
Indiana Jones and the Elephant’s Eye
Sean Gallinetti

Africa, 1931

The warm wind from the Indian Ocean carried the dhow lazily the last few lengths to the sagging wooden jetty. The skinny old man at the oar chattered hoarsely to his dozing passenger. The passenger’s face was covered by a brown fedora and his legs stretched casually across the wooden seat. The old man shook him roughly and laughed. 
Indiana Jones stood, stretched, and looked around at the busy jetty. Fishermen and traders sailing into port for the night swapped news with one another across the water. Passengers carrying large earthen jugs and meat wrapped in palm leaves talked loudly as they boarded homebound dhows. He had come to Africa looking for an Egyptian artifact, a parchment once owned by a long dead missionary. 

He had traced the missionary’s movements to the area around the port of Inhambane, and was en route to meet a Portuguese trader who had information on the late holy man.  Inhambane, a port on the Mozambican coast, had been a centre of slavery until the turn of the century, and although illegal, many slaving lords continued to ply their nefarious trade under the very noses of the Portuguese officials.


Indy gathered his belongings and climbed up onto the jetty, waving off the throng of begging street urchins that swarmed up to him and pawed him for alms. He made his way through narrow streets that divided Mediterranean style dwellings until he reached his destination, and then he stopped and waited in a dark alley. Across the street was the ‘Vasco da Gama’, a local tavern and a favorite of the less law abiding locals. It was a good place to buy information, or arrange quiet passage out of the area.  


He had come to Inhambane searching for a text, owned by a catholic missionary who had lived in the area before his untimely death. The missionary was a man of god, but he was also a scholar. A gifted scholar, in fact, and his passion was Egyptology. He collected information and trinkets related to Egypt. On coming to Africa, he had written letters back to a friend in Austria, sometimes including details of his pastime and the objects he had bought from Arab traders. 
It was through this man that Indy had learned that his most prized possession was a manuscript that held the details of the final burial place of Cheops, the builder of the great pyramid at Giza. The mummy of Cheops, also known as Khufu, had never been found and his resting place had long been a mystery. His burial chamber had been located, but an empty sarcophagus was all that was found. 


There was much speculation that Khufu had been moved so that grave robbers could not desecrate his crypt, and his final resting place, which was a deadly secret thousands of years ago, had been lost to time. There were rumors that he was secretly buried elsewhere in a hidden chamber, but no evidence had ever been found.

But then, while searching for another unrelated relic, Indy had come across the writings of a Franciscan monk who lived in Austria and had a lifelong friendship with the missionary who had lived and died in Africa sixty years earlier. This knowledge had brought him to Mozambique, searching for the belongings of the missionary or some idea of where the manuscript went after his death. 


Across the street, three men stopped outside the large wooden doors. One man peered inside while the other two spoke with each other in whispered Portuguese. They reached a decision and split up, one going inside and the other two going around the back of the establishment. Indy waited a few minutes and then he went inside himself. The smoky interior was dark and a sea of eyes followed him as he moved to the bar and ordered a whisky.


The man who had entered the bar just before him walked up and tapped Indy on the shoulder. He was short, with long black hair tied in a tail and he had a tattoo of a chili on his forearm.


‘Ay, man, I’ve been waiting, you know. You’re late, amigo.’


Indy turned around and leaned against the bar, pushing his hat back on his forehead.


‘Yeah. Well, Nuno, I ran into a bit of trouble in Maxixe. Next time you send a couple’a goons to knock me over, remind them to take a bath first. I could smell ‘em before they knocked on the door.’


Nuno stepped back and held his palms out.


‘What? I never told anyone you were coming here.’ Nuno shook his head and looked down. ‘Such despicable people, Dr Jones, it makes me sad, you know. It is always dangerous to carry money in Africa. And you have the money?’


Indy smiled sourly and downed the rest of his whisky.


‘Well, now that’s the problem, see, Nuno. I don’t have the money. After Maxixe I decided it was safer to travel light. I’ll find my own information without you.’ 


Indy grabbed a pickle from the bar and flicked a coin to the barman.

‘All I want is the name of the old man.’ 
‘Sorry, my friend. No money, no information.’ 
Indy shrugged and turned to leave.


