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Prologue 

As one of the many students in Barnett College, I too had the honour of attending Professor Jones' classes on unconventional archaeology. It was no secret that our teacher led a double life. He was a popular tutor among his students 9 months per year and an intrepid explorer in his free time. He embarked on dangerous trips across the continents, he fought the dark forces of evil, he risked his life and saw things that most of us would never have the chance to lay our eyes upon. Much as we didn't want to believe that he had really seen and drunk from the Holy Grail and had truly witnessed human sacrifices to Goddess Kali, the fact remained that these things were real, so every time there was a lecture of his in the Great Hall, we all rushed in like hungry schoolchildren to hear him talk and expound his theories.
One day he talked to us about a matter that had been troubling him for quite some time, his first expedition. He explained to us how he had set out to complete it, even before the discovery of the Lost Arc, but had to resume all research due to his mother's unexpected death.
He told us about King Midas of Phrygia and the myth around his name. According to his research, King Midas was a real person who ruled ancient Phrygia, a region in Asia Minor back in the 8th century BC. The story says that Dionysus the Greek god of wine gave Midas the power to turn everything he touched into gold. Unable to eat or drink, the King prayed to be relieved by this gift, so Dionysus instructed him to wash in the River Pactolus which since then has had golden sands. He also gave him a golden jar with which he washed off his palace and his children who had turned golden also. 
There was silence in the hall when I heard some suppressed laughter from the back. Uneasy about the whole situation, I raised my hand and asked for the permission to speak. "What you just told us Dr. Jones is very interesting. I am of Greek origin and I would like to help you in any supplementary research you may need to do in the future."
That day, I met Professor Jones after class. He thanked me for my interest and told me that he would appreciate it if I could work as a part-time researcher for him. "Please come over to my house at 6.00 p.m. There's something I want to show you," he added.
It was five minutes to six and I was crossing his street. I found his garden gate open and let myself in. I went up a few stairs and found myself facing his front door. There was a short note on it: I'm sorry I couldn't make it to our appointment Jack but I think I found something. Don't worry however because we will meet soon. There's something for you under the doormat.
I lifted the carpet and found a white envelope. I opened it. It was a plane ticket for Turkey.
Chapter I
I was to meet a guy called Alper Yesil. He owned a bookstore in Izmir with rare manuscripts and books, some of which his good friend Henry Jones had brought him from his numerous trips. Yesil was a librarian and a good one indeed; he could find any book or document that had ever been written on ancient Mediterranean civilizations.
"What did Dr. Jones tell you?" he asked me in a heavy accent. "I don't know. He gave me an envelope with a few instructions in it. I think he wants me to do some research for him."
"No, I think he wants you to see this," he said and hanged the "We're closed" sign on the door. There was an old dusty trapdoor under the counter that he had smartly hidden under a rug. He slid the bolt across to open it and we descended a wooden ladder. "This bookstore has been built on an ancient catacomb. Don't be surprised by what you are going to see." We crossed a low-ceilinged corridor with thousands of books on the left and right. There was scarce light coming from the ground. "Is there anything underneath?" I asked. "Well Jack, this is as far as I take my most important clients. For the rest, very few of them, there is this," he said and opened what seemed to be an underground door.
A blindly white light flashed from the underground room that made my unaccustomed eyes ache. 'What is this place?" I said raising my hand before my eyes. "This is an ancient Greek sanctuary that is more than 2,500 years old. It sank down into the earth, due to an earthquake that hit this place centuries ago." When my eyes got used to this dazzling light I realised that what I had been seeing all that time was the glaring reflection of treasure; two chests full of ancient coins. "Where did you get that?" I said amazed.
"People would kill to have it," said Alper. "You have no idea how many people are looking for this. I had one man asking me about it this very morning." "Ohh, I can sure imagine that," said I, unable to take my eyes away from that feast of light and wealth. 
"It looks dirty and old on the outside but the inside is…" continued Alper. 
"What looks dirty?" I said in clear wonder. "The book, Jack, the book! Be careful with it. It's a rare medieval edition. It contains the Annals of every single King who ruled the region of Phrygia until the 5th century BC. It's invaluable." 
"Oh, I see and…this?" I said, almost hypnotized, and showed him the chests of gold. 
