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Introduction

Many things had happened since the Men had entered Roggie’s village, and being forced to flee had seen him embark on a most incredible journey.

The latest chapter had seen him help save The Realm of Aetheria from a terrible monster created by The Self Appointed One. The Kraken had sent a wave of fear destroying everything in its path, sapping the very life force out of all it encountered. For the creatures in the outer world it had been equally as devastating, as all plant life had begun to wither and die, as the Self Appointed One tightened his grip upon them all.

There had only been one way to save them, and that had been to call upon a White Dragon, who knew no fear, and with his help Aetheria had been saved.

The victory had been a hollow one though, as Roggie had fallen into the Great Crystal, where his mind had become separated from his body. There was only one way of reuniting them, and that was to find The Eye of Mystery...
One

Green shoots and buds seemed to be everywhere as new life was breathed into the vast cavern occupied by all those who had fled the forces of the Self Appointed One. The Red Dragons whose land it was had welcomed them all, and there was a sense of well-being and happiness everywhere. Even the Spirit of the Mountain had settled down, and there had not been a tremor for several days. All around people were revitalised, as work continued on the new homes being built by the great lake. One in particular was rapidly taking shape, and that was the Palace being constructed for their new King.

It had been decided that the simple burrow he had requested would not be appropriate for someone of his renown, although the Palace was not going to be too elaborate, just a few rooms with a comfortable bed, and a vegetable plot at the side. The walls were going to be of dressed stone, although there would still be a turfed roof, and the whole thing would be covered in beautiful flowers. It was a compromise, as its occupant had wished for nothing more than a simple abode like the one he had left behind in the little valley that used to be his home.

There was a sense of joy amongst the Bears and Elves as they beavered away, happy to be able to do something to repay the one who had done so much to save them. However, their happiness was tinged with a sense of sadness, as they did it in the knowledge that he may never return. Hope was in their hearts even though his body lay in the home of the Faery within The Land of Shadows, and his mind separated within the Great Crystal. That presented quite a dilemma, and one which had no simple answer.

According to the Faery, in order to reunite his mind and body something referred to as The Eye of Mystery had to be found. Quite what that was or where to find it was just as big a mystery as the Eye itself!

“Is there not anything in the Lost Book?”

Kavisar shook his head. He had read it from cover to cover several times already, and could not find any reference to it anywhere.

The Wise Old Griffin had also been at a loss, as he had never heard of it either. He was renowned for being the wisest creature in all the land, and if he did not have a clue, then they did not know where to turn.

The Faery knew of it, but had not given them any further information. Faeries did offer their help from time to time, but that was limited to hints and suggestions which contained little detail. Everything existed as part of everything else, and there were strict rules on how far they could interact. This had proved quite frustrating on both parts, but that was just the way it was, and no one wished to upset the Great Spirit which governed everything.

Andraste sat with her head in her hands seeking inspiration, whilst Kavisar tapped his fingers gently on the side of the log he was sitting on.

George the Dragon gave out a huge sigh blowing a smoke ring over the gentle waters of the lake, past Sammy the Woolly Mammoth who was watching the fish as usual.

They all missed Roggie as it was not the same without him.

“Are you sure that there is nothing within the Lost Book?”

Kavisar shrugged his shoulders.

“If there is, then I cannot find it.”

He had searched and searched, but alas to no avail.

“What about you Sammy?”

He flapped his large ears.

“I’m sorry, I did not hear your question as I was watching the fish playing hide and seek.”

A small shoal was darting in and out of the plants which grew on the bottom of the lake. Some were hiding, and then as the others swam past they suddenly shot out.

“What did you say?”

Kavisar looked at him.

“I just said that I did not hear the question.”

Andraste was about to repeat it, when Kavisar spoke again.

“And what else.”

Sammy flapped his ears again.

“That I was watching the fish playing hide and seek.”

Kavisar sat up with a start.

“I think he may be onto something!”

Andraste looked at him.

“Onto something?”

Kavisar had an excited expression on his face.

“Hide and seek, or seek and ye shall find!”

Andraste was none the wiser.

“There may be a hidden clue somewhere within the book.”

That was a prospect none of them had considered, as Kavisar had just read what had been written, without searching for hidden meanings concealed deeper within it.

Sammy looked round and smiled, as Kavisar picked up the Lost Book.
“Well done. Now if you will excuse me, I must consult with the Wise Old Griffin.”

