Maliyer Hole

By Jake E.

What brings me, to this place, a place of pain and fear, clutching to a torturous savior, above a fearsome force of death and nature? It was what I didn’t see that brought me here. Because I didn’t see the hole. I didn’t see slippery sides and ungraspable surface of the Maliyer Hole. And I hoped I didn’t see the grotesque and unflinching tendrils of the flesh-feasting Carvetta Plant. But I did see the root. Yes, I saw the twisted, thorny, intruding root of some miserable plant sticking its way into the Maliyer Hole. My, Maliyer Hole. And now, a perfect picture out of every child’s worst nightmares, I hung here, clutching that spiky root, praying the Carvetta Plant couldn’t reach me. But it could.
The pain from the intense fear in my head was matched only by the pain in my hands, still gripping the thorny root. The small, lethal points covering the root were long and sharp enough to dig into my hands and wrists, drawing much blood, but not enough to stop me from holding it. I was going to hold onto this root for as long as I could. I never thought it would end like this. In fact, I never really thought it would end at all. I thought about all the things I had done, and everything I started that would never be finished. 
Leaving my village had seemed like a good idea. Six years ago when I left it seemed like a way to finally get away from the cumbersome beliefs and traditions that held me back my entire life. When I was alone, I could hunt with my only companion--my dog, Beast--and I would profit from the fruits of my labors. If we caught nothing, Beast and I would go hungry. If I caught a flightless, meaty Tautorak, we would taste the raw meat and the delicious juices would run down our chins.
I looked earnestly up at the distant surface. Heavy rain was beating down onto the forest, filtered by the towering treetops which let only sprinkles shower me through the hole and make the sides of the Maliyer Hole even more slippery. The mud rushed down the sides all around me, driving incessantly toward the dark bottom beneath. I was strong, but I had lost the feeling in my arms, and the pain in my hands felt like hot coals. I could let go…

My mind drifted back to the days of my isolation. After two years of living on my own, I grew lonely and the effects of my solitude broke my spirit. I began to regret leaving my village. I missed my family and my friends, but mostly I missed other people. I couldn’t just return now to my village, I had traveled too far away. There was a chance I could stumble onto another village, and maybe one day they could find my old one, but the thought that I would never see anyone I had known again, or even see anyone again, made my life unbearable. It felt like my efforts for survival didn’t matter. I could live or die, but no one would know. If I never ate again and starved out here in the wild, my death would be insignificant to all, like the wind whispering in the trees. Only Beast would know. And now even he didn’t know.
Movement below jump started my mind. After hanging here for an unknown amount of time, the Carvetta Plant would know my presence, and possibly make efforts to hasten my fall. Not all Maliyer Hole’s contained Carvetta Plants, but apparently mine did. Not much was known about them, but our village had experienced their ability to reach high into the heights of their hole. Once one of our men had fallen part way into the hole, but we were unable to pull him out. We had to make a long trek back to the village to get help, and by the time we all returned to the spot he was deeper into the hole, below the surface. We used ropes to try and pull him out, but he told us while we were gone, something had slithered up the hole, and he could feel it now around his legs, pulling him down. Nothing we did could get him out. When he was far enough into the Maliyer Hole he could no longer grasp the surface around the edge, and he slid down the slippery hole into the darkness, screaming all the way. We could see the marks where his fingers dug into the mud, trying to remain above ground. If the fall didn’t kill him, the Carvetta Plant ripped him apart.

It wasn’t hard to correlate my memory as a child to my present situation. I was much deeper than the very surface. The Carvetta Plant could reach up and pull me away from my root much quicker than it did the man from my village. I had lost many friends as a child to these holes as well. Parents told us all to keep away from holes and not go running in the forests. For as long as we could remember we were plagued by the deep dark Maliyer Holes that grew naturally in the ground.

The movement in the darkness was identifiable now. They were vines…thick and twisted, slowly creeping from the depths of the hole, pushing against the side of the Maliyer Hole to support their movement. Like giant worms. I was going to hang here until my arms gave way, or the Carvetta Plant would pull me down.

I wondered about my sword I left at home. When the loneliness crept in, I had to find something for my mind to digest. I began building a ceremonial sword. I stumbled upon a cove one day, and if you climbed in at the right time, the sunlight would hit the surface and reflect around the entire cave. Little pieces in the ground would shine when this happened, but otherwise you couldn’t see them. When I made my way back to my small ditch I covered with wood, I retrieved one of the only objects I still had from my family. It was a small ruby--a family heirloom, and precious in our tribe. My father gave it to me before I left. I could see the haunted look of abandonment in his eyes—but he wanted me to remember my tribe. 

I began carving and welding a long sword in my dwelling. I encrusted pieces from the cove into the blade, so the sword would shine when you walked in the sunlight. I was going to embed the ruby into the base of the handle. I never had for some reason. I was going to finish it, but now it lay next to the sword on the dirt floor, unattached and alone. It would never be finished now.
“Maybe someone will find it” I thought. Perhaps another traveler will wander upon my ditch and find the sword and the ruby, and finish the job for me. Maybe they’ll carry the sword into the day, and be shocked at its magnificent glow. But I would never see it finished—not now.

I could feel my arms giving way and I looked one last time at the distant surface of my hole. The mud walls seemed to close in on me, and it felt harder to breathe. Open air and daylight seemed like a distant race now. Beast was probably searching around the hole now, trying to locate me after I disappeared at the climax of the hunt. Either Beast would adapt to hunting on his own or he would die. Maybe a larger animal would hunt him instead. But I wouldn’t see what became of Beast either.
I unsheathed my hunting knife from my belt, and finally let go of the root with my remaining hand, and was rewarded with a sucking noise as the thorns were released my skin. I freefell down the hole, with the sides of mud rushing past me. I brought the knife to my chest, and I closed my eyes. I hit the bottom, slamming into a liquid pool. The impact brought my knife into my chest, and I bobbed there in the digestive juices of the Carvetta Plant as little snake-like arms began to wrap around my chest. Blood saturated the water around me as it drained from my chest. I felt sick and dizzy and extreme pain for a few moments, then the pain grew until I lost consciousness and breathed my last.
