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FADE IN:

EXT. JUNGLE - DAY

Drawing of a mountain on a rain soaked map.

The DIN of the rain beats heavily on huge leaves.
Rugged wet hands fold the map and slip it in a trouser
pocket. Whip rolled up over belt.

Down through the dense canopy a string of seven figures
snake through the jungle, one of which - second from
front - can be seen wearing trademark fedora, leather
jacket, holster and chinos. This is INDIANA JONES.

At the head of the party a small wiry AKAN TRIBESMAN,
naked but for a loin cloth, body and face paint,
slashes through an overgrown path with an out-sized
machete, grunting under his breath. Flanking further
behind Indy are two tribesmen, one with a sack over his
shoulder, the other is SIDI, a very frail old man with
a long white beard almost down to his waist. He doesn’t
appear to be wearing much else. Two men of western
appearance trail the tribesmen. The first is PETER
BRANDE, a muscular, heavily scarred South African
mercenary-looking man in his late forties. He carries a
machine gun over camouflage garb and slashes with a
machete. The second man is HOWARD CLARKSON, American,
reedy, in his late thirties, but with receding hair. He
is inappropriately dressed in knee-length shorts and
carrying a walking stick to bat away the leaves. Two
further African men trail them. Clarkson stops, removes
his spectacles, and wipes the sweat from his face.

The jungle gives way to a deep and narrow gully. Brande
reaches down to pull a leech from under his sock with a
SUCTION sound. Clarkson observes with faint disgust.
The bridge creaks as the group wobble across it and
back into jungle. This is followed by the subtitle:
IVORY COAST 1956

Sidi gestures. The distant TRACTOR-CHUG of a water pump
can be heard. Brande remains stoic. Clarkson less so.
Sidi makes a chirpy whistle and signals for quiet. The
water pump grows more distinct. They halt. Indy in
silhouette, Sidi turns and looks up.

SIDI
(in French)
We have arrived.



EXT. PYRAMID CLEARING - DAY

Palm fronds give way. The rain has stopped. A partially
visible stepped pyramid, almost six storeys high and
covered in thick vegetation, sprouts from a muddy bank.
Another pyramid looms in the mist. An impressed Indy
nods in satisfaction looking up at the pyramid, and
LISTENS to the water pump almost drowning out the sound
of nearby CASCADING WATER.

CLARKSON
(wiping brow)
My God... he was right. And we thought
Meroe was impressive.

There are trucks, jeeps and land rovers parked near
corrugated roofed huts on the edge of the clearing
beyond. No one can be seen. Stepped levelled off ground
littered with archeological equipment show evidence of
aborted excavation work.

INDY
(looking to section of
pyramid)
That’s where we get in.

Howard notes that Sidi and the other tribesman have
vanished.

CLARKSON
(to Indy)
Now what did I say? Half now, half
later?

Brande clicks his fingers before bringing his index
finger to his lips. A bird’s SQUAWK echoes.

INT. PYRAMID - DAY

Indy, Clarkson and Brande hold lanterns that illuminate
and flicker against the inside walls. A steely,
determined Indy has a pressing urgency to his
movements. The claustrophobic atmosphere is palpable as
the ceiling gets lower and lower. A damp sheen clings
to the walls. Water droplets DEAFEN. They reach a
larger inner chamber.

At the entrance, books and torn pages are scattered
about. Several khaki clad BODIES litter the floor. Indy
tentatively turns each body.

BRANDE
Is it?

INDY
No.



INT. PYRAMID INNER CHAMBER - DAY

The stench of death fills the chamber. There is a
muffled sound (0.S). The trio pad across to the source.
A group of FIGURES appear huddled in a circle at the
far end in shadow. They are bound and gagged. Indy
approaches without caution.

INDY
Dad!

HENRY looks up and makes a frustrated sound through his
gag. The others look on in excitement. Henry grunts and
flashes his eyes. Indy quickly un-binds and un-gags his
father.

HENRY
What time do you call this?

INDY
I call this just in time dad.

Henry'’s colleagues and assistants are quickly untied.
They are historian and anthropologist DR. GEORGE HOBSON
- a fat, balding and heavily bearded Englishman in his
sixties; renowned archeologist PROFESSOR CARL REINHARDT
- tall, thin and imposing Harvard-type man also in his
early sixties and MIMI MACKENZIE. She is Henry'’s
assistant, a demure blonde pony-tailed women in her mid
to late twenties. Also present are three khaki clad
Ivorians in their thirties - RASOUL, CECIL and ABDUL,
and finally XAVIER, a bespectacled Frenchman, also in
his thirties.

HENRY
(to Brande, hugging)
Peter my old friend! I never thought
I'd see you again!
(hugging Clarkson)
Howard, I knew you’d do it.

CLARKSON
Well, what can I say, the university
wanted its equipment back.

HENRY
I'm sure.

CLARKSON
Vintner can’t wait. He thinks he owns
you now.

HENRY

Really. He’'s a piece of work.
(lightening up to Indy and
Brande)

(MORE)



HENRY (CONT'D)
My assistants Mimi, Rasoul, Xavier,
Cecil, Abdul, and of course Professor
Carl Reinhardt.

Mimi enthusiastically acknowledges Indy. Indy flashes a
smile back.

HENRY (CONT’D)
George, you know my son Indiana.

GEORGE
Of course, delighted!

Henry turns to Rasoul and Abdul and makes some more
formal introductions to Brande.

INDY
(shaking hands vigorously
and patting on back)
George. Aren’t you a little out of
your area?

GEORGE
When one tires of Peru, one tires of
life but Great Scot... nothing could
keep me from witnessing this momentous
achievement!

INDY
(bemused)
Momentous?

RETNHARDT
(interrupting)
Doctor Jones, a pleasure finally.
Henry has regaled me with so many
stories I feel I know you already.

The distant chatter of foreign voices is heard.

INDY
Then you have me at a disadvantage.

BRANDE
(indicating watch)
Indiana.

HENRY
(grabbing Indy)
Come, you must meet the wonderful
Xavier. Whatever you want, wherever
you need to be.

XAVIER
Doctor Jones, it is so wonderful that
you should be here for us.



INDY
(distracted, shaking
hands)
Great... look... please to meet you.

Distant conversation grows louder and now footsteps can
be heard as he glances at his watch. Henry bends down.

HENRY
(oblivious)
And this is...

Indy is now looking down at Henry as he is about to
pull something from a rucksack.

INDY
Dad?

HENRY
You wouldn’t believe...

INDY
(grabbing Henry, stopping
his movements)
Look, we haven’t got time for this.

HENRY
(standing up and looking
to wall)
Junior?

INDY
Mmmm .

HENRY
(looking to small opening
in wall)
You didn’t come in that way did you?

INDY
You got a better idea?

EXT. THE PYRAMID CLEARING - DAY

The group emerge through the opposite side of the
pyramid. Henry dusts himself down and looks at Indy
with a satisfied smile. Indy spots the several Land
Rovers and trucks hidden between the trees. A machine
gun mounted jeep carries the mud-splattered letters U.N
on the side.

In the driver’s seat of a Land Rover a MAN stirs from
his slumber.

