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Marcus dead? Oh God. Indiana Jones froze, standing with the phone in his hand. The voice on the other end droned on sympathetically. Faced with death and pain everyday it obviously didn’t react anymore; it had acclimatised. Stroke. Some valve in the mechanics of Brody’s brain had given out. Then, because Jones had spent his life weighing ideas and lives coldly in historical scales, he involuntarily thought, that means funding for the dig is off. He winced at his callousness but then began to justify it. Well, it’s true. Must be the shock though… 

He hung up, shuffled off eyes down. There was too much to consider. Emotion threatened him too. He felt his control slipping. So, as he always did, he headed determinedly off to numb himself with drink. He could function again later.


Grief, anguish, seeped in with the alcohol. His eyes became glazed or sometimes wild, mouth firmly held shut. Concentrate on breathing. Big breaths in, unnaturally deep. Chest expands. You’re still alive, bellows still pumping. Breathing hurt him, though not physically. Still, he thought it helped. It was something to concentrate on, and the pain was only the dead leaves stirred up by the cleansing wind. The trauma had already swept through; this was the aftermath. Blinked his eyes fast. Gotta get out of here. Purposeful step home. 

As he drove darkness came. The colour was leeched out of the world till only a few street light were left, painting in greys and deep blues. By the time he reached home, they were the only colours left, save the blackness.


His house was empty, of course. Only contact in the form of bills. Just a name in a database, a record. He threw the letters on the floor in disgust and fell into a chair. Thoughts of Marcus returned, yet behind them was something else, something more personal. Who do I have left? Sallah, halfway across the world and crippled by years of manual labour. Saw him once every few years. Jones didn’t write without a purpose. Short Round. Jones has foisted that kid off as soon as he could. Shorty had taken it hard, hadn’t contacted Jones since. So be it, Jones had thought. There’s no room or time for a kid; he would have been a hindrance.

Looked despairingly at the roof, the walls. Shut in. Bricked into this life. Snapped off the light. Better; that way you could forget yourself, focus on something else. Oblivion of a sort. Street light, shadows of the trees. It was quiet, empty. Could see across the street. There’s someone there, he thought, I can go and see them. He didn’t move. His mind, always comparing evidence and conflicting stories, handed him a wad of incidents. Some teacher at College. Banter, humourous anecdotes or ‘Mitchell, did you hear what they’re doing to the faculty now?’ Was he married? Maybe… yeah, mentioned it occasionally, incidentally. It was never a focus. If he had a life it didn’t matter; they only exchanged banal phrases. You could talk on a bus like that. Jones’ head fell back against the top of the seat. His eyelids slowly dropped. So alone.

Sitting still languidly in the chair, dead almost. Racking breaths occasionally, eyes dart like small fish sometimes, but purposeless. Gaze lands on a statue. Squat. Skeleton leer. Some Aztec lord of the underworld, a crude mishmash of clay. He sneered at it in defiance.


He never did grasp the idols, religion. Well, in their socio-political contexts, he did. Reduced them to another possession, made them a talisman, and then he understood them. That way he could tag and describe them, through numbers, formulae. Never looked at them as being part of a greater truth, like human emotional needs.

The Ark, though, and that hell in India… What? Still considered them cynically. He didn’t deny them though, as real. They just acted as experiments to prove a theory, to prop up the idea of God. Well, he conceded that, even had a neat train of logic- indispensable tool for a scientist- to back it up. He knew only some irregelious God, though, part of all and none of the religions. None of them were correct enough, argued their case well enough, for him. Instead he, as always, followed his own logic. It satisfied him, though it yielded nothing emotionally. That was all God was, a conclusion. There was nothing personal or real in it. Now that saddened him, yet he couldn’t escape it. The logic was too strong.


Pulled himself out of the chair, fell into bed. Couldn’t be bothered undressing.

He still dreamed of Belloq. Rushing through a maze-like jungle to get something and Belloq had robbed him of it. Belloq, with that sneer of contempt. Then there was always Jones beating Belloq, viciously, punches, kicks, with weapons. Belloq, like some rubber man, would not resist nor show any effects. Jones always woke wounded by a terrible feeling of residual anger and hate. He was dismayed by the knowledge that he carried that, hidden, in him. It belied his smiles during the day, made them seem hollow. 

*

Every year he began his class with the mantra; ‘Archaeology is the search for fact…’ and then add the jibe at the philosophy department. Once a student had good-naturedly repeated the saying to Barker in philosophy. Barker had laughed at it with Jones, but not without adding a sermon. ‘You can’t, however you try, really understand everything in people, in life, with numbers, algebra, by establishing facts.’


