Indiana Jones and the

Mystery of the Unknown Tomb
J.P. Dambly

Thebes, 1940
Lancaster was worried about the accidents.  He did not agree with the other camp leaders in thinking it was a risk of archaeology.  The tunnel had already killed two locals, one when rubble collapsed on him while he was clearing out the entranceway.  Nobody knows why the other local died.  He was found dead at the end of a tunnel, petrified stiff.  There were no marks on him, no physical signs of foul play.  Yet something caused that man to die, and the reason for it was yet unknown.

“I don’t like this,” Dr. Robert Lancaster said, pacing back and forth in the conference tent.  “Something is wrong; two dead in two weeks...thankfully none of my students have been hurt.  I don’t know what the blazes the university would do if one of them were hurt.  I don’t know what I would do, myself.”  From his position at Oxford, he was considered one of the foremost thinkers in modern archaeology, yet he had spent little time in the field in the past fifteen years.

“I’m sure they had some idea of the risks involved.”  Michelle Lewis spoke up from the corner of the tent.  Dr. Lancaster’s recently added assistant was new to field studies, but nonetheless looked the part.  Her white button down shirt and green tank top flawlessly countered her bronzed skin.

“Nevertheless my young professor, risks or not, I can’t even fathom the idea of losing one of ours.” 

“One of ours, Robert?”  Indiana Jones sat beside Dr. Lewis.  He was wearing his much loved brown fedora, looking tired, tattered, and unshaven.  He was irritated that they had been sitting in the desert for forty-eight hours now without doing a thing.  Indiana was leaning on the hind legs of his wooden chair as he sat watch to Lancaster’s worrisome bantering.  As he spoke, he sliced up an apple with his pocketknife, occasionally dripping juice onto his dirt brown khakis.  Lancaster appeared flustered at the elitist insinuation.  “This is getting old,” Indiana continued, “How many times do I have to tell you that you’re getting caught up in local legends of curses and other hocus pocus.  Yes, it’s unfortunate that we’ve lost two workers, but you should realize these things do happen out here.” 

“Well, Dr. Jones you’ll just have to tell me again.  Do you think your university would look kindly on one of your eager young minds getting injured?  Or, dare I say, killed?”

“Of course not, but what makes you think that will happen?”  Dr. Lancaster was still pacing.  His hard domed khaki hat wobbled with every heavy footstep he took.  His matching knee socks, khaki shirt and shorts were drenched from the scorching heat of the desert.  Indy noticed that Lancaster pulled at his thick mustache when he was nervous.  “Look,” Jones continued, “these are just a couple of isolated incidents.  Now I say we get back to work and see if we can make anything out of this tomb.”  

Lancaster snapped back.  “I have never lost a colleague or student in a dig before, Dr. Jones, and I am not going to now.  Two dead workers says to me that there is trouble here we should not interfere with.  This may be a common adventure for you, but when people begin dying, I have no interest in seeing more follow.”  Indy hated how snooty the English could be.  “And not,” Lancaster went on, “not for some tomb we already know to be worthless.  From what we’ve seen it’s of no importance.  Why even take the chance?”

“Because we came out here to show these kids what an excavation really is.  Things happen, Robert.  Better they learn that now.  Obviously we should look into the digger’s death, but once we accomplish that I think we need to let the students do what they paid to come out here and do.”

Lancaster contemplated Indy’s words.  Maybe, he thought, just maybe he had gone slightly overboard.  “We don’t move a millimeter until we figure out that poor chap’s fate?”

“Sure,” Indy assured Lancaster, “We’ll take care of it.”

“Very well then.”  Lancaster was far from pleased, and quite unnerved about the entire incident.  Indy hoped for everyone’s sake, especially for Lancaster’s, that everything else went smoothly.  


 It was already late in the afternoon when the two horsemen came riding into the camp from the north.  Indy was in his tent resting when he heard that familiar deep bellow that he had known for so many years.  “Indy!” the baritone called out.  Immediately Indy was on his feet and walking outside.  

“Sallah, old friend!  You must have the worst sense of timing in all of Egypt.  You were supposed to be here two weeks ago.”  Indy walked up to his old friend and immediately received a bear hug.

