PAGE  

INDIANA  JONES and the TOME OF NATIONS

Alex Berzovan

I  -  THE STRANGER
Early 1942, New York.

The stranger looked again into his eyes. This man, surely had something to hide, not to mention his weird, foreign accent.  Everithing was strange at him, from the moment the phone rang, and this strange voice whith this unfamiliar accent asked him to leave Conecticutt and to go in this luxurious hotel room in New York.

   Finnaly, after moment in which eyes crossed, he arrajned his moustache, and begun speaking.

 -Welcome, mr Jones ! I have been waiting for you for long !

 Jones again looked at him whith the same mistrusst , and said:

 -The traffic was busy this week. Whith whom I am speaking ?

 The stranger put fire in his tigarre.

 -Mister Jones, this is irellevant.

 -I insist firstly to know whith whom I speak… 

 -If you are really so courios, mister Jones, the stranger said, you should know that you are speaking whith an important men , a men whith an highly apointed mission… I think you now begin to understand, isnt it ?

  He was probably working in some high governmnet or secret service in God knows what country, Jones thought.
  -I am in need of your service, doctor Jones ! 

  -How much are you willing to pay me ?

  -As much as you`d like… not to mention, you will make a great service  to your nation…  I think you ar familiar whith the situation In Europe.The Nazis are winning on all fronts… 

 -And what has to do whith me ? 

 -Firstly, mister Jones… I know you had to deal whith Nazi`s in your past .Secondly, he continued whith a calme voice, I know about your expertise in ancient cultures, and especially in the discovery of higly valuable artefacts.

 -Should I understand that I should recoveer an artifact ?

 The men opened his wallet, and took out a number of documents, which he put in Jones hands.
Jones quickly looked trough them.There was curious information, some drawings representing an weird piramid, some inscriptions translated form a language somewhat similar to latin, and some pottery whith colourful paints and strange design.
 -Not to familiar to me, said Jones looking carefully at an document representing the image of a pottery. Surely dating from the neolithic era, sout-east european , as far as I know… about the drawings and the inscriptions…. The strange piramyd shape, again common to south-eastern neolithic culture… the inscription… weird…sound like latin, something about the cult of Zamolxe, and it Is mentioned the number 666, several times.

  -Indeed, mister Jones… We still know very little really about the ancient cultures of east Europe… 

  -I never had the chance to study any of them closely , not to mention now, as Romania and other states from there haver entered the Axis and are fighting as Nazi allies.

  The men put the tigare away.
  -Mr Jones… Marchal Antonescu, is by no mean an Axis ally, he was forced by the international conjuncture to enter in alliance whith Hitler… howewer, I should not speak to you more about this matter.

  -Why should I trust you  ?

  -I never asked any kind of trust from you part, mister Jones.It was just a simple proposal for you… Would you like to enter my game , mister Jones ? But remember, once in, there is no way out, either you win , either you are killed… 

  -And what is the prize of this game ?

  -Should I say … world dominance ? 

  -I do accept your game.

  -So it is a deal, mister Jones, but I advise , you should be extremely carefull… You will have extremely powerfull competitors.

   -I said I will accept.

   -If so, please meet at the New Yord University, after four days in the morning, whith missis Victoria Thomson… she is an expert in ancient south-east Europe.I will give you more indications about what to do, later.

   The stranger shake the hand of Jones, and left the room, not before throwing a note on the table.

  Jones wook up, and took the note in to his pocket, not before reading it:

 “Prince Emanuel Caragea, rue de Poitiers, Paris, France “. Strange indeed, this man ! 
  What should he understand from thisn strange note ? Does it is the name of the men who he talked, or it is another men which he must contact at some time later ? 

  He prefered to leave down this thoughts , and rather look trough the documents. There was a glympse of something uncommon in everithing. These pieces which could be found in some museums, howewer, some of them where probably recent discoveries.

  What about Victoria Thomson ?Former student at History , graduated magna cum laudae, a young and higly educated women, howewer in terms of behaviour, as much as 
antipathic to Jones as is possible, altough he know that she hade a sort of proffesional admiration towards him. He knew quite much about her. He knew her father, an excentric milionaire, art colectionary… not a men to make deals whith him. 
  In the morning, Jones walked up the staires of the University. She appaired somehwere in front of him, be any means, not as atrractive to him like other female students. Not to tall, red-haired up to shoulders , dark eyed and always smily , not a face to consider of a historian women to him.