GEORGE
(to stirring man)
Excuse me.



Brande knocks the man out with a single punch. Brande
pulls the unconscious man out the Rover and onto the
ground like a sack of potatoes.

INDY
(catching keys thrown by
Brande)
No, you take the lead.

BRANDE
(moving past Indy to
second Land Rover)
Get on ahead. You take care of your
0ld man. We’ll catch up.

The group split up. George, Henry clutching his bag
tight, Clarkson, Abdul, and Cecil climb into the first
Rover with Indy. Brande, Reinhardt, Mimi, Xavier and
Rasoul pile into the second Rover. Mimi and Henry
exchange concerned looks before climbing aboard.

REINHARDT
Come on.

Brande hot-wires the starter motor.

EXT. MUDDY DIRT TRACK - DAY

SHOUTING (in French) can be heard as a MOTLEY GROUP led
by a rugged angry-looking AFRICAN MAN run out behind
the Land Rovers as they speed off. He signals, waving
his arms and motioning to his comrades. Machine guns,
machetes and bazookas are loaded onto the remaining
vehicles.

The downpour has begun again. Giant puddles and pot-
holes loom everywhere. The windscreen wipers are on
full. Everything is very muddy. The Land Rover is
violently thrown about. A shaken Henry finally speaks.

HENRY
Vandals! There’ll be nothing left. The
ivory masks were astonishing.

INDY
(at the wheel, distracted)
Not now.

There is the sound of gunfire.

INDY (CONT’D)
(looking into rear view
mirror)
Great.

A hump looms. The Rover jumps into the air and lands
with a clatter throwing everyone about inside.



GEORGE
(holding onto his hat)
Great Scot!

Indy puts his foot down. Henry looks into his rucksack
with pride and pats its contents.

HENRY
But they didn‘t get this. Thank God.

An otherwise occupied Indy glancing into the rear-view
mirror. Brande’s Rover clatters back on the track
behind. A worried George taps on Henry'’s shoulder.
George, Henry and Clarkson all look out the rear
window.

HENRY (CONT’D)
Oh dear. Indiana?

INDY
Not now dad!

HENRY
Can’'t you go any faster?

Indy looks to the speedometer which shows the needle as
far as it can go.

There is some shouting in French as one of the goons
positions himself on the door of the trailing Rover (of
a convoy of seven in total) some way behind but closing
fast. He is aiming a BAZOOKA.

HENRY (CONT’D)
(looking green)
I was never very good in cars. Can't
someone open a window?
Mimi and Reinhardt stare back in horror.

MIMT
Oh my God!

At the wheel Brande looks in the rearview and
accelerates.

Indy eyes a huge dip in the track.

INDY
Everybody hold on!
GEORGE
(to Henry)

My sentiments exactly.

The bazooka is fired. Brande’s Rover swirves and plows
through dense undergrowth.



Indy’s Rover hits the mud ramp and leaves the ground.
The missile shoots underneath Indy’s Rover mid-air. The
Rover clatters heavily back to the ground. There is a
RAT-TAT-TAT of machine-gun fire as the back door and
side windows shatter. Everyone ducks. The missile
explodes on a huge palm somewhere down the road in
front.

HENRY
(with wind in face)
Ahh, that’s better.

INDY
(worried)
Aah.

CLARKSON
What is it?

Indy breaks. Everyone in the rear of the rover slides
forward. A large Hessian bag makes a noisy metallic
crash against the back of Indy’s seat.

Brande looks ahead and slows.

In the front passenger seat Cecil mutters a prayer in
French. A rope bridge designed for vehicles crosses a
wide ravine.

INDY
(to whomever is listening)
Where are we?

Henry takes a queasy look at the map and thrusts it in
Clarkson’s hands. George unties the Hessian bag.

EXT. ROPE BRIDGE - DAY

Everyone looks over the side of the vehicle as they
cross. The bridge creaks ominously. A river rages
below. Another explosion as a missile hits the ravine
wall.

INDY
Jesus! What did you do?

HENRY AND GEORGE
(together)
NOTHING!

George holds the full Hessian bag open and
enthusiastically whips out a golden amphora jug, then a
golden plate.

GEORGE
Thank God!



INDY
(looking back)
Throw it out!

GEORGE
(protesting)
But...

INDY
Or I'11l throw you out!

The bridge CREAKS under the strain, but Brande’s Rover
clears the ravine. The pursuing bad guys also cross
successfully, if tentatively, closely followed by the
U.N JEEP.

EXT. MUDDY DIRT TRACK - DAY

Abdul opens the rear doors then the group drag the
Hessian bag along the floor of the vehicle.

GEORGE
Six months work... Curse them.

The Hessian bag falls from Indy’s Rover onto the track.
George, unhappy, looks on.

Brande’s Rover swerves past the dumped Hessian bag with
its contents spilled over the track. Mimi and Reinhardt
look back.

EXT. ROPE BRIDGE - DAY

One of the pursuing Rovers is stuck in the gaps of the
bridge. It slips on the wood and slides backwards. The
rear wheels SPIN, desperately trying to gain some
traction as the engine REVS. There is a loud CRACK, the
driver and passenger look up suddenly and stop the
engine. The Rover hangs precariously in the gray
downpour for what seems like an eternity. Only the DIN
of rain breaks the silence. The two men look at each
other and almost break into a nervous smile. There is a
second much louder CRACK. The bridge gives way and
sends the Rover crashing to its doom - exploding as it
hits the ravine wall before being swept away in a
torrent of water. A following truck slides to a halt at
the edge of the ravine. Its occupants look on
helplessly. Another closely following Rover shunts the
occupants of this truck to within an inch of their
lives.



10.

EXT. MUDDY DIRT TRACK - DAY

The driver gesticulates wildly. His passenger, in the
process of cocking and reloading his machine gun, looks
ahead. The driver breaks and slides to a halt. There is
some shouting in French as two of its occupants get
out, gather its contents fill the bag and drag its
weight through the mud.

Brande is on a walkie-talkie to Indy.

INDY (V.O.)
(over walkie-talkie)
This goes all the way to the seal!

BRANDE
Got it!

The occupants of the trailing U.N Jeep chatter loudly,
swerving out of the way of the Rover as the Hessian bag
is loaded into the back.

BRANDE (CONT'D)
(on walkie-talkie to
pilot)
Steve come back!

EXT. JUNGLE VALLEY - DAY

A small GRUMMAN MALLARD SEAPLANE swoops in low under an
iron girder bridge that spans a densely covered valley.

EXT. MUDDY DIRT TRACK - DAY

BRANDE
(on walkie-talkie)
We’re on a track heading south
downhill towards Bandama Bay.
(checking watch)
Should be there in... five minutes.

There is some garbled nonsense on the walkie-talkie as
another explosion rips through the jungle.

BRANDE (CONT’D)
(on walkie-talkie)
Roger that. See you on the beach!

From out of nowhere a missile takes out the back of
Brande’s Land Rover in a ball of flames. The rear
wheels and axel have been pulverized. The chassis
grates along the ground.

Indy looks in his rear view, then turns around to see.
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Brande’s Rover hits a tree with a METALLIC CLUNK. Indy
breaks heavily and his Rover skids to a halt.

