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MIKY’S PARADISE 

 
It was another beautiful sunset in Paradise. Magical 

tones of red and gold painted the surface of the earth, 
enlightening the peace in the Eternal Valley. The slim 
river infinitely crossed the crease between both sides 
of the valley. 

The Gods were smiling upon the chosen village 
and the day seemed to be coming to a peaceful end. 

It would all change in less than an hour. 
 
Up on one of the hills, through the thick forest, 

right on the borders of Paradise, a couple of hidden 
lovers were lit by the last rays of light that penetrated 
through the treetops. 

“I’m nervous, Miky. I’m scared.” Whimpered 
Diana, her eyes filled with worry. 



“Don’t be. I’ll never let anyone hurt you.” Replied 
Miky, staring deep into Diana’s dark eyes. 

“I’m scared for you. If we get caught it’ll be the 
end of it. The end of you.” 

“You’re all that matters to me. I don’t care what 
happens to me as long as I am with you.” 

Diana smiled at him, “Sometimes you speak like a 
teenager.” 

They stared deep into each others eyes and joined 
each other in the most passionate and melancholic 
embracement. 

Suddenly, the crack of a tree branch disturbed the 
silence. The two young lovers jumped right up. 

“Damn you, Miky! I knew it, you bastard!” 
Someone shouted. 

At a distance, through the trees, Diana’s fiancée, 
Odin, stared at them with wrathful eyes. 

“I shall unleash hell upon you, you slimy rat!” 
Odin roared, “There is no escaping this time!” 
Miky got on his feet and began to run downhill, 

towards the village. 
Infuriately out of control, Odin followed him so 

close he could hear his rabid panting. 
Moments later they reached the town square. Miky 

ceased his sprint, gasping for air and crying out loud 
for help, “Please! Help me! He wants to kill me!” 

The few unsettled villagers witnessed the dramatic 
scene, intrigued by all the commotion. 

Odin caught up to him, keeping a safe distance, 
trying to compose himself, “He is a blasphemer!” He 



called out, pointing his strong finger straight at Miky, 
“He has the devil running through his veins! I have 
found him taking advantage of my future wife!” 

“That is not true!” Exclaimed Miky, “I was not 
taking advantage of her!” 

But his words passed by unheard. The villagers 
chose to let themselves go by Odin’s shocking 
statement and began murmuring amongst themselves. 

Seeing the complicity of his audience, Odin ran 
towards Miky, ready to bash him. 

“Enough! What in the world is this scandal?!” 
bellowed Bomasi, the village chief and governor of 
Paradise. He was a wise, calm being, who spread 
confidence wherever he stood. All the townsfolk 
immediately kept silence. 

Odin ceased his barge and stood tall in front of 
Miky, their pointy noses touching. Odin stabbed his 
eyes into Miky’s terrified head. 
“Father!” Said Odin, “Miky has once again stained 

our honor. He is a heretic and cannot be pardoned 
for his sins any longer!” 

Miky could feel Odins furious breath on his face. 
“That is not true, your highness!” Miky defended, 

“To love and to be loved is not a sin!” 
Odin turned to the village people once more, “We 

all know this isn’t the first time Miky has disgraced 
our code,” spoke Odin, “his behavior must come to 
an end! Adultery is not only an act of disrespect 
towards his neighbors! It is an act of disrespect 
towards the word of the Gods!” 



The crowd began their murmurs once again, their 
opinions so much in unison that they sounded like a 
unique voice. 

“Silence!” Interrupted Bomasi, “It is true. Miky has 
sinned in many occasions, but the Gods have never 
taken measures, They have never punished him in 
anyway. They must have Their reasons.” 

“But father…!” Complained Odin. 
“But enough is enough. It is time to make a 

decision on the fate of this impure soul and take 
matters on our hands.” Bomasi walked towards the 
east side of the populated square, towards the 
spectacular broken Mirror of Truth. A gift sent many 
years ago by the Gods, it was considered one of the 
great many tributes, sent to them in order to guide 
them in truth. The beautiful would discover beauty, 
the dirty would discover dirt, the strong would 
discover strength. There was no hiding from the 
Mirror of Truth. 

Bomasi closed his eyes and raised his hands to the 
sky, “Oh, all mighty Gods! Send us a sign! Let us 
know your will!” 

A deep silence interrupted the ruckus. People 
stared attentively into the mirror, waiting for an 
answer. Odin became impatient, staring as his old 
father stood frozen, waiting for a sign that wasn’t 
bound to happen. 

Miky looked behind him at the forest. He took one 
last look at the anxious villagers, and taking advantage 
of their distraction, ran away up the hill. 



“Look how he runs!” Roared Odin, “He doesn’t 
trust the Gods’ word! He has no respect for the 
divine! He must be punished! Not doing so would be 
an offense to the Gods!” 

Bomasi awakened from his trance and saw as Odin 
began running behind Miky and how the villagers 
followed closely, not wanting to miss the conclusion 
to the conflict. 

 
Miky glanced behind him. The mob was catching 

up on him, lead by Odin, anxious to appease the 
Gods by offering his blood through painful, justified 
torture. 

He ran without destination, without direction. 
Driven by panic, he wasn’t even aware of where his 
feet were taking him. 

Suddenly the mob halted to a stop. A chilling 
silence made Miky question what had just happened. 
He looked down at the floor and felt how a disturbing 
heat raised from his feet to his head as he realized 
where he was standing. He had crossed the borders of 
Paradise and was now standing on the Desert of 
Death: The dark, steaming desert where earthquakes, 
thunder, hurricanes and lightning bolts would take the 
lives of those who defied the laws of the Gods. 

Miky’s throat was in a knot. His mouth was dry. 
Cold sweat was building up on his face. He was 
terrified. The imminent presence of death was too 
much to bear. He turned around and saw the citizens 
of Paradise waiting for him, reminding him he 



couldn’t go back. He turned his face forward, staring 
into the pitch black, infinite desert that lay ahead of 
him and knew he couldn’t go forward either. 

“I will not spare you to the mercy of the Gods,” 
Said Odin, who had defiantly crossed the border and 
was now standing on rugged terrains of the Desert of 
Death too. “I will take you with my own hands!” 

Odin began running towards Miky, who was too 
terrified and consumed to continue the chase. 

Odin’s silhouette was growing larger in the dark of 
the night. 

Suddenly, the mob gasped. One of the giant 
totems lined up on the border between Paradise and 
the Desert of Death lit up. It was the sign right before 
Death appeared. 

Before anyone could react, the deafening rumbling 
of Death covered the area. Miky realized the end had 
come. Death’s announcement grew brighter and 
louder, making the earth tremble underneath their 
feet. Miky closed his eyes, accepting their destiny and 
in less than a second, a quick, violent hurricane put 
and end… to Odin’s life. 

Miky opened his eyes. Not sure if he was dead or 
alive. Odin’s blood splashed against his face and he 
saw the splattered remains of Odin’s guts spread 
across the dark earth of the desert. 

The villagers were shocked. They had just 
witnessed how Death had taken the life of the village 
chief’s son. The Gods had decided to take his life, yet 
leave Miky intact. 



Miky catched his breath and continued running 
away from Paradise, leaving it all behind, until 
nothing could be seen of it. 

After a few seconds of running in the dark, he 
unexpectedly hit his head upon a hard surface, 
stopping him on his tracks. He shook his head let his 
eyes adjust to the darkness. He could not believe what 
he saw next. Right in front of him was Death, static 
for the first time. It was a titanic creature, stoically 
standing over him like a friendly monster. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 


