Indiana Jones and the Terra Cotta Diamond
July 1st, 1962

Paris, France


The view from the Eiffel Tower was absolutely amazing. Indy could see the entire city of Paris. He could see the Seine River flowing under the Iéna Bridge. From the other side, he could spot the Champ de Mars which ended off with the Ecole Militaire. Along with the stereotypical smell of croissants and other pastries, Indy felt as if he was rather on a sightseeing trip than on a job.   

“Alors, it is quite good, n’est-ce pas?” Guy LeChien asked referring to his plate.


Jones looked down on his plate of escargot in disgust. He had managed to confront and swallow all kinds of multicultural foods throughout his many years of travel but this stuff had him hesitating. Curled up and served with some strangely named sauce, the escargot did look good to eat. It was just that the image of a slimy long slug making its way up a leaf leaving a trail of purple ooze behind flashed in his mind every time he sunk his fork into it.

Indy looked at his newly made inquiring acquaintance sitting in the seat in front of him, “Uh, yes. Délicieux, as you would say.”


Guy LeChien chuckled, “You Americans are just too used to your old fashioned Illinois hamburgers.”


Le Chien was a middle aged French archaeologist who bore a long mustache and a large belly sticking out from his shirt. He wore a small bowler hat and had dressed himself with a perfectly black tuxedo. Indy had scheduled a meeting with the archaeologist after learning that this funny little man held the fabled diamond of the Terra Cotta Army in his possession.

Twenty-seven long years ago, Jones was on a mission in Shanghai to hunt down the mystical jewel himself. However, forced into difficult circumstances, Indy was forced to abandon his search for the diamond and focused on finding the equally mystical remains of Nurhachi instead. Indy was never able to go after the large, shining mineral until he was on a cave expedition in southwestern France when he heard new information from a fellow archaeologist who had been working with him. He was told that that it had indeed been found by black market salesmen who had then auctioned it off to Guy LeChien without ever knowing its real value.

“So, do you have it here?” Indiana asked impatiently while poking at his plate with a clean fork.

The French man chuckled, “I am sorry, my friend, Mr….Smith – that is your name, oui?”


“Nevada Smith”, corrected Indiana.


“Right, Mr. Nevada Smith”, Guy Le Chien corrected before clearing his throat once more and starting again, “I am sorry but I will not give away anything until you hand over its value in currency – cold hard cash just like we had arranged.”


Indiana frowned. LeChien was just another pesky gold digger. Will he ever meet a real archaeologist? Jones reached into his pocket, pulled out a plain manila envelope and handed it to the French man.


Guy smiled and opened the packet. Inside, there was a wad of fresh American bills which equaled to the amount of ten thousand dollars. He could feel the sharp spasm of excitement climbing the inside of his throat.

“Merci uh thank you for the money but I do not haveze diamond”, announced the French man unexpectedly.

Indy raised his eyebrows. “What? What the hell are you talking about?”


The French man shrugged, “I really never found it. In truth, it is still in an unfound chamber hidden underground near the Great Wall of China. Thank you for the money however.”


The American archaeologist was about to stand up and punch the LeChien in the face when shots were fired. Indiana jumped to the floor under the table as chaos reigned upon the restaurant. People ran frantically as an attacker clothed entirely in black entered the room. The attacker carried some sort of modified gun that shot out knives instead of bullets. It kept on firing blindly destroying anything in sight as he took his time walking towards Indy.


Jones looked up from beneath the table to see that Guy Le Chien lay motionless. A knife had been shot into his head. His lifeless body lay sprawled across the table still holding the money that Indy had given him. Suddenly knives were fired once more just missing his head. Indy quickly snatched the money and dashed for an escape route. The attacker followed.


Indy rushed outside onto a balcony looking for a way off. Just then, he spotted a balloon which had tied itself to the tower using it as an anchor. The probable owner of the balloon was working on it cleaning the outer rim to make sure it stayed shiny.


Jones rushed towards him and grabbed the owner by the shirt. The French owner screamed as the archaeologist pulled him to the balcony swiftly. Indy then climbed in and quickly untied the ropes. He had just let go when the attacker rushed onto the balcony.


Indiana ducked as knives were sent his way. Some pierced into the basket but most flew by harmlessly. Jones stood up to see he was already a fair distance away from the tower. However, the assassin opened fire again, aiming at the actual balloon.

