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Chapter 1: The Earth World

Asgard. Odin’s territory, country of mountains and snow, but also
full of trees, brushes and all kind of life. It is protected by the four
sleeping dragons, by the north and the mountain chains that go from
east to west, by the south. An impregnable place, but beautiful
anyway. Odin’s castle, a magnificent building, robust, made with
great gray stone, extracted from Asgard’s mines.

The fortress, four-cornered floor, has four towers, one at each
corner, where bravest warriors live loyal to Odin, and his family. A
big courtyard, flanked by many bows, works as a training place for
immortal warriors, around this yard there are blacksmiths and
stables, and, between them, two security places. Supreme god’s castle
is impregnable, and peace reigns in Asgard. Time’s unpredictable,
even for immortal ones, it’s something they can’t even control
completely. On castle’s first floor, where you enter using stairs, you’ll
find the throne room, two big dining rooms and the rooms where the
royal family followers live. Another large stair starts from this part to
the central turret, the private space of Odin, his wife Frigg and his
children, the Alpha: Thor, Ragnar, and Loki. Odin, father of all, and
God of Knowledge, likes to have breakfast on his turret’s terrace,
where he can see the dawn of his kingdom in all its splendor.

He can also see the villages and cities that are part of Asgard, its
people and its houses.

Frigg, his lovely wife, is pregnant again, a new child, a new Alpha,
his name will be Ivar.

The room where they are, of big proportions, has two entries, one
used by Odin and his family, and the other, used by his followers.

In this room there are two octagonal tables made of figured stone,
one smaller than the other, slightly separated. One table is for the
Father of all with his wife and children, they’re comfortably
distributed on oak armchairs covered by bear’s fur: Odin is in the
octagonal place nearer to the wall, in front of him, Frigg, and
between them both their Alpha children, Thor, Loki, and Ragnar.



Odin doesn’t have his left eye because he sacrificed it in Mimir’s
well to gain infinite wisdom and to know it all, less future. He uses a
large tunic, leather boots, a thick leather cuirass that makes him
immortal, and a blue cape like the tranquil sky at night. His weapons,
just carried when situation requires, are the sword and the spear
(Gungnir) and in battles he uses his steed with eight legs Sleipnir,
gray and gigantic. He can transform into an old man with white
beard and hair, that represents wisdom. When he feels threaten or
rage takes control of him, he becomes a muscle and gigantic young
blonde man that everybody is afraid of.

Frigg, a good mother and wife, is the goddess of the family the
home and the marriage, and of the caution and domestic crafts. She
uses a large green, emerald tunic until feet and a gray cape made
with rainy clouds, she, herself spins on her spinning wheel. She also
makes her children and loyal followers’ clothes in one of the rooms
inside the main turret. She could be a sweet wife or a fierce warrior.
She has her long blonde hair with two braids, and her eyes are blue
like deep ocean.

From three Alpha children (Loki, Ragnar y Thor) this last one is the
youngest. Just a ten or eleven-year-old boy. He wears the children
tunic that started their combat training, it is light brown until knees,
tightened by a leather belt carrying a small sword, without edge, by
the moment; his cape is dark blue, and he uses leather seal boots.
Even though he’s conscious of his importance, he’s not conscious of
the great power he’ll reach when growing up.

Loki, that is seated between him and Ragnar, goes with naked
torso, as all young gods, and uses a short soil color tunic that holds
his waist with a simple leather belt. His cape, in two blue tones,
represents his dual nature: light blue, from limpid and transparent
sea, and dark blue, from messy and noisy sea. He’s the creator of the
net, the one that men use to fish all kind of aquatic animals. He’s
always smiling, other gods really don’t know what he’s thinking
about. He has blonde hair and spiky beard, and his brown eyes could
change their colors at will, he has a green headdress and usually
carries with his right-hand an oak cane that has a snake figure on the
top; with this staff, he could change his shape, when necessary,



human or animal, and the boots he uses are made of snake leather.
Nobody really knows who Loki is, brother of Odin or Thor? Only he
knows the truth. His hustler and liar nature, and his great ability for
trickery makes him real essence unknown even to gods.