"You mean the treasure? That's nothing compared to what we will find in ancient Gordium, but don't ask too many questions now."
When we finally got back to the bookstore and unable to understand why anyone would kill for a book, the obvious question came to my mind. "Where is Dr. Jones, anyway?"
"Didn't he tell you? He is in Egypt!"
The following morning we received a telegram.
I'll be back in two days. Stop.
I've got something great to tell you. Stop
H. J.
Chapter II
The next morning I took a walk in the city of Izmir, a beautiful city by the Mediterranean coast, wondering what Indy might have found. The streets were full of vendors selling their goods and the smell of spices was a bit too rich for my western taste. I liked this kind of atmosphere. “The east is so different from the west,” I thought melancholically. 

Soon, I felt I was being followed. I entered the first shop I found on my right, anxious and uneasy. Two mysterious men in their white hats got into the shop shortly after me and sat down near the window. I could have sworn they were looking at me and as time went by, they seemed to be looking my way even more. I remembered Alper's warnings never to trust anyone and prepared to leave the shop but as I was too afraid to walk in front of them, I asked the owner whether there was a back door from which I could escape. I came out of the shop and started walking at a fast pace. I turned around the corner when, to my bad luck, I felt a gun pointing at my back. I was surrounded by three villains and there was nothing I could do. I tried to call for help but my voice was covered by the screams of shouting vendors selling their products.
And then I heard a familiar whiplash. "Indy you' re back!" We engaged into a terrible fight against three 6 ft. tall Turks with thick moustaches and large scimitars in their hands. "Step back kid, this is going to get messy," said Indy and threw the villains' weapons away with a single whiplash. Suddenly, the men, I had seen in the shop, came out of nowhere. Indy looked at them straight in the eye observing their every move. Sweat was running down his forehead. At their sign, five more guys came out of a truck. They started running towards us shouting and brandishing their swords. Indy shot one of them in the leg and threw the other one on a cart full of fruits and vegetables avoiding a lethal stabbing in the stomach. We started running while the others chased us more determined than ever. "Indy, let's hide in these baskets," I said. "Oh believe me, you don't want to hide in there!' he said as if he knew what he was talking about. We threw back at them almost anything we could get our hands on. Indy took his whip out and flogged it in the air. A horse that was nearby lifted its hind legs and smashed one of the villains in the face. "Melville!" said Indiana Jones when we finally got rid of them. "We are going to meet lots of them."
When we reached the bookstore, Alper was looking quite anxious. "Did you get it?" he asked as soon as Indiana entered the store. "Yes, yes I did. Did any of our "friends" visit you while I was in Egypt? Let me guess…Melville?"
"Well, you don't have to ask me things you already know," said Alper. "Let me see the book now." "We bumped into some of Melville's boys as well this morning," said Indiana Jones and took out of his pocket what seemed to be an old packet. "You have no idea what I went through to get this book," he added. "Our book was not easy to procure either," said I trying to be part of the whole thing. "Procuuure?" said Indy. "Why, boy I risked my life to get this book. The police forces of three African countries are still looking for me and you tell me your book was difficult to…PROCURE?" The two men bent over the two books deeply interested. "According to the notes I took years ago, there is a map somewhere hidden inside the pages of these two books, a map which will lead us to the lost Phrygian city and from there to Midas' gold and if you think you've had enough in the past two days Jack, you still haven't seen anything."
Chapter III
Jack: "Now, that's real gold we're talking about, isn't it?"
Alper: "Yes, Jack, just like the chests we saw downstairs, only dozens of them, no, hundreds of them… maybe even thousands. We just have to find this map first, the map that will help us unlock the secrets of King Midas' fortune. These Annals are medieval reprints of great importance. The original slabs were destroyed during the Byzantine era and contained a detailed map of Midas' tomb."
Indy: "According to the Annals of the Phrygian Kings, King Midas did not wash off all his fortune in time; death got to him first and his children hid the rest somewhere inside the tomb, a giant 170ft tall monument. As you can see Jack, whoever finds King Midas' gold will be rich beyond his wildest dreams. But just think what could happen if it fell into the wrong hands."
Jack: "Melville, you mean! But who is he anyway?"