The knives shot through the balloon and holes were ripped wide. Indy looked in horror as the hissing sound of escaping helium blew into his ears. The balloon started to plummet down into the city.


Jones looked down to see the hundreds of city streets rushing towards him. By the time he had looked up at the Eiffel Tower, the attacker had disappeared into the unknown.


The balloon plunged at an incredible rate dropping towards the city skyline. The balloon started to touch the larger skyscrapers literally scraping over the edge. Just as it hit the roof of the next building, Indy pulled himself together and jumped out. He rolled onto the roof top obtaining only a few scratches here and there. The balloon continued to fall until it reached an alleyway surprising and frightening the resident street people below.


“Well, that was an adventure”, muttered Indiana to himself brushing off roof debris.

July 2nd, 1962

In the Middle of the Great Wall of China


The sun glared down upon his back as Indiana walked over the sturdy and uncomfortable walkway of the Great Wall of China. He was vastly interested in this subject and had always wanted to explore the majestic architecture of the Chinese. He could literally see the bones of all the Chinese Workers that had died during construction fused in with the bricks. They had literally put their backs into it.

Indy loomed over the wall to check things out. It did not seem so high when he had approached the wall from the side but now looking down from it, he did not have the pleasant feeling of jumping freely from it. The Terra Cotta Diamond was said to be located somewhere around here – underneath the wall in a hidden Terra Cotta chamber to be exact.


After scanning down the side of the wall for about fifteen minutes, Indiana had suddenly felt an arm on his shoulder. He looked up to see a Chinese guard in a grey uniform holding him firmly. In the other hand, he held a sword. Indiana turned around to see six more guards approaching him. There were three on each side.


“Mister Nevada Smith” The Chinese guard announced in heavy accent before continuing to read of a paper slip in Cantonese. They were probably arrest charges.

Indiana looked back over the wall, chuckled and quietly muttered, “Its Jones.”


 The guard looked confused.


Indiana decided to quit hesitating and then whipped around to grab the guard by the waist. He smacked the man in the head and squeezed his wrist until the sword had dropped. Indiana caught the sword and hurled him over the wall. The guard screamed in horror as he smashed onto the ground before either killing him or knocking him out unconscious.

The archaeologist shouted angrily as he braced himself against the other six guards who started to rush towards him.


Jones pulled out his pistol and shot at the attackers coming towards him from the right while snapping his whip at the guards approaching from the left. His gun managed to subdue two of them before running out of bullets. Reluctantly, he chucked his pistol at the last guard knocking the man in the head.


The next three guards shouted and sprinted towards Jones from the left. He snapped his bullwhip towards the trio. His whip wildly wrapped around the sword of the leading guard. Jones tugged. The leader yelped in frustration as the sword was ripped from his hand. Indy caught the sword and picked up the other blade that he had confiscated from the first guard.

Without a sword, the leading Chinese guard still charged towards him. Jones knocked the butt end of one of the blades into his temple. The first guard fell as the last two raised their weapons and started swiping at him. Indy crossed his swords and then with one speedy move, he horizontally flashed out the blades. The sharp edges sliced passed the guards’ grey shirts cutting into their stomachs. Their bodies fell to the floor in a bloody mess.


By that time, half of China had noticed his ruthless slaughter of the guards and soon at least a hundred more were heading this way. He had to find a way to escape.


Jones looked over the wall and saw the body of one of the Chinese guards on the floor. There was something strange about this guard for it seemed to be as if he were hanging on something weak and was slowly sliding towards a weed covered hole of some kind.


“This could be the entrance to the Terra Cotta tomb!” Jones scoffed.


Without pondering, the archaeologist jumped off the wall. He landed feet first and grimaced from the shock of hitting the ground from such a height. As quietly as he could, Jones discarded the weeds and slipped into the hole before anyone else could notice.
Inside the Terra Cotta Tomb


Jones once again took a startling fall from the hole as he smacked his back down onto a pile of dirt. He clenched his teeth to keep from screaming as he could see the dust rise up in the air. It was dark, pitch black and the archaeologist fought claustrophobia and nyctophobia as he fumbled around for his box of matches. He felt the match stick in his hands and quickly struck it against the box of flint. The stick burst aflame as light shone out giving him a little sight and a little hope.

