And the Ad, they were destroyed by a 

furious wind, exceedingly violent;

He made it rage against them seven nights and eight days 

in succession so that thou couldst see the  

people lying prostrate in its path, as if they had been

roots of hollow palm-trees tumbled down!  Then seest

thou any of them left surviving?

(Surat  al-Haaqqa: 6-8)

Indiana Jones and the Towers of the Empty Quarter
Phil Giunta

Chapter One
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Buried Alive

Pompeii, Italy

1935

Gazing up at the clear morning sky, Indiana Jones adjusted his brown fedora after wiping the sweat from his forehead.  Behind him, inside the Marine House of Venus, students from his senior archaeology class gathered for their final day of excavation.


Indy had arrived an hour early to inspect their work from the previous two days.   Thus far, the group had uncovered six corpses that had been preserved in hardened ash from the first recorded eruption of Mt. Vesuvius in 79 AD.  


Of course, the victims’ flesh had long since putrefied, but the hardened ash formed a shell of the bodies, resembling a macabre mold.  This morning, Indy planned to demonstrate that by pouring plaster into the shells, a near perfect duplicate of the individuals could be made.  


This entire expedition was made possible through an agreement between Amadeo Maiuri, the director of excavations at Pompeii, and Marcus Brody, curator of the American museum for which Indy supplied many artifacts.  


At the moment, his demonstration was delayed while the class waited for Maiuri to arrive with spare plaster from another excavation site on the opposite side of the ancient city.  He glanced at his watch.  Maiuri was thirty minutes late, not that Indy was in any real hurry.  Turning his sights to Vesuvius looming ominously in the distance, he marveled at how a destructive force so far away could have demolished an entire city, leaving it lost to civilization for ages.


So people like me could come along and dig it out.


A sound to his right shook Indy out of his reverie.  Breathing a sigh of relief, he stepped forward to greet the Citroen that pulled up beside the ancient house.  Judging from the condition of the car, it appeared as if it too was excavated with the rest of Pompeii.


“Ah, Doctor Jones,” the driver called as he stepped out of the car and hurried over to shake Indy’s hand.  “My apologies for the delay.  I had to try three different sites before I could find enough plaster.  Resources are tight and the excavations are not exactly the Fascists top priority.”


“Believe me, I understand,” Indy replied.  “Your help is greatly appreciated.”


Reaching into the passenger seat, Maiuri produced two large buckets of plaster and handed them to Indy.  After emerging with another bucket, the director followed Indy to the entrance of the Marine House of Venus.


No sooner had they entered than Indy noticed his students gathered before an expansive painting on the far wall.  Oddly, their gazes were not upon the artwork but rather on the floor.  Hoping that no one was injured, Indy dropped the buckets and rushed over.  As he approached, the cluster of bodies parted to reveal the focus of their attention.  Indy stopped in his tracks as he caught sight of a gaping hole in the floor that had formed in the brief time that he had been waiting outside.


“What happened?” Indy demanded, looking from one blank expression to the next.  “From the top.”


His eyes widened as the answer came from below.


“I fell through the floor!”


His heart jumped as he suddenly realized that one of the students was missing.  Lowering to his knees, Indy peered into the cavity, then back to the faces surrounding him.


What was her name?

“It’s Sue, Doctor,” one of the students chimed in. “She was examining the mural when the floor suddenly gave way just before you walked in.”


“Sue! Are you injured?” Indy hollered.


“I think I twisted my knee,” the woman responded weakly.


“Mama mia,” Maiuri exclaimed, joining Indy at the edge of the opening.  “Young lady, can you see us from where you are?”


“Yes.  It isn’t that far down, maybe about twelve feet.  I can also see a tunnel that starts behind me here.  Looks like it leads somewhere under the building.”


Maiuri stepped back from the hole.  “There is a radio in the car.  I will call for help.”  


As he hurried off, Indy glanced at the supplies in the center of the room.  He pointed to one of the men.  “Lee, hand me that rope.  I’m going down there.”


Taking the length of rope from the student, Indy tied one end around his waist while Lee and another student held the free end.  “Sue, help is on its way.  In the meantime, I’m on my way down.”


“Okay.”


“This should be just long enough to reach bottom.”  Indy nodded to his assistants as he slowly lowered himself into the opening.


In less than a minute, he had reached what he estimated to be twelve feet but still could not feel the bottom.  Looking down, he saw that he had at least another four feet to go.  “Sue, you there?”


“Yes, to your left.”


Indy looked over.  Sure enough, light played off the woman’s strawberry blond locks.  He called up to the others.  “Lee, I’m untying this rope.  The floor is still a short distance below me.”


After freeing himself, Indy slid the rest of the way down along the dirt wall.  This is why I don’t wear expensive suits.


Stepping lightly next to the injured woman, Indy crouched down to examine her leg, a futile effort in the meager sunlight shining through the hole above.  “Can you stand?”


“If I put my weight on my other leg.”  Sue tapped her right knee with her hand before extending it to Indy.   


With one arm around her lower back, he lifted the student to her feet.  She groaned slightly while shifting her balance off of her injured leg.  


“Thank you, Doctor.”  Sue pressed herself closer to Indy as she brushed the dirt from her clothes.


“Get used to that if you want to stay in this business,” Indy remarked, trying in vain to ignore her proximity.  “It isn’t without its share of injuries.  That’s why it’s never recommended to excavate alone.”


“I’m glad you were here,” the woman whispered.  She wrapped her arms around his neck as she spoke in a wistful tone.  “You have a very gentle touch, Doctor.”


Even in the darkness, he could see the gleam in her crystal blue eyes, the mischief in her smile.  The musty odor of the ancient stone and dirt surrounding them could not diminish the intoxicating scent of her perfume.

Why does this always have to happen to me?


“Yeah, well, uh, it comes with experience,” he said finally, snapping back to the here and now.


“Doctor Jones!”  The voice of the excavation director beckoned from above.  “How are you holding up down there?”


How do you think?  “Throw down that rope, I want to have Sue pulled up out of here.”


Almost instantly, a much longer rope than the first dropped in front of him.  After tying it securely around the woman’s waist, Indy jerked the rope to signal the men to start lifting.


“Don’t try to climb,” he instructed her. “Let yourself be pulled up.”


As she ascended, Sue winked playfully at Indy before finally being extracted completely from the cavity.  Once she disappeared from view, he exhaled in relief.  


“We’ll have you the rope in a moment, Doctor,” Maiuri called down.


“Actually, why don’t you come down here and bring two lanterns.  I want to explore this tunnel.”


Maiuri peeked over the edge.  “Are you certain that is wise?  I was not even aware that there was a tunnel here let alone how stable it might not be.”


Indy glanced up.  “We’ll only go a few feet, just to see if there’s anything significant.  This tunnel had to be constructed for a reason.”


With a shrug, Maiuri lowered first the lanterns then himself into the pit.  As the director prepared the lamps, Indy addressed the onlookers above.  “Give us a shout when the medics arrive.  We shouldn’t be more than a few minutes.”


“Be careful!” shouted the injured woman from somewhere out of sight.


