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“I have nothing further to teach you," the old man had said.
There had been no disdain, no judgment, no emotion whatsoever.
It had been a simple staternent of fact. The Grand Master no longer
had any use for a student, at least not if that student was Morito
Tokei. With those six words, Master Kuro vanished as quickly as he
had come.

“Do not let this consume you, Tokei,” Morito said, frowning at his
brother across the low table.

“You cannot understand, brothey," Tokei replied with a sigh. “You
do not know what it is like to call upon the kami. The Grand Master
showed me how to summon wind, rain, and flame, to hear the eter-
nal voice of the earth. I thought that I was making great progress, as
if I were on the edge of a great breakthrough. .. instead I am aban-
doned, as if I am not even worth the great Kuro’s time."

Morito shrugged. “Perhaps you are not," he veplied, lifting a chunk
of fish with his chopsticks and popping it into his mouth.

Tokei looked at his brother curiously.

“That seems a rather insulting thing to say,” Toku said, peering at
the unshaven mercenary with a hurt expression. Toku had been the
only member of Toturi’s command staff to remain in the village with
Tokei after the Black Lion had departed.

Morito chewed thoughtfully for a moment before explaining,
“Tokei and I have wandered the Empire for years now. Because we are
ronin, everyone has told us we're worthless, from the lowest peasant fo
the great daimyo of the Unicorn.”

“Except for Kuro," Tokei corrected.

“And Toturi)" Toku added.

“And that's exactly my point," Morito said, pointing at Toku with
his chopsticks — an impolite gesture, but Morito had never been
much for etiquette. “Look at Toturi, There is no question that he is an
important man. Everyone knows he is important, and look where
that has gotten him. Dishonored. Reviled. Half the Empire wants
him dead. The other half probably wants him tortured first. In the
long run, he has it even worse than we do. Better, I think, to go unno-
ticed than make a spectacle of yourself and end up like the Black Lion.
Perhaps Kuro was doing you a favor, turning his back on you like
that. The student of Naka Kuro, that's the sort of person who attracts
attention, but another vonin shugenja sitting in a sake house in
Nanashi Mura? Nobody cares.”

“I don't understand,” Tokei said. “Are you saying that it is better to
hide like a coward than to risk failure?”

“What sort of life is that?” Toku sneeved, disgusted. “Without honor,
one may as well be dead.”

“I'm saying that there’s no point in being honorable,” Morito said.
“I'm saying that there’s no sense in sticking your neck out without a
good reason”

“Toturi has a great purpose!” Toku said.

“That he does,” Morito agreed. “As much as the Empive may hate
him right now, you have to respect hin. But you, brother™ He turned
to Tokei. “You had no purpose studying under the Grand Master other
than to scrounge up all the power you could, as quickly as you could.
That's not noble. That’s the sort of thing that gets you into trouble.”

“I was not ‘scrounging.’ I intended to put the Grand Master’s stud-
ies to good use
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“Such as?" Morito sipped from his sake.

Tokei stalled, his mouth open but no words coming out. “I'm sure
I would have found a purpose in time," he said finally.

“Of course,” Morito said with a laugh. “That’s always been your
trouble, little brother. Always eager to throw yourself into the breach,
never smart enough to stop and think about what's on the other side”

“Like when I left the Unicorn to follow you as a ronin?" Tokei said.

“Exactly. I never asked you to follow me.” Morito shook his head
slightly. “Well, I'm done eating)” he said, rising from his seat. “Good
knowing you, Toku. Are you ready to go, Tokei?"

‘I'm not leaving,” Tokei said, looking down at the table.

Morito gave a sharp chuckle. “You can't be serious. Yogo Junzo
knows that Nanashi Mura is allied with the Black Lion. Rumor has
it his oni are marching here even now. Toturi has his hands full in the
south; we need to leave before the snows set in. The Horde will wipe
this place off the map of the Empire.”

“Toturi asked me to stay here)” Tokei said.

'Only because he wanted you out of the way,’ Morito said.

“Nonetheless," Tokei said. “This is my duty.”

Morito looked around. “To die for a village of ronin? Nobody here
really cares about Toturi’s cause, or they'd be with his army right
now."

‘I care,” Toku said, frowning.

‘And if there were a hundred of you in Nanashi Mura, Toku,
things would be different,” Morito said. “But they're not. If you're look-
ing for something to fight for, Tokei, I don't think you'll find it here”

“I have to begin somewhere,” Tokei said, meeting his brother's gaze.
“Twill stay and fight, Toku."

