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Indiana Jones and the Quest for Peace

by Tim O’Neill

timothyoneill@prodigy.net

-----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

FADE IN:

EXT. MADAGASCAR – HIGH MOUNTAINS – DAY

A sepia colored mountain is drawn over indecipherable script on a yellowed map. Drop map, REVEALING a lush jungle MOUNTAIN. MAIN TITLE followed by:

Madagascar

1948

Ext. Madagascar – heavy Jungle - day

PAN DOWN through forest canopy: tropical birds; a tree snake; lemurs; a tree frog attacks a beetle.

Jungle Floor

A sweaty MAN in FEDORA, head down, hacks through heavy underbrush with a machete. Four restless LOCALS follow. He puts up a hand, signaling STOP, and inspects a sunken, triangular stone. INDIANA JONES refers to a compass.

Indy

This way.

The STONE is carved with symbols and an AFRICAN WAR MASK. MATI, one of the locals, drops his pack to desert but MAMADU, another, hauls him off his feet by the collar and shoves him forward with a stern faced warning. 

INDY glares at Mamadu who returns a “what-am-I-supposed-to-do?” look. 

They hike through muddy ravines and reach the foot of a steep mountain. INDY inspects the MAP and counts as he meanders. He uncovers another half-buried STONE, identical to the first. The locals become more agitated. He looks up.

Indy

The tower of Karanji!

INDY counts his group: MATI is missing.  ABUL worries a string of conch shells. 

Mamadu

Dis no good, Indy.

Indy

Relax, Mamadu: nothin’ here but rocks & vegetation.

Suddenly, a MONKEY leaps over Indy’s shoulder. MAMADU ducks.

INDY draws his revolver, reholsters, and gives Mamadu another accusing look. 

Indy

See? Nothin’ to worry about.

A long-dead BODY, loosened by the monkey’s flight, falls onto Indy’s back. He bucks the body onto a frightened Mamadu.

Indy

This guy’s been dead a hundred years.

MAMADU throws off the body and MATI’s fresh corpse falls out, hung up in vines, a SPEAR through his throat. 

Mamadu polishes a palm-sized, wooden cross around his neck. ABUL panics. INDY looks to the THIRD LOCAL
,

Indy

Stay with the packs. You two, with me.

The man looks from the dead bodies and the mountain and wipes his brow.

INDY starts climbing, MAMADU and ABUL reluctantly follow. 

Ext. High mountain side – later
A HAND reaches over a ledge high up the mountain. It slips.

INDY dangles dangerously from one hand, showering debris onto his men. He throws his BULLWHIP overhead, securing it to a scrubby tree. He looks at the ground far below, pulls himself up and lowers the whip to help the others up. 

Ext. CAVE ENTRANCE – high mountainside - Later 

INDY ducks inside, followed by his mates. 

Int. Corridors of Karanji

When daylight fails, INDY brightly lights the tunnel with a flashlight. The batteries quickly die. He looks disbelieving at the dull orange glowing bulb, rips off his shirtsleeve, and wraps it around the flashlight to make a torch. He leads on. 

They go steadily downward, through sheets of cobweb; on one, a massive SPIDER blocks the passageway. INDY skewers the spider on his machete, throws it off and hands the tool to Mamadu who passes it to Abul with distaste.

Antechamber

They reach a fork with three paths: one illuminated red; the second green; the third blue. Mist pours out of all three. INDY hands the torch to Mamadu.

Indy

Hold this.

INDY scans a small, leather JOURNAL, reads intently.

Indy

(aside)

No mention of this. Could be a trap.

Mamadu

How long we know each other?

Indy

A long time.

Mamadu

You make choice and live wit dem. Somehow, it all work out in de end. Trust you instinct, Indy: have fait’.

INDY closes his eyes. He has seen some things that have given him a degree of faith. He opens them and a RAT comes to the fork, sniffs and chooses red. He takes the torch and heads into the thick, red glowing mist.

Red Corridor

(OS) Hundreds of rats skittering. INDY throws the torch ahead and the skittering becomes frantic as rats stampede past them. They cling to the walls and dance over the living floor of rats. The exodus over, they continue, Indy in the lead.

The fog clears. INDY SEES an ape-like, PROTO-HUMAN eating a fat rat. It looks up and snarls. INDY pushes the others out of the corridor

Antechamber

They collapse a stone pillar in the red corridor entrance. (OS) Howling continues. 

Blue Corridor

They enter the glowing, blue corridor. (OS) The howling subsides. A brilliant SAPPHIRE spins five feet off the floor on invisible strings at the end of the tunnel. 

Abul

This is it! The Sapphire of Karanji! Come!
ABUL runs past Indy and Mamadu. INDY tries to grab Abul but misses.

Indy

Abul! Wait!

The FLOOR SINKS progressively as Abul advances, arms outstretched. He runs right under the DECOY, looks back, loses his footing on the steep, slick stone slope and slides out of sight. The falling floor approaches Indy and Mamadu.

Indy

Oh, no.

Ancient Plumbing Network

INDY and MAMADU shoot down the steep slope and are thrown into a stone pipe. It is an ancient system used to channel rain into the heart of the mountain.

Descending

The pipe grows larger and they move faster as more and more water tubes feed it. Follow their POV through many twists and turns as they shoot down a treacherous waterslide. They are in danger of drowning.

Indy

Hold your breath!

They both take deep breaths and are soon overcome with water. When it seems they cannot hold their breath any longer -

Aquarium of Karanji

INDY and MAMADU shoot out of a tube one-hundred-feet high in the sheer rock wall of an interior chamber and fall into a deep pool.

INDY surfaces, looking for his men. His Fedora floats by and he snatches it up.

Indy

Mamadu! Abul! Mamadu!

MAMADU surfaces spitting water in Indy’s face.

Mamadu

Indy! Me tought we done for.

Indy

You could still be right, pal. Where’s Abul?

ABUL’s body floats in front of them. INDY motions and they swim for a staircase leading out of the water to a mist-wet shelf.

Rock Shelf - Aquarium of Karanji

The shelf hugs the entire side of the chamber. Magical globes blaze blue in wall brackets. Waterfalls from all sides and heights gush into the aquarium, creating an ever-present mist and rushing NOISE. The ceiling is lost in dark mist.

A menacing, twelve-foot-tall, stone, AFRICAN MASK tops an arched DOORWAY, dripping condensation. A wide trench separates their platform and the doorway. The trench is filled with SNAKES. 

INDY Turns away from the trench.

Mamadu

(OS) Black Mambas. Not good.

Indy

Is there any other kind?

INDY walks to the water,

Indy

 Snakes! Why does it always have to be snakes?

A CROCODILE leaps out, snapping its jaws at Indy. 

INDY runs like mad, forgetting about the snakes and clearing the trench with ease. He looks back horrified. 

MAMADU jumps but falls short. 

INDY races to save him but a mamba BITES his leg as Indy hauls him out. Indy drags his friend to the side and props him against the wall.

Indy

Hold on, pal.

Mamadu

Me … Me no have long. De venom … it work fast.

Indy

No! You’ll be fine. You said it yourself: have faith.

INDY’s touched the Arc and drank from the cup of Christ - this is child’s play. He lays hands on Mamadu’s already swollen wound, praying intensely.

Mamadu

You good friend, Indy. Tell Mali … Me love her.

Indy

You tell her, pal… 

MAMADU dies. CLOSE ON the wooden CROSS 
on Mamadu’s neck.

INDY is shocked. His long-fought conversion complete, he believed his prayer would be answered. He becomes enraged but there is nothing to hit. He grabs the cross and snaps its thin cord.

A loud THUNK echoes through the chamber. Nothing seems different, then the water rises up the stairs onto the platform. It pours into the trench. When the water in the trench reaches the platform, the snakes writhe at the edge. 

A mechanical, grinding SOUND begins as a thick slab DOOR lowers, threatening to cut off Indy’s only escape from the flooding chamber.

Indy

I’m sorry, pal. I hate to leave you…

The grinding sound picks up speed as the door falls more quickly. Snakes slither onto Indy’s side of the platform. INDY tucks the cross into his belt and rolls under the door just in time. It falls, INDY looking regretfully back at Mamadu.

Hall of Karanji – misty air glowing hot red

PAN the round and domed hall. Thirteen mummified, masked, AFRICAN WARRIORS line the walls. They carry spears and tall, cowhide shields. There is only one, arched exit. An AFRICAN MASK--the twin of the aquarium chamber carving--stares angrily at Indy with hollow eyes. 

A blue stone the size of a man’s fist, the SAPPHIRE OF KARANJI, floats suspended over a wide, circular brazier full of hot coals. INDY approaches carefully, stops at a stone marker in the floor and reads aloud:

Indy

What is without matters not. Eternal water is within
.

INDY creeps toward the glowing embers, shielding his face from heat waves. He stretches, nearly falling into the brazier but the sapphire is just out of reach. He paces then takes a SPEAR from one of the mummified warriors.

Indy

One more inch…

INDY tries to knock it free with the spear but loses his balance and falls forward. The spear falls and bursts into flames. His boots hit the coals and ignite too.  He leaps out, dancing wildly. He removes his smoking boots and wrings water out of his hat onto his feet. He looks at the still smoking boots, then his wet feet.

Indy

What is without matters not. Eternal water…

INDY gets up and approaches the coals barefooted. He takes several deep breaths, almost turns away, and then takes a few more deep breaths.

Indy

Within. Within. Eternal water is within.

He steps onto the coals, first one foot, then both. He walks two more paces with his eyes closed and opens them: the Sapphire of Karanji is in his face. He chuckles. Looking down, heat waves soar upward. He places the stone inside a leather pouch and walks onto the cool floor, inspecting the bottoms of his feet.

He weighs the pouch and smiles. He looks at the closed stone DOOR through which he entered, a puddle of water leaking underneath. His joy subsides.

A sound like massive CHAINS being pulled comes from behind the wall. A deep WHISTLE emits from the carved wall mask - low but building quickly. Steaming magma pours out of the mask’s eyes and mouth on the wall opposite Indy.

Indy

Shit.

INDY breaks for the only exit and skids to a stop. It is a steep, tubular slide. He looks back at the magma flowing toward him, grabs a SHIELD from one of the warriors, and stands on it like a snowboard.

Int. Pipe system – Glowing red

He shoots down winding passages, up and down the tubular sidewalls like an out-of-control freestyle snowboarder. The magma flow grows and gains on him. 

Half pipe

The top opens up, a stalactite-strewn ceiling high above. The magma threatens to overtake Indy when he hits an embankment and goes airborne, holding the shield under him like a surfboard.

He looks down and SEES the magma flow rushes ahead of his airborne shield/surfboard. He starts to descend, apparently into the river of liquid rock and death; instead, he LOOKS UP, a rock WALL fast approaches. There is a HOLE in it attached to which is the remainder of a second pipe - an elevated irrigation chute, twenty feet above the lower channel.

Upper pipe

INDY lands hard just outside the entrance, the remnant of the upper chute crashes down behind him as the lava passes harmlessly into the lower tube. 

Follow his POV, headfirst, through the dark tube.

Upper half pipe

The upper pipe opens up inside another, open stalactite-strewn chamber. THIS elevated chute, connecting one side of the open chamber to the other, is in tact. 

Half pipe

The MAGMA in the lower channel races even with the elevated Indy, disintegrating his chute’s support braces. 

Upper half pipe

INDY looks back to see his chute collapsing behind him and gaining. Looking forward, a large break opens ahead of him. He falls through. 

Half-pipe

INDY lands hard just ahead of the magma stream.

Pipe

INDY goes into the lower tube again and pulls a hard left at a fork. The tube drops sharply then goes up, sending him into the ceiling and onto a platform in a dust cloud. He expects a magma bath but it has diverted into side channels.

Int. Cave entrance – day
INDY checks the gem for damage only to have it taken by FEDEROV, a thickly mustached Russian. Local MERCENARIES with spears and rifles surround him.

INDY draws his gun and whip. He is swarmed. His whip flies out the cave entrance and he SHOOTS one man. Indy gets the raw end of the fight, loses his gun, then kicks one man in the crotch and punches another before succumbing.

FEDEROV holds the sapphire up to the hazy light filtering into the cave. At his side is his bespectacled assistant, GLINKOV, who lights a cigarette. 

Federov

The Sapphire of Karanji! This will fetch a nice price on the black market.

Indy

It belongs to the African people, Federov.

Federov

There is no “African people,” Dr. Jones - just warring tribes and colonies. Africa and her resources belong to anyone with the power to take them. Ask the Dutch.

Indy

Having power doesn’t imply using it, Federov.

Federov

Power unused is power wasted. Incinerate him.

The LOCALS move Indy the edge of the glowing hot trench. GLINKOV strolls over and extends a pack of cigarettes which INDY denies.

Federov

Goodbye, Dr. Jones.

FEDEROV motions the locals to throw Indy into the magma.

Indy

Federov! Wait!

(OS) A loud whip CRACK as SIMON HUDSON steps into the cave. He is a young, self-important, bean-counter, dressed in a pip helmet and British safari gear; he holds Indy’s `BULWHIP wrapped around a struggling Federov. His other hand professionally points Indy’s pistol at the local mercenaries.

Hudson

I’d let him go if you know what’s good for you, chaps.

(lays down the gun, in a one-handed fighter’s stance)

I boxed varsity at Oxford.

At this they release Indy and scramble like lemmings into the jungle with Glinkov.

HUDSON takes the gem from Federov.

Indy

Simon? How on earth…?

HUDSON admires the SAPPHIRE which MORPHS from being in his hand to being on a crystal pedestal in a glass display case. Under this reads: 

Rhode Island

1954

Int. Museum – small eastern college - day

HUDSON is talking to HARRY MILLS, Hollywood director, by the display case. Mills’ secretary, JULIA, stands by. When SHE SEES INDY enter, she casually strolls off to look at art. INDY walks up behind the men. Simon finishes his tale, relishing the sound of his own voice.

Hudson

“Well, Indiana,” I said, “I’m not exactly a novice at this sort of thing.” (confidentially) - I was in her majesty’s secret service - And that’s how we recovered the Sapphire of Karanji. It’s been in our care six years now. We’ll protect it until the Congo settles down. It was my first acquisition as curator. 

(aside) 

And the last.

Mills

Amazing! That’s what Hollywood needs. I can see it now: “Indiana Jones and the Cannibals of Rhodesia.”

Indy

There are no cannibals in Rhodesia
.

SIMON coughs and walks Mills over. How much did Indy overhear?

Hudson

Indiana, wonderful of you to drop by! Here’s a fellow I want you to meet. This is Harry Mills, the famous Hollywood director.

Mills

Hardly famous, Simon; all the same, I am, shall we say, “well known”?

As they walk the museum, JULIA stays well apart. A light snow falls outside.

Indy

Say what you want; people won’t pay two bits to see my stories: I can’t keep students awake through lectures, Mr. Mills. 

Mills

Call me, “Harry” and, nothing personal, Indiana—may I call you “Indiana”? (no wait for answer) Like I was saying Indiana, action! That’s the future of Hollywood.

Indy

I like musicals.

Mills

Indy, Indy - may I call you “Indy”? (no wait for answer) I know movies, Indy, and I’m betting on you. Here’s the treatment of a script based on your published accounts. We want you as … a consultant. Might involve some fieldwork.

INDY unceremoniously crams the envelope into his pocket.

Indy

I’m not interested in reliving some of those memories, Mr. Mills. I’m a teacher – not a hero.

Hudson

Indiana, this is an excellent opportunity. Dr. Beck in anthropology delivered his fourth paper in three months. And Simon’s just unveiled the first relics from that Tasmanian site. It could be good for your career.

Indy

I’m tenured.

Mills

You don’t trust me - that it? Sure, Indy, the writers’re hacks, the actors’re prima donnas and you can’t trust producers further than you can throw ‘em, but I’m a director: an artist. I’d never embarrass you.

Indy

Will your “art” include pygmies?

Mills

Pygmies? Sure! Tons of the little buggers!

Indy

I’ll pass.

Mills


Nobody says “no” to Harry Mills
.

Indy

I’m not nobody.

Hudson

(pulling Indy aside)

Professor Jones, Marcus Brody may have accepted this apathy, but I expect more. You may have tenure, but I have the dean’s ear.

Indy

Marcus Brody was ten times the man you are.

Mills

(interceding)

Indy, whatever are you afraid of?

INDY wheels on Mills and grabs him by the collar. HUDSON steps back.

Indy

It’s “Dr. Jones” to you. And until you’ve told a friend’s wife it’s your fault her kids have no father, don’t tell me how eager you’d be to see it in celluloid!

INDY drops the man and storms out, leaving Hudson with a steaming Mills.

Hudson

He’s usually more cordial than that.

JULIA returns. CLOSE ON MILLS, eyes narrowed, watching Indy leave.

Ext. Museum entrance – day

Indy passes a MYSTERIOUS MAN, in trench coat and dark glasses, hiding behind a newspaper. Over the paper, he watches Indy shoot down the steps.

Int. Small classroom – day

The class is comprised mainly of attentive, young women. One YOUNG MAN, in a corner, takes close notes. A BEATNICK sleeps up front. A busty, young WOMAN in a pink 
sweater breathes deeply, causing Indy SNAP his chalk. 

INDY turns and screeches the chalk on the board. He smiles over his shoulder as if to say, “sorry.” The BLACKBOARD has a white grid drawn over a dig, outlined in blue chalk. INDY writes Greek on the clear side of the board.



Indy

“Know Thyself.” Wisdom literally carved in stone that helped archeologists recognize the temple of Delphi.

BEATNICK snores loudly, interrupting Indy.

Indy

So, next time your classics professor teaches you genitives at gunpoint, remember: these “dead languages” sometimes yield valuable clues to…

(OS) Snoring, chuckles. INDY stares at him. 

MYSTERIOUS MAN from the museum watches from outside the window.

YOUNG MAN in the corner notices, pulls his collar and discretely whispers into it. 

INDY recovers.

Indy

These words are generations removed from us. Their authors believed in divine intervention. Kings and nations made critical decisions based on the supposed fortune-telling power of Delphi’s Oracles
. 

(OS) More chuckles. Another loud snore.

Indy

I see my lecturing skills are sharp as ever.

(OS) The BEATNICK rips a chainsaw snore. INDY erases the board, takes up a second eraser and walks up to the sleeper.

Indy

Archeologists don’t read Tarot cards and we don’t wait on miracles: God doesn’t get dirt under His nails; so you’d better like digging.

(OS) Laughter. INDY claps the erasers over the beatnick’s head.

BEATNICK sneezes BLUE CHALK and wakes up coughing. 

INDY glimpses the MYSTERIOUS MAN ducking away from the window. A bell rings and the students pack up to leave.

Indy

Turn in your essays on technology in field digs.

Students drop papers on his desk as they leave. The busty woman winks at Indy.

Indy

Read Johnson for Thursday. You’ll be quizzed.

INDY scans the window. Last out, the YOUNG MAN 
looks sideways at Indy.

Ext. Hall of antiquities – Later that day

Snow and red ivy covers a brick building. Chiseled above the carved archway: 

HALL OF ANTIQUITIES.

Int. Foyer - Hall of Antiquities

INDY stomps the snow off his feet. Colored light slants through stained glass windows. An elderly guard, WIN, rouses from his sleep in a chair by the door.

Indy

Just me, Win. Snow’s early this year.

WIN rubs his eyes, pushes up his glasses, and smiles in recognition.

Win

Yup. ‘Tis. Here t’ unwind, Dr. Jones?

Indy

More peaceful than a morgue.

Win

Yup. S’pose ya know the way…

Indy

Yeah. Don’t get up, Win.

Win

If you insis’.

WIN quickly settles back into his sleep. INDY steps away.

Hall of Antiquities - dark

BLACK. INDY pulls a chain and a bulb CLICKs on, throwing crazy shadows about the room. Curtains hide tall windows. The room is filled with cabinets and clutter. A rusted suit of ARMOR holds a SWORD and MACE across its chest. A six-foot-long SARCOPHAGUS occupies the center of the room. 

INDY wipes a heavy layer of dust from a glass-topped sarcophagus revealing an Egyptian MUMMY, arms folded, yellow teeth exposed.

INDY draws the curtains. Colorful light kills the heaving shadows and the room takes on more character, depth. Deep book stacks and assorted crap abound.

OVER INDY’S SHOULDER, the MYSTERIOUS MAN steps out of the shadows and crosses the window, casting his SHADOW on the sarcophagus. INDY spins on him, pins him to the wall, and rips off his glasses. It is Dr. HENRY JONES SR.

Indy

Dad?!

Henry

Junior.

Indy

What’s with the cloak-and-dagger? I couldda hurt you.

Henry

Dangerous times necessitate extreme measures.

Indy

Dangerous times? What’re you talking about?

HENRY draws the curtains and whispers,

Henry

Communists.