CLARKSON
What are you doing?!

Indy reverses sharply. Rasoul staggers from the smoking
wreckage. Behind him Reinhardt is carrying Mimi. She is
unconscious. A bloody Brande, who went through the
windscreen, picks himself up out of the foliage. Xavier
is nowhere to be seen.

HENRY
My God! Mimi.

INDY
Open the doors!

The occupants of the U.N Jeep, one of which is holding
the bazooka, point and holler in French.

Henry, still gripping rucksack, and George open the
rear doors to the Rover and frantically beckon Brande,
Reinhardt and Rasoul.

HENRY
Come on, Come on!

The back door is slammed shut, Rasoul is wailing.

BRANDE
(holding his head with
blood pouring out)
Christ!

HENRY
(to Reinhardt)
Thank you thank you.

EXT. BANDAMA BAY - DAY

Indy’s Rover shoots out onto a beach as the Mallard
swoops in low over the sea looking for a place to land.
There is a LONG-TAIL BOAT with an out-board further
along the shore at the end of a jetty. The Rover
carries on and ploughs into the sea with a WHOOSH.
Spray everywhere. Everybody leaps out with a splash and
wade towards the boat. Reinhardt still carries Mimi.
There is much splashing. Henry is spent. Indy makes
several attempts to start up the out-board. The others
look around. The U.N Jeep appears on the beach further
down. One of the bad guys shout. The out-board ROARS to
life and they power off towards the now landed
seaplane. Henry, looking green, cradles a still
unconscious Mimi.
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INDY
Dad?

HENRY
(to Mimi)
Say something! Say anything!

Mimi groans.

HENRY (CONT'D)
Good enough.

The seaplane skims along the water. Henry looks
relieved, but wretched. Indy turns back with a grin,
sees Henry and shakes his head. The boat pulls up
alongside the Mallard moving through the chop.

Lowering their guns, the bad guys look helplessly from
the beach as the Mallard picks up speed.

INT. SEAPLANE - DAY

On the beach beneath through the window, the U.N Jeep
and the breaking waves of the shoreline can be seen as
the Mallard banks steeply. Henry, relieved, looks down
on Mimi. Head on his lap, she smiles up. Henry's
attention passes to the rucksack.

INDY
Never again.
EXT. BANDAMA BAY - DAY

The Mallard flies towards the mountains.

EXT. WASHINGTON NATIONAL MUSEUM - DAY

The SOUND of traffic. A busy day. Cars pass in front
and people walk up and down the steps to the building.

INT. TEMPORARY EXHIBITIONS WING - DAY

An intricately molded and quite eerie crystal skull 1lit
from beneath stares at us. A PERKY ATTRACTIVE STUDENT
in her late teens pops up from behind. She has a
sparkle in her eye.

PERKY ATTRACTIVE STUDENT
Amazing!

Indy now sports a full grown beard, familiar tweed
jacket and brown pants and spectacles.
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INDY
(to a student group)
Isn‘t it? This was uncovered during a
recent dig in Central Africa. An
artifact previously unheard of on the
sub-continent.

His audience look on fascinated. The skull takes center
stage.

INDY (0.S.) (CONT'D)

An intricate piece such as this was
thought to be solely of Mayan or Aztec
origin and therefore indigenous to
Central and South America.

The boys in Indy’s young audience now look bored. One
yawns.

INDY (CONT’D)
Which now calls into er... question...
(beat)
In all, little is known. In fact we
almost didn’t display it for this very
reason.
(with gravitas, on seeing
bored students)
Some believe these skulls possess
supernatural qualities.

A newly mesmerized class and their teacher, the tall,
matronly MS BEATTY, look on. Indy looks back through
the glass case.

INDY (CONT’D)
We call this one "Henry".

The group chuckle.

STUDENT 1
Did you say crystal?

INDY
Yes.

The class take in this fact. Indy is about to draw
attention to a photograph and text by the glass case.
The photograph is a smiling group shot of Henry,
Hobson, Reinhardt and the rest of the team.

STUDENT 2
Does that mean it’s expensive?
INDY
Not really... We shouldn’t of course

overlook the discovery of pyramids at

the site now under excavation.
(MORE)
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INDY (CONT'D)

Previously, the only known pyramids in
Africa were found in the Sudan.
Outside of Egypt of course. All in
all, this is a find of extreme
importance.

(beat)
Did you know there are more pyramids
in the Sudan than Egypt?

A student raises his hand.

INDY (CONT'D)
Yes?

BORED STUDENT
What’s a pyramid?

MS BEATTY
(clipping him round the
ear to the sound of
giggles)
Marlon!

BORED STUDENT
Oow!

INT. MUSEUM CORRIDOR - DAY

We follow a women'’s figure walking with an urgency,
heals clicking on the polished museum corridors, passed
various dinosaurs and the like.

INT. TEMPORARY EXHIBITIONS WING - DAY

A FAT STUDENT in the background is preoccupied with
another antiquity on show.

FAT STUDENT
Is this one made of gold?

Higher up on a plinth stands the very same grinning
golden idol that was stolen from Indy by BELLOQ at the
beginning of RAIDERS OF THE LOST ARK. It is bathed in a
shaft of light that extends from the window in the
ceiling to the floor. It carries the same majestic air
of foreboding.

INDY
The Quirigua. A rare Mayan deity
symbol recovered from the Amazon
basin. It’s said to ward off evil
spirits and is approximately two
thousand years old. And yes it is made
of solid gold.

There is a general hush.



MS BEATTY
Recovered?

INDY
Uncovered.

MS BEATTY
Where?

INDY

Barinas, Venezuela.

MS BEATTY
(teasing)
Really? I heard it was Marseille.

INDY
I think you are mistaken.

MS BEATTY
I am their teacher Dr. Jones, I don’t
make mistakes... how much exactly did

it cost you, mmm?

FAT STUDENT
Must be worth millions!

INDY
It’'s priceless.
(to class, then Ms Beatty)
As is Ms Beatty.

15.

A familiar face. Indy catches his breath. It is MARION

RAVENWOOD.

INDY (CONT’D)
Will you excuse me.

Indy and Marion walk toward each other. They hug with
feeling and kiss delicately but briefly on each cheek.

MARTION
(feeling Indy’s knowing
look)
Yeah yeah I never thought I’'d ever
find myself in here either.

INDY
We’'re full of surprises.

MARTION
(tugging his beard)
Well, first time for everything.

They linger. Indy gives Marion an approving look.
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MARION (CONT’D)
Thank you.
(looking at adoring
students)
Still preaching to the converted I
see.

Indy is interrupted by LOTTE - Indy’s knowing, devoted
secretary in her late twenties.

LOTTE
Indiana. Phone call for you.

INDY
Can’'t it wait?

LOTTE
I don’'t think so. It’s Farnsworth.
Said it was extremely important. On
pain of death.

Indy looks at his watch.

INDY
(to Lotte, but looking at
Marion)
Tell him I've left.

LOTTE
(resigned, rolling eyes)
Alright. But he’s not gonna like it!

EXT. THE STREET - MOMENTS LATER - EARLY EVENING

Indy and Marion walking down the entrance steps to the
Museum. The sound of an engine ticking over. A BLACK
SEDAN waits and observes.