The last Alpha child, Ragnar, is the oldest from the three. He
stands out between all Odin children, Alpha or not, for his enormous
strength. He considers himself the guardian of Odin and Frigg.
Nobody can reach them, but through him and Odin acceptance. He
rejected to have his own reign, he doesn’t even want the power it will
give him, as the oldest child, being heir to Asgard’s throne. He stands
out above all other gods and warriors from kingdom because of his
height and powerful muscles. He uses a simple black tunic and a
leather belt with the same color. His cape, also black, has been made
by Frigg with storm clouds. His hair, intensely red and thick, defines
a face with hard features, decided, and his eyes, black like a night
without stars, they can show the most intense rage or the most
unconditional fervor. His red beard is upsweep on thin and long
braids that lasts until half of his naked chest. Ragnar, with his height
and powerful musculature, is a weapon himself. Likewise, when he
enters a battle, next to his father, carries a gigantic axe, double-
edged, that fills with terror with its only presence. He could be kind
and patient, mostly with all children from Asgard, where his weapon
master is from, the ones he trains at the immense castle’s terrace.

On the very center of the table, there’s a fruit bowl with golden
apples that produce a radiant light that shines all the room. They’re
farmed by Freya, this fruit keeps immortal the ten gods. It’s Odin the
first to get one of them. Suddenly, the light seems to be shaded by
two big birds that came from the big picture window in the terrace.
They’re Hugin and Munin, courier ravens from the supreme god, that
want to join his lord to have the delicious lunch.

—My loyal friends! Come here! —says Odin laughing out loud, and
that makes the younger ones in the big table get frightened.

It was the first time they were invited, so they don’t know perfectly
the rules nor his lord’s personality.

The ravens, before the god’s words, placed carefully on the table
trying not to throw anything with their powerful talons nor spill a



drop of drink with their wings. They’re two enormous animals, more
than any other raven created; docile or frightening, depending on
what his master orders, they place next to the god, and, after his
signal, they start to peck a bowl full of meat. They must get
strongness to achieve their mission: travel for all over the known
world searching news to tell their King. The younger gods and
followers, from the big table, watch them with eyes wide open, it’s
the first time they see these animals and their impressive shape that
intimidate them a little, but not all of them, no Agda, a little girl
seated on the right-side of Tyr.

—They’re very beautiful —dare to say Agda to Annika, her sister,
that is seated next to her.

—They scare to me.

—TI'll protect you —says Agda enclosing her with an arm.

Odin, that has a high-quality inner ear, smiles, those two little
girls... they’re going to be great warriors whenever they don’t get
separated each other. Agda will go far, thinks the god, Ragnar told
me she’s an excellent student and she is going to be a powerful
warrior.

His thoughts got interrupted by a muffled resound that every
second passing, it makes stronger. Before anybody could react, two
big and black wolves entered the door running to the far table of
Odin. Agda, the younger warrior stands up with intentions to go to
them, but Tyr, that is next to her, and was looking to her every
minute, stops her by grabbing her arm.

—Do you want them to destruct you? They're Geri and Freki, the
warrior wolves of our king. Stay calmed, and you won’t fear for
anything.

—I'm afraid of nothing —answers quickly the little girl daring to
look directly to the eyes of the god of war.

—I know —said Tyr smiling slightly —But is better for everybody
you don’t move. Whoever face them, also face Odin.

The big wolves, after entering the terrace like a gale, got calmed
when seeing their master. With their heads down and moving their
tails as a happiness sign got closer, slowly, to the god. Odin stood up
from his comfortable armchair and went to them, he was less than



one meter away from them, they were totally laid down, submissive
and waiting the words from their owner.

—My dear friends! My best warriors! How I was hoping to see you!
—said to them while caressing their black and shiny backs with his
big and strong hands —Come, eat with us.

He turned around and came back to the table, got two big lamb’s
legs and threw them to Geri and Freki that started to eat
immediately. After that, the same way they came, they went out.
Soon, the ravens did the same and started to fly going out using the
same picture window they entered from.

The calm came back to the terrace, and everybody continue eating
and drinking.

The other table, surrounded by smaller chairs, but also covered by
soft bison’s leather, was occupied by the other children of Odin, the
Alpha’s followers. Just the Alpha children eat on the main table with
their ptheir parents.

In one or another there’s a big display of all kind of foods. Asgard,
despite its snows, it’s a fertile place, where all kind of fruit trees
grow, bushes with delicious berries and where there’s a lot of tubers
and the most delicious vegetables. The god creator of everything
could make possible anything.

The abundance of food is so much so it’s impossible to see any of
the geometric figures that, engraved on the stone, form a spiral maze,
dragons, axes and swords. There’s bread of rye, wheat, barley, oats;
honey of flowers, pine, tilia, acacia, sage; apples, pears,
pomegranates, peaches, apricots; red, green, purple vegetables. milk,
wine and beer. Delicious salt and sweet tarts. Roast, boiled meat of
roe deer, wild boar, rabbit, cow, lamb and pork. Salmons and trouts,
recently caught from countless rivers that form Asgard, tunas and
swordfish.