With that he began to walk away leaving Andraste behind with the boys wondering whether Kavisar would find anything. It was at least possible that there was far more to The Lost Book of the Pict-Sidhé than any of them realised. If Kavisar was right, then if he could find the clue, it was just possible that it could provide the key to unlocking the Eye of Mystery.
Kavisar hurried across the thick grass to where the Wise Old Griffin lived. He had been loaned a wooden cabin whilst his new home was under construction. Outside, his trusted companion and friend Tyr was sitting around a fire with his two daughters Concordia and Nokie. In their hands were half empty bowls, and there was a large cooking pot hanging over the gentle flames which were keeping the contents warm.

“Do you think that we will ever see Roggie again?”

Concordia was concerned.

“I have asked the Wise Old Griffin, and for once he could not give me a definitive answer.”

Nokie looked at her father.

“He has done so much for all of us, and if he had not backed our challenge then we would not have been able to overthrow Innocence.”
Men and the Friar had appeared in the village of the Bear King, and they had told everyone that they had been sent by the Self Appointed One. They had also been told that he was the only person who could protect them from Dragons, and that they must all pay a Dragon Tax for his protection.

Just like in Roggie’s village, they had been told that Dragons were terrible creatures, which could suddenly appear from nowhere breathing fire and destroying everything in their path. The Friar had also told them that a Dragon could destroy an entire village in a matter of seconds, and everyone within it, and the last thing the Bears would wish for was to be roasted alive or torn limb from limb!

This statement had caused everyone a great deal of concern, although it was a matter of honour. No self respecting Bear wished another to fight their battles for them and, whether it be a Dragon or any other foe, their pride would stop them from accepting such a proposal.

The Friar had not been too pleased by this reaction, and was determined that the Bears would accept the proposal, and had requested a meeting with Innocence the Bear King. The meeting was held in secret, with no members of the Bear Council being present, which again, was something totally unheard of. If this was not bad enough, after the meeting the Bear King had announced that he had agreed to hand over what gold there was in the Royal Coffers, in exchange for protection from the Self Appointed One.

There had been great shock and total disbelief, further compounded by the cancellation of the wrestling tournament, and everyone felt as though they had been dishonoured by what the Bear King had done. Bears lived to wrestle and cancelling the biggest tournament of the year had left them all devastated. They all knew that the Men would leave for now, but would return, and when they did, they would want even more gold. There was no more gold in their lands, and the prospect of being forced to work in the gold mines did not appeal to anyone. Because of their code of honour, no one had the right to oppose the King outside a tournament, and there had been genuine fear for the future.

It was also safe to say, that Innocence’s leadership had left a lot to be desired, as he was considered to be nothing more than a big bully. All he wanted was to eat and drink to excess, but at least he was a Bear!

They had been further frustrated by the fact that he had not wrestled since his victory several years ago, and to Bears, wrestling was something that came naturally to them.

It was a male dominated society, although there was nothing within their laws preventing a female challenger. With Roggie’s help they had successfully persuaded the Bear Council to allow Concordia to make a challenge, which she had won and became Queen Bear and Nokie Princess.

Tyr looked with pride at his daughters and was just about to say something else when Kavisar spoke.

“Good day.”

His choice of words could have been better as they were all worried about Roggie.

Tyr nodded.

“I must urgently speak with the Wise Old Griffin.”

Tyr noticed the Lost Book clutched firmly under his arm.

“I will enquire as to whether he is able to see you.”

Tyr stood, bowed, and then left Kavisar standing there as he gently knocked on the cabin door before entering.

“Excuse me Sir, but I have Kavisar here requesting an audience.”

The Wise Old Griffin looked up from his seat at the table, which sat in the centre of a small room.

“Yes, I will see him, and Tyr, please do not call me Sir.”

Tyr bowed.

“Yes Sir!”

They seemed to go through this same ritual every day, and despite the Griffin’s objections, Tyr always insisted on referring to him in such a manner.

The Griffin smiled to himself. It was their little joke, as he understood how grateful Tyr was for being taken in and healed when he had been poisoned by Innocence. Tyr had been due to wrestle for the Kingship of the Bears, but Innocence’s underhand behavior had led to his exile. Now all was well and he had been pardoned, and become the most respected Bear in the cavern.

Closing the door gently behind him, he returned to where Kavisar was standing.

“The Wise Old Griffin will see you now.”

Two

The Griffin’s old bones creaked as he tried to get up out of his chair. Griffins were renowned for their wisdom, and he was considered the oldest and wisest Griffin who had ever lived. He had even been around at the time of the Great King, and his longevity was almost as legendary as that of the Great King himself.

“Good morning.”

His frail voice’s husky tones creaked almost as much as his body, as he held onto his staff.

Kavisar bowed.