  She walked donw to him smiling:

 -Hello, mister Jones ! 

 Jones lookd at her a little ironical, but he supressed this feeling.

  -Nice to see you again, Victoria.

  Her face became suddenly extremely serious, like suddelny strike by something.

  -Jones, whe should discuss some matters privately… you know about what…

  -So the strange men did let some impresions on you.

  -I do not consider myself as an impresionable person.

  - I understand you know more than I…
  This wasn`t to fair in his thinking.

  Sudenly, while they where going down the stairs, a familiar face runing up on the stairs apparead in front of them .

  -Hy, Indy ! Whe should urgenly discuss !

  Indy smiled. It was Marcus Bordy, his old friend.

   -Victoria, he is Marcus, one of my old friend, he is to be trusted !

   -We already met, Indy, no need for presentations, said Marcus smiling… You two should came at my home, I know everything about this strange man, and about his conection in France.

   Jones became struck. This was definitely something new for him… It was like somebody tried to assemble a group… firstly Victoria, then Marcus… somebody who clearly know much about him, about his work an about his friends.And if they really know so much about him, it might get at some point dangerous.

  Marcus invited them into his house.They set donw around a table, in armchairs.

  -Would you like some brandy , Indy ? For old time`s sake !

  -Anytimye from you !

  Indy drank a litle, than looked at Marcus and Victoria:

   -So, we gathered here to discuus upon this new matter. As I understand, I am now quite missimformed, like ussually… It seems are new foreign friend was not to giving whith informations towards me.
  -Do not wory, mister Jones, Victoria said. I now not much more than you.
  -Howewer, I had some suplimentarry information, Indy ! Again, my conections where succsesful. 

  -So who is the new mistery man ?

  -His name is Radu Atanasescu, romanian runaway from his country. Had some troubles whith the Iron Guard overwthere, you know, Nazi partizans… Presumably working now, and in good relations whith many people from our guvernment, member in some secret organisation. His younger brother, Mihai, is working in the Antonescu guvernment.

  -It`s something more about this guy, Marcus… 

  -Indy, my conections are not always perfect.

  -Howewer, whe have a point to start, said Victoria.

  -You are expert in ancient south-eastern european cultures , you should probably know what the documents represent, anyway, better then me.

  -Mr Jones, this documents and inscriptions cover a wide area of Romania`s ancient history. The drawing represent simbol of the strange pyramid, ant the pottery, dates from the culture known as Cucuteni, the most important branch of ancient european culture, pre-indoeuropean, or maybe ancient indo-european, this matter is still in discussing. The pyramid seems to be the simbole of a device of some sort, I do not know exactly what kind of a device. The inscriptions where found near Constanta, the greek and later roman town of Tomis. They speak about the cult of Zamolxe, the main god of the dacians, and about his sign, the number 666.
  -The number also appears in the Apocalypse, as the number of the evil one, said Marcus somewhat disturbed.I begin not to like this story ! 

  -Or maybe it is simply the simbol of the name of Caesar Nero, said Indiana somewhat ironical, feeling that Marcus is disturbed.

  -Mr Jones, is much more than that… numerologically speaking, 666 could be the valuea of the name of Adolf Hitler.

  -That-s really an evil guy, smiled Jones. Whatever this artifact be, he is surely interested… ocultism, his passion, ruling the world, his goal. What about prince Emanuel Caragea, did any of you know something about this guy ?

  -It’s a romanian prince, from an old family, moved to Paris during the 1907 peasant rebelion from his homeland, when he lost much of his fortune, said Victoria.Now he is again a rich and influent men in the romanian diaspora overthere, member in a branch of a secret society, the Brotherhood of the Golden Rose.
  -Indy, Speaking whith Salah about this, It seems this brotherhood is an international society, having a branch as far as Egipt. Ismail Reiz Efendi, a turkish friend of him, is member in this organisation, now currently in Paris, we are to met him there before meeting the prince.