The young ronin nodded quickly.

Morito sighed. For a moment, it looked as if he were about to argue.
He scratched at his unshaven cheek and gave another sharp chuckle.
“All right, then," Morito said. “I'll tell you what, brother. If you sur-
vive, and you find what you're looking for, you come let me know.
Hm?" Though his words were light, Morito’s voice was thick. The
gruff ronin knew that he would never see his brother again.

‘T will)" Tokei said. “Will you do me a favor as well?”

“Name if," Morilo asked.

“When you win back your honor and become a true samurai again
— for I know that you will — name your castle after me,” Tokei said.

“Ha,” Morito replied. “Of course. I will name it the Castle of the
Ox, for you are surely as stubborn as one.”

“Fair enough,” Tokei said.

With a final grin, Morito bowed to his younger brother and exited
the sake house.

“You made the right decision, Tokei," Toku said, “We may die, but
we will die with honor”

As Tokei listened to Morito's horse galloping away, he wondered if
Toku was right.

THREE MONTHS LATER...

“Foolish samurai!” the oni roared. “You should have run when you
had the chance.”

This, Tokei reflected as he unleashed a blast of jade in the oni’s face,
had definitely been a poor decision.

The village was surrounded. The Shadowlands Horde had broken
through Nanashi’s feeble defenses on every side. The armies of the
walking dead marched beside squat bakemono and terrible oni that
defied all description. Only a handful of defenders remained to stand
against the onslaught, and they were quickly losing ground to the
Horde. Toku and a few others had ridden out m search of reinforce-
ments, but there had been no sign that they had even escaped.

Again and again Tokei shouted to the kami, summoning forth the
power of jade in the manner that Naka Kuro had taught him. Beams
of green energy lanced into the Horde's ranks, striking down three



creatures at a time. It was not enough. The Horde seemed endless, and
they were intent upon making an example of this tiny village that
had allied itself with the Black Lion.

“What do we do, Tokei-sama?" shouted a desperate voice af his side.
It was Tsuo, the young peasant who now led the Eyes of Nanashi. The
young man’s face was pale with fear. Tokei wondered how much of
that fear was reflected in his own eyes.

“Keep fighting!” Tokei shouted. He had hoped to say something
more inspiring, but it was all he could manage under the civeum-
stances,

It seemed to have the desived effect. The samurai redoubled their
efforts, holding the line against the enemy. Then Tokei heard it; it was
not his encouragement that had inspired the troops — it was the
loud, clear note of a Unicorn hunting horn. Reinforcements? There
may be hope yet.

“I think not, little samurai," shouted a voice from the ranks of the
Shadowlands Horde. A massive creature stepped forward from the
army, as tall at the waist as the largest ogre. The beast held a great no-
dachi in each hand. Its skin was covered in sharp, glistening scales
and two great horns curled from the crest of its head. Around its neck
it wore a necklace of shattered helms, taken from Crab samurai. The
Shadowlands forces withdrew at his approach. Even the mindless
undead seemed to sense this creature’s power. “Lovd Junzo demanded
that an example be made of Nanashi. You will all die today.”

Even from here, Tokei could sense the creature’s power. The com-
bined forces of Nanashi stood no chance. Unless the entire Unicorn
army rvode to their rescue, even the reinforcements would likely perish
when they arrived.

It was then that Naka Kuro's final lesson took shape in
Tokei’s mind. The young shugenja realized what he must do.

“No!" he shouted, stepping forward from the ranks of the village'’s
defenders. The power of the five kami swirled in brilliant aura around
his body, as if angered by the corruption of the oni.

The oni laughed af Tokei. “Ah," it said. “Run, little shugenja. Turn
around and scamper into the forest while you can. Perhaps you can
live to tell others what we have done to your village. I will give you
this chance, for your bravery.”

Tokei merely scowled, and said three words,

“Not this day."

Raw energy flared from the former student of the Grand Master,

~and the world itself seemed to bend to Tokei’s will. A great sphere of
white energy widened from the shugenja’s position, consuming all
else in its path. The armies of the Horde screamed in pain and tervor
as they scuttled away. Trees were torn from the earth by their roots.
The skies above, clear only an instant before, now churned with
clouds as black as night. Lightning crackled from Tokei’s fingers, and
five burned in his eyes. The great oni did not try to turn or run as the
others did; it knew there could be no escape from what was fo come. It
seemed to bow in respect for a single instant before the wave struck
and its body crumbled into dust.