INT. MARION'S HOUSE - THE BEDROOM - MORNING

A clean shaven Indy is lying in bed, smoking. Sheets
cover his lower half.

INDY
So how was London?

Marion is towelling her face after stepping out the
bath.

MARTION
(looking in bathroom
mirror)
Wet.

Indy glances over to a clock by the bed.
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INDY
(putting cigarette out)
When does he get back?

Entering the room, a towelled Marion is about to speak
when there is a KNOCK, KNOCK (0.S) at the door. Indy
and Marion share a moment of anxiety.

MARION
Tomorrow?

There is another knock. Hurriedly putting on a robe,
Marion makes her way downstairs.
INT. MARION'S HOUSE - HALLWAY - DAY

MARION

Just coming!

INT. MARION'S HOUSE - THE BEDROOM - DAY

Indy is already out of bed zipping up his pants. He
then does his shirt up while fiddling with his tie.

INDY
Never again.

Holding his shoes Indy makes his way to the window.
Glancing over to a table he stops mid-stride.

INT. MARION'’S HOUSE - THE FRONT DOOR - DAY
There are two more louder BANGS on the door.

MARION
Who is 1it?

VOICE (0.S.)
YOU KNOW GOD DAMN WELL WHO IT IS! Are
you going to let me in?

MARTION
Let me get the keys.

A man storms up the stairs picking up a large wooden
statue along the way. This is CLAY WERNSTROM, Marion'’s
burly husband. He is a boxing promoter in his early
fifties. Pictures of him standing with various prize
fighters adorn the stair-well.

CLAY
WHERE IS HE??!!

MARION
Who?
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CLAY
Don’t play with me.

INT. MARION'S HOUSE - THE BEDROOM - DAY

Clay enters the main bedroom to find Indy standing
casually reading a newspaper.

INDY
(looking to paper)
Unbelievable!

CLAY
Good word. If it isn’'t the famous
urologist.

INDY
Archeologist.
(spying the large statue
in Clay’s hand)
Careful, you could have someone’s eye
out with that.

CLAY
Exactly.

Marion has now entered the room.

MARTION
Clay, please...

Marion looks at Indy.

INDY
(to Marion, while holding
a newspaper)
Can I borrow this?

CLAY
I think you’ve borrowed enough.

MARION
Clay, please put it down.

Clay makes a lunge at Indy and chases him round the
room swiping away with the statue. Plates CRASH on the
floor and things get knocked over before a scuffle
ensues. Clay swings a punch at Indy who then punches
Clay square in the face. Clay looks unsteady on his
feet before falling flat on his backside.

INDY
(shaking his head and
holding his fist with a
grimace)
We must do this again some time.



19.

Indy jumps out the window and into a bush with a yelp.

CLAY
Don’t forget your shoes!

The shoes come flying out the window at velocity.

INDY (0O.S.)
OW, Jesus!

EXT. WASHINGTON NATIONAL MUSEUM - MORNING

POLICE CARS are parked outside and there is
considerable commotion going on. At the top of the
steps a gray bearded man in his eighties wearing a gray
flannel tweed suit with bow-tie and cane is making an
emotional statement to an OFFICER. This is PROFESSOR
ALBERT FARNSWORTH, Head Curator at the museum. Indy
rushes up the steps. At the top the officer puts his
hand out to stop Indy.

INDY
(to Farnsworth)
What'’s going on Albert?

A car bumps up on the curb.

FARNSWORTH
It’s gone!

Clay lumbers up the steps to the Museum.

INT. WASHINGTON NATIONAL MUSEUM - MORNING

On the other side of the doors Indy bumps into a
SECURITY GUARD.

CLAY (0.S.)
Get back here you maggot!

SECURITY GUARD
Whoa there Dr. Jones!

There is a scuffle on the other side of the revolving
doors as Clay manhandles one of the policemen. He bangs
on the revolving doors. Indy and the Security Guard
turn to see the commotion.

CLAY
YOU'RE A DEAD MAN JONES!!!

Indy points to a sign which reads: OPEN 10 O’CLOCK to 6
O’'CLOCK WEEKDAYS.
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INDY
(mouthing and pointing to
his watch)
We're closed.

This only enrages Clay further. Two policemen outside
through the revolving doors finally restrain Clay
before hand cuffing him and leading him away down the
steps.

INT. TEMPORARY EXHIBITIONS WING - DAY

Indy stares through the glass case that once housed
“Henry” - the crystal skull. The area has been cordoned
off. Officers and museum staff are being questioned.

INT. INDY'S MUSEUM OFFICE - MORNING
After a brief interrogation Indy is seated at his desk.

OFFICER 1
(in doorway)
Thank you Doctor Jones. We will be in
contact should anything else arise.
Oh, and if you don’t mind me asking,
how did you exactly come by the bruise
and torn jacket?

INDY
Clay fight.

The officer looks bemused as he walks away. Indy stares
forlornly at a picture of himself with MARCUS BRODY.
They are both smiling. Next to this is a picture of
Henry Jones. Indy shakes his head.

INDY (CONT’D)
I know I know.

From the corner of his eye and on the edge of his large
desk, Indy spies a square box tied with string. He
checks the lack of postage and opens the box
nonchalantly. On top of shredded paper lies a folded
piece of paper. Indy unfolds it to find a typed
message:

MY NAME IS MARIO, PLEASE HELP ME FIND A NEW HOME.

A now standing Indy brushes aside shredded newspaper to
find, lying face up, a crystal skull.

INDY (CONT'D)
Oh no.

Indy looks around instinctively. Lotte pops her head
round the door.



LOTTE
Professor.
INDY
(embarrassed)
Hil!l!
LOTTE
(eyeing a freshly shaven
Indy)
Well, hello stranger!
(beat)

Er, Farnsworth is holding a meeting
about the you-know-what.

INDY
Right.

LOTTE
And er, you have a Marion Ravenwood on
the phone.

Indy takes a deep breath.

LOTTE (CONT'D)
Take a message, gotcha.

INDY
No. Patch her through.

LOTTE
You okay? You look like you’ve been
dragged through a hedge backwards.

Indy sits back down and picks up his phone. Lotte
leaves the room.

INTERCUT. - PHONE BOX/INDIANA'S OFFICE - DAY

MARTION
(sad)
Jones...

INDY
(tenderly)
I'm here.

Marion stands in the phone box, breathing heavily,
saying nothing. She is staring into space and at the
traffic passing by.

INDY (CONT’D)
(through gritted teeth)
I know. I'm sorry... Please, I can’t
do this right now.

21.
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MARTION
Okay.

INDY
Look, I have to go. I’'ll call you.

Marion puts the phone down and looks into space. Indy
bangs his phone in frustration against his forehead
gritting his teeth. Indy slumps back into his leather
chair looking up at the ceiling. His eyes settle on the
picture of Henry again.

INDY (CONT’D)
(to the picture of Henry)
What?!