Around this table are seated Tyr, the god of war, in one of the edges
of the big octagonal. In front of him is seated Bragi, god of poetry and
bards, that has his harp laid on his chair’s back, lest Odin wants
listening for some music or poem; on the part of the table closest to
the door where followers enter, there are Freya, god of love, beauty
and fertility, but also war, death, magic, prophecy and wealth, and



Sif, god of fidelity and harvests. Between them, three future warrior
gods, Dagny, Eir and Frida. Just in front of them is seated Balder,
god of peace, light and forgiveness. On the right-side of Tyr, there are
all gods and warrior women, on the right-side of Bragi, there are all
gods and warrior men. That’s the will of Odin and that’s how it is.
Agda, the little girl that wanted to face the wolves, whispers with
Alvar, a young god and warrior like her, behind Tyr’s back that,
focused on eating with his left-hand don’t give them attention. Until
it’s too much. These two don’t stop to murmur and this started to
irritate him.

—Could I know what are you talking about? Is that so important
that you have to annoy me with your chitchat? —told, while seeing
them, with a look that does not show anything good.

Agda and Alvar look fixedly each other. Tyr is patient but is a
fearsome god.

—I'm waiting —said again Tyr this time with a less aggressive tone.
It’s Agda who, always impulsive, dare to ask:

—Why do you eat with your left-hand?

The girl made this question with clear and loud voice. Everybody
listened to her. Everybody got awesome for the little girl daring. Even
Odin.

Then, the god of war, sweetened his look and smiled:

—It’s not any secret, so I can tell it, with your permission, my king.

Odin agreed and then Tyr started his story:

—Long ago was a beast, its name was Fenrir, it was a very big
wolf...

— Like the others we saw? —disrupted Agda.

—Bigger, much bigger, a gigantic beast. And don’t interrupt me.

The little girl, noticed she annoyed the god, agreed with a head
movement and stayed in silence.

—As I was saying, long ago, long, long ago, there was a very big wolf
Fenrir, it was really untameable, it was not defeated by gods or
humans, and it was very evil. Many times, we, the gods tried to chain
it and all the times Fenrir broke up the chains. So, we decided to ask
for the dwarves to make a magic ribbon. The dwarves made it and
gave it to us:



— Here it is what you asked for, its name is Gelipnir and it is made with a
woman s beard and a mountain’s root. With it, you will dominate Fenrir.

Again, we tried to convince Fenrir to give up. It was a clever and
treacherous beast, so it told us:

—TIll accept you catch me if one of you put his hand inside my
mouth as a good faith signal.

It looked we would reach our purpose, so I decided to be the
volunteer to put my hand inside Fenrir’s jaws, in that moment the
other gods could tie it up. When he felt deceived, the terrific animal
bit my hand. Since then, my right hand was useless, and I had to
learn using my left-hand. Is your curiosity satisfied, little girl?

—Yes.

—What’s your name?

—Agda.

—You are brave, Agda, but you must learn also to be wise.

Right in that moment, Odin was eating a roast lamb’s leg when,
even not being notified, the Real Count Arie entered.

His name means god's lion or eagle. He’s Odin’s messenger and his
favorite warrior between the demigods, son of a goddess and a
mortal, that saved himself from the last cataclysm. He has
musculature and high-quality intelligence. He always uses a silver
cuirass above his purple tunic, that reaches until his knees. The color
of the tunic distinguishes him as a demigod warrior, the same with
the cuirass because gold is only for gods. He has long, red hair in
numerous and fine braids, the same as his beard that reaches lower
to his chest, covering almost the cuirass. He uses walrus white boots
and a belt made of the same material where two daggers made of the
fangs of this animal are hanging. He also has a sword belt where a
double-edged sword is hanging, it has runic signs engraved along its
blade, a gift from his king to thank him for his services.

His big, rough hands with callus give faith of the other activity he
develops: maker and master of archers. He works side by side with
Ragnar teaching young recruits. By the moment he doesn’t have wife
or children.

His entering has surprised the little ones, who just know him for
his fame:



—Arie, it’s Arie —it’s hearing far and wide of the enormous table.

The Real Count stands in the terrace’s entry waiting he’s approved
to enter; it doesn’t matter the message is so important, he never
dares to bother the god.

Odin keeps looking him and makes him a sign to get closer, Arie
gives him information, in lower voice, about the last news, about
what is happening in his kingdom. Odin, the same way, gives him
orders. Nobody knows what is happening, except they two.