Indy

Communists?

Henry

Yes. I have something they want. 

HENRY peeks behind the drapes. INDY draws them wide open. HENRY quickly shuts them again. They go back and forth like this a couple of times until INDY whips them open with finality.

Indy

They’re painted windows - the pinkos can’t see in. (thumbs at the mummy) And he’ll keep it under wraps.

HENRY hits Indy’s head with his newspaper and emphatically shuts the drapes.

Henry

Did you get your PhD from a box of Cracker Jacks? You have no idea what we’re up against, Junior.

Indy

Well, Dad, maybe you could fill me in.

HENRY looks around, walks to the door and makes sure no one is listening. He stuffs the paper into his coat pocket and hands Indy an ENVELOPE. INDY shakes out a NOTE & two brass PLATES - like punch cards with bar codes.

Indy

What are they?

Henry

I don’t know. They must be important.

Indy

Why?

Henry 

They’re from a close friend of mine, Lorraine Jagger. For years she’s been digging a site in Uzbekistan – a second library of Alexander.

Indy

Uzbekistan? Why haven’t I heard of it?

Henry

Son, it’s remedial geography.

Indy

The site, Dad. Why haven’t I heard of the site?

Henry

Because it’s behind the Iron Curtain, of course; privately funded by an American interest: not the kind of thing that makes Archeology Digest. It was the furthest Alexander marched. Must’ve thought it safe.

Indy

Safe for what?

Henry

A work of Plato, a dialogue with Archimedes. It describes a war machine capable of leveling any foe
.

Indy

A book? That’s what’s got you tied up in knots? You know, Dad, Plato also mentions Amazons and Atlantis. Should we alert the defense department?

Henry

Did I raise an imbecile or did you learn that in school?

Indy

What I did learn in school, Dad, is that Archimedes lived a hundred years after Plato. It’s a fake.

Henry

Lorraine swears it’s not and she knows her Plato. We don’t have time for this! We have to get to Uzbekistan.

Indy

We, Dad?

Henry

Well, yes. I can’t do this without you, Junior.

Indy

It’s ‘Indiana’, Dad. And not only can’t you do this without me; you can’t do this with me. Call the department of foreign affairs.

Henry

I can’t. An American was with the Russians who took over her site.

Indy

Russians commandeered an archeological site?

Henry

Well, Soviets, technically. They intercepted her first message to the Pentagon.

Indy

The Pentagon?

Henry

Yes, the Pentagon.

Indy

Has everybody cracked? It’s a 2300-year old philosophy book, not an H-bomb!

Henry

Xylomedes, a Pythagorean priest, confirms it: Archimedes discovered something of unimaginable power – called it “the Solution”. The Pythagoreans locked it in the treasury at Delphi. The chamber …

Indy

I know, Dad: I read Plutarch. Psychotropic gasses rose from a chasm deep in the earth. These put the virgin Pythia into a trance and she would utter gibberish that the priests would interpret--for a fee--as the Oracles of Apollo. A glorified, sideshow swami. 
There was no chasm. No gasses. No Prophecy.

Henry 

Skeptic. The fissure closed in a great earthquake. With the loss of its oracles went its political power, placing Delphi in jeopardy. They secretly colonized a new site to hide the Archimedean Solution forever.

Indy

A New Delphi? Where, Dad?

Henry

I don’t know. The answer’s in Uzbekistan.

Indy

Where in Uzbekistan?

Henry

Don’t know that either. The directions are in code.

Indy

In code?

Henry

I helped to invent it. Lorraine’ s father was my department chair in graduate school. She and I made our own language for kicks. Borrowed from Greek and Latin. Grammar’s Semitic. Ah, we were a handful.

Indy

Kids today’d call you a nerd, Dad.

Henry

Jealousy. But that’s beside the point. We have to go to Uzbekistan immediately!

Int. Foyer – Hall of Antiquities

CLOSE ON WIN, snoring. Two, gloved hands reach a CORD around his neck. The cord goes taught. He wakes in panic. 

Int. Hall of Antiquities

HENRY hears a noise (OS) and looks toward the door in concern.

Indy

You can’t just enter a Soviet camp and demand your political prisoner.

Henry

She’s not in Uzbekistan.

Indy

Where is she, Dad?

Henry

Moscow, I think.

Indy

That’s better.

Henry

That’s where she thought they were moving her.

INDY draws the drape, letting a sliver of colored sunlight fall on an old, MAP of Africa. He stares at the map.

Henry

Think of it, son: “the power to level any foe.” They have Lorraine, soon they’ll have what they seek. She needs you, boy. Your country needs you. I need you.

Indy

(turning away)

I’m outta the adventure business, Dad.

Henry

But, you’re the only one who can help us.

Indy

Then, I’m afraid you’re both outta luck.

Henry

(enraged)

I shouldn’t’ve bothered! If it were your friend, you’d’ve charged in already! But I’m not you, am I, Junior?

Indy

Dad, I’m sorry.

HENRY throws his paper and storms out.

A moment later he backs slowly into the room, eyes wide. WE DO NOT SEE the PISTOL trained on his nose until it follows him in, held by a THUG, SERGEI.

Henry

Junior?

INDY is still looking at the map.  He answers with a heavy heart,

Indy

What, Dad?

Henry

We’ve got company.

INDY turns to see a second THUG enters and blocks the door. 

INDY pockets the ENVELOPE. 

SERGEI, the unarmed thug, cracks his knuckles. 

Our HEROES turn to see GLINKOV standing before the stained glass, pulling tight his leather gloves. GLINKOV takes out a cigarette and lights it, reminiscent of his posture in Hudson’s cave story. He extends the pack to the Joneses.

Glinkov

Cigarette?

Indy

They’re bad for your health.

Glinkov

John Wayne smokes, no?

Indy

So did most emphysema patients. Besides, I don’t take things from strangers.

Glinkov

We are not “strangers,” Dr. Jones. I was an aspiring archeologist before I was identified for this job.

Henry

Is your mother proud?

Indy

Mine wanted me to be an artist.

Glinkov

Enough! Where are the keys?

Henry/Indy

(simultaneously)

What keys?

Glinkov

Sergei, help the Joneses find their memories.

SERGEI closes in.

Henry

(to Indy alone)

They mustn’t get that envelope!

INDY pulls an ENVELOPE from his pocket, holds it aloft, snaps open a Zippo lighter and holds the flame beneath it. HENRY looks at Indy as if he were insane.

Glinkov

(smiling)

Dr. Jones, the keys are not flammable.

Indy

No, but they’re worthless without the map. Move and it’s toast.

Glinkov

Shoot them both.

GLINKOV chambers a bullet.

INDY sets the envelope on fire.

The RUSSIANS scramble for the flaming envelope.

INDY throws it and ducks under the sarcophagus, taking Henry with him.

The RUSSIANS knock the suit of armor to the ground by the Joneses. GLINKOV smothers the envelope, which has ignited the surrounding papers. The ENVELOPE is scorched but legible. IT READS:

“INDIANA JONES AND THE CANIBALS OF RHODESIA”

AN ORIGINAL SCREENPLAY BY HARRY MILLS

The JONESES sneak toward the door on their hands and knees. FIRE spreads.

Glinkov

Stop the Joneses!

A BULLET ricochets off of the ground between the Joneses and they separate.

HENRY huddles under a broken cabinet, Dimitri’s FEET in the background. 

DIMITRI SEES Henry’s overcoat, lowers his pistol at the cabinet, and fires. 

SPLINTERS fly in front of Henry’s face. He scuttles away under the long cabinet.

DIMITRI follows, firing several rounds through the cabinet behind Henry.

HENRY hits a wall & looks back nervously as Dimitri’s feet come closer. HENRY SEES the mace in a gauntleted glove on the ground and picks it up. 

FLAMES lick aggressively all around the room. It spreads to the sarcophagus, exploding the glass and engulfing the MUMMY IN FIRE.

INDY is backed up to the end of a tall stack of books.

SERGEI advances toward Indy up one side, GLINKOV up the other.

INDY pulls the real ENVELOPE out, braced to run. 

SERGEI SEES a SHAPE behind the bookshelf and mistakes the shape for Indy. He thrusts his massive arms through, grasps GLINKOV by the neck and slams him against the shelf. Books avalanche around the strangle-held Glinkov.

INDY runs past Glinkov who trips him. INDY goes airborne and hits the ground, the LETTER soaring onto the suit of armor AMIDST burning papers.

DIMITRI stands over Henry aiming his pistol downward.

HENRY STRIKES Dimitri’s shin with the mace. He breaks the cabinet leg with the mace. It falls onto Dimitri, pushing him into the burning sarcophagus. 

TRAPPED between the heavy cabinet and the mummy’s pyre, DIMITRI’s SCREAMs blend into…

…SERGEI’s SCREAM as GLINKOV bites his arm. SERGEI releases him.

INDY gropes for the envelope but the fire is too intense.

FLAMES lick the armor and SWORD and start to consume the ENVELOPE. 

INDY thrusts his hand in the fire, pulling out the envelope just in time.

SERGEI LANDS on Indy’s back, knocking out his wind and head-locking him.

INDY SEES the SWORD less than a foot away and struggles to reach it. He then SEES Henry and waves the envelope and, choking and calling to him.

Indy

Dad! Dad!

HENRY SEES him, but is trapped behind a wall of flame. HENRY feels impotent.

Henry

Junior!

GLINKOV snatches the envelope from Indy while SERGEI wrings his neck.

The leather sword handle is just a few inches away from Indy. Its blade glows orange. Beyond he SEES at Dimitri’s, BURNING CORPSE,

Glinkov

Try not to smoke too much, Dr. Jones; it’s bad for your health.

SERGEI pushes Indy’s face closer to the fire.

INDY reaches the leather-bound sword handle and, with his last effort, swings it over his head into Sergei’s face.

The hot sword sears his flesh and SERGEI gets off Indy, face smoking. He blindly smashes through the stained glass window SCREAMING in pain.

GLINKOV bolts. His foot SKIDS on one of many BOOKS littering the floor. He goes head-over heels and lands on his skull, unconscious. 

INDY and HENRY meet at Glinkov. INDY snatches up the envelope.

HENRY looks sadly at the loss of countless historical treasures. He then inspects the book that spilled Glinkov. Holding it up,

Henry

The Bhagavad Gita. He slipped on a Hindu text. Do you suppose this is what they meant by “Karma”?

Int. Simon Hudson’s office - day

The office is organized and bright. Lush wood, antiques, relics and plants adorn it. The JONESES lock the door behind them. Both are disheveled. Henry closes Venetian blinds. Behind his desk, SIMON sits confused and upset.

Hudson

Indiana! Did you forget to insult one of my acquaintances? Because I’d be happy to … What on earth happened to you two? 

Henry

I was finding motivation for my son.

INDY places a finger on Hudson’s lips and combs the room: searching under tables, curtains, lamps, chairs, and desk drawers. Under a phone, he finds a BUG. He shows the electrical device to a surprised Hudson and slices the wire with a pocketknife. He severs ANOTHER by the coat rack.

Hudson

Professor Jones, please explain what’s going on?

Indy

I can’t explain, Simon. I need to get to Uzbekistan.

Henry

We need to get there.

INDY looks uncomfortably at his father.

Hudson

Oh, that’s nice. Uh, I’m sorry but I’d swear you said, “Uzbekistan.”

Henry

He did.

Hudson

Well, I’m afraid that’s impossible: there are no airports within a thousand miles of Uzbekistan; it’s inside Soviet territory; and the land all around is impassible. Oh yes, and we do not give out monies at this university without the proper forms!

Henry

Is this the pencil-neck that replaced Marcus? 

Indy

(hesitates)

Look, Simon, just … just get in touch with my friend, Sallah; he’ll do the rest.

Hudson

Sallah?

Henry

How on earth did you get this job?

Indy

Ask your secretary where to find him.

HUDSON looks suspiciously at Indy.

Indy

For God’s sake, man. Trust me on this one. There’s a published paper in it. I promise. 

HUDSON reluctantly picks up the phone. 

INDY places his hand on top of Hudson’s.

Indy

Use a secure line; they’re watching you.

Hudson

They? You must fill me in if I’m to help.

Indy

Trust me. The less you know, the better.

Henry

(aside)

If he knew any less he’d be a cabbage.

SIMON resigns himself to the situation.

Simon

No man is an island, Professor Jones.

Ext. Large passenger plane – night

The YOUNG MAN from Indy’s class, in a trench coat, watches Indy and Henry ascend a rolling stair onto a large passenger plane.

OVER the image of the plane, cruising through clouds, a WORLD MAP wraps to the left. A STRAIGHT RED LINE moves eastward from New York, making small red dots at stops in London, Madrid, Rome and, finally, Istanbul.

Ext. Streets of Instabul, Turkey - day

SALLAH waves at Indy, and bulls through the crowd to him. Underneath, it reads:

ISTANBUL, TURKEY

Sallah

Indy! Dr. Jones!

Indy

Sallah!

SALLAH embraces Indy embarrassingly hard. He then ignores Henry’s extended hand and grabs up Henry in a strong bear hug. OVER HENRY’S SHOULDER, POLICE with automatic rifles scan the crowd. Holding Henry uncomfortably long,

Sallah

We should go. Turkey is not as stable as it once was.

Henry

I didn’t know it ever was stable.

They walk down a populated street toward the bazaar.

Sallah

Nothing is stable since Israeli statehood.

Indy

By flying into Turkey we avoid Iraq and Jordan.

Sallah

Exactly. Cairo is safe enough, but the rest of the area… I’d move my family to England were the work not in Egypt. And my family keeps growing.

Indy

Fayah’s pregnant again?

Sallah

Praise Allah.

Henry

You could learn a thing or two from this one.

INDY rolls his eyes. 

Ext. Bazaar

The commotion increases ten-fold as they move into the bazaar. They pass a BEGGAR child who then runs ahead of them into the crowd.

Henry

Sallah, has your oldest given any thought to college? Junior and I have connections, you know.

Indy

Indiana, Dad. Indiana.

Sallah

(proud)

Amir will follow my trade. He is digging as we speak.

Henry

You’ll have a grandson before I do.

The cosmopolitan streets bustle. Open stands sell everything from slaughtered animals to clothing and furniture. Street performers abound. Some men roll DICE in an alley. One holds up a die, shoves it in another’s face, and a FIGHT breaks out and rolls into the street. HENRY shuffles to get out of their way.

The BEGGAR child runs straight into Indy and hurries past.

SALLAH grabs the boy and hauls him up to his face, holding out a large paw. The boy struggles. SALLAH frisks him and pulls out the scorched ENVELOPE.

INDY snatches it away, shocked.

The BEGGAR wriggles out of Sallah’s grip and runs away.

Sallah

(holding back Indy)

They’ll steal the whiskers from your beard but only the foolish follow where he goes.

A circle of spectators in the middle of the street eagerly place bets, wave bills and cheer on two 10-year old boys, squaring off for an impromptu WRESTING match. The crowd erupts as they lock and grapple. In the eclectic crowd is an unenthusiastic SAUDI couple in dark glasses. The Saudi woman holds a black sequined PURSE in front of her. 

The BEGGAR sneaks up to a large man in a CAFTAN, his face covered with his turban wrap except for his eyes - one good, the other hideously scarred. The boy points to the crowd, receives money from him and runs off.

CAFTAN steps up behind the Saudis at the edge of the crowd and pulls his robe away, exposing a SCIMITAR.

HENRY notices him and he fades back into the crowd.

One boy gets the upper hand, the crowd erupts and waves money. The SAUIDIS turn as our heroes pass them. The woman drops her purse in her rush, reaches urgently for it but is hauled off by her husband.

HENRY picks it up and hails her but the couple has disappeared.

Int. Sallah’s Apartment – Istanbul Marketplace - day

INDY, HENRY and SALLAH sit at a table inside a balcony. SOUNDS of the bazaar waft up as they sip small cups of coffee. SALLAH points at a map, Indy is trying to decipher the NOTE.

Sallah

Through here. My cousin has business in the region.

Henry

What does your cousin do?

Sallah

Import-export.

Henry

Import-export?

Sallah

Mainly. Iran is chaos and Afghans have no love of Russians. Not safe, but still the best option.

On the table: the charred ENVELOPE, the brass PLATES and the PURSE.

Indy

I can’t make heads or tails of this.

Henry

Excellent! Then one else will either!

Indy

But there’s no pattern.

Henry

Sure there is. See, “lambda” before “pi”…

Indy

That’s a ‘lambda’?

Henry

Well, if you combined the Roman and the Greek letters … with a Sanskrit curve.

Indy

Why don’t you just translate it, Dad?

Henry

Are you serious? And risk having it in the open?

Indy

Well, shouldn’t you at least teach me to read it? 

Henry 

For Aristotle, excellence lies in finding the mean. Avoid excess, approach all things with temperance, and try not to miss the mark. 

Indy

How can I, Dad, if I don’t know what to temper?

Henry

I wonder if Aristotle had this much trouble teaching Alexander.

SALLAH intercedes,

Sallah

Does it say where to go?

Henry

Lorraine must’ve been in a rush, “north from the Darya … through the south … clear by night…

Indy

I thought you said you could read it.

Henry

I created this code fifty years ago!

Sallah

But all of Uzbekistan is north of the Darya River.

Indy

North through the south? Clear by night?

Henry

She had to be careful; the Russians…

Indy

Your friend’s paranoid.

INDY catches the first slap but HENRY free hand slaps Indy’s face. 

HENRY yanks free and stands up. In his bustle, he hits the table and the purse spills. A COMB tumbles out. He picks up the comb and gets it.

Henry

Cotton?

Indy

Cotton?

Henry

Good ol’ Lorraine. The South! It’s a clue! She doesn’t mean “through the south”, she means through the South!

Indy

The land’s too rugged for cotton and the people’re simple herders and farmers; they don’t grow textiles.

Henry

Sallah, is there cotton in Uzbekistan?

Sallah

Yes. The Russians force cotton and wheat production on the locals. An irrigation canal runs north from here.

SALLAH points at Uzbekistan’s southern tip.

Sallah

Cotton grows only on one side of the canal; the other… the Russians do not control all of their empire.

Indy

Can you get us there?

Sallah

Yes, but what then?

Henry

I’ll figure something out.

INDY moves the PURSE and it makes a shutter CLICK and the BUZZ of automatic film advancing. INDY examines it. It CLICKs and BUZZes. A small LENS shines at one end.

Indy

Spies.

Henry

These cigarettes are American.

HENRY handles the purse contents. He tosses the LIPSTICK over his shoulder. It hits the ground and the concealed LIPSTICK GUN goes off with a loud BANG! The bullet ricochets over Indy’s head. All duck.

Indy

What’re you doing!

HENRY, chagrined but indignant, picks up the lipstick container but it is too hot to handle and he juggles it toward the window and throws it out.

Ext. Balcony – Sallah’s apartment

The gunshot has drawn attention in the street. The female SAUDI woman whose purse they found is looking up when the lipstick hits her forehead. Henry turns,

Henry

We’ve got trouble.

They rush to the balcony and SEE the female AGENT and four others looking up at them; she orders three OTHERS into the building.

Indy

How’d they know? Whose apartment is this?

Sallah

My cousin. But it is not listed. He finds it … convenient to keep some apartments vacant.

Int. Sallah’s apartment

INDY clears the table and runs but there are (OS) FOOTFALLS at the door. The knob turns but the bolt LOCK strains with each kick: POUND! POUND!

Ext. Balcony

HENRY, still on the balcony, SEES the “Saudi” couple standing watch.

(OS) POUND! POUND! POUND!

Int. Sallah’s Apartment

INDY goes for whip and gun, prepared for action, but SALLAH stays his hand.

Sallah

There is another way.

SALLAH shuffles to the pantry and pulls a broomstick. The shelved wall swings silently away, REVEALING a steep spiral STAIRCASE. The Joneses are baffled.

Sallah

My cousin was a carpenter?

Indy

Your cousin?

SALLAH smiles uncomfortably and nods.

Indy

Go!

They file in, shutting the wall behind. The AGENTS splinter the door and burst into the empty apartment, guns drawn.

Int. Turkish bar – hazy light - day

Dim gas lamps. A smog of illegal smoke hangs over local riff-raff - playing cards, smoking hookas and cigarettes, drinking liquor and muddy coffee. 

Two men throw DARTs. The first hits a bulls-eye. The second, wearing an eye patch, steps up and lets his fly. We FOLLOW the dart’s POV from behind as it heads for the outer rim, a sure loser. Then, the target swings out as the WALL OPENS, causing the errant dart to hit the double bulls-eye.

Our HEROES file out. The crowd immediately quiets. The dart shooters are confused. An OLD MAN, alone at a table, opens his eyes wide, looks suspiciously into his HOOKA, then happily hits it again. 