Nuno face became an ugly sneer as he stood and watched Indy walk out, then made his way out the back door.







#


Indy was on his way back to his hotel. It was getting dark quickly and the sounds of revelry echoed through the town. He was keeping to the smaller streets and alleys so he could avoid any trouble with the local police force. He had a run-in with them the last time he came through Inhambane, and they have long memories in small towns.


As he turned down a small alley he caught a whiff of something delicious, and remembered that he hadn’t eaten since breakfast. As far as meals went in Inhambane the fare was basic but good. Generally you chose chicken or fish and both were grilled to perfection and covered liberally in the hottest chili sauce he had ever tasted. He usually made sure a few cold beers were nearby when he tucked in.

 
He quickened his pace, his mind occupied with where he should go to eat, when he noticed the alley was blocked by two men standing at the exit. He stopped and slowly moved his hand towards his hip holster in which his old revolver waited. The two strangers began to move towards him slowly, their eyes locked with his and their hands loose at their sides.


Indy decided this was definitely trouble and reached for his whip to even up the odds. The man on the left pulled a revolver from his belt. Indy’s whip cracked the air and the revolver flew from the stranger’s hand, landing in the gutter. He cracked his whip again at the pair and they began to retreat. Suddenly he felt a terrific blow to his head and he collapsed to the sandy ground. The last thing he saw before he passed out was Nuno, standing over him, waving a finger at him, and smiling.







#


Indy came to with a pounding headache. The first thing he saw was a rat, up close, sniffing around his face. He rolled away and stood up quickly, too quickly, and almost passed out again. When he had recovered he took in his situation. He was locked in a dark cell, the only window a small hole no bigger than a man’s fist and too far up to look out. The hole provided a bit of sunshine, though, and the ray of dusty light told him it was early morning or late afternoon. Morning, he decided. He couldn’t have slept through an entire day and it was too cold to be afternoon. 


A sturdy wooden door was the only other feature of the cell, and it was locked and unbreakable. The rat had scurried through a hole in the wall and he wasted no time in kneeling down and looking through the hole. What looked like another cell or a passage was on the other side. He stretched his hand through, hoping a rat wouldn’t take a chunk out of it, and felt around. He shouted when he felt a strong grip grab his hand and hold it tight. He waited for a crushing blow to his fingers or a spike to be hammered through his palm, but to his surprise his hand was shaken firmly and released. 


Indy pulled his hand back and had a look through. On the other side part of an ebony face and one dark eye looked back.


‘Ola, amigo. Como esta?’ a deep voice rumbled beyond the stone.


‘Ola. Bem. Are you a prisoner too?’


The voice chuckled. ‘Prisoner? No. Slave.’


‘Slave, huh?’


‘Si. You also, now. We be sold to Arab traders. They take us to work in East.’


‘Where are we? Inhambane?’


‘No, north of Inhambane. The house of Padrao de Oliveira. De Oliveira is the boss - he sells our people to the traders.’


Indy rolled back on the floor and looked at the roof.


‘I am Tshanga. How are you known?’


‘My friends call me Indy.’


‘Indy. Maybe we will be slaves together.’


Indy looked at the door, then down at his belt.


‘I have a different plan.’







#


Indy heard the guard open the dinner hatch in Tshanga’s door and slide a tray of food through. He jumped up, ready. His belt was already in place, laid out and looped through the buckle below the hatch. The hatch was opened and a tray of food was pushed through with one hand. As soon as the hand was past the belt Indy pulled the belt tight around the guard’s wrist and then violently pulled it away from the door into the cell. 


A loud thud brought a smile to his face. Just in case, he eased the tension on the belt and jerked it suddenly in again. This resulted in another loud thud and then there was silence. He lay down and looked through the flap into the face of his keeper. The man was out cold, and a pair of nasty bumps had begun to swell up on his forehead.


Chuckling, Indy pushed one arm through the hatch and pulled the man closer so he could reach the ring of keys attached to his pants. After a few minutes of tiring pulling and stretching he managed to snag the keys with his middle finger and ripped them loose. 


A whisper came from Tshanga’s cell.


‘What is happening? Did you catch your fish?’


Indy smiled as he tried each key in the door.