Indiana slowly stood up and noticed that by the time he had managed to stay on his feet without falling over, his match had burned out. He quickly struck another one and noticed that he only had three more left.


With the little light that he had, the archaeologist explored the chamber. From what he could tell, the floor lay low and at times Jones had to duck his head to continue. He also noticed that what the room lacked in height, it made up in vastness. It seemed to go on forever as Jones spent the next fifteen minutes walking forward.


The professor looked around and tried to ignore the haunting, glaring faces of the Terra Cotta warriors. There were thousands of them, each lined up in perfectly straight columns. It was an army of death that had been protecting their emperor for the past thousands of years. Each warrior was carved in a unique way giving lifelike qualities to the silent stone soldiers. It was as if they were once real people living out their everyday lives as soldiers before being turned into stone upon command of the emperor.


Jones walked between these warriors fascinated by the amazing architecture when  his match had abruptly gone out. He was about to strike another when suddenly a giant light shot out at him.


Indy closed his eyes immediately to avoid being blinded and wait a few seconds for them to adjust before slowly opening them. He noticed that the light belonged to large flash flood light which caused the darkness that lived in the room to be eradicated. Jones now saw all and was able to bask in the glory of the thousands of Terra Cottas.


However, Indiana did not have the time enjoy the view for he immediately noticed that he was in trouble. The one who had been holding the flashlight was none other than the knife-gun toting, black dressed assassin that had killed Guy Le Chien and had attacked him in Paris. 

“Oh great, you are after me too”, stated Indy noticing that the assassin stood as still as the Terra Cottas themselves.


Since the assassin did not reply, Indy continued, “Alright let’s get to the point. Who are you and what do you want with me?”


The assassin slowly reached up towards his face and took off his black fabric mask, revealing the entire face. Indiana was shocked with what he saw before him.

Standing in front of him was his long time enemy, Lao Che. The Chinese Gang Lord who Indiana had last seen in 1935 looked surprisingly the same as he did 27 years ago. He had not aged one single bit and looked almost as young as Indy himself. Indiana would never forget the night when Lao Che’s son shot and killed his best friend, Wu Han. He was then making a deal with the Chinese gang lord offering an urn filled with the ashes of Nurhachi, the legendary emperor of China. It had been Indy’s least successful mission, for he ended up giving the ashes to the Lao Che and was never able to avenge Wu Han. The last time Indy had seen him was at the airport as he closed the door to his airplane right before his adventure at Pankhot Palace.

“Lao Che? Oh my God.” Indy couldn’t believe it.


Lao Che smiled, “Yes, I am quite excited as well. It had been years since I last saw you and you look very good for a man your age I might add.”


“You too”, grunted Indy, “But I bet it’s not because you have been going to the spa lately?”


The gang lord shook his head. “No, unfortunately not. You see the urn of Nurhachi that you gave me 27 years ago helped me discover a new feeling of youth. After doing some extensive research, I realized that there was another artifact that had mystical youthful powers.”


Indy answered for him, “The Terra Cotta Diamond.”


Lao Che nodded, “Yes, I found it some five odd years ago while on a dig in this area. I have been carrying it ever since.”


With that, the Chinese lord reached into his front pocket and revealed the diamond. The gem was massive - about the size of Indy’s palm. It shined in its crystal form showing off a reddish-blue glow. It was absolutely amazing.

“So the diamond has some properties”, declared Dr. Jones, “But I don’t get it. Why did you attack me at the Eiffel tower and kill Guy LeChien when you already had it?”


Lao Che turned serious, “Why did I attack you? Why? You, my good friend, Dr. Jones have disgraced my family. You killed my eldest and most successful son with a shish kebab. I just had to set you up and kill you. Guy LeChien was nothing but a pawn in my game. He was a local actor that I paid to look the part of an archaeologist. He was the one that told you to come here where I have absolute power. Now that you are in my domain and that you have wasted your bullets taking out those guards, you are powerless to escape Dr. Jones and it is time for me to have my revenge!”


“So what are you waiting for? Come on and kill me – I’ve got nothing to lose!” Spat Indy.


Lao Che smiled, “You see, I have discovered that there are more powers to the diamond except for long life as you will soon see.”