Indy: "Oh, he is someone I know very well, alright. We studied archaeology together and he's been one of my greatest rivals ever since. Back then, he swore he would find the Gold of King Midas first but his methods hardy make him an archaeologist."
That night we studied the two books closely in search of the lost map. We went through every single chapter but there wasn't a single clue that made us believe that a map might exist between the ancient pages. The manuscripts were beautifully illuminated in gold and silver. "It's getting late and we still haven't found anything" I said. "I think we're missing something here" said Indy. "Let's check everything from the beginning. It must be something indicative of King Mida's sovereignty."" What century was it?" I asked. "The 8th ," replied Alper, "but there is no such number here."
We went through the chapters once more, closely examining the pictures, the inscriptions and even the pages themselves. The chapter on King Midas dominion began with an illuminated capital letter, a real piece of art that immediately caught Indy's attention. It was the letter H. “H stands for eight in Ancient Greek," said I, "Or the 8th century BC when King Midas was king of Gordium," added Indy. "Hand me the magnifier." The inside of the illuminated letter H looked like a maze or better a…map. "Could that be the map we are looking for?" I asked. "Well, there is only one way to find out, "replied Indy.” Get some rest now. We are taking the 7 o' clock train to Ankara.
Chapter IV
We got on the train and I sat by the window. Ever since I had stepped my foot in this country, I had gone down catacombs that dated back to 1,000 BC, I had been chased non-stop by villains and had nearly got shot to death. I wondered if this was Indy's idea of an archaeological expedition abroad. In any case, I had been finally given the chance to enjoy the Turkish scenery and expected no one and nothing to spoil this for me.
Indy took the books out of his bag. "What is that book you brought back from Egypt anyway, Indy?" said I. "It's an Assyrian document written by King Sargon II. It talks about a curse that envelops King Midas' lost treasure. According to this document, King Midas committed suicide that brought destruction to his Kingdom and to the region of Phrygia. Midas' 170 ft. tall tomb in Gordium is believed to be hiding a secret passage to an underground city where his children may have actually hidden the gold. Unfortunately, it doesn't tell us what the curse is all about. I guess we will have to find out there."
I got up and walked to the next wagon. Travelling by train can make you feel quite dizzy! There were all kinds of people inside but the third car was uniquely occupied by German-speaking men in uniform. I felt somewhat uneasy about this. "Indy," I said, when I got back to him, "if we are on a train to Ankara, why does everyone speak German?"
"German? What do the Germans want in the same train with us ? I don't like the sound of that. Stand up kid, let's get out of here." Seconds after we had left the compartment, the door opened and three Germans got in. Indy took his gun out.
Indy: "Jack, run back to the last wagon."
Jack: "And what are you…?"
Indy: "Now!"
There was a terrible gunfight in the car. People were shouting and screaming, too scared to get out of their compartments. That made it easy for me to get to the last wagon. The Germans got into our car, the one after the other, while Indy ran after me, shooting back at them. Wounded bodies were falling in front of him making his way to the back difficult while the Nazis would shoot at anyone to get closer to Indy. "Das Buch, Herr Jones," they shouted. "Duck," I shouted, only seconds before a bullet flew over Indy and hit the wall opposite him.
Indy: "Disengage the wagon."
Jack: "What?"
Indy: "Disengage the wagon!"
Jack: "Are you crazy? You'll be stuck with them."
Indy: "Do it now!"
I found a wrench and started hitting the hook till it broke off. The car started immediately moving backwards. Indy jumped on the wagon, his feet trailing on the ground. "Drop me the whip and I will catch you," I said. The Nazis were at the other end shooting at us. "Ju vill neva survive" they shouted. Indy got up and saluted them in their silly Hitlerite way. The train was now speeding aback and there were no breaks to stop it "The wagon is full of oil barrels," I hollered, "but at least we got rid of them." "Not for long," said Indy.
We heard another gunshot. It was a plane flying over us. Indy opened a window and shot back. "The wagon is going too fast, we are going to crash and that pilot is shooting at a car full of oil barrels!" I shouted in despair. "Well, didn't you always want to know what your teacher did in his spare time? Hide behind these barrels. He'll try to derail us. And prepare to jump when I tell you so." The train was accelerating like a speeding bullet. In a few minutes we would come off the track and crash on the steep mountains. 
