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Chapter 1 
Jerusalem, 1937
The diggers had been working since dawn but to no avail. They had been "hired" by a local merchant, Eli al-Jazer, who had starting selling supplies and information to the Nazis for artifacts to sell on the black market. He paced back and forth impatiently as the diggers dug deeper into the earth around the site across from the Temple Mount where a secret treasure chamber of Solomon's was rumored to hold riches beyond belief. 
Suddenly, one of the men beckoned Al- Jazer over and held up for his inspection an ancient scroll written in Hebrew. "Marvelous, this will make me very wealthy indeed when I tell Herr. Frieling." , he said as he read it.
The next night Al-Jazer was met in a smoke filled tavern known as Isis' Oasis by a rugged looking man with a patch over one eye and a scar down his left jaw. This was Herr Eric Frieling , a top officer in Hitler's occult research division. As Frieling and Jazer sat at a table near the back of the tavern far from earshot, Jazer unrolled the scroll.
"This should interest your Fuehrer a great deal", Jazer said as a smile crept across his face.
"What does it say?" Frieling asked with immense curiosity.
"This scroll gives directions to the one of the most sought after treasures from Solomon's Temple, The Eye of God." Jazer said. "Tell me about this Eye of God." Frieling said as he lit a cigar.
"The Eye of God is said to give whoever has it unlimited knowledge and power like that of Jehovah himself which is what Hitler desires I believe" Jazer explained as he rubbed his fingers together indicated he wanted to be paid. "Ah yes, your payment, I have it here with me" Frieling said as he produced a gun and shot Al-Jazer in the heart. Frieling scooped up the scroll and left through the back door as a crowd formed around Al-Jazer's body.
This will mark the beginning of the birth of the Fueher's dream and my rise to greatness, Frieling thought as he headed to his hotel to book a flight to Berlin. 
 

Chapter 2
Oxford University, 1937
Indy turned to the blackboard and studied his notes as one of his students piped up. "Excuse me, Dr. Jones, " a young well-endowed blonde named Sarah quipped, " Is it possible the curse of King Tut could be true and Howard Carter and his companions had angered the gods?" At this Indy turned and smiled. "Surely miss you don't believe in magic or curses? If there's one thing we learn in archeology , it's that there is a logical explanation most of the time and no such thing as curses or magic spells." He said with a wry grin. "You are in the land of Merlin and the druids", Sarah replied with a look of triumph.
"Point taken", Indy said with a laugh. The bell rang and the students filed out as Indy began wiping the chalkboard. Sarah brushed by his desk and leaned towards him, "Tell me, Dr Jones , are you free for dinner?" "Honestly Ms. Grant I don't date students." He said with a smile. " Your loss, handsome". She said as she left the room , pausing to wink at him from the doorway.
At that moment, a man in a black pinstriped suit entered. "May I help you?" Indy said as picked up his briefcase and made his way to the door. "Actually you might Dr. Jones," the man said as he removed his hat and lit a cigarette. "Just who are you? You know my name but I don't know yours" Jones asked. 
"I am Nigel Brickley , head of the British Secret Service." The man said as he offered his hand to Indy. "Dr. Jones , what do you know about the Nazis?" Brickley asked with a edge to his voice. 
"More then I ever wanted to know", Indy said as he noticed the briefcase attached to Brickley's wrist. "Ah brilliant, just the man I wanted to see", Brickley said with a smile, "What's this all about?" Indy asked, his interest piqued. 
"The Eye of God", the man from the secret service said as he stubbed out his cigarette. "Mind if we go somewhere else to talk?, I need a drink." Indy groaned. "Sure old chap.", Brickley laughed.
The Wild boar was the best pub in Oxford, known for its famous beef and potato stew. The pub was filled with customers as Indy sat at the bar and ordered a scotch as Brickley ordered a brandy. "So, what the hell does the british secret service want with me?" Indy said as he took a sip of his drink. "We believe you can help stop Hitler from obtaining the Eye of God and avenge the murder of someone close to you." The service man said. 
"Who?" Indy asked.
"The youngest son of Marcus Brody." Brickley said, his voice suddenly stern.
"what?!" Indy yelled as he laid his glass on the bar, nearly choking on the scotch. "They killed your father because he had stumbled across their operation while in Israel researching Solomon's temple and its connection to the Knights Templars." Brickley studied Indy's expression as he took the news. "Dearly sorry, old man, I wish there was something I could do to ease your pain." Brickley consoled him softly. "Tell me where I can find those bastards!" Jones replied as he drained the last drop of his scotch. 
Suddenly, Indy noticed a man dressed in a crisp black suit with his hand in his pocket. "Down Now!" Indy yelled as the man drew his gun and fired at Brickley. Indy ducked as a second shot rang out. He made his way cautiously to Brickley's body and checked his pulse. The man was dead as stone. The assassin walked over to Jones and pushed his gun into his back. "You will come with us now , Herr Jones" the man said with a snarl. They led Indy to a black 1931 Phantom and shoved him into the back seat. Indy was trapped and at the moment there was no way out.
 