At that point, the Chinese gang lord raised the diamond in the air and quickly muttered some ancient Chinese incantations. Suddenly, four Terra Cotta warriors came to live. They were still made of Terra Cotta stone but moved and functioned like normal men. They walked in front of Lao Che and each raised their own personal weapon. One held out a Katana, another - a scimitar, the third - a giant club, and the fourth - a long spear.


Lao Che chuckled, “Indiana Jones, I would like you to meet my personal body guards. They have been training for thousands of years. Shu! Wei! Kao! Hun!”

With that, the warriors charged towards the archaeologist. Indy, despite his words, wasn’t exactly in the mood for beating up stone warriors. Instead, Jones started to race through the rows of lifeless Terra Cotta warriors as the living ones chased him.


The first living Terra Cotta, the one with the spear appeared before Indy and shoved his spear towards him. Indy dodged it and tried to throw a punch. The professor smacked the Terra Cotta’s head but managed to do nothing in damage. Indy grimaced in pain forgetting that the warrior was made of rock.


Jones then realized he was in big trouble when he felt a large looming presence behind his back. Indiana turned around to notice it was the other Terra Cotta which had raised his giant club above him. Indy shouted in fright as both of the rock soldiers attacked at once. At the last second, the archaeologist dodged to the right. Both of the Terra Cottas then obliterated each other when one shoved a spear into the other’s head while the other smashed the first one with his giant club. They both disintegrated into dust as Dr. Jones sped away.


Indy kept on running when suddenly the third Terra Cotta jumped in front of him. Without hesitation, the soldier swiped his Scimitar to and fro trying to cut the good doctor to ribbons. Right before the warrior tried to cut him in half, Jones jumped to side and hurled a dead Terra Cotta in its direction. The warrior jumped back as the rock smashed to pieces in front of him. Before it could react again, Indy knocked two more over. They smashed into the live warrior’s shoulder and back - destroying it on impact.

Jones raced back into the area to see Lao Che still standing there smiling and holding his diamond and knife-gun out in front of him. He pointed behind him and Indy noticed the last Terra Cotta charging towards him with its Katana.


The archaeologist then whipped out his whip and sprang it towards the warrior. The whip had unfortunately slipped this time and it only snapped at the rock soldier having no effect on it whatsoever. Indy braced himself as the warrior charged towards him.


The rock warrior struck.


Indiana ducked.


The rock warrior swiped.


Indiana wrapped his arms around his legs.


The rock warrior growled in anger.


And Indiana picked it up with all his strength, spun it around and hurled it. The rock soldiers shrieked as it made contact with a horrified Lao Che. Its body smashed upon Lao Che’s causing blood and rock to mold together.


Breathless, Indiana Jones reached for the diamond and the knife-gun that had slipped out of Lao Che’s hands. Picking the items up, he approached the mangled body of the Chinese lord and noticed that he was still alive.


“He, he, he”, chuckled Lao Che spitting out blood, “you may have taken me out and obtained the diamond but you should watch out. I still have a son waiting to wrap his hands around your neck. He will kill you just as he killed…..”


Lao Che at that point spat out his last wad of blood before closing his eyes waiting for death to embrace him.


At that point, the roof started rumbling. Indiana Jones had no time to ponder on the gang lord’s words for as he was starting to realize – the chamber ceiling was collapsing!


Putting the diamond in his pocket and trading the knife-gun for the giant flash light, Indy raced through the lines of Terra Cottas as the roof started to collapse behind him. Terra Cottas toppled over him as he pushed them off and ran for the exit.

Indy rediscovered the hole that he had fallen through and noticed that it was too high for his reach. As rapidly as possible, he pushed over some of the rock Terra Cottas to make a sort of a boost for him to climb out. 


Indiana had just climbed out of the hole when the ceiling had fully collapsed. The archaeologist looked at it from the outside to see that there was now a giant depression where a grass covered chamber had once been. This had caused dust to sprout out from the depression creating a mushroom cloud to blow out around him.


As the Chinese army approached from the northern side to speculate what had happened and find the intruder, Indiana Jones used the dust as cover to escape the area.

With the Terra Cotta Diamond to add to the collection, there was no way to find out what was going to happen next on the adventures of Indiana Jones! 
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