After the Real Count is left, everybody returns their attention to
food. Nobody could stand from their seat until the father of Gods
orders it. Even his Alpha children.

The silence has returned to the terrace, Odin gnaws the bone of
lamb’s leg with delight, then carries beer’s mug, drinks a gulp, puts it
again on the table and places his big hands above his legs.

It’s the sign he finished.

—With your permission, father —says Ragnar —we must teach th
young ones.

—Go Ragnar, go, and all of you, go and make your duties. —says
and at the same time makes a sign to Frigg, his wife, and Thor, his
youngest child, to stay seated on the table.

In a few minutes the big terrace remains empty. The sun has run
through the mountains and in Asgard starts a new day. Until the
fourth floor of the castle’s main turret, Odin’s private domain,
reaches the merchant’s shout, blacksmith’s sound between metals,
the cow’s moos, mother’s yells reprimanding their children, the
young women’s blows above the launder boards in numerous rivers
along his kingdom. Any sound produced on his territory is sensed by
Odin’s ear high-quality. He also listens the yells and orders that Arie
and Ragnar give their young pupils, the immortal horses’ neighing,
the blows between swords against wood’s slices from the ground
floor where they practice every day, during hours and hours, the ones
who in future will be defender warriors of Asgard.

They’re finally alone.

—You didn’t go to the graveyard to visit your parents —said Frigg
while touching her little belly where their fourth son, Ivar was.



—Let’s not talk here, let’s go to the Throne’s Hall. It’s more reliable.
Hiloskjalf Will protect us from inappropriate ears.

The three gods went out by the same door where they entered and
went down using a snail stairs of four floors to enter the Throne’s
Hall, the private place of Odin, that took up a floor, they went to the
corridor that divides Frigg and Thor’s rooms, and, finally, they
arrived to the first floor where their other Alpha children, Loki and
Ragnar, live. There were two flights of stairs: one directed to the
second floor of the castle where most brave reckless and loyal
soldiers to Odin until death, live, they were gods and demigods of
minor range. Different from the ones that live at the entrance of the
castle, that were privileged to enter the battle if the fortress would be
attacked by the enemy. The second flight of stairs, hidden by Freya’s
magic, arrive to the back side of the throne’s hall, just behind
Hiloskjalf’s support, the throne where Odin could watch what was
happening to his reign and along it. It was made by ash wood, it was
plated in gold and its seat was in scarlet color; this throne was set
above eight legs in snow tiger’s clow shape and at back’s top was one
big sun and one moon representing infinite time, the continuous
evolution.

—Now we can talk calmly. Nobody can hear us —said Odin seating
while Frigg and Thor did the same with two little chairs, the same as
the throne in all except the size, more appropriate to nature and
importance for the ones that in that moment were talking to the
father of gods.

Before talking, Frigg looked around her, she was peaceful with the
beautiful blue, red and green runes of protection that were engraved
at room’s walls guiding largely the gray stone of Asgard which the
turret was made of. Then she looked to the three doors that were in
the room, they were transparent as water or opaque as night’s
darkness, at Odin’s will, and Freya’s magic, obviously.

—As I was telling you before —started to talk Frigg —you didn’t go
to the graveyard to visit your parents, Bor and Bestla.

—1I didn’t have time because of the project to create a new world
with the other Throne gods, —answered Odin in a sigh. —We'’re
almost finishing to meet and organize to give birth to a world



inhabited by animals and humans, something completely new. This
time we want a perfect world, one without evil and cruelty in
humans. We want a beautiful world, like this where we live, with
many kind of trees, wood and fruits, with flowers, oceans and seas,
with mountains and volcanoes.

—For oceans you’ll need Poseidon, he’s the only one that has the
power to create oceans. —said his wife.

—He’s not the only one, but one of the most important ones, we
also have Timingila, O-Wata-Tsu-Mi, both Hindustani, Bathala, that
is the god of creation in Philippines, together with Ulilang Kaluluwa,
that is also a marine god, or Neptune, although I know with this last
one you don’t get along.

Thor, that adores his father, was looking him with eyes wide open.
It was the first time he was in a meeting with them two. And about a
topic so important as the creation of that something really big!

—1I think we will take eight days to build it.

—Father —interrupted Thor with his clear child voice —I want to be
there, while you are creating it, it'll be so exciting... and beautiful.

Odin smiled, his youngest child has bravery, sympathy, intelligence
and much, much curiosity to learn.

