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Prologue

Sir Geoffrey de Mortimer, Knight Hospitaller, magically unlocks the secrets of who he really is, and is sent on another dangerous quest, to save King Richard from Marilor, the treacherous Queen of the Nixies. Will he ever return to his beloved Castle on a Rock?
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The Return

“Sire, my Lord.... are you there? Answer me,... Sire”

A loud, thumping, banging sound echoed in Geoffrey's head.

“Sire, it's Simon, can you hear me? Open this door. now.”

Geoffrey shook himself; what was that noise? Someone was shouting! He thought he recognised the voice, but whose was it, and where was he? Turning on one side, he slowly opened his eyes; fearful of what he would see. He was lying in his bed in the Solar!! back in his beloved, Castle on a Rock.

Bright moonlight, beamed down from a full almost white, silver Queen Moon; floating proudly in a clear, starry, black night sky. Streaming in through the wide glass windows, it poured cold, silver rays down into the room; illuminating the small, ornate Wyvern lectern in the centre of a long wooden table; and the enormous dark brown, embossed leather bound Book of Records codex, placed across its shoulders. Completing the enchanting scene, on the left of the lectern, a large white and brown, striped falcon's feather quill lay next to a glistening, impressive, silver wyvern shaped ink pot, but it was what he saw crumpled up right next to the lectern, that surprised him more.

It was his very own wrinkled brown, leather pouch! The last time he had seen it, was when he had worn it on his quest to rescue Lyunika's eggs. He remembered leaving it on the table in Antonia's villa in Aenaria, and couldn't even imagine how it had got here, in his Solar. Excitedly he ran over to it, and flipped open the closed pouch flap, curious of what he would find.

A thin brown object, was sticking out of one of its corners. Could it be the Celestial Star Chart? Yes, he was flabbergasted to see that it was his Celestial Star Chart! Delicately holding the beautifully carved, wooden handles; he was astonished to see that it was definitely the mysterious chart that he had followed, to bring him and his crew to this wonderful Castle on a Rock. Looking closely he could see that it had been carefully repaired by skilled hands; the two separate, damaged pieces of parchment had been united making it look more wondrous than before.

Rummaging further down, into the corners of the pouch; he found the tiny, silver Scroll of Spells, tucked into a fold. So, he hadn't been dreaming after all! He had been to Aenaria! He had been back in time; these scrolls were the proof of his fantastic adventure there.

“Sire, sire.” The noisy shouting and thumping, interrupted his thoughts. It had got louder, more insistent and, to make matters worse, it was now accompanied by the sound of scratching, and the sharp, piercing yapping of a small animal. Picking up the spluttering, thick white wax candle on the bedside table; he crept slowly across the room, towards the heavy, wooden door and the loud banging noise.

“Who's there?” he called out nervously.

“Sire, it's Simon. Sire, it's urgent. Open up. I must speak to you.”

After a few muddled, confused seconds, memory came flooding back to him. Simon was the Captain of the Royal Guard, he was really back in the Castle!

Looking down at his clothes he realised, that he wasn't wearing a Roman tunic any more; he was dressed in his old dark brown, woollen trousers and short tunic. The comfortable, strappy, Roman sandals had gone too; instead, he was wearing a pair of strong, black leather boots, and his carrot red, wavy hair was long again; he could see it curling down onto his shoulders.

Turning the large, golden key in the huge lock, the heavy door burst wide open into the room, thrusting him backwards; at the same time a small, short haired beige dog ran towards him, yapping and barking, wriggling with joy: jumping up on it's hind legs, begging to be picked up and stroked.

Behind the small whirling, twirling, bundle of happiness; strode the tall, golden yellow and emerald green, uniformed figure of Captain Simon, Head of the Royal Guard. “Knarr... my little Knarr” Geoffrey laughed, recognising the quivering, tiny animal, happily picking him up.

Captain Simon approached, and knelt down before him on one knee. “My Lord, there is splendid news of our King Richard. He will arrive here in two days time, and stay for an indefinite while.”

“A King? Prince Richard Plantagenet is King, and is coming here?” asked Geoffrey, as if in a dream. “When was he crowned?”

“That, I don't know Sire. I only know that the beacons, on the mainland, and on the islands across the bay, have been lit and carrier pigeons have brought messages; advising us that he will be stopping off here, en route to Sicily: where his younger sister, Princess Joanna, is in need of his assistance. Many days have passed Commander, since you rode off to inspect the people in the hills, and a search party had been organised to leave this very morning to find you. Luckily, the lookout below noticed a candle, lit in the Solar window - Sire, we are relieved, that you have returned safely” said Simon.

“Ah, yes, the people in the hills, the inspection, of course” answered Geoffrey gently stroking Knarr. “We will discuss them later, now assemble the Guard, there is much to be done in preparation of the King's visit.”