  -When did I say , my friend Marcus, thatyou will come whith me to Paris ? This looks like a dangerous mission, you and Victoria should stay, I cannot risk your lifes.    

  -Mr Jones, I am already in ! 
 -Indy, you will need me. I cant let you go alone overthere, France is full of Nazis like the other 2/3 of Europe !
II – THE PRINCE AND THE ROSE
Early 1942, Paris
Getting into France was not such a difficult quest, whith the many conections the US guvernment had whith the french resistance, but finding Ismail Reiz Efendi, was more than a match.
  On Rue de Avignon, there was an old rococo house, whith tho floores. One man, dressed in a black suit, light skined and dark haired, whith a short beard, rather short and thin, stood at the entrance, watching as the sun was going down on a sky like full of blood.

  When seeing Indiana, he looked at him and saied:

  -It is a beautifull evening, mister Jones, isnt it ?

  -Yes, and it could be more beautiful if you would tell me who are you ?

  -Mister Jones, I have waited the right moment to speak whith you, now that you are alone, a stranger in a strange city, while your friends prefare the comfort of theyr beds, after such a long journey…

  -Maybe, but I still want to know who are you !

  -My name is Ismail Reiz Efendi, the one you are searching for.

  -And efendi Ismail , how did you find out who I am ?
  -You, occidentals… you forget the old ways, the old ways of learning… science has killed much of the soul. But I gladly invite you to join me inside for a tea… and maybe I will tell you the things you need.

  This really was a strange men to deal whith him, the entire story begin to show itself to Indi as more and more intriguing.

  Ismail took Jones in his house, in one of his rooms. Then he invited him whith a gesture of his hand to sit down.A servant came and put tea in a coup, than brough it to Indiana.

  -Indiana, did you ever read the book of Apocalipse ?

  -Actually, efendi, I was always interested in matters regarding religion and religious artifacts. 

  -I know, Jones, that` why you where chosen by our brotherhood for this mission…

  -Tell me more about the brotherhood of the Golden Rose.

  -Mister Jones, you, as you studied ancient cultures, you must surely know about the brotherhood of the Snake, an ancient secret society… Created whith the sole purpose of bringing on the humaniti an single evil leader, commonly named in christianiti as the Antihrist, in islam as the false Mesia, and so on… They tried several times in history, but always failed. Our brotherhood, on the other hand, tryes to prevent this… 
You see, mister Jones, the Nazi are winning on all fronts. Hitler is actually extremly succsesful in creating a Nazi empire across Europe, an empire based on war and violence. His secret dream acctually  to rule the world, as a single man.

  -Not to mention his passion for everything which is arcane…

  -Yes, mister Jones… because he wants to be that evil leader, and he needs only one thing to achieve this… What do you think is the significante of the number 666 ?

  -It is a simbol of the name, but also, it says, from where it shal get his power this unique lord.

  -Your are indeed wise, mister Jones ! Hitler has not just the posibilities of being the Antihrist, but also has the righ name ! The only thing he need to put his hands on, is the the key of power….The powers he needs to have is the power of the evil  number 666, a power concentrated in an artifact, which was never found.
  -And where exactly is located that artifact, efendi Ismail ?

  -This, I cannot tell you for sure, mister Jones. But we guess that the artifact is located somwhere in north-eastern Romania. In the north-eastern Romania, as there the legend says it was the cave of Zamolxe, the god which his number was 666. This is a clear clue that this is the way to follow.

  -But Romania is teaming now whith nazis ! 

  -Yes, mister Jones, and now, as they learned about this artifact of power, even more will came.  Not to mention, our romanian conections tolled us that members  of the loca Iron Guard organisation, are also interested in finding it. 

  -Do you have any idea how this artifact looks like, and where it may be ? It is the piramyd shape design which apears on those neolithic drawings ?

  -Yes, mister Jones. Again you are right ! And it is hidden in a secret cave, together whith his keeper. You, misteer Jones, must find the cave, and the keeper.I do not know much about the artifact, but if you can, destroy it ! To save mankind forever of this evil plague… at least until the day in which Allah shal choose to judge the people of this world, that final day which no one in the world can stop it…. 
  -I shall destroy it, of that you shall be sure.