The plane was flying over both sides of the train making it difficult for Indy to shoot at the pilot. "Get out of there kid, I think I can reach him." The pilot shot back at us and broke the window right above my head. "NOW!" I screamed and Indy shot back at him. The plane fell in fire, 100 ft. in front of us. "We are going to diiiiiiiiiie" I screamed in panic. "No time for chit-chat, we've got to jump or we will die in the explosion!" "Jump? Wheeere?" I asked. Indy pulled the wagon's door and pushed me out. We held the door that had now become a safety-board and rolled down the hills only seconds before our wagon crashed on the plane, causing a huge, fiery explosion. I rolled a dozen times swallowing dust and mud, coughing and hitting my head on the ground. We fell down unconscious. When we woke up we were in some sort of prison.
 Chapter V
"I asked you time and again Herr Jones, where are the books? And believe me, if I can’t make you tell me what I want, I know someone who can."
A lanky German officer stood up in front of us, shouting and brandishing his truncheon over our heads. His voice resounded like military drums on my temples. I had a terrible headache and Indy who was standing next to me tied up on a chair did not look any better. "Nazis, you are all the same. Puppets working for a madman," he said. "Where are we anyway?"
"You are in Yazilikaya* ," said a familiar voice, "97 km southwest of Gordium."
Indy: "Melville! Of all things… I knew you were capable of everything but I never expected to see you working for the scum of society."
Melville: "Now, Dr. Jones, there’s plenty of gold for all of us, where we are going. So why don’t you show some co-operative spirit and tell us where the books are. It could save you from a lot of trouble you know."
Indy: "The books were lost in the crash, I am afraid. You don’t have them, I don’t have them."
Melville: "Then, perhaps you could start with what you know. Just like old times, isn’t it Jones? I always knew how to claim what was rightfully mine".
Indy: "People like you give archaeologists a bad name."
Melville: "Now, Dr. Jones there’s no need for hard feelings between us. The past is long forgotten. After all, we are civilized people. Would you care to join me?"
We were taken to a comfortable room and were treated with the utmost hospitality. The window was semi-open and it looked as if we were on the 3rd floor. Indy and Melville sat on a table in front of a large tray with fresh fruit. "The gold, Jones, the gold is mine; you know it and I know it, am I not right … Indiana?" Right at that moment, another German officer entered the room and whispered something in Melville’s ear.
"I am afraid I will have to leave you my friends. I was just notified that we made significant progress in our quest for gold! But I can’t leave my two guests without proper entertainment, can I?" he said and made a sign with his left hand. A small harem of half a dozen women- dancers came in the room and started dancing in front of us. "What an arrogant pig," I said when he was gone. "Let’s get out of here Indy."
That was probably one of the biggest mistakes we could have ever made because as soon as we headed for the door, the six women, screaming at the top of their lungs, employed every martial move they knew to literally n a i l  us down. Much as we didn’t want to hit them, our situation did not call for male generosity. They blocked our way to the exit and pulled out guns, I couldn’t have guessed, they had hidden inside their clothes! One of them took some large sharp needles out of her hair and threw them at us. I ducked and replied with the tray and the fruit. We pushed the table towards their side but they jumped on it and kicked us hard in the face. Indy tried to flog them but they avoided it smartly. "We’ve got to get out of here," I said in despair. "I’ve got an idea. Hang on well kid," replied Indy. We held onto the curtain and dashed out of the open window. The curtain swung back and we let ourselves fall on the balcony below us.
The room we fell into looked like an engine-room that produced an unbearable noise. We made our way to the door. There was a shadow moving outside. Indy held his breath and took his gun out. Right then, the door opened abruptly, Indy fell back and his gun fell off his hand. A soldier came in and the two started fist fighting while I was trying to find the weapon. "Shoot the pipes," shouted Indy. "Shoot the pipes." Without any second thoughts, I shot a pipe that let burning steam out. The man fell down writhing in pain. 
We didn’t bump into anybody else until we came out of the building. Once we were out and away, we looked back realising we had been kept prisoners inside a German base. We grabbed the first car we saw and headed to Gordium.
