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As a mythology enthusiast, creating myths and legends for the Legacy Universe has been a thrilling endeavor and an imaginative quest to participant in as a writer. Here, I combined old myths and legends with a new perspective, as well as different characters, environments, eras, and technologies. 

What makes the Legacy Universe unique from other fiction series is that this constructed reality is based on quantum, consciousness, and spiritual principles, in addition to my ancestors’ name recognition. Characters in the books are either named after someone in my lineage or they speak about those persons. Hard science is mixed with the ethereal dimensions, layers, and densities that encompass the unworldly realms that lay beyond our five sense. This enshrines the past, establishes a present, and carries the Legacy Universe well into the future. 

This combination of something old, something new, something borrowed, something blue is not only a great rhyme for brides, but it is what makes great fiction. 

As my audience, you are invited on this journey with my characters and myself. We hope you enjoy the ride. We sure have!

Thank you for being apart of this journey, 

DL Mullan 
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Before the current era, a demigod named Jacobus was born in the snow-covered land of the north. Kingdoms of the time were scattered and sparse. Clans sought refuge in villages. This young boy grew to be a man in the harsh landscape of Scandinavia far from local population centers. 

His mother was the goddess Vigdis. She had many names over the course of her lifetime, but she was born of a demigoddess and god. Her honor and loyalty in battle garnered her plenty of followers. One of which was a young man named Adal, who traveled to meet the goddess in his twentieth spring season. He wanted her blessing for his life and land, but instead the two fell in love at first sight. Their son was born within the year. 

One day during Jacobus’s twenty-fourth winter, Vigdis and Adal confronted the gods on their mountain hideaway. After a long debate and short battle, the gods defeated the pair. Jacobus was advised to not pursue the matter. His parents had been condemned into the Underworld where he could never hope to save them. 

Then in Jacobus’s forty-third winter, another goddess called upon him. He traveled to the cloud swept mountaintop where the gods resided. He was given commands, but no explanation. With his blacksmithing skills, he created two swords, one for each of his parents’ souls. That goddess had taken pity on the lovers and placed them inside. 

To safeguard the power held in the swords, the goddess used her magic to make Jacobus their immortal guardian. He alone bared the responsibility. After the gods departed the realm of Earth, he kept to himself in the remotest part of Iceland. He hunted, fished, and farmed without companionship. He was warned of the swords’ need to find conflict either as an aid to the defender or the force multiplier for an attacker. 

One summer’s day, a family wandered through his land as he planted his crops. He stopped the father, son, and daughter. He asked if the trio were lost as his land was far from common travel or path. 

Apologetic about the trespassing, the father, Arvid, asked to stay the night before the three of them moved on. Each guest had their own room as Jacobus presented himself as a good host, but remained vigilant. He suspected that magic was at play. Since the Arvid retired early, his son, Geir, and daughter, Dag, ate dinner with Jacobus in the main lodging before they too followed him into slumber. 

The next day after the family had departed from Jacobus’s land, he realized that Adalbrandir was missing. Magic indeed. He searched his home and the guests’ rooms to no avail. His father’s sword was gone. That afternoon Jacobus with Vigdis in hand set out after the grifters to reclaim his missing possession.  

Jacobus knew that his father’s half of the pair was to create misery and mayhem. He knew what lay head, because before Adalbrandir and his new wielder could become a fighting force, the grifter had to spill blood. Blood of the innocent would suffice the hunger of the sword’s bloodlust and bound Arvid to Adalbrandir until his mortal death. 

What Jacobus discovered disturbed him. A day’s march from his land, Jacobus discovered the bodies of Arvid and Dag. He believed that Arvid had stolen the sword when he went to bed early, but his expectations were misled. Geir had taken the sword. 

The young man was too eager to claim his power and slayed his family: father and sister. Jacobus bowed his head. His father’s sword was gone. He cried.  

As he mourned, he interred the man and girl. The two were innocent and deserved a proper burial. He dug their graves, placed their bodies inside, and covered their graves with rocks. 

Once done, Jacobus returned home with Vigdis. He had to wait for a sign. Jacobus knew that news of war would soon find him. This knowledge would lead him to Geir and Adalbrandir. 

One day, he knew he would retrieve his father’s sword. Unfortunately, aided by Adalbrandir, Geir was blessed with stealth and strategic acumen, as well as health and longevity. When the Roman legions invaded the British Isles to the southeast. Jacobus knew he had found Adalbrandir again. 

Geir had changed from the boy Jacobus first met into a hardened Roman solider. His name was now Gaius Strete, but the other Romans called him something else instead: Gaiuss Cassius Longinus synonymous with the assassin of Julius Caesar. Gaius Strete’s proclivity was to torture and murder anyone arrested by the Roman legions. Adalbrandir was also renamed: The Spear of Longinus- because Gaius used him to kill a crucified man, whose only crime was teaching compassion in a dark time. 

While he made his way among the British people, Jacobus heard the stories and cringed. After a century of keeping the swords away from the population centers, Adalbrandir became the nightmare Jacobus had dreaded. With the sword, Geir had destroyed legions of lives over a thousand years. As the magic intended: like attracted like, and Geir with Adalbrandir showed neither mercy nor honor. 

With Vigdis, his mother’s sword in hand, Jacobus confronted the man parading around as Gaius Strete. Gaius strutted as he believed he would win against Jacobus and take Vigdis too. There was one esoteric piece of knowledge Adalbrandir never shared with Gauis Strete, but he soon discovered once Jacobus beheaded him. The private information withheld was that Adalbrandir could never harm Jacobus in battle under any circumstance. Jacobus was his son, and guardian. Even encased in metal and under a spell, Adal revered his son.  

Jacobus remained oblivious to the secret, even into the present day that the swords were tasked to never harm him. 

Still, the swords had proven too dangerous to exist. With both swords, the immortal went in search of magical assistance. He needed a way to contain the swords so that no one could happen upon them again. 

Or, attract someone else. Vigdis appeared to be happy defending her son, however, Adalbrandir did not like to be idle. His father’s sword had used its magic to call negative energy to itself. Arvid’s son was the remedy as Geir was an evil man and had his sights set on conquest. That fact meant no matter where Jacobus settled Adalbrandir would bring conquerors to his door. 

He required a solution. 

After he journeyed into the Highlands of Scotland, Jacobus approached three Druid priestesses. One fifty-year-old red headed woman, Sage, was followed by a younger brunette, Morgan, and a teenage blonde, Deirdre. Jacobus greeted the three generations of women and wondered if they knew how to cast a spell to keep his parent’s swords out of diablerie forever. 

The elder woman nodded. 

Jacobus had come to the right place. 

The women with the aid of their coven created a spell that sealed Vigdis and Adalbrandir together into one sword. Then the group traveled into the granite rich Highlands where Jacobus pushed the sword deep into a rock formation. Hidden away, the combined swords would be safe from devilry. 

The spell would last for as long as Jacobus lived and held that the only man to be able to pull the sword from the stone was a true king, whose heart was filled with honor and grace. A man who would stand tall and defend the lives of his fellow citizens became the rhyme. Someone who could bring together the people against a common foe. A defender. Guardian. Hero. 

Jacobus nodded with happiness and acceptance as he knew a mortal man never live up to such a high moral expectation. He believed his parents and humankind were safe from the evil conjured in Adalbrandir and the gods’ wrath. With the task completed, Jacobus thanked the Druidic coven of men and women. He departed from the Northern European Hemisphere. 

Never to be seen again... 
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