INDY shuts the wall behind them, noticing he is in the middle of their game,

Indy

Nice shot.

The crowd returns to normal. PATCH smiles at his win. The other shoves him.

Ext. Bar alley – day

Sallah

My cousin’s man, Mohammed, waits at the city gates.

The BEGGAR child steps out of a recess as they walk past. He runs away, into the AGENTs from the apartment & hurries on: he works for someone else.

Ext. Streets of Istanbul – day

CAFTAN in the shadows of a busy street, gives the BEGGAR another reward.

Ext. Another Street

EVERYONE seems to be looking at our heroes: laundry women, deliverymen on bicycle-carts, a prostitute painting, playing children, Orthodox priests - everyone.

Ext. Another street

The “SAUDI” AGENTS speak to their men in American English. The female CIA AGENT SEES Indy’s FEDORA bobbing through the crowd. 

INDY looks sideways, squints his eyes catching those of the female agent.

Indy

Run!

SALLAH leads, plowing through the crowd, breaking pottery, freeing chickens.

The CIA pursue, roughly bowling over angry merchants.

INDY throws obstacles behind them, casks of olives & jugs of oil.

The AGENTS slip and fall.

The CROWD CLEARS. Our HEROES pull up short: before them stand two MEN in European suits and CAFTAN, scarf dropped, revealing a scarred SERGEI. 

GLINKOV steps out of the shadows.

The KGB SUITS rush our heroes. 

Indy

Split up!

SALLAH slips easily into the crowd. The KGB follow HENRY; SERGEI and GLINKOV INDY.

INDY slides across the slippery mess he had just made, clothes-lining the CIA AGENT who falls on his female partner.

GLINKOV and SERGEI dart past the grounded undercover CIA without noticing them. SERGEI slides but keeps his footing.

Ext. Corridors

HENRY runs through a confusing maze of corridors.  He SEES a delivery boy getting off a SCOOTER, groceries in hand.

The DELIVERY BOY knocks at a door and turns at the scooter’s (OS) whine.

HENRY peels away on the scooter, the boy shouting after him.

The KGB turn the corner.

An OLD WOMAN opens her door.

The CIA careen around the corner, running into the KGB. ALL FOUR AGENTS reflexively DRAW GUNS on each other and open fire.

The DELIVERY BOY drops the groceries and pushes the woman inside her door.

Ext. Business district

INDY reaches a T-junction but one way is blocked by a TRUCK; a single file of pedestrian traffic going slowly around one side. He spins around to SEE three CIA AGENTS from the apartment chasing, guns pointed. Without explanation, they quickly pull back and disappear into the local population. 

INDY turns to SEE RUSSIAN SOLDIERS enter from the other corridor. He climbs the truck bumper and WALKS ON TOP OF the line of angry pedestrians.

A Russian SOLDIER fires an automatic rifle into the air to disperse the crowd.

EXT. Another street

SALLAH stops at the SOUND (OS) of automatic gunfire. The crowd scurries.

Ext. Business district - day

INDY, passing the truck, drops off the tops of the pedestrians. (OS) Russian SHOUTING erupts and the crowd spills out of the narrow path beside the truck.

A HAND grips Indy’s shoulder and yanks him inside a doorway.

Ext. Loading docks/commercial port – Istanbul - day

This is a busy exit for commercial exports. HENRY joins Sallah behind a cart. 

Sallah

Where is Indy?

Henry

He’s not here?

Sallah

No.

Over the cart, A CONVOY of green army trucks and cars with the red star of the USSR clogs the streets. Dozens of armed, Russian soldiers stand guard. Some move Turks into a truck. One questions a turbaned man, MOHAMMED.

Sallah

That is my cousin’s man, Mohammed.

MOHAMMED, seeing Sallah, averts his eyes and signals in sign language.

Sallah

Our way out has been compromised. 

SALLAH looks around for options. Pack animals and old cargo trucks abound. He saunters by some TRADERS with unloaded camels, horses and wagons, then by some RUSSIAN officers in conversation. He eavesdrops and returns.

Sallah

The rug trader by the fountain is going to Kashmir – the route will take him within miles of Afghanistan.

Henry

And your cousin and his men?

Sallah

They are being taken to Moscow for interrogation. One mentioned “the American woman”.

Henry

Lorraine.

Int. Dark room – Istanbul

Daylight streams through the cracks in a DOOR through which WE SEE Russian soldiers run past. INDY throws JULIA against the wall and draws a gun on her.

Julia

What the hell’re you doing?

Indy

Keep your mouth shut, Sweetheart.

INDY draws a blind, just enough to see JULIA, a beautiful woman, about his age. Gun in hand, INDY pats her down with his free hand.

Indy

Who’re you with?

His frisking comes close under her breasts and she squirms. Under his breath,

Indy

Stay still!

He continues his search, pulling back her coat and looking inside her blouse.

Julia

Good for you, stud?

Satisfied that she is unarmed, INDY relaxes a bit, keeping the gun trained on her.

Julia

You’re not quite what I expected.

Indy

I’m sorry, what did your intelligence say about me?

Julia

You know: faster than a speeding bullet, able to leap tall buildings in a single bound, that sort of thing.

INDY is unsure what to make of her.

Julia

Oh, yeah, and I also heard that you had a brain. That was obviously wrong.

INDY pushes the gun into her ribs – unsure what to do.

Julia

Are you criminally insane? I swear to God, if this death wish of yours loses the Solution…

Indy

Can it, gorgeous.

Julia

The name’s not “Gorgeous”, Sugar Pie, - It’s Julia, Julia Jagger. My mother’s Dr. Lorraine Jagger.

Indy

Yeah, and I’m Nikita Khrushchev.

Julia

I can prove it.

Indy

Go on…

Julia

The letter in your pocket - It’s written in code – the one my mother and Henry made when they were college sweethearts.

Indy

Sweethearts?

Julia

I can read it.

INDY slides away a little and lowers the gun.

Indy

How’d you find me?

Julia

You leave a mighty big footprint.

Indy

Well, you know what they say…

TURKISH POLICE run past yelling in Turkish about gunfire.

Julia

Look, Romeo, have you ever seen the inside of a Turkish prison? I haven’t and I don’t intend to.

INDY is still indecisive.

Indy

Why should I listen to you?

Julia

Because I haven’t tried to kill you yet. 

Ext. Loading docks/commercial port

The RUSSIANS load the last prisoner and close the truck gate. Soldiers stand guard as a restless crowd draws close. A canvas topped SUPPLY TRUCK takes up the rear, its gate up and back flap open.

Henry

Get Junior to Uzbekistan. I’m hitching a ride.

Sallah

Dr. Jones, I don’t think Indy would…

Henry

This is exactly the kind of heroics he would perform. Besides, this may be my only chance to free Lorraine.

Sallah

Dr. Jones, please, wait.

The TRUCKS start to move.

Henry

He must keep the Archimedean Solution out of their hands at all costs.

The Russian sentries back off, rifles on the crowd, and load into a troop carrier. 

HENRY breaks for the supply truck and stumbles as he tries to climb on but hangs on to the tailgate by his fingertips, feet dragging as it pulls away. He gets a foot planted, runs with the truck and hops on.

The TURKS cheer him on.

HENRY wipes his forehead and exhales deeply.

Henry

I’m too old for this!

The TRUCKS queue at the gates. HENRY waves victoriously.

Ext. Streets of Istanbul - day

INDY and JULIA walk out of an alley and into SERGEI and GLINKOV, waiting under an awning with two Russians SOLDIERS, sub-automatic rifles leveled at them. They raise their hands in surrender.

Indy

Nice work, sweetheart.

SERGEI’s left eye has been rendered useless by the sword burn. GLINKOV lifts a gauze wrapped hand to take a cigarette from his mouth.

Glinkov

Who is the little girl, Jones? 

Indy

Like you don’t know.

Julia

What’s that supposed to mean, you jerk?


Glinkov

This is becoming tiresome, Dr. Jones.

Indy

You’re telling me.

INDY kicks Sergei in the crotch, jumps up, grabs the canopy and swings forward, kicking one foot into each of the soldiers.

GLINKOV draws his gun and JULIA expertly punches him in the face. She runs out from underneath the awning as INDY rips it and collapses it on the Russians.

Julia

That good enough for you, Jones?

Ext. Loading docks/commercial port

They reach Sallah. JULIA has wrapped a RED SCARF around her head. A heavily bandaged LEPER looks around a corner at our group.

JULIA subtly signals to the leper, who pretends to inspect his feet.


SALLAH, seeing Julia, is confused.

Indy

This is Julia – a friend of the family.

SALLAH shrugs, takes off his fez to her and turns to Indy.

Sallah

Indy, your father has … “hitched a ride.”

Indy

He what? To where, Sallah?

Sallah

Moscow. There he is.

HENRY’s head pokes over the tailgate of the last TRUCK in the Russian convoy.

Indy

That old fool! He can’t be on his own: he’ll get killed.

SALLAH looks at the slowly moving convoy then turns to Julia,

Sallah

If you’re really his friend, watch him until I return.

Indy

Sallah, what’re you doing?

Sallah

You said it, Indy: your father should not be alone. And you cannot follow. (points to the rug caravan) They’re going your way. Get to Uzbekistan. Fast!

Indy

What the hell is going on, here?

Sallah

If I don’t return, tell Fayah and the kids I loved them.

Indy

Whoa, partner. Sallah, I didn’t mean…

SALLAH ambles off quickly to the front of the queued motorcade. Indy absent-mindedly clutches Mamadu’s CROSS, hanging from a leather neck strap. 

Ext. City gates

SALLAH waves frantically at the lead car. COMMANDER GORKY sits the rear.

Sallah

Hey! You there!

The DRIVER honks at Sallah, blocking the car. He turns to Gorky for orders. 

GORKY waves an invisible fly from his face.

The DRIVER lurches forward.

SALLAH looks right and left. Finally, he stands his ground, slamming both hands on the hood of the car. It stops.

Sallah

Where are you taking my men?

GORKY stands to get a better look.

Gorky

Your men? This caravan is aiding the American conspirators. That makes you a conspirator.

GORKY waves casually and six light-armed SOLDIERS pour from the next truck to converge on Sallah. He sits down and waves at the invisible fly again.

SALLAH is roughly dragged to the prisoners’ wagon. The motorcade continues unimpeded. As it pulls away, WE SEE Henry’s head anxiously peek over the top.

Ext. Loading docks/commercial port

Indy

I’ve got to get to Moscow.

Julia

Moscow? You mean Uzbekistan.

Indy

My father and my best friend are going to Moscow. First, I get them back, then I go to Uzbekistan.

Julia

My mother’s in Moscow too but all of their sacrifices will be in vain if we don’t get to Uzbekistan first.

Indy

We? I can’t carry you through this, beautiful.

Julia

You can’t do this without me, Junior. 

Indy

Junior?! Who the hell…

Julia

You can’t read the directions, Cowboy, and I don’t have time to feed your ego. So let’s go. (aside) Men!

INDY shakes his head in amazement as she walks away.

Indy

Women!

JULIA walks past the LEPER and throws a crumpled, paper BILL in his lap. The leper gives abundant thanks as she passes. 

INDY catches up with her by the carpet traders - four burly Iranians eating lunch on the far side of their goods. Some rugs are unrolled, some rolls not yet loaded.

Indy

I’ve got an idea. It’ll get us to Afghanistan but…

Julia

Just get us there, big boy. I’ll figure something out.

Ext. Outside the city gates – Istanbul – sunrise

The early dawn sky is painted pink and red as a caravan of camels and horses draw wagons heavily burdened with rolls of carpet. As it departs WE SEE INDY and JULIA rolled up in two of the topmost rugs.

Ext. Caravan - Red line

A MAP of the Middle East is superimposed on the screen. The camel CARAVAN plods along as the RED LINE careens through Iran and takes a sharp turn near the Afghanistan border. The map fades…

Ext. Afghanistan – deserted road – day

A dusty HIGHWAY stretches into distant, snow-capped mountains.

Indy

We should make Kandahar in a month on foot. That’s if we don’t die of dehydration.

Julia 

Some hero you turned out to be.

Indy

Don’t blame me, I didn’t want to find this weapon…

Julia

Weapon? Men! You honestly can’t think past your guns.

Indy

Oh yeah?

Julia

Yeah. You’re as dense as those government dupes.

Indy

I’ve got my limits…

Two Mercedes CONVERTIBLES charge over a hill, a dust cloud in their wake. Miles from anything, INDY moves between Julia and the approaching cars.

Indy

Let me do the talking.

The CARS roar up and brake hard in a cloud of dust. The DRIVER gets out of the first car and opens the door for MINISTER KHAN, a man in a business suit and fez cap. Four ARMED GUARDS step out of the second car and stand by. KHAN walks briskly up to Indy and Julia, stopping stiffly before them,

Khan

You are trespassing on the sovereign land of Afghanistan. Explain yourselves.

INDY opens his mouth to speak, but JULIA steps out from behind him,

Julia

We’re reporters … with National Geographic.

Khan

National Geographic? Where is your camera?

JULIA looks around, obviously having not thoroughly considered her lie.

Indy

We were ambushed. Just outside of Tehran. They took our cameras, our recorders – even my pencils.

Minister KHAN seems satisfied.

Khan

You could not have better credentials: I love National Geographic! The king has a lifetime subscription.

He shows them to the first car and the guards pile back into the second. He lets Indy in the front seat next to the driver and Khan gets in back with Julia.

Khan

(smoothing his mustache, to Julia)

Which side do you think my best?

Ext. Turkistan – day

The sun sets on the Russian convoy traveling through a high mountain pass.

Int. Russian supply truck - day

HENRY is jounced hard in the truck. He hugs himself against the cold. Using a crowbar, he opens random crates. He finds vodka, cooking utensils and, last, military clothing. Jumping into the clothes, he falls as the truck hits a pothole.

Int. Dining hall – royal palace - Kabul - night

A band plays traditional music in the opulent dining hall. Tall columns support high, domed ceilings painted and tiled in bright, Muslim deigns. Ornate tapestries decorate every wall and servants stand at attention every few feet.

INDY takes pictures of the king and Prince Nadir Shah savoring tea in finely tailored suits and snug, ruby sewn turbans. Indy wears a borrowed suit and tie.

JULIA enters in an elegant but conservative, red, evening gown, hair up in curls under an unobtrusive tiara. All three stand at her arrival.

INDY chokes.

King

It is to your liking? Not all Afghans are primitive. We are a civilized and progressive people.

Indy

(admiring the view)

Yes. Progressive.

Julia

I love it, thank you.

Staying in character, INDY takes snapshots of the royals greeting Julia.

King

I have ordered Afghan clothing for the high road: there are parts of our country where it is wise for a woman to cover up.

Indy

Your Majesty, I was hoping to leave early tomorrow…

Julia

Henry! (Indy cringes) We’re guests of his majesty; we’ll depart at his convenience.

King

Nonsense! I like your spirit, Mr. Jones. You will be the first westerners to see the ancient high road since Marco Polo. Everything is readied. 

Indy

Thank you, your majesty.

The king claps his and a retinue of servants file into the room bearing platters and bowls until the table overflows with luscious food. INDY’s eyes grow large.

Int. Russian supply truck – night

Henry explodes a can of cream corn in his face with the crow bar. He removes his creamed glasses and wipes the lens before licking his finger.

Int. Dining hall - royal palace– Kabul - night

The PRINCE yawns and all stand as the KING excuses himself.

King

Young and old alike must sleep! Enjoy the music as long as you like. Our car is yours as far as Faizabad. After that, you are on your own. 

Indy

Thank you, your majesty.

The ROYALS step out after shaking hands with Indy and kissing Julia’s. The music plays on and they sip their coffee, exchanging stolen glances.

Julia

(moving with the rhythm)

I haven’t danced in years.

Indy

(gets up, hand extended)

Shall we fix that?

Julia

I’m a mathematician: we don’t dance.

INDY leads her to her feet. She stiffly begins to dance.

Julia

Dr. Jones, I…

Indy

Call me, “Indiana.” 

JULIA fights but eventually sways and pulls him near. CLOSE ON her HAND sliding the envelope out of Indy’s coat pocket out and into a fold of her dress.

Julia

(withdrawing)

Indiana, I can’t do this.

Indy

Sure you can: you move your feet; I move mine…

Julia

(backs off)

The only move I’m making is to bed. I suggest you do the same.

Indy

Well, it’s a bit sudden but I did notice you watching me all throughout dinner.

Julia

Spare me, Casanova. I was studying your Neolithic table manners. We’ve got a long road ahead.

Indy

Whoa, I got my lines crossed. Sorry.

Julia

Don’t worry. (stopping at the door) Out of curiosity…

Indy

Yeah?

Julia

Why don’t you go by, “Henry?” It’s a nice name.

Indy

Never really thought about it.

Julia

Hmm.

Indy

I thought you’re a mathematician, not a psychologist.

Julia

I never knew my father. From everything Mom’s said about Henry, it seems an honor to be his namesake.

They take opposite directions to their individual rooms.

Int. Hallway – royal palace - night

INDY watches her depart and puts his hands in his coat pockets. He realizes the letter is missing. He is surprised and disappointed. Dissolve from his face to…

Ext. Soviet camp – Tajikistan - night

… HENRY’s face surrounded by a fur-lined hood. PAN OUT, he stands beside the supply truck dressed in winter Russian army issue parka, pants and boots. Deep snow is on the ground. He peeks around the truck and SEES:

The rest of the convoy, parked two trucks abreast. Several low fires burn, near neat rows of pup tents. The only occupied fire has four SOLDIERS on crates with rifles across their laps. A canvas-covered troop carrier is backed up to the fire apart from the other vehicles. HENRY pulls two vodka bottles from his pockets.

Int. Russian troop carrier – Tajikistan – night

SALLAH, shackled to the others, crowds the end of the canvas covered transport truck. He looks expectantly beyond the Soviet guards around the large fire.

Ext. Royal palace – Kabul – pre sunrise

The palace looms before a sun toying with rising. JULIA hurriedly gets in the first car. Inside, the keys are not in the ignition. She checks the visor and glove box. (OS) The JINGLE of keys from the back seat.

Indy

Looking for these? 

Julia

Indy

Indy

Gimme the envelope.

Julia

Why would I have it?

Indy

I’ve asked myself that question all night long and only come up with one answer - and I don’t like it.

Julia

You’ve got this all wrong, Indy. I’m not the enemy.

Indy

Since I’ve had that package, I’ve almost been cremated, shot and strangled. Now you’ve stolen it. If I were smart, I’d shoot you before you kill me.

Julia

Men! You play with guns as boys and you never stop.

Indy

We’re at war, and you’re in cahoots with the enemy!

Julia

Men start wars. Men killed my father. And men kidnapped my mother! Why are you any different?

Indy

Because I don’t care about anything but seeing Sallah and my father back in one piece.

JULIA looks in the rear view mirror at him, wanting to believe.

Julia

The keys’re worthless without the directions and you can’t read them without me.

Indy

Maybe I’ll take my chances.

She hands the letter over the seat.

Indy

Drive.

Int. Car – Road to Faizabad – day

The sun is high and bright. INDY sits in the front passenger seat. 

Julia

 What’re you gonna do with me?

Indy

I don’t know.

Julia

For what it’s worth, I’m no communist. I did what I did because I felt I had to. I don’t trust men.

Indy

You’re telling me.

In the distance, a BUS is pulled to the side of the road. They pass it.

Indy

Pull over there: off the road.

Ext. Road from Faizabad - day

A beat-up, wood-paneled bus races down a two-lane road between poppy fields.

Int. Bus – road from Faizabad - day

Afghans are crammed into the bus, women in berkas, men with head dressing. Livestock makes noises from the back. Orange fields fly past outside.

INDY and JULIA are dressed in local clothing. JULIA is asleep on his shoulder. A baby howls from the seat behind them, waking Julia. INDY thumbs backward.

Indy

Best form of birth control there is.

Julia

(stretching)

They’re not so bad if they’re your own.

Indy

You speaking from experience?

Julia

A woman knows.

Indy

Well, I’m not cut out for parenting – a man knows.

Julia

That’s a shame. Is it about control or fear of intimacy?

Indy

What is it with you?

Julia

I’m just saying that maybe you’re afraid of any relationship more important than yourself.

Indy

That so?

Julia

Absolutely.

The bus stops amidst flying luggage, passengers and chickens.

Indy

I don’t like the looks of this.

Out the window, turbaned Muja Hadin REBELS in ragged, layered clothing surround the bus. Some ride horses, some carry bazookas, and all carry new American guns or old Russian carbines, ammunition belts adorn many.

Indy

Rebels.

A MAN boards the bus shouting in Arabic. The upset crowd settles down when two rounds are fired through the roof.

The bus is cleared. AZRAM, the tall, thick-bearded rebel leader, wearing a Russian army coat, Afghan trousers and a Chinese fur hat, walks the line of passengers. He stops at INDY and JULIA. He pulls down Indy’s scarf.

