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1                         ON THE ROAD TO DEHLI, INDIA - 1935

It was almost over, or so Indy thought.  In a few hours, he’d be aboard a flight out of India and back home to the States where he’d get to return to the tedium of teaching archeology at Barnett College.  Sure, the job wasn’t always what it was cracked up to be.  And sure, it would only be a matter of time before the itch to get out of the stifling environs of the classroom would drive him back into the unpredictable, often life-threatening world of field work.  But for now, getting back to civilization and the mundane were all he craved.  That, and to fulfill a promise he’d made to Short Round.  Oh yeah, and to finally get Willie Scott out of his hair.

Indy looked to his left as he sat among the villagers and animals in the back of the flatbed truck.  Short Round was chatting with a couple kids his age, grinning from ear to ear.  The world was a grand and wondrous place to this kid, lacking all the gruesome reality that you came to accept as you got older.  Despite the ugly business that they’d gone through back at Pankot Palace, Shorty came away relatively unscathed and as innocent as a former street urchin/pick pocket could be.  Now he was looking forward to seeing the land of his dreams, America.  Indy smiled to himself as he thought of Shorty getting to live the life of a normal kid, no more scrounging for his next meal, no more scurrying through alleys to find shelter.  In America, he’d have a home, an education, and most importantly, a family.  Sister Mary at Saint Sabina’s Orphanage would see to that.  It was regrettable, of course.  He knew that Shorty had different ideas about where he’d live and who he’d live with.  But Indy’s life wasn’t one that a young boy should have to deal with.  It was dangerous and always had Indy away from home and family.  The kid needed something a lot more stable than what Indy could offer him, and after barely getting out of Pankot alive, he certainly wasn’t going to put the kid’s life in danger again.  That’s the way he saw it and he wasn’t sure how Shorty would take it, but he’d cross that bridge when they came to it.  Besides, the plan originally was for Shorty to live with Wu Han when they all arrived at the States.  That plan had to be scrapped after Wu’s death at Club Obi-Wan at the hands of Loa Che’s men.  Indy’s reverie was tainted with regret when he thought of Wu Han.  Wu should have been here with them, looking towards a better future.  Instead, the third member of their wandering vagabond party was Willie Scott, former night club siren and current headache.
Indy’s gaze switched to his right, and his smile to a scowl, when he looked towards where Willie was sitting/grousing/annoying everyone in earshot.  She had been bearable enough on the trip from Pankot Palace to Dehli, although one had to wonder how a single person could complain so damn much about...Every. Single. Thing!
Indy had managed to smooth her delicate feathers after boarding the elephants for Dehli, but then they had to switch off once they reached the main thoroughfare to the city and ride in the back of a truck.  Considering that most villagers had to travel on foot, you’d think that Willie could understand that they were practically riding in the lap of luxury, relatively speaking, but she certainly had a different idea of what luxury was.  Once they made it down the Bangale River from Dehli to Calcutta and boarded their charter, Indy planned on putting as much distance between him and the blonde as he could.  Out of all the women Indy had known over the years, she had the distinction of being by far, the most infuriating.  His late wife, Deidre, could get a rise out of him, for sure.  And Marion, well Marion could get your goat and take it for a walk.  But Willie?  Indy wasn’t sure what Willie was made of.  Yeah, she’d held her own against Mola Ram and his goons, but not without piercing a few eardrums along the way.  And, for a while there, the screaming mimi that he and Shorty had picked up in Shanghai had disappeared. In her place was a strong, self-confident woman who had, quite literally, survived the fires of hell.  But as the memory of being a sacrifice to Kali faded, and as Willie’s old habits re-emerged, any good faith she’d built up with him was quickly wasting away with her incessant griping.  The girl had better learn quickly that a pretty face is only getting you so far in the real world, Indy thought.  Sure, she was gorgeous, but Indy wanted Fortune and Glory, not Bitching and Moaning.  Oh well, it wouldn’t last forever.
Indy tilted his head back and pulled his fedora down over his eyes.

