The Train to Hell
By Ashlynne Goble

The receptionist stammered. “You wish to go where?”

“I don’t think I need to repeat myself.”

She adjusted her thick glasses and rummaged through the paperwork on her desk, flipping
through the pages before clacking a few frantic keys on her keyboard.

“Truly, you cannot be serious?”

“I’m very serious.”

Sweat was beginning to bead on her forehead, her glasses already slipping down her nose despite
having fixed them just seconds before. | watched the whole anxious spectacle without much emotion.
After all, why should I care what happens now? I’m dead, aren’t 1?

She stood up from her chair to look through the drawers of her desk. “This has never happened
before. We didn’t think anyone would be stupid enough to actually want such a thing!”

“Well, there’s a first time for everything, huh?” 1 said, shoving my hands into my pockets. “Ain’t
it nice that you can still be surprised after...hey, how many years have you been here?”

“Three millenniums,” she answered, much to my surprise. “Imagine that, three whole
millenniums, and not once has anyone asked what you just asked!”

“Damn. Glad to have made a difference.”

The receptionist didn’t bother replying. Instead, she picked up the telephone and tapped her foot
against the floor, waiting for someone to pick up.

“Gabriel? Yeah, we have a situation,” she cried, pressed her hand against her forehead, then took
a quick, weary glance at me. “Someone actually chose the other option. Yes, [ know that’s never
happened before, now who am I supposed to send him to?”

If I knew that everyone would make a big deal about this, I would’ve just picked to stay here, but
even I have to admit, what started off as a small joke was really beginning to pique my interest. When I
first arrived here, they gave me an opportunity to pick where I wanted to go. I could be reincarnated, or
take the train to heaven.

“Or you could choose to go to hell,” the receptionist had said quickly, not even glancing up at me,
as if she was just saying that out of pure obligation. Since the dawn of mankind, everyone had picked the
easy reincarnation or heaven route, obviously.

But not me. [ wanted to go to hell.

My little prank actually disrupted the entire population of heaven. Word was already beginning to
spread between cherubs about the human who wanted to go to the underworld, and souls were staring at
me with wide eyes as I was taken to the head of the Department of The Afterlife’s office. To tell you the
truth, I felt like a celebrity, and all this newfound attention only fueled my ambition.

The seraphim was a short and stubby man with six white wings behind his back. When he saw
me, he immediately stood up from his desk, though it didn’t make much of a difference in his height. I
grimaced as I reluctantly shook his sweaty hand and sat down in the office chair, swiveling back and forth
as he rummaged through the paperwork.

“Surely, you understand that with a request as peculiar as yours, it’s basic procedure to ask a few
questions,” he said, then much quieter. “And maybe a quick psychological evaluation.”

“What was that last part?”



“Oh-kay, first question! While you were alive, did you sell your soul to Mr. Lucifer in exchange
for fame, wealth, love, or other human desires that you couldn’t fulfill without mythical intervention?”

“No.”

He scribbled something down on the paper. “Were you a devout worshiper of Mr. Lucifer?”

“No.”

“No, again,” he mumbled. “Did you sustain a severe head injury that may have altered your
prefrontal cortex, thus resulting in a lack of good, thought-out decisions?”

“No! Can we stop with the questions? Just give me the goddamn ticket.”

The seraphim swallowed hard and dropped his pen. With a shaky sigh, he reached into his desk
and pulled out a blue train ticket, blowing away some of the dust that had accumulated over the past
several millenniums. I reached over to take it from his hand, but he yanked it away.

“If you do decide to do this, I cannot guarantee your safety.”

I scoffed. “I’m already dead, what is there to endanger?”

“Very well. Just sign this waiver, please,” he slid a piece of paper over towards me and tapped the
blank line at the very bottom. “It simply states that we are not responsible for any pain or torture you may
experience in the underworld, and that under no circumstance can you change your mind.”