* former Midas City
Chapter VI
"Wow, did you see what I did to that guy?" said I, in amazement. "This is not a game kid," said Indy. "Things are going to get a lot more dangerous when we get to Gordium." Twenty minutes had elapsed when we started making out a forest in the horizon. "That’s the Forest of the Poison-Plants that surrounds Gordium city and Midas tomb," added Indy. "It’s just unbelievable if you think that the forest is still very much alive today, although thousands of years have gone by since the Curse. According to the myth, the Gods cursed the place with these poisonous plants so that no man could fall into greed again. We have to be extremely careful now." The Nazis who were already there, had sealed part of the forest. We stopped the car and found an unguarded path to follow on foot.
The area was suffocatingly green and warm like a rain forest. Its temperature had changed within seconds and the symptoms of scarlet fever were not far away. We walked slowly and carefully feeling weaker and weaker by the minute. "I feel like someone is watching us," I whispered. I heard the birds flying over us in the clear sky. How I wished we could fly to Midas tomb. I looked at the plants around me which seemed to be observing our every move like fearless sentinels. One small plant spat something like an arrow which got stuck in my back bag and shed a greenish liquid that frothed. I threw it away in fear. "Watch where you throw those things. You are lucky it didn’t land on the sarcophagi plants," said Indy a bit angry.
We took the path out of the forest feeling extremely tired and sweaty. There were giant brown mushrooms on the left and right. Something told me they were not there for good. All of a sudden their tops opened up and a densely white gas came out billowing. We had no other alternative but to fall on our knees and elbows and crawl our way out of the path. We reached a point where the gas could no longer harm us, still crawling, when we finally set eyes on the ancient city. Midas tomb was no more that 50 meters away from us. I had never seen anything like that. The tomb, all golden and glowing, like a ziggurat, towered over the city and right outside of it and everywhere around it the Nazis, armed to the teeth, had built small camping sites that secured every entrance and exit. "We’ll never get inside," I said in despair.
"Halt!" someone said in a threatening tone. It was a Nazi. Indy and I stood up quite reluctantly. With a quick move, Indy turned around, grabbed the man’s gun and threw him on a giant gummy plant. The plant opened widely enveloping him with its large leaves as if to digest its victim. Suddenly, an ivy grabbed me from the leg and pulled me back in the forest. Indy tried to help me but it was too late. "Your gun Indy, use your gun." I told him. "No, it will only make more noise," he replied and caught the plant with both his hands. The ivy pulled us together at the other end of the forest. To our fear we realised we were closing on a cliff. We fell down still hanging from the plant while the Sakarya River was flowing violently under us. I wondered how much weight a poison ivy could hold. The ivy was cut abruptly and only a few meters before we hit the waters, the plant got caught somewhere leaving us swinging in front of a cave we hadn’t noticed before. "Now, that’s what I call luck, kid. We just found the secret entrance to the tomb.”
Chapter VII
The cave was dark and cold. There was water running from the ceiling’s crevices. "Some kind of river must flow over us," said Indy quietly. Back in the forest the temperature was warm and unbearably wet. Now, we could hear the wind whistling against the humid walls.
Indy took a small flashlight out of his pocket and we carried on walking along a dark corridor. The water had reached the level of our ankles and I felt my legs soaked to the bone. We reached the end of the passage only to find ourselves trapped. There was a large door made of stone that blocked our way to the other rooms. "Something tells me that what we are looking for is right behind this door," I said in excitement. We started pushing hard against the wall. "It’s moving, it’s moving," I said. Right then, the door fell down and we sprawled on the ground in a room full of Nazis. "Ah damn!" we exclaimed together.
Melville: "Well Dr. Jones, you and your annoying student always pop up at the right time. We were about to make ourselves rich but we can always do with some extra help."
Jack: "Melville!"
Melville: "You stay out of this kid. This is between your teacher and me. What did I tell you Dr. Jones? The gold is mine."
Indy: "You still have to look for it."
Melville: "And this is where you are going to help before my patience runs low."
