INDIANA JONES
and the

Knife of the Magician

Somewhere in the Atlantic, 1931

The crystal blue water surged up to the rail, as the old rusty steamer, named the Naut Breaker, journeyed through the Atlantic Ocean miles away from any shore. The crew hustled quickly; carrying supplies everywhere, in a mad dash to organize the ship. They were excited, they had never entered this part of the Atlantic before. 

The ship had set sail many days ago, their new passenger adamant about an immediate departure into the southern ocean. The man was a rather mysterious fellow, barely speaking except when questioned about the ship’s destination, and was constantly inspecting a beaten-up paper map. He also had a habit of walking next to the rail, and gazing out at the sea for minutes on end. 

And that was right where he was right now, standing by the bow, his map in hand. He wore an incredibly dirty brown leather jacket, with a white unbuttoned shirt underneath. Slung over his sweat-beaten neck and under his arm was a knapsack that had three small holes, as if someone had taken a pencil and jabbed three times. He had a pair of brown boots and tan pants littered with dirt and stain. 

But one of the most interesting parts about him was his hat, and the weapons he carried with him everywhere. The brimmed felt hat was a fedora, and was perched atop a head with messy brownish-blond hair. 

The man’s face had a few days growth of short blond beard stubble, and had very blue eyes. A few wrinkles passed over his cheeks, but otherwise he looked healthy and ready for anything.


He possessed a bullwhip, apparently one of his most prized possessions. He also had a small pistol, always loaded in case of a scrap, and a flask filled with an unknown liquid.   

This was Indiana Jones, famous historian, archeology professor, and adventurer. His exploits were absolutely legendary, and was a role model to many adventure-seeking boys and girls. Respected amongst other well-known archeologists, Indy was always off finding new rare treasures and artifacts, many times with a decidedly supernatural flavor.


This time he was on the trail of a mythical Green Knife, said to have belonged to Merlin the magician. It had long eluded scholars and treasure hunters, but this time, Indiana had a new clue. 


An old sailor, claiming to have come across a sunken pirate ship in the ocean, wrote the map. But a mysterious force destroyed his ship, he did not dare tell anyone what he saw, despite constant interrogation. Indiana couldn’t help but also wonder what had happened to the man’s ship. 


Indy believed the pirate ship might have had the Knife on board when it went down, smuggled on secretly by a stowaway. And now, after months of searching, he had found the map, and hired the steamer, which he was now on, to sail out to where the map proclaimed the location of the wreck. 


Captain Harris walked up to Indiana, the afternoon sea wind blowing softly. “The crew is waiting for us to arrive.” 


“It will be soon,” replied Indiana seriously. “We are very close. I think we should stop engines in a minute or so. Soon we’ll be right over the wreck.”


Harris nodded, and walked off. But he could not help the feeling that this mission the stranger was taking them on was going to end badly. It was as if a demon was whispering in his ear, telling him disaster would strike. 

Minute’s later Harris halted the ship just as Indiana ordered. The sun beat down on the ocean, the blue sea shining peacefully. The adventurer walked up to the Captain. 

“The ship is right below us.”

Harris and Indiana came out onto the deck, and looked into the water. He could see nothing. 

“How are you sure?”

“The mountains. This part of the ocean is littered with massive underwater mountain ranges. The ship sank right here, many, many years ago, right onto one of these mountains. It should be easy to reach with diving gear.”

“You plan on going under?”

“I plan on going into the wreck. There’s something important in the ship that I have to get out. Hopefully it won’t take long.”

Harris growled under his breath. “I would like to have you tell us what it is you’re looking for. We do not keep secrets between each other, my crew and me. We prefer honesty.”

Indiana moved to the side a little bit, pocketing his precious map. “You’ll live, Captain. Personally I don’t like secrets either, but I have to deal with them all the time. This one I have to keep to myself. It’s too dangerous letting anybody else know.”

Harris felt anger seething through him, and wished he could rattle the truth out of the man. His presence on the ship had been only an annoyance and a mystery. Harris was tired of the mystery.

“Just let me go down there, get what I need, and then we can sail back to land. It won’t be long. Trust me,” assured Indy, a cocky grin appearing on his face with the last sentence. 

Harris stood there, feeling that foreboding warning again but ignored it. He nodded grumpily at Indiana, and ordered the crew to make ready the gear. 

Soon, Indiana was inside a baggy green diving suit with the classic fishbowl-shaped air helmet, with four-windows on each side. He had his clothes and effects stuffed inside his knapsack in his cabin. He then disappeared beneath the water, and began to breathe...