It was almost over.
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It was just beginning, or so Short Round thought.  In just a few days, he would finally make it to America and see all the wonderful things he could only dream about in Shanghai, enormous skyscrapers and fancy motorcars, movie theaters and baseball games.  He was especially curious to see what Indy referred to as a ‘boo-teek,’ a place where women went to buy expensive clothing and pay outrageous sums to have their hair made into ridiculous styles.  They shared many laughs over the campfire talking about the strange things women did.  And now all the stories, all the dreams, all the promises, were about to come true.  Finally, Shorty was going to America, the Land of the Free, Home of the Brave, and most importantly, home of the New York Yankees.
Shorty looked to the back of the truck where Indy was lying.  He had his fedora pulled down over his eyes, which meant that he was trying to nap.  How Indy could nap with that lady complaining all the time was beyond him, and Shorty doubted that Indy was really asleep under his hat, but just acting to keep the crabby lady from nagging him any more.  Well, at least she wasn’t screaming any more, which is all she did for the past couple days.  Shorty tried really hard to like Willie, but he could tell that Indy was getting tired of her (what did Indy call it?) Sha-NAN-a-gens?  And that meant that they’d soon be ditching her someplace.  Maybe it would be in Dehli?  Or maybe when they got on the boat?  Or maybe in America?  Whatever the case, Shorty didn’t care, because he was going to America and soon his greatest wish would come true, Indy was going to adopt him and be his father.  ‘Wan Lee Jones,’ Shorty thought to himself, adding his best friend’s last name to his birth name.  He liked the sound of that.
He liked the idea of going to baseball games and meeting American children.  He liked the idea of sharing in Indy’s adventures.  He liked the idea of traveling around the world to find lost treasures and getting rich.  He liked the idea of sleeping in his own bed, in a real home, with Indy as his friend and father.

All his dreams were coming true.  The adventure wasn’t coming to an end.

It was just beginning.

3
This is never ending, or so Willie thought.  First the elephants, then a truck, not to mention the eels and bugs and nearly being dropped into a volcano in between.  Now she found herself sitting between a man who probably hadn’t bathed since Roosevelt took office, and a goat that, oddly enough, actually smelled better, but that wasn’t saying much.  All she wanted to think of was getting home again and starting over.  Maybe she could catch on with a Broadway review?  Perhaps work as a lounge act in Chicago?  Or maybe just go back to Missouri for a while and help with the family store.  No, she’d left Mizzou to make a name for herself, to make her mark in the world.  So what if she got a bit sidetracked?  So what if there was a Chinese gangster who would probably see her shot dead if she ever showed her face in Shanghai again?  The world was a big place and she doubted Lao Chi’s reach extended as far as New York, let alone Chicago.  Then again, they say that San Francisco is nice this time of the year.
Willie looked to her left and saw that Indy had gone to sleep.  How can he sleep at a time like this? she thought.  Her whole life changed when the big lug walked into her club and now he was sleeping his cares away while she suffered.  She fumed at the thought of him grinning at her when she threatened to leave him back at Pankot Palace.  Oh, yeah, throw that whip around my waist and reel me in like a fish you conceited ape.  Smooth talk a girl and get her to follow you anywhere.  Willie wondered how many other gals fell for that act.  Well, not me, she thought, not anymore.  Once we get to Dehli, I’m dropping you like a bad habit.  As if I need you to get home?  Wilhemena Scott was not raised to be somebody’s mark.  I’ll do fine all on my own.  Who knows, after Dehli, perhaps Rome?  Maybe even Paris?
Willie’s mental globetrotting was interrupted when the goat, nervous enough from all the jostling on the truck bed, dropped some feces which landed right next to her feet.  The smell struck her nostrils and she tried to keep from gagging.  The volcano didn’t smell this bad, she thought.  And to think, when they were lowering me into that pit, I thought I was in hell.  This is hell.
And it’s never ending.
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I am in hell, Azaad thought.  The season’s crops hadn’t turned out as he’d hoped, his goat was getting sick, and now he was doomed to spend his entire trip to Dehli next to this jabbering American woman.  Did the curse on his life never end?  Bad enough that he didn’t have enough produce to justify going all the way to the market in Dehli (his beast of a wife had insisted he try to barter what he had anyway, maybe get some herbs and spices for the coming festival and make some use of himself) but to have to endure the endless protests and babblings of this deranged creature?  Azaad rued the day he brought the curse upon himself and his family.  Well, not so much his family as himself, but what did it matter anyway?  A curse was a curse.  The curse caused him to lose his once thriving export business (who knew that those fruits would cause an epidemic in Belgium?) lose the love of his life (leaving him to marry her older-and ugly- sister) and turn his best friend into a goat.

A goat!  And one that was easily nauseated on moving vehicles no less.

