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Indiana Jones and the Forbidden Tomb
Stephanie Black
Did you ever wonder what happened right before The Temple of Doom?  Well...


“Hey, Shorty!  C’mere!”


“What’s wrong, Dr. Jones?”  


“Just hurry and c’mere,” Indiana Jones repeated.  The twelve year old dropped a small, shiny object into his pocket and ran over to where Indiana was kneeling on the dusty stone floor.  In the dim light Short Round could just make out the rectangular outline on the floor that Dr. Jones was studying carefully.  


“Don’t touch it,” Indiana said just in time.  Shorty withdrew his hand quickly.

“What you think, Dr. Jones?”  Indiana lifted the torch he was holding, shedding more light on the walls around them.  “What you think it is?” Shorty repeated.

“I think we found an entrance to the tomb.  A one-way entrance,” Indiana finally answered.


“Is it a trap door?  Trap door to Nirhachi’s tomb?”


“There’s only one way to find out.  Get our stuff, kid.”  Shorty scurried to a small pile of things and brought them back to the trap door.  Among them were Indiana Jones’s whip and a long rope.  Indy quickly tied the rope around the neck of a stone jaguar, but as he turned, he saw the brief glint of a sword reflected in the torchlight.  Someone was standing in the shadows behind them, approaching slowly and quietly.  Indy continued to turn back to Shorty, not letting the swordsman know he had seen him.

“Short Round.”  Indiana Jones quietly told Shorty what he had seen, speaking fluently in Shorty’s native language.  Shorty slowly nodded and slowly backed up, trying not to glance into the shadows.  He felt around for a handle on the trap door while Indy slowly pulled out his bullwhip.


Suddenly, the swordsman emerged from the shadows with a deep shout, ready to slice Indiana in half; but a loud crack from the bullwhip sent the blade flying.  A fist fight ensued, and Shorty was now feeling more desperately for the door handle, but his hands came up empty.


Just then, the swordsman threw Indy to the ground and began pounding on him.  Shorty saw the blade lying on the ground not far away and ran for it, but the swordsman saw what Shorty was doing.  Forgetting Indiana for the moment, he lunged at Shorty, who was only inches from reaching the sword, and soon had him in a death grip.  


“Dr. Jones!”  As Shorty kicked and struggled with all his might against his giant attacker, Indy struggled to his feet.  

“Leave him alone!”  His whip been thrown in the fight, and Indy ran quickly to grab it; but before he could, Shorty bit the swordsman in the arm.  The enraged swordsman delivered a hard blow to the back of Shorty’s head, and Shorty slumped to the ground, unconscious.

Indy now had his whip again, and with a crack the end of it wrapped tightly around the swordsman’s arm.  The swordsman gave a shout of pain which soon turned to an evil laugh.  With a sharp yank, he tore the whip from Indy and picked up his blade.  Weaponless as the swordsman ran at him, Indiana quickly backed up to the wooden trap door.  With perfect timing he dodged the blade, grabbed the swordsman’s arm, knocked him to the ground with his elbow, and snatched his whip and the sword.  Then he ran to pick up Shorty. 

Carrying Short Round over one shoulder, Indy climbed on top of one of the stone jaguars and jumped to a narrow ledge along the wall just as the swordsman managed to free his weapon.  He quickly clambered up after Indy, and they soon stood facing each other on the narrow stone ledge.  

The swordsman laughed again.  “You can never take Nirhachi from here.  This is where he belong.  This is where he stay.  Now you must die.”  


“You seem to have forgotten that I have your sword.”


“Then we both die.”  Indiana noticed too late that the swordsman’s right foot was moving toward a small button on the ledge.  The second it was pressed, the chamber began to tremble violently, and bits of the ceiling began to crumble and fall.  As the swordsman’s laughter echoed chillingly through the collapsing temple, Indiana Jones’s whip wrapped around a stone beam above the trap door and Indy swung across the room, still carrying Shorty.


As they reached the wall, Indy released his hold on the whip’s handle and they fell, crashing through the trap door.  They landed with a thud in the sand far below, followed by several large chunks of stone.  Indiana looked up as the rest of the chamber above collapsed with a thundering boom.  At least he and Shorty were safe down here, he thought; but now Indiana Jones was without his whip in the tomb of an ancient emperor who had followers that didn’t want him there.  