Captain Simon bowed and left the room. Geoffrey, still carrying the happy little Knarr, walked over to the window, looking out at the now deep black and glowing orange, striped dawn sky. So much has happened in my absence, he thought.

Beneath the Castle, the fishing village of Ponte, was slowly coming to life. Fishermen were returning from a night spent out on the cold, dark merciless sea, and small flocks of squawking, black headed gulls were circling around them, accompanying them back to port. A loud single bell for Matins tolled out, calling the monks to morning prayers. Everything looked normal, just as it had been when he had last seen it, before Aenaria that was.

Aenaria, where was Aenaria? Looking around the bay, he just saw lush, brilliant green rolling, forest covered hills but no buildings. The only building, still standing, in the bay was Ignacio's tower, and he gasped when he saw that Dolores' grave side remembrance light was still burning; its tiny red flame, flickered intermittently from the centre of the tower's well kept garden. Caballero Ignacio Gonzales had been real, that he knew but had he imagined Aenaria? Had it all been just a wonderful dream? Had he really, banished the evil Venefica, and saved Lyunika's, bejewelled clutch of eggs?

Everything in the room, was in perfect order, thick logs were burning brightly in the hearth; a platter of food and a jug of fresh water, which he hadn't noticed before were on the small, bedside table. Again, he asked himself Who does all these things? Invisible hands were always at work!

“Little Knarr” he murmured, to the happy animal. “Who can tell me, what is happening? What is the answer, to all these mysteries? I am only young, a mere Knight Hospitaller doing my duty.” As if in answer, Knarr curled up into a tiny ball, in his arms You cannot tell me he smiled to himself, putting the warm, furry body, down into a small wicker basket by the fireplace.
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A Surprise Visitor

Morning broke, silently and beautifully; changing the sky, into a pale, pinkish blue. Looking happily around the room, his gaze was drawn to the Wyvern lectern and the beautifully embossed, leather bound Book of Records codex. Flipping open the wyvern shaped metal clasp, he saw that its beige parchment pages were all blank; inviting him to begin writing on them, to begin recording the daily happenings in the Castle again.

He pulled up a chair, and dipping the fluffy feather quill into the silver ink pot, went to write the date, but stopped what date is it today? he had no idea who could he ask? Nobody kept time here, days merged into weeks, weeks merged into months, months merged into years. There was no timekeeper nor clock, in the Castle on a Rock, only the church bells in the village, rang out for prayers. He would have to ask Simon, the Capitan of the Guard, what the date was. He seemed to be the only person, who knew the answers to everything.

Replacing the quill back into the ink pot, he retrieved his precious leather pouch, and crossed the room to the window seat. As he very carefully, unwound the Celestial Star Chart, he remembered that when he had found it, in the hot desert sand so very long ago, he had thought then that the scroll had been a thing of great beauty; but now that the two halves had been united, he saw that it was indeed stunning.

The ancient parchment crinkled softly as it was unrolled, releasing speckles of coloured shiny, bright blue dust, which stuck to his fingertips. Happily, he marvelled again at the gleaming heavenly constellations, flickering brightly with huge frighteningly magical, brilliantly coloured sea animals; whirling and spinning around: as if alive. He almost smiled to himself, at the wonderful, shining silver blue Queen Moon, set in a sky full of twinkling, sparkling stars, and he remembered the many times he and his crew had consulted this precious scroll, as they had followed the previously uncharted route through distant seas, bringing them here. It was all so mysteriously magical. Antonia Caenis would be amazed to see it now, he thought sadly.

A scroll so valuable, so precious, that the Venefica, had given her life to possess it. Re-rolling it, and tying the thin leather strips into a bow, he pressed opened a tiny, secret drawer in the table, directly beneath the ledger; (a drawer known only to the Scribe & Master of the Book of Records), and reverently placed the scroll inside. The drawer slid closed by itself, with an almost silent click, disappearing silently back into the wooden table. At least it's safe here... he thought.

This Castle is truly enchanted... he mused, going towards the door. Knarr, jumped up instantly, leaping out of the basket to follow him, yapping and zigzagging, between his legs. “Come on then Boy” he said laughing at the tiny bundle of joy.

Automatically tying the leather pouch around his waist, he picked up the long heavy, bright blue, hooded woollen cloak; which had been left on a chair by the door, and wrapped it around his shoulders, securing it with the golden ring brooch, Rosanna had given him. Followed by a very happy little Knarr, he slammed shut the heavy wooden door behind him, and went off to find what the day held in store for him.

He strode purposely along the long winding, torch lit corridor, and gasped in wonder, when the magnificent, silver and green leaved olive grove, and flowering pink blossomed, fruit orchard: encompassed by a gloriously, pale blue sky, opened out wide in front of him. Home at last, he thought as he breathed in the fresh sweet, break of day air. Now, he could finally rest from his fantastic adventures, and fully explore the many secrets, hidden deep down in the depths of this sprawling castle! He had after all, only seen a very small part of it, there was so much more to explore.