INDY smiles uncomfortably at him.

AZRAM peeks under the hood of Julia’s berka.

Julia

Hey!

He trains his gun on her and INDY raises his hands in a gesture of peace. AZRAM cracks his jaw with the butt of his rifle. INDY goes down. 

JULIA reaches forward and INDY stays her.

AZRAM shouts in Arabic, then clearly says,

Rebel

… Russian.

Rubbing his jaw, INDY speaks,

Indy

No. We’re not Russians! We’re Americans. USA.

This receives a blank look from the man. INDY holds out his hands again, “relax”.

Indy

I don’t think these guys get National Geographic.

AZRAM lifts Indy’s chin with the barrel of his rifle. 

JULIA gasps.

Another REBEL gets off the bus shouting and holding a large envelope with a red wax seal. AZRAM breaks the seal and reads it.

Indy

(Indy crosses his fingers)

The king! Yes. Yes. We’re like this.

INDY gently pulls Julia to him; she readily acquiesces.

Ext. Soviet camp – rural Russia - sunset

The trucks are arranged as before, the prisoners’ truck next to a newborn fire.

Int. Supply truck – Soviet camp – rural Russia

HENRY huddles UNDER a TARP. (OS) The SOUND of men rummaging.

OUTSIDE the tarp, two MEN look in various crates the tarp behind them shifts. MAN 1 stops, puts down some cookware and navigates the boxes to the tarp.

MAN 2 gathers supplies into a box and looks at his comrade in irritation.

MAN 1 pulls a TARP up quickly, revealing CANNED GOODS. He throws it down, moves to HENRY’s TARP, and grabs it.

UNDER the tarp, HENRY sees his cover being gripped.

OUTSIDE, MAN 2 yells in Russian and motions Man 1 to help him.

MAN 1 releases Henry’s tarp and obeys.

UNDER the tarp, HENRY silently lets out a deep breath.

Ext. statues of Buddha – day

Massive statues of Buddha stand carved into the mountainside as a horse caravan slowly passes.

Azram spits on the ground at them as they pass. The Muja Hadin are disgusted at the site. Indy’ eyes are a different story: he sees a priceless treasure.

Ext. High mountains – Afghanistan – nightfall

Smoke rises from a small village of huts and goats pens nestled between jagged peaks. Fires burn in recessed caves in the surrounding cliff sides.

Int. Hut – village

A smoldering fire burns in the center of a low-ceilinged hut. INDY and JULIA kneel, hands bound. Their head covering is around their necks. Behind them stand two hunched-over guards. The VILLAGE ELDER, a blind, ancient man with a thin, white beard, smokes a long pipe and is heavily layered. The ELDER blows a smoke ring. He speaks in a cracked voice. A young man translates.

Elder/Translator

I know of your country. Why do you come so far?

Indy

We need to reach Uzbekistan before some others do.

Elder/Translator

Why?

Indy

What we seek there … these others will use it for evil.

Elder/Translator

(cloudy eyes widening)

And you know good from evil?

Indy

I know only my own motivations.

Elder/Translator

Do you?

INDY nods seriously.

The ELDER smiles knowingly and blows another ring,

Elder/Translator

Before your journey is over, you may be surprised at how little you know of even these.

The ELDER motions the men to untie them. 

They rub their wrists vigorously.

Two OLD WOMEN who had been crouching unseen in the corners, leave and return quickly with a small plate of food and jug of water. The elder points,

Elder/Translator

Russia is there – two days. They are godless but you have God - that is a start.

Indy

(inclining his head respectfully)

Thank you.

Elder/Translator

The Koran urges all Muslims to travel wide, to know more of other people of the earth. Yours, I think, is a mission blessed by the Prophet. Allah be with you.

Ext. Soviet camp – rural Russia – night

Four GUARDS surround the roaring fire by the prisoner transport. A DRUNK soldier stumbles from the shadows, his parka hood zipped closed. He carries a bottle of vodka in each hand, stumbles and passes out, face down, near the fire. The guards elbow each other and gladly take the vodka out of his hands.

The DRUNK turns his head, it is HENRY. He turns back to the snow.

Later

HENRY, face-down, a light covering of snow on the back of his hood. (OS) SNORING. He turns his head and SEES the guards fast asleep, two vodka bottles next to the dying fire. He sneaks to the prisoner’s truck, and looks inside.

Henry

(urgent whisper)

Sallah! Sallah!

Int. Russian troop carrier – rural Russia – night

SALLAH wakes with a scrubby man asleep on his chest. He winces at the man’s breath. HENRY pokes his hooded head into the truck.

Sallah

Professor Jones? Is that you?

HENRY leans inside the truck, smiling.

Henry

Sallah, I’ll be right back! Stay put.

SALLAH looks at his shackled wrists and ankles and shrugs.

Ext. Soviet Camp – rural Russia – night

HENRY, searching the guards for keys, accidentally tickles one and the man laughs. The JINGLE of keys tells him he has hit pay dirt. His look says, “Eureka!” but, as he pulls them out, the SOLDIER strokes his hand, mumbling “Anna.”

The GUARD makes out with Henry’s hand.

HENRY gently places the keys on the ground and picks up the empty BOTTLE. 

The GUARD’s lips climb Henry’s arm and he kisses the bottle right into his mouth. He holds it like a baby his bottle.

HENRY hands the keys to Sallah who is already waking the other prisoners.

SALLAH unlocks himself and gives them to Mohammed who continues. SALLAH crawls out of the truck, stretches, and involuntarily grunts.

A GUARD stirs but settles back down.

Henry

I’ve pulled the wires and cut the radios on the other trucks. Can you drive this one?

Sallah

Yes.

Henry

Good. I’ll help these men. Now, hurry!

SALLAH gets in the truck with hardly a noise. The engine rattles loudly to life, rousing the guards to a drunken wakefulness. One elbows his friend who giggles as they watch the truck drive away. Both men point and laugh senselessly.

As the truck pulls away, MOHAMMED looks out the back.

HENRY, standing by the fire, is waving farewell.

Commander GORKY, in long johns and fur hat, looks disbelievingly at the truck. Jumping up and down, he kicks the drunken soldiers, shouting like a madman. Then he notices HENRY casually sitting by the fire draining the last of a vodka bottle. Realization dawns on Gorky’s face. He pulls back Henry’s hood.

Henry

They couldn’t help you. I’m the one you want.

Gorky

And you are…?

Henry

Dr. Henry Jones Sr., at your service.

CLOSE ON HENRY’s face. His smile is remarkably like…

Ext. Low desert - Afghanistan/Uzbekistan border – day

…CLOSE ON INDY’s smile. PAN OUT. He and Julia, dressed in western clothes, crouch behind boulders with several Muja Hadin REBELS. INDY is confused by BOXES of weapons and artillery with “U.S. ARMY” stenciled on them. 

AZRAM points and INDY follows his hand: a gradual slope runs down to the Darya River. Our side is desert; on the other side, a straight canal diverts the river northward. West of the canal are poppies; east is brown and white with a late crop of cotton.

Julia

Cotton? That’s what she…

Indy

(nods)

North into “the South”.

Ext. Eastern bank - Canal – Uzbekistan – nightfall

INDY and JULIA stand, dripping, on the bank before a vast field of cotton. Indy pulls the letter out of an oiled pouch.

Indy

What does this say to do?

Julia

(reading)

Just that it’ll be obvious by night.

INDY looks at the low sun, takes out a canteen and passes it to Julia.

Indy

Shouldn’t be long.

He settles onto a rock, takes off his boots and wrings out a sock.

JULIA sits with her back against the same rock. She drains the full canteen and hands it back to Indy who attempts a drink and is disappointed.

Julia

I meant to tell you back in Turkey, you handled yourself well … for an old guy.

Indy

In my experience, you’re always older than you want to be and young as you have to be.

Julia

Why haven’t you married yet, Indiana?

Indy

(pulling off other sock)

Never said I wasn’t.

Julia

No woman just lets her husband run around the world on a moment’s notice.

Indy

Chalk one up for being single.

JULIA stands, hands over the letter, and walks behind Indy.

Julia

But, after a long day at the office, wouldn’t it be nice to have someone there to take care of you.

She rubs his shoulders. He lets her.

Indy

Yeah. That’d be alright.

JULIA rubs deeper, down his chest. She slides up next to him on the rock and slides her hand through his hair. Her lips are close to his; his lips flirting with kissing hers. The sun goes fully down.

Julia

Maybe we should slow down.

INDY moves his hand up to her hair.

Indy

You like your men slow?

JULIA falls breathlessly into his arms, her head cradled in his hand. 

JUlia

Well, maybe not too slow.

As INDY approaches the kiss, HE SEES a glowing BANK of LIGHTS over a hill. He drops Julia to the ground and gets to his bare feet excitedly. 

JULIA stares up venomously. She gets to her feet, brushing off dust and fuming.

Indy

Your mother didn’t lie.

She loses some of her indignation when she sees the lights.

INDY looks like a boy who’s found his favorite toy. Then he remembers where they were when he saw the lights and returns to kiss her.

JULIA slaps him.

Julia

Men!

INDY is confused, holding his face,

Indy

Women!

Int. Russian troop carrier – rural Russia – day

Commander GORKY smacks the smile from Henry’s face. Henry is shackled in the troop transport next to the derelict guards. Seeing them, Henry regains his humor. GORKY hits him again,

Gorky

That’s a sample of what awaits you in Moscow.

Henry

If the Muscovites are as stupid as you, I’ll walk out the front door and hail a cab.

Gorky

Yes … a cab. Moscow is just a stopover for you, I’m afraid. But, I’m sure a man of your resources should have no problem hailing a cab in Siberia. 

Henry knows he’s screwed as the back flap falls. (OS) Gorky LAUGHING.

Ext. Dig – Uzbekistan – night

INDY and JULIA lay on the ground, scanning a busy archeological dig. The din of generators and machinery dominate. Tall poles surround the perimeter, light bulbs strung between them. At multiple sites, bright banks of light illuminate busily digging locals under Russian supervision. Staked ropes mark out sites.

A tent city spreads out near a water tower. Beyond are makeshift buildings, a motor pool, and various military vehicles, including tanks. Some ruins are exposed – broken columns rise out of the earth. 

Julia

(VO) That should be the library. The information we need is in there.

Indy

Do we know where to go once we’re in?

Julia

(reading)

It says, “Every excellence stands upon its opposite.”

Indy

(reading over her shoulder)

“Excellence” isn’t in code – it’s just the Greek, “arête.”

Julia

Is that significant?

Indy

Maybe.

He peers through his binoculars and SEES the guards at attention as a MAN in pip helmet and safari gear enters holding a lantern. A Russian GENERAL follows. The SOLDIERS salute and stand aside. The lamplight disappears inside. 

Indy’s binocular POV scans the hill behind this entry. A crack of light appears in the hillside behind the library.

Indy

There’s always a back door
.

Ext. Library hillside – dig – Uzbekistan - night

A generator CLACKs loudly and the electric lights buzz, conspiring with the crazy, shifting shadows to create a surreal atmosphere. The lit crack in the wall dims and expires. PAN DOWN to JULIA, hugging the wall next to Indy. 

INDY looks around the corner and SEES Safari and the General exit.

INDY draws himself up a rope secured into the hillside. He gives Julia a wrist up. They lean against the wall on a ledge 10 feet up. He jabs the crowbar into the crack. It makes a loud CLINK that fades into the din of round-the-clock excavation. INDY blows the dust out of the cracks to REVEAL a SQUARE BLOCK. He repositions the crowbar and applies pressure. The block defies him.

JULIA coils up the rope while he fights the rock. She brushes him aside, ties the rope to the crowbar and slides the rope around a nearby light post. Using the pole as a pulley, she pulls back and the rock tumbles easily out of the hillside.

Julia

“Give me somewhere to stand and I will move the Earth.” Archimedes was a practical mathematician.

INDY lights a flare and holds it inside the newly made hole. He drops it inside, sizes up the entry and ties the ROPE to his waist before going head first inside. He gets stuck at the second shoulder.

Int. Library – Uzbekistan - night

CLOSE ON Indy, grunting and stuck, one arm over his head. PAN OUT to see him suspended twenty feet off the ground in the dome ceiling of the main library.

Indy

(grunting)

I should fit through this. I’ve made it through tighter.

 Ext. Library hillside 

Indy’s back end hangs out of the hill. Julia giggles accidentally. He calls to her,

Indy

(OS) Can you help me?

Julia

(urgent whisper)

How?

Indy

(OS) I don’t know. Use practical math.

Below

Two MEN on foot patrol turn the corner, smoking and talking.

(OS) Indy complains. JULIA spanks him sharply.

Julia

Shut up!

PAN OUT from Julia to see the SOLDIERS walking below our heroes. They stop right beneath them. SOLDIER 1 inspects the discarded ROPE and CROWBAR. He hands them to his comrade.

Int. Library

INDY hangs out of the ceiling, perturbed and anxious.

Ext. Library hillside

SOLDIER 2 dismisses the rope and bar as archeological litter. They move on.

JULIA exhales and returns to freeing Indy, stopping briefly to admire his rear.

Int. Library

INDY struggles and we hear the SOUND of stones coming loose. Smiling to himself, he doubles his effort.

Ext. Library hillside

WE SEE the stones around him separating, ready to collapse.

Julia

Um, Indy…

Int. Library

Indy

(CLOSE ON) I think I’ve got it!

Ext. Library hillside

One final wiggle and INDY falls through. The rope zips, stones drop. CRASH! 

JULIA rushes to the hole.

Julia

Indiana Jones! Indy!

Nearby tractor NOISE covered the cave-in. From her POV, INDY dangles from his rope, inches off the floor. JULIA angrily cuts him free with a pocketknife.

Int. Library

THUD! INDY falls the remaining foot to the ground, spitting dirt and cranky.

Ext. Kremlin – Moscow, U.S.S.R. - day

Snow covered parks and sidewalks hug the clear and empty street surrounding the Kremlin. Onion dome towers and a high central spire gleam in the early winter sunshine. Bland, institutional state buildings wrap behind this masterpiece.

Int. Basement internment chambers – Moscow – day

A disheveled HENRY is thrown to the concrete. The room is empty save a sink and toilet. There are no windows. A single bulb burns behind a metal grid. The cell door shuts. CLACK! 

A small figure, wrapped in a rough woolen blanket, comes from a dark corner and crouches over Henry. She checks his pulse and takes the blanket from her head. LORRAINE JAGGER is a gray haired woman whose looks once stopped trains. She puts on her glasses and her eyes widen.

Lorraine

Henry?

HENRY opens an eye; the other looks like a puckered plum. He smiles in recognition but smiling is sheer agony. 

Henry

Lorraine…

LORRAINE cradles his head on her lap, rocking.

Lorraine 

Don’t move, darling. You’ll be fine…

Int. Library of Alexander – night

CLOSE ON the FLARE, burned down and spitting out with a puff of smoke. One wall is encased in SCAFFOLDING. Marble statues and half-empty shelves are flagged and catalogued. Wall sconces hold ancient torches. They use two of these to scan the shelves. Julia dusts off a book,

Julia

Indiana? Back at the palace, after I stole the letter, why’d you still trust me?

Indy

Playing a hunch.

Julia

Thanks. For the hunch.

Indy

Something’s gotta give: it’ll be morning soon.

Julia

If Mother said it’s here, it’s here.

Indy

Excellence stands upon its opposite - what’s it mean?

Julia

I don’t know. Look for something contrary.

They spread out. A BUST grabs Indy’s attention. He examines the nameplate:



Indy

Aristotle? The word, “excellence” in the Greek, right?

Julia

Yeah, so?

Indy

Aristotle had a whole theory of virtue as excellence. And your mother thought she’d found a work of Plato. Aristotle was Plato’s philosophical opposite. 

INDY hugs the bust, pulls back, lifts it off its base and lets it down with a CLUNK! The pedestal on which it stood is hollow. He pulls a crisp, yellowed book out of it.

Julia

Every excellence stands upon its opposite! You really are good at this sort of thing.

They share the moment with equal relish. INDY carefully opens the book while Julia holds a torch. As they turn pages, WE SEE three distinct ILLUSTRATIONS:

1) a robed, ecstatic WOMAN and a bearded MAN surrounded by smoke;

2) a MAP of corridors with a hand pointing one finger at a round ROOM; and

3) a CIRCLE inside mathematical THEOREMS surrounding a clock-like DIAL with LASERS shooting from it.

JULIA stops him as he goes to turn this last page,

Julia

I can’t even grasp this math!

INDY turns the page to her displeasure. He reads, shaking his head,

Indy

“All is one in God’s eye … harmony of the universe … cleansed in justice…” This guy needed an editor worse than Kant.

Julia

Plato was a genius.

Indy

I agree, but this isn’t Plato. It’s fragmented. It doesn’t even mention Socrates. And Plato was roughly two-hundred years older than Archimedes.

JULIA flips to the front of the text,

Julia

Here: Plato received an invitation to Delphi. Met with the Oracle and … entered a trance? Indy! That’s how he met Archimedes.

Indy

Plato entered a trance and traveled time?

Julia

Why not?

Indy

Because it’s impossible.

INDY flips a couple more pages.

Indy

World of fire. Walking dead. Men on the moon! Colonies on Mars… 

Julia

It’s the final Oracle of Dephi!

INDY turns on his heel. Mamadu’s wooden CROSS swings outside of his shirt. 

Indy

It’s science fiction. I’m not dying for a myth.

Julia

My mother did not sacrifice herself for a myth!

Indy

She did, Julia! So did my father … and my best friend.

JULIA places the book in her pack. Electric lights come alive with a HUM. (OS) FOOTFALLS and Russian DIALOGUE.

INDY looks at the hole in the ceiling through which they came: it’s dawn.

Indy

Up here.

They scramble up the scaffold and lay side-by-side, looking over as a dozen WORKERS enter the room followed by General KOSLOV who comes across a smoldering TORCH. He picks it up and looks around. He walks to the overturned statue and looks into the empty pedestal. He orders a search and they hustle out.

KOSLOV crouches, examining the floor of the now empty room, tracing his finger in the sand. He looks up and SEES dawn pours through the hole in the dome. Outside, (OS) AIR HORNS sound the alarm. 

KOSLOV is poised like a cat. He sniffs the air. In walks SAFARI with an entourage of tough-looking soldiers.

CLOSE ON INDY.

Koslov

(OS) They came in through the ceiling.

Safari (MILLS)

(OS) It’s Indiana Jones.

The voice is familiar; INDY looks over the edge but his POV DOES NOT REVEAL Safari’s identity. PAN AROUND to REVEAL him to us as MILLS.

ON JULIA and INDY. She recognizes the voice but says nothing.

Koslov

If he escaped, he won’t get far.

INDY SEES Mills look around but the pip helmet hides his identity.

Mills

I’m needed in Moscow. One of our best agents guarantees the location of New Delphi by week’s end.

Koslov

When we find Jones?

Mills

Get the keys from him. Then kill him.

MILLS leaves and KOSLOV barks an order. The soldiers disperse. 

INDY’s foot knocks a small brush off the scaffold, hitting bars as it falls.

KOSLOV turns his head.

JULIA shifts, knocking the rest of the tray off the scaffold.

SOLDIERS converge on the scaffolding.

CUT BETWEEN INDY and KOSLOV:

Koslov

Indiana Jones, I presume?

Indy

That depends.

Koslov

If you come down now, I may let you live to see Siberia.

Indy

This isn’t really a good time for me.

Koslov

Wrong answer. Go up and get him.

Indy

(to Julia)

I think we’re in trouble.

KOSLOV shouts and the SOLDIERS simultaneously chamber bullets. 

ON INDY’s GUN.

JULIA grabs the gun, and pops a couple of caps in two soldiers.

The soldiers return fire, full automatic.

CLOSE ON INDY and JULIA, cringing as bullets ricochet off the steel platform on which they lay. A few whiz over their head and blow chips out of the ceiling. 

CLOSE ON one rock slips a fraction. 

Bullets break the platform between them. INDY grabs the gun from Julia.

Indy

Are you psychotic?!

Another BULLET strikes the mortar on the loose rock. It falls onto Indy. He winces and looks at the small hole. He rolls onto his back and kicks at the ceiling. The stones give way. They crouch then jump out during a break in the gunfire.

Ext. Hillside – Uzbekistan dig – dawn

The AIR HORNS are louder. The sun is almost up and the entire camp is running around, half-dressed, trying to get to their posts. MEN right beneath them block INDY and JULIA from descending. Across the dig, a SOLDIER points and yells.

INDY drags her to the other side of the hill. A tall POLE holds a string of bulbs.

KOSLOV comes out of their exit hole, weapon drawn.