Grinning in spite of himself, Indy grabbed one of the lanterns and the two archaeologists started forward into the unknown.  In the distance ahead, something metallic reflected the light.  They made their way approximately fifty feet before spotting a large, ornate wooden storage chest.  Exchanging puzzled looks, Indy handed his lantern to Maiuri as he examined the pair of brass buckles on the front of the chest into which two wide strips of thick leather were fastened.


“This chest is hardly over a hundred years old,” Indy estimated.  


“Perhaps it was buried here sometime after the first excavation,” Maiuri surmised.  “Though it would appear they did not go to great pains to lock up the contents.”


Indy nodded in agreement.  “Let’s find out just what that is.”


As he carefully unbuckled the leather bands, they eventually cracked and crumbled between his fingers.   Opening it with practiced care, he heard a gasp from the director as a cache of ancient coins and jewelry sparkled under the lantern light.


Removing one of the coins, Maiuri gingerly turned it over in his hand as if expecting it to deteriorate before his eyes.  “This is the coin of Clodius Albinus!  His reign as Roman emperor was the briefest in the Empire’s recorded history.”


“About one ninety-three AD,” Indy confirmed.  “Until his execution by Severus.  This stash was probably placed here by someone who was hoping to come back for it.  It would be my guess that one of Vesuvius’ subsequent eruptions prevented them.”


“That is possible,” Maiuri nodded, laying the coin atop the other treasures.  “Do you think we could carry the chest back to the entrance and try to get it up to the surface?”


“If it doesn’t bottom out along the way,” Indy pointed out.  “This wood has been absorbing moisture down here for a very long time.  Our best bet is probably to push it back and have it lifted out.”


A low rumble echoed through the tunnel as the duo began moving the chest along the dirt floor.   They stopped abruptly—as did the noise—and shined their lanterns along the ground searching for its source.  When there was no sign of anything unusual, they turned their attention back to their task.


“Get out of the tunnel!”


“Doctor Jones!”


Hearing the panicked shouts of the students, Indy and Maiuri started back toward the tunnel entrance.  Halfway there, they were pitched against the walls as the ground began trembling violently.  


“Vesuvius!”  Maiuri yelled at the top of his lungs before choking on the soot that began pouring down on them.


Streaks of sunlight from the Marine House Of Venus gradually faded as the passage began filling with dirt and stone.  Losing his struggle to maintain balance, Indy was thrown to his knees and could only watch as the walls collapsed over him.  
Chapter Two
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Falling Bodies

Far back in his mind, it had always been an unsettling possibility that someday in the future, his body would be discovered beside some ancient artifact like so many others that he himself had unearthed.   The moment his hand cleared the mound of dirt and stone covering his entire body, Indy counted himself more than lucky that today would not be that day—at least not yet.  


“Amadeo!”  the archaeologist called as he pushed himself to his feet.  


From somewhere in the darkness behind him, a coughing fit signaled the director’s location.  Turning to make his way there, Indy’s foot nudged something solid beneath the dirt.  Reaching down, Indy pulled out what remained of his lantern, destroyed in the resulting shockwave of the volcano’s eruption.  


Tossing it aside in disgust, he waded through the soot feeling every pebble and shard of rock press into the soles of his feet inside his shoes. 


“Doctor Jones,” Maiuri wheezed.  “Are you injured?”


Approaching the director, Indy shook his head.  “Not that I can feel at the moment, but I could use a hot bath right about now.”


Maiuri chuckled at the answer and immediately regretted it as he launched into another bout of choking and gagging.


“Sounds like you need some medical attention, though.”  Indy carefully assisted the other man to a standing position.


“Or...a good...bottle of wine,” Maiuri gasped.  Panting heavily to catch his breath, he caught sight of the wooden chest a few feet away and the feeble glow emanating from behind it.


“My lantern appears to have fared better than I at least.”


Reaching the rear of the tunnel first, Indy lifted the lamp and shined it about the passage, obtaining a more thorough picture of their predicament.


“They will never dig us out of here in time,” Maiuri observed grimly.


Saying nothing, Indy turned his gaze toward the ceiling only to be splattered in the face by a thick, heavy liquid.  Maiuri frowned as he peered from the archaeologist to the ancient stone blocks above them.  Wiping his face with his free hand, Indy’s eyes widened as he recognized the ivory colored substance under the lantern light.


“Plaster!” he exclaimed.  “The buckets must be directly above us.”


Maiuri snapped his fingers.  “They must have tipped over during the earthquake and the plaster seeped through the cracks in the floor!”


“Then that’s our exit,” Indy determined.


Puzzled, Maiuri only watched while the American turned this way and that, frantically searching for something.  After a double take, Indy’s sights finally settled on the antique chest.


“Hold this,” he said, thrusting the lantern at the director.  Lowering to one knee, Indy removed the sturdy rectangular lid and turned it over in his hands.


“You cannot possibly break through solid stone with that.”


“I don’t have to,” Indy explained.  “I only need to crack it enough so it caves in on its own.  If we’re right about our location, we should climb out of here just at the building’s entrance.”


With that, the archaeologist began smashing the lid into the ceiling above.  After several tries, plaster began raining down and Indy leaped back in anticipation.  Seconds passed as the stone floor remained firmly in place.


Gritting his teeth, Indy continued the activity, grunting as he put his full strength into the effort.  When his arms began to cramp, he stopped and with a disheartened expression, merely watched as only more plaster leaked into the tunnel.


“Perhaps if I tried?”  Maiuri offered.


Shrugging, Indy hefted the battered lid and handed it to the director.  “Be my guest, not that it seems to be doing any good–”


As if on cue, massive chunks of stone suddenly collapsed between the two men, sending them reeling.  The stone was immediately followed by pale skinned corpses, some of which shattered upon impact with the floor, the chest—or with the hapless archaeologists.


“Ugh!” Indy groaned as he pushed off the limbless torso of an unfortunate victim of Vesuvius’ first eruption over ten centuries ago.


“Director Maiuri!  Doctor Jones!”


Squinting up at the sunlight beaming in through yet another hole in the ancient structure’s floor, Indy noticed a pair of hands reaching down to assist him out.


Minutes later, after Indy and Amadeo were on relatively safe ground surrounded by relieved students, one of the Fascist soldiers who arrived to the rescue turned to Indy and pulled a folded slip of paper from his uniform pocket.


“Doctor Henry Jones, Jr.,” the man began in broken English.  “A telegram for you, sir.”


Accepting it from the soldier, Indy unfolded the paper and scanned it quickly.  Feeling an icy numbness creep up through his spine, he read it twice more slowly:


INDY


Terrible news STOP T.E. Lawrence killed in motorcycle accident 
in Dorset today STOP Hurry back as soon as you can.

MARCUS BRODY

Chapter Three
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Persuasion

New York

“I’m not going back there again.”


Sitting in his office on the university campus, Indiana Jones folded his arms defiantly and glared at his friend and mentor who was pacing anxiously in front of him.


“But think of it, Indiana.”  Marcus Brody held up the envelope addressed to the archaeologist sent from the estate of T.E. Lawrence. “The lost city of Arabia!  It could very well be the discovery of the century.  This packet contains all of Lawrence’s notes and memos about Ubar.”


Indy’s shoulders slumped.  “Marcus, despite the fact that Ted was a respected friend of mine, I don’t want another experience in the Rub al Khali like I had last summer with Belloq.  I’m tired of that frog and his rented lackeys stealing excavations out from under me.”