The Eyes of Nanashi turned to vetreat as well. The daring paused to
look back at the onslaught Tokei had unleashed. The wise just ran.
The earth trembled and seemed to scream as the shugenja released his
power, Tokei fell to his knees in the center of the storm, struggling
vainly to control the magic. He knew that there was only one way.

Tokei glanced up just as the veinforcements arrived at the edge of
the clearing, and for a single instant he could see his brother at Toku's
side, leading the charge to save Nanashi Mura. Morito shouted some-
thing, but Tokei could not hear.

Tokei could control the power he had summoned no longer. He sur-
renderved himself to the power of the spell. One instant he knelt amid
the great crater of destruction he had unleashed. The next instant, he
was merely gone, and all was at peace once more.

One week later, the ronin Morito arrived at the secluded home of the
Grand Master, carrying news of his former student’s sacrifice.

“Sacrifice?” Kuro replied. “What sacrifice? My student has merely
begun his greatest journey” With a nod of satisfaction, he closed the
door in Morito's face.
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“You intend to corrupt me?” Tokei asked, his voice hoarse and
ragged. He could no longer move his limbs for the painful protrusions
that erupted from his body at the ont’s command. “You intend to
make me into an undead abomination like Yort and Junzo?”

The Maw looked pointedly at Tokei. “No. I would not share
Tigoku's gifts with the wretched little bug that vobbed me of my free-
dom. You will vemain heve in the Realm of Evil, sane and untainted,
forever.” The oni buried the bone shaft in Tokei’s shoulder so deeply
that the shugenja coughed blood.

“There are many reasons that even an Oni Lord should fear
Jigoku, Morito Tokei," the Maw said. “T intend to show you every one”

One torment ran into another in Tokei's mind, an endless chain of
pam, He i'zad no |d€a hﬂu’ [On.g I‘IB I‘lﬂf[ bffﬂ in th[s ﬁnd!ﬁss rfﬂhﬂ Of
night, or if time even followed rules in such a place. His existence had
become a cycle of torture and humiliation at the Oni Lord’s hands,

A sudden light appeared at the edge of Tokei's vision. He did not
bother to turn and face it. Too often had he seen such visions, assumed
that he would be rescued, and had instead been greeted with another
torment at the Maw’s hands. Once, Naka Kuro had saved Tokei,
brought him back to Rokugan. For seven years he had lived a peace-
ful life, even married and fathered a son, all to
discover that the entire affair had
been an illusion created by the
Maw. The Oni Lovd had shat-
tered the illusion with mali-
cious glee, drinking in Tokei's
pain,

Since that day, Tokei
faced each new torture with
grim acceptance. The Maw
had become increasingly
frustrated, irritated by
Toket's inability to appreci-
ate the cunning new hor-
rors he had devised. As
Tokei floated through the
dark haze of damnation,
he took some solace in this
small victory.

“Tokei," a familiar
wice called to him. “You
must come with me. I
have distracted the Maw,
but if we are to leave this
realm you must hurry!”

“Go away,” Tokei said. “I've
learned your lesson. There is no hope."

“Toturi would be disgusted to hear you say that," the voice replied.

“Look at me, damn you.”

Tokei opened his eyes. The white-clad figure of Matsu Hiroru, the
ninja who had served Toturi, hovered before him. “Damn me?” Tokei
laughed. “I'm afraid someone beat you to it."

“Not yet," Hivoru said. “Not if we hurry”

“You must be quite a talented ninja, to sneak into the Realm of
Evil to rescue me."

“T was trained by the best."

“Go away, illusion,” Tokei snapped.

“Fine then,” Hiroru said, pulling his mask away and scowling at
Tokei. “Would the Maw know the face behind this mask?”

“Perhaps. This place seems to know everything I know..."

“Fine," the ninja spat. “Pretend I am an illusion created by the
Maw. Would you rather hover here in eternal pain, or spite the Maw
by taking comfort from the very illusion he created to torment you?"

Toket looked at the ninja warily. “How will we escape?” he asked.
“My magic does not work here

“Ninja do not need magic, Hiroru replied with a smile. “Follow

me, old friend.
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Hiroru paused. “And if you see Shizue,” he rasped after a moment,
“tell her. .. tell her that you saw me, and that I am well. Lie to her,
Tokei. For me.”

“I will," Tokei said, his voice thick.