“Shorty, wake up.”  Indiana splashed some water from his canteen on the boy’s face.  “Come on, you’re all right.  Wake up.”  Shorty opened his eyes slowly.  Indy smiled.  “Hey, don’t get me worried like that again, all right?”


Shorty grinned.  “All right.”  He looked around.  “Dr. Jones, are we trapped?”


“That’d be my guess, kid; but at least we’re alive.  That’s more than we can say for that other guy.  Don’t worry, we’ll find a way out.  I hope.”  The last booms echoed from above, and suddenly Indy’s whip landed with a soft thud in the sand beside them.  Indiana looked at it for a moment.  Then, with new determination, he grabbed it and stood up.  “C’mon, kid.  Let’s get outta here!”

As they walked through the corridor in darkness, Shorty coughed.  “Smells funny in here.”


“Nobody’s been down here in years, kid.  Even the air is ancient.”


They walked on in silence for a couple of minutes, but then the silence was interrupted.  “What’s that?  You hear that, Dr. Jones?”

“Shhh!”  Indiana fumbled through his bag for a match.


Shorty lowered his voice, “What you think it is?”  Just then, Indy found a match and struck it.  The light was dim, but they could just make out—


“Snakes!  Of all the…”

“Come on, Dr. Jones.  We just hurry, they don’t get us.  Come on!”  Shorty took off before Indy could regain his speech, and Indiana could hear them hissing and spitting as Shorty’s footsteps echoed down the passage.  Suddenly the hall fell silent again, with the exception of the silent sound of slithering.

“Shorty?”  Indy’s voice was worried.


“Come on, Dr. Jones!  Piece of cake!” came Shorty’s reply from a small distance away.  Indy let out a sigh of relief.


“Smell better over here; not so dusty,” Shorty added.  “There’s light coming around the corner.”


“Wait!  Stay away, Shorty, stay away from the light!”  Indy took a deep breath and ran as fast as he could run through the hall of snakes, hopping here and there and trying to avoid anything that hissed.  It would have looked very funny if it had been light enough to see.  


“See, Dr. Jones?  Peace of cake!”

When he reached Shorty, Indy found that the air did, in fact, smell fresher there.  There was a faint glow of white light coming from around the corner.  As Indy and Shorty rounded the curve in the path, they saw that the source of the light was a break in the ceiling.  But something else caught Indy’s eye.  A small glass bottle was standing alone on a stone altar, lit by the beam of light.

“Wow.  What you think it is, Dr. Jones?”


“Stay here.”  Indy approached the altar cautiously, his eyes expertly scanning the floor and walls for traps.  When he reached the altar, he stopped.  Inside the bottle were the remains of the emperor, resting in a bluish liquid.

“What you look at?” Shorty called.


Indiana was staring at down at a small hole in the altar.  “Nothing, Shorty.  Listen, if anything happens, run as fast as you can over here.”

Indy held his breath as he reached out his hands.  They closed around the small bottle.  As he lifted it, the altar rumbled, and Indy froze; but the rumbling soon stopped, and Indy thought for a moment that everything was all right.


Suddenly, Shorty gave a yell, and Indy turned to see him running for his life from a huge wall of fire.  “Dr. Jones!  What I do?”

“Hurry, Shorty, get over here!”


They were both trapped.  Indy threw himself on top of Shorty to protect him from the rapidly approaching flames.  


“Wait!” Shorty yelled.  He had seen the small hole in the stone altar and a quickly reached into his pocket, handing Indy the shiny object.  Indy shoved it into the hole.  It was a perfect fit; as it clicked into place, the altar began to rise out of the ground.


“Quick!  Jump on!” Indiana yelled over the sound of the flames rushing closer and closer.  


As the altar climbed higher with Indy and Shorty now on board, the wall of flames rushed beneath them and disappeared into the stone wall, but not before the very top of the flames singed Indy’s boots.


They climbed through the gap in the ceiling, relieved to be outside again.


“Whew,” said Shorty.  “That was close!”


“Yeah.  Quick thinking, kid.”


“That Nirhachi pretty small.  You think Lao give you the diamond?”


“He better, after all we just went through.  C’mon, Short Round.  We’ve got a date at the Obi Wan Club.”  
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