Brody took a seat in the chair normally occupied by students to whom Indy was both professor and counselor.


“While you were in Italy, I contacted the museum’s backers here and convinced them, not without some resistance, to fund an expedition if you’re willing to undertake it.


“As for Belloq, it turns out that one of our contributors has a brother who is an executive for Standard Oil of California.  They are flying to Arabia in three days for negotiations with Ibn Saud’s government concerning their agreement to explore for oil in his country.  There is an open seat on that flight that could easily be reserved for you.  Since you would be traveling anonymously with them under the pretense of corporate business, Belloq will never find out about the excavation.”


Brody leaned forward in his chair.  “Indy, this could be your chance to redeem yourself for what happened last year if only for your own peace of mind.”


Again, the younger man only glared in silence–but this time it was at the overstuffed envelope marked with his name.

Chapter Four
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Interested Bystanders
In flight to Saudi Arabia

Three days later


Five thousand years ago, a mighty civilization sprang forth from the sands of the Arabian Desert.  It has been described as a kingdom of soaring pillars, perhaps in reference to the various cylindrical towers that lined its perimeter.


Known in the Qu’ran as Irem, the city of Ubar was one of both cultural and financial supremacy whose citizens thrived on the production of frankincense and myrrh while engaging in politics, trade, and the arts.


The Greek geographer Ptolemy labeled this trade capital “Omanum Emporium” and mapped it near the Rub al Khali desert in the southern part of the Arabian Peninsula.


According to the Qu’ran, Ubar’s population, called the people of Ad, possessed highly developed intellect and skills as well as impressive physical stature.


As their wealth grew, however, so did their arrogance.  They began pursuing worldly pleasures and worshipping false gods.  At some point in the city’s history, a drought befell them that lasted for three years.


Despite this warning, the people of Ad continued to ignore Allah until finally, in 300 AD, a furious windstorm that raged for seven nights and eight days buried Ubar beneath the sands forever.


On a personal note, it is my greatest hope that upon my retirement from the Royal Air Force, I will be able to return to my beloved adopted nation and lead a search for this fabled kingdom, this Atlantis of the Sands, provided another does not discover it first.

J.H. Ross

October 1923


Grinning ruefully at the signature, one of Thomas Edward Lawrence’s few aliases during his career as a British soldier, Indy replaced the memo in its original envelope before shifting his gaze to the clear sky outside the airplane window.


Lifting the rim of his brown fedora as the craft began its descent toward the Arabian coast,  the archaeologist recalled his first encounter with Lawrence when he was a young boy.


During his early youth, Henry Jones, Jr. spent a great deal of time traveling Europe with his parents until his mother’s untimely death.  It was then that his father finally settled with a teaching job back in the United States.


When they had met Lawrence, the man was employed as an archaeologist for the British government.   It was he whom Indy credited for sparking his passion for the science and the two remained pen pals for several years before eventually falling out of touch when Lawrence became heavily involved in the Arabs’ struggle for independence against the Ottoman Empire.


Maybe it’s the climate, Indy mused as he wondered what motivated Lawrence’s unflinching dedication to this country and her people.  As the DC-3 touched down in the capital city of Riyadh, something told him that he might soon find out.

*

*

*


“The Americans should be arriving on this flight.”


Across the airport, a middle-aged man dressed in a light colored suit leaned against the first of two automobiles parked single file.  When the plane’s passenger door swung open, the man leaned down to address the driver, his voice betraying a distinct German accent.  “Take them directly to Saud.  When the negotiations are complete in two days, you will be given an attaché case containing audiotapes and microfilm that you are to hand deliver to me.  Is that clear?”


The Arabian nodded and steered the vehicle away toward the unsuspecting visitors while the man stood in place a moment longer to be certain his instructions were carried out.  He became slightly alarmed as one of the corporate delegates withdrew from the rest and made his way in the opposite direction.


Nodding a final good-bye to the Standard Oil executives who piled into a pair of waiting Packards, Indy began making his way across the airport only to be instantly surrounded by a throng of beggars and hawkers all frantically vying for the American’s attention(and money.


He shook his head at the blur of dark skinned faces in a futile attempt to discourage them until a distinctly feminine voice shouted his name from somewhere nearby.  Indy peered beyond the horde until he noticed a thin, pale arm waving at him in the distance. 


Shoving his way forcefully through the aggressive mob, Indy immediately pressed his hand to his chest to make certain that his wallet was still secure in the inside pocket of his brown leather jacket.  He then hurried forward to greet the young attractive woman whom Marcus arranged to be his guide.


“Doctor Henry Jones?”  Dressed in a loosely fitting white shirt and khaki pants, she extended a hand in greeting.  “Diana Forrestal, welcome back to Arabia.”


Accepting the greeting, Indy flashed a lopsided grin, noting to himself how remarkably her deep red hair clashed against the backdrop of pastel sand.


“Please, call me Indy.”


“Ah, yes, Marcus informed me that you preferred that name.”  She motioned to the convertible Duesenberg parked behind her.  “Unless you need some rest first, I was planning on going straight to the local train station.  There’s a line that runs between here and Jabrin, a small village on the northern edge of the Rub al Khali.  A caravan will be waiting there for our arrival to take us across the desert.”


“How often does the train run?”


“Once a day.”


Slipping into the passenger seat, Indy pushed his fedora down over his face and closed his eyes. “Wake me up when we get to the station.”


Neither Indy nor Diana took notice of the man aiming the camera in their direction.  After snapping several shots, he stared curiously at the departing Duesenberg.  As he replaced the silver plated camera in his jacket pocket, a bright flash of sunlight briefly reflected off its side, highlighting a name.


 Rommel.

Chapter Five
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Rough Ride

En route to Jabrin

Within the rickety passenger car aboard the aging locomotive that carried people and goods to and from the Persian Gulf, Indy and Diana conversed over a meager dinner.  On the table before them, a modest array of fruits and vegetables were laid out along with fresh water.


“So, you’re father is Roger Forrestal?” Indy asked.


Diana nodded as she swallowed a mouthful of seedless grapes.  “The same,” she confirmed.  “His latest exploits have been in South America.  Last time we spoke he told me he was planning a trip to Peru early next year.  I’m not sure about the details since we’ve been out of touch for several months.”


The young woman’s tone revealed a discernible trace of remorse as she spoke about her father and Indy thought better than to press her.  Diana’s situation was far too reminiscent of another young lady that Indy had known not so long ago.  Banishing that memory from his mind, he decided to change the subject.


“How long have you been in Arabia?”


“I spent three years here with my parents after high school,” Diana replied.  “It wasn’t an easy adjustment at first but we managed well enough on a university grant.  


“During his last year here, my father found traces of what he believed to be an ancient caravan route in Oman.  Ironically, his own caravan ran out of water before they were able to follow it but he believed that the route would have lead them directly to Ubar.


“Then a few weeks later, the funding was halted before dad got the chance to explore further.  We were forced to return home, but Roger passed his information along to T.E. Lawrence, whom he had worked with for a few years before the war.  


“With all the time he spent here helping to free the Arabs from Ottoman rule, Lawrence never once took the opportunity to search for Ubar.”