Hiroru nodded a final time, and drifted away, his white figure
shining in the gray shadows of Ryoko Owari.

Tokei continued onward in the opposite direction.
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Tokei was no longer certain how long he had been in Yomi. The
days melted together seamlessly, and the idyllic surroundings dulled
the senses, making one less aware of the passage of time. Kuro had
insisted it was merely an effect of the realm on the Tokei’s still-living
soul and that it would fade in time. Tokei was less certain.

“Kuro-sama, there is something that I have wished to ask you."

“Of course, Tokei”

Tokei hesitated for a moment. “My allies from the Clan War, he
said finally. “Are they among the honorable departed here in Yomi?
Are they yet alive? Or are they. .. elsewhere in the
realms?”

Kuro laughed. “Always thinking of others!
You are a delight to such an old soul as mine,
Tokei. Of whom do you wish to know?”

“My brother, Morito, of course. And my /
friends Toku and Ginawa.”

“All three are yet alive, and still very much active
in the affairs of Ningen-do. You might be
somewhat surprised what those three
men have become in your absence. All of
them have met destiny in their own
fashion, and embraced it.”

Tokei smiled. “And what of Toturi?”

Kuro nodded sagely. “Toturi has
passed on. But he is not among us. He
has been granted passage into the
Celestial Heavens."

“Into Tengoku? I did not
think that mere samurai could
easily pass into Tengoku.”

“Samurai, no, Kuro said.
“Emperors, yes."

“Toturi... Emperor?” Tokei stared
into the distance, stunned. “How
long have I been away from the
Empire?”

Kuro said nothing. Tokei
did not pursue the matter.

He was not sure if he truly
wished to know. Instead, he
returned to another topic that he
and Kuro had been debating for
days. “Master," he objected for what felt like the
hundredth time, “I am not worthy to take your place.

I cannot be the Naka."

“You will)" said Kuro, his voice certain. “Your travels
through the realms are changing you in ways you do not yet
comprehend. But you soon will come to understand the power
that lies at your command. More importantly, you will understand
that the true use of power is not to use it at all. It is the wisdom that
power brings that is the true measure of a man. The first human
chosen to bear the title Naka understood this. I eventually came to
understand it as well.” He fixed Tokei with a stare, and smiled. “The
essence of the Naka is understanding. You will be the Naka.”

“I am not ready,” Tokei repeated. “I do not even know what it
means to be the Naka."

“Yes you do. You proved it that day the village of Nanashi. Your
travels through the realms are changing you in ways you do not yet
understand,” said Kuro. “But you soon will come to comprehend the
power that lies at your command. And more importantly, you will
understand that the true use of power is not to use it at all. It is the
wisdom that power brings that is the true measure of a man.”

Tokei could think of nothing to say, and so he said nothing. He
merely sat upon the cool cobblestones of the shrine in which he and
his master had conducted their studies, gazing out over the beautiful
landscape. He sat for several long moments, weighing the implica-
tions of Naka Kuro's words. “You have never spoken anything but the
truth, master,” he finally responded. “I trust your wisdom.” He smiled
warmly at his sensei, then briskly rubbed his hands together. “Now,
what more shall we learn today?”

“Nothing." There was no mirth in Kuro’s smile now, only sadness.

- “Your time with me is finished. You must move on now. When you
- ; fmaﬂy return to Ningen-do, your travels shall be com-
en D plete. As the Naka, you will be the most

enlightened, and perhaps the most pow-
erful, within Rokugan. It is a great
burden, but one that fulfills one’s soul
completely. You shall be the
guardian of the mortal realm.
You shall be Naka Tokei”
“Will I be able to see you
here if I need your guidance?”

“You will not, and you will
not” A glint of humor
returned to Kuro’s eyes. “We shall see

one another again only when your
. destiny is fulfilled and you join me
i here in Yomi. And your destiny shall
be great indeed.”

Tokei looked troubled for a
moment, then tentatively asked,
“What is my destiny, Kuro-
sama?”

“You are the only one who

can discover that truth, Tokei.
Now you must journey on. The
Celestial Heavens await. You must
seek the wisdom of the seven drag-
ons before you return home.”
“The Elemental Dragons
will speak to me?” Tokei asked,
surprised.
“Or they will devour you,’
/ Kuro said bluntly. “Either way,
you will find wisdom.”
The two walked together in silence for
some time until Tokei asked another question. “What was your
destiny, master?”
Kuro's laughter rang out through the hills. “To find you,
Tokei."
With his master’s laughter fresh in his mind, Tokei strode into the
mists that symbolized a passage to the next realm, and disappeared
from Yomi.