“Forgive me, Indy,” Sallah replied, “but my son became ill and I had to tend to him.”  He released a much-relieved Indiana, and then continued.  “Indy, this is my brother-in-law, Ahmar.  Ahmar, this is the great Indiana Jones that I have told you so many stories about.”  

The two shook hands, and Indy said to him, “It’s a pleasure, Ahmar.  Sallah here is the finest man in Egypt.”  He added with a repentant smile, “I was very sorry about your car.”

Sallah shook his head, “I did not tell him that one, Indy.”  Indy blushed red for turning himself in.  “Indy,” Sallah continued, drastically changing the tone, “I’m afraid I come with troubling news.”

“Oh?”

“Yes, while Ahmar and I were on our way down we met several of your fellow explorers.”

“Yeah, there are excavations all over here searching for treasure and what not.”

“Well, now there are less.  Apparently leaders from two other camps have been murdered within the last few days.”  Sallah noted the surprise on Indy’s face.  He leaned in to tell him the most morbid part, looking directly into Indy’s hazel-green eyes.  “They said that their throats were slit in the middle of the night.”

The warm welcome was over, and Indy was now obviously quite worried about the situation.  So much for his plans for an uneventful excavation, those plans were going to have to be put on hold indefinitely, again.  


Lancaster ran to Indy as quickly as he could, huffing like a locomotive as he did so.  He looked much more panicked than was usual.  “Indy,” Lancaster said in a heavy pant, “We’ve lost Dr. Lewis, we can’t find her, anywhere!” 








***

Footsteps shifted through the sifting sands outside the camp.  Indy lay in bed, still in his khakis and worn tan shirt, wide-awake trying to piece this puzzle together.  Why had two camp leaders been killed?  The disturbing thoughts of their throats sliced open kept him up.  Maybe the locals’ deaths here were not an accident, but how was it tied to Michelle disappearance?  He thought about Lancaster’s heed of warning when he took the students to safety in the nearest town before the sunset.  Lancaster wanted to stay, but Indy thought his place would be best with the students, not immediately in harm’s way.  Indy was left alone at the camp with Sallah and Ahmar.  Remembrances of the past swirled into his head as he thought back to former puzzles he had been thrown into. 

He thought he heard something outside.  Ever so faint, perhaps it was a figment of his imagination that he heard over the utter quiet of the desert night.  Nevertheless, it is always better to be safe than sorry.  From his mat, he softly reached over to his pack and grabbed his Webley.

The feet were resting on rubber soles, wrapped tightly to the feet by black linen.  Their movement through the sand was remarkably silent.  Quickly, they traversed through the campsite.  Searching for the target, they examined each tent individually, finding almost all of them to be empty.  Two Arab men occupied one, but neither fit the description that had been given.  Finally the black feet reached the tent nearest the tomb entrance—a small two-sleeper from which no noise came.  A hand slowly lifted the cover to look inside.  In the center of the tent, a brown fedora rested peacefully on top of its owner's head.  The fedora was the sign he was to look for, and now he had his target in sight.  Out of his black sash he stealthily pulled a serrated dagger, eight inches long.  He raised it high in the air to gain momentum, and then forcefully swooped it down, aiming it straight at the sleeping victim.  

Just as it was going to cut into his chest, Indy rolled to the left, still getting nicked on his right side, just above his waist.  From his vulnerable position he grabbed a handful of sand from the ground, rolled back and threw it in the intruder's dark face.  The impact of the minute crystals on his soft eyes sent the intruder screaming, struggling to clean his burning corneas.  Indy got to his feet and landed an uppercut on the intruder's chin, knocking him out.  Indy then reached for his pistol on the desk.     

Sallah awoke quickly at the sound of trouble.  He had grown used to that around Indy.  He jumped off the ground as fast as a man of his stature was able to and rushed to Indy’s tent.  Just inside he saw Indy standing in the darkness, pistol pointed at a limp body on the ground.  “It looks like you have a visitor,” Sallah noted.

“Yeah, but not the friendly kind,” Indy turned the Webley and handed it to his friend.  “Shoot him if he moves too fast.”  Indy lit a lamp on the desk beside him and picked up his bullwhip from the ground.

“What are you going to do, Indy?”