“I’m afraid that it is not as good as we would have hoped.”

Kavisar shrugged his shoulders.

“Yes, we need to find the Eye of Mystery.”

The Griffin put a frail hand on his shoulder.

“Any more thoughts on the subject?”

Kavisar held out the Lost Book.

“As a matter of fact I do!”

The Griffin looked at him with interest, as he placed the book down on the table.
“I think there may be a hidden clue somewhere within the book.”

The Griffin smiled.

“Well now, that is an interesting thought!”

He himself had also been thinking along similar lines.

“If that is indeed the case, then maybe we should take another look at it?”

Kavisar helped him to sit down, before joining the Griffin at the table.
The journey here had all but worn his old bones to dust, but they somehow clung together under his white feathers. Griffins had the tail and back legs of a Lion, the head and wings of an Eagle, and an Eagle's talons as its front feet. They were majestic creatures, although this particular Griffin looked more like a bag of feathered bones. He had seemed to have done little but rest since their arrival, and barely had to strength to stand up on his own.
The Griffin’s mind was still razor sharp though, and he liked an intellectual challenge, which was going to be just the thing to take his mind off his aching bones.

“What makes you think that there is a hidden clue?”

That was a good question, and one which Kavisar had not considered, before Sammy had spoken.

“I just feel that there is far more to it than first meets the eye.”

The Griffin nodded.

“I have often considered that prospect myself. It seems extraordinary that a lone warrior could have written such a book all on his own.”

It was Kavisar’s turn to nod.

“Do you think that it was dictated to him by someone unknown to us?”

The Griffin had always had his suspicions, and maybe together they now had an opportunity to find out.

“If there is a clue, then where do you think it might be and what form do you think it might take?”

That was a good question, and one not easily answered.

“In my opinion, it is always best to start at the beginning.”

The Griffin’s answer was logical, and so the first thing that they did was to study the front cover.

The book consisted of parchment sown together and bound with a much thicker layer which made up the cover itself. On it there was a depiction of the Great King sitting on his throne, which was not unusual, as there were many such images which adorned the various lands on the surface.

“Now that is odd!”

The Griffin pointed to the picture showing the Great King holding his sacred spear in one had and his other hand displaying an open palm reaching upwards just like the carving on the Great Mountain. What made this picture different was the fact that there was a key lying on his open palm.

“Do you see that?”

The Griffin pointed to the key, which Kavisar had not noticed before.

That was not the only odd thing, as the key itself had a very unusual shape. The end that presumably fitted into some sort of a lock was the usual round shaft and blade, but the bow which you held in your hand was shaped into a number nine!

“Well I never!”

Kavisar had not noticed that before, as he had just flipped the cover over whenever he wished to read from the book. It was such an obvious place to hide a clue, and like himself, no one would have ever thought of looking there.

“What do you think it means?”

The Griffin thought for a moment.

“What first comes to mind is the fact that there are nine realms which the Great King ruled over. The ancient kingdom of Elphamia consisted of The Land of Moors and Woods, The Land of the Bears, The Land of Forests and Mountains, The Bad Lands, The Land of Shadows, The Realm of the Dragons, The Land of Pictavia, The Land of the White Dragons, and finally The Realm of Aetheria.”
Kavisar looked a little puzzled.

“I thought that the White Dragons were independent?”

The Griffin smiled.

“Well they are, although not many people know that as part of the peace agreement between the Red and White Dragons, an arbiter was appointed. The Great King took on that role, so technically their land did in fact fall under the rule of the Great King.”

Kavisar raised his eyebrows.

“Well I never knew that!”

There was a lot that Kavisar did not know, even though he was Roggie’s mentor and the Guardian of The Lost Book.

“The number nine is quite significant as it symbolises universal love, eternity and faith. It is also the number which represents enlightenment, selflessness and destiny.”

That was something else which Kavisar did not know.

“It is about taking responsibilities for others, giving selfless service, and showing great wisdom. They are the true qualities of leadership.”

They were indeed the qualities of the Great King too!

Kavisar had no idea that the number nine was so significant.

“So we have a key with the number nine on it.”

The Griffin nodded.

“And we can also assume that the number nine is the key.”

They were getting somewhere, but what significance did it have with the Lost Book?

“If we suspect that there is a hidden clue, or indeed a lock somewhere within the book that is linked with the number nine, then that opens up all sorts of possibilities.”

Kavisar looked at the Griffin.

“What do you mean?”

The Griffin cleared his throat.

“It may refer specifically to the ninth realm, or the ninth page. It could also indicate every ninth word or indeed letter, and if that were to be the case, then when they are placed together they could reveal a hidden message!”