Chapter 3
Indy was blindfolded as soon as the car door slammed shut and surrounded by two men , one on each side. Where could they be taking me? Indy thought as the car turned down a side road and then proceeded deep into the moors. Moments later the car stopped in front of an English mansion lit only by candles and Indy was shoved out roughly as the door opened. "Hey, take it easy!" he shouted at his captors as he hit the ground and struggled back to his feet. They led Jones into a wood paneled study covered with tapestries and ancient middle eastern artifacts. The men guarding Indy turned and left the room , locking the door behind them. 
Moments later, the door opened and a blonde haired man of athletic build dressed in hunting attire and carrying a rifle entered. "Good evening Dr. Jones , I hope Olaf and Gunther didn't rough you up too much " he said with a grim smile. 
"Why's that and why the hell am I here?" Indy said , anger filling his voice as he eyed the sportsman suspiciously.
"All in good time Dr. Jones. First let me say that you are like the elusive fox I just hunted, sly but ultimately easily captured" his host said as he replaced his rifle above the mantle of the fireplace.
"May I least know who you are?" Indy demanded as he strode to a leather backed chair.
"Most people know me as Trevor Nicholson but my true name is Henri Belloq and I intend to obtain the ultimate power with your help willingly or unwillingly" he said as he laughed while pouring a brandy. "You really are dreaming if you think I'll help any relative of Rene Belloq, the scumbag." Jones said and smiled as he watched the insult hit Henri full force. 
"I would watch my tongue before it was cut out for insulting my father and my family Dr. Jones!" Henri snarled as he drew a hunting knife from his sheath on his side . 
"Like father, like scum" Indy laughed as he left the chair and walked to the window. 
Henri suddenly lunged at him but Indy sidestepped the attack and brought his elbow into Belloq's back , knocking him to the floor. " Now Henri , let's discuss why I'm here and what the heck you have to do with it." Indy growled as he grabbed Henri by his shirt collar and slammed him up against the wall. He then threw Belloq into a chair and grabbed the rifle on the mantle, pointing it at him. 
Henri burst into laughter. "Dr. Jones the gun is unloaded and you have no way out. Did you honestly believe I would leave a weapon within your reach so you could escape and kill me?" 
Why am I here? Stop toying with me!" Indy yelled.
"Very well," Henri said as he walked over to a safe in the far corner and removed a package bound with a leather strap. "This is Abner Ravenwood's research on the temple of Solomon. In it is contained a list of treasures housed in the temple when it was sacked in 587 B.C. , one of which holds the power and knowledge of God himself called the Eye of God and you shall help me find it." Henri said with a sinister smile.
"Not a chance in Hell Belloq." Jones said as he laughed in Henri's face.
"Perhaps this will change your mind." Henri sneered as he reached for a basket and removed its top.
A cobra slithered out heading for Indy. As the snake barred his fangs, Indy lunged the chair backwards and sprinted for the window. He leaped through it and hit the ground running as Henri yelled for Olaf and Gunther. Suddenly behind came the bark of hounds as they were released clearly on his scent, Olaf and Gunther right behind them. Indy ran for the moors hoping to lose his pursuers in the thick English fog. Gunther fired a shot from his rifle as he caught sight of him. It hit the tree next to Jones' head, barely missing him by inches. Another shot rang out burying itself at his feet. Indy ran faster but soon found he had boxed himself in. Gunther advanced, his rifle leveled at Indy's chest and prepared to pull the trigger.
Indy leapt and grabbed the rifle's muzzle , forcing it into the air at it went off. He swung at Gunther , hitting him in the chest but it barely fazed the man. He took another swing , this one ending up in Gunther's hand as applied pressure to Jones' fingers. Pain swept through Indy's body as he dropped to his knees and the goon kicked him in the chest. As Jones lay there , writhing in pain, he grabbed a handful of dirt. Gunther moved closer to pull him to his feet and haul him back to Belloq's mansion. Indy threw the dirt into Gunther's face blinding him. Jones grabbed the rifle as the thug's hands went to his eyes and fired hitting Gunther square in the chest. Indy then waited for Olaf so he could escape. As Olaf came up beside him, he rammed the butt of the rifle into his face , knocking him out. Jones ran for the mansion and the car parked there. Once inside he gunned the engine and headed for the airport and home.
 