“Have a little conversation.”  Indy quickly tied the intruder to the desk chair as if he was lassoing a young bull. 

“Would you like for me to wake him up?” Sallah asked.  Indy nodded.  Sallah shook the intruder until he woke up, giving a couple light smacks on the cheek to speed up the process.  “Hello,” Sallah greeted upon his awakening.  “Tell us who you are.”

The intruder did not speak.  He sat silent in the chair, staring at Sallah.  Indy stepped to the intruder and grabbed his linen clothes at the shoulders.  “What did you come for?” he said aggressively.    The intruder understood the hostile tone.  His mouth opened and words came out like smoke from a flame.  

From beside, Sallah spoke.  “Indy, what this man says, I do not know.  It is a dialect unknown to me, but it does not seem to be Arabic—”

“It’s not a current dialect,” Indy said, “What he’s saying is over a thousand years old.  I’ve never actually heard anyone speak it before. It’s hard to make out.  It sounds very similar to ancient Egyptian.”  The man was still speaking, not concerned that his holders were talking amongst themselves.  

“Can you understand it?” Sallah asked.

Indy tried to, but became visibly frustrated that he was not able to make much of a connection in his head.  He motioned in discouragement, “No, I can’t seem to make sense of it.  I thought I heard him say something ends…at the end of something.”

Sallah paused.  “The end of what?”  

“It sounded like ‘the Duat’, but I’m not sure.  I wouldn’t know what language to begin asking him in.”  


Something was heard outside the tent.  Indy walked out, followed by Sallah, leaving the intruder alone.  Nothing was found outside, and soon they stopped searching.  Sallah heard Indy talking to himself.  “The Duat...in the morning…”

“What does that mean?” Sallah wondered.

“Ancient Egyptians,” Indy began, turning back to him, “believed the sun traveled into the underworld, or the Duat, every night, from where it was reborn again in the morning.”  Indy had convinced himself:  “He’s saying something’s going to happen in the morning.”

“But what?”

“I don’t know, but I bet it’s tied to Michelle’s disappearance.  Maybe we’re already close to finding something we’re not supposed to.”  Letting his mind turn over its thoughts again, Indy faced the tomb’s entrance.  With only the light of the lamp inside the tent to guide his view, Indy struggled to see much of anything.  He did, however, see a dark patch near the entrance of the tomb.  Edging closer to it, he was not able to make out its substance until he was close enough to touch it.  

“It’s blood,” he said to Sallah.  Not far past it was another spot, and then another.  The trail led past the tomb’s entrance and into the main tunnel.  “Sallah, can your brother-in-law watch over our guest?”


“I suppose so, yes.”


“Good.  Go get a torch.”








***

The putrid smell of the tunnel was almost unbearable.  “This chamber hasn’t seen much fresh air in the last three thousand years, it would seem,” Indy said to the Sallah, choking on his words, “And from the stains on these walls, they’ve seen a lot of water.”

“Water?” Sallah asked.

“Nile floods.  The farmers always used them for irrigation for their crops, but they got out of hand every few years.  With this valley right on the banks, they would have gotten a lot of damage from floods.”

Almost immediately upon entering the tunnel, they descended down a deep staircase.  “You can see why nobody thought much of this tomb, it seems completely barren.  There are no decorations, no funerary literature”.  The walls were, in fact, desolate.  Other than the water stains, they looked like any common stonewall, certainly not expected for what should be a royal tomb in the Valley of the Kings.

“So you think they brought Miss Lewis down here?”

“I hope so.  It’s much easier to find her in a straightforward tunnel than to comb the entire desert.”

Once they reached the bottom of the stairs, Indy and Sallah walked straight for another twenty yards before their path was impeded.  Indy tried to see as far as he could with torchlight.  The walk path quickly closed up into a small, barely passable tunnel.  It was here that the blood trail ended.  “What now, Indy?” Sallah asked.  “Where could they go from here?”  

“I’m not sure, but this is our only lead so far, we better follow it ‘til the end,” Indy muttered.

Crawling on the rocky ground wasn’t so bad; it was trying to do so while holding a torch and hitting his head on the rocks above that agitated Indy.  “Careful up there,” Sallah said.  Indy turned back and forced a grin.