The curse was cruel and unforgiving.  The curse was devious and irrevocable.  And this particular curse had him destined to be on a truck to Dehli with a nervous goat, half a basket of fruits and vegetables, and a woman who couldn’t, as the Americans say, ‘shut her trap.’
Azaad was about to try and nap when Bali, his friend-turned-goat, decided to drop some dung next to the woman’s feet.  Now she would really get started and the trip to Dehli would be truly unbearable.  If only he could just have this damnable curse lifted from his head!  If only he could go on with his life as the man he was before!  If only he could just be rid of the wretched object that brought this curse into his life in the first place!  But to do that would mean finding someone who was willing to take on the burden.  To do that would mean finding someone so foolish, so short-sighted, that they would have to be one of great arrogance or stupidity to do so.  That was hopeless.  Where in all of India could Azaad find someone so dumb to take the cursed object off his hands?
The woman, said a voice in his head.  Azaad shuddered. 

Hell was calling.
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Willie jumped back as two round balls of goat dung rolled up to her feet.  She shrieked, startling the villagers around her.  Shorty looked to her to see what was wrong.  Indy didn’t even bother to raise his fedora.

“Oh my god, oh my god!” she cried, “The goat’s crapping on my shoes!”

Shorty giggled a bit, seeing Willie get worked up just made him laugh. 

It just pissed Indy off.  “Look sweetheart,” Indy said, not raising his head but talking from under his fedora, “A little goat dung isn’t going to kill you.”

“I don’t see you lying in animal droppings mister!” she shot back.  The dung hadn’t even touched her, but that didn’t seem to matter.  It was the straw that had broken the proverbial camel’s back. “You said we were taking a charter to Dehli!”

“I said that to get you to shut up for five minutes,” Indy replied, still lying down and talking from under his hat, “and it only got me three.  We’ll be taking a plane out of Dehli when we get there.”
“Oh, no siree!  No more planes with you Doctor Jones!” Willie said, “After our last little trip out of Shanghai, I’m swearing off plane rides with you for good!”

Indy emitted a fake snore.

“You big lug!  At least look at me when-“

“Excuse me-Miss,” Azaad interrupted.

“What!?” Willie turned her anger on the merchant.

“So-so sorry for my goat’s offense-“ Azaad stuttered “Please let me offer some sort of recompense. I-“

“Oh no, that’s not necessary,” Willie said, her anger subsiding.  This poor man looked genuinely sorry, and a bit afraid. “It’s not a big deal.”
“No please-“ Azaad insisted, “I have very little to offer but I wish that you take this.” He pulled a small wooden box out of a satchel he had strapped over his shoulder.
“No-no really,” Willie said, embarrassed.  Was she really that scary when she got angry?  Did she see a glint of gold coming from the box?  Maybe something good would come of this trip after all-
“I must insist,” Azaad continued, forcing the box into Willie’s hands, who wasn’t resisting.
“That’s ok, friend,” Indy interrupted, rising from his side of the truck.  He sat up and lifted his fedora from his head. “Your goat did no harm.  The girl is unaccustomed to…“ he looked at Willie, “…dumb animals.”
Willie sneered back at Indy.

Azaad relented and, most reluctantly, returned the box to his satchel.  “Thank you, kind sir.” 
Willie grimaced for a moment, lamenting her lost treasure. She then moved away from the goat, nearly toppling when the truck ran over a rough patch in the road, and settled down next to Indy.  Indy rolled his eyes as she fussed over her shoes and complained that she’d stepped in the dung in all the commotion.
Indy then took the biggest gamble of the trip yet.  After she had been sitting next to him and grousing for a few minutes, he put his arm around Willie.  Strangely enough, it worked.  Indy gave her a lopsided grin and Willie, reluctantly, returned a smile.  He chuckled softly and she giggled.  She gave Indy a love tap on the chest then snuggled with him the rest of the way.
Shorty rolled his eyes and wondered why Indy didn’t do that sooner.

Azaad just frowned.
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The entity in the box Azaad carried fumed.  Sensing a gullible mind beyond the reaches of his confinement, he tried to touch it and motivate it to accept the box from his current captor.  Once the box was in new hands, it would use its limited, yet still considerable power, to gain freedom.  And once it was free, the world would again be in its sway.  But for now it had to content itself with subtly manipulating the events and probabilities that surrounded his captor.
The merchant Azaad was everything it looked for in a subject: naïve, witless and most of all, greedy.  The day it sensed the merchant’s mind as its box sat on a table in the market, all it took was a bit of prodding.  It appealed to his sense of curiosity and his hidden avarice.  And once the merchant freed it from the prison it was in, it laid waste to the merchant’s life, taking away all he desired, save his soul.  That was the joy in tampering with the lives of mortals.  A joy that was taken away when the cursed wizard Azaad found to help him intervened.  That he had the sheer audacity to challenge him infuriated the entity all the more.  But the spell that kept it in its wooden prison could not be broken from within, but from the outside, by a willing mind.  Finding that mind had proven to be trickier than it had initially hoped.  The merchant’s wife was both too stubborn and uncaring (and from what he saw in his brief moment of freedom, unsightly) in her husband’s matters to be of any use.  Thanks to the entity’s manipulations, others in the merchant’s village came to regard him as cursed, and one not to be trusted. Azaad would have been better served, less of an outcast, were he a leper.  Attempts to buy his freedom with other people in the village proved fruitless.