Jones objected, albeit mildly, ‘Still, you can’t deny that there is a benefit in standardising everything, finding out the long and short-term factors, the processes.’ 


Barker looked ay Jones with disdain. ‘The problem with history, in looking at the processes, was that you were inclined to forget that everyone stood on a precipice, what was next was unknown, probably unwritten. If you looked at the past too long a person’s choice is almost eliminated, because a sequence is established; beginning, middle, end, stop. As far as facts are concerned, people aren’t alive; they are just toys, driven by social, economic, political forces. Even the people you have are only shells. What is Charlemagne? Not a person, surely, just a statue, a marker as one society crushes another. If you focus on facts you virtually deny people can change without your feted economic and political developments.’ Barker looked bemused. ‘Maybe they can’t.’

Jones had smiled with disinterest but had avoided his saying the next year.
*


Classes went fairly well. He was able to, on occasion, become immersed in what he was doing almost single-mindedly. There was escape that way. The stuff still interested him, the thoughts, the cultures, almost fantastic because alien. Despite that, when he finished, he realised that something had changed. A distance had come between him and his work. If, underneath your work, your life was empty, it couldn’t fill it. It was just a covering, like that over a corpse, hiding the full truth though the outline still pointed through. Somehow Jones had never realised before. He had peeked under the sheet and found Brody, then looked away, satisfied. Yet how small Brody’s place must have been in reality. 

He shuffled around his house. There was something weighted in his chest that made breathing a chore. He wandered into his bedroom. No one came into his bedroom, except Marcus occasionally. It was a rule of sorts he had erected years before. It had never seemed like trespassing if Marcus entered. He too had fit in it.


He pulled out some work. Scribbled a few sentences, but paused too often, eyes clouded. Contemplated doing something else, but everything held sadness. An empty future was exposed to him. He had no-one and no prospects for them. 


Heavy breaths; a sigh? Everyone he knew seemed so distant. They obviously didn’t care for him, would never think of him. He considered writing, but recoiled; what would he say? Definitely nothing… overemotional. They would not understand him anyway; a complete connection was always impossible. Another sigh. Right now there was no answer. He knew that later, in a different mood, he would pragmatically exhort himself to change, plan how it would work. Then, because he was ultimately realistic, he would laugh at his idea. He would not, however, dismiss it, for he hoped, always hoped. Change was possible, of course it was. 


That night he twisted on his bed, wracked only by an unstoppable spring of thoughts. How could he have no one, no one really? It was as if, while others were snuggled in warm dark corners, whispering inconsequential secrets, he had deliberately sat, eyes flickering around warily, mouth, heart, closed. The situation had demanded it; don’t trust, don’t feel, just do. Like an automaton, one relentless step before the other; this and so that and consequently… Scholarly distance, perhaps. It had kept him alive too, to push everyone, everything away from him. Sear the ground around him so that nothing could grow, good or bad. Except that somehow that had also seeped over into his life too, poisoning him as it kept him alive, untouchable. 
‘Julie?’

‘Yes. Who is this?’

Pause, then, almost drawled, ‘It’s me.’

‘Indy? Oh, hi, Indy, how are you?’

Again the voice on the other end was slow, emotionless almost. Detached. ‘Ah, don’t call me Indy.’ Another pause. ‘Try Henry.’ That was said forcefully because it had to be fought to be done. Indy grimaced at the name but remained dour, focused. 

‘Ok, Henry, whatever. You haven’t called me for ages.’

Pause. ‘I was kinda busy.’ No, that wouldn’t do, he admonished, but he wasn’t in the mood for chat.

‘Oh, yeah, I read about Marcus. I’m so sorry.’

Silence on the other end. Indy’s eyes glazed briefly, then he blinked, refocused. ‘Yeah, so, Julie, are you busy tomorrow? I want to go check out a new restaurant.’

‘Sounds great. No, I’m free Indy, that’ll be fine.’

Indy smiled out of one side of his mouth. His response had a touch of relief, joy.


‘So why Henry?’ Julie asked with energy the following day. 
Jones looked away. He could have said it was symbolic, that he had taken on “Indiana” like a cloak. Instead, he offered, ‘Well, it’s my real name,’ and stopped.

‘Yeah Indiana always struck me as peculiar. Unreal maybe, not for a person anyway. I always think of the state and it seems so formal and… empty… not intimate. Still,’ she hurried on, for fear she had angered him, ‘it’s a nice name. I prefer it to Henry.’

Jones gave a weak grin, maybe with a touch of condensation. He had only rung Julie because it was convenient, it was nothing serious. 