‘Sim, amigo. A big smelly fish.’







#


The cells were kept below ground in the cellar of the house. Indy would have preferred to wait until dark, but someone could come looking for the unfortunate guard who was gagged and bound in Indy’s cell.  They went around to the other cells, releasing close to twenty prisoners. The excited men whispered loudly as they crowded behind Indy and Tshanga, eager to be free and on their long way home. 


No amount of chastising or rebuke from Tshanga could stem their giddy enthusiasm and eventually they knocked over a large metal drum that stood at the top of the stairs that led out of the cellar. Indy turned and grabbed for it as it gently fell back and then began to bounce down the staircase. The noise was incredible. It echoed around the stone cellar and the slaves all crouched, fear stricken, with their hands over their ears. Indy put his finger to his lips angrily and twenty pairs of wide eyes stared at him in terror and guilt.


Looking out of the entrance to the cellar he watched the main house across the large sandy courtyard. A window opened and a man looked out in their direction. Indy flattened himself against the wall, in the shadows, hoping he would be invisible to someone outside in the glaring sun. The man called out for a compatriot, probably the very one dozing thickheaded in Indy’s cell. After a minute he closed the window and disappeared into the house.


‘Phew. Close.’ Tshanga smiled at Indy.


‘No, he’s coming. We gotta make a run for it. Come on.’


Indy beckoned the rest of the crew to follow and took off at a sprint across the courtyard, making for a stable on the other side. On reaching the stable he turned and knelt down, ready to wave the rest through. To his surprise only Tshanga had followed and he knelt down behind Indy.


Indy panted and waved in the direction of the cellar. 


‘Where are they?’


‘They say they will not come this way. They say their home is the other way.’


‘What? But-’


Indy’s protest was cut short as he saw the man from the window crossing the courtyard towards the cellar, a rifle ready in his hands. 


‘Uh-oh, here we go.’  


The man went into the cellar and disappeared down the stairs.


Moments passed and nothing happened, no sound was heard. Indy looked at Tshanga and the big man shrugged, perplexed.


A blood curdling wail made echoed up from the cellar and the man came running out, gun still in hand, with the twenty slaves in hot pursuit. The slaves shouted angrily as they chased their tormentor across the courtyard and into the house.’


Indy shook his head and looked at Tshanga.


‘How many guards are there here?’


‘Maybe five, ten. Maybe some are not here now.’


‘We’ve got to get out of here while we still can.’

An old truck was parked in the courtyard. Indy ran over, jumped onto the running board and looked inside. No keys. Before he jumped down he spotted a familiar brim poking out from under a blanket and lifted it to find his hat, whip and the rest of his belongings. Then he turned to go back to the stable but was met by Tshanga who was leading a group of horses out.


‘These horses will bring me many cattle in the market.’


‘Good idea, let’s go.’ 


As they rode out of the courtyard they saw some of the slaves running through the upper floor of the house, shouting and throwing furniture out of the windows.


They followed the road but kept en eye on the road from the house in case the slavers managed to get the upper hand and gave chase in the truck. About half an hour later they reached an old bridge and they paused to look back before they crossed. In the distance they could see clouds of dust on the road behind them and they quickly searched for a place to hide the horses.



They found a secluded spot behind a clump of coconut trees for the horses and then they returned to sit down in the tall grass, near enough to the road to see what followed them. The dust cloud slowly grew in size until they could hear the noise of the trucks engine, and then eventually they could make out the truck.


What was strange, though, was that the truck was weaving and swerving erratically down the road at high speed. The truck continued to weave its way towards them, until they realized what was happening. They could see the cabin was packed with four slaves and at least two of them were steering. The rest of the slaves were crowded into the back of the truck and most of them were shouting and gesturing at the four in the cabin. Some were hanging dangerously off the side and shouting into the cabin.


The truck roared past at high speed and Indy winced as they bounced over the bridge, one rear wheel skipping off the side for an instant before it hit the bank on the other side and they continued on their way. Indy and Tshanga gathered the horses and made their way carefully over the old rotting bridge. The dust cloud from the slave’s truck was now almost a speck on the horizon, but a new cloud had appeared in the direction of the house, and Indy knew this was the slavers with another vehicle, in hot pursuit of the escapees. 