“He wanted to,” Indy informed her solemnly.  “I know he did.”


There was a moment of silence between the two broken only by the muffled sound of rail cars rumbling over iron tracks.


Finally, Indy rose from the pull down bunk on which they sat and headed for the door.  Before he left the cabin, he turned back to face Diana.  “Your father’s notes were included in the envelope I was sent.  I think it’s only fair you should have them.  I’ll get them to you in the morning.”


“Thanks.”


They each said goodnight before Indy closed the door behind him and made his way down the corridor.  Stopping in front of another cabin, he pulled the key from his pocket and inserted it into the worn, tarnished keyhole.  On the first two tries, it would not turn completely.  Finally, on the third attempt, the lock clicked and he pushed the door open—but never made it into the room.


From the darkness inside the cabin, a fist shot out and struck Indy square in the jaw, sending him sprawling across the tight hallway.  Another punch to the stomach drove him to the floor.  Stepping nimbly over the stunned archaeologist, a man wearing a flowing white burnoose dashed toward the rear of the car.


Picking himself up somewhat clumsily, Indy started off in pursuit.  He chased the man from the passenger car to the small catwalk outside just in time to see the Arab leap over the hand rail and into the baggage car, slamming the door behind him.


Sand kicked up from the tracks as Indy followed.  Shielding his eyes, he kicked in the door of the baggage car and ducked inside, this time prepared for a scuffle.  The interior was all but completely dark save for the filtered light shining in from the passenger car.  To avoid casting a silhouette, Indy lurked cautiously behind water barrels and tall stacks of crates, searching for any trace of his assailant.  


A sign came in the form of a scraping sound, like metal against wood, just beyond a tall pile of lumber ahead of him.  Halting for a moment, Indy took a silent step backward before propelling himself forward and slamming shoulder first into the planks, sending them crashing down atop the Arab. 


Kicking several of the boards aside, Indy reached down and grabbed the man by the front of his robe lifting him partially off the floor.  In the dark, his features were barely discernible but it was clear that he was definitely not of Arabian heritage.


“Who are you?!” Indy demanded.  


His face contorting in a sickening grin, the man remained silent as he glanced over Indy’s shoulder towards the baggage car entrance.  


It was the only question the archaeologist was permitted before the crowbar slammed across his shoulder blades.


Thirty minutes later, Indiana Jones lumbered into the passenger car, wincing in agony at every step.  As he reached his cabin door, he noticed that it was still open and light shined into the corridor.  Balling his right fist, he flattened himself against the wall as much as his aching back would allow and crept slowly toward the room.  When he was within inches of the doorway, he turned and charged in—colliding solidly with Diana who screamed in surprise.


Tumbling to the floor in a tangled heap of arms and legs, Indy yelped as a jolt of sheer pain tore through his shoulder blades while Diana propped herself up on her elbows.  


“If you really don’t want me to have my father’s notes, you should have just said so.” 


The remainder of the night passed without incident and in the morning, after reaching Jabrin, Indy reported his experience to the train’s conductor who promised to alert the authorities in Riyadh upon the train’s return.


“At least nothing was taken,” Diana said in an effort to bring some perspective to the situation.  


Oddly, despite the fact that the intruder left all the information about Ubar scattered across the dining compartment table, each and every piece of paper was accounted for after they were recompiled.  Both his Webley and bullwhip also remained untouched.


As for himself, Indy was not the least bit comforted.  He spent the entire night sitting atop the rigid, unyielding bed wrapped in bandages taken from the scant first aid kits in both his cabin and Diana’s.  By dawn, the sharp stabbing pains had reduced to a more manageable dull ache.  Despite these factors, he was appreciative that the circumstances were not as bad as they could have been now that he could walk upright without assistance.


Rounding the baggage car afforded Indy a good look at Diana’s waiting caravan.  The sight of it made him seriously consider walking across the Rub al Khali as every muscle in his back stiffened in anticipation of the suffering ahead. He had hoped there would be at least one horse for him to ride.  Instead, there were only...


“Camels,” he muttered.

Chapter Six
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Into The Empty Quarter

“Sana...Sana!”


Indy awoke to the distressed cry of one of the young Arab guides.  Dashing out of the small tent, he glanced over to see one of the camels lying motionless in the sand surrounded by Harib and Nisab, twin brothers whom Diana had met as a child and whose father was a member of Roger Forrestal’s failed caravan.


“That camel, Sana, was Harib’s favorite.”


Indy glanced over and rubbed his stubbled face as Diana emerged from her tent and approached.  


“What happened?” he asked, knowing better than to think that their trek through the desert would proceed without some crisis.


“Sand spider,” Diana explained casually.  “One of the Rub al Khali’s many nocturnal predators.  It injects its prey with a fluid that numbs a portion of the body then proceeds to literally eat the victim alive.  We were lucky this time.  My father lost a guide who had half his face chewed off overnight.”


“How pleasant,” Indy remarked. “How far are we again from that trade route your father located?”


“According to his maps, about another nine hours’ journey.”


“Let’s get packed, then.  I want to reach it before nightfall.”


An hour later, the caravan, consisting of eleven camels and five people, was in motion once again.  Indy was thankful that his back pain had virtually diminished over the last two days.  Since the guides did most of the work of packing and unpacking supplies and tending to the camels, he was able to take the time to recuperate during the journey and turn his attention toward other things.


He was beginning to enjoy the time he was spending with Diana.  He only wished the circumstances were different.  She was a woman of obvious intelligence and charm and Indy welcomed her insightful suggestions during the course of their expedition. 


Most recently, the two of them came across a few vague references to the Oracle of Ad in her father’s notes.  Apparently, this was a temple built somewhere between Ubar and Salalah that was used by the prophet Hud, chosen by Allah to warn the people of Ad to heed his word and end their licentious, heathenish lifestyles.  It was in rejection of this warning that the Ubarites swiftly perished.


Though Indy never put much credence in such legends, Diana pointed out that finding the temple would provide definite evidence that the lost city itself truly existed.  To him, the discovery of Ubar would certainly make up for the fiasco that he experienced here last year thanks to Belloq.  


Taking in the vast, limitless desert surrounding him, Indy relished the fact that this time, there would be no last minute interlopers to steal his glory.


On the second floor of an empty, ramshackle building located in one of Riyadh’s most impoverished neighborhoods, Colonel Erwin Rommel studied the photographs he had taken at the airport two days ago.  Tossing them onto the table beside him one by one, he paused when he reached the bottom photo and held it up to the sunlight shining in through the window.


Until this afternoon, he had only a name by which to identify the mysterious American whose arrival in Arabia had apparently escaped the knowledge of the Gestapo.  Now, after examining the microfilm duplicates of the archaeologist’s documents acquired aboard the train to Jabrin, the colonel realized that this man was here to explore for anything but oil.


Rommel turned to face the entrance as two of his agents stepped into the room escorted by a burly Arabian.  “Did you obtain a complete transcript of the morning’s negotiations?”


The first man nodded.  “The recordings include every location where the Americans have been granted permission to drill.”


“Very good,” Rommel commended.  “Then our work here is almost finished.  I have assigned Stadtler and Vecht to monitor the remainder of the conference for we have received new orders from Berlin regarding Doctor Jones.