The rocky tunnel was quite simple and straightforward, which had initially caused Lancaster and others to believe there was nothing of value to be found, for typically a royal tomb had many elaborate paths and dead ends, created to hide their treasures from looters and thieves.  Indy led the way for another ten yards to a dead end.  The tunnel was closed off by a wall.  The sight frustrated Indy, causing him to bang his hand against it.  

“This is where Dr. Lancaster told me the man died,” Sallah said, “at the end of the road.”

“Yeah, something down here scared him to death,” he said, turning his attention to another mystery for the moment.  It was a good way to get over going after a wrong turn.  He analyzed the wall with the torchlight.  Reaching high to the top of the wall, he halted there.  “That’s it.”  Barely visible from erosion, the wall had been cut into, bearing hieroglyphics that read:  A snake upon he on the land who disturbs here.

“Now I understand what killed him,” Indy quipped.  Sallah laughed heartily at Indy’s fear; the humor seemed quite out of place to the stout Egyptian, but quite funny nonetheless.

“That’s not funny,” Indy scolded.  “Egyptians take these things very seriously.  Since Carter’s death, many archaeologists do too.”

“Yes, and the thought of snakes does not make you quiver in your skin?”

Indy hesitated.  “Course not.  There’re no snakes here.”  Sallah laughed again, and Indy tried to ignore him.  “Why would someone put a curse on an empty wall?” he asked rhetorically.  “There’s got to be something behind this.”  Before he finished explaining his theory he had already begun feeling the wall for faults.  He handed Sallah the torch, and began pushing on the wall with both hands.  Sallah looked on in bewilderment as Indy next threw his shoulder into the wall.  One blow, then two; it was to no avail, for no change came.  Indy turned his back on the wall and rested against it, thoroughly beaten down.  


“The wall appears to be solid,” Sallah said.  Indy brushed off the witty conjecture.  Tired from the failed assault, he let the block of stone support his weary body.  Suddenly, he could feel the rock rumbling.  Dust from the stone above sprinkled down on them, turning Sallah’s hair, and Indy’s worn hat, to white.  It was then that the wall shifted.

The fall was brief, albeit unexpected.  Jones found himself lying on his back, looking at the roof covered in dramatically faded gold.  Sallah peered over the smooth edge.  “Indy! Are you okay?” he asked.  Indy grimaced and nodded, sensing his back seizing up into one collective knot.  The fall had only been about a meter high, but Indy had landed oddly.  Sallah easily hopped down from where the stone wall had moved aside and he helped Indy up.  “You were right,” he said, “although this does not appear to be much for a curse to be placed on.”  The two looked around the chamber.  In the center rested an ashen sarcophagus, anything but a treasure.  There was nothing else in the room except the black residue on the walls that covered a deep blue paint.  A moldy smell stemmed from the walls.     

“No,” Indy said, “this room was looted ages ago.  I guess others figured out how to work the walls too.”  He began studying the room.  “The walls.  Look at the walls.  See if you can make anything out of them.”  All four walls of the tomb were covered with inscriptions; again, hieroglyphics it seemed.  The split up, each taking opposite sides to read the passages.  Indy then tried to decipher writing on the coffin.  

From the right wall, Sallah said, “These walls speak of funerary literature and family cults, Indy, common writing from all of the tombs that I have dug up.  It all tells the dead how to pass the final judgment.”

“Final judgment: one of the universal beliefs of religions,” Indy concurred, “but they aren’t for this person.  If I’m right, this was Queen Tiye, the mother of Akhenaten.”

“Akhenaten the heretic?”

“The one and only.  No other pharoah was crazy enough to make Egypt a monotheistic society.  From what’s written on the walls, this should be his tomb, not hers.”

“Why is that?” Sallah asked, walking over to the sarcophagus.

“Well,” he said walking to the wall Sallah had just departed from, “these speak of Ankhs—the hieroglyph for life.  They're drawn as a sun disc connected to what looks like a cross.  It’s where Akhenaten got his name when he changed it from Amenhotep IV.  He worshipped the sun as ruler of all, and himself the earthly leader.  And here,” Indy finger tipped another passage, “it speaks of the Cult of Akhet, his family cult whose purpose was to keep his afterlife power strong.  Look here, they’re all in black.  Look familiar?”

