
Indiana Jones and the Tower of Knowledge

Andrew Rhodes
1958
As long as he'd been climbing the spiraling tower stairs, his wonder only grew at the sight around him. Not an inch of stone was visible on the tower walls, but instead books   -millions of them. Under different circumstances, he'd tear into as many as he could, but now was far from the time for reading. 

As he continued his rush up the staircase, his lungs were burning with no end in sight. He was past the point of simply tired and had found, through a mixture of numbness and determination, a sort of second wind that was pushing him like a sail on an old ship. 


He had always felt sort of like a ship himself. Forever wandering across the oceans, sometimes treacherous, carrying precious cargo and never quite knowing where his final port of call would be. Like a small schooner amid waters of hulking pirate ships, he somehow always stayed just afloat enough to drift on. But lately it seemed the winds were dying down. He'd hang it up or at least tell himself that again and try hard to mean it. 


He did that very thing only weeks ago until a part of his past suddenly came back. It had been a long time coming, but it was nearly too late. How could he say no to Marion? She was a warm part of his life   -in another life- and now she was dying.


Resting one arm on the wall, he pulled is dusty fedora off his weathered head and gave his brow a wipe with the back of his sweaty forearm and dirty white sleeve. He could feel the aura of heat emanating from his body and with a stumble, forced himself to keep moving. He should see the door any second now and patted his satchel just to be sure his prize was still with him. Just when he thought the door would be around the bend, he found only more stairs to climb. Aw hell. He shook his head and kept on.


There it was. A door made of wood and black iron that would in a matter of seconds mean his escape. He reached the hearty door and swung it open to a large room that, for the collection of odd junk, reminded him of his old office. He spun his head around quickly  -they'd be here soon- and began to worry at what he didn't see. Where's the window? He toppled a shelf over and ran his hand along the stone wall behind it, but it was solid.

He began searching everywhere as his heart sank and his gut twisted. He was breathing even harder now and could barely get out the curses. He ran over to the door, one way out, tried to pull it open, but it was locked solid. Damn it! He put his back against the door and slid to a seat on the cold floor. 


He forced himself to think but was nearly too  tired for even that. It wouldn't be long until they noticed the book was missing. He checked the cylinder of his .44 -five shots. Well that should take care of about a third of em.  He looked down at his leather whip and then his tired frame as he wiped the sweat from his eyes. He pulled his shirt up on the right side and checked the bloody makeshift bandage.  

He looked around the room again. Desks filled with books, tape recorders and maps made up most of the clutter.  He tried to steady his breathing and winced as he put pressure on the wound. He squeezed his eyes tightly and then opened them  -still no window. He had a hard and bitter look on his face as he exhaled and tried to pull himself up, but for the first time he wondered why. Betrayed and broken, his once bulldozing determination just wasn't there anymore. As he dropped the gun by his side, he looked at his shaky hand -scarred, wrinkled and leathery.  

He became weaker with each passing minute and soon it was all he could do to keep his head steadied. He pulled off his battered hat and let it fall to the stone floor. It was silent and all 

he could hear was his own breathing.

He glanced at his surroundings once more. The cluster of books, the crates, the dust and one thing in particular that he began to focus on  the toppled shelf.  It was such a distant memory, but it nearly earned a slight smile:

"Stay here Junior."

The small boy was taking in the sights of the imposing museum.

"Junior!" He was a bit more forceful now. "Wait here. I won't be long."

"Alright" a bit forceful himself, "I won't move an inch." Even as he spoke, he caught a slight glimpse of three men working inside a warehouse across the street   a certifiable vault of possibilities in young Henry's mind. He had meant what he said to his father, though.  He promised himself to try his very best to obey his father's strict order.

He watched his father walk into the museum doors and disappear behind them as they closed. Henry sat down on the bench nearby and sucked in some fresh spring air all the while looking everywhere but at the temptation across the street. He wasn't a bad kid at all  -just had a curiosity that outweighed good sense from time to time.

Dad'll be a while, young Henry told himself. He was meeting with another professor and Henry knew all too well how long that could take. He stood up briskly and took a small step toward to warehouse, but stopped himself  then tried again. 

Okay Henry, just get close enough to take a peek and come right back. And that's all he did -at first. He didn't know how, but he soon found himself hiding behind a stack of crates, stealing a look inside the warehouse and staring in awe at the towering shelves of mysterious crates before him.  