“Apparently, after reviewing my report yesterday, the Führer himself wants us to try and reach Ubar before Jones and his caravan.  He would be very pleased if we were to bring him the exact location of the Oracle of Ad.”


The colonel turned to the Arabian.  “Taif, bring the truck around.  Gather enough supplies for a five day journey into the Empty Quarter.”

Chapter Seven
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Playing In The Sand

They found the trail.


Barely distinguishable with the naked eye, the color of the sand along the ancient caravan route was somewhat lighter, and the terrain slightly more level, than the desert on either side.


“This is it,” Diana confirmed with a nod.  “This is where my father’s caravan ran out of water.”


“Speaking of that, how does our supply look?” Indy inquired.


One of the guides, an older man named Dilam, answered by holding up two fingers, each indicating one day.


Indy checked his watch.  There was one hour left before dusk.  He estimated the caravan could travel at least another ten miles.


“It’s your call,” Diana said.


Squinting against the sunlight, the archaeologist peered ahead feeling that typical surge of excitement normally reserved until actual discovery.  “Let’s go.”

Thirty minutes later, Harib pointed toward the horizon at what appeared to be a settlement of tattered, cloth tents.  


“He says it is Shisur,” Diana translated.  “Judging from my father’s map, it seems to be located just about where Ubar should be.”


“It’s a good a place as any to start.”  


When they reached the small village, several young children greeted them.  Alerted by the commotion, two remarkably thin, bare-chested men emerged from one of the tents and began conversing with the guides.  


Although Indy recognized most of the words, he could not understand the entire exchange.  The two men were mildly surprised when Diana finally chimed in.  After several minutes, Indy’s curiosity got the better of him.


“They said they are familiar with the story of Ubar,” Diana explained.  “But are not very confident that any remains of the city really exist.”


Just then, the guides began chattering ecstatically with the two men.  Again, the woman joined the conversation and immediately became equally as excited.  This was one of those times when Indy wished he had the linguistic training of his father.


“Well?”

“They are asking that we follow them,” she answered, dismounting.    


Shrugging, Indy did the same and, along with Diana and the guides, followed the two men into the largest of the tents.  Once inside, one of the men lifted the material comprising the tent’s rear wall.  The pile of collapsed stone that lay in the sand beyond sent a shiver up Indy’s spine.


“He says these ruins have been here for as long as he can recall.”


Diana and Indy glanced at each other questioningly before slowly making their way out of the tent.  Behind them, the Arabians were still jabbering incessantly with one another but Indy could hear none of it above the sound of his pulse throbbing as he stared in awe at what could very well be the remains of a mythical city once considered paradise on Earth.


After a cursory inspection of the ruins, Indy and Diana agreed that the Oracle must not be far.  Accompanied by Nisab, who spoke the most English of all the guides, Indy set off farther along the trail.  Not knowing what to look for, Indy pictured a temple of which he thought to find some trace of ruins.  Thus, he did not take notice of the impression in the sand off to his right until he was almost beyond it.  


Indy dismounted his camel, which spit into the sand as it lowered to let him off. Ill-mannered dromedary.  


Stepping off the trail, he slipped down the slight incline on his heels and stopped just on the edge of a small precipice overlooking a deep pit.  Haven’t I done this before recently?

“You find?” Nisab asked from atop his camel.


“Yeah, I find.” Indy nodded, carefully circling the edge.


“I come see.”


Moments later, Nisab crouched beside Indy and peered into the cavity. “Down?”


Indy did not answer right away.  With the sun quickly descending to the horizon, the walls of the pit were casting shadows such that he could not see the bottom. 


It was then that a sudden movement to his right caught his attention.  Looking up, he noticed Nisab tilting forward.


“Hey, be careful!”  Indy’s arm shot out in an attempt to catch the Arab, but it was too late.  Before the archaeologist could reach him, Nisab’s body was spiraling downward into the darkness.  As he descended face first, Indy caught sight of the knife handle jutting from the back of his neck.


Swallowing hard, he rose and glanced upward to see a heavy set Arab standing beside three unfamiliar light-skinned men wearing khaki pants and light colored shirts.  All were aiming machine guns in his direction except the Arab who was pointing his at Diana’s head.


“Good evening, Doctor Jones!” the oldest man began.  “We’re so glad we found you.  Come up and join us, please!”


Exhaling in disgust, Indy trudged back up the hill, hands in the air.  “Don’t tell me, you’re working for Belloq.”


The Germans glanced at each other blankly.  “Who is this ‘Belloq’?”


I guess not.  “Never mind,” Indy said.  “Then who are you?”


“That is not important, Doctor,” Rommel replied.  “What matters is what we want, the Oracle of Ad and it would appear that our arrival was most timely.”


Indy pointed back toward the underground temple.  “That?  I don’t think it’s anything more than a dry well.”


“Really?  Then I suppose you wouldn’t mind verifying that for us, would you?”


With a sidelong glance at Diana, Indy shrugged.  “Do I have a choice?”


Minutes later, Indy was lowered into the pit tied to a rope held at the other end by Taif.   When he reached the bottom, he stepped on something soft and immediately jumped back.


“Sorry,” he said to the motionless body of Nisab.  Reaching down, Indy retrieved the lantern that he had dropped in earlier.  


Looking up, he could see the group gathered around the edge of the precipice.  By this time, the German leader had handed his gun to one of the others in trade for a camera and was taking pictures of the buried temple.


“Don’t expect me to smile,” Indy muttered as he held up the lantern.


The gamboling of its tiny flame cast eerie shadows on the remnants of ancient wood and stone, much of them buried to unknown depths making it impossible to determine the structure’s true size.  Behind him and set off to the right, a single wall remained partially exposed.  At first glance, there appeared to be tiny holes and cracks covering the flat stone surface.  Upon closer examination, Indy recognized traces of ancient Arabic script.


Brushing away a thin layer of sand, he was nearly tempted to request Diana’s expertise were it not for their German visitors.  Instead, he attempted the translation based solely on memory.  Unfortunately, his most recent lesson in Arabic was at the reckless age of sixteen and only then at the behest of his father, which practically guaranteed Indy’s immediate disdain.


Nevertheless, after three passes and some educated guesswork, the archaeologist believed that he interpreted the majority of the message.  For that appeared to be precisely what it was, written by the Ubarite prophet, Hud, as a warning to his fellow citizens.

O my people! Worship Allah! Ye have no other god but Him. Your other gods ye do nothing but [invent]! 

O my people! I, Hud, your brother and messenger of Allah, ask of you no reward for this. My reward is from none but Him who created me. Will ye not then understand?  

And O my people! Ask forgiveness of your Lord, and turn to Him in repentance. He will send you the skies [pouring abundant] rain, and add His strength to your strength.  So turn ye not back in sin!” 

I call Allah to witness, and do ye bear witness, that I am free from the sin of [ascribing] to Him other gods as partners! So scheme your worst against me, all of you, and give me no respite. I put my trust in Allah, my Lord and your Lord!  There is not a moving creature, but He hath grasp of its forelock. Verily, it is my Lord that is on a straight Path. If ye turn away, I at least have conveyed the Message with which I was sent to you.  My Lord will [make another people to succeed you], and you will not harm Him in the least. For my Lord hath care and watch over all things.” 