“He does appear to be like the man you tied up.  However, do you really believe a small funeral cult could survive such a long time?”

“We don’t know how small their numbers are.  Besides, it’s a pretty big coincidence that a man dressed exactly like that came to attack us the same night that Michelle was taken.”

Sallah paused to think.  “Well, there have been myths throughout Egypt about a black cult attacking grave robbers.  But what does it have to do with Ms. Lewis?”

“I'm not sure, pal.  But I’ve suddenly got the feeling that if we find Akhenaten, we will find Michelle.”  Indy trailed off as he continued to read.  “After Ahkenaten’s death,” he explained, “Tutenkhamen and the pharaohs that followed sought to eliminate any evidence of his, and his religion’s existence.  See these markings?”  He again pointed to lines on the wall that were hardly visible; it was as if they had been erased.  “It was said that Tut tried to have rubbed off any writings or inscriptions made by Akhenaten.  I think his mother’s coffin was put here to fool looters.”

“Not very well, it seems,” Sallah said.  “So, where do we find him?”

Indy continued to read scriptures until he came to a section that cut slightly into the wall, jutting out as if it were an incomplete tunnel leading to another chamber.  There, Indy read aloud.  “A crocodile be against him in the water, by the followers of Akhet.”  He smiled.  “Where there’s a curse, there’s a way.  Stand back.”  

Sallah took a step back and watched as Indy prepared himself for another collision.  He threw himself into the wall, as he had before, once again crashing to the floor in a painful heap.  “You don’t seem to be guessing right tonight, my friend,” Sallah said to him as he lay there.

“You don’t say?”  Again, Sallah used his brawny arms to help Indiana to his feet.  “That’s rock solid,” he said.  Sallah again laugh at the beaten Jones’ conclusion.  Indy’s mind buzzed a mile a minute as he searched the burial chamber for help.  “Here,” he said, “lift this with me.”  He was standing next to the sarcophagus.

“I don’t think we should do anything to dishonor the dead.”

“Humor me, just help me get the lid off.”  Sallah reluctantly went to the other side of the coffin.  Together, they arduously lifted the coffin’s lid, and swung it around to the cutout in the wall.  In unison they rammed the object into the wall.  There was little to show for the effort other than miniscule cracks in the rock.  Indy did not give up, and forced Sallah to again ram the wall, and then again.  After three strikes, the wall stood intact, but just barely.  They dropped the heavy metallic lid.  A tired Indiana walked to the wall, and once again threw himself into it.

Sallah had to grab onto his pant leg, and as soon as Indy realized that he was vertical in the wrong direction, he grabbed onto his fedora before it fell away from him.  Sallah’s grip was loose from the sweat on his hands, so Indy had to quickly pull himself up and grab onto the rocks jutting out from where he had crashed into the wall.  What he saw when he regained his balance might have possibly been the most captivating view he had ever laid eyes on.  Where common sense said there should be solid rock, a massive cave stood inside the Theban mountains like a bubble surrounded by water.  The drop from the recently created entrance was about fifteen feet, where it led to soft sands, next to a riverbank.  There, a river flowed across the cave, entering and exiting unseen to the eye.  Beyond the river stood possibly the most impressive piece to the mysterious motif:  a massive temple built in the designs of the ancients, cut directly into the rock bed.  

The two were awestruck by the monumental scene, rendering them speechless for some time.  Sallah began to wonder if it was wise to follow his friend Indiana Jones on this adventure; Indy began to wonder what was beyond that mysterious river.  He saw that the ground below him rested only fifteen feet away, so he pulled out his bullwhip, which he took back from his intruder when Ahmar began watching over him at knifepoint.  “Stay here,” he said to Sallah.  “Don’t move.  No matter what,” he added.

“If you say so,” Sallah happily announced.  Indy tied his bullwhip to a small rock peak, and jimmied down the whip, dropping a very short distance to the ground.