Gee wiz! The men inside were crating and loading honest-to-God artifacts and here he was watching the whole thing. Most of it looked like junk to Henry until his excited eyes spied what looked like the blade of a sword. It was only a fragment of a blade, but images of the knights and castles of his dime novels swarmed the young boy's mind and he could barely contain his excitement. What if it's a real sword? What if it's important? What if it's Excalibur? These fools could be crating up the greatest find in archaeological history he couldn't just stand by and let them. Yes, his father told him to stay put, but even he would understand in this situation. 

Henry looked around and then slowly tip toed behind a shelf barely taller than he was. The workers were wrapping the blade now and each revolution of the cloth was less time that Henry had to come up with a way to get it out of there incapable hands. He looked all around, breathing hard from the nerves.  Any minute now, that crate will be nailed shut and stowed away   -a priceless treasure lost again and no one would believe him. Having only one plan in mind, the boy shrugged his shoulders took a deep breath.

When the shelf toppled over, the sound of rolling thunder filled the warehouse as the three workers jumped in fear, froze in place and stared at each other for a moment. There was some mumbling that Henry couldn't make out and then finally they started combing the place for answers. This was his chance and he began making his way quietly to the blade. His father will be so proud and that was no small feat in itself. 

There it was, resting on a crate labeled Indianapolis. Maybe it was the crack of sunlight pouring in from outside, but to Henry, the white cloth seemed to almost glow. His picked it up carefully with both hands and looked at his prize, no bigger than his hand, but he had no time to savor his small victory as with a hulking boom, that crack of light was pinched out.  The large warehouse doors, once his path to freedom, were now trapping him inside. 

The windows high on the walls gave him enough light to see that two of the workers were staring right at him, blocking his way down the aisle of shelves. He spun around and began to run the other way, but the third worker turned the corner suddenly and began walking toward him. 

Henry was shaking now and breathing harder than he had before. He wanted to just drop the blade and hide his head in his hands, but then his father would have nothing to be proud of and his artifact would be gone forever with no one else getting the chance to experience to excitement of seeing it as he had. That wasn't an option and shoving the wrapped find into his pocket, Henry turned to the shelves, gave a look to his pursuers and then sprung forward and up the large shelves before him. 

The workers were running now. One decided to follow him up the shelf, while the others circled around. Henry ran along the tops of the shelving, dodging boxes and getting tangled in spider webs, but he never flinched. Up ahead there was a break in the shelves, but the young boy jumped with all his might and hit the next set without breaking his stride. He could see another way out up ahead and with none of his pursuers nearby, he and his treasure just might make it out of there. 

"Alright, just hand over whatever you've got, son. You’re in enough trouble already." Standing on the top of the shelf before him was someone new.  Not one of the warehouse workers, though. This guy looked like trouble. Must be a guard or something Henry thought, but had no time to dwell on it. Henry stopped short, spun his head around and saw another man coming at him from behind. Not again. He looked down. Not being too far from the back exit, maybe he could climb down and run for it. No. The two other workers had caught up and seemed ready to catch him on the ground.  

Young Henry let his head hang a bit lower and sighed just as he noticed a long shot of a chance just under his brow. Henry looked across to the next aisle of shelves. Aw jeez, here we go.  He sprinted forward and jumped with everything he had. 

He began his descent about halfway across, but stretched his hands out and swung his arms in the wind. He wasn't sure if his eyes were closed or opened, but he felt something, grabbed a tight hold and swung across that gap with a bumpy landing on the other side. Amazed and shaking, he looked back across, pass the hanging light -still swinging- and saw the men standing on the other side not sure what to do.  That lasted only until Henry began to run again. 

This set of shelves was more like giant stairs and each shelf ahead of him was about three feet lower then the next. He was reaching the end of the line. The exit lay just ahead and before it, a long track of rolling metal bars no doubt used as a sort of conveyor belt, as there was one empty crate near the start of it.  Henry slowed a bit and was about to jump down to the ground just a few feet below when he heard a bit of laughing and then saw his exit getting thinner as the workers cranked the back doors closed. Aggravated, he sped up again. He'd never make it, but pushed himself off the edge of the shelf, landing hard in the empty crate on the track and slid so fast it took his breath away. He peeked his eyes above the lip of the crate as his saw doors closing around him and then his eyes and the door both shut tightly. He felt the crate fly off the end of the track, hit the dirt outside and slide to a sudden stop. 

