






Now the Zippo's light shines on -- 

A COLLECTION OF DUSTY CLAY JARS.  All 12 of the jars are intact 
except for one which is broken open. 

The stone the BOY fired into the cavern minutes ago lies among the 
shattered pieces. 

The BOY crouches down to the smashed open jar and, captivated, 
gently pulls out --

A FOOT-LONG, CYLINDRICAL OBJECT.  THE ROLLED OBJECT IS SOFT TO THE 
TOUCH, LIKE LEATHER.  (TITLES END)

SHARPLY CUT TO:

EXT. A DESERT AIRSTRIP - DAY

As a tri propeller-driven Breda-Zappata ROARS IN and touches down 
on the sunbaked tarmac -- the action is so sudden it makes us 
jump!

EXT. THE DESERT AIRSTRIP - PARKED PLANE - JUST AFTER

A legend on the screen reads:

JORDAN - 1947

The plane's door is pushed open wide -- and INDIANA JONES, 
presentably dressed in a three-piece-suit, steps out into the 
blazing sunlight and hurries down the universal stairs. 

INDY is greeted on the ground by MR. LOT, a clean-cut, Jordanian 
government official.  They shake hands.

MR. LOT
Doctor Jones, welcome to Jordan.

MR. LOT escorts INDY toward an OFFICIAL GOVERNMENT JEEP.  The 
conversation is charged with childlike excitement and great 
anticipation.

INDY
The scrolls -- how many have been found?

MR. LOT
After you are settled in at the --

INDY
If it's all the same to you, Mr. Lot, 
I'd rather go straight to the sight.

MR. LOT
(amused)

Of course.

CUT TO:
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INSIDE THE BARRACKS -- SOLDIERS ARE JARRED AWAKE BY THE EXPLOSION!

EXT. THE HUGE HOLE

as INDY and MARION run outside.

INDY
Sallah!!

SALLAH pops up, unhurt.

SALLAH
The truck!

INDY, MARION and SALLAH rush to the

TRUCK

and climb inside.

SALLAH
(proudly)

I hot-wired it.

INDY
Your one of a kind, Sallah!

INDY shifts gears and stomps on the gas.

EXT. THE TRUCK

as it shudders and races away.

EXT. THE MAIN GATE - JUST AFTER

The truck smashes through the wooden barrier arm! 

The truck turns wildly, almost tipping over.

HERE COME TWO M.P. JEEPS IN PURSUIT!

CUT TO:

EXT./INT. CHASE THROUGH THE STREETS OF ISTANBUL - OUR HEROS 
IN THE FLEEING TRUCK - NIGHT

INDY snaps a look at the side mirror -- ARMY JEEPS IN HOT PURSUIT! 
CLOSING IN FAST!

MARION
Can't this thing go any faster?!

INDY
We're too heavy!

SALLAH
The shells and howitzer are weighing us 
down!
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INDY
Shells!

SALLAH
Yes -- back there!

INDY throws a look back -- STACKED AMMUNITION!  THE LIVE SHELLS 
RATTLE AGAINST EACH OTHER.

INDY'S REACTION -- PRICELESS.

GUN FIRE NOW!

THE PURSING JEEPS

THE M.P.s ARE FIRING AT THE TRUCK! 

INDY sneers.

A BULLET RICOCHETS OFF THE SIDE MIRROR!

INDY
Those idiots hit a shell and we'll 
be the first men to the moon! 

Moon ... that gives INDY an idea.

INDY
Sallah, take the wheel!

IN THE TRUCK HOLD

INDY works his way toward the rear.  HE'S FORCED TO DUCK DOWN 
FROM A RICOCHETING BULLET!

INDY looks at the SHELLS -- right in his face -- his heart almost 
stops.

IN THE CAB

SALLAH cranks the wheel.

THE TRUCK CUTS A CORNER SHARPLY --

INDY IS THROWN TO THE SIDE -- LIVE SHELLS FALL WITH HIM!

INDY
SALLAH!!

SALLAH
Sorry, Indy!

CUT TO: INDY as he leaps from the rear of the moving truck to the 
towed howitzer.  INDY has a live shell under each arm.

INDY quickly mans the howitzer.  He CRANKS THE WHEEL and aims the 
barrel down at the rushing road. 