INT. MUSEUM BOARDROOM - DAY

Indy opens a heavy wooden door onto a plush leather
seated room lined with bookcases. A long mahogany table
is in the middle and seated around the table are a
number of serious looking bearded gentlemen, including
PROFESSOR RUPERT DYER, DR. NEIL LICHEN and DR. CHARLES
CRANSTON. Shafts of light stream through. Dust hangs in
the air. Farnsworth sits at one end. Indy holds the BOX
containing ‘Mario’ under one arm. The NEWSPAPER taken
from Marion’s house is in the other with his briefcase.

FARNSWORTH
So, in conclusion...

The door creaks shut as Farnsworth glances to Indy.
Indy acknowledges the group and puts the box down by
his feet as he sits down uneasily.

FARNSWORTH (CONT'D)
... we believe our perpetrators could
not have got out in time without
alerting the guards.

With a glass of port in one hand a cynical looking man
of indeterminate age sits opposite Indy and gives him a
funny look. This is DR. WARREN CARLISLE.

FARNSWORTH (0.S.)
(CONT'D)
Indiana.

INDY
(preoccupied)
Mmm?

FARNSWORTH
Everything all right? You look...
ruffled.

Carlisle snorts.
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INDY
(to Carlisle)
What?

FARNSWORTH
Yes, it might even be the work of
someone at the Museum.

Indy glances down at the box.

FARNSWORTH (CONT'D)
Obviously for insurance purposes, what
I need to know is how these dubious
individuals were able to make it out
with ‘Henry’, without setting off the
alarms? Indiana... theories?

Indy shrugs sheepishly and raises his hands in defeat.

CRANSTON
Maybe it moved through the walls.
DYER
(conspiratorially)
Maybe.
INDY
Here we go. Maybe it used a skeleton
key too.
DYER

There have been whisperings of the
skull moving of his own accord. A
barely audible hum emanating from deep
within.

CRANSTON
It glows in the dark you know.

DYER
Since that thing arrived we’ve had
nothing but bad luck. Admissions have
plummeted. Dear Alfred here broke his
leg. Those who have come into contact
with it have expressed ill feelings.

INDY
(disinterested)
Yeah?

CRANSTON
Now you mention it I’ve been feeling
strange things in the temporary
exhibitions wing too.

LICHEN
That’1l]l be Ms Feldman.



This comment provokes some amusement.

INDY
Have we been serving alcohol in the
canteen again?

Farnsworth lowers his glasses and looks to Indy.

FARNSWORTH
I'm glad to see you’re all taking this
matter seriously.

CRANSTON
The accursed thing is an ill-omen. We
should never have put it on display I
tell you!

There is an unexpected chorus of agreement from
everyone except Indy and Farnsworth. Carlisle shakes
his head and snorts derisively.

FARNSWORTH
Henry kindly donated the skull to
us... is there anything we should
know?

INDY
No. A highly unusual piece of work of
unknown origin... with, however, mind-
bending implications.

FARNSWORTH
Such as?

INDY
Well, as I have said before, it
potentially challenges everything we
know about established trade routes
between the Americas and the sub-
continent.

CARLISLE
Here’'s Hyerdahl with his old reed boat
theory again.

INDY
I didn’'t say...

CARLISLE
(downing his glass of
port)
I suppose you're going to tell me the
presence of pyramids near these
discoveries on both continents is no
coincidence either?

(refilling glass)
(MORE)



CARLISLE (CONT'D)
It is entirely feasible that the
pyramids are simply a natural
architectural and evolutionary step.
As is worshipping a sun god.

INDY
Look at the joint characteristics.
Darwin...

CARLISLE
We know that with the tools at hand...

INDY
Warren, let me finish. Apply Darwin’s
Principle of Divergence to this
theory.

FARNSWORTH
What of it?

INDY
Surely I don’t need to explain it?
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Farnsworth stares daggers. Carlisle snorts and refills

his glass.

INDY (CONT’D)
The presence of skulls in each
location potentially proves that
somewhere down the line there had to
be an original civilization capable
of...

CARLISLE

(cutting in)
Your saying they developed from common
ancestors? Is it not possible that two
entirely separate systems could
develop similarly? There is nothing to
suggest what you are suggesting. It is
esoteric nonsense, and frankly, the
stuff of Atlantis.

INDY
It is at least a consideration.

CARLISLE
That somehow two civilizations were
linked across the Atlantic, however
tenuously, before even Christ?
(downing port)
Fatuous... at best!

INDY
Yeah, well maybe we’'re capable of
flying to the moon.



CARLISLE
Moon, my ass!

INDY
Only arrogance would assume we are now
at the apex of evolution, you see what
I'm saying?

CARLISLE
Only arrogance could peddle this muck.

Indy throws his arms up in defeat.

CARLISLE (CONT’D)
(nodding)
Finally we are in agreement over
something.

INDY
Yes?

CARLISLE
We are indeed serving alcohol in the
canteen. What is it, 100% proof?

INDY
All the proof I need.

CARLISLE
And what’s in that box?

INDY
(irritated)
A gift.

FARNSWORTH
Can we please get back to the case in
point?

INDY
How Houdini got out of his case, I
have no idea. Motivations however...

CARLISLE
Assuming its authenticity.

FARNSWORTH
Have you any reason to doubt it?

CARLISLE
I doubt its legitimacy as a relevant
artifact.

INDY
Rumors have persisted for years on the
relevance of these artifacts. Perhaps

they are fakes I agree.
(MORE)
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INDY (CONT'D)
But perhaps they could also hide a
meaning of far greater importance than
we could possibly imagine. A greater
relevance for us all. You mentioned
Atlantis. Granted, that is a little
far fetched, but don’t be so closed to
the possibilities. We need to see the
bigger picture here.

CARLISLE
And were you there when your father
made the so-called discovery?

INDY
Now look. If you are suggesting...

CARLISLE
That your father is looking for one
last hurrah? There’s no way of
verifying its authenticity you know.
The crystal is impossible to carbon
date.

INDY
Yes, and given today’s technology it
shouldn’t even exist.

CARLISLE
There you go again with this drivel.
It’s pure conjecture. And
personally...
(downing port)
... I'm glad we're rid of this
anomalous black hole.

Carlisle seems to have had the final word on the
matter. There is a brief silence in the room.

LICHEN
It is a dark matter indeed.

DYER
And who can be sure of what awaits the
on other side?

INDY
(sliding a copy of The
London Times across the
table to Farnsworth)
Well, someone sure wants to find out.

Farnsworth adjusts his glasses and looks down at a
story buried on page four of The London Times.
Accompanied by a picture, it outlines the theft of a
similar crystal skull from the London Natural History
Museum the previous week.
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Within the article a Dr. Ollie Simmons is quoted as
saying, ‘One minute it was there, we turned our backs
and the next it had mysteriously vanished into thin
air!’.

EXT. LHASA, TIBET - DAY

It is a crisp clear day high up near the roof of the
world. An unidentified troop made up of about sixteen
people on horseback are making their way towards the
Potala - the majestic, and mightily impressive high-
walled palace monastery and residence of the Dalai
Lama. The horses stop near the foot of the palace by a
chorten. A Sherpa on a horse near the front gestures
towards the palace and speaks in Sherpa. A man near the
front of the party gets down and unwraps cloths
shielding his face, removes his sunglasses and looks
up. This is SEBASTIAN MALBRANQUE, a big-chinned
ruggedly handsome but steely looking man in his early
forties.