  -And not forget, mister Jones, destroy it before the Nazis or the Iron Guard put the hand on it ! 
  Indiana wook up to leave, but Ismail take his hand, and stoped him.

  -No, mister Jones. I insist that you remain here for this evening, do not be worried, you friend will be safe, ok ?

  -I accept, efendi.I would like to know about the romanian prince.

  -About Emanuel… ah, yes…it was  a man whith noble blood in his veins. Great artist, not to mention a great wealht… More about him you will learn later, unfortunately .But rather we should discuss old memorise, like good friends….   
 Meanwhile, Victoria and Marcus where trying to find informations about Emanuel, but nothing concludent came to them, except the informations they already know.
    -I think whe shoul go to his house, Marcus !

    -Not such a good idea, Victoria… better wait for Indiana !

    -This mission was given to us, also, not just to Indiana… and personally, she added smiling, I would be very interested in meeting an noble european prince. 

    -Whith the first part I do agree, whith the second one.. But yes, lets go.

   The roads of Paris were quite empty in the night, exception made the numerous Nazi patrolles.Wandering on the street, any could hear from time to time the harsh command in german, and  the rroring of tanks .

   Rue de Poitiers was one of the elegant rue`s of Paris, whith many villas, tall houses, nightly beggars and ocasional drunken soldiers.Light was scarce, as night took is domain in the skyes.

  -Vic , whe have a problem !

  -What ?

  -In the note, the number of the house is not given !

  -We should speak silently… german soldiers are all overhere ! If they hear us speaking english, whe may have troubles ! 

   -But whe still do not have the number….how shall we find …

   Suddenly, from a dark corner of the street, a loausy womens voice said in english, but which a clear french accent:

   -Are you searching for the prince ?

    Marcus looked at Victoria:

    -We should asked for the prince or no ?

    -No, risky ?

    -Yes, whe have no other chance…

    -Ok, speak whith her ….

    Marcus went close to the dark corner. The air was extremely smelly, it smelled whith alcohol in the air…
    -Yes, we are searching for the prince… Prince Emanuel

    -The prince is dead, you fools ! the women cried out loudly, and showe her face… 

    From her eyes, you could easyly tell that was a women which either suffered , or was suffering.

    -It was my husband, I find him killed this morning, but he left me a notice that I shall receive some strangers from America today… to lead them into the house, and show them some document. Important ones… Excuse my for the way I look… please… I was till this morning a lady from the high society, now, I am a simple suffering women.

    -We are extremely sory for that, Victoria said, but would be kind enough to show us now those documents ?
  -Please follow me !And hurry up ! If the germans cacth anybody on the streets at this hour, they will lock him.Howewer, stay litlle time in my house… I do hate stranger now.

   The lady  took Marcus and Victoria up into an old mansion, very luxurious.

  -Yes, my husband was indeed a rich man, romanian at his origin, great men of culture…  I loved him…  the lady sayd while going trough the house nervously.

   Then she went at a closet, opened it, and savagely puired out some documents, twrhowing them  imediattely in the arms of Marcus.

   -These are your documents ! Now go away ! And never came back ! never …

   -Thank you very much, said Marcus looking at her, while they where going again out in the dark and humid streets of Paris.
-Ah, mister Jones, said Ismail Reiz Efendi while drinking his tea,. men whith gift are men which have to pay a great price… remember this from me , he continued smilyng.
 -Why are you saing these things. What is your bargain ?

 - You shall learn of it at the right moment…
 -Efendi, I cannot help you much if you continue hiding from me so many aspects…

 -Why you, westerners, want to know everithing ? Try looking whith the heart, rather than your mind. Because this is a quest of the heart, and not of your mind. The keeper from the secret cave, is a men full of wisdom, mister Jones…

  -Why he did not destroy the artifact initially, if he is so full of wisdom ?

  -Mister Jones, he is a men whith a mission… one of the greatest and most painfull missions which a men can bear, but for that, he has the gift of imortalilty given by God…

  -So great prizes, great prices..

   -In simple words, yes.

   -Did you ever see that man, did you ever see him ?