The river ran six feet wide, and probably not very deep judging by the underground location, but then again everything here was an anomaly.  Indy was ready to cross it when he saw several long, thin rocks rise out of the water from the periphery.  “A crocodile in the water,” Indy muttered.  He searched the side of the bank he was on for any props, already forming a plan in his head as if this was routine.  The crocodiles were no more than a half dozen in number, and they waded in the waters to his left.  He found a pile of old skeletons stacked up against the rock wall behind him, and he picked out a small mammal’s skull from the mound.  Indy quickly threw the skull to the furthermost left edge and made a run for it, for he knew he only had one shot.  The skull plunked in the water, landing amid the crocodile pack and causing a frenzy among them.  Meanwhile, Indy leaped across the river as the crocs searched for wet bait.  He easily out jumped the river, barely getting his boots wet, but his heart sank to his stomach when he noticed, in mid-air, that one crocodile kept its sole attention on the man with the hat.  You don’t want me, he thought to the crocodile, go after the meal with less fat.  Indy landed on an awfully quick two-step and hit the ground running until his predator grew weary twenty feet later.  Thank God his endurance is worse than mine, he thought.  Indy collapsed into the sand, exhausted. 

Once free from the threat of being eaten, Indy took notice of the river again.  It was probably a branch off the Nile, he figured, and probably the cause of the tomb’s flooding.  He couldn’t help but think the water path looked man-made with the preciseness of the banks, almost like a moat.  He felt the same way about the massive temple before him.  It was simply designed, yet majestic in appearance, with two frontal pillars styled in acanthus leaves.  On the sides and down the hall as far as he could see, torches chased off the darkness.  Indy noted the lack of statues to any visible gods, and connected it to Akhenaten’s sole worship of light.

Indy cautiously walked through the entrance into the temple.  He walked with his hand next to his Webley in the holster, but not grasping it, for he did not want to alarm anyone who may have been watching.  As he passed through the walkway, he took in the ornately decorated walls, full of inscriptions and colors.  These walls were much newer than their leader’s legacy.  

The temple had five chambers from what Indy could see: two on each side and one at the far end of the mammoth hall.  The far chamber was the only one lit from the outside, so Indy was naturally drawn to it, realizing that dangers—and yet answers to Michelle’s whereabouts—could lie beyond its doors.  

Every inch of the temple, from the pillars to the torch placements, to the gargantuan doors on the side chambers, was made of cream marble, much as it probably would have been three thousand years earlier.  All, that is, except the doors on the final chamber.  Indy tried to comprehend the enormous time and manpower necessary to create such marvelous structures out of pure gold.  With reverence, he stepped to within inches of the door, curiously reading what the hieroglyphs on the gold had to say.  There were no other exits which he could see, other than his creation of one back behind.  He read the ornately scribed doorways, once again noticing the Ankh written multiple times throughout the wording.

Indy wondered what treasures could be beyond these doors, they themselves certainly amounting to more wealth than he had ever seen.  Nevertheless he did not feel so casual venturing into this chamber as he had about crashing into the previous ones.  Feeling himself being watched, Indy felt nervous about every step he took.  However, knowing that he had to find a reason to Michelle’s kidnapping, he began to pull at the enormously weighty door.  It took all of the little strength he had left to pry the door open just a few inches.  Yet, through the small opening emanated a glow so powerful that at first he had to close his eyes and allow the light to balance out the dim temple.  The chamber was not especially large.  It was only slightly grander than Tiye’s tomb originally was, but inside the rewards were astonishingly more grandiose.  Mounds of golden artifacts—statues, dishes, and pots, covered the walls.  Many of them contained gold coins.  In the center of the room rested another sarcophagus, this one much grander than Tiye’s.  Painted in rich blues and reds, the golden tomb was only for the richest of men.  This had to be Akhenaten’s tomb.  

The scream was muffled from a distance, but Indy knew it to be Michelle’s.  Without hesitating he turned around, only to find his throat nestled against the cold steel of a serrated knife.  He was surrounded by five men covered head to toe in black linen, like the drawings on the wall, as well as the intruder from earlier that night.  For a moment, Indy waited for someone to make a move before taking the initiative.  With his left hand he knocked away the knife, and with his right he landed a fierce jab on the chin of the blade’s owner, sending him to the ground.  Indy then reached for the arm of his next-closest adversary, pulling him in and using him as a human shield, nestling the dagger close to the adversary’s throat.  The others did not move for fear of endangering their companion—so they waited for Indy to move again.  He pulled out his Webley for extra protection.