SHERPA
Sahib. Bring bad luck. Right! Must
pass right of chorten!

MALBRANQUE
Uh huh.

Malbranque passes left of the Chorten and walks up to a
number of prayer wheels. Malbranque intentionally turns
several prayer wheels anti-clockwise, the wrong way.

INT. THE POTALA - DAY

A bell chimes and a huge door is opened. Malbranque is
checking his reflection in a gong as a red clothed
Lamaist monk addresses the lead Sherpa. The group
enter, minus the Sherpa. The ominous and dense sound of
multi-phonic Buddhist chanting echoes and vibrates
throughout the great smoky hallway as they make their
way. Incense burns profusely. The mantra is repeated ad
infinitum. In another room, the Lamaist monk opens a
great cabinet to reveal a crystal skull. It is given to
Malbranque who holds it with an intensity. The streams
of sunlight from high up outline the group as they turn
and walk away from the Lamaist who clutches his stomach
and falls to the floor. The chanting continues
unabated.

EXT. LONDON HEATHROW AIRPORT - DAY

A De Havilland Comet taxis to a halt. Wealthy
travellers and businessmen disembark and make their way
down the stairs from the aircraft. Howard Clarkson and
Mimi step off first onto the rain glazed tarmac.



Indy and Henry with cane follow down the steps. Indy
looks down and smiles, remembering Marion’s earlier

comment about the weather in London.

Mimi and Howard walk on ahead over to the terminal

building.

HENRY
(nudging)
So what do you think?

INDY
It hardly matters what I think. She’s
a little bit...

HENRY
Intelligent. Yes... and what a figure!

INDY
Jesus!

A STEWARDESS stands at the bottom of the steps.

STEWARDESS
Welcome to London!

HENRY
(eyeing the stewardess)
You're only as young as the woman you
feel. And I feel twenty-seven again.

INDY
So how long have...?

HENRY
Five months and seventeen days.

INDY
Let me guess, you both reached for the
same tool and... You don’t really
think it’1ll last do you?

HENRY
And what’s that supposed to mean eh?
When you get to my age you take
everything you can get.

INDY
She’ll be the death of you.

HENRY
I certainly hope so! I nearly lost her
once and I'm not about to let her get
away again.

29.

Indy is in thought as they enter the terminal building.
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HENRY (CONT'D)
You’ve made a dishonest woman of
Marion.

A look of surprise on Indy as he stops and turns to
Henry. He knows Henry is right.

HENRY (CONT’D)
You need to get your house in order
before it’s too late.
(beat)
Passport control.

Indy watches Henry, cane in hand, stride ahead and poke
an inquisitive Chihuahua on a lead out the way. The dog
yelps.

POSH FUR COAT LADY
(indistinct)
Well really!

EXT. NATURAL HISTORY MUSEUM - DAY

Indy, Henry and Howard Clarkson get out of a taxi and
make their way up some steps towards the entrance of
the museum.

INT. NATURAL HISTORY MUSEUM - FOYER - DAY
At the front desk.

INDY
(to a desk porter)
We’'re here to meet with a Dr. Ollie
Simmons.

A short bald man in his early fifties approaches as the
porter is about to pick up a phone. This is the
museum’s flamboyant curator and leading anthropological
expert, DR. STANLEY CREMEN. He is wearing a brown tweed
suit and loud bow-tie over a louder waist-coat.

STANLEY
(with open arms)
Well hello, hello, hello! Henry, you
crusty old fart, you look positively
radiant! What on earth have you been
up to?

Henry grins smugly as Indy clears his throat.

STANLEY (CONT’D)
You sly old devil don’t tell me, I

don’t want to know!
(MORE)
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STANLEY (CONT'D)
What surprise have you kept up your
sleeve then, that was so important you
felt you had to travel two thousand
miles without telling me first?

HENRY
Thieves and vandals in well worn
sandals.

INT. NATURAL HISTORY MUSEUM - BASEMENT - DAY

Fat glass tubes of varying sizes containing specimens
of fish and other such sea-life clutter the shelves and
tables of a fairly dank room of indeterminate size. The
late afternoon light illuminates the room through
barred windows high on the walls and give the tubes a
liquid gold luminescence.

STANLEY
Olivia my dear!

Out from behind one of the tubes appears a jarringly
beautiful women in her thirties of average height. She
does not need make-up. Her dark hair is tied back and
she is wearing a white laboratory coat with glasses
tucked in her breast pocket. This is DR. OLIVIA
SIMMONS. She wears a name tag saying as much.

OLIVIA
Stan.

Olivia looks over to the others expectantly.

STANLEY
Where are my manners? This is...

OLIVIA
(shaking hands with a
grin)
Doctor Indiana Jones. Thank you for
your secretary’s telegram, though I
didn’t quite expect you so soon. You
said...

INDY
Thursday, I know. A matter of some
urgency I'm afraid.

OLIVIA
Won’'t you come through? You’ll have to
excuse the mess, we’re in the process
of cataloging specimens recently
brought back from the Pacific.

Stanley excuses himself while Henry and Clarkson look
round closely at the jars. All kinds of unusual and
ugly looking creatures are contained within the jars.
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CLARKSON
(peering closely into a
jar)
They look almost unearthly.

OLIVIA
Manta birostris. Caught near the Cape
of Good Hope in 1945 at a depth of 45
metres... it’s a ray, a devil fish.

INDY
(scanning the room before
settling on Olivia)
I'm impressed.

CLARKSON
What are they kept in?

INDY
Formaldehyde.

OLIVIA
Keeps ‘em young.

A row of teeth giving the appearance of a double-edged
blade in one of the jars catches Indy’s eye. The label
says it is a Sawfish with the Latin name written above.
Henry and Indy look at each other and continue. The
next room contains an even more bizarre array of
creatures. These really do look like they’re from
another planet. These are deep sea fish, some of which
look truly freaky and hideous. Indy contemplates the
strange beauty surrounding him.

INDY
(eyes settling on Olivia)
Have you ever thought about
exhibiting?

OLIVIA
(smiling)
This is not an art gallery Dr. Jones.

INDY
I'm sure a great many people would
hold a keen interest in what you keep
locked away down here.

OLIVIA
The powers that be like to keep us out
of sight I'm afraid.

INDY
What a crime. But not out of mind I
hope.
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OLIVIA
Our budget could be increased I guess.
Losing ‘Bob’ hasn’t helped.

HENRY
Bob?

INDY
Maybe they’re afraid you’d steal the
show.

They get to the end of the room where there is some
space around a desk stacked with papers. A lamp bathes
the area in a warm glow. Olivia turns around to face
them and perches on the edge of the desk.

OLIVIA
Our skull you referred to in your
telegram was only on temporary
exhibition. It was unfortunate that
news of the theft got out.

INDY
Why would someone steal it?

OLIVIA
Who knows? It has no intrinsic value.
The only place it’s likely to pop up
is in someone’s private collection.

HENRY
Excuse me for asking but what have you
got to do with it?