   -I never saw him, mister Jones, sometimes I even doubted that he even exists, but I listen to my heart and my heart talled my that all the stories of the ancients have a part of true in them, so this one also… 
  -My journeys thaught me that .What about Salah ? How he is ? How are the children…

  -Salah, Salah… good men indeed.They are well , altough they are thinking to leave Egypt for Palestine… Rommel is pressing hard in North Africa…. His armies threathen Egypt, i`ve just listened to what happened at Tobruk… 
 Ah,  and mr Jones…. I would kindly want you to stay whith me longer.But your friends mayneedyou!
 -What ?? What about my friends ?
 -Yes, they need you ! And one advice ! Please take a gun !And take this, continued Ismail, whili giving to Jones a paper containing a strange adress.
  Indi took quikly his gun and went out, runing on the streets in search of the adress. As much as he rememberd Paris from the map he saw in the first day, it wasn’t to farr the location which Ismail indicated.

  Streets where dark, and  and a soft rain was falling down on him, while he was runing. Suddenly, he pas along a corner and saw a grup of eight nazi soldiers, near the entrance of the house. One of them was shouting loudly in english towards to people… darkness.. he could not distuingush well… Oh, no. Marcus and Victoria. Ismail was right ! 

  Take them out… no, too many of them gruped… much to many.. even for him ! They could easily cacht him, not to mention, aditional reinforcments may come any time… Risky… Like in old times.

   He put his gun in the coat, discretly.First,have a better view of them. One of them is coming towards him… alone.. the others enter the house.A womens scream, maybe Victoria… Marcus voice is heard trough the rain.

  Indy lookd at this lone nazi soldier , steering at his automatical gun which he wore… yes, the perfect target for now. Indy puled out his knife… 

Victoria was taken by two soldiers in a room, somwhere in the basement of the buidling. Shewas scared, she felt terribly scared feelind the strong arms of the thwo men holding her, and hearing the lousy screams and comands in german, a language she does not understand much to well.A shade of regret fell trough her, she should have never undertake this job..

  Suddenly, she was droped by the german soldiers in the room , in front of a men, middle aged, dark eyed, brown haired and very tall.He had a certain grim on his face, and his eyes had a red shine.

 -English or american ?he asked whith a loud voice.But firstly, I should present my name… it is polite from my part… You should name my Cain.Its just a nickname… for the sake of good sense, only.
 She tried to hide hear fear.

  -None of your bussines ! I am a foreign citizen and I have certain rights !

  -Ah ! Of course ! Americans… I recognize you after these words !

  He came close to her,  and hit her cheeks violently.

  -This may awake you to reality, young lady !

  She fall down, apparenly oncounscious.

  Marcus had only awake from the hit… when the germans find them, they beat him quite well.. the room was dark, tottaly dark... no trace of Indi… no trace of Victoria…  nobody.. loneliness… documents where no more.
  He tried calming himself.. it was not the first time in this situation… surely, Indiana will come and rescuea him, and like ussualy, grab Victoria`s heart, added Marcus in his thinking whith a taste of bitter irony.The ussual course of the story, the course which he liked, the normal course. Would Indy cam back after them ?Sure, but when ? And what him ? Where he is right now  ? 

  Suddenly, like a courtine, the darkness fell in front of him, and red like light appeard. In the red light, it appeard a men, and behind him, another twho.

  -You are also american, the men said.

  Marcus trembled.. this men had something really , really scary in him, which he did not see in entirea life. 

  -I understand you travel along whith a young lady… howewer, she is not to willing to speak. Maybe because of the late hour… I made hear to woke up… hope I will get more from you.

  -Geneva convention… whispered Marcus some words, from who this where the only inteligible ones.

  -This is not the place for Geneva convention mister… hmm, Marcus Brody ? 

  -No, I guess you are confusing me, I don’t know…

  -I would lie to you if I would tell you not to be afraid…. Actually, you should be afraid… howewer, if you are kind enough to tell me what are you doing , you and your companion, tho american citizens in late night Paris, carying such important documents… maybe i`ll show some mercy.
  Marcus begin to get some courage.. surely, Indy must be somwhere nearby !

  -None of your bussines !

  The men whispered something in german to those which stood behind him.