INDY loops his WHIP around the wire, wraps it twice around his wrist and, pulling Julia close with the other arm, jumps off.

JULIA screams as they slide down a long slope suspended over the chaotic camp. Lit incandescent bulbs POP every couple of feet as the whip rips down the line, leaving sparks in their wake.

Four SOLDIERS wait at the end of the line on a mound surrounded by tiny, orange flags, surveying equipment and a generator supplying power to the lights.

At the last minute, INDY swings his legs forward and releases his loop. His feet stomp into the front two soldiers, sending them into the two behind. The ground collapses beneath all six and they fall several feet into an undiscovered chamber.

Int. Undiscovered Chamber

INDY and JULIA hit the floor in a cloud of dust followed closely by the four SOLDIERS who fall nearby, three onto dry land one splashing into a stagnant baptismal POOL. 

The GENERATOR, still running, dangles down inside the massive hole in the ceiling. It falls a few feet, the cord holding it in place pulled taut.

INDY and JULIA get up, dazed.

The wet SOLDIER points his pistol at them.

The GENERATOR slides another foot. 

CLOSE ON his submerged feet.

The WET ONE orders the arrest of Indy and Julia. (OS) Cord SNAPS, WHIZZES! The generator hits the pool. CRASH! SIZZLE. He is violently electrocuted.

INDY and JULIA escape in the confusion down an arched hall followed closely by the guards. It becomes dark. They stop and listen for pursuit. Nothing.

Int. Bat hallway

All is dark. (OS) We hear SQUEAKING.

Julia

Indiana, what is that?

Indy

Just rats.

Julia

Thank God. I thought they were bats. I hate bats.

Indy

Bats’re just rats with wings, ya know.

Julia

Doesn’t anything creep you out?

Indy

Me? No.

More SQUEAKING. JULIA screams.

Adjoining hallway

The guards turn at her (OS) scream and run in our heroes’ direction.

Bat Hallway

SQUEAKING and SCREAMING. INDY ignites a FLARE.

Julia

(screaming)

Indy!

The low ceiling is a moving carpet of BATS, agitated by the flare. Some harass Julia’s hair. INDY reaches forward with his coiled whip and harries them off her. She crouches low.

The three SOLDIERS turn the corner.

INDY CRACKs his whip at the ceiling. The BATS erupt. They crawl away as the soldiers fend off the panicking bats.

Alcove

INDY pulls Julia into an alcove. (OS) Bats squeal and men shout.

Indy

These look like shrines.

A closer look at their alcove reveals a small Byzantine MURAL depicting an armored saint. A FINGER rests under a glass plate, most of its dried up flesh long since rotted off. INDY picks up the glass cover.

Indy

A relic - probably belonged to a saint.

INDY picks up the FINGER, it is connected to a hidden trigger. The alcove turns silently around on its axis.

Int. Chamber of secrets - morning

The alcove revolves 180(. It is a hidden CHAMBER. Indirect light comes from a recessed ceiling. The room is perfectly round, its walls polished marble. In the center, a single column with an Ionian capital. A lamp hanging from recessed ceiling gathers indirect light from the sides and focuses it onto the pedestal below like a SPOTLIGHT.

Julia

My God!

Indy

I think you may be right.

The ceiling around the recess is one MURAL: a MAP of the Mediterranean and Near East. Religious ICONOGRAPHY to rival the Sistine Chapel. LETTERING.

Int. Detention chamber – Moscow – day

HENRY opens his eyes. LORRAINE wrings out a rag in a small basin and returns it to his forehead. HENRY smiles through the pain and tries to sit.

Lorraine

Stay down.

Henry

(sitting up)

Lorraine. I have to get you out of here!

Lorraine

My Sir Galahad. Do you have any idea where we are? Trust me Henry, there is no escape.

HENRY clears his head and warmly embraces Lorraine.

Henry

My God! You’ve become more beautiful with age.

Lorraine

So I’m old?

Henry

No! That’s not what I meant. It’s just … I didn’t think you could put arms back on the Venus de Milo.

LORRAINE blushes. 

HENRY places a hand under her chin and raises her eyes to his. Serious,

Henry

Have they hurt you?

Lorraine

No, Henry. But they’re becoming impatient. I told them it doesn’t matter where New Delphi is even if they have the keys. Two must enter. And those with impure intentions will be cleansed. They won’t listen.

(beat)

Henry

We ended up together after all.

Lorraine

Henry, I never explained myself. Not properly.

Henry

What’s done is done.

Lorraine

You deserve to know why I left.

Henry

(gets up, turns away)

You had your reasons.

KEYS RATTLE at their cell door. General GORKY enters, removes leather gloves and leaves the door ajar. Two KGB AGENTS flank him.

HENRY embraces Lorraine protectively.

Gorky

Two eminent American scholars. We’re honored.

Lorraine

My friend is hungry.

Mills

(steps inside)

Yes, must keep the professor healthy. If our prize in Uzbekistan escapes, he’s our ticket to Indiana Jones: the man who can find New Delphi. 

Henry

Leave him out of it you turncoat bastard! 

Mills

I see where your son gets his spirit! He’ll never let his father rot in a Siberian labor camp – he’ll come to us.

Henry

He won’t help a commie sympathizer like you.
Mills

I’m betting he will. My friends are quite … persuasive.

GORKY grins and CRACKS his knuckles loudly.

Mills

In the meantime, please, be our guests.

Int. Chamber of secrets - morning

PAN the MURAL:

1) GOD hands two bronze PLATES to APOLLO who, in turn, motions to a bearded GREEK man in toga holding a compass and a triangle. 

2) JESUS, BUDDHA and others flank these figures.

3) Two SAINTS hold CRANKS at either side of the standalone ARCH. 

4) Inside the arch is mother of pearl, rays of golden light shoot out.

Julia

Indy, what does this mean?

Indy

God got his hands dirty.

INDY goes to the central COLUMN, lies on the floor beside it, and stares at the ceiling, focusing on WORDS in various languages.

Indy


Latin. Egyptian. Hebrew … Chinese?

JULIA studies the FLOOR. NUMBERS and Greek LETTERS describe complex proofs. She finds pencil and paper, keeping her eyes on the formulae.

CUT BETWEEN:

Julia

 This math … it’s inspired! It’s not human.

Indy

“Know thyself.”

Julia

Calculus! Three-dimensional math wasn’t even discovered until the eighteenth century!

Indy

“God’s love on earth.”

Julia

I don’t know what that is: fourth or fifth dimensional?

Indy

“The wage of sin is death.”

Julia & Indy

(simultaneously)

Extraordinary! / Amazing!

INDY stands, carefully goes to the pedestal. TWO carved RECESSES the same size and shape as the brass plate keys, complete with an ancient, raised barcode. Above these, a polished, mirrored DIAL with sharp angles. Roman numerals I-XII surround it, counterclockwise. The arrow is on XII.

INDY looks searches for hidden booby traps. The room is bare except for the nook in which they arrived and the pedestal; the walls smooth, round and bare. 

He places his hand on the dial.

He hesitates, then spins it counterclockwise. 

It CLICKs loudly at difficult intervals. The light from the lamp hits the dial and reflects a beam to the ceiling. Each click throws the light rays elsewhere.

Indy

Julia, I need a number between one to twelve.

She looks up from the floor to Indy to the ceiling mural. The light beam is on GOD, a single index FINGER up, His other hand holds the bronze plates.

Julia

One.

He moves the arrow to ONE. The reflected beam hits a small ISLAND off the coast of Malta, Arabic lettering underneath. INDY reads its name,

INDY tensely awaits the inevitable booby trap. JULIA thinks he’s lost his mind.

Julia

Indy?

He stands still a moment longer, then relieves a deep breath, smiling.

Indy

Nothing.

Julia

What’d you expect, an earthquake? Or maybe a plague of frogs? 

Indy

Something like that. This is Arabic. I think this says, “pepper”.

Something’s wrong. The rounded WALLS inexplicably seem to CLOSE IN. They push against Julia’s back and she protests.

INDY drags her to the center pedestal. Looking up, INDY SEES the ceiling MURAL disappear behind the shrinking walls. From above, WE SEE the round walls shrink into a continually tighter diameter around them.

Indy

This is impossible.

Julia

Indy, what’s happening?

Indy

We’re about to become much closer.

Julia shrieks as it dawns on her that they are trapped. Not a door in sight. Indy lifts Julia up onto the pedestal. Time is quickly running out.

Julia

Now would be a good time to do something heroic.

INDY uncoils his WHIP, throws it up and lashes it around the hanging lamp. He pulls himself up, hand-over-hand, the brilliant light from the lamp swinging crazily about the room. He reaches the lamp, swings out and scrambles onto the shallow recess. Julia looks up and SEES Indy crawl out of view and pull his whip.

Julia

Indiana? I was just kidding about those male jokes. You can play with guns all you like. I don’t care!

The walls press on the pedestal, crushing the plaster and squeezing Julia.

Julia

Indy!

The BULLWHIP falls and she takes hold. 

She’s hauled onto a shallow ledge. (OS) The pedestal and lamp CRUNCH as the shrinking hole mysteriously seals up, snapping the lamp chain free and leaving a smooth surface - no trace that there ever was a round chamber.

Int. Recessed ceiling ledge - day

JULIA and INDY lay inside a shallow shelf. She smacks Indy’s smiling face.

Julia

You took your sweet time!

INDY shakes his head.

Daylight surrounds them on all sides, but short stone pillars supporting the ceiling block their exit. INDY kicks a supporting stone. It doesn’t budge. He kicks again.

Ext. Hilltop – Uzbekistan – day

The sun is bright, the rugged hilltop inconspicuous, the overhanging rocks completely hiding their shelf until a burst of ROCK soars out of one side, followed by more rubble and, finally, a human ARM.

CLOSE ON the ARM as INDY hauls himself into the daylight. JULIA joins him. 

TANKS and other vehicles move around the camp below. (OS) COMMOTION as several SOLDIERS charge up the hill at them.

Our HEROES rush to the other side and more soldiers. 

These two groups converge on them as they bail down a third side, hit a patch of loose gravel and slide, landing in soft dirt. The soldiers stop at the edge and tilt their guns down at them.

Indy

I’m way too old for this.

(OS) SHOTS fired. The SOLDIERS duck back and return fire over Indy’s head.

INDY turns to SEE AZRAM and his fellows behind them, smoking rifles in hand. Under their cover, INDY and JULIA jump behind a large boulder.

Azram/Interpreter

He says, “I hope the Elder was right about you. If your quest is not blessed by the Prophet, we will all suffer a thousand deaths for aiding western infidels.

Indy

Thanks. I’ll do my best. 

INDY slaps Azram on the back as he and Julia escape around the side.

Ext. Rocky outpost near canals - later

JULIA and INDY look over a boulder. (OS) Rolling THUNDER. 

Over the rise roll Russian TANKS, flanked by foot soldiers and mine sweepers. They control the near bank. Troop carriers, pickups with manned, heavy artillery guns, and two amphibious landing vehicles (ALVs) roll in from the side.

(OS) The SOUND of fighting draws near.

Julia

Indy, how do we cross?

Indy

I’ll think of something.

A distant BOOM followed by a progressively louder WHISTLE.

KABOOM! An explosion hits meters in front them.

The rebels are routed and run past them. 

INDY and JULIA join the retreat behind more boulders.

The rebels take cover and return fire, drawing more shelling and machine gun fire from the Soviet artillery. Another BOOM-WHISTLE-KABOOM and an even closer explosion topples the boulder behind which they had sheltered.

The Muja Hadin split up.

Exposed to the Russian machine gunners, INDY and JULIA sprint for a ditch in which a few rebels are entrenched. 

TANKS turn their direction.

Bullets dance behind their running feet. JULIA dives behind a rock.

A single bullet blows off Indy’s FEDORA. Taking personal offense, he boldly (crazily) fires his pistol at the line of approaching soldiers. INDY picks up his hat but, surprisingly, it has no damage. He looks up to SEE a Russian soldier shoulders a ROCKET LAUNCHER.

Indy throws on his hat, shoots the man and dives after Julia right as the missile soars over his head.

Ext. Dig site - Uzbekistan

The ROCKET soars into the camp, and explodes at the legs of the site’s water tower. The tower falls and washes half the camp out in a tidal flood.

Ext. Trench

INDY lands on top of JULIA, his face buried in her breasts. Offended, she pushes him off. He escaped being blown up just to be beaten by her.

He takes her by the hand to the end of the ditch and pushes her up a short ladder just as a Russian SOLDIER reaches the ditch, standing right over her, rifle aimed down. (OS) POW! The soldier tumbles forward into the ditch over a screaming Julia.

INDY pushes past her, gun in hand, and starts up the ladder,

Indy

Glad I still play with guns?

Wide-eyed, JULIA nods vigorously.

OVER HIS SHOULDER, another SOLDIER reaches the ditch. INDY grabs his shirt and throws the man over his head to the ground before pulling Julia up.

Ext. Rock corridor

They are in the open at the top of a short hill along a rock walled CORRIDOR. Several Russians rush them.

At Indy’s feet, a dead Muja Hadin fighter holds an American machine gun. He drops and bounces up with the machine gun. A burst of automatic GUNFIRE erupts and the charging Russians fall dead.

(OS) Rolling THUNDER announces a tank before it crests the hill. REBELS throw rocks and shoot carbines at the tank.

Int. Tank

The TANK COMMANDER looks through a periscope and, in Russian, orders the machine gunner to fire where he points. The man jumps over to that gun and, from his POV, WE SEE him mow down several rebels. The COMMANDER pumps his fist and cheers before slapping the driver on the shoulder, barking an order and throwing his hand ahead. The driver throws the handles forward.

Ext. Rock corridor

WE SEE the TANK accelerate, a noxious cloud of diesel smoke and dust in its wake as the TURRET turns the big gun forward at Indy and Julia. 

Int. Tank

GUNNER applies pressure to the TRIGGER. Indy and Julia are toast. When…

Ext. Rock corridor

A turbaned REBEL runs up from behind the tank and alongside it. He throws a crude, flaming device into the tank’s left TRACK before running quickly away. 

Int. tank

The COMMANDER, still looking through the periscope, orders the big gun fired. 

Ext. Rock corridor

The BOMB explodes in sparks and metal, dislodging the track and causing the TANK to wheel quickly left and SMASH into the rock wall RIGHT AS IT FIRES.

Int. tank

The COMMANDER shields his face. He is thrown forward and the world is fire.

Ext. Rock corridor

The EXPLOSION blows the lid off the smoking tank. The REBELS release an ululating war cry and press forward.

INDY and JULIA run for the river, keeping low. 

Ext. Beach – Uzbekistan - later

Running over one last hill, INDY pulls back hard on Julia drawing her on top of him against a sand dune. She complains but he clasps his hand over her mouth and holds her close as a troop of Russian soldiers rush past without her seeing or hearing them. As he lets go of Julia’s mouth, she wheels on him,

Julia

Indiana Jones! This is hardly the time…

He pulls her tight again as another detachment runs past without her seeing or hearing them.

Julia

About done getting your rocks off, big boy?

He looks at her incredulously, shaking his head.

Crouching behind scrub brush, INDY SEES two soldiers guarding the nearest truck. Beyond, several men fire at the Afghans from behind the two ALVs
.

Indy

Wait here.

He runs to the back of a troop carrier, preparing to ambush the men when… 

JULIA steps out into the open, a couple of BUTTONS on her blouse undone, waving her hands in distress and yelling in clear Russian.

Julia

(in Russian) Comrades! Help me, I’ve lost a button!

The SOLDIERS turn in confusion at seeing a Russian woman in the midst of war.

Also confused, but seizing the opportunity, INDY pistol-whips one soldier.

The other turns his bayoneted-rifle on him. They grapple, Indy getting the upper hand until he takes a rifle to the chin.

The SOLDIER moves the BAYONET near to Indy’s face. Just when Indy is about to get a close shave, large ROCK drops on the soldier’s skull. The unconscious MAN falls, JULIA stands behind, hands on hips.

The other soldiers have abandoned the ALVs and rushed into battle. 

INDY and JULIA hop the nearest ALV. They race for the river.

Some SOLDIERS climb into the second ALV to give chase.

int. Indy’s ALV – Darya River - day

Indy

You speak Russian?

Julia

My grandfather taught your father Latin, Greek and German. What do you think?

INDY drives hard into the river, aiming for the canal. He uses the controls expertly and smiles at Julia who is unimpressed. (OS) MACHINEGUNFIRE erupts and bullets ricochet inside the metal walls of the ALV. He veers into the canal, the Russian ALV in hot pursuit. Driving blind, Indy crashes into the canal banks and veers back into the middle. He tries a look and gunfire forces him to duck again. 

Russian ALV 

The DRIVER presses forward.

The Russian ALV speeds up and collides with Indy’s. They are rocked hard. SOLDIERS begin to climb the rear wall of Indy’s ALV. 

Indy’s ALV

He yells at Julia,

Indy

Take the wheel!

Julia

What wheel!?

INDY rushes the back. They fight. One man falls overboard and goes under the closely following Russian ALV. INDY drags a head-locked man into his ALV.

The SOLDIER fires a pistol as they wrestle. A BULLET pierces a hydraulic HOSE, destroying the vehicle’s steering. 

The other ALV hits theirs again and pushes theirs full speed down the canal. 

Looking forward, JULIA SEES a closed LOCK GATE up ahead in the canal.

The DRIVER of the Russian ALV jumps into Indy’s ALV, leaving his unmanned vehicle in high gear. INDY kicks the second man into the wall as he fights with the first. The ALVs slam into a bank, sending everybody to the floor. 

The first SOLDIER stands and aims his gun down at Indy but Julia grabs the burst hydraulic hose and sprays his face. 

As INDY rises, he lands an uppercut square on the man’s chin, knocking him out and sending his gun into the second ALV. The GUN discharges, striking the battery and igniting an engine FIRE.

The vehicles race toward an iron wall in the canal, the second burning madly. 

Flames licking the wall, INDY finally manages to knee the last man in the groin.

JULIA looks ahead: the IRON WALL is close.

Julia

Indy! Get up here!
INDY runs to the front. His eyes bug as HE SEES what they are seconds from crashing into. He jumps up on the front ALV wall and pulls Julia up with him. Right as the first ALV crashes into the iron wall, CRUNCHING steel, they jump into the canal beyond, holding hands. The second ALV EXPLODES behind them as they hit the water and the first EXPLODES immediately afterward. 

They surface amidst a rain of burning shrapnel.

Ext. Poppy fields - day

INDY and JULIA climb out of the canal onto the western poppy fields. They enter.

Well inside the field, an armed GUERILLA, dressed differently from the Afghans, pops up in front of them. Hundreds more emerge: Turks, Egyptians, Sudanese, armed and many veiled.


A dripping INDY and JULIA surrender. A dark, slender man, OMAR steps out.

OMAR

You make much noise upon arrival, Indiana Jones.

Julia

I know. Can you believe it?

Indy

(an acidic look at Julia)

I’m sorry, do I know you?

Sallah

(VO) He is Omar - my cousin.

SALLAH steps out of the poppies with AZRAM.

INDY hug Sallah fiercely, swallows a lump and blinks back tears of joy.

Indy

Sallah! I thought … I mean, when you … I’ given you up for lost, pal.

Sallah

I intend to stick around for a while, Indy. Omar, this is my good friend, Indiana Jones.

Indy

Omar, your reputation precedes you.

Omar

As does yours.

Sallah

And this is … a friend of the family, although I don’t know her name.

Julia

Julia Jagger. Nice to meet you both.

Omar

The pleasure is mine.

Indy

Sallah, How’d you…

SALLAH gestures widely at the vast field of poppies.

Sallah

My cousin Omar has dealings with your friend here.

Omar

I disagree with his politics, but Azram is a good man and the Muja Hadin are fair partners. Ask your CIA.

AZRAM, not understanding the conversation, looks suspiciously at everyone.

Julia

(changing subject)

Uh, we really shouldn’t dawdle.

Indy

(suddenly)

Sallah, where’s my father?

Sallah

In Moscow by now. I tried, Indy; he gave us the slip.

Indy

He wasn’t your responsibility.

Sallah

And I’m not yours.

Indy absent-mindedly strokes Mamadu’s wooden CROSS hanging on his neck.

Indy

You could’ve died.

Sallah

Someday I must. I am in no hurry to do so, but I help you of my free will, Indy - because you are my friend.

INDY gets it. A ton of bricks he never knew he was carrying falls from his shoulders. He nods affirmation.

Indy

Sallah, do you have contacts in Malta?

Sallah

Malta? None that I can think of.

Indy

If I don’t return, you have to get there. Nothing matters but what waits on the island of Filfla.

Sallah

Filfla? That’s Arabic for pepper.

Indy

I know.

Red line

Montage of rolling and changing landscapes, finally turning into a train going through the wintry countryside, a RED LINE winds through the mountains and goes straight into the heart of the U.S.S.R. It ends in a red dot on MOSCOW.