‘Those guys are all over the show. We’ve gotta help them or they’ll be caught again, or shot.’


Tshanga nodded. ‘They drive like they have been eating old marula.’ Berries that dropped from the marula tree became alcoholic once they began to ferment. ‘If we can make them follow us, Indy, they will leave the others.’


It was now noon and the sun beat down relentlessly on the dusty road. Indy wiped his forehead and pushed his hat back on his head. He stood quietly for a few moments, staring at the oncoming cloud.


‘Maybe there’s a better way.’







#


The slavers car roared towards them at breakneck speed. Five unshaven men sat inside glaring out, each holding a rifle.  At this pace they would catch the slaves in a matter of minutes. Indy and Tshanga hid atop a nearby hill, watching the car accelerate towards the old bridge at top speed. As it roared onto the wooden planks the bridge collapsed with a loud splintering crack and the car dived forward into the gully and crunched into the rocky bottom. 
The planks Indy and Tshanga had ripped out lay in the tall grass near the road. They had covered the gaps with large palm leaves and the slavers had not noticed the difference in their eagerness to capture their quarry. Indy and Tshanga moved carefully over to look down into the gully. The car was lying on its side and one man, blood streaming from his head, was trying to climb out of a window. Fuel poured from the car into the dry riverbed. Indy began to climb down to help him when Tshanga pulled him back. 


The injured man had seen Indy and was lining up a shot with his rifle. The man began to laugh and Indy recognized his bloody face as Nuno’s. The hammer on the rifle fell, but before the round had left the barrel the car exploded. A huge fireball engulfed the vehicle. The shot from the dead man’s rifle hit Indy’s arm as he and Tshanga were thrown back by the force of the explosion. The car and its contents were now burning fiercely. Indy held his arm and looked down ay Nuno’s charred remains. 


‘Well, Nuno, you’ve sold your last slave, amigo.’







#

Two days later Indy and Tshanga sat with an old man around a small fire in a remote village. Indy’s upper arm was bandaged where the doctor had removed the bullet and treated his wound. The old man listened carefully to Tshanga. Then he stared at Indy for a long time, so long that Indy thought perhaps he had fallen asleep. 
Just as he was about to get up and leave, the old man reached over to the corner of his grass hut and dragged a wooden walking stick into view. He began to draw figures in the sand, stopping every now and then to scratch out what he had drawn and start again. 


After a good ten minutes he finally settled on what was depicted in the sand and looked up again at Indy, searching for understanding. Indy looked at the picture, standing up and looking at it from the old man’s viewpoint, then sitting down again. It looked like the cartouche for the Egyptian god Horus, and the symbol depicting a valley. Indy struggled to fit it in with what he was searching for.



The last letter the missionary wrote to his friend had said that his unpopularity with the wealthy colonials was bringing him unwanted attention and he had buried his most treasured possessions. He said the only other man who knew of this was his faithful servant, a man of advanced years even then. Indy knew that man must be dead, but hoped he had passed on the information, and with Tshanga’s help had been directed to the old man he sat with.


‘They’re Egyptian symbols, but they mean nothing to me. Can you ask him where he learnt those?’


Tshanga asked the question and they spoke for a few minutes, the old man pointing at the ground and at Indy every few minutes. Eventually Tshanga turned to Indy.


‘He says that he remembers the man of the church, who came here with his cross and his books. His grandfather worked for this man and one day the other white men came and took him out of his church and burned him until he was dead.’


Indy looked at the old man and nodded gravely.


‘He says that the man of the church gave his grandfather much gold - it is a very famous story around here because his grandfather bought enough cattle for the whole family. So they always remember. But before he was taken he said to his grandfather that he knew he might die one day, and he had hidden something, a book. A very old book. It is buried in the hills to the east. He said one day, a man would come and ask about this book and then he must show that man the pictures you see in the sand. Before his grandfather died he told him the story and taught him the drawings.’


Indy looked at the drawings again and then looked at the old man. The old man laughed hoarsely and pointed and Indy. Tshanga explained, smiling.

‘He says the man of the church did not say you would take so long to come.’