“There’s no need for that, Dr. Jones.  Drop the gun, please.”

The soft blue of the river disappeared in a sea of black in the distance.  The entrance of the temple was being blocked by dozens of members of the cult of Akhet, just like the ones wrestling with Indy.  Three bodies came into focus.  One was yet another man in black, who was holding Michelle at knifepoint.  The other was the heavyset Dr. Lancaster.

Indy thought he was hallucinating.  “Robert?” he muttered in a barely audible pondering.  He spoke louder.  “What the hell are you doing?”

“I just knew you wouldn’t leave well enough alone, Indiana.  Something told me you would find your way down here.  So, I came prepared.  Put the gun down.”  Indy knew he had no choice, so he complied.  “Now let go of him,” Lancaster ordered.  Indy obeyed again, shoving his captive away in defiance.  

“I don’t know what you’re doing, Robert, but I can assure you you’re making a mistake.”

“I told you that same thing, remember?  Not even six hours ago.  Now I stand to inherit all the treasure in the Valley, and you stand to never see the light of day again.  Which of us is making the mistake?”

Lancaster gave Indy a piece, but he was well on his way to solving the puzzle.  “The accidents, the camp leaders, the cult…that’s what’s going to happen in the morning.  You’re sending them to attack everyone else in the Valley.”  He did the math in his head, and the numbers shocked him.  “There are three hundred workers out there right now.”

“Perhaps you are not as foolish as your situation would appear you are, Dr. Jones.”

“You’ll never be able to keep the Valley for yourself, you fool.  No matter how many you kill in cold blood, people will still return in droves when you discover more treasure.  Even before that, there’s no hope of you getting away with a massacre like that.”

“That’s of no matter.  All of the bloodshed will be on these men and their followers’ hands.  And, since they’ve told me where to find all of the great treasures in the Valley in order to keep this wreckage a secret, I will wipe all of it out before the fear recedes.”  Lancaster began walking towards Indy.  “For far too long, Dr. Jones, have I researched and taught others of treasures and gold.  I have grown tired of that.  It’s time for me to retire comfortably.  So I thought, why not go out with a little excitement of my own?  What is it you used to call it?  Fortune and glory?”  

“Why are they your friends?” Indy asked regarding the armed unit.  He stood tall in anger towards his colleague.  

Lancaster laughed.  “It’s funny the people you can meet these days.  You can appreciate this, I’m sure:  this is the last of the family cult of Akhenaten.  These relics have been meeting secretly for ages, speaking the same form of language as their ancestors when they meet.  They’ve kept this place a secret all this time.  Rather fascinating, wouldn’t you say?”

“Incredibly,” Indy snorted, “so what’s the deal?  They trust you?  Do they really believe you’ll follow through on your end?”

Lancaster came face to face with Indy.  “That’s what they think.  They’ve been frightened out of their linen for years now worried that someone would stumble too deep into this tomb.”  He walked casually behind Jones, who turned to keep an eye on the betrayer. “I don’t mind keeping this quaint little place a secret either, not with everything I stand to get in return, for now at least.”  He walked next to Akhenaten’s sarcophagus.  “However, I cannot let one treasure go for now.  For this piece I cannot wait any longer:  Akhenaten’s Book of Light.”  Lancaster’s hand rested on the golden book that held the sun disc graphic in the center of a circle on mid-cover.

Indy’s eyes had grazed over it earlier, not realizing its significance—not understanding that it really wasn’t a myth.  “It’s real?” he asked curiously.

“Oh yes,” Lancaster said.  “Everything about Egypt’s short lived, and only, monotheistic religion.  All encased in pure gold.”


“I’m surprised anything before ‘gold’ actually entered your thought process.” Indy rebuked.

“You didn’t expect me to put it in a museum, did you Dr. Jones?  I have studied the myths and searched for this book my entire life.  This, this is proof of another monotheistic religion only about five hundred years after Abraham.”  Lancaster lifted up the heavy book in both hands.  The cult froze in shock at the sight: a non-believer holding the sacred book.  “All the rest is merely for good living, Indiana, but this is my life’s work.”  