OLIVIA
In 1937 divers off Cozumel were
exploring the shallow waters in search
of Pristis pectinata.

INDY
Sawfish.

OLIVIA
(taken aback)
Now it’s my turn to be impressed.

Henry shakes his head.

OLIVIA (CONT’D)
They were to be specimens for our
collection. And, inadvertently of
course, caught the skull in one of
their nets. Naturally it found its way
over here and we kind of adopted him.
But if you’ll forgive me, I'm not too
clear on your part in this?
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Indy takes out the sealed up box containing the skull
‘Mario’. He opens it. Olivia gasps.

OLIVIA (CONT’D)
But how?

INDY
Is this the same one?

OLIVIA
(putting on her glasses)
May I?

Olivia delicately lifts the skull out of the box and
holds it to lamp light turning it over. Clarkson is
wide eyed.

OLIVIA (CONT’D)
No. See here. The coloring is
different and the cranium less
sloping, a higher forehead. This is
different. Strange... the anterior
fontanelle is exposed.

INDY
Meaning.

OLIVIA
Meaning this representation isn’t of a
fully developed skull. Look at the
size, too big for a child. The face is
of a man.
(lifting it up)
Again like ours the workmanship is

incredible... and look, a hairline
marking. Where on earth did you get
this?

HENRY
What else did you learn about yours?

OLIVIA

(putting skull down)

It made a good paper weight... we sent

“Bob” to Cambridge where he was
subjected to various laser treatments.
Some kind of prism was discovered at
its centre. It however didn’t appear
to refract light. A mystery. The
biggest issue for us was that it
appeared to be cut against the grain.
For it not too have shattered in the
process is an impossibility.

HENRY
Fascinating!



OLIVIA
Yes. ‘Bob’ has proven to be quite an
enigma

INDY
(patting skull on head)
Well, let me introduce you to “Mario”.

INT. MUSEUM GALLERY - DAY
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Tourists are milling around in the gallery. A group of
six CLOAKED FIGURES in black make their way along the

polished corridors of the museum past various glass
cases. They surreptitiously COCK their guns as they

walk.

INT. MUSEUM BASEMENT - DAY

Clarkson picks up the skull and plays around with it,
juggling it between his hands.

CLARKSON
It’s heavy!

HENRY
Careful.

INDY

You said “Bob” had a prism.

OLIVIA
Well, yes but...

The skull slips from Clarkson’s hands to the floor. It
doesn’t break.

CLARKSON
Oops! Sorry Mario.

OLIVIA
Yes, you’ll give him a headache. So
how did you come into possession of
this one?

INDY
How much time have you got?

OLIVIA
For you, I've got all the time in the
world.

INDY
So you have time for dinner then.

Henry groans.
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OLIVIA
You don’t recognize me do you?

Clarkson holds the skull up to the sunlight shafting
through the windows.

INDY
What?

CLARKSON
Alas poor Mario! I knew him, Horatio.

The setting sun hits the window and lights up the skull
from behind. It illuminates a brilliant gold as if 1lit
up by fire. Clarkson’s face and parts of the room are
obscured by a projection of an ancient weathered face
mouthing silent words. Upon his forehead and down his
nose are what appears to be hieroglyphic inscriptions.
A scream increasing in pitch emanates from the skull.
Clarkson, shocked, drops the skull. The scream abruptly
stops as the projection vanishes.

CLARKSON (CONT'D)
(hands to face)
My eyes!

INDY
(looking at Clarkson, then
to where the projection
was)
Jesus!

MALBRANQUE
Well, almost.

Surprised, everybody turns. It is Malbranque flanked by
five sinister gun-toting GOONS of foreign origin. One
of which appears to have a long bony nose and olive
skin. This is HUASCAR. The skull roles to Henry's feet.

CLARKSON
(squinting, recognizing
the voice)
Malbranque!!

MAT.BRANQUE
It’'s too late to act surprised.

HENRY
0f all the gin-joints...

Indy turns to Henry in disbelief.

OLIVIA
What’s the meaning of this?
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MAT.BRANQUE
I think you have something that is
mine yes?

INDY
I don’'t see your name on it.

MAT.BRANQUE
(indicating, as a goon
behind him raises a
machine gun)
I have come too far to argue over
incidentals. Now we don’t want any
trouble... pick it up.

Henry reluctantly picks up the skull and hands it too
Indy. Olivia looks on. Clarkson is shaking and rubbing
his eyes.

MALBRANQUE (CONT'D)
I haven’'t got all day. Give it up.

HENRY
Don't!

INDY
(chucking skull hard to
Malbranque'’s face)
Whatever you say.

Malbranque ducks, attempts to catch it at the same
time. Indy pulls a gun from under his jacket, fires it
at the goon’s weapon to the right of Malbranque, the
goon fires back hitting the fish tubes which explode -
all in the same moment. Formaldehyde and fish cover the
screaming goon lighting him up like a Christmas tree. A
stench fills the room. There is shouting from everyone
else.

OLIVIA
My Loligo vulgaris!
(to a bewildered Indy)
Squid!

Indy dives out the line of fire and lunges towards
Malbranque. There is much gun fire. Other tubes
explode, the side windows of the building blow out and
liquid fire floods the room. Indy punches Malbrangque.
Olivia grabs the skull off the floor and makes for a
door on the other side of the room, pulling along a
still blinded Clarkson.

HENRY
What'’s that smell?

OLIVIA
Something bad. Hurry!
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Indy fires more shots at the goons as he attempts to
stave off the pursuers.

INT. STATIRWELL - DAY

Olivia drags Clarkson out a rear door into a stairwell
and another part of the museum.

INT. MUSEUM BASEMENT - DAY

Indy escapes through a window as another explosion rips
through the specimens.

INT. STATIRWELL - DAY

Olivia and Clarkson run up a marble staircase.

INT. MUSEUM FOYER - DAY

Indy tramps along carrying his gun in full view.
Tourists, formerly looking at exhibits, stare with
alarm. There is chaos as people attempt to get out of
the way. Indy turns a corner and literally runs into
Olivia. She drops the box and shredded newspaper spills
from inside. The skull skims along the highly polished
floor at speed. It hits the corner of a cabinet and
skims, spinning 360 degrees at high speed whilst
emitting another high-pitched sound like a kettle
whistle. Hands are held to ears as glass cabinets
shatter all around.

INDY
(to Clarkson and Olivia
who bring their hands
down from their ears)
My father! Where’'s my father?

OLIVIA
(turning around)
Oh my God, I'm so sorry. I thought he
was with you!

The skull has come to rest at the far end of the
galleria at the feet of a LITTLE GIRL. She stares at it
inquisitively and picks it up. Holding it in her small
hands the girl looks into its eye-sockets and then up
at Malbranque who is staring down at her. He grins
devilishly. She smiles back and silently hands him the
skull.

INDY
Drop the skull!
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Malbranque turns and fires his gun twice, shattering a
dinosaur skeleton. Tourists scream. Indy dives to the
floor and fires back at Malbranque once. The bullet
hits the skull and ricochets ninety degrees upwards
shattering his jaw, rupturing his cheek-bone and eye-
socket.