They tied us up together and took us to the next room. It looked like the interior of a destroyed palace. There were more crevices that let water stream down, frozen stalactites and stalagmites. In the background there was something that looked like an old rusty throne. Melville and his men left the room and us lying on the floor. "Did you really lose those books, Indy?" I said when everybody was gone "because if you did, how are we going to find our way in this maze?" "I am afraid I did… but I’ve got the map right here," he said trying to point a hand at his head with a smile. We found a stalagmite and rubbed our ropes against it. "Stupid men, if only they knew. According to the map, we must be in the throne room. Come with me." We approached the brassbound throne to have a better look at it. 
Indy: "The secret passage to Midas gold must be somewhere between two large eyes." 
Jack: "Eyes?"
Indy: "Yes, If I remember right, that is. The eyes of greed."
Jack: "There are two eyes here. I can’t say they look very friendly though. But what’s that?"
It was a large polygonal stone. Indy turned the stone to the right and we heard a terrible noise like an underground door opening somewhere under us. The noise was deafening. We didn’t get the chance to see what was inside the door. We were immediately surrounded by Nazis.
Chapter VIII
A large, dark corridor extended for some 50 meters. "We are going down there," said Melville, turning back to us, "and you are coming with us this time." There was light at the end of the passage. I remembered the two chests I had seen in Alper’s catacomb. When we reached the end, the Nazis pushed a giant door open and we found ourselves in the middle of inestimable riches that made us catch our breath; thousands of chests full of coins and gold… "There must be millions of them," said Melville "oh my god we…I found it. I’ll go first."
"I wouldn’t do that if I were you," said Indy. "But that’s exactly your problem, Dr. Jones," replied Melville maliciously. "You are not me because if you were, you wouldn’t be captured right now while I am about to make myself the richest man in the world."
"Why did you say that to him?" I said quietly. "I don’t know kid, just a premonition." He turned back to me and said: "Remember what I told you in the train about a curse? There was a small inscription with miniscule letters at the end of that chapter that read: Beware of greed for it is a mortal sin. He who shall not obey will lead Midas way."
We were left outside the room while Melville bowed in front of this feast of light and wealth in total awe. "It’s all mine, I am rich!” he screamed in delight. The Nazis started emptying the chests into their trunks and their bags. They filled their pockets with golden coins and hid valuable objects under their hats. Their lust for gold made us sick. "Das ist wunderschoen!" said one of them holding a handful of coins greedily. Suddenly, a golden wave lifted from the ground, it covered his legs, body and arms and turned him into a lifeless statue of gold. Anyone who touched Midas’ cursed treasure, consumed by his greed for wealth, turned into a golden statue. The Nazis looked at their dying bodies in horror, suffocating under the golden sea and shouting till the last moment, only to hear their voice muffled by the cursed wave. Many of them left the tomb running but none of the illegal desecrators got away with it. Melville was left alone in the middle of an immeasurable treasure he couldn’t touch.
Melville: "Noooo, this can’t be happening! I own this gold!"
Indy: "This is Midas’ curse, Melville. That’s what’s happening and the curse will fall upon you too if you don’t leave now."
Melville: "No, this is my gold, you hear it, my gold! I found it first; I’ll stay here to guard it forever."
Right then, the room started rumbling. A terrible noise made the ceiling break. Dust, rocks and water started falling and filling up the room. The walls collapsed and I saw a giant golden Midas statue break down and crash Melville on the head as if to restore nemesis. "We’ve got to get out of here," I said. We ran to the exit but the water was faster and stronger than we were. It swept everything on its way; the treasure, the golden statues, Melville’s body and we altogether fell down in the Sakarya river.
We were running down the violent river when I witnessed the most amazing thing. The golden statues together with thousands of chests started washing out. We tried to swim backwards to hold on to something while the golden coins turned into worthless pieces of metal that sank in the depths of the river. The golden statues, half men now, half statues were trying in vain, to save themselves with violent jerks, but it was too late. Their half-golden body pulled them down and drowned them. When the river calmed down a bit, we were left swimming in the middle of a golden lake. We were finally washed ashore, safe and sound with no treasure in our possession.
I returned to the States a bit poorer than I expected but a lot richer in experience. Throughout my adventures with Indy, I learnt one thing. Greed is a mortal sin that can lead a man to destruction. Nevertheless, we had some good times as well. I saw things that most of you will never see, I became Indy’s partner in mischief and really kicked some Nazi ass!
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