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Iceland - 1932
The Jastro Expedition.
Indiana Jones smiled as the truck slowed to a stop at the foot of a small hill, wisps of snow covering the surrounding mountainous fields.
As he stepped from the car, Jones wrapped a scarf around his neck, and zipped his leather jacket to the top.
He watched a couple of men lift a large crate, and carry it into the small entrance in the rock face, scarcely propped up by two large planks of wood, and held together with frozen mud.
Dr. Bjorn Heimdall came out of the cave, his thick grey hair covered by a hat, and his moustache hidden by a scarf that was pulled over his nose.
“Dr. Heimdall!”
“You decided to come after all then Jones?”
Indy held out his hand, but Heimdall pushed it away, heading for the nearby table. 
“Here Jones, our plan.” he grunted.
Indy looked on with interest at the map of a series of tunnels.
“You and Hapgood will take Research Group B down the North passage, towards the underground lake. Our outpost there will supply you with the necessary equipment to begin the dig.”
“Hapgood?” Indy questioned.
From the entrance of the cave emerged a woman, her red hair flowing in the cold wind.
“Professor?” she called, and Heimdall turned. “The Research Team are waiting, and they want to know when Henry Jones will arrive.”
“Sophia Hapgood, meet Indiana Jones.” Heimdall replied, pointing at Indy.
“Indiana?”
“The name of a dog, apparently.” Heimdall snapped back, before turning to Indy again. “Go on Jones, the sooner you finish in there, the sooner you can get off this icy wasteland.”
Indy adjusted his fedora, and headed inside the cave after Sophia, ducking under the wooden bar.
The cave was a small and twisting corridor, which opened up into a large shelter, the walls made of ice. Indy saw the crate again, unopened, and lingered for a moment, wondering what was inside, before moving on, down the corridor to the outpost, where five people waited.
One handed him a torch, another an ice pick before they all moved off down a pathway leading to the underground lake.
The lake was huge and icy, a corpse frozen solid at the bottom. Slightly jutting out of the ice was a stone block, and Indy saw it first.
“Go and find out what that is.” He called. 
One of the diggers jumped over the barrier and onto the ice, sliding to the wall at the opposite end and hitting it with the pick, allowing a few grains of snow to fall at first, and sliding back as the snow fell away completely, revealing a stone entrance with a thin layer of ice covering the tunnel.
The digger kicked through the ice door, and walked inside, looking back and beckoning to Indy to follow.
The hidden passage looked completely different to the rest of the icy caverns, made completely of stone with strange carvings of moons and suns, and weird head shapes.
Sophia looked like a ghost, her mouth and eyes closed. Suddenly she fell to the floor, grabbing her head and rolling her eyes. She sat up, her eyeballs white, and her voice deeper as she said, “The presence of mortals displeases Nur-Ab-Sal.”
Indy grabbed her as she fell backwards, and her eyes regained their colour. She whispered a blaspheme word and stood again.
“Sophia?” Indy called.
“Get your hands off me Jones.” She said coldly, and shook her self back up.
“You need a drink.” Indiana stated, offering her a flask of hot coffee.
She accepted, and they continued down the passage.
“So,” Indy started. “Where are you from? Why are you here?”
“Boston. I’m here because my parents think I should stay home.” Sophia returned.
“Why didn’t you stay at home then?”
“Because I want adventure. My parents can give me all the money that they want, but they can’t buy my love. What about you Indiana? Why did you come here?”
“Pretty much the same reason, but I haven’t spoken to my father in years.”
“Feud?”
“I went to war.”
“Bad circumstances.” Sophia finished.
Up ahead, a necklace rested on a ledge made of rock, which closely resembled that of the faces on the wall in the corridor.
Sophia reached it first, picking it up and trying it on.
“Leave it!”
Indy’s firm voice caused her to jump with fear, but she looked at it until the rest of the diggers had passed, and hid it in her jacket pocket.
The team rounded the final corner and emerged in a tomb, where a skeleton lay covered in tiny, shiny beads. Beside it was a small wooden statue, with two raised arms and an open mouth. Indy picked it up, putting it in his pocket and grabbing a handful of beads, as did Sophia. Around the skeletons pedestal were smaller wooden statues, and idols that nobody in the team could get a match on.
Collecting everything that they could the team headed back to the surface.
 

Three weeks later. 
The dig was finally over for Indiana Jones. He collected the last of the things, and left behind one thing.
An issue of National Archaeology.
Indiana Jones prayed that this experience was to be his last on Iceland, as Heimdall had said he was going to dig up Norse graves, and Sophia was leaving to take up a new career in Showbiz. But one thing was to happen to change that.
A young German named Kerner picked up the National Archaeology issue. 

The End