Freedom meant getting away from Azaad because the wizard’s spell only worked if the merchant kept the box in his care.  The wizard warned that if he tried to destroy it, lose it, or simply give it away to an unwilling soul, the spell would be broken and the entity would be free.  Free to take from Azaad the last thing he had left, and for the fool he was, Azaad wasn’t foolish enough to lose his life.

There were many minds on this truck in which his captor rode, most oblivious to the power that was present among them, but with three very strong wills among them.

One mind was filled with a great deal of ambition and hope, which was hidden behind a façade of helplessness, cynicism and greed.
One mind carried thoughts of prosperity and family, with a current of quiet desperation underneath.

And the last mind held visions of wealth and grandeur, powered by an insatiable curiosity.

All three minds contained exactly what the entity needed to enact an escape from the spell that held him captive.  The entity sensed that.

The entity also sensed that the trip was not yet over, and an opportunity could still present itself.

It wasn’t over yet.
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The truck arrived at the Bengale port in Dehli a few hours later.  Many of the locals who were riding the truck with Indy had disembarked well before they reached the city.  Willie’s lamentations proved to be too much for most.  All except for Azaad and Bali the goat, who also remained on the truck.  Indy admired the man’s perseverance, although it did seem a bit masochistic.  The truck came to a halt on a crowded street and the driver signaled to Indy that they should get off now and walk the rest of the way.  Willie muttered something about the lack of manners in India and climbed down from the truck bed, refusing any help from Indy.  Indy hopped off and gave Shorty a hand, collecting their goods and dusting the dirt and hay off their clothes.
The merchant and his goat then climbed off.  At first he seemed to avoid their gaze, but soon became somewhat enamored with Willie.

The guy has certainly cracked his nut, Indy thought, if he still wants to talk her up after that ride.

It looked as if merchant was still sorry for the incident with the goat and wanted to make it up to Willie, despite her saying that it wasn’t a problem.  He kept reaching inside his bag, as if wanting to pay her or offer her something.

Indy decided to end it once and for all.  “Please, my friend, don’t worry.  No harm was done.  Go in peace.”

The merchant looked as if taken aback.

“I mean no offense,” Indy reassured him, “keep your money and use it for your own good fortune.”

The merchant paused for a long moment.  “Yes,” he said, nodding. “Thank you again.”  He turned away as if reproached sternly.

“Sheesh,” Indy said under his breath, “folks sure are touchy around here.”

Willie looked back at the merchant as he skulked away.  “Y’know it wouldn’t have killed you to accept just a small token.”

“I’ve had enough of tokens from this part of the world,” Indy replied sardonically, “thank you very much.”

They walked together for a bit when Indy realized that Shorty had disappeared.  He looked back to see the boy lagging behind a bit, almost losing him in the crowd.  “C’mon Shorty,” Indy called, “we’ve got a boat to catch.”
Shorty quickened his pace, a small wooden box bulging in his knapsack.

In the distance, Azaad smiled.

For the last time.

PART TWO

UPSTATE NEW YORK - 1945

“Wan Lee!” Indy called, “Let’s get a move on or you’ll be late for school!”  

The boy he once called Short Round came running down the stairs of their two their two-story home, a few inches taller but still wearing the New York Yankees cap that he gave him years ago.

“Comin’ right away dad,” Wan Lee said.  A few short years in the States and the boy was already losing his Asian accent and starting to sound like a real New Yorker.

“Now remember, granddad will be coming by after school to pick you up.” Indy said.  “I’ve got a late meeting with Marcus and some folks from the board of trustees.”

“Sure thing, dad,” Wan Lee replied.

“And don’t-“ Indy started.

“Don’t let him get started on King Arthur and the Holy Grail,” Wan Lee finished.

“Yeah, I don’t care if he bores you to tears with that but then he’ll just start on me when I get home.” Indy grinned. “Just change the topic to the Red Sox.  That’ll get him going.  Old man’s a genius when it comes to curses.”