He was still and dust was billowing around him and as he coughed, he felt a gentle finger tap him on the head. He looked up see the bottom of a boot resting on the edge of the crate. Without looking up further, he reached into his pocket, pulled out the white cloth bundle and held it above his head as an offer of peace. 

Then two strong hands picked the small boy up and out of the dusty crate and stood him on the dirt road. Henry was looking down, still holding the bundle.  

"What do you have there son?"

Still not looking up, Henry unwrapped the blade and held it out   angry and ashamed at his defeat. 

"Well! A mighty fine treasure for sure. But I'm afraid that belongs in our museum, young man."

Finally the boy looked up into the sun and at the large man before him. "You bet it does mister! Those men were gonna crate it up."

"Ah, so it does speak. You must be Henry's boy." 

"Yes sir." 

"Well, how would you like for your name to be displayed as the ...um... "recoverer" of this important artifact?"

Henry's smile was broad, but lasted only until he saw his father walking toward him from the museum. 

"Junior."

Henry became nervous as his father approached, "Yes Father?" He tried to sound innocent.

"You've really done it this time, boy." He didn't scream it, but his tone was far more effective.

Young Henry's head and heart sank. 

"Not a word." His father pointed at Henry and then extended his hand to his colleague. "My apologies, but I'm afraid our meeting will have to be cut short this time. Please notify me with the cost of the damages and my boy will work off every last penny."

"Dr. Jones, now that won't be necessary." He looked down at young Henry and tried to hide his smile. "The boy is just a bit mischievous  as we all were at some time, am I right? Besides, he just might have saved those workers in there their jobs." He held up the blade. "This one should be on display I think."

"Ah, very well then. Thank you for your kindness. Come Junior, off we go."

Young Henry straightened his back and raised his chin as he jutted out his hand for the kind professor to shake. "Thank you mister. Let me know if there will be anything else I can assist you with." This earned a hard look from his embarrassed father.

The professor nodded, amused with the young boy's brashness, but keeping an heir of mock professionalism. "Well, thank you sir. I will keep that in mind." He then smiled to Dr. Jones. "Good day."

Henry and his father began walking away when his father turned and added, "Dr. Ravenwood."

The young professor turned with his hands in his pockets. 

"Congratulations on the baby girl." 

He smiled, "Thank you Dr. Jones." They exchanged a final wave.

It wasn't until father and son reached the hotel that they even spoke. "Dad, where's Indianapolis?"

"Indiana, boy. Where that professor is from."

"He was a pretty nice man, huh dad? Says I saved that priceless artifact from being lost forever. "

His father didn't have the heart to tell him that the artifact was far less than priceless, but at least had to point out to his son, "Yes boy, but how much was damaged in the process?"

Indiana Jones was still in a deep pain and stared at that toppled shelf in the top room of the tower as he considered his fathers words from so long ago. What had he damaged in the process of his life's pursuits? How many lives had he taken? How many relationships had he broken? And for what? 

Of all the things he had recovered, the most precious thing was something that he had lost and could never get back: Time. 

The most important people in his life were gone now except one and she had very little time left. They both had very little time left. 

He looked down at his hat on the floor and thought back once more:

Indy was taking a break from the grueling field work in the southwest. He tossed his hat on the dirt and rolled up his sleeves, when she strolled up, dusting the red dust from her pant legs. Eyeing the dark hair and bright, brown eyes, he knew exactly who she was: Marion Ravenwood. She had a brash way about her, attributed to her life lived around the world with her father, with dirt on her face and a trowel in her hand. She looked about seventeen but tried her best to add a few years when she walked passed her father's promising new pupil. 

It took jealousy over another female student in the field and a lapse in judgment for them to come together and for Indy to break them apart. Her father was more than a mentor to Indy, more than someone Indy could confide in and behind his tough ways and encyclopedic knowledge of the science, there was a kind, nurturing man who did the best he could to raise his daughter and teach another whom he, Indy later learned, considered a son.  

The last time he would see Abner, was late at night in the field when Indy slipped a note into his tent as he was sleeping. It was a brief letter, but it was all Indy could think to do. What had happened with Marion shamed him and like a son scolded by his father, Indy couldn't bring himself to face him. It would take time  something Indy thought he'd have.