YOMI AND THE=
CZLESTIAL ORD_R

Yomi, the Realm of Blessed Ancestors, is the ultunate reward
for a samurai, the result of a life lived in perfect harmony with
the tenets of bushido and the laws of the Celestial Order. Only
the souls of those who have lived a proper samurai life may
enter and receive their final reward: the ability to pass on
wisdom to their descendants, bringing honor and glory to
their family and clan,
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rowled, “of being the whipping boy
Spirif Realms” The Grand Master of the Elements spat sand
his mouth and fose to his feet. “The Oni Lord was an accepiable
defeat, The mitjina, perhaps, under the civcumstances... but a
rabbit?” Tokei sighed. “This surely must be a lesson in humility”

Tokei glanced avound. It was then that he realized thathe was
seated in-a field of gray sand, surmunded by the bloody corpses of
countless sanmuirai.

“By the Fortunes!" Tokei ex;lmmed

Then the neavest body moved. Then another. Tokei bucked away
across the battlefield as the corpses twitched and moved. As they
staggered and rose, their wounds sealed with a slckfy yipping
sound. The battered samurai looked about, seizing their danaged
weapons from thefilth and ash, As soon as they rose, they leapt into
battle once move, tearing into one another with o berserk ferocity.

“Toshigoku," Tokei whispered, blasting a trio of spirit samurai

fram his path with o cohumt of flame. “The Realnt of Slaughter”
Each day, Kuro had said, the spirits of those consumed by
vengeance and munrder fought one another on these blasted plains.
Every day, the dead rose anew fo fight each other. According to
Kuro, many of the spirits from this'\Realm had escaped through
Oblivion'’s Gate some time ago. One of therm, the dreaded Iron
Chrysanthentum, haid nearly tori apart the Empive with his Lust
for power. The dead spirits of Toshigoku were every bit as deadly as
the demons of Jigoku, if fess unified and focused.

“1 am quite tired," Tokei growle

- then bowed. ' .
“Ttis apleasure o nicet you, Grand Mastﬂr,"“xt smd “We are Hw

fighting is excellent practice for our troops

: A harsh inhuman shrick echoed across the fields of slaughter.

Tokeiturned quickly to see what new threat approached, In the

e saw a pack of creatures as tall as ogres. Great horns

s @ sthange mix of beast and man, fought as a cohesive unit,
sfmwmg no mercy fo any in their path.

“What are they?” Tokei asked, staring out at the creatures.

The air scemed to vipple before Tokeis eyes, and oné of the crea-
tures appeared before him. This one's shin was covered 1
scay destgns, with rings and fetishes piercing ifs flesh Tt held altmg
spear casually in one hand, covered from shaft ¢ to blade in mystic
carvings. The creature [ocked eyes with Tokei ﬁa' a l'ong oment,

’I‘stmo Lam called Nintai."
“Lam Tokei ;
“Thknow!" The creaturefs ¢yes g!mmed

“You dwell in tkts Realm?” Tokei as?wd mgdwlmgihe creature

wanly
*“We travel the Rzalms as we wish," Nintai sa:d
“An enmaﬁle ab:lrty :
“We tould show you ofir ways. There is much we could Ieam

from each other, Grand Master” i
' Lg looked toward the field of battle, wke}'e ﬂ’le rest of the

Tfurﬁu continued to cuf down the spirits of'lhshtgo!zu “If you can
travel the Realms ﬁ'eely why would you come fo a p!ace like this?”
. “Many reasons,” Nintar. replied. “To begz__n ith, 1

. “Your troops seem rather bloodthirsty)' 'Ib ﬁié} noimgﬁv

 glee with whicl they dismembered the samurai h'oop&
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om their forecheads. They wore blackemed armor, and their ;
WYGed blades carved through the spirit samurai. These crea-
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“Tsuno do not waste their energy showing mercy to those beneath
us. I believe that is something upon which we can agree, is it not?"

Tokei looked at the Tsuno.

“During the Clan Wars you were as bloodthirsty as we,” he said.
“You smote the armies of Jigoku, the goblins, the ogres, the oni, the
undead, without a care.”

“They were not worthy of mercy,” Tokei replied.

“Nor are humans,” Nintai said, looking pointedly at Tokei.
“I am a human,” Tokei said.