“The Red Sox have a curse?” Wan Lee asked.

“I don’t believe in curses myself, but your granddad is a Red Sox fan, so ask him.”
“Really?  How did that happen?” Wan Lee was amazed.

“The world is full of things I just can’t explain,” Indy replied.  “Let’s get you to school.”

Father and son exited the front door of their small two-story brownstone.  Indy looked down to see the morning paper lying on the doorstep.

“Willie called to say they reviewed her new show in the Daily News,” Wan Lee said.

Indy reached down and read the headline which in bold letters read: AXIS POWERS TAKE GREAT BRITAIN.  Underneath in smaller type: WHO’S NEXT?

“What’s that all about, dad?” Wan Lee asked.

“Nothing to concern ourselves with right now, son.  Let’s go.”
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Somewhere in a far away place, neither this world or the next, Azaad wept.  A terrible thing was loose again in the world, and many terrible things had happened.  His heart was filled with mourning and regret as he thought of the small boy who he had given the terrible burden of his curse.  And what did it gain him?  Nothing.  For the entity he had been charged to keep reneged on its word and finished the work it had begun.  Save for his soul, he had lost everything, his family, his goat, his entire world.  Wiped away in the blink of an eye and replaced with…something else.
So many terrible, terrible things had happened.

But the worst was yet to come.

TO BE CONTINUED

SYNOPSIS

Following the events of Indiana Jones and the Temple of Doom, Indy, Short Round and Willie Scott make their way to Dehli, and ultimately, home.  Unbeknownst to them, though, an ancient and powerful evil travels with them.  A desperate merchant carries a charmed box that contains an entity of great power and malevolence.  It is a burden that proves to be too great for the merchant and he seeks to pass the burden on to another unsuspecting soul. After following Indy and Co. to Dehli, he tricks young Short Round into taking the cursed box, setting into motion a terrible chain of events.

Short Round, aka Wan Lee (according to West End Games’ Guide to Indiana Jones and the Temple of Doom), releases a d’jinn (or genie) that has been trapped in the box by a powerful wizard.  The d’jinn, in keeping with folklore, grants Shorty his greatest wish, which is to have Indiana Jones as his father.  But Shorty doesn’t realize that the d’jinn isn’t granting this wish out of a sense of altruism or duty.  The d’jinn knows that by changing the natural order of time, chaos is released, pleasing its own sadistic nature.

By granting Shorty’s wish, Indy never retrieves the Lost Ark or goes to retrieve the Holy Grail and the Axis powers run rampant through Europe.  Great Britain falls, and the United States is in Hitler’s crosshairs next.
The US Army, which has been trying to recruit Indy for some time, finally gets him to agree to take a mission into Arabia, to retrieve an ancient artifact.  The artifact in question is one of several items that the Axis powers have been trying to capture, and could spell doom for the Allies if it falls into the wrong hands.

Before setting off for the Middle East, Indy is compelled to makes amends with Willie Scott, who is now a star on Broadway and who he hasn’t seen in years.  Their reunion starts, predictably, with sparks of passion followed by the smoke of anger and resentment.  Before Indy leaves, Willie cryptically says, “I can’t believe I ever wished for a life with you.”

Indy travels with Shorty to the Middle East and encounters a cast of characters out of Ali Baba and the Forty Thieves.  A cat and mouse game is ensues as Indy tries to outsmart the thieves and find the artifact.

Discovering their secret lair, he finds the form of an old wizard that is being held captive by a powerful spell.  The wizard tells Indy that the world was changed when the d’jinn was released.  He informs Indy that it was Short Round who released the d’jinn in the first place and that only Indy can set things right again.  He tells Indy that he is the ‘instrument of the gods,’ tasked with helping keep the natural order in balance by making sure the world’s most powerful artifacts don’t fall into the wrong hands.  The artifact Indy has been sent to retrieve is, in fact, the lamp that first held the evil d’jinn.  The wizard instructs Indy as to where it is located and how he can free it from its temporal holding place.
The climax comes when Indy faces off with the d’jinn in the dimension contained within the lamp.  In a battle of wills, Indy uses his knowledge and all his strength to contain the d’jinn once again.  All looks to be lost, as Indy’s will doesn’t appear to be enough, but the tables are turned when Short Round joins his own will with Indy’s and sacrifices the life he had wished for deep in his heart.

The d’jinn is contained once again and the world is returned to how it was before.

And Indy and Shorty are left to ponder what the world has in store for them next.

THE END
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