INDY cracks open the breach and SLAMS home a shell. 
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THE TWO PURSUING ARMY JEEPS 

are racing up toward the rear of the truck.  An M.P. is taking 
aim over the windshield -- 

INDY pops up and fires the howitzer -- BOOM! 

THE RECOIL SLAMS THE TOWED HOWITZER UP AGAINST THE BACK OF THE 
TRUCK.  INDY IS ALMOST THROWN TO THE ROAD! 

SALLAH AND MARION ROCK WITH THE BUMPED TRUCK!

THE FIRED SHELL BLASTS A CRATER INTO THE ROAD -- AND         
CRUNCH -- ONE OF THE PURSING JEEPS FALLS INTO IT AT HIGH SPEED!

THE M.P.s, BANGED UP, ARE ALL RIGHT.

INDY LOADS ANOTHER SHELL --

INDY PREPARES TO FIRE AGAIN --

AT WHICH POINT SALLAH TURNS THE TRUCK SHARPLY DOWN ANOTHER 
STREET --

THE HOWITZER TILTS UP ONTO ONE WHEEL -- AND INDY PRESSES THE FIRE 
CONTROL LEVER INADVERTENTLY! 

BOOM!  THE FIRED SHELL TAKES OUT A PARKED CAR!

THE HOWITZER SLAMS BACK DOWN -- AND INDY IS ALMOST THROWN AGAIN!

INDY 
SALLAH!!!

SALLAH
(shouting)

SORRY, INDY! 

INDY is forced to duck as a bullet strikes the howitzer! 

DOWN HERE, INDY sees where the howitzer is hitched to the 
truck -- an idea comes to him. 

THE LONE PURSUING JEEP 

is not far behind the truck.  The M.P. PASSENGER is reaching 
for the radio --

WHEN INDY, TUGGING AND PULLING AT THE HITCH RELEASE ARM, GETS IT 
FINALLY!
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EXT. ROCKY FOOTHILL ROAD - NEAR SUNDOWN

This is a familiar looking area.  Yes, that's right, the ambush 
occurred here just hours ago. 

Here comes the taxicab, sputtering and lurching -- it dies!  Steam 
spews from its rad! 

INDY and MARION get out.  The cabby kicks the tire.

INDY
Dammit!

MARION
What now?

INDY
The mountain's just a short distance.

(pulling Marion)
C'mon!

EXT. A LITTLE WAYS UP THE FOOTHILL ROAD - JUST AFTER

INDY and MARION are running along when INDY spots the bloody body 
of COMRADE RYKOV.

INDY
Hold it!

INDY runs over to the dead man.  MARION steps in a second later.

MARION
Who is that?  What are you doing?

INDY is rummaging through the man's pockets. 

INDY pulls out a map.  He unfolds it and looks it over.

INDY
Yes!  It's their route.  We know exactly 
where they're starting and where they're 
going.

INDY reaches down to grab Rykov's automatic rifle, but jumps back.

INDY
Watch it!  Scorpion!

The creepy thing crawls up onto Rykov's chest.  MARION yelps.
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VLADIMIROV clicks off the speaker.  Suddenly the co-pilot pops up! 

He lunges at VLADIMIROV and the big Russian is thrown forward in 
the chair, his hand ramming the throttle stick!

EXT. THE BOMBER

as its engines roar noisily! 

BACK A BIT, INDY snaps a look at the plane.  The big bomber starts 
to veer, as if out of control.

INT. COCKPIT

VLADIMIROV and the CO-PILOT are struggling for the pistol.  It 
fires accidentally and shoots a hole through the cockpit glass.

EXT. A ZIP PAN

finds INDY.  There's no doubt in his mind now. 

INDY leaps onto the sentry's motorbike.

INT. COCKPIT

as VLADIMIROV gets the gun away and unloads it into the meddlesome 
CO-PILOT. 

VLADIMIROV, back at the controls, trims the engines.

EXT. BACK TO INDY

who is having trouble getting the bike started!

INDY
C'mon!  C'mon!

EXT. THE BOMBER

as its big wheels roll forward --

EXT. THE TAXIWAY - JUST AFTER

The bomber rolls onto the taxiway.  The SOUND of distant sirens 
picks up.

EXT. BACK TO INDY

who finally gets the bike started.  INDY looks out across the 
airfield and reacts alarmingly to the bomber's takeoff position on 
the runway.

INT. COCKPIT

as VLADIMIROV eases the throttle forward --
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