INT. MUSEUM STATIRWELL

Museum patrons flee down a wide marble staircase past
Henry. He is out of breath and attempting to gain his
composure, using his cane for balance. At the top of
the now empty staircase stands an old friend.

RETNHARDT
Hello Henry.

INT. MUSEUM CORRIDOR - DAY

OLIVIA
(incredulous, hands
covering her ears again)
What kind of archaeologist carries a
gun?!

INDY
This kind.

A stunned, profusely bleeding Malbranque slumps to the
floor. The skull roles away.

GOON 1
(from bottom of stairs)
Hey!

They turn and spot the goons. Indy grabs Olivia by the
arm and makes a charge for the skull. A blinded
Clarkson follows, groping hands out in front bumping
into walls. Olivia breaks free from Indy and goes back
for Clarkson. RINGING of fire alarms can be heard
throughout the building. Olivia rounds a corner to grab
Clarkson. Unfortunately he’s already in the clutches of
the goons who wave a gun in her face. Olivia puts her
hands up in resignation.

INT. MUSEUM CORRIDOR - DAY

Indy picks up the bloody skull. Malbranque’s prostrate
body lies on the cold hard floor. Indy looks down at
the motionless figure. A pool of blood gathers around
his shoes. He turns to see Stanley come running towards
him.
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STANLEY
(flustered)
Oh my God. Indiana.

INDY
What-what is it?

INT. MUSEUM STAIRCASE - DAY

On a mezzanine of a staircase lies Henry. His
motionless body is being lifted onto a stretcher.

INT. MUSEUM CORRIDOR - DAY

As Henry is being wheeled away Indy looks to
Malbranque. There is a pool of blood, but no body.

INT. ST. GEORGE'’S HOSPITAL - MORNING

Henry is lying in bed attached to a drip and
ventilator. His eyes are closed, he is unconscious. Leg
and arm in plaster. The ward is partially empty. Indy
is standing at the end of the bed. Mimi is seated next
to Henry. Indy glances to Mimi. She looks away with
watery eyes. Indy looks up distracted.

MIMT
That’s right. You better pray he comes
through this. What were you thinking
getting him involved anyway?

INDY
I'm getting him involved? I think
Dad’s old enough and ugly enough to
make decisions for himself don’t you?
(quietly)
It’s not my fault, Jesus!

There is a long pause as Mimi gets up to look out the
window in an attempt to mask her tears. She wipes her
face. Life goes on outside. Indy watches, then goes to
her.

INDY (CONT’D)
Look. I know what they want.

MIMI
So give it to them.

INDY
I can’'t.

HENRY
Can’t what?
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INDY
Dad!

MIMT
(hand to Henry'’s forehead)
How do you feel?

HENRY

(groggily)
With my hands mostly.

MIMI
(to Wendy)
He’'s better.

Mimi, smiling, puts her hands on Henry'’s.

HENRY
(to Indy)
Reinhardt was there.

Henry has a painful twinge and groans.

MIMT
I'm going to get a nurse.

Father and son alone, Henry watches her leave with an
adoring look. Indy reflects.

INDY
At the Museum?

HENRY
Yes.

INDY
What'’s going on? Did he do this?

HENRY
Where'’s Howard?

INDY
(harder)
Did he DO this?

Henry answers with his eyes.

INDY (CONT’D)
(under breath through
gritted teeth)

Reinhardt.

HENRY
Where'’s Howard?

INDY
Gone. Vanished. Olivia Simmons too.
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HENRY
Olivia? Oh no. What about Sebastian?

INDY
That ape? He’s probably been in better
shape. Dad, you know what’s happening
here? It’'s pretty dark from where I'm
sitting.

HENRY

Then let me illuminate you. That ape
is a thief, part of an outfit that
specializes in stealing finds from
legitimate digs and selling off to
private collectors willing to pay the
price. I had the pleasure of his
company in Iraklion four years ago.

Wendy returns with the nurse who prods him and checks
Henry'’s blood pressure as he continues.

INDY
And Reinhardt?

HENRY
Obviously Sebastian... ow! Watch it!

The nurse tuts disapprovingly.

HENRY (CONT’D)
Is working for or with him. Though I
can’t quite believe he was capable of
stooping so low.

INDY
What did he want with you?

HENRY
(patting Wendy’s hand)
My ears... and my time, of which I
have none for the likes of him. Seemed
to think I owed him something and made
me an offer I just had to refuse. They
didn’t get it back did they?

The nurse observes Henry'’s discomfort.

NURSE
Mr. Jones I'm afraid your father needs
some good old fashioned bed rest.

INDY
(to Henry)
No, I have it. Or rather, it’s with
Stanley.
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HENRY
(snorting)
Stanley? Christ! Why didn’t you just
leave it with the BBC!

INDY
Relax dad. He’'s discrete.

INT. OUTSIDE DR. CREMEN'’'S OFFICE - NATURAL HISTORY
MUSEUM - DAY

A crowd of reporters are jostling for a place. A
secretary steps forward.

SECRETARY
Dr. Cremen will be making an
announcement at 11 O’clock in the
theatre.

There are groans as Indy walks past the commotion and
behind the distracted secretary into Stanley’s office.
Piles and piles of journals litter a very cluttered
office lined with books. Stanley is looking out the
window. Indy closes the door behind him.

STANLEY
Have those parasites left yet Mavis?

Stanley turns around. He is wearing a tuxedo.

STANLEY (CONT’D)
Oh. Indiana, how is dear Henry, the
nurse keeping her hands to herself?

INDY
(looking Stanley up and
down)
I know he’s got his hands full.

STANLEY
Mmm. Any more news of Olivia?

INDY
None.

A forlorn Stanley walks over to a cabinet. He first
pours himself and Indy a whisky then looks out the
window again. Indy glances to Stanley’s desk, upon
which sits a burnt picture of Stanley in floral garb
with a much younger Olivia and Marcus Brody posing on a
sunny beach jetty. Olivia is wearing a wet-suit, Marcus
a straw hat. Indy picks up the picture.

INDY (CONT’D)
(holding picture)
Not ‘that’ Olivia?



44.

STANLEY
(looking around)
The one and only. Marcus was a good
man.

Stanley crouches down where the box is incarcerated in
a safe. He takes it out and walks over to his desk.
Here he lifts out the skull.

INDY
Did you learn anything new?

STANLEY
Not about the skull per se. But
something may have some meaning for
you.

Stanley takes out what was shredded paper used as
padding from the box, now meticulously taped together.

INDY
(amazed)
I think you need a new hobby.

STANLEY
When you’ve got several thousands of
pounds worth of damage to rectify
sleep is hard to come by.

He hands the paper to Indy. It is the front page of a
Peruvian newspaper.

INDY
(kissing Stanley’s bald
head)
Stan, you are the man!

Stanley looks considerably flushed at this gesture.

INT. ST. GEORGE'S HOSPITAL - DAY

A recharged Indy enters the building and finds himself
following a FATHER down corridor after corridor. The
Father appears to be going the same way. Fearing the
worst Indy nears the entrance to Henry’s ward. To his
surprise a familiar looking man head to toe in naval
uniform and an attractive smartly dressed woman are
standing looking at each other, her arms around him in
a consoling fashion. They look seriou