Chapter 4
Indy arrived home and called Marion as he unpacked. “Marion, where’s Marcus? I have important news for him. It’s about Andrew.” Indy said and was sure she could hear the distress in his voice. “He’s at a benefit for the museum sponsored by the alumni of the college.” She replied. 
“Find him and meet me at my house” Indy said just as he put down the receiver. Moments later, Marcus Brody and Marion Ravenwood arrived. Indy met them at the door and ushered them into his den. 
“Marcus, something horrible has happened to Andrew.” He said as he poured them each a brandy. “What’s happened Indy? Is he ok?” Marcus asked, fear noticeable in his voice.
“He’s dead Marcus. He was killed researching the Eye of God. The killer is unknown.” Indy said as tears welled up in Marcus’ eyes.
“I am so sorry Marcus. I promise I’ll find Andrew’s killer and the Eye.” Indy said as Marion held Marcus’ hand and Marcus regained his composure. “Indy , find the killer and bring them to justice. I want them to pay!” Marcus said as rage filled his voice. Marcus left an hour later with Marion and Indiana Jones saw something he thought he’d never see from Marcus Brody, a broken man. As he packed that night for a flight to Cairo to see what his old friend Sallah might know of the Eye of God, Indy thought I hope this doesn’t end disasterously. I would hate to lose any more friends and especially let Marcus down. 
Suddenly there was a knock at the door. It was Marion. “Marion I know what you’re thinking and the answer is no. “ he said bluntly. “the hell I’m not, Indiana Jones ! Marcus is my friend too and you have no right to tell me what I can do with my life ! I cared about Andrew as much as you did and I want to help you find his murderer.” She stated as determination filled her eyes. Jones knew he couldn’t argue with her when she was like this and he wasn’t about to start even if he feared he may lose her. 
“Fine. Pack your things and meet me at the airport in an hour” Indy said as a smile slowly crept across Marion’s face.
“I always did know how to get my way when it came to you Jones “ Marion said with a wink as she left.
Cairo, Egypt
The sights and sounds of the marketplace clamoured around them as Indy and Marion made their way to Sallah’s house. It had been a year since they had been in this very city searching for the Ark of the Covenant and it was in a marketplace just like this one that they had been attacked and separated. Indy hoped that wouldn’t happen this time. As they entered Sallah’s house, his many children crowded around Indy’s knees. They had always thought of him as an uncle and Sallah and his wife considered him family. The smell of warm bread wafted from the kitchen as Marion and Indy sat down at a table on the balcony overlooking the marketplace. 
“Ah my dear friends! “ Sallah bellowed as he embraced them both and his boisterous laugh filled the air.
“So Indy what brings back to my humble abode?” Sallah asked, a sparkle in his eye.
“I’m here looking for the killer of Andrew Brody and the Eye of God. I trust you heard about that.” Indy replied as he watched his friend’s mood darken as he spoke the words. 
“Yes I have , Indy and you should use caution. The Nazis are searching for it by order of Hitler himself. They are led by a ruthless man named Frieling. He is extremely dangerous, this one, and has killed many diggers just because they did not dig fast enough for his liking. He takes pleasure in killing and will stop at nothing to accomplish his goals. I suspect he’d even try to kill Hitler himself if it suited his aims “ Sallah told him as they ate fresh figs and mulled over the situation. 
“We shall start tomorrow looking for the Eye and your friend’s killer. I should have information for you by morning. I know certain people who may be able to help us “ Sallah said as Indy and Marion rose from the table and began to head to their rooms. 
“Thank you Sallah for everything” Indy said before retiring.
 

Chapter 5
Henri Belloq drove to a castle west of Glastonbury Abbey. Most locals believed it was deserted and haunted by the spirit of a duke who had displeased Henry VIII and been executed in his own dining hall as the king watched. It was, in reality, home to the Knights of the Black Mass, a secret society that went as far back as The First Crusade and was dedicated to overthrowing the papacy and ruling the world with a iron fist. It was rumored the founder of the society had made a pact with Satan himself hence the name of the order. It had all started when the founder of the society, Lord Gregory of York witnessed the murder of a priest in Jerusalem and left to report it to the pope himself who sent him to Antioch and while he slept one evening one of his knights had tried to kill him. When Gregory captured the knight and asked him who ordered his death, the knight replied that one of the cardinal ordered it because he had witnessed a murder that was part of a family feud between the priest’s family and the cardinal’s family. 
Gregory, in a rage, killed the knight, turned his back on God and the church, and vowed one day he would rule all the kingdoms of the world and if not in his life time then through his descendants. The members of the society were the descendants of the knights loyal to Gregory and the head of the society was a descendant of Gregory himself.
It was this group to which Henri belonged. As he made his way to the castle he considered his mission ordained to him by the head of the order. Once I am done with my task glory will be mine and my revenge for my father’s death shall be satisified. The Knights of the Black Mass shall rule and I will know power unequaled. Henri entered the castle and went to the armory where he put on his black cowl then weaved his way to a chamber beneath the throne room.
“Brother, what have you to report?” the head of the order asked Belloq as he entered the room. “My lord I have found the location of the Eye of God through an informant within the Nazis who thinks I am helping him to become more powerful then even Hitler. Once I have the Eye I shall get rid of this informant and the man who killed my father then we shall rule this world with the ultimate power.” Belloq reported with reverence to his leader.
“You have accomplished much my brother. May you complete your task with all speed.” The leader said as Belloq bowed before him. 
Later that night as he left, Belloq thought to himself That old fool. Once I have the Eye’s power I shall destroy the order and rule as a god.
He drove off into the night full of schemes and dark thoughts that he would fulfill.
 
- to be Continued -