  -So, mister Brody…. It seems you are harder to break than I initially thought. I will leave you some free time, in order to think, then I will come back to you. I am awaiting some serious answers from you then. I will prefere for now to speak whith the charming young lady…

  Victoria begin to woke up after the hit. She was definitley not very resistant women, not to violence. She lifted her head, but she find an intermitent light, hard to look at it, and very painfull to her eyes.

  Again she heared the voice of Cain:

  -Are you now awake, young lady ?

  No, not another hit… it was much to for her….

   -Are you afraid, I know…you are afraid that  I will torture you… I can do this, and it would make me much pleasure, but unfortunately firstly I have the duty to put some wuestions to you.Do you agree ?

  -Yes, she said whith a trembling voice.

  -Who is   Radu Atanasescu ? Tell me everithing you know about him, and maybe I will not hurt you…
  -I do not know much about him… really, please… 

  Cain smiled.
-Then I shall ask you something alse… I found some documents at your friend, some of them where representing a strange shaped piramid forme.I would be interested to know more about this…
  -Neolithic art… ancient european civilisation, a symbol… a symbol of.. no, I don’t know much about this.

  -Again you lie, young lady… but i`ll spare you this time. I prefere now to adress you an important question, and this one is really , really critical… I already know the answer, so be carefull what you tell to me…

 -Ok, il try, but please…

 -No, no please, young lady. Are you working whith doctor Jones ?
 Suddenly, tho powerfull gushots where heird. Some screams in germans. Indy was here.

SYNOPSIS

  III THE EAGLE AND THE EVIL WIND

Indiana Jones manages to get inside the nazi building and after killing the gards, he faces Cain in single combat, he is being defeated, but manages to flee whith Marcus and Victoria, not before burning the documents. Quikly looking trough the documents , Marcus manages to retain the name and adrees of Mihai Atanasescu,, and also some clues regarding the location of the Tome of Nation, near the “holy river” in Romania.

 They flee, by taking a car, but they are followed closely by the nazis. After some gunshots, and spectaculous drive, they manage to escape.Still, they have a dangerous journey to  make until they eventualy reach Romania.
IV IN THE MIST

 When they reach the border of Romania, a strange men by the name of Vasile stops them and tells Indy that he should be carefull in Romania, as he may be followed. In the town of Bucharest, they find Mihai Atanasescu, a high rank officer in the regime of Ion Antonescu. 
  Victoria and Brody remain in the hotel, while Indiana meets Mihai at the national museum, where they discuss about the Tome of Nations and the “holy river”.They manage to find out that the Holy River, named in ancient time Hierassus, is the actual river of Siret and his afluent, the river Bistrita, near which was located the sacred mountain of the dacians, and probably the artifact .
  During the nigh, when they woke up, a men dressed in black cames to them telling that they should leave urgenly Romania and forget everything about this bussines, otherwise they risk much.

 V THE WAY OF THE KING
While getting out of the museum, Jones is attacked by a group of legionaires. He manages to run away, after a  long drive trough Bucharest. He escapes, but he is lightly injured during the gunfight.
  Mihai meets Victoria and Brody, and  Mihai and Victoria fall in love, creating confusing feeling to Indy and to Brody.Ismail sends an notice to Indiana, that they should search for a old monk in a monastery near Bucharest. 
   The monk tells Indiana about a very literate monk Sofronie, which lives in the Valea neagra , and can ofer him pretious clues about the secret cave`s location, but the monk says also that he recomands Indy that he should not disturb the way of the world going there.Also, he says that by no means no women should go that path, because it is a sin and iti is not recommended.
   Indiana, Marcus, Victoria and Mihai go from Bucharest towards  the indicated location. During theyr road, they receive news that a large german detachament and also a groub of the iron guard, is heading toward that location.

 VI THE CLERC

Near the Valea Neagra, there is a vilage, in which Indiana Jones, helped by the locals, try to speak whith different people, in order to learn the location of the cave, and possible means of distrupting the device. Howewer, people do not know much, and the informations prove to be fakes.Marcus finds out from an old men, how to find the road to the clerc
  Indy suggest to Marcus that he and Victoria should remain, and he should go alone to the clerc. He will mark the road behind him, that if he gets lost, or something bad happens, they should follow him.
  Indiana goes up the path to the clerc, marking the road behind him.