—TI’ll try, my son, but you wouldn’t help because only Throne gods
will be the ones creating new worlds.

—Will everybody be there? —asked Frigg.

—Most of them, others are too busy and delegated other Throne
gods their requests. Everything will be okay, dear wife.

—1I went yesterday to the graveyard to see my parents, also yours. I
was thinking about death. Even our efforts to be immortal with
golden apples help, we also die, although our lifetime is larger than
humans.

It was the first time Thor listened to talk about death that way and
threw his body forward, standing his elbows on his knees and putting
his head between his hands. He was fascinated.

—Our body —keep talking Odin seeing how his wife was touching
her belly where Ivar was growing up —stays intact, the same as the
day we die, protected in a crystal coffin. But in the world, we are



going to create now, when animals and humans die, their body will
start to decompose and only bones will remain.

—And why does that happen, love?

—We can’t make them equal to us, the human being, as they don’t
have powers as gods, when their body die it disappears and just
bones are left. They can’t live millions of years, like us.

Odin stood up and started walking on the Throne Hall, his heavy
feet made echo in the walls, though it was faint, because in his magic
room everything could magnify or shrink, at its owner and lord will,
the father of gods.

During a few seconds, maybe minutes, the silence reigned in the
room. Thor and Frigg were chasing Odin’s movements with their
eyes, waiting, anxious, him to talk. Then, he returned to his throne.
While he sat Hiloskjalf started to bright, like the throne was sensing
the importance of what he would tell then. Only gods could stand
that blinding without blinking.

—In the world we live, every Island is reigned by a god, he has a
castle, a wife or wives, children; every Island is a country that has
towns, cities. In human’s world will happen the same, we’ve planned
to create continents that would be similar to islands, in which there
will be many countries, and every country will be full of towns and
cities, and it will be reigned by a king or a god, if they want, or even
by someone chosen by the people.

Thor didn’t like these theories, so he didn’t pay attention anymore
to think in his things. Frigg, that knew him perfectly and was even
able to get to the bottom of his thoughts, scared him when she said:

—Thor, I want you to be kind with Lucifer.

—1I can’t; due to my god’s powers I can sense his evilness, he’s the
only Archangel from this world I don’t like, he is bad, mom, very
bad...

—He’s an Archangel, different from others, and belongs to this
world. You must respect him. And I don’t think he is that bad, he’s
only different from his brothers.

—He’s bad, mom. I know it.

—Enough, it’s enough. —said Odin with his voice out loud, at a
nonanswer tone



—I don’t want you to talk about Lucifer anymore. When he said
something that way, nobody could answer, even Frigg. She knew
perfectly that anybody disagreeing, anyone, would face his rage, it
applies to family or stranger.

—Where will you have the meeting with the Throne gods? —asked
Frigg as much to know more about what will happen next as to calm
down her husband.

—At Incorporeal’s Island.

At the Incorporeal’s Island live the eight archangels: Miguel,
Rafael, Gabriel, Chamuel, Uriel, Zadquiel, Jofiel and Lucifer. This
place is not reigned by any god. That’s the reason they could reunite
there in peace and having absolute certain that nothing bad would
happen, because evil does not have entry to Archangel’s castle.
Miguel is the general of heavenly army. He uses a gray cuirass, as a
warrior, he will always be with a sword, bow and arrows. Rafael
protects the travelers, whom he defends, when necessary, with his
long staff. He loves nature and outdoors. He also takes care about the
health of any human being. He uses a long green tunic. Gabriel,
always dressed up in white, goes with a dove. He’s a courier of good
and bad news. He’s the heavenly messenger. Chamuel represents
goodness, that’s the reason he goes with a seraph and never carries
weapons. He’s also the archangel that protects love and good
purposes. His red tunic represents passion. Uriel takes care about
earths and temples. His function is to monitor the place. In this duty
he is being helped by a heavenly light he carries at his right hand
because Uriel is a night archangel. Zadquiel is forgiveness and
expiation of bad actions archangel. His weapon is Heavenly Mercy,
that’s the reason he is dressed up in purple. Jofiel helps to get
wisdom, through advices and lighting. He’s the master that
contributes the means to reach the goal. He uses a golden yellow
tunic, representing the purity of his teaching. He always carries a
book, but also a sword to defend himself from ignorance.

And then it’s Lucifer; this archangel shines himself. Wisdom is
inside him, but he doesn’t share it with anybody. He’s intelligent,
wise and clever and a little arrogant. His color is blue, like bottomless
ocean that hides wonders inside its depths.
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