Int. Metro – Red Square -station – Moscow - day

The station is art: chandeliers hang from ornate, high-vaulted ceilings on white archways and pillars. A few men read Pravda on long benches dividing the clean platform. A heavy man smokes a long pipe. Another leans against the concessions stand. A CUSTODIAN in white coveralls and quilted cap pushes a broom and trash cart.

A steam WHISTLE blows as a train pulls in. A throng of Muscovites gets off the train and leave up stairs as if they had nowhere to be.

CLOSE ON INDY and JULIA disembarking. He has the beginnings of a beard, a fur lined Russian cap and heavy overcoat. 

Julia has a wool cap over her babushka, and a soft red scarf dangling behind her gray overcoat like a FLAG. As she walks past the custodian, the RED SCARF flutters behind her conspicuously and he takes notice without being too obvious.

Ext. Red Square - day

A small CROWD streams past them into the Metro station. They move into a crowd of pedestrians on their way to work. Follow their POV through a tightly packed crowd. A BEAUTIFUL WOMAN, smiles at them as they pass. 

JULIA actively ignores her. The crowd bottlenecks at a crosswalk close to the woman. Nothing is said, but the tension between the women is tangible. 

Indy

A friend of yours?

Julia

I was gonna ask you the same.

The crowd continues. INDY and JULIA SEE the KREMLIN wall beyond which the onion domes of the Kremlin loom like a fairy tale castle. To either side of the brilliant spires and towers are pragmatic buildings running out of sight.

CLOSE ON GUARDS opening a gate for a MAN & WOMAN in trench coats with ID TAGs on their lapels. The man is heavily bearded, the woman, a brunette.

Indy

I see our in.

Ext. Outside the Kremlin wall – day

JULIA, holding a map, stands beside a parked van near the front gate. As the credentialed MAN and WOMAN pass, JULIA asks in Russian,

Julia

Excuse me. Can you help me find…  

She walks with them behind the van. A moment later, she and Indy step out in trench coats. INDY inspects his new ID card critically. INSERT the photograph has a beard down to his chest. He rubs his lightly shaggy jaw. It’ll have to do.

Int. Detention chamber – Moscow - day

LORRAINE and HENRY huddle in a corner, sharing a woolen blanket.

Lorraine

Tell me about Henry Jr.

Henry

He goes by, “Indiana.” Prefers being associated with a canine than with me, I suppose.

Lorraine

Oh, Henry. It can’t be as bad as your relationship with your father.

Henry

Few could. I did my best. A boy has to become a man eventually. If I pushed him, it was for his own good.

Lorraine

What’s he like?

Henry

(proudly)

He’s courageous. And loyal - fiercely loyal: he’d do anything for a friend.

Lorraine

(adoringly)

You know what they say, Henry: every tree’s known by its fruit.

Int. Lobby – Government building – day

INDY and JULIA sit on a bench in a cavernous lobby behind portions of Pravda. GUARDS walk past, talking in low tones. Government officials empty out of an elevator, those waiting to board do so.

Indy

(whisper)

It was too easy getting in here. I don’t like it.

Julia

Don’t be paranoid. Maybe we’re lucky.

Indy

That’s not how it usually works for me. 

An escorted group walks in from the snow and purposefully past them, SECRET POLICE giving them a serious look before passing. In their middle is Premier KHRUSCHEV who hands an aid his overcoat and stops at the adjoining bench. Khruschev sits down and takes off his overshoes, his staff standing patiently by. 

CLOSE ON MOUSE creeps from a HOLE in the floorboard beneath the bench. 

As he takes off the second overshoe, his dress shoe comes off with it. KHRUSCHEV pulls it out when the MOUSE scurries out from under the bench. SEEING the mouse, the Premier emphatically slams the shoe down on the floor three times, yelling in Russian.

CLOSE ON MOUSE escaping. 

Khruschev sniffs, hands his wet overshoes to another aid, and they walk away.

Indy

What did he say?

Julia

“I will crush you.”

Int. Lobby elevator

JULIA presses the UP button. An arrow above the doors moves in a counterclockwise arc toward floor 1. The arrow reaches 1. The doors open. Some people file out and she and Indy get in. The doors close.

INDY WATCHES an interior altimeter in the same style. His hand hovers over the numbers trying to decide where to go. JULIA presses 13 and the needle goes in a clockwise arc toward the top.

Indy

Hey! I’m not even sure I trust your information about the building, much less the floor they’re being held on.

Julia

Playing a hunch.

INDY stares into their reflections in the mirrored doors. HE SEES his stolen ID badge with the heavily bearded man and then looks over at Julia’s. Where it should have been a brunette, CLOSE ON hers shows of a woman much like herself. He looks from the reflection to the actual badge: it is Julia’s picture with a Russian name. They stop at 10. The arrow reverses its arc as they head down.

Indy

What’s going on?

Julia

I don’t know.

The altimeter heads past floor 1 and arcs underneath several unmarked floors. The needle stops pointing straight down, the cables still spin out loudly.

Indy

It’s speeding up!

INDY presses buttons and pulls levers to no avail. They almost fall when the car suddenly stops.

INDY balls his fists. POV from inside as the doors glide open: HARRY MILLS stands next to General GORKY, two uniformed soldiers flank them. The soldiers drag the pair out of the elevator.

JULIA is confused, but recovers, sexily exits and kisses the men on both cheeks.

Julia

Comrades. I have brought you something.

Gorky

Why were you going to the thirteenth floor, Ivana?

Julia

I had…

Gorky

You have no clearance for that floor.

Mills

Drop it, comrade. Look what our little girl’s brought us!

MILLS reaches inside Indy’s overcoat and pulls out the scorched envelope. He shakes out the two bronze chips.

INDY looks sourly at Julia, cuddled up next to Mills.

Mills

I told you, Jones: nobody says no to Harry Mills.

Indy

McCarthy’d have a field day with you, Mills.

Mills

Who do you think gave Joe the blacklists, Jones? Hollywood’s hard enough without competition.

INDY turns to Julia, who doesn’t look him in the eye.

Indy

Should’ve known when you spoke Russian in Afghanistan.

Julia

You should’ve known when I stole the letter at the King’s palace, Indy.

Indy

Only friends call me, “Indy”.

Julia

I’m sorry things happened this way.

Indy

Not half as sorry as me.

JULIA gives Indy a long tongue kiss before turning away from him. 

Gorky

What should we do with him?

Mills

Ship him to Siberia with the others. We have the chips and Ivana knows where New Delphi is. 

(turns knowingly to Julia)

And make sure Dr. Jagger is kept safe: for insurance.

Ext. Government Building – nightfall

The Kremlin looms, an institutional building at center covered in falling snow.

Int. Detention chamber – Moscow – night

HENRY and LORRAINE sleep on a cot under a woolen blanket. (OS) KEYS. MILLS and GORKY throw the cell door open and slam it behind them.

Henry

Socialists believe in manners as much as thermostats, I see.

Mills

Your stint in the cold is just about to begin, Jones.

Gorky

One of our best agents has just returned from Uzbekistan. You’ll never guess what she delivered!

Henry

A pizza?

lorraine

Good one, Henry!

Henry

Thank you, my love.

mills

Actually, the really “good one” is that she’s captured Indiana Jones. He walked right through our doors, as expected. He obviously got his brains from his father.

Henry

Rot in hell with Stalin, fascist pig.

GORKY steps forward and, on Mills’s nod, slugs Henry in the gut.

Mills

Not only did she deliver your son and the location of New Delphi, she also brought the keys to the Archimedean Solution.

gORKY

We still want to …debrief… your son - just a formality, really. But you know us fascist pigs love formalities. If he’s alive when we’re through, he’ll join you in Siberia.

Int. Prisoner car - Moscow – evening

INDY is roughly thrown into a converted freight car. He’s been worked over. A bedraggled man in worn out clothes and a wild look in his eyes approaches him.

Indy

I’m not in the mood.

Solzhenitsyn

English? No, you’re American!

Solzhenitzen claps wildly.

Solzhenitsyn

You’ll love the Gulag. I thought I was out. They’re shipping me back. New administration. I never even made it off this train. Still, a nicer than average train.

Indy

Sorry. What’d you do, to be sent to  Siberia?

Solzhenitsyn

I’m a writer. (extends hand) Solzhenitsyn.

Indy

Writing’s illegal?

Solzhenitsyn

Writing’s acceptable; thought is illegal.

He backs into a corner when two Russian OFFICERS and JULIA board the train. 

JULIA, in Soviet parade uniform tosses him a woolen blanket.

Julia

The ride is long and cold.

Indy

It can only warm up after you leave.

Julia

You’re too hard on me, Indy; you don’t know the powers at work here. I’m sorry.

Indy

You sold out your country: there’s nothing more sorry than that.

One officer picks up Solzhenitsyn and drags him out past Julia.

Solzhenitsyn

Wait! I like this boxcar. I have arranged a nest and everything! Wait.

Julia

You could cause trouble hanging around this one.

The other officer gets off the train and she turns to go too. She takes SOMETHING from her coat pocket.

Julia

I’m not evil. Perhaps, someday you’ll understand.

Indy

Don’t bet on it.

She walks to the door, turns her head, WINKS and places something on the door rail and pulling it closed. Indy notices, but passes out.

Ext. Train station – Moscow

JULIA walks the line of cars with the Russians and Solzhenitsyn. She turns about when SHE SEES four guards escorting HENRY and LORRAINE in her direction.

OVER HER SHOULDER, we see Henry and Lorraine loaded onto the same prisoner’s car as Indy. JULIA blinks away tears and picks up the pace.

 Int. Prisoner car - Siberia - night

It is midnight blue through the cracks in the boxcar. HENRY nurses Indy, who has been sleeping off his roughing up. 

INDY wakes to Henry’s insistence that he have some water. He greedily drinks.

Henry

You should rest more.

indy

I’m an idiot! Of all the stupid, blind, foolish…!

Henry

Don’t be so hard on yourself, Junior.

Indy

(to Lorraine)

Lorraine, right? Nice to meet you. She said she was your daughter. I swallowed it hook, line and sinker.

Henry

I’m sorry, Junior; If I’d thought it’d matter, I’d’ve told you Lorraine has no children.

Lorraine

Actually, Henry, that’s not true.

Henry

Excuse me? I thought you said, “that’s not true.”

Lorraine

I do have a child, Henry – a daughter
. 

HENRY is floored.

Lorraine

Why do you think I left for Europe so abruptly?

HENRY pales as he realizes he has a daughter. INDY chews on the thought of having a sister. At first he is surprised, even pleased. Then he turns away from them, uncomfortable with his own tongue. He bends over sick.

Lorraine

(to Indy)

You didn’t meet my daughter. Virginia teaches school in Baltimore. She’s no communist spy.

Henry

You should’ve told me, Lorraine! I’d’ve married you: I’m an honorable man.

Lorraine

I know you are, Henry. 

Henry

I almost didn’t finish the degree. I was heartbroken.

Lorraine

And what would Daddy’ve done if he’d found out his prodigy, Henry Jones, had knocked up his precious, little girl?

Henry

I wouldn’t’ve given a damn what he’d’ve thought!

Lorraine

Exactly. That’s why I had to. You’d’ve been kicked you out of graduate school and blacklisted everywhere: I couldn’t’ve lived with that.

HENRY collapses. She joins him, touching his arm.

Henry

(dazed)

You should’ve told me. I never knew.

Lorraine

I’m sorry, Henry. When I returned, you’d already married and had a son. What’d you expect me to do?

Henry

I guess some things just were never meant to be.

Lorraine

Never say, ‘never,’ Henry.

INDY paces. He wants out but there is nothing of use, so he kicks the door in frustration. A cigarette pack falls to the floor - a handwritten note inside READS:

USE WITH CAUTION. GET TO FILFLA OR ALL IS LOST. LOVE, JULIA 

Indy

Sorry to interrupt but we may have a way out after all.

Ext. Trans-Siberian train – Siberian turndra - morning 

A freight train trails black smoke through sparse pine groves and white tundra.

Int. Prisoner car – Siberia - Morning

The click-clack of steel wheels keeps time with the rhythmic swaying of the boxcar. Morning beams through the cracks in the walls.

INDY is curled into a corner, blowing steaming clouds of warm air on his hands. He looks over at the huddled lovebirds and quickly away. 

A front entry DOOR unlocks, opens, and admits two guards. One holds an automatic pistol on the prisoners while the other drops three bowls of gruel. The guards disappear, leaving the door ajar. INDY thinks this is their chance until SERGEI squeezes his massive girth through the door, followed closely by GLINKOV who shuts the door behind him.

Glinkov

Stand up, Dr. Jones.

HENRY gets to his feet and SERGEI hits him in the chest, sending him down. 

Glinkov

The other Dr. Jones.

The scar-faced SERGEI approaches Indy who does not get up until kicked.

Indy

I’ve heard of economy class, but c’mon. If you guys were capitalists you could afford better.

Glinkov

Your father will be no threat wasting away his last days in Siberia, but it has been decided that you will be a pest for the Soviet Union as long as you live. It is our … privilege … to exterminate you. 

Henry

(getting to his feet)

I’m as much a pain in your ass as he’ll ever be!

SERGEI punches and Henry dodges it before landing a hard punch right on Sergei’s jaw. SERGEI shakes it off and laughs, towering menacingly over Henry.

Glinkov

Sergei! Forget the old man. Show his son to the door.

SERGEI snarls, but does as told and opens the boxcar’s side door. Cold air rushes. The Siberian landscape a blurred wasteland. GLINKOV raises his voice,

Glinkov

Siberia is merciless, Dr. Jones. Any last requests?

Indy

A smoke?

Glinkov

I thought they were bad for your health, Dr. Jones.

Indy

Yeah, well, under the circumstances…

GLINKOV smiles and reaches for his own pack, but INDY stays his hand.

Indy

I only smoke American tobacco.

INDY draws out Julia’s cigarettes. Glinkov stops him,

Glinkov

Not going to offer me a smoke, Dr. Jones?

Indy

Of course.

He extends the pack to Glinkov who grins as he reaches for one.

SERGEI has Indy firmly by the collar.

CLOSE ON Glinkov’s fingers as he pulls out a CIGARETTE.

SNAP! BANG! The CIGARETTE-GUN goes off in a cloud. 

Glinkov’s gun hits the ground.

The smoke clears and GLINKOV holds his neck, blood drips through his fingers.

Henry

They usually kill more slowly than that.

GLINKOV takes his hands from his neck and throws them around Henry’s. 

INDY elbows Sergei’s ribs.

SERGEI slams Indy’s head into the wall twice.

LORRAINE, seeing the gun slide on the wooden floorboards by Henry, lunges for it, but it is kicked out of the way as she nears it. 

SERGEI holds Indy outside the open boxcar door.

Ext. Boxcar 

INDY SEES a grove of fir trees fast approaching. They smack his POV.

Int. Boxcar

SERGEI laughs as Indy is whipped furiously by the trees rocking past.

INDY struggles to keep one hand on the external handrail and one foot inside the car. He holds up his free hand, CLOSE ON it holds a large PINECONE. He brings it down on Sergei’s face and the man stumbles backward.

HENRY and GLINKOV struggle near the open door.

LORRAINE crawls their way after the gun which is balanced precariously on the edge of the doorframe. She almost reaches it, when a stumbling Sergei kicks it away again. She looks up at him like a scolding mother before crawling after it.

Ext. Boxcar

INDY SEES a tunnel approaching around a bend. The front of the train enters. INDY swings, trying to get inside, but Henry and Glinkov slam into him pushing his foot off the interior floor. He hangs on by one hand now, the rest of his body outside the fast moving train. A steam WHISTLE blows. 

ON the tunnel, much closer and fast approaching.

CLOSE ON Indy’s grip slipping down the ice-frosted handrail.

GLINKOV’s head comes out of the open door, Henry’s hands on his bloody throat. Glinkov’s hands are reaching inside, presumably on Henry’s throat. GLINKOV looks at Indy dangling outside the car. BEHIND Glinkov, we see the mountain tunnel coming.

INDY puts a second hand on the rail and both slide down, until he places a foot on the car floor and reaches out with one hand to drag Glinkov out the door.

As GLINKOV falls out, HENRY follows. INDY grabs Henry’s arm as he falls past, but Glinkov still hangs onto Henry’s throat as they barrel toward the tunnel. 

CLOSE ON Indy starts to lose his grip on Henry; his other hand slides down the frosted pole.

SERGEI gets onto his belly and reaches down to grab Glinkov. 

Seeing this, GLINKOV releases Henry and grabs for Sergei who drags him up into the car, the tunnel less than a hundred feet off.

INDY hauls his exhausted father up into the car, swinging inside after him.

Int. Boxcar

The Joneses fall at the feet of the Russians. Looking up, their POVs show GLINKOV holding his bloody neck and SERGEI eagerly cracking his knuckles.

(OS) BANG! BANG! BANG!

CLOSE ON SERGEI, confused. PULL OUT and SEE three bloody holes in his chest right before he falls forward onto his face. Standing behind him is a bewildered LORRAINE holding the lost gun. 

GLINKOV gurgles like a monster. He rushes Indy and Henry. 

INDY pushes Henry aside and dives in the opposite direction as Glinkov runs out of the open door, disappearing quickly as he smashes into the rock wall and they hurl into the tunnel. All goes black.

(beat)

They leave the tunnel and daylight returns. Sergei’s body lies at the open door. LORRAINE is visibly shaken up.

Henry

Are you alright, Dear?

Lorraine

What did I do?

Henry

It’s not easy, I know; but it had to be done. You saved us.

Lorraine

Now what? 

Henry

I don’t know. Now what, Junior? This is what you do.

Indy

Don’t call me Junior! And it’s not what I do: It’s what I did.

Henry

Well, it certainly seems like what you do. I mean, here you are, doing it.

Lorraine

Boys, how about escaping before they’re missed?

Henry

Excellent idea, love.

Indy

(aside)

Oh, brother…

Arial shot - Trans-Siberian train - day

From a distance, a train barrels through the Siberian wilderness. THREE PEOPLE climb onto the roof of a boxcar.

Ext. Train top

The cold wind whips their clothes. INDY looks in both directions. HE SEES several flatcars and a few with tarps whipping in the wind behind.

Henry

We can’t live long out in this.

Indy

Right. Whichever way we go, we’d better do it soon.

From the front, several Russian soldiers mount the top of the train.

Lorraine

(pointing at the back)

I suggest we go that way.

Henry

I second that motion.

Indy

Dad, take Lorraine; I’ll stall these guys.

HENRY looks at the six men scuffing along the icy rooftops three cars away. He doesn’t want to abandon his son, but he takes her to the rear.

Henry

Be careful, Indiana.

Indy

Yes, sir.

The soldiers are two cars away. INDY runs at the car separating them and leaps. He looses his footing on the slick surface as he lands and slides forward on his back. He is going to slide right off the end when…

A Russian soldier climbs up the front of the car. The soldier’s expression takes on surprise. His POV then shows Indy’s ass, legs aloft, sliding into his face.

They both fall between the cars, landing on the coupling. The SOLDIER falls beneath the wheels with a scream. INDY hangs onto the coupling for dear life. 

Another SOLDIER climbs down from the next car and BANG! He shoots a pistol at Indy, missing by inches. BANG! He misses again.

INDY swings UNDER the coupling, leaving just his arms looped over the top as his feet drag brutally across the ties. He screams in pain.

ON TOP, the COMMANDER signs the men to continue after Henry and Lorraine.

Ext. Flat car

HENRY and LORRAINE reach a flatcar with an olive drab tarp covering something large. They duck underneath the wildly flapping tarp.

Under tarp

The wind whips. The tarp hides a prototype GLIDER-spy plane, wings folded.

Henry

I’ve got an idea.

Lorraine

Way ahead of you, dear boy.

Ext. Between cars

INDY’s POV, through the train coupling, the Commander descends. UNDER the car he just slid across, HE SEES a platform suspended a few feet below the floor of the boxcar. His feet bound off the ties painfully and he kicks up to secure them to the platform. He fails and his feet again collide with the fast-moving ties. 

INDY looks up again and SEES the man’s face immediately over the coupling.

Indy

Oh, Jeez…

The COMMANDER pries at Indy’s hands on top of the coupling.

BELOW, INDY makes another effort to reach the under-car platform. This time he succeeds, his legs locked on the platform.

ABOVE, the COMMMANDER successfully pries one of Indy’s hands loose. 

BELOW, INDY reaches between his legs.

ABOVE, the COMMANDER bites Indy’s hand. Indy lets go, (OS) screaming.

Thinking Indy finished, the COMMANDER climbs the rear car.

Ext. Underneath boxcar

INDY lays on the suspended platform, breathing hard. He gets to his knees and hits his head on the car’s floorboards. It SOUNDS weak. He rolls over onto his back and kicks at the board. His FOOT goes through the rotten floorboard.