Seeing Marion again years later  he could tell the time had changed her in more ways than one. She was alone and jaded and when she told him of Abner's death, it hit him hard. The regret stayed with him since. After nearly losing Marion in Cairo soon after, Indy tried to make Abner proud by not running anymore. He and Marion tried to make a life together after sharing such an experience, but despite his efforts,  Indy couldn't stand the thought of putting her in danger anymore. He'd always tried to be there to protect her, but realized to only way to keep her safe was not to keep her at all. And so, a year later, he ran again.

It wasn't until he'd gotten the call a few days ago that he'd even heard from her. So many times he'd tried to call and wondered if she'd done the same. In the end, he'd always wish that to her, he was a distant memory, constantly being replaced by new ones of her husband, her children and then grandchildren. 

 Funny how one call on a telephone can change everything. He was on a plane just hours after.

It wasn't a call from Marion, but surprisingly a young graduate student who was doing research on her father's work. His name was Wayne Crow, son of a wealthy oil man and the "new face of archaeology" -or at least that's how several magazines had put it. In the last year or so, he had the  -luck some would say- "good fortune" of unearthing not one, but two priceless relics from opposite ends of the globe. He had a brash way about him, but remained likeable as far as Indy could tell from their brief conversation at some honorary luncheon. The shock of realizing it was his voice on the phone, however was soon trumped by the shock of hearing his news: Marion was dying. It hit Indy hard in the gut and would have driven him to tears if he'd had time to let it. Instead, numbed by the shock, he grabbed a pen to jot down the directions, "Thank you Wayne. I'll see you there soon."

"Oh, I'm afraid not Dr. Jones."

"No?"

"See, I have become rather close to the Ravenwood family, what with my extensive research on Abner -which has put me in a rather tight position. You see, upon my arrival at the house, I found a package that was left to me by Mrs. Ravenwood."

"A package?"

 "In it, Dr. Jones, was a dying wish for the retrieval of a ...rare book. I'm afraid time is wearing thin and I should leave tonight to begin this pursuit. I had hoped to be by her side continuously  someone needs to be- but I have no choice. Thankfully, you can be with her in my stead. I'm sure she'd want that. Wouldn't you say, Dr. Jones?"


Indiana wasn't so sure about that and that doubt made him realize just how long it had been since they'd spoken. It was clear to him that Wayne was close to Marion now  had no doubt become good friends- and Indy was surely the distant memory he'd once wanted to be. As much as it hurt him to realize it, he knew Wayne should be the one by her side. Besides, Indy's being there might only make things worse.


"Wayne, I can be on a plane tonight to whatever library I need to. You stay with her. I'll get the book." 


"Dr. Jones I couldn't. You don't understand. You need more than a library card to get this book out. Besides, my wife should be here soon. She can help take care of Mrs. Ravenwood."

"You're married?"

"Yes sir."

"Good, all the more reason to stay there then."

"But Dr. Jones."

Indy interrupted, "What rare book is this, Wayne?"


"Well, it's a journal really. The journal kept by her father."

By plane then boat, Indy arrived at a small deserted port off the coast of Spain. Against the setting sun, he saw his destination. A huge tower, spearing from the bank like a dark lighthouse. Entering the tower was easy, finding the book  -just a matter of abc's. Getting out however, was looking to be near impossible. 

Wayne said there would be a window in the top room and a zip line for escape. There was no window. No zip line. Just the empty boat somewhere outside rocking with the water and waiting for its captain. So there he sat. He had what he came for and little else. He pulled the journal from his satchel. 

Flipping through the worn journal Indiana stared at time pass by him with every flip of a page. Everything from the birth of Marion to Abner's discovery of the medallion was there. Indy hesitated for a moment, but soon turned to the back to read the last journal entry of the man who was like a father to him. What he found took his breath away:

They want more information and I'm afraid my resolve is wearing thin. My writing in this simple journal seems to appease them somewhat, but what they really want, I'm not sure I know. So many books filled with knowledge accrued for I don't know how long. What could I give them? My experiences are limited compared to the volumes that line the cold walls of this tower. I hear them coming now. God I hope I have the strength... 

The journal entry trailed off there. Jesus Christ. Abner was here?  He flipped back a few pages to make sense of it all and as he ran his fingers down the page, he only became more confused. Abner never died in some avalanche! He died in this damned tower. 