   Meanwhile, the nazi and legionaires came in the village. Cain captures Mihai and Victoria, but Marcus manages to run in the forest and go after Indy. Cain sais to Mihai that if he will not accept to lead him and the troops on the foosteps of Indiana, he will kill Victoria .Mihai accepts the deal.
 On a dangerous roud, trough a dark valley, full of strange reliqsc , like froma distant time .Indy reaches the monk`s place. The monk tells Indy that he should walk up the stream, and he must wait for a horse to appear. If it appears a whithe horse, it means that the evil one`s messager is not in sight, but if a black horse appears, it means that the evil one`s messager is here, and waiting to take the artifact.After seeing the horse, indiana should follow him, until he sees the cave, and the keeper whil show himself to him.

   Meanwhyle, Cain by having prisoniers Victoria and Mihai, are behind Indi. Marcus manages to meat whith Indy, after beeing almost pinned down by german snipers.

   VII THE KEEPER 

Indiana and Marcus follows the indications of the monk, and he goest up the stream, but he sees a black horse. He tryes following the horse, which was a wild one. 

  Meanwhile, Cain reaches Sofronie`s place. The monk urges the germans and legionaires not to go, and says that bringing whith them Victoria, a female prisonier, whill ensure the wrath of God agaisn them. Furious, Cain kills the monk.
  Indiana and Marcus manages to keep his step whith the horse. He also manages to get  close to the horse, and taming him. Suddenly, a old man appears like from the shadow in front of Indy, telling him that he is the keeper, and asking Indiana if there is now the right time , and if he is the messanger of the evil one.

  Indiana answer that neither he, or Marcus, are not the messengers.

  Then the Keeper tells Indiana that he is a man of old, an wise men, the second wisest after Enoch, and he was given by God the mission to protect the artifact and give it to the evil one when the time of the end will came. Indiana urges the keeper to destriy the artifact, but the keeper says that he would want that also, but it is not possible.Indiana tryes to bribe him.The keeper also confeses Indiana that he was the fourth Magi, he had 
seen the true light of God and he needs nothing more,  and he is here from almost the  beginning of the world. Also, he was confounded by ancient peoples whith different gods, such as Zamolxe, Saturn, Cronos. The keeper advices Indi and Marcus to kill the messenger, in order to give mankind the chance of escaping the evil one.
  Sudenly, Cain and the germans arrive . They have great numbers. Both Mihai and Victoria have guns pointed towards them. Indiana is forced to put down his weapon, while Marcus again manages to escape. Cain sais to the keeper that he, high member of the Brotherhood of Snake, revendicate the artifact for Adolph Hitler.
   The keeper disapeasrs in the cave, then returning imediately whith the device. 

   Marcus manages to run trough the forest, until he find the man which stoped them at the border of Romania, one named Vasile, which was a member of the Golden Rose broterhood. Also he had some armed man whith him. They shot from high groung on the germans, killing some of them, and giving time to Indiana to get his hands on a gun.
  Mihai and Victoria escape and run away, and Indiana beeing  left behind  alone,  begins to fight whith the germans and legionaires, helped by Vasile`s men from the hilltop..

  The keeper remains and wathces the fight, Victoria tells him that the germans have committed twho great sins, they broguth a women here, and the greatest one, they have killed monk Sofronie. The keeper listening to that, is angry, and makes a magic, of a great flood, which comes trough the valley.
 Indiana, takes Marcus and run away, while the flood covers the germans and the legionaires. Cain cahtes Indiana behind, and they begin a battle to life and death. Indiana manages to defeath him and kill him.

  They get to the village, where Mihai and Victoria waited for them. Indiana looks at them soewhat ironically, disapointed by the fact that they did not remain whith him and fled. 

Vasile gives Indy and Marcus some valuable relics, and arranges them a flight out of Romania. He also thakns Indiana for his support, and promises him further reward from the Golden Rose Brotherhood.

EPILOGUE

Indiana and Marcus , once in New York, receive a wedding invitation from Mihai and Victoria. At the weeding party, suddenly a foreign man appears to them, asking Indiana to go in Egypt to find him a very valuable artifact… 

The End. 
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