Int. Storage car

Stacked crates strapped to the walls are held in place with nets and straps. The only light comes from the broken floor. INDY pokes up through the hole. He looks around: the coast is clear. 

Ext. Boxcar Roof

The Russian SOLDIERS precariously make their way to the rear flatcar. OVER THEIR SHOULDERS, an olive drab TARP catches the wind and FLIES AWAY.

Int. Glider

HENRY sits at the CONTROLS. From his POV, several switches, levers, dials and lights, labeled in Russian. LORRAINEE sits in the rear.

Lorraine

They’re coming.

Henry

We need to extract the wings.

HENRY turns a KEY and the display LIGHTS UP. One light is RED. He pulls the LEVER near the red light. A hydraulic SOUND.. 

Ext. Flatcar – glider

WE SEE the WINGS UNFOLD to three times the length of the plane. 

Arial shot

Open Siberian plain: there is no threat of the wings getting clipped. 

Int. Glider

HENRY and LORRAINE are rattled as the plane catches wind and battles its moorings. Out the windshield, HENRY SEES SOLDIERS leap onto their car.

Henry

Let’s get this goose airborne before ours is cooked. Now which of these buttons…

Lorraine

You don’t read Russian 
either?

Henry

(fighting offense)

No, dear: I do not read Russian.

LORRAINE looks over his shoulder at the instruments.

Lorraine

The second green light from the left: it’s a release lever but I doubt it’s meant to be released from a train.

Henry

This is no time to be picky.

HENRY pulls the LEVER. They are jarred violently.

The plane’s nose jumps upward, the tail smashing into the car.

Ext. Flatcar

The GLIDER bucks, its front end connected via cable to a WINCH. 

CLOSE ON the WINCH strains. It reluctantly releases a yard of cord.

CLOSE ON a STABILIZING CORD connected to the tail. It SNAPs!

GLIDER slides back and forth, almost falling off the side of the barreling train.

Int. Storage car

INDY stalks to a ladder leading up out of the boxcar when he stops: his GUN, holster and WHIP lay on a crate. Serendipity? No way. INDY looks to heaven.

Indy

Thanks.

Ext. Flatcar

All five SOLDIERS surround the plane. Most keep their distance because the plane slams around wildly, but one young MAN goes in to secure a snapped band. He is knocked off the speeding train. The others pull back.

CLOSE ON the WINCH spooling out another yard. The plane catches air and comes back down hard. It either needs line or mooring: it can’t take much more.

Int. Glider

They are rocked hard as the plane hits the car bed.

Lorraine

We’ll be reduced to splinters if we hit like that again!

Henry

I don’t know much about flying, Lorraine, but if I release now we’ll certainly die!

Ext. Flatcar

The WINCH SPINS out several feet before catching.

PAN OUT the GLIDER cruises off the platform, towed by the cable.

One SOLDIER barks an order. The others draw rifles and aim as best they can.

CLOSE ON one SOLDIER, looking through the gun’s SIGHT. His POV through the SIGHT levels shakily on Henry who wildly seeks a way out.

CLOSE ON SOLDIER’S FINGER applying pressure to the TRIGGER.

CLOSE ON HENRY. (OS) CRACK! BANG!

The smoking rifle points straight up, a WHIP wrapped around its barrel.

INDY stands at the end of the car, pulls hard and sends the gun over the edge. 

The other SOLDIERS turn and fire at him.

INDY rolls to the deck drawing his gun and shooting one round before rolling out and a shooting second right as he rolls into a crouch.

One SOLDIER is winged and reels toward the lowly airborne plane.

Int. Glider

HENRY pulls the stick to the left.

Ext. flatcar - Glider

The plane ducks to the left and hits the injured Russian. Instead of being thrown from the train, the RUSSIAN grabs onto the windshield.

Int. Glider

The injured Russian SOLDIER scrambles to open the hatch, smearing blood across the windshield.

HENRY pulls a plunger and a WINDSHIELD WIPER attacks the man, slapping his face back and forth before the he grabs it and pulls it off.

HENRY is perplexed. He moves the stick gently forward.

Ext. Flatcar – glider

The plane hits the deck, throwing the man from the windshield into the WINCH.

CLOSE ON his lifeless arm falls on the latch, releasing the eager winch and several yards of cord.

The plane goes airborne, drawing out cord until it abruptly runs out.

PAN OUT to see the plane, towed like a kite, behind the train.

Ext. Flatcar

Two SOLDIERS hold Indy’s arms and two more stalk him. 

INDY gets off a HIP SHOT, shooting one and kicking up as the other reaches him. He can’t throw those holding him, so he places a foot behind the legs of one man and pushes back, causing them all to tumble backwards.

They lose him in the struggle, and INDY runs away. His legs are tackled and he falls next to the dead man at the WINCH.

The TACKLER rabbit punches Indy mercilessly.

Ext. flatcat - Glider

The plane dips, giving some slack in the line.

Ext. Flatcar - day

The MAN wraps the slack cord around Indy’s neck, holding him and looking up waiting for the plane’s next ascent that will decapitate Indy.

Int. Glider 

HENRY struggles to keep the plane level.

Ext. Glider– airborne

CLOSE ON the slack CORD gradually tautening.

Ext. Flatcar - day

INDY gags as the rope goes taut around his neck.

SOLDIER laughs, looks back at his friends. One fires his weapon at the glider.

Int. Glider - day

A BULLET pierces the windshield.

Henry

Hold on, love!

HENRY throws the stick forward. 

PAN OUT to see the plane dive.

CLOSE ON the CORD slackening around Indy’s neck.

INDY rolls over, takes he rope off his neck and loops it around the laughing soldier’s wrist right as it goes taut again.

The man is startled. His COMRADES make for Indy. 

INDY has pulled a gun on the trapped soldier, and they hesitate. INDY looks from them, to the last car on the train, another flatcar with an olive drab tarp flapping.

INDY shoots the CORD and the MAN soars with the cord as the plane is freed. 

Ext. Glider - airborne

The GLIDER soars gracefully upward, trailing a cord with a man dangling from it.

Ext. Flatcar

Indy dodges gunfire and jumps to the LAST flatcar. He ducks under the tarp.

The SOLDIERS look up as the plane shoots over them and ahead of the speeding train, their friend trailing behind from the rope. They give Indy pursuit.

They jump to the last car and carefully approach the wildly flapping TARP. (OS) The SOUND of a two-stroke engine firing to life and revving hard. They look quizzically at each other.

The TARP BURSTS open and INDY FLIES off the train on a SNOWMOBILE. He lands roughly, almost tips, but he recovers and blasts away.

The SOLDIERS ditch under the TARP. Seconds later, the SOUNDS of two more (OS) engines firing. One, then another SNOWMOBILE jumps, giving Indy chase.

Ext. Glider – airborne

HENRY looks out the side window,

Henry

Junior!

Lorraine

(turning her head wildly)

Where?

Henry

On that snowmobile: 2:00.

Lorraine

(checking her watch)

Henry, it’s only half past eleven.

Henry

(pointing)

Straight ahead is twelve. One, two, three…

Lorraine

Oh! That’s military, isn’t it? Lovely, Henry; where’d you learn that?

Henry

Fighting Nazis.

Lorraine

Henry, you devil. I never knew.

HENRY smiles and returns to controlling the plane.

Ext. Siberian wilderness –day

INDY looks up and SEES the glider, a man dangling from the rope. Over the noise of his engine, he hears (OS) the WHINE of two more. Then BANG! BANG! A bullet ricochets off his snowmobile.

The SOLDIERS are in hot pursuit, firing handguns.

INDY heads for a thicket of WOODS.

PAN OUT to see INDY chased into a forested area by two SNOWMOBILES.

INTERCUT IMAGES:

INDY racing through deer trails between trees and over roots and his POV. 

Show his pursuit and their POV behind him.

Ext. Woods

INDY leans hard to miss a large STUMP.

The first SOLDIER is blocked by his friend and cannot avoid the stump. He crashes and the gas tank EXPLODES, sending the man head-over-heels into a half-frozen stream.

The other SOLDIER slows but continues. He pulls up BESIDE Indy.

INDY BRAKES, skids out 90( and punches the snowmobile. 

The SOLDIER also turns, but he has lost some ground.

Ext. glider - Airborne – day

HENRY floats on circles of air, he is getting used to handling the plane.

PAN OUT to see the SOLDIER hanging starting to ASCEND the cord.

Int. Glider - airborne

Henry

I’ve lost Junior.

Lorraine

Circle, Henry - he’ll come out somewhere.

(OS) THUNK! CLUNK! LORRAINE looks at the floor of the plane.

Lorraine

Turbulence?

KACHUNK! HENRY looks at the floor too.

Ext. Glider – airborne

The man hanging beneath the plane hits the bottom fuselage with a gun grip.

Int. Glider - airborne

HENRY looks at the floor, concerned.

POW! POW! POW! Three BULLETS go up through the floor, one grazing Henry’s ear, another striking the INSTRUMENT PANEL.

CLOSE ON, the INSTRUMENTS go mad, altimeter and compass spinning.

Henry

We’ll be flying by the stars if we make it out of this.

HENRY dives and aims at a tall grove of TREES.

LORRAINE, looking OVER HIS SHOULDER, says,

Lorraine

Henry Jones! Have you gone mad?!

henry

Trust me. I think I’ve got the hang of this!

Lorraine

You think?

HENRY swoops down and, from his POV, the TREES are practically going to come through the windshield. He pulls up at the and of the dive and (OS) trees SMACK and BRUSH the belly of the plane as he sweeps the SOLDIER off.

Ext. Glider – just over tree line

The SOLDIER FALLS to the ground in the midst of a thick patch of fir.

PAN OUT as the GLIDER gains altitude.

Int. Glider – airborne

HENRY smiles self-satisfied. He looks over at Lorraine who glares poison darts. He coughs and turns around: chastised without her having spoken a word. 

Ext. Woods

Low pine branches WHIP Indy’s face.

His POV shoots between trees and down trails. He comes out in a CLEARING and speeds across. 

Ext. Clearing – Chinese poachers’ camp

A small camp of CHINESE POACHERS occupy the clearing. One sled, connected to reindeer, is piled high with TIGER SKINS, another with supplies. At the noise of the snowmobiles, two Chinese MEN run out of a tent in long underwear, one pulling up his pants, the other loading a rifle. Both DIVE back into the tent as INDY roars across a blazing FIRE PIT, scaring the reindeer into pulling up their stakes and toppling the sleds.

The Russian SOLDIER follows soon after, slows at the spilled sled and guns for Indy, followed by Chinese curses and two gunshots: POP! POP!

Ext. Woods

INDY’s POV: more terrain and tree branches flying past. Up ahead, HE SEES another clearing and races for it. OVER HIS SHOULDER, the soldier gains.

Int. Glider – airborne

HENRY looks out his window. HE SEES INDY burst out of an evergreen grove followed closely by another SNOWMOBILE. Ahead of Indy, HENRY SEES a wide CHASM in the ice.

Henry

Hold on, son!

HENRY dips the plane and LORRAINE crosses herself.

Ext. Open tundra

INDY is going full throttle but the Russian SOLDIER catches up and rides beside him, pistol drawn. INDY SWERVES into him, causing the soldier to lose his gun. 

The SOLDIER speeds up and SIDESWIPES Indy.

INDY takes it personally and VEERS into the other man again, adding a lunging RIGHT HOOK. Looking up, HE SEES the CREVASSE quickly approaching. 

INDY jumps to the other snowmobile and presses the man’s face forward against the steel handlebar.

The SOLDIER’s tongue becomes FROZEN to the cold steel bar and he cannot pull his face way.

INDY looks up, SEES the CREVASSE right before them and jumps off.

CLOSE ON the SOLDIER’S FACE, tongue stuck, as his eyes go wide and…

Ext. Crevasse

The soldier’s SNOWMOBILE plunges down into the icy gorge.

Ext. Open tundra – near crevasse

INDY rolls to a stop, nearly skidding into the crevasse. He watches the snowmobile crash off ice walls all the way down and exhales. He made it.

(OS) A low, large FELINE GROWL. INDY swallows, afraid to turn.

Indy

Oh, please, no.

INDY turns and is nearly cut in half by an angry SIBERIAN TIGER. He backs away, but is against the CREVASSE. He nearly slips in.

The TIGER BELLOWS and INDY grabs his gun - EMPTY. He looks at it accusingly and unfurls his WHIP with a loud CRACK! It keeps the tiger at bay, but not as well as it would were it a trained animal.

The TIGER JUMPS and tears Indy’s leather jacket as he rolls away.

The TIGER stalks INDY who SEES the glider silently diving in BEHIND the CAT.

Int. Glider – airborne

HENRY carefully holds the stick as they come in.

His POV out the windshield shows INDY at the edge of a CREVASSE, hunted by a massive TIGER.

Henry

Come on, Junior. Grab it!

Ext. Open tundra  - near crevasse

The PLANE glides low and INDY grabs the line as it passes. He runs in the snow around the tiger. The cord hauls him off his feet in a wide arc just outside of the lunging tiger’s reach.

Int. Glider – airborne 

HENRY is looks around anxiously but cannot see him.

Lorraine

(craning her neck)

We’ve got him, Henry! We’ve got him!

Ext. Glider – airborne - sunset

The plane takes a wide turn, into the sunset, Indy hanging from the cord.

FADE TO BLACK

Ext. Coast of Malta – overooking Filfla Island – sunrise

FADE IN. INDY, HENRY AND LORRAINE stare out at the monolith that is FIFLA. The island stands alone in the distance, with sheer limestone cliff walls ending in a green, plateau. The sky is heavily clouded, threatening rain, a hard wind blows.

The SOUND of a LANDROVER nearing. The truck stops. Out steps SALLAH, smiling broadly. Unexpectedly, Simon HUDSON gets out as well, less smiling, but happy to be there.

Indy

Sallah! Simon?

Sallah

I did not know who else to call, Indy. 

hUDSON

Yes. Sallah wired that he needed a contact man in Malta. Also said he’d need money. It seems old Brody was rather free with the college’s funds.

Henry

He always came through.

Hudson

So it would seem. I mean, he may have placed a great deal of faith in you Jones but it always seems to’ve paid off.

Indy

So, here you are?

Hudson

Here I am.

Sallah

And I.

INdy

All the same, I’ll need you two to guard our way out. If we’re not back in one hour, come find us.

Sallah

Yes, my friend.

Hudson

Good luck, Indiana. And remember: no man is an island. Not even you.

PAN OUT, isolate ISLAND: an intimidating sea and sky surround FILFLA.

Ext. Shore of Filfla Island – Stormy day

A rented fishing BOAT bobs near jagged rocks amidst a turbulent storm.

Int. Cave entrance – Filfla Island

POV from inside the cave, INDY, HENRY, LORRAINE, SALLAH and SIMON carefully enter the cave. Monolithic columns run down the roughhewn corridor.

OVER THEIR SHOULDERS, the small fishing boat bobs wildly. HUDSON, SALLAH and some of his MEN watch on concernedly. 

INDY lights a flare and leads the group into a tunnel that ends at an ARCH topped DOOR flanked by two smooth, round pillars. INDY gestures, they enter.

Int. Temple Antechamber

The antechamber is lighted by two massive, oil-burning MENORAHS, resting on floor stands flanking the entrance at the far end of the long chamber. Relief carvings line the walls: an ancient fertility GODDESS, the ARK of the covenant and CUP, Greek and Roman GODS, the BUDDHA in lotus position, an elaborate CRUCIFIX, KRISHNA and VISHNU, and finally Arabic script from the KORAN floating on a walls carved in Muslim design.

Over the arched, stylized doorway is the inscription,


Hudson, Lorraine, Henry, Indy

(simultaneously)

Know thyself.

Having read this in unison, ALL look at each other like they are Nostrodami. (OS) A muffled MEGAPHONIC voice and a panicked SCREAM break the silence. 

INDY drops the flare and motions the others to stay back as he sneaks inside.

Int. Maze terrace

A short wall grows out of the ground, a walkway carved through the middle. Stairs lead down to a torch lit terrace. Soldiers and scientists with equipment work around MILLS and JULIA who stand at the head of another short stairway leading down into a MAZE, visible from above by all. JULIA holds a MEGAPHONE. Several red FLAGS lay broken atop the tall maze walls.

Int. Maze

CLOSE ON a fat coil of ROPE feeding into the maze.

The MAN attached to the rope, holding a tall FLAG, navigates the maze. His face is sweaty - he knows he is a dead man.

Julia

(OS - megaphone)

Turn left and then quickly right.

It. Maze terrace

A tall, red FLAG follows Julia’s instructions.

CLOSE ON JULIA as (OS) a grinding and hollow, growling SOUND erupts. 

The entire MAZE SHIFTS. 

SOLDIERS pull hard at the line but it’s taut. (OS) SCREAM 

The WALLS CONVERGE on the red FLAG. It is TRAPPED inside a small, shrinking box. The box quickly shrinks to nothing, the FLAG snaps and falls, and the SCREAMING and GRINDING abruptly ends.

The soldiers fall backward as the ROPE goes suddenly slack and is reeled out, its end clean-cut.

GORKY barks in Russian, and another SOLDIER steps up against his will, dragging a rope around his waist and carrying a flag. To Mills,

julia

Stop this madness! Sending in a thousand more won’t make a difference! It’s not logical.

Above

LORRAINE pokes her head over Indy’s shoulder, gasping in horror,

Loraine

Virginia!

Below

JULIA turns around, as does the entire CREW.

GORKY makes a silent gesture and several guards rush off.

Julia

Mom?!

Above

indy

Mom?!

Outnumbered, surrounded, INDY allows the Russians to take his pistol.

Below

Marched into the main chamber with her friends, LORRAINE runs to Julia who warmly hugs her. It dawns on her: what Indy said about Julia’s identity is true.

Lorraine

What on earth are you doing here. And with the Reds of all people? How could you, Virginia?

Julia

Don’t call me Virginia.

(slaps Indy)

What were you thinking bringing her here?!!

Indy

She’s a woman - like I had a choice!

He looks at Lorraine and back to Julia - his SISTER. INDY turns away, guards pointing rifles OVER HIS SHOULDER as he deals with his mixed-up feelings. 

HENRY walks up to Julia and looks closely at her face. His eyes well up and he grabs her in an embrace.

JULIA is unsure what to do.

HENRY steps away at the insistence of rifles, glaring dangerously at the soldiers.

MILLS intercedes, perturbed that nobody acknowledges his authority.

Mills

The family reunion is over. You know, Indy, I really am sorry about the circumstances, but I hope you’ll see this as the opportunity it is. This find makes the tomb of King Tut look like an Apache arrowhead. The Archimedean Solution is the key to God! With it, one can know all - bend time and space like taffy! 

Indy

You’re out of your league  - and out of your mind.

Mills

Enter the maze, Jones, or I’ll send your sister – yes, you do know this by now, don’t you? Her track record at navigating this maze is … not good.

INDY looks at the scattered FLAGS atop the maze walls.

The Russian SOLDIER holding the flag looks expectantly at him.

The MAZE MORPHS into again with a grinding, growling SOUND.

Indy

And, if I fail?

Mills

You won’t. And, to give you more incentive to succeed, your father will go with you.

Indy

No! He stays.

GORKY steps up, automatic pistol leveled at INDY’s temple.

Gorky

I am tired of this. You both go. Now!

JULIA places her arm around LORRAINE, as SOLDIER press the Joneses forward at gunpoint. They pass the spared SOLDIER who laughs with glee.

Indy

Cheerful fellow.

Henry

I’ll say.

Int. Maze

A PLAQUE above the maze entrance displays an isosceles TRIANGLE inside a perfect CIRCLE. The Joneses walk inside. Follow their POV: after a few paces the path turns left; a few more, left again; finally, they come to a fork.

Henry

Looks like we go right. Otherwise we end up where we started.

INDY is about to concur when HE SEES the TRIANGLE/CIRCLE on the wall at the juncture. He grabs Henry’s arm before he goes right.

Indy

Wait! Julia …Virginia … she tried to guide those men through using logic. It didn’t work.

Henry

No reason to abandon common sense, Junior.

A RUMBLE begins, the grinding, growling noise of the shifting maze.

Indy

Know thyself, Dad. The triangle and circle: it’s Plato and the Pythagoreans - harmony of the universe. 

Henry

Immortality of the soul? 

Indy

Yes!

henry

And, if we are soul…

Indy

The soul is immortal because of…

Henry

Circular motion! Quick! Left!

They bolt left. A WALL SHIFTS behind them. Follow their POV in what must be a circular path, always LEFT at regular intervals. Eventually, they can only go RIGHT. Again, the TRIANGLE/CIRCLE is on the wall.

Henry

What now, Pythagoras?

