’s potential was first recognised by the city of Carthage. By the fifth century BC, the city’s expanding commercial interests has led to the establishment of a seasonal trading post, from where trade was conducted with the local native population. 
By the second half of the fourth century BC, the appearance of stone suggests that that the development of a permanent trading station and the growing commercial importance of Sabratha. Ostia, Rome’s harbour town has a square mosaic floor and one of the town’s trade corporations depicts an elephant, which was the emblem of Sabratha and an animal that was eagerly sought after for display in the public shows which became increasingly popular in the capital and other cities in the empire.
It was in Sabratha that a new monumental civic centre complex was planned and gradually took shape in the course of the first century AD. The development was assisted by a serious earthquake in circa sixty-four to seventy AD, which destroyed existing buildings that might have otherwise restricted redevelopment. The heart of the development was the construction of a Roman style forum, associated administrative building and the Customary Capitolium.”

Indy paused for a moment and glanced over at his students where most of the female members of his class seemed to be in some sort of daydream and weren’t mesmerised just by the lecture.

“The latter was a temple often associated with the forum complex of Romanised cities of the West. Named after the capital of Rome where there was a temple dedicated to Jupiter and it was usually dedicated to the Capitoline triad of Jupiter, Juno and Minerva. The development of these typically Roman urban forms was complimented by continuing local traditions such as the temple to the Egyptian deity Serapis. This was positioned at the North-Western corner of the forum and was built of local sandstone. Even the grander temple of Liber Pater or Dionysos was uncovered in the sense that, although it had a Classical plan, the applied stucco facing was gaudily painted. Probably the most impressive development during this period was the enlargement of the Temple of Isis. As a goddess of seafarers and calm conditions, she became a very popular deity throughout the Mediterranean. At Sabratha, with its commercial interests, Isis was obviously important, and her temple stood on the coast overlooking the sea on the eastern side of the city. Now, the development and embellishment of cities throughout the empire relied in part on civic funds, but overwhelmingly, on the pride and civil patriotism of their leading citizens. At Sabratha, a benefactor by the name of Flavius Tullus provided the city with a public water supply. This was essential to civilised urban life and was required for more thank drinking. The leisure facilities of the baths, as well as certain commercial and industrial operations, required large amounts of water. The population of this city relied on water storage cisterns, which can be found extensively in houses and buildings throughout the city, until Flavius Tullus provided a public supply, as is recorded in an inscription set up by his son, Caius Flavius Pudens. 
In its public buildings, Sabratha increasingly assumed the characteristics of a Romanized town. In contrast, the original native character of the city was maintained as its older residential areas, which were typically irregular and overcrowded. The accelerated development of the city in the second half of the second century AD also involved the extension of residential living space. A new domestic quarter was laid out on the eastern side of the city. Unlike in the older quarters, the houses and buildings here were set out to a rigid grid pattern, and many of the streets new district was dominated by a magnificent theatre building, which has partially been restored. In 365 AD, much of the eastern Mediterranean suffered massive damage from a major earthquake and the city suffered extensively in the catastrophe and although there was some rebuilding in the town centre, much of the outer city was abandoned and significantly, none of the pagan temples were rebuilt, undoubtedly a significant indication of the growing strength and popularity of Christianity. Occupation continued at Sabratha, but its importance as a commercial centre has long since ceased.”
At that moment, the bell rang and Indy said: “Please see my assistant for the list of assigned reading on this subject. And please note that this particular assignment needs to be handed in by next Wednesday. Thank you ladies and gentlemen.”

As the class filed out, a female student approached Indy as he was gathering his things.

“I’d just like to say that was a very interesting lecture. But then again, I would expect nothing less from you, Dr. Jones.”
“Thanks. That’s very kind of you, miss…” Indy looked up and stood was a young woman, and one of his regular archaeology students.
“Stella,” he began. “How are you?”

She smiled. “I’m fine. The course is going really well and I’m really enjoying it here at the university. And yourself Dr. Jones?” she asked.
“I’m fine thank you”, he replied.

“Professor, I haven’t seen you in a while. Have you been away?” she enquired.

“I have. I just got back from England actually.”

“Oh? Which part did you visit?”
“Avebury”, he told her.
She nodded.

“I’m originally from Bristol and I’ve visited Avebury a few times. It’s a very interesting place, isn’t it?”

Indy thought back to his recent experience and nodded. “Yes it is.”

“Well”, said Stella. “It’s very nice to speak with you again Professor Jones.”

“And yourself”, he told her.

“Oh and I just wanted to let you know, Dr. Jones”, she said as she walked toward the door and turned to him. “I think you’ve got really nice eyes.”

Once outside of the room, Stella’s friend Laura glanced and her and smiled.

“Well, for a moment I thought you weren’t going to do it.”

“Oh no. What on earth have I just said? He probably thinks that I’m just another one of those dreamy students in his class.”

“Well you are, aren’t you”, smiled Laura as they walked down the corridor. “Well, at least you told the truth. His eyes are quite nice.”

“Laura!”

Indy was just about to leave the classroom when an old friend stepped into the room. 
Marcus Brody was an old college friend of Indy’s father and over the years he was almost like a substitute father to Indy, until a few years ago when Indy and his father became almost like best friends, and even now, after Indy’s relationship with his father was much closer, Marcus still remained a very close friend of Indy’s.

“Hi Marcus,” said Indy, greeting the Englishman.

“Hello Indiana”, the older man smiled. “Are you all right? You seem almost distracted and you look slightly flustered.”

“Yeah Marcus I’m okay”, smiled Indy as they left the classroom and began to walk down the corridor.

“Come on Indy. What is it?” asked Marcus

“Well, it’s just that one of my students, she, uh, paid me a compliment.”