Now that was quite an idea, and as Kavisar opened the book, he studied the first page.

“Or it could indicate something entirely different.”

Kavisar frowned, closing the book again.

It was not much of a clue as it could mean anything.

He looked at the Griffin, and then at the book.

“This could take some time.”

The Griffin could see the disappointment on Kavisar’s face.

“Patience my friend!”

That was something which the Griffin had in abundance.

“Now let’s have another look at the cover, as it might offer us something else.”

The Griffin was trying to sound optimistic, and out of his pocket, he took a small magnifying glass.

“My eyesight is not what it was.”

Kavisar smiled.

“In that we have a lot in common.”

The Griffin smiled again, as neither of them was blessed with the first flush of youth.

“Let me see.”

The Griffin lent over the front cover, using his magnifying glass to study the picture of the Great King in greater detail.

“Do you notice something peculiar about his eyes?”

Kavisar took the magnifying glass off the Griffin.

“The number nine seems to be reflected in his right eye, where as there is a question mark in his left.”

Neither of them had noticed that before either, and Kavisar wondered what it meant.

“There is a theory that each side of the brain contains a different type of thought.”

Kavisar’s thoughts were blank!

“Those who are predominately left-brained are often said to be more logical, analytical, and objective, whilst those who are right-brained are said to be more intuitive, thoughtful, and subjective.”

That was news to Kavisar, and being quite pragmatic he suspected that he was predominantly left-brained. The Griffin on the other hand, although his left-brain was very acute, he suspected that his right-brain was also very highly attuned too. After all, there was no one cleverer than the Wise Old Griffin!
“The number nine can be seen in his right eye indicating that it is connected with intuition, where as the question mark in the left eye indicates logic, or logical deduction.”

Thanks to the Griffin, they had now discovered their second clue!

“The ninth realm is that of Aetheria, and so I would assume there must be a connection.”

The Griffin was indeed wise.

“I would also speculate that as there is a reflection in the Great Kings eyes then we are looking for some sort of a mirror, or mirror image.”

Kavisar opened his eyes widely. He was astounded by the Griffin’s wisdom.
“I would also add that Aetheria is a reflection or mirror of the soul.”

Three

The wooden walls of the cabin seemed to echo with deafening silence, as Kavisar looked in astonishment at the Griffin. Everyone knew that he was the wisest one in all the land, but the information that he had just imparted had really knocked the proverbial wind out of his sails.

“Mirror of the soul?”

Was he correct in assuming that if he looked into it, then he could see within himself?

The Wise Old Griffin took the magnifying glass from Kavisar, placing it on the table.

“It is an old expression the eyes are the mirror of the soul, and normally that refers to a person’s thoughts being betrayed by their eyes. It is more about instinct and reading eye movements, as certain directions indicate certain thoughts.”

Kavisar was aware of that, as he knew that if someone would not look him straight in the eye, then they were hiding something.

“The eyes, which are a reflection of the external world, are also the mirror of the soul within.”

The Griffin looked into Kavisar’s eyes, and could see uncertainty, hesitation and more than a little bewilderment!

“There is also another eye which I believe is being referred to here, and that is the Third Eye.”

Kavisar’s eyes opened wide, and you did not have to be an expert to read his thoughts.

“The Third Eye is referred to as the Spiritual Eye, the Intuitive Eye, or the Eye of the Soul. It is located in the centre of the forehead between the eyebrows, and enables intuition and extra sensory perception to flow. It is very symbolic as the Inner Eye sees all things!”
The Griffin then pointed to a spot just above the bridge of Kavisar’s nose.

“This is where it is located, and it is linked to a gland in the brain known as the Pineal. It is shaped like a pine cone, and as you know a pine cone grows into a pine tree, and in a similar way the pineal gland grows into the Tree of Knowledge.”

That was indeed the case with the Griffin, as he had spent a lifetime nurturing his pine cone.

“That is why we can see and hear the Faery when she communicates with us, even though at times our eyes and ears cannot perceive her.”

Kavisar began to understand.

“In the context of the Eye of Mystery, I would assume that you would have to use your Third Eye to interact within it.”

They were certainly making progress.

“In connection with our search for Roggie, I would have thought that it would be a device which would enable telepathic communication between the Third Eye of the person looking into the Eye of Mystery, and the Realm of Aetheria.”

Now Kavisar understood, as it was in effect an extra sensory communication device.

That was all well and good, but they still did not know where to find it!

The ancient parchment curled slightly between the thick protective cover, as Lost Book of the Pict-Sidhé sat on the small wooden table, and he wondered whether it was going to give up some more of its secrets?

