“The Path to the Upperworld”


Four wise old sages formed a square beneath the thatched roof

 of a modest village shrine.  Each night, six people would enter the 

sacred space to be regaled by tales of the supernatural.  The six sat 

in a humble circle, facing outward towards the mud-caked walls and 

the holy sages.  One by one, the sages would pronounce a sentence in 

their traditional rhythmic tone.  As the story continued, a sentence 

at a time, it became impossible to differentiate between the speakers.


“Tonight,” the first sage began while placing eight logs in 

the center pit of the shrine, “we will bequeath to you the story of 

transition.”  The second sage arranged the logs to spiral into the 

indentation in the floor of packed dirt, “With this knowledge, you 

will be able to pass into the afterlife.”  The third sage lit the

fire with flint and tinder, explaining that after traveling the 

tunnel of death one would come to a crossroads.  At this point, one’s 

deeds would be weighed, the fourth sage informed them as he stoked 

the growing flames.


The narration continued in a low rumble like a pleasant 

thunder stilling worried hearts.  If a person followed the village’s 

moral code and fit the description of a ‘righteous’ person, then the 

path to the light and eternal joy of the heavens would open and he 

would ascend.  However, if a person had been cruel and dishonest 

without any redeeming qualities, then he would be wrapped in darkness 

that would steal him away to nether realms of torture and pain.


The sages, without a word to each other, had chosen the tale 

because recently a man from the village had been killed on a hunting 

expedition.  He had been a great favorite in the village because of 

his soft words as well as his skill with a poison-tipped silver 

spear.  There were no curious events surrounding his death, it was 

merely an unlucky accident.  But, because of this, it made the 

villagers skittish, as they wondered who might be killed next on a 

typical hunt.

~ * ~ * ~


Rosu silently stalked his prey from behind a green 

outcropping.  He wished that it was larger, this one would probably 

only feed the village for a day.  His companions had placed 

themselves to surround the potential meal.  Turning dull eyes toward 

the sky for a moment, the deer scented the air.  After finding 

nothing unusual, it leaned down to chew more various green things 

that lined the ground.


Rosu took this moment to nod.  He was the leader of the party 

and the others had their eyes glued to him.  In a split second, they 

had moved and the deer was cornered at the point of Rosu’s spear.  It 

reared in sudden fright and plunged forward unexpectedly.  Rosu’s 

eyes widened in surprise and he quickly propelled his spear forward.  

There was no time to adjust his position and he refused to let this 

one go.  But, the moment his weapon pierced the body of the deer, 

it’s one horn punctured his own body.


Dark red heat pulsed through his body, pounding into his 

brain then pouring his soul outward.  Nothingness engulfed him, not 

the darkness he had expected, but a strange colorless blanket that 

pulled Rosu inexorably into an eternal tunnel.  Existence swirled 

around him, dissipating into an impossible whirling vortex of 

nameless, senseless nothing.


Abruptly, the shift came to a jarring halt and he was 

presented with three options.  If he were not so daring, he would 

have stayed in the weird, but not uncomfortable portal.  However, he 

was a hunter at heart and he knew that if one hide in the bushes too 

long, eventually the prey would run off, if only to find more food.  

He moved forward, though how he wasn't sure, as he not longer had a

body, though in his mind he imagined that he took careful steps 

forward.


"Strange.." he thought with the entirety of his being. He 

reached out to them in confusion, trying to understand the 

environment in which he found himself.  He knew without a doubt that 

he was dead and nearing the afterlife.  Yet…this was nothing of what 

the Sages preached.  In what he believed was above him, there was 

muddled darkness mottled unevenly with filmy clouds that seemed made

of acid.  Below, however, there was light and a soft, maybe even 

damp, mist swirling from the lower levels.


Circling the white light, spiked currents thrashed in a 

protective barrier.  Rosu watched the tides warily, unsure of what to 

do.  The Sages had said that a path would open before those of truly 

pure hearts—as well as for those with evil thoughts.  But here, no 

path had opened.  He had followed their teachings to the letter and 

here he was at the entrance to the afterlife.  What had he done to 

prevent any path whatsoever from appearing?


He edged cautiously toward the wild, chaotic sky, wincing 

back as a violent bolt shot across it.  This plane’s version of 

lightening?  He wasn’t completely sure, but he knew he did not want 

to meet up with the source.  He moved forward again, repressing the 

sliver of cold fear that was sinuously making it’s way through his 

heart.  But, the moment he moved, his consciousness froze with a fear 

that now grasped his heart in a slowly clenching fist.


It was too dark, no matter what trials lay ahead on the road 

to the Upperworld…  He did not believe they could lie in that 

direction, it was cloaked like the night and filled with a 

nightmarish maelstrom that blocked his path, promising

 torments for all evil souls.  He stood down, turned back, and with 

relief moved toward the light.


The mist offered a soothing embrace and he smiled with his 

spirit.  This must be the Upperworld that was spoken of so fondly.  

He let it pull him forward, giving in to the sweetness it vowed for 

him.  But, as it sucked him down into the waterfall that must surely 

lead to the Upperworld, he missed the sliver of rainbow that 

brightened a clear, warm and softly radiant path from the storm.


“Wait…no!  What is this?!” Rosu exclaimed in horror as the 

pure white light brightened until it began to burn his senses to 

shocked blindness.  This was supposed to the easy way to the easy 

life, but no…  It had changed, deceived him.  There were no trials of 

heart to pass here, no balancing of his deeds; he did not even have a 

choice here.  He had been captured by the Underworld.