#


Indy and Tshanga stood atop a rocky outcropping, staring down at another valley.


“I hoped I would realize what the picture meant when we saw the valley, but it just doesn’t make sense. The valley is obvious, but what does the Horus picture mean? Well, I suppose the old man was wrong about the location. Let’s leave this area and try further south.’


Indy turned and walked back to his horse.


‘So we go that way now to get back?’


Tshanga shook his head and pointed in the opposite direction. They mounted their horses and began the slow descent down the rocky valley.


‘How do you know where you are?’


Tshanga shrugged. ‘I have grown up here. I would get lost if I walked where you were a boy.’


‘Yeah, but where we live we have street names. How can you tell where you are?’


‘We have signs. That rock over there that looks like the head of a baboon, I know it. When I see it I know where to go. There are things like that all over. A tree that has been split by the gods, or a rock that is like a half blind elephant. These things are all over.’


They rode in silence for a while. Indy stopped his horse suddenly and turned around, his eyes wide.


‘Did you say half-blind elephant?’


Tshanga nodded, frowning in confusion.


‘Tshanga, tell me this. Why is the elephant only half blind?’  







#


They stood beneath the huge rock. From most angles it was just another rock, large but nondescript. But if you looked at it from the east, it bore a remarkable resemblance to an elephant. The trunk was raised and a huge piece looked like a flapping ear. There was even a ridge that looked like a tusk. All except for one detail: it only had one eye. The area where the other eye should have been was clean, devoid of the marking that seemed correct. The half-blind elephant.


Indy scrambled up to the rock and began looking around. As he searched he explained to Tshanga.


‘I remembered when you told me about this rock that Horus lost one eye when he battled Osiris. So Horus could mean this rock. And we are in a valley, so that fits too.’ After a few minutes of searching Indy sat down, despondent.


‘It all fits so well, but he couldn’t have buried anything close by - it’s all rocky. And I can’t see any small crevasses he could have hidden it in.’


He looked up at the huge head. 


‘Wait. There is one place I haven’t looked. Give me a lift up here.’


Indy, standing on Tshanga’s shoulders, reached into a small gap in the elephant’s trunk. He let out a yell as he felt something move. He fell back and they both collapsed in a heap. A snake dropped from the rock in front of them and Tshanga grabbed it quickly and held it up. 


‘Don’t worry, Indy. This snake will not bite.’ Tshanga held the slender pink and black snake out towards Indy. Indy stumbled back, his hands held up in front of him. He was breathing heavily.


‘But you must close your eyes if you see him, because he spit in your eyes, make you blind. We call him m’fezi.’


‘Just get rid of it.’ he said to Tshanga, panting.

Tshanga shrugged and threw the snake far away into the long yellow grass. 

Indy tried a second time, much more carefully. He pulled out a small wooden box. They sat down and carefully opened the old box. It had been partially protected but had still taken a beating by the elements over the years. Inside was another box, a brass box that had been sealed with wax.


Indy used a pocket knife to slice the wax and then gingerly opened the lid. Inside was a small book. He carefully looked through it, searching for any reference of the papyrus or the tomb. Finding nothing, he skipped to the last entry.


He read it aloud.


‘April 26, 1873. As I write this, I am aware that my days may be numbered. I must protect my most prized possession. I was planning to bury it but I fear it may be lost forever to the world if I left it here, unprotected. So I have changed my mind. I have sent it out in the mail, on a ship, via Cape Town to Southampton. There it will be delivered to my niece, who lives in Winchester. She has instructions to put it into her father’s tomb, my brother. When I return it will be waiting for me. If I do not return, one day it will be found intact and the final resting place of the king will be discovered.’

 
Indy looked at Tshanga and sighed. 


‘Well, I suppose I’m going to England.’


Tshanga looked at him and frowned.


‘This is your life? A searcher? Always?’


‘Always.’


Tshanga was quiet for a moment, considering Indy’s answer. 


‘Why, Indy?’


Indy looked at his friend with a wry smile.


‘Fortune and glory, amigo’


They packed the boxes on their horses and started the long journey back to the sea.  The sun was beginning to set over the hills and a lone eagle soared across the pink sky, searching for prey.


‘Fortune and glory.’
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