Lancaster was too caught up in his cleverness to realize his mistake.  Indy took heed of the error.  He walked to the marble lectern from which Lancaster took the book.  On it, Indy discovered a hieroglyphic inscription which the Book of Light had previously hidden from sight.  He read the inscription to himself, and then again out loud once he understood its significance:  “As to anyone of any country—whether Nubia, Syria, or Kush—who will displace this book or remove it from me, they will not be buried, they will receive no libations, they will not smell incense, no son or daughter will arise for them to pour out water for them, their names will not be remembered anywhere on the earth, and they will not see the rays of the sun…”

Lancaster began to laugh.  “You sound awfully serious about that for someone who doesn’t believe in ‘hocus pocus,’ Dr. Jones.”

Indiana read the inscription again, only this time he began to speak in classical Egyptian, something surely the cult would understand…he hoped.  His voice rose as he spoke, growing in volume.  Higher and higher it grew, until he hit a crescendo that even Sallah could hear back where Indy left him.

The blazing sting came from between his shoulder blades.  Lancaster quickly turned around and became unbalanced.  Indy watched as the men of the Cult of Akhet time after time drove their daggers into the infidel’s body with rage, their eyes burning in an angry passion.  Lancaster fell back onto Indiana’s feet; Indy looked unsympathetically at his fallen foe.  From the ground, he pathetically tried to reach up for help from Indy, who refused the offer.  There Robert Lancaster slowly passed away, with his eyes frozen open in horror.

Indy’s beleaguered body reached down, and from Lancaster’s corpse he jerked away the Book of Light, quickly but guardedly placing it back on the marble pillar, and then stepping away.  He feared for his life as he still saw fury in the faces of the men fully clothed in black linen.  Indy hoped that he had not caused a death-ensuing blow as Lancaster had just moments earlier.  Fearing the worst, Indy braced himself for death.  

It was in that unexpected moment that the Cult of Akhet backed away.  Unsure of what to do, Indy only realized the power of the moment when the supposed leader of the cult, the first who had attacked Lancaster, stepped forward to Indiana and bowed reverently to him.  In a sign of mutual respect, Indy bowed in return.  Then, he quickly stepped to Michelle and she grasped his hand, acknowledging to him that she was all right.  Her face was pale and flustered from the fear associated with being kidnapped and threatened.  Her eye was bruised and dry blood rested against the side of her mouth.  

Indy again faced the cult leader.  He began motioning to the sky, or more specifically the outside world.  He wanted to keep peace in the Valley, to make sure that Lancaster’s woeful end wrecked any designs on the early morning destruction, and the cult understood this.  He tried to help his cause by again speaking in classical Egyptian, but it was of no need:  before he finished a thought orally, the men of the Cult of Akhet had dropped their daggers to the sand as a symbol that no more bloodshed would come.  Again, Indy bowed in respect, and moved away from the men as the crowds parted, leading him and Michelle to Sallah and the exit to the temple.








***


Indy placed the dynamite at the edges of the burial chamber of Tiye.  The explosive stick rested in a small corner so that minimal damage would be done to the chamber itself.  He quickly lighted the stick and crawled as fast as he could in the opposite direction.  The explosion caused the ceiling to collapse, and the instant it did Indy covered his head, even though he was able to get to a safe distance.

Once he exited the tomb, the early morning sun struck Indy’s weary face with an incredibly rejuvenating power.  Upon his exit,  a bandaged Michelle walked up to him and latched onto his arm, wearing a smile of relief now that it all seemed to be over.  “That should keep their secrets safe for some time,” Indy said.  "How do you feel?"

“Fine.  It's just part of the risks involved.  So, are you going to go dig up all the treasure yourself?”

“No, I think teaching will have to suffice for now.  Maybe take my students on a routine excavation.  Speaking of which, do I still have students?”


“I’m sure they‘re somewhere.  Let’s go find them.  I've got a few to take care of myself now.”

He called out to Sallah, who was rounding up the last of the supplies with his brother-in-law Ahmar.  The men walked into Indy’s sight from the outskirts of the camp, pulling along four camels--the only animals the students had not taken--between the two of them.  Indy hollered in loathing of the sight.  “Sallah!  How many times do I have to tell you, no camels!”  
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