The water was very clear, and Indiana could see far below him a massive range of underwater mountains, just as he told Harris. The sight was absolutely breathtaking, his mouth opening in awe. 

He then saw the wreckage of a ship lodged in a crack in one of the mountains. He slowly made his way down, careful not to lose his lifeline. 

The ship was a pitiful vessel of wood, the mast snapped in half, and the sails long been torn away. The steering wheel was gone, as was the crow’s nest. The words Bloody Nora could barely be read across the ship’s broken hull. 

Indiana then spied a large hole in the hull, and swam into it. The inside of the ship was pitch black, and Indy was forced to turn on his flashlight.

He suddenly found himself standing face to face with a rotted skeleton, still dressed in 1700’s pirate garb. Indiana jumped back in horror. 

The entire room was full of skeletons, all dressed as crewman of a pirate vessel would have been. The flesh was long gone, save for a few small strips, which floated off the skulls. A small fish then swam up to a skull, and tore off one of these strips, swallowing it whole. 

Indiana struggled to keep his stomach from regurgitating Chef Andy’s octopus-salad breakfast, and continued to explore the ship. The rooms had become apartments for all kinds of sea life, eels, fish, crabs, etc. 

Suddenly Indy’s flashlight stopped on a small wooden box being held by a lone skeleton, resting on the floor. Indiana slowly took the box out of the bony hand, and opened it. 

Inside was a small knife, the blade bright green and rusted. It seemed very heavy, and even seemed to glow as well. Indiana swelled in triumph; he had found what he was looking for.

An hour later, after exploring more of the ship, Indiana returned to the surface. He was pulled back onto the deck, and sat down on a chair as he removed his helmet, head completely dry. 

“Did you find you’re prize?” questioned Harris suspiciously. 

“No, It wasn’t there. Sorry,” lied Indy. The last thing he needed was a confrontation over a mythical artifact worth millions. “But I found a lot of other good stuff. The voyage wasn’t worthless.”

Harris nodded in satisfactory, as did the crew. “I assume we can head back now?”

“You assumed right,” answered Indiana. He then disappeared into his cabin to change, while Harris gave the order to start engines and move out. 

Minute’s later, Indiana was back in his usual garb, and the ship started moving again. Content that he found the Knife, he sat in a chair and began inspecting the map again. 

But then his face grew into a confused frown. Scribbled very tiny in the bottom corner of the map was a sentence. Indy squinted, struggling to read it. It had been written very quickly and sloppy, almost urgently. Indiana then realized what it said:

BEWARE THE KRAKEN!!!

Suddenly, the ship lurched violently, sending Indiana to the floor. Dazed, he crawled out of his cabin onto the deck. The crew was rushing about, mad in fear and confusion, and Captain Harris stood at the bow. 

“What happened? Why did we stop?” questioned Indiana. 

“I don’t know! We must have caught on something!” cried Harris. His face was pale with fright and uncertainty. 

Suddenly a horrific sight broke above the water on the Naut Breaker’s starboard side. It was a massive suctioned tentacle, looming up above the ship. It extended to a gigantic length, the snaky arm wet and shiny.

Indiana stared in shock and fright. He then abruptly remembered the legend he had been told back on shore by an old witch gypsy. 

The ship known as the Bloody Nora sank because the crew had awoken and disturbed the most terrifying sea monster ever to stalk the oceans: the Kraken. Enraged, the beast utterly destroyed the ship, and pulled it down under the waves of the sea. 

But legend tells that the Kraken has recently become the guardian of the wreck and it’s mythical passenger, the Green Knife of Merlin. Ever since that day when the pirates disturbed its peaceful 6,000- year-old sleep, the Kraken has made sure nothing or nobody finds the ship and takes the Knife alive. Every ship that passes by the wreck disappears from the face of the Earth...   

Indiana snapped out of his memories and back to reality to see the tentacle suddenly lash out and grab a hold of the ship’s stern. Indy and Harris were thrown back as the tentacle pulled on the ship, sending it rocking and the crew flying through the air and into the water. 

Six more giant tentacles appeared, and bore down on the terrified crewmembers in the water. They were snatched up by the arms and dragged beneath the waves, screaming. 

The Captain, Indy, and the remaining crew stared in terror as the tentacles then gripped the ship in their slimy embrace. Harris shrieked, “Engines at full power! Get us the hell out of here!” 

The ship’s engines were started immediately, and the ship roared as the full power went into action. But the Naut Breaker did not move at all, the tentacles of the Kraken had a firm grip on the ship, and refused to let it go anywhere. 