The grinding, growling NOISE cranks up, louder than before because of their proximity to its cause. A WALL rises seamlessly out of the rock floor, one organic whole with the walls beside it. It blocks off their choice to the right.

Indy

Turn back.

Another WALL grows sideways out of the wall, blocking their escape. The walls come together smoothly, trapping them in a square room. It begins to close in.

Henry

(getting it)

Don’t panic, son.

Indy

You’re kidding, right?

Henry

Indiana. Trust me.

The WALLS come closer.

Henry

We are soul, spirit in the Form of God.

HENRY holds Indy’s face close to his.

Henry

Have faith, son.

INDY relaxes as he gets it. Both men close their eyes as the walls force them together. (OS) The grinding SOUND is replaced by a slithering, MOAN.

Int. Maze terrace

The MAZE falls like a curtain, melting into the rock floor. The noise ends.

INDY and HENRY embrace peacefully at its center. Their eyes open. The floor is a smooth sheet of limestone littered with broken, red flags. They straighten up.

A troop of scientists and soldiers carefully traverse the now open expanse. MILLS slaps the Joneses on their backs,

Mills

Did we get that on tape? You boys are resourceful!

Julia

Look! The Temple of New Delphi!

MILLS pushes ahead of her and leads the way up to a subtly lit, marble alcove.

Int. Entrance to the Alcove of judgment

The alcove is 10 feet deep, a vertical, steel portcullis at the far end. Suspended in the air, at eye level, are four CRYSTAL PLATES, each with a different Greek WORD for “love”:.

Mills

What does this mean?

Indy

It’s Greek to me. (beat) They all mean love. You’ve got a 25% chance of choosing correctly.

Mills

You mean, you have a 25% chance, Dr. Jones.

Indy

I don’t think so.

Mills

Touch one.

Indy

You touch one.

GORKY orders two SOLDIERS to advance on Indy. 

INDY punches one man and swings the other by his arm into the alcove.

The SOLDIER flies into the crystals, shattering them. A MIST shoots out of the floor and he is instantly frozen. HISSING precedes the rapid deployment of dozens of BARS out of the ceiling. The frozen SOLDIER blows apart and the bars retract. The crystal PLATES rematerialize and hover in place.

The first SOLDIER and three of his colleagues grab Indy. 

JULIA starts, then stops with great effort. GORKY restrains Henry. 

The SOLDIERS pull back and cover Indy with rifles.

Mills

There are four choices and there are four of you. (points at Henry) You first, professor.

Indy

No!

Int. – Alcove of Judgment

Before he can be stopped, HENRY walks inside the alcove. A droning HUM surrounds him. HISSING air makes him look above: dozens of holes house the RODS. Beneath him, hundreds of smaller HOLES and melting chunks of soldier. 

CLOSE ON HENRY. This is a selfless act, he expects to die.

INDY looks on worriedly after his father. OVER HIS SHOULDER, LORRAINE frets and JULIA looks regretfully at them both. 

HENRY reaches for a plate that reads,



Henry

“Agape” – love of God.

INDY suddenly understands,

Indy

Dad! Wait! At the library of Alexander the mural said, “God’s love on earth.”

HENRY pulls his hand back, just short of touching the crystal.
Henry

Love on earth? Love thy neighbor … Brotherly love? “Stergo” 

HENRY lightly touches the plate that reads,



The PLATES become shimmering DUST, blown on a light breeze. HENRY looks up and down before stepping through. On the other side he looks back, yelling,

Henry

Son, I’m through. What now?

INDY has never been more relieved. 

Indy

Neutralize the obstacle. Find a switch or something.

HENRY looks on top, SEES a lever and pulls it. A copper sheet slides out of the wall in an arc above his head to block off the ceiling holes. He pulls another at the ground and one slides out of the alcove wall to cover the floor.

Henry

Okay. All clear.

Int. Temple of New Delphi

MILLS passes to the other side. Henry, stands tall, looks down his nose at Mills. 

This is the Temple. Four walls, Ionic columns supporting a short ceiling. Torches burn in wall sconces. A fissure in the floor at the back of the room expels vapors. In the center of the room is the ARCHIMEDEAN SOLUTION.

Henry

Volcanic gasses.

Indy

They recreated the Temple of Delphi. From the looks of it, this place was built for one purpose: to hide that.

Julia

The Archimedean Solution!

The machine is monumental. The prehistoric engine rests on a solid wood table base three feet off the ground. Its front is uncovered and decorated with sprockets, cogs and gears of varying sizes and metals. The internal workings are visible, more SPROCKETS and GEARS riding row upon row of horizontal, vertical and diagonal RODS. A massive ASTROLABE is the front-center, needles and dials etched with cosmic symbols representing the planets and astrological signs and numerous other meters – hashes and markings around the circumference of each. Large CRANKS are on both sides. Just inside of these, on the front, are two golden plates with horizontal slits.

Mills

(aside)

With this, I will become God.

GORKY steps in front of Mills, SOLDIERS surround the machine.

Gorky

The Union of Soviet Socialist Republics thanks you, Comrade Mills.

Mills

It takes two. Join me in infamy, Comrade?

GORKY smiles and steps up. MILLS brandishes the bronze cards, handing one to Gorky. CLOSE ON the CARD: TRIANGLE within a CIRCLE embossed on it.

Indy

You’re a fool, Mills. 

Mills

Soon, I will know everything. Then we’ll see who’s the fool. 

Indy

God is not to be toyed with.

Mills

And when did you become a believer, Jones?

MILLS goes to one side of the machine; GORKY the other. CUT BETWEEN the men, each with one hand on a CARD, the other on the CRANK. MILLS nods and they simultaneously push their cards in. Nothing happens. They start cranking. The inner workings GROAN and CREAK from disuse but the grease soon spreads and large CRANKSHAFTS pump up and down. GEARS spin, PISTONS pound, RODS whine - a mechanical din. ASTROLABE and DIALS go haywire.

Momentum takes over.

Soon, neither can keep up with his crank’s speed and they jump back. 

The SOLDIERS retreat.

Yellow GAS rises from the crack in the floor and pools at the foot of the machine.

The machine hits a stable pitch, almost silent in its smoothness. An uninterrupted TONE, like a low oboe note, resonates loudly. Another NOTE, one-half octave higher, joins it, then another, then another until eight notes harmonize as ONE. 

A brilliant white SLASH of light appears. It grows to the height of the room and widens to four feet. The apparently static slash of light becomes a swirling, pearlescent spool of ENERGY and GAS, spinning so fast it seems to stand still.

HENRY and LORRAINE, holding hands, drop to their knees. JULIA joins them. INDY doesn’t know prayer, but he knows reverence and does the same.

Mills

Yes! Yes!

The GAS swirls around their heads and into their nostrils. 

LIGHTNING bolts shoot from the energy field at Mills and Gorky. 

Static ELECTRICITY clothes them as they spasm in ecstasy. CURRENTS dance up and down in high ARCS between the men and the energy portal.

Paralyzed in suspended animation, spread eagle, their SOULS EXIT. Fluctuating, multicolored clouds of consciousness, not human in form, float out of their bodies and hover before the portal before being sucked into the vortex.

CLOSE ON PORTAL. Inside the rapidly spinning energy field, fuzzy flashes of biblical and world history interlaced with the ecstatic faces of Gorky and Mills morph with two types of image of the future: one scorched and dead; the other brilliant and automated – a golden age of peace.

Henry

Any mention of this in the library
?

Indy

Just said the wage of sin is death.

Henry

In Greek?

Julia

Yes.

Henry

“Hamarta?”

Indy

(he gets it)

“Sin” is a post-Helenistic, Christian concept. In the Alexandrian world, Hamarta referred to…

Henry

Excess. Missing the mark. It’s the lure of power. They’re trapped.

INDY and JULIA stand close. Something is wrong. They’ve been inside too long.

Indy

Mills! Get out of there!

CLOSE ON the swirling PORTAL. MILLS, GORKY, morph into a mangled mess.

The JONESES and JAGGERS slowly move forward.

Suddenly, the spinning vortex STOPS.

A blinding FLASH accompanied by a loud POP! 

The portal shrinks to a pinpoint that winks out of thin air. 

The machine HUMS, but the cranks have stopped, the harmonics have ceased.

The electrical field suspending Mills and Glinkov blinks out and their bodies are blown backward by a shockwave that comes out of the ASTROLABE. They tumble to the ground, breathing and physically alive but empty, soulless beings.

Lorraine

I believe they missed the mark.

The Soldiers and scientists hurry out.

Indy

I suggest we do the same.

Henry

We can’t just leave this thing running.

Indy

Destroy it?

Dimsdale

(OS) Try it and die, Jones. 

HUDSON, SALLAH and his MEN enter, hands in the air. AGENTS DIMSDALE and KELLER, the young man from Indy’s class, follow, guns readied.

sallah

Indy, they took us by surprise.

Dimsdale

This machine is the property of the US government.

Keller

The marines are en route.

Lorraine

Are you nuts!? Did you see what just happened?

Dimsdale

Where the commies have erred, a red-blooded American like Dr. Jones will not.

Julia

No! It’s suicide.

Dimsdale

Actually, sending him against his will is murder. The Solution requires two, Agent Jagger, and you know too much.

The penny drops: Julia is a double-agent. Her eyes burn holes through the men.

Keller

You have orders from the highest level.

Julia

You’re no better than they are.

Dimsdale

If patriotic duty won’t sway you, remember: treason is a capital offense. Swift and quiet.

KELLER steps closer, gun drawn, ready to use it.

lorraine

This is madness!

HENRY tries to hold Lorraine, but she quickly becomes hysterical.

JULIA stops her mother, mumbles an apology, kisses her, then she takes Indy by the hand and steps around the zombie corpses to the machine. Yellow GAS eddies in their wake.

Indy

The wage of sin is death.

Julia

What?

Indy

The library, when you were studying the numbers, that was the last piece of this puzzle.

Julia

So?

Indy

They missed the mark, Agent Jagger.  

Julia

Spare me, brother dear.

They go to opposite sides of the machine and place their hands on the cranks. 

CUT BETWEEN INDY and JULIA. They nod, turn the cranks.

The warm mechanism quickly spins out of their control and they step back.

CRANKSHAFTS punch through the top of the machine.

The first low, oboe TONE resonates. Note after note, it reaches harmony. 

A slash of LIGHT, immediately apparent as a moving coil of energy, an impossibly fast spring loaded with pure energy.

LIGHTNING reaches out to them.

Clothed in electricity, their bodies spasm in rapture - blue-white CURRENTS stroke their bodies, ARCS of white light connect them to the machine.

Paralyzed, spread eagle, their non-mortal, amorphous SOULS depart their bodies, hover before the portal, and are sucked inside of the swirling vortex.

CLOSE ON the rapidly spinning PORTAL. 

INSIDE

All is WHITE, then INDY and JULIA SEE their residual human IMAGES together inside the portal. All SOUND is replaced by an intro-uterine pulsing and the SLOW MOTION swirling of the PORTAL around them. 

Their POVS show CREATION: a spark of life, replication of cells - a montage of imagery including the growth and birth of a human being, a burning bush, a powerful flood, the Bhudda in lotus position under a tree, Christ on the cross, Mohammed’s visions, several generic faces - people of different races morphing from one into the other ending with a composite face of Indy and Julia that separates out into each face side-by-side.

OUTSIDE

HENRY holds LORRAINE. 

AGENTS DIMSDALE and KELLER walk close to the machine, taking readings on Geiger counters and small meters

Henry

They’ve been in there too long.

Dimsdale

I’ll be the judge of that.

POV from behind HENRY as he yells into the swirling vortex,

Henry

Indiana! Remember Aristotle! The mean! Seek the mean!

INSIDE

POV of the slow-motion VORTEX. Montage of bloody warfare, genocide, nuclear explosions, and a PATH in a forest: POV speeding down one path, through a dark, scorched world littered with corpses and pools of blood; sink quickly back to the FORK then racing down the other through a bright, green, golden age with clean, modern cities and people of all races at leisure.

CUT BETWEEN INDY’S and JULIA’S POVS. MONEY and WOMEN surround INDY; JEWELS and MEN surround JULIA. Both wear CROWNS. 

They become fiercely JEALOUS of one other. 

A fuzzy VOICE comes through the haze, like a broken fast-food drive through receiver, mostly, indecipherable. 

JULIA and INDY are naked, oblivious, consumed with his/her own importance.

OUTSIDE

henry

Let go of the power! Let go!

HENRY steps closer, inches from the madly swirling PORTAL.

The CIA AGENTS grab him.

Red ROPES of ELECTRIC PLASMA strike angrily out of the vortex at them. The red currents grope their madly convulsing bodies and slam them to the floor before shooting both against the back wall. Their broken bodies THUD to the ground right behind a shrieking LORRAINE. She is torn between reaching Henry and avoiding the dead agents.

HENRY looks back. He knows what to do. Calmly, HE STEPS INSIDE.

INSIDE

The semi-transparent body-images of INDY and JULIA gaze dead ahead, yellow whisps of gas flowing in and out of their noses. 

A very material HENRY steps through the swirling gasses and currents. Despite the slowly revolving vortex, his hair and clothes WHIP about as if in a tornado. HENRY calmly speaks as if from a cave. At first it is gibberish, then…

Henry

Children…

INDY and JULIA become less distant, but they are still far gone. Possibly too far.

Henry

Junior… Virginia…

Indy/Julia

Dad?

Henry

Don’t miss the mark: all things in moderation.

Indy/Julia

Moderation…

Henry

Temperance is the key.

A high-pitched, angry SCREAM from another world.

HENRY’s body is pulled like putty. He CRIES in horror and pain.

Henry

Children! Let go of the power. It’s not yours to wield.

INDY begins to come to, blinking off the trance.

HENRY SCREAMS. His FORM is stripped into the increasingly rapid vortex.

INDY realizes what he needs to do but can’t move.

HENRY disappears, ripped to shreds, but his warning reverberates:

Henry

(OS) Let go … Let go … Let go…

OUTSIDE

The spinning vortex suddenly stop with blinding FLASH and loud POP!

The portal winks to a pinpoint.

The harmonics cease.

The electrical fields suspending them drops the vacant bodies of Indy and Julia to the ground as the machine dies. 

LORRAINE falls on her daughter and hurls a grief-ridden scream to the heavens. 

PAN OUT ON the arena, dead and soulless bodies of strangers and loved ones. 

SALLAH and HUDSON stand by, heads bowed.

CLOSE ON LORRAINE in deep prayer. 

CLOSE ON JULIA: A SOUND like a pan flute resonates from her body. A purple GLOW surrounds her head and fades out. 

HUDSON, hand on Lorraine’s shoulder, looks at INDY

CLOSE ON INDY. The same SOUND and GLOW.

INDY blinks.

JULIA blinks.

They are both crowded.

Hudson

Give them air.

Sallah

(to his men)

Go quickly, get water.

 INDY and JULIA sit up, dazedly looking around. INDY shakes his head.

Indy

Dad? Dad! 

CLOSE ON LORRAINE’s tear-stained face. She can’t say where he is; just that he’s not there. She wipes her face. Her head turns after a low BUZZING noise. 

Everyone stares at the light, not knowing what to expect.

The pinpoint of LIGHT reappears. It slowly opens into an oval portal, spiral CLOUDS meandering into the unseen distance. HENRY is at the middle, asleep on a pillow of clouds. At his side materialize transparent images of JULIA and INDY. Behind them is a brilliant yellow-white light, the Form of GOD.

HENRY’s figure floats out of the portal, hovers a foot off the ground in fetal positon and is gently deposited before Lorraine. 

INDY and JULIA look longingly and lovingly into the light. It intensifies and then winks out in silence.

HENRY slowly awakens and sits up.

A rumbling SOUND is overridden by a howling WHISTLE as yellow GAS is forced out of the CHASM. The gas nearest the wall begins to SOLIDIFY, becoming part of the rock. The newly formed rock grows outward as the gas thickens and fills the room. Rock encompasses the Archimedean Solution.

Sallah

(to the Joneses and Julia)

Can you run?

All nod and, with a little help, get to their feet and hurry out. 

The GAS follows at their feet, solidifying over corpses and supplies as the rumble intensifies and they barrel out through the alcove and past the clear maze field, a wall of rolling gas threatening to overtake them.

SALLAH falls and calls out. The deadly gas steamrolling toward him.

INDY stops dead. He races back against Julia’s distress, and hauls Sallah to his feet. Throwing the big man’s arm over his shoulder he helps him out as fast as they can travel.

Ext. Filfla Island - Cave entrance -  a sunny day

The others make it outside of the cave entrance and Indy and Sallah barely do the same as the GAS pours out and disperses in the sea breeze. The rumbling ceases and the gas-turned-rock seals the cave entrance as if it were never there. 

All are amazed, but still shaking off the events that just occurred.

Sallah

Some gas is worse than others.

HENRY embraces Lorraine.

JULIA embraces Indy.

SALLAH, not knowing what else to do, embraces Hudson.

FADE to black.

Ext. Mediterranean Sea – US Naval cruiser

The gray ship, flying the stars and stripes, cuts through the calm waters.

Ext. Onboard

INDY, HENRY, LORRAINE, JULIA, SALLAH and HUDSON all dressed in borrowed naval clothing, recline on deck chairs, a light wind blowing.

Lorraine

But if it wasn’t a weapon, what did Plato mean by “the power to level any foe?”

Henry

Briefly, my dear, we were all one with God. One with the universe.

Indy

Language, race, religion, gender – all just images of the Good. All things equal.

Julia

Everything’s leveled by this truth.

Indy

Truth? We’ll talk about “truth” some other time, Sis. 

Hudson

Well, I for one am just happy you all were lucky enough to make it out alive.

Sallah

Here! Here!

Henry

It wasn’t luck. Our lives were begged for.

HENRY looks at Lorraine, love in his eyes. She touches his hand.

JULIA reaches her hand over to her mother. Then she looks over at Henry.

Lorraine

I’m sorry I didn’t tell either of you earlier. It was a very complicated matter. I never meant any harm.

Indy catches Julia’s eye. Both become very uncomfortable.

Henry

Junior? (gasp) You didn’t…

Indy

No, sir!

Henry

Please, tell me you didn’t.

Indy

I swear!

Lorraine

Sweetheart?

Julia

Mother!

Indy

So, before our debriefing, tell me on thing: should I refer to you Comrade or Agent Jagger?

Julia

That’s complicated. Just know that I’m a good guy. And call me, “Julia”. Should I call you brother?

INDY looks OVER HER SHOULDER at Henry. For her ears only,

Indy

Call me Henry.

LORRAINE sits upright,

Lorraine

Julia? Your name is, “Virginia”.

Julia

Virginia’s the name of a state, mother; I prefer Julia.

Lorraine

You named your doll, “Julia”.

Julia

I loved that doll…

SALLAH and HUDSON share laugh as FILFLA Island passes in the background. The sun setting calmly behind it against a painted sky.

THE END

�PAGE \# "'Page: '#'�'"  ��See note 1 on west African names.


�PAGE \# "'Page: '#'�'"  �� Coem back to this and use it at a key moment.


�PAGE \# "'Page: '#'�'"  �� Do we bring this back when we revive the cross?


�PAGE \# "'Page: '#'�'"  �� Is Rhodesia a nation in 1953?


�PAGE \# "'Page: '#'�'"  �� Amend the Indy/Mills encounter to say something like, “I told you, nobody ays no to Harry Mills.” It CLOSE ONrrently mentions working for him. Might retain this, I don’t know.


�PAGE \# "'Page: '#'�'"  �� Had angora been invented yet?


�PAGE \# "'Page: '#'�'"  �� Can this oracular power be connected to the machine?


�PAGE \# "'Page: '#'�'"  �� Make this young man the accompaniment to Dimsdale in Act III.


�PAGE \# "'Page: '#'�'"  �� Bring this in at the end. “But Plato said it would level any foe.” “It does: if all is one, no one is superior.”


�PAGE \# "'Page: '#'�'"  �� Use this at the end. Have gasses swirl into the plasma field. Indy babbles.


�PAGE \# "'Page: '#'�'"  �� Can Julia pull this on him later?


�PAGE \# "'Page: '#'�'"  ��Did the Russians have vehicles like this?


�PAGE \# "'Page: '#'�'"  �� Lorraine calls her Virginia. Lorraine: “My name is Julia, Mom. Virginia is a state.” Lorraine: “Yes, the state you were conceived in.”  Julia: “I prefer, Julia.” Lorraine: “It was good enough for a queen, sorry it offends you so much.” Henry and Indy share a knowing look. At the end, have Indy tell Julia to call him Henry.


�PAGE \# "'Page: '#'�'"  ��Was it ever mentioned that he couldn’t speak it?


�PAGE \# "'Page: '#'�'"  �� Have Indy explain this on the train.