Indy thought over the titles of the books he'd noticed on his way up. There were many journals accompanied by volumes of text on map making, relics, geology, chemistry and history. It was a collection he wouldn't mind having in his own home, but had a feeling they kept them for more than a peaceful read. He pulled his tired body off the floor and to a shelf nearby. Tape recorders and boxes filled with tapes labeled by region and relic. A map on the wall was filled with notes and markers. It was soon obvious to Indy that this tower was one massive keep of knowledge in the pursuit of relics from every edge of the earth. He considered Abner's words and then his own brushes with relics considered by most to be folklore. Such knowledge in the hands of these fanatics would be unimaginable. 

He looked at the solid walls and the door to the spiraling stairs and reams of texts. He was in a cell meant for him and the bastards would be here any minute. 

"Good fortune" my ass. Wayne Crow, You son of a bitch.

Indy shut the book hard and shoved it into his satchel. He picked up his hat, tugged it down tight on his head and searched for a way out. Down was definitely not an option  they were no doubt on there way up now and there were too many of them. Solid walls, but  -he looked up. The high ceiling and rafters were high above, but his only way out. 

He climbed to the top of a shelf, took the bullwhip from his belt and stared hard at a small spot on a rafter. He extended his arm down behind up and in a fluid motion and a hard snap, he lashed the whip tightly around the beam. Using the wall for help, he climbed up amid the creaking of strained leather and groans of pain.

He allowed himself some pleasure in the realization that he'd made the climb despite the fatigue and "mileage", but was now faced with the problem of getting through the wooden tiles of the roof. He tried wedge his back against them in hopes of dislodging the nails, but it never gave an inch. As much as he hated wasting any bullets, he lacked the time for a more mechanical approach. He fired two shots point blank at the base of the wood and it was all he needed for it to break loose. 

He climbed on the roof of the massive tower and only then realized how high it stretched. Looking out over the hills and valleys before him in the dim light of the moon, he nearly lost is balance. 

After the absence of the window, Indy wasn't surprised that there was no zip line either, but he did notice a wooden contraption jutting out the top of the spire and then stretching out over the edge.  Some sort of pulley system it appeared -no doubt used to haul equipment to the top room. He wasn't sure it was a reliable means of escape until he heard the door below burst open and men file in shouting. It'll do.
The wind was kicking up and he felt as though the tower itself was rocking. It was time to get the hell outta there. He looked back at the hole he'd made in the roof and was relieved to see no one climbing through. He climbed the steep spire as quickly as he could manage and finally grabbed hold of the contraption which was clearly a makeshift cargo lift angling over the edge with about four feet of clearance from the tower. There was a crank, a lever and one long rope hanging over the side.

The rope was too far out to reach, so Indy crawled up and then out along the horizontal beam. Before grabbing the rope, he gave a final wave to his befuddled pursuers no doubt scurrying about trying to find a way to the roof. Thankfully, they lacked the skill in arcane weaponry to make the climb as he had, but he was sure they atleast had a book on it. With a smile at his victory, he grabbed the rope with one hand, but was shocked to be grabbed by another. There was a tight grip around his ankle and he spun his head around to see a shadow-faced man staring emotionless into Indy's eyes. 

He came out of nowhere it seemed and soon he spotted three more crawling up the spire like spiders in brown hoods. Just when Indy thought the moonlight would brighten their faces, the shadows took over again. 

Indy pulled his gun out and barley able to keep his perch atop the wooden beam high above earth. He aimed a careful shot to the chest of his leech and with an orange flash and a puff of smoke,  the man spun around and slid off the roof of the tower. 

Another one was on him before he knew it and Indy fired again, but missed left. The dark man climbed up the beam in a flash and grabbed Indy's right wrist with both of his rough hands. Through their struggle Indy saw the third pursuer near the lever, on his way up. Before long he'd be up there too and Indy didn't like those odds. Indy put his elbow into the throat of his attacker and then wrapped his left hand around the barrel of his pistol. Without warning, another shot exploded from the gun and the third man fell back off the beam and onto the lever of the lift, jamming it forward.

As a few more guards of the tower began crawling there way up the spire, the contraption shook to life and the beam below Indy's feet began to move and both he and the man up there beside him looked down and then at each other. Indy half smiled and then wound his arm back for a haymaker when the contraption began gaining speed and Indy fell over the side of the beam, taking his enemy down with him. 

Indy tried to grab hold of the rope on the way down, but it just burned into his palm. Then he hit hard onto the lift's wooden platform, knocking the wind out of his lungs. His enemy wasn't as lucky as only his face hit the edge, flipping him end over end as he fell into the darkness below. 