Parts of the square, low walled olive grove, were still shrouded in dark foggy, shadows spreading out wide; casting suspicious looking, mysterious black shapes, into every nook and cranny: even stretching out around and behind, the ancient olive trees.

A loud rumble, deep down in Knarr's throat, alerted Geoffrey.

“What is it Knarr?... is there something there?... I can't see anything!” he whispered to the dog.

Knarr, sniffed the air suspiciously, and growled low in reply. Geoffrey looked across the square, towards the darkest corner, and listening very carefully, thought that he could hear a low rustling, creaking sound: like very dry leaves moving or something stiff unwrapping.

Knarr scampered away cowering, his little tail curled down between his thin, back legs, no longer courageous; to then suddenly change his mind, return, and crouch down, trembling behind Geoffrey's legs. Instinctively, Geoffrey reached for his sword but he wasn't wearing one... what now? Peering deeper, into the black mysterious corner, he could just make out a large conical, folded shape; had somebody left some banners there? At that very moment, he heard a crunching noise, and the conical shape began to move, slowly unwrapping and opening out wide.

Magnificent, huge shiny, dark green, leathery wings, slowly unwound from the cone; revealing a long muscular, silvery light greenish, reptilian like scaly body Lyunika! The mighty wyvern, stretched up high into the dawning sky... Oh, she is marvellous thought Geoffrey. Her powerful head turned sharply down, towards him. He wasn't afraid this time, he was in fact very pleased to see her. Maybe now, she could begin to answer all his many unanswered questions.
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Lyunika's Secrets

“Scribe Geoffrey” she hissed, in her raspy voice. “You are well, I see.”

“Surprisingly, yes” he replied. “I am well but Aenaria, Capellina and my friendly, massive hound, Ferox, how are they?” he asked. “ What happened to them? Why are they not here? The villa, the whole city and port has vanished, disappeared ” he said, indicating across the bay, to the empty void in the hills, to the place where he thought they should have been.

“What mystery is this Lyunika? I did as you bid me, I rescued your precious eggs, from the evil Venefica. Where is Aenaria? Has it been destroyed? All the splendours and inhabitants of that wonderful city have gone, vanished. Have they been blown away, into the skies or sucked down, beneath the waves? It's as if it has never existed, but I know it has, I have been there!!”

“Scribe Geoffrey, Knight Hospitaller, listen well. There are mythical, magical powers working on this Earth, powers which are far mightier and stronger than me! You humans, have given them the names of Behemoth, mighty entities of the Green World, living underground and Leviathan, cruel monsters of the Blue World, living in the dark depths of the sea. These powers, are a threat to the safety of your world as their only gift is death.

Dreadful, dark, evil forces, residing in the profound caves and canyons of the earth, and the dark, deep, abysses of the sea bed. United, these powers are a threat to the the world's future and safety. Deadly, monstrous powers, they move stealthily beneath cities and villages, unleashing their hatred in the form of burning lava, flowing down from the tops of Vesuvius and Mount Epomeo; or as sea tempests and mighty roaring tsunami, destroying everything that stands in their path.

Know you this, young Geoffrey, that I, Lyunika, Silver Moonbeam, am the last living descendant, of the mighty Ziz; faithful custodians and governors, of the invisible Air World. Once we Ziz, were many, fulfilling our duty to protect and assist all good things on this Earth; until Behemoth and Leviathan rebelled against us. My soul mate, my companion Kywlo, Star of the Night, was savagely killed while he was valiantly, defending our eggs, our Wyvernets and I am now alone, waging this terribly long war, against these vile creatures.

I have very few friends left now, in this Green World and my task is becoming more and more arduous. Capellina was a trusty ally and Antonia a fine priestess. Losing them, has caused me much pain and sorrow. Geoffrey, there are times when I too despair!! I tried so very hard to save Aenaria but I was still extremely weak from my injuries and the effects of the Venefica's poison. All those eruption and earthquakes, were all too forceful for me; I was powerless, to help them!”

The rising sunlight glimmered and reflected, off the silvery green scales of her powerful and beautiful body; immense muscles, rippling brightly as she turned back, to look at Geoffrey. Were those tears, that he could see in her glittering bright orange eyes?

“Geoffrey, if you close your eyes, you can imagine them as they were, as if nothing had happened. Remember the happy times, which are held forever in your heart. Time is a great healer and you were lucky enough to have met them and spent some time with them.”

“I wanted to stay longer Lyunika, I truly did ” he almost sobbed. “There was so much more to see and learn from them all.”

“Scribe Geoffrey, I, Lyunika the last of the Ziz, will forever be in your debt. The quest I