Behold, will ye not fear Allah? 

I am to you a messenger worthy of all trust.  So fear Allah and obey me.  No reward do I ask of you for it.  My reward is only from the [Lord of the Worlds].  Do ye build a landmark on every high place to amuse yourselves? And do ye get for yourselves fine buildings in the hope of living therein forever? And when ye [exert your strong hand, do ye do it like men of absolute power]?  

Now fear Allah, and obey me.  Yea, fear Him who has bestowed on you freely all that ye know.  Freely has He bestowed on you cattle and sons, and Gardens and Springs.  

Truly I fear for you the [Penalty of a Great Day].

Further down the wall, the writing continued but before Indy could resume, a movement to his left startled him.  He reeled back as his eyes met the empty stare and gaping jaw of Nisab, the tip of Taif’s dagger protruding from his throat.  The boy was standing where before he lay dead, yet he seemed no less lifeless as if his body was nothing more than a gruesome marionette.


“You are not allowed here.”


The voice was not that of the young Arab but rather a deep whisper that seemed to reverberate from the walls, the floor, even the sand.


“Who are you?”  Indy asked.


“A vessel of God.  You must not be permitted to find this place.  Allah shall not tolerate the return of the unclean.  This land must never again rise from the sands.


“Allah’s Will be done…”


With that, Nisab collapsed to the ground, finally at rest.


And above them, the winds began to stir…

Chapter Eight
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The Will Of Allah

“Doctor Jones, report!”

Returning to the temple’s entrance, Indy peered up at the three intruders and their hostage.  Not surprisingly, the scene had changed little.  With the darkening sky beyond them, the two Germans, presumably Nazi agents, walked slowly around the edge of the cavity.  

“There’s nothing down here,” Indy lied.  “Just old wood and stone.”

“I see.” Nodding his head slowly, the colonel glanced thoughtfully at the landscape around him. Then without warning, he abruptly leveled his weapon at the archaeologist.  “Then they will mark your tomb.”

Indy flinched, anticipating the impending hail of death.  

Instead, a desperate scream echoed through the chamber as Diana wrested herself from the grasp of the hulking Arab and lunged at Rommel.  As the pair tumbled out of view, a stream of sand poured into the Oracle( followed by the colonel’s MP-40.  Without hesitation, Indy tossed the lantern aside and dived for the gun before rolling into the shadow of the nearest wall.  Pressing himself against the flat stone, he risked a glance upward and frowned.

To his astonishment, all interest in him seemed suddenly lost as attentions became riveted to the commotion playing out in the desert above.  Hardly more than silhouettes now, Taif and the junior Nazi were aiming at the combatants, no doubt waiting for a clear shot at Diana.

Taking advantage of the distraction, Indy ensured that neither man obtained that opportunity.  The young German was the first to fall, his bullet-ridden body still convulsing minutes after it lay sprawled on the dune.  Attempting to escape a similar fate, Taif backed away but not before his legs were rendered useless by another barrage from below.  Seconds later, Indy heard a thud followed by a muffled scream.  Then, silence.

Diana!
Slinging the gun over his shoulder, Indy clutched the rope that somehow managed to remain tied to the rear of Rommel’s truck just a few meters away.  As he drew himself up onto the surface of the Empty Quarter, he spun about in search of the woman.  When he finally spotted her, he found himself stifling a chuckle.  The young guide lay pinned to the ground, struggling to liberate herself from beneath the dead weight of the immobile Arab.  At that moment, it dawned on him that there was one person missing.  

“Indy!” Diana grunted.  “Behind-”

The black-gloved fist caught him below the eye just as he turned.

“-you!”

The archaeologist stumbled backward into the sandbank, the MP-40 flying from his grasp and slipping down the shallow incline.  Rommel started for the weapon until Indy propelled himself at the colonel, nearly knocking him into the Oracle.

While soldier and scientist clashed, Diana finally managed to squirm her way free of Taif.  For the second time, she thought as she pulled herself to her hands and knees.  Unfortunately, she never made it to her feet as another body toppled over her, knocking her face first into the sand. Lifting her head, she scowled at the grimacing, bloodied visage of Indiana Jones.

“I should have gone to Peru with my father,” she muttered to no one in particular.

Looking over her shoulder, she gasped as Rommel, his nose and left eye swollen, recovered his gun.  At the same moment, Indy lunged for Taif’s, yanking it out of the Arab’s grip.

In unison, both men raised their weapons.

And instantly froze.

An unearthly howl filled the air as if nature herself became enraged at the brutality unfolding upon this holy ground. Their aim never wavering, the men looked around for the source of the noise.  As it faded, Diana thrust a finger in the direction of Ubar. 

“There!”

Along the horizon, with the last rays of the setting sun as their backdrop, an army of Arabs on horseback approached at a phenomenal speed.  Indy tried to determine their exact numbers, a task which was brusquely cut short as a violent wind erupted without warning, churning a torrent of sand that all but eliminated visibility.  He could barely discern the fading figure of Rommel now engaged in a different battle(one of survival.

Allah’s Will be done…

Along the trail behind them, the camels on which Indy and Nisab arrived wailed in primal fear before scattering in different directions.  Within seconds, they were lost from sight in the blizzard of sand.

“We need to get out of here, now!”  Diana shouted, her mouth covered with a piece of cloth torn from her sleeve.

Indy waved the MP-40 toward the opposite side of the temple’s entrance.  “Get to the truck!”

With the whereabouts of the German colonel now a lesser priority, the pair clutched each other’s hand and trudged through the deepening terrain.  Then the howling, like a baying wolf, erupted once more.

“What is that?” Indy asked.  “It doesn’t sound natural!”

Diana shook her head. “No idea, but it’s getting clos-”

Suddenly, she stopped.  Indy felt a slight tug on his arm.  As he turned to look back, a flash of dark motion caught his eye, then another.  All around them now, strange shapes like shadows appeared to coalesce and vanish as if formed by the roiling dune itself.

Finally one of the shadows materialized directly ahead of them.  To his bewilderment, Indy was able to see the newcomer clearly as if the storm had parted between them.  Face concealed by a scarf, a tall Arab in a tattered, soiled burnoose sat hunched atop his horse.  The animal, brown with a shock of white that ran the length of his snout, was remarkably calm despite the surrounding turmoil.

Diana shouted a greeting in Arabic, yet the man remained silent.  It was then that Indy noticed something bizarre.  He blinked twice to be sure that it was not an illusion.  Tapping his companion on the arm, he pointed to the horse’s hoofs.  Not one was touching the ground.

Slowly, they lifted their gaze to the rider.  What they saw made Indy’s stomach sink and sent Diana into a shrieking fit.

The rider’s face was no longer hidden.  There was in fact, no face at all save for the misshapen skull that screeched back at her.  As if signaled by the sound, the shadows of earlier returned, no longer indiscernible.  Rather, they were all hideous creatures similar to the one before them.  Diana started to scream again before Indy jerked her arm, pulling her against him.

“Keep moving!” he barked. 

Heads tucked low, they plowed ahead, trying in vain to ignore the phantoms taunting their every step.  More than once, Indy felt the scratching of bony hands clawing at his back and arms.  Diana’s sporadic yelps told him that she was experiencing the same.