What the Wise Old Griffin had already shared with him had come as a revelation to Kavisar, who although having been its Guardian, realised that he knew very little about it, and even less about the mystical knowledge it contained.

The Griffin then went on to explain that The Realm of Aetheria and the outer lands were very closely connected, and what happened in one, had an effect on the other. That was the reason Roggie had been summoned to The Land of Shadows, to help defeat the Kraken. It had been spreading fear which had caused the plants and trees to die, and the rain to stop falling. He was now trapped inside the Great Crystal, which is why they were trying to find the Eye of Mystery to reunite his body and soul.

“So, we have learnt that there is far more to the Lost Book than we originally thought.”

The Griffin Tapped one of his clawed fingers on the table.
“I now firmly believe that the ancient warrior may have written it, but we can be sure that it was not all of his own work.”

Kavisar nodded thinking about all that the Griffin had said.

“There is clearly another hand at work.”

He could not disagree with the Griffin, and the more that he studied the front cover, the more he came to the same opinion.

“Who do you think helped him to write it?”

The Griffin raised his eyebrows.

“There is only one person who I know of who possess that kind of knowledge, and that is the Faery.”

Kavisar thought about it for a few moments before he replied.

“If she did, then why does she not help us?”

The Griffin smiled.

“She already has!”

Kavisar did not understand.

“The Faery is a guide, a Spirit, she cannot interfere with one’s destiny, only help to shape it.”

Kavisar frowned.

“There is always free will, and fate is left up to the individual, for it is the one thing that a person can change. Your destination is fixed, it is just how you get there that differs.”

The Faery had mentioned the Eye of Mystery, and it looked as though they were going to have to find it on there own.

The Griffin continued.

“We have some valuable clues, so I think we ought to examine the pages a little more closely.”

Each page started off with a large red capital letter which stood out from the black text.

“Would you be kind enough to get those for me?”

The Griffin motioned to a slate and piece of chalk which sat on a shelf by the window.

Kavisar arose, and returned with them a few moments later.

“I think it best if we make a start by writing down all of the large red letters in sequence.”

Kavisar did as he was asked, and as he carefully turned the pages he began to write them down. The Griffin looked at the slate as the words began to materialise:

THE DESTINY OF A KING LIES IN THE EYE OF MYSTERY AND HE WHO DISCOVERS ITS SECRET SHALL BECOME TRULY ENLIGHTENED

“Well bless my soul!”

Kavisar put the chalk down holding the slate in his hand.

The Griffin smiled with a sense of self satisfaction. He had been able to deduce the first sets of clues.

“Now all we need to do is to find out where exactly it is, and how to use it!”

That was not going to be as easy, as there were no more large red letters within the book.

The Griffin sat back tapping his clawed fingers again gently on the surface of the table. He was deep in thought, trying to work out what they were going to do next.

“The number nine.”

Kavisar placed the slate down next to the book.

“Can you open the book on the ninth page please?”

Kavisar did as he was asked, gently turning the parchment until he came to page nine. The Griffin then took hold of the magnifying glass examining it in every detail.

Kavisar was not sure what he was looking for, and as far as he was concerned it was just a plain passage of text.

“Do you notice something odd about the page number?”

The Griffin handed the magnifying glass to Kavisar. Studying the number, there did not seem to be anything amiss, and then as he concentrated on it, the number appeared to have a slight shadow.

“Amazing!”

Kavisar would never have noticed unless the Griffin had pointed it out. The shadow was of a separate number altogether.

“Now being as we were given the clue of the number nine, maybe we should check the numbering on every ninth page.”

The Griffin was in full flow, and Kavisar did as he was asked. Behind each page number there was indeed a shadow. He wrote them all down, and when he had finished he had a set of numbers.

“What do you think they mean?”

If the Lost Book would have had a map, then it would have been easy to assume that they would have been some sort of a grid reference. The book however, only contained words.

“All we have so far are words and numbers.”

The Griffin tapped his finger on the table again.

“Words and numbers, words, numbers.”

He was deep in thought, when Kavisar had a flash of inspiration.

“If we gave each letter a number then maybe the numbers spell out another clue?”

It was the Griffin’s turn to look with admiration.

“Excellent!”

With that Kavisar started to write out their alphabet, and as he did so he gave each letter a number. He then transferred the numbers he had found concealed under the page numbers into letters.

PICTAVIA

“Well now, we have a location!”
They were making great progress. The Eye of Mystery lay in The Land of Pictavia, although they still did not know the exact whereabouts, or any details of what exactly they were looking for...