“No. You are no longer human. You are a Grand Master, as far
above these dogs as we are.”

“You know nothing about me," Tokei said with a sneer.

“Is that s0?" Nintai seemed to smile. “You might be surprised at
what lies within you, Tokei. I have seen it. The Maw has seen it. Why
do you think Okura vefused to allow you entrance into Tengoku?”

“What?” Tokei exclaimed.

“No one escapes from Jigoku, Naka Tokei.” The Tsuno laughed.
“Not unless it suits Jigoku's purposes.”

“So you have come to taunt me?” Tokei hissed.

“Perhaps,” the Tsuno said. “Then again, perhaps I only wished to
warn a fellow master of the Realms..."

A savage explosion erupted to Tokei's left. The Grand Master
glanced in that direction, shields of Air spirits appearing to shield him
from the damage.

When he turned back, Nintai was gone. The armies of the Tsuno
had vanished like smoke on the wind.
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“Not without effort," Hakai answered. “With the wisdom the Dark
Lord Daigotsu gained from the Tsuno, it was simple enough. He
reached into the Baku from dreams, and used you to channel raw
power from Jigoku itself.

“You claim I created you?” Tokei shook his head. “You're lying."

“Really?” Hakai coughed. “Tell me, Tokei, how much of your time
in Jigoku do you really remember? Do you really believe the Maw
would have allowed a mere ninja to rescue you from the Pit?”

“What are you saying?” Tokei demanded.

“No,” Hakai said with a grin. “That’s all you get for now.”

“I will kill you."

“What do I care?” Hakai asked. “The Dark Lord will create me anew.
You have shown him the—

Tokei twisted his hand. With a loud snap, Hakai twitched and fell
limp.

Leaving the Onisu'’s corpse in the Emerald Throne, Tokei continued
his journey, dark thoughts weighing heavily upon his mind.
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A look of confusion crossed her features. She opened her mouth to
protest, but the Master’s grim eyes silenced her. There was something
there, something older than she could name. It awed and frightened
her at once.

“What is your name?" he demanded, breaking the tense silence.

“I am Miyako, daughter of Lovd Toku, your old comrade. You stand
in his castle, the Vigilant Keep of the Monkey."

“Indeed." Tokei smiled, and extended a gentle hand toward her. “1
am indebted to you, Miyako-chan. You shall be my finest student, if
you would have me. It is the least I can do.”

She looked at his hand curiously.

“Pardon me,” he said with a chuckle. “Shaking hands is a custom of
my former clan. I hope I did not offend you, Miyako-chan. It has been
quite some time since I had to obey the normal rules of etiquette.”

“Of course I am not offended,” she said, accepting his hand warmly.
“I would be honored to become your student, but I fear I have little to
offer you. I am no shugenja. There are others in the castle, the Fuzake
family—"

“I am not looking for an apprentice, Miyako-chan,” Tokei said. “I
seck only to share what I have seen, to share the wisdom of the Spirit
Realms.

“Of course, Tokei-sama,” Miyako said with a bow.

Tokei began his story.

NINGEN-DO AND
TH= CEL=STIAL
ORD=R

Ningen-do, the Realm of the physical world in which the
Empire of Rokugan is located, is at the center of the Spirit
Realms. It stands between the dark pits of Jigoku and the holy
Realm of Tengoku. Ningen-do is a testing ground for mortal
souls, a Realm that measures each spirit to determines its wor-
thiness for the next life. It is also the primary buffer against
the Realm of Evil, the battleground that prevents the demonic
oni from devouring all else. Ningen-do is a remarkably jealous
Realm, and attempts to claim all who enter it. When the chil-
dren of the Sun and Moon fell from Tengoku, they became
bound by the power of Ningen-do and could not leave until
they were released by death.
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CLOS=E R=EALMS
Ningen-do is closer to more realms than any other Spirit
Realm. Chikushudo, Gaki-do, Meido, Sakkaku, Yomi, Yume-
do, and Jigoku all border on this Realm. As a result, the Realm
of Mortals is often visited by spirits driven by mischief, con-
quest, or simple curiosity.

DISTANT REALMS
Tengoku is distant from Ningen-do. The only known passage
is in the throne room in Otosan Uchi, where so many For-
tunes have been proclaimed by the Emperors. Toshigoku is
also mercifully distant from Ningen-do. Were it not, the mur-
derous spirits of that realm would have massacred the popula-
tion of Rokugan long ago.

BARRED REALMS

None.
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