A blanket of olive drab rippled across Indy’s field of vision, momentarily covering his face.  When it happened a second time, his temper overcame him and he seized the scrap of cloth, pulling until it was stretched taut. Upon closer examination, he realized that the material did not belong to one of the circling ghouls but rather to-

“The truck!”

With Diana in tow, Indy followed the torn canvas hand over hand until he reached the rear canopy.  Hastily, the pair made their way alongside vehicle until they came upon the cab.  Opening the door, he practically shoved Diana inside.  Tossing her the gun, he climbed in behind the wheel as Diana slid over to the passenger seat.  No sooner did he slam the door shut then one of the apparitions leaped through the window, reaching for his throat.  Reflexively, Indy cupped his hand over its demonic face and pushed until his palm touched the cold glass, returning the creature to the raging terror swirling around them outside.

Another hand wrapped around his right sleeve.  With a start, Indy raised his fist then scowled as Diana tugged on his arm frantically.  “We can’t go anywhere!  We don’t have the key! We don’t have the damn-”

Flashing a lopsided grin, the archaeologist produced a set of keys from his jacket pocket.  “It’s amazing what people lose in the sand.”

Within seconds, however, his bravado all but faded when the engine failed to start after three attempts.

“Maybe we should ask the ghosts to give us a push?” Diana jibed, failing to conceal her mounting fear.

Ignoring her, Indy pressed the starter and turned the key once more.  He exhaled in relief as the vehicle roared to life.  They lurched forward as he stepped on the gas pedal but other than that initial movement, their progress was disconcertingly slow.  Indy expected as much but it was their only means of escape.

The truck began to shudder as it crept along through the gusting wind and deepening sand.  Angry specters streaked past the windshield as if forming a ghastly roadblock.  Yet there was no road, the trail to Ubar was as invisible as the night sky.  Worse, neither driver nor passenger was confident as to their direction. 

Diana’s wide-eyed gaze darted from side to side, watching as death swarmed around them like predators before the kill.  “We’re not going to make it out alive.”

“I’ve been through worse,”  Indy began, his expression one of grim determination.  “No, I think they just want us to leave and they’re escorting us out to make sure we do.  If they wanted to kill us, they could have done that a hell of a lot sooner.  Something tells me we’re safe in here-”

His final words came out as little more than choked gurgles as something wrapped around his neck from behind and squeezed.  “Safe from who, Doctor?”

Diana let out a short scream at the sight of Colonel Rommel, his appearance nearly resembling that of the creatures from which they were fleeing.  The man’s face and hair were mottled with sand and blood; likewise, his suit had become torn and filthy in the storm.  

Now, with efficient speed, he curled one arm around Indy’s throat while with his other hand, slammed the grip of his pistol against the back of Diana’s head.   As she slumped forward unconscious, the colonel turned the gun on Indy, boring its muzzle into the side of his face.

“You lied to me, Jones!  There was something down there.  It was the Oracle of Ad!”

Releasing the steering wheel, the archaeologist drew his elbow back, connecting with Rommel’s nose and sending him stumbling back into the rear of the truck.  Stopping the vehicle, he reached over and lifted Diana’s head.  The woman groaned softly before again falling silent.  He sat her upright then scrambled out of the driver’s seat to face Rommel, who was just now picking himself up from the floor of the truck, blood trickling from his nostrils.  

Retrieving the MP-40, Indy approached the German. “You want to go back and find the Oracle?  Be my guest!”  

Rommel raised his pistol, his mouth twisted in a wry grin.  “Once again, we seem to be at an impasse, Herr Doctor.”

“You don’t even understand what’s going on here!”


“On the contrary, it’s quite stimulating.  With the power of the Oracle, the Third Reich will be invincible!”

“You won’t live long enough to tell your Führer.  You’ll have died for nothing.”

The colonel shook his head as he reached into his suit pocket and removed his camera.  “They will find this and develop the film.  Once they see what we have found, our sacrifice will be remembered as having served the glory of Germany!”

“You’re sick!” Indy spat.  “I’m not dying for you or your damn Nazi-”

Suddenly, the howling of earlier returned, but with a fierce intensity as yet unheard.  It seemed to close in on them from all sides until it was just beyond the confines of the truck.  Then just as abruptly as it began, the horrific bellowing ceased, leaving only a disquieting silence in its wake.  

Outside, the wind continued to drive a continuous cloud of sand into the canopy.

The two men exchanged final, taciturn stares before the Empty Quarter erupted beneath them.

Chapter Nine
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The Uncrowned King

The first sensation he felt was the burning in his lungs.  

It was then that he realized that he was not breathing.  In a panic, he sprang to his knees which immediately induced a fit of violent coughing which further illustrated just how much sand had entered his mouth and throat.

Almost a full minute later, he winced in reaction to the blinding sunlight and searing heat of the desert morning.  Sunlight?
Memories of the previous night’s events burst into his thoughts.  He turned to look behind him and gasped.  The truck had tipped over and was now lying on its side.  About ten feet to his right, the unmoving form of Colonel Rommel lay sprawled in the sand. 

“Diana,” Indy whispered as he rose to his feet and clumsily staggered toward the vehicle.

As he passed the German, he noticed two things almost simultaneously.  First, the MP-40 was within the other man’s reach and secondly, his peripheral vision caught a discreet movement.   

Indy dove for the weapon just as Rommel stretched his arm toward it.   At the same time, both opponents lifted the weapon out of the sand, struggling for possession. 

Just then, a pack of Arabs on horseback charged toward them from behind a series of dunes. A sense of déjà vu fell over the scene as Rommel sneered at Indy.  “It’s either me or them, Doctor.  Death by my hand would be much less savage, I assure you. Of course, I would see to it that your lovely companion is well cared for…if she is still alive.”

“I’ll take my chances.”

“Throw down your weapons!”

As the horsemen surrounded the truck, their leader, a burly man with graying facial hair, trotted closer until he was peering down at the two combatants.  “I will not repeat myself.”

In unison, both men released the weapon, allowing it to fall into the sand.

“Now,” the Arab began in accented yet fluent English. “Who are you?”

The Nazi straightened himself to his full height and stared his inquisitor in the eye proudly.  “I am Colonel Erwin Rommel of the Third Reich.”

“A German.”  Clearly unimpressed, the Arab turned his attention to Indy.  

“Indiana Jones,” the American said.  “Archaeologist from the United States.  My caravan was searching for Ubar until we-”

He was interrupted by shouts from the other soldiers.  After a brief exchange with his men, the leader again addressed the two foreigners.  “Whose woman is this that speaks our language?”

Emerging from the opposite side of the overturned vehicle, Diana joined the scene escorted by two armed Arabs, her face streaked with blood.  


Indy grinned sheepishly.  “Uh, well, mine I suppose.  We were just leaving when we ran into a sandstorm.  If you could help us get to Jabrin, we would pay you generously.”


“You bring violence to our land during the week of mourning and yet have the indecency to request our assistance?”


“Mourning? For who?” Rommel asked impatiently.


“Lawrence,” Indy answered as realization dawned.