The lift was spinning around the tower even faster now and starting to swing outward enough that Indy had to grab hold of one of the ropes to keep his footing. Indy knew he was in trouble. They only had to take an blade to the rope to win this fight now. He put his hand around the leather whip on his belt and searched the revolving tower for something to lash the whip around, but it was just sheer stone wall save for one of the  small lantern windows far too high to reach.

Just when he expected the wood beneath his feet to give way, he looked up to see three of the fanatics actually climbing down the thick rope. Well, they have book smarts, but lack common sense. Then he realized that they needed him. They need to know what he knows about the Ark of the Covenant. The cup of Christ. And so many other precious relics of human history. They were climbing down to do what they could to keep him alive. 

The beam was spinning so fast now that the platform where Indy was already struggling to stay on was now hanging straight out from the tower. It wasn't long, before Indy heard the loud creaking of the wooden beam over head that he knew they were all in trouble. Then Indy's stomach dropped as suddenly the whole platform fell several feet until the rope caught it with an abrupt jolt. Two men were shaken off the rope and fell without a noise to the invisible earth far below. 

A support had given way from the weight and now the ride around the tower was turbulent as the thick rope dragged along the lip of the tower. Indy strained to see a few strands of rope spiraling loose. 

Another jolt. This time the rope caught on something, jamming the gears and stopping the beam from spinning. Indy braced himself with everything he had as the hearty rope began winding itself around the tower and the pursuers either fell from the rope or crushed between it and the tower. Indy's knew his platform would slam into the wall at any minute and he locked his arms around the base of the rope. 

Instead of solid wall, the corner of the platform slammed into a window of the tower and smashed the lantern hanging from above. The oil doused a few of the many books inside and flames rushed to follow. The platform lodged itself on the ledge of the window and Indy opened his eyes in awe as he still held on tightly. 

The heat became unbearable as the fire spread up the winding stairs and down. Then Indy looked up in horror as high above, the rope was on fire. It wouldn't be long until it would snap, sending the thick braid unwinding downward. He needed a good idea quickly, but had to settle on a longshot. 

Taking his whip from his belt, he threaded one end through the dangling platform and the other he attached to the hook in the window from which the lantern once hung. Soon the flames spread to the old wood of the tower itself as pieces of the tower wall began peeling away and falling into the abyss far below. Shit! 
 He finished up quickly and then looked up to see the rope high above give way and begin unraveling around the tower. He pulled off his belt, wrapped it tightly around the rope and held on, anticipating the drop. 

Another sudden jolt snapped the platform as the heavy rope fell and tugged from below. The whip held the platform in place at least at least temporarily and Indy held that belt even tighter and repelled down the tower wall. 

Now larger chunks of stone were rushing past him as the tower wall fell to pieces around him. He winced in agony as a few scolding hot stones hit his shoulder. He quickened his pace. 

He hit the earth hard, but had no time to dwell on it. His skin was burning, his muscles drained, but he pushed himself to stagger to the docks. He reached the boat and climbed aboard.  As he sped away in the boat, he looked back at the amber glow in the distance. He couldn't help but wonder what knowledge that tower held and had to shake thoughts of actually returning to it from his mind. It was a great temptation that the tower held and it lay just across the water. What information could he salvage from that vault of knowledge, that might guide him to recover treasures and relics that even he couldn't imagine? But how much would be damaged in the process? 

He thought about Marion lying there and knew that all he wanted was to give her the journal and to be by her side. 

When he got to Marion's house, he introduced himself to her nurse downstairs and speaking to her about Marion’s condition. Indy slowly walked up holding the journal with both hands. He peeked into the room -no sign of Crow anywhere- and his heart broke when he saw her. He quietly walked in, leaned over and kissed her forehead and sat on the bed next to her. She was still beautiful. He put his hand on hers and whispered, "Hello, Marion."

She slowly turned her head and reached her arm up and lightly touched her fist to his chin similar to the last time reunited. He noticed a soft smile form on her face and he smiled too.

He put the journal on the bed beside her and she reached over to it and flipped to the back cover. Tucked inside was an old yellow letter addressed to Indiana Jones. It was from Abner Ravenwood. Indy looked at it in disbelief then looked at Marion, who squeezed his hand. 

He'd visit Crow soon enough, but until then he wasn’t going anywhere.
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