Harris was hysterical, shouting at his men to save the ship from the monster. The tentacles then lifted up, still holding onto the ship. The Naut Breaker began to rise into the air, pulled up by the arms. Water rained down from the ship’s wet hull as the crew went into complete panic. 

A tentacle suddenly swiped at incredible speed and snapped off the crow’s nest, the man inside screaming as he fell into the ocean and was immediately pulled under by the arms.

The crow’s nest continued to fall…right toward Captain Harris, who was too busy panicking to realize he was about to be crushed. 

Indiana swiped out his bullwhip, and cracked it into the air, wrapping around Harris’ midsection tightly. Indy gave an enormous pull, and Harris was pulled right into the air away from the nest, which crashed down onto the deck right where he had been standing. 

Harris landed roughly, cursing Indiana. That damned archeologist, he had brought this creature down upon them. There was something about why the tentacles hadn’t snapped the ship in half and dragged it under yet. They were looking for something. 

The tentacles slithered around the ship, snatching up sailors like flies and pulling them beneath the waves. Others moved through the ship, smashing through the hull and snaking into the cabins and storage rooms, looking for their prize and grabbing any men they came across. 

On deck, Indiana ran to the side of the rail. Far below was the water; the tentacles were holding the ship thirty feet above the waves. It was then when the second most horrifying sight Indy had ever seen appeared. 

The body of the monstrous Kraken could be seen, a gigantic circular green body with two evil-looking black eyes and with a vicious beak-like mouth packed with sharp teeth. A giant octopus thought Indiana. I’m going to die being dragged to the bottom of the ocean by a giant octopus. He couldn’t help but smirk uncomfortably. 

The tentacles were running wild, destroying the ship with every blow and smash as they battled the crew, who shot at them with guns and stabbed them with knifes and swords. The Kraken roared in pain as one sailor slashed at a tentacle. He was snatched up, and dragged screaming into the nightmarish mouth of the beast, swallowed whole. Indy looked away in revulsion.

Harris rushed up to Indiana, panting, “Stop it! The monster should have destroyed the ship already, but it’s looking for something. Give back what you took! It’s the only way to save us!

Indiana hesitated, and then pulled the Green Knife of Merlin out of his pocket, staring at it passionately. He did not want to lose the treasure, not after all the escapes with death he had gone through to find it. 

Just then the Kraken lowered the ship a few feet, so it could scan the ship with its terrifying eyes. They immediately locked onto Indy holding the Knife. 

A tentacle abandoned its battle with a shooting crewman, and snatched up Indiana. He struggled fruitlessly, the arm tightly wound around his body. He squeezed his eyes shut in fright as he was dragged toward the eager jaws of the monster…

Just then a gunshot rang out, and Indy opened his eyes to see the Kraken roaring in pain. The tentacles receded quickly, causing the ship to plummet back down into the sea with an earth-shattering splash. Water shot into the sky as the Naut Breaker swayed, trying to stay afloat after it’s massive drop. 

Indy was dropped as well, and fell into the water. He quickly swam back to the ship as the Kraken roared at the top of its lungs, squirming and yelling in pain. 

Indiana was about to climb up onto the deck, when he saw the surviving crew and Harris quickly rowing away in a pitifully small lifeboat. “Hurry! Get over here!” yelled Harris. 

Indy swam as fast as he could, and was pulled into the boat, dripping wet and carrying his whip and knapsack. Indiana quickly wrapped a towel around him given by a sailor, and looked out at the ship. 

The Kraken had recovered from the gunshot to the eye that Harris had fired. The monster’s tentacles swarmed over the ship like evil snakes, wrapping tightly around it as the Naut Breaker was dragged under the waves, never to be seen again…

Indiana shivered as he watched the ship pulled down like a modern-day Titanic, minus the fact that the ship had not hit an iceberg. The crew was obviously shaken to see their beloved ship go down, and Harris looked at Indy in composed anger. 

Indiana then felt a sharp pain in his side as he bent over. Reaching into his jacket pocket, he found what was causing the pain. 

In his hands was the Green Knife, safe and sound. It still glowed in the bright afternoon sun; despite the rust caked on it. The crew and Harris stared in awe and respect at the treasure. 

Suddenly a bellow echoed through the ocean air. Everybody in the lifeboat turned to the east. In the distance, heading straight for the survivors, was a marine salvage ship. And it looked like it was coming to them. 

Harris grinned; the SOS his men had sent during the Kraken’s attack had reached somebody. With a quick command, the lifeboat made its way toward the approaching ship. Indy smiled in triumph. 

The Kraken had failed to retrieve that which it had guarded for decades. But then again, who else could have outsmarted a legendary sea monster other than Indiana Jones? 