The Arab seemed taken aback at the utterance of the name.  He sat upright in his saddle and spread his arms as if to encompass the entire Empty Quarter.  “We are the Soldiers of the Uncrowned King.  I am Obad.  My father, like many of our fathers, fought alongside Lawrence to free our land from the oppression of the Ottoman Empire.”

Obad glared at Rommel. “It is that same oppression which we will never allow to rule this nation again.  Heed my words, German.”

“Wait.” Indy held up a hand before reaching into his jacket.  

Obad’s men instantly trained their rifles on him.  Ignoring the threat, he removed his battered wallet and opened it. 

“Bribery, Jones?” Rommel chimed in.  “You truly are a coward.”

Dismissing the colonel’s remarks, Indy handed a small photograph to Obad.  The Arab held it up to the light and studied it for several long moments, more than once glancing back at the American. 

“I was much younger then,” the archaeologist added.  “But he was the greatest man I knew.”

“What’s going on, Jones?” the colonel asked through gritted teeth.

Finally, with a bemused smile, Obad lowered the picture and stared at Indy in wonder.

Epilogue
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New York

Two days later


“The storm seemed to end the moment we crossed the trail between Ubar and the Oracle, or at least that’s where we found ourselves the next morning.”
“Astounding.”  Marcus Brody shook his head in disbelief as he listened to the tale while he, Diana, and Indy shared breakfast at an outdoor coffee shop.


“Do you mean to tell me that the Arabs agreed to let you go just for giving him a picture of you as a boy shaking hands with Lawrence?”


Indy nodded as he gulped down his second cup.  “Not only that, he wanted to have his picture taken with me.  So the good colonel, figuring it would help his own chances of getting out alive, volunteered his camera.”


Reaching into the pocket of his suit jacket, he removed a small envelope and handed it to Brody.  


“Whether that’s Ubar or not, we’re still not sure,” Diana said.  “It would take a large scale excavation to find out.”


As he skimmed through the photos, Brody frowned.  “I doubt this will be enough evidence to convince the museum’s backers.  Nonetheless, good job both of you.  Indiana, I trust you feel better about the Rub Al Khali now that you’ve had some measure of success.”


“I certainly think I did better this time around,” the archaeologist agreed.  “Although I still would like to know what the Nazis were doing there.”


Brody snapped his fingers.  “Ah, yes!  Well, according to Mr. Freeman, whose brother it was that arranged for your trip, Saud’s men apprehended two German spies who were apparently attempting to sabotage the negotiations with Standard Oil.  You must have just stumbled onto them purely by accident.”


“Well, I guess that’ll teach Rommel to stay out of the desert.”

Just The Facts
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Pompeii


Pompeii was an ancient city in Italy that vanished after the eruption of Mt. Vesuvius in 79 AD.  For hundreds of years, the city lay buried under cinders, ashes, and stone.  Since Pompeii was rediscovered in the 1700’s, much has been learned about its history.

The fair blue skies of Pompeii attracted many wealthy Romans who built great villas near the Mediterranean shore where they could enjoy the mild, sunny climate.  The city carried on a prosperous trade in wine, oil, and breadstuffs.


In the summer of 79 AD, Vesuvius erupted suddenly and with incredible violence.  Hot ashes, stone, and cinder rained down on Pompeii.  The remains of about 2,000 people out of a population of some 20,000 have been found in excavations at Pompeii. Though Vesuvius did not, as told in this story, erupt in 1935, its final two eruptions were 1929 and 1944.


Archaeologists have found the shells (or molds) of the bodies preserved in the hardened ash and by carefully pouring plaster into the shells, they have been able to make detailed copies of the individuals, even to the expressions of agony on their faces. From 1924 to 1961, Amadeo Maiuri supervised the Pompeii excavations.

Clodius Albinus Augustus

Clodius Albinus Augustus, governor of Britain during the height of the Roman Empire, briefly set himself up as emperor after the death of Pertinax (193 AD).  He was subsequently put to death by his successful rival Lucius Septimus Severus.

Rub al Khali

The Rub al Khali is a huge sandy desert that covers about 250,000 square miles (647,500 square kilometers) of southern Saudi Arabia.  The vast desolate area, whose name in English is the Empty Quarter, is almost as large as the state of Texas.  Windswept sand dunes reach as high as a 1,000 feet (300 meters) although much of the desert is flat.   


Except for the few nomadic groups who travel through it, the Rub al Khali is primarily uninhabited.

Ubar

About 5,000 years ago, the city of Ubar was heralded as one of the wealthiest cities in Arabia.  Soaring towers proclaimed the city’s supremacy and mirrored its cultural and financial status.  


Ubar, known in the Qu’ran as Irem, was recognized throughout the ancient world for its production of myrrh and frankincense.  These fragrances were as highly valued as gold among citizens of the Mediterranean and Near East. 


Behind thick, fortified walls lay a maze of homes, shops, and administrative centers which, in the span of just a few days, were buried in a fierce sandstorm around 300 AD.  Since its demise, the city has existed in the minds of many as no more than a fable, enshrouded in myth and legend.  


It was not until 1992 that archaeologists rediscovered the city and began serious efforts at excavation.

Lawrence of Arabia

Thomas Edward (T.E.) Lawrence was born in Tremadoc, Wales.  He attended Oxford University where he studied archaeology and the Near East.  


When World War I began, Lawrence was working as an archaeologist for the British government.  He was sent to Egypt to head the military intelligence department.  Later, as a colonel, he helped organize the Arab revolt against the Ottoman Empire and became passionately devoted to the Arab cause.  He won success as a leader of daring guerrilla raids and contributed to the eventual defeat of the Ottoman Empire.


Lawrence refused all honors and decorations, but the Arabs hailed him as a hero and called him ‘the uncrowned king of Arabia’, hence his world famous title, ‘Lawrence of Arabia.’  He described his exploits in Arabia in his book, The Seven Pillars of Wisdom (1926).


In 1922, Lawrence joined the Royal Air Force under the name J.H. Ross.  Once his identity was discovered, he transferred to the tank corps as T.E. Shaw.  In 1925, he returned to the RAF and legally adopted that name.  


In 1935, Lawrence died in a motorcycle accident in Dorset.
Rommel

Erwin Rommel was born in Heidenheim, Germany in 1891.  During World War II, he was a German field marshal.  Commissioned in 1912, he served with distinction previously in World War I. 


A skilled photographer and liaison officer between the army and the Hitler Youth organization during the 1930s, Rommel was promoted to brigadier general in 1939 and was subsequently assigned to Hitler’s headquarters during the Polish campaign.


In 1941, he went to North Africa to lead the German Africa Corps.  There he became known as the ‘Desert Fox’ and attained the rank of field marshal.


Rommel was transferred to France in December 1943 to defend the northwestern coast against the expected Allied invasion.  Once the landing had succeeded in June 1944, he realized that the war was hopelessly lost and that to condone Hitler’s continuation of it would be irresponsible.


Injured during a strafing attack in July of that same year, Rommel was unable to participate in the attempt to overthrow Hitler, but was greatly implicated.  As such, he was given the option of suicide as an alternative to execution as a traitor, which would have endangered the lives of his family and close associates.  Thus, on October 14, 1944, Rommel died by his own hand, choosing death by poison.
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