“Really?”

 “Yeah. She told me that I had nice eyes.”
“Well, there’s nothing wrong with that”, smiled Brody. “Goodness me Indiana, you should be flattered.”

“Aw, c’mon Marcus”, said Indy, trying to change the subject. “I’m surprised that Bessie hasn’t asked you out to dinner by now.”
“Sorry to disappoint you Indy, but there is nothing going on with me and Miss Parker. We are strictly business acquaintances”, said Brody firmly.
Bessie Parker was the head librarian at the university and occasionally met up with Marcus from time to time. Naturally a rumour had begun that he and Bessie were courting.
“Okay”, said Indy, holding up his hands. “I believe you”.

“So”, began Marcus, glad that Indy had now changed the subject. “How was the trip to England?” he asked while they continued walking down the corridor.

“It was very interesting”, he replied.
Indy told Marcus about the past weeks events and his adventure in England and he mentioned that Maria was staying with friends in the city. 
They had found out that the necklace was dated back around about 45 BC. 

Indy and Marcus walked over to the museum and proceeded to Marcus’ office where Brenda, Marcus’ secretary greeted them.
“Dr. Jones. It’s wonderful to see you again”, she said.
“And yourself”, smiled Indy.

“I understand that you’ve just gotten back from England. How was it?”

“It was interesting. It’s a lovely country. “
“It is isn’t it? I think you’re a bit biased though. And how is the lady?” she asked.

“Selene’s fine.”

“She’s a very lucky girl, you know”, flirted Brenda.

Indy smiled. “Oh? And why is that?”
“Well, she just happens to be dating the most popular professor on the campus.”

“That’s very kind”, said Indy modestly.

“Well, that’s more or less how Mr Brody described you at the opening night of the Ark of the Covenant exhibit.”

“And quite rightly so”, said Marcus.

“And don’t think that I’ve forgotten about that”, began Indy.

Brenda giggled.

“Oh surely the confident Dr. Jones wasn’t nervous”, teased Brenda.

“I was, actually”, Indy informed her. “Apparently, this gentleman here and my girlfriend were plotting against me”, he half smiled.

Brenda glanced at Brody.

“Hmm, I see. Well, I thought it was a very nice speech that you gave.”

“Thank you.”

“Oh, you should have seen the look on your face when Marcus called you up to the podium”, smiled Brenda. “Let’s just say that you’d gone a deep shade of crimson.”

Indy rolled his eyes.

“It was the lighting, honest”, he smiled.

As Brenda made them coffee, Indy followed Brody into his office where they sat down.

“Something has come up”, began Brody.

“Oh?”

“Yes. While you were away there has been some trouble around the campus and at the museum.”

“What kind of trouble?” asked Indy as Brenda poured them coffee. 
The two men thanked her and she closed the door behind her.

“Well, as you are aware, the museum holds a scroll which was found by yourself five years ago which  no-one is able to read.”

Indy nodded.

“I know the one.”

“Apparently, there is a group called The Order of the Stars, and they have been sighted around the campus and the museum. I’m very concerned as they have also been harassing staff and students.”

“Really? I take it that the Police have been called out to deal with these incidents?”

“They have, but no-one seems to be able to catch or find them. It’s all very strange.”

Indy thought a moment.

“I remember when I found the scroll. It was thought that it could only be read a certain way and then I hit upon the theory that perhaps another artefact could be used to decipher it.”

“Have you seen anyone acting suspiciously since you got back Indy?”

Indiana Jones shook his head.

“No. Not that I know of.”

“Well, I have some news.”

“Go on.”

“There may be more than one scroll.”

Indy raised an eyebrow.

“Yes?”

“There have recently been reports in the media that there are thought to be two more scrolls.”

“Two?” said Indy, sipping his coffee.

“Yes. Apparently they are believed to be in a place known as Villarejo in Greece, in the area surrounding Athens.”

“I see.”

“Are you interested?”

“It would be good to finally find out what this scroll means.”

Brody nodded.

“Marcus, give me some time. I’ve only just gotten back from my trip to Avebury.”

The older man nodded.

“That’s fine. So you had an interesting time in England it would seem.”

“Yeah, and it was great to see Maria again.”

“Oh yes. I must meet this young lady at some stage.”

“You will. I’m planning to have a meeting at my house soon.”

Brody nodded.

“Have you seen Selene yet?” he asked.
“I have. She’s fine”, said Indy, as he thought back to her throwing her arms around him on his arrival.

Indy told Marcus that he would let the museum curator know about the expedition before saying goodbye to his old friend and Marcus thanked Indy. 

Indy walked down the museum steps and headed toward his house, located near the campus. 
It was a bright day and the sun was shining. Several people were in the area, some walking, others relaxing and taking advantage of the sunny weather. 
A few minutes later, Indy came to his two-storey house, reached into his pocket and pulled out his house keys. 
He was just about to open the front door when he heard something. 
He turned around and three men, dressed in black trousers and purple tunics were stood, blocking his path.
“Okay. I take it you guys aren’t here to offer me a subscription to National Geographic.”

The said nothing but only glared at him. 

The first one flew at Indy and hit him in the face and Indy tried to move, but it was too late. 
He was cornered. 
The second man grabbed Indy and the third one punched him in the stomach and Indy stumbled backwards and wheezed in pain. 
He then felt something hard on the back of his head and he collapsed on the floor. 
Indy blinked, his vision blurry. 
He blinked again. 
Darkness began to surround him and he then saw something. 
Hardly believing his eyes, he blinked. 
The men were suddenly gone. 

Indy groaned. His head throbbed. 

That was the last thing he remembered because then, everything went black.
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