When I signed my initials, the waiver burst into a cloud of golden stars as he finally handed me
the ticket, shaking his head disapprovingly the moment I walked out the office. The archangel that took
me there had this sad look in his five eyes and guided me towards the train.

Even the conductor couldn’t believe what he was staring at when he got my ticket. I thought this
was getting ridiculous, but thankfully he didn’t make a big fuss about having to take the train all the way
down to hell. All he did was stroke his white mustache in curiosity before handing me the ticket back,
telling me to go take my seat and to get comfortable, it would be a while.

I did, however, notice that his hands were shaking ever so slightly.

The train was packed with souls, but the moment they saw me step in, the human who was
willingly choosing to step into the devil’s domain, they all went quiet and glared at me nervously. I have
to admit, / was even beginning to get a little worried. Well, it’s too late to turn back now, I thought, might
as well enjoy the ride.

If time did exist in the afterlife, I had to have been in that train for at least an entire day. Souls got
off eagerly, taking a few pitied glances at me before stepping off into the white clouds, others got on and
kept their distance. By the time the train was empty, [ was so damn bored, I was beginning to look
forward to whatever torture Lucifer was cooking up.

One of the train attendants passed by, and I managed to tap on her shoulder before she could
escape my section of the train.

“Hey, y’think you can tell me about this Lucifer guy?”

She gave me an awkward smile. “Forgive me, sir, but there isn’t much to say.”

“What do you mean?”

“Well, um, as you know, we never had to take the journey to hell before. So, um, we actually have
no idea what he’s like.”

I blinked. “You have no idea what the king of the underworld is like?”

“Absolutely not a clue, sir. In fact, I don’t think anyone in the Department of The Afterlife has
spoken to him since the whole falling incident. Except the boss, he calls to wish him a happy birthday.”



I stood there dumbfounded. She gave me another scared smile and practically jumped through the
door, and even then, I didn’t move. Great, now the only thing I had to go off of were the few verses I read
back in Sunday school.

As the air in the train started to get warmer and warmer, and the windows became black with
thick smoke, I knew we were approaching our last destination. The attendants were nowhere to be found,
and I hadn’t seen the conductor since I gave him my ticket.

By the time I stepped off the train, it had already hurried down the rusted tracks back to the
clouds. Not that I could really blame them, the entirety of the realm was covered in black smoke, lakes of
sulfur hissing and spitting out streams of fire.

I took a look around and found that there was a stone pathway leading into the darkness, and
without much of a choice, I followed the pathway through the flaming rivers and piles of bones.
Definitely something out of a biblical nightmare.

Then, I heard a booming voice echo through the eternal night.

“Who dares enter my domain!”

“Uh, me?”

Silence. “Who?”

“Me!” I yelled back. “The train brought me here!”

“The train? But that would mean...”

I heard the sound of heavy footsteps trudging along the stone surface, before a huge shadow
appeared on the quartz wall. He seemed to fill all the qualifications of an underworld leader. Ram horns, a
deep and menacing voice, seemingly tall stature, but there was only one small thing.

A really small thing. When he turned the corner, the guy was barely even reaching my height. I
mean, he looked like something out of Narnia instead of the all-powerful devil.

“You mean, you actually chose to come here?”

“Yup. Stunned the whole department.”

Lucifer took a step back, almost amazed by what was happening. “This is great! I haven’t had
anybody come down here in years!”

“Yeah. So what’s with the height?”

He looked down. “What do you mean?”

“I mean, I thought you’d be a bit taller, y’know? And what was with the voice in the beginning?”’

“Ah. Sorry, I’ve been experimenting with the whole metal genre,” he chuckled awkwardly. “If
you really want to know the truth, all of this is just for show. I went through a really edgy phase when dad
kicked me out. Honestly, I’ve been meaning to redecorate!”

“Uh-huh.”

Lucifer smiled brightly and grabbed hold of my hand, pulling me into the now not-so-scary
darkness like a child wanting to show oft his new toys.

“Come on! Tell me all about yourself!”

Well, if this is eternity, I guess it won’t be so bad.