He soon slipped back to his normal easy, inconsequential talk, mostly a series of wry asides. It was comfortable; he leaned back and smiled. Julie seemed to enjoy it too. His resolution of earnestness was completely forgotten. He had retreated, unknowingly, to his pillbox. 

The funeral went well enough. The few relatives who turned up were easily outnumbered by the academics, who had turned up purely because they felt it appropriate. They didn’t fill the small chapel in any case. Julie was there with little less justification than the rest. She wisely kept quiet, stood close to Jones. Indy stared ahead, blinking fast, occasionally passing a hand over his face. He stood up the front, stooping slightly.




Jones had originally declined to read the eulogy, but changed his mind when he saw how few better candidates there were. He followed conventions and spoke of Marcus through anecdotes designed to capture his true essence, to show he was friendly, kind. Jones distastefully hurried through the hagiography; he could not tolerate the untruths. He faltered, stopped. Finally he added forcefully; ‘Marcus wasn’t a man of great popularity. He was undoubtedly respected and admired by people he met for his sagacity. Plus, there was real feeling there for a few who had dodged the traps to get to him.’ He added as a challenge, ‘And that was sufficient.’ No one responded. Everyone else was doing their best to look sombre, thoughtful, even sad, but no one really cared.


  And now Brody was boxed in wood like a museum specimen indeed, to be numbered and stored somewhere. Everything you needed to know about him in a few words, set on a cheap, bland tag, indistinguishable from thousands of others by it. Brody had been reduced to a name, a date, like some king or prehistoric animal. There was no heart, no life there; you didn’t see the man in it. That was missing, obliterated. 


There was no wake. Julie tagged behind Jones. He drove automatically, ended up at his house. Left the lights off, walked into his bedroom. It was twilight; purple stained the floor, like a bruise, darkness filled the edges. A neat, plain room. It was all so established, so familiar. Rows of statues or trinkets on shelves, thick leather covered books. Cut a slice of any library and it would be the same, cold knowledge. Jones waved his hands in exasperation, dropped them suddenly, listlessly. Julie hesitated on the threshold, watching Jones warily.


Eventually she suggested, ‘He was happy.’

Indy turned, facing Julie. ‘Was he?’ Almost barked. ‘He was generally not sad maybe. Had enough to occupy him most of the time.’ Waved a hand dismissively, through his hat on the floor in frustration. Julie stepped impulsively forward, puzzled. ‘What’s the matter?’


Jones didn’t reply for a time, then he looked at Julie, said quietly, slowly, ‘I’m going to end up like him. A… premature museum piece.’ His mouth was set, down-turned almost imperceptibly at the edges. Frank gaze under crumpled brow, hazel eyes slick, glassy; made of water they seemed. Hand wandered aimlessly, occasionally ruffling his hair. 

Julie opened her arms in helplessness. ‘He was loved by you.’


Jones deflated slowly, sinking onto the bed. ‘I don’t know. Yes, but not absolutely. It was always a bit distant.’ Impulsively he added; ‘He-I- didn’t accept intimacy. Too dangerous perhaps; who could you trust with it?’ He looked away. Maybe this sheet of steel could not be removed. He glanced at Julie, but didn’t meet her eye.


Julie’s face was unreadable; as like as not, she didn’t fully understand him. ‘Henry- Indy’ -faint gesture of exasperation- ‘I don’t know what to call you,’ she mumbled and trailed off.

‘Jones,’ he offered. He was tempted to tell her to leave. 
She shrugged, said with resignation, ‘I’m sorry Indy. You don’t want my help.’ She stood by him; he didn’t look up. She said, with a tinge of hardness, ‘I’ll go.’ He had won again, had beaten off any support. He ached at the victory.


Her soft steps padded down the hall. The door clicked closed quietly; maybe it had locked. Indy set his jaw. Let her go. But something else, perhaps the constant source of insight, his ingrained knowledge of cause and effect, warned, ‘If you do this you commit yourself to live your past again.’ Hell, Indy thought ambiguously. Impetuously he rushed to the door, up to Julie in her car.

She saw him and smiled vaguely. Indy slowed, leaned on the door frame of the car. Eyebrows raised in apology, a call for understanding. Sad smile. Simply, directly, he drawled as usual, ‘I’ll call you.’


She drove off quietly, after a somewhat distant nod and an empty smile. Indy straightened, looked around at the trees. Breathed deeply. Turned back to the house. It didn’t look so foreboding now, warm yellow light radiating from it. Something had lifted inside him. Across the street someone called out, ‘Hey Indy.’ He waved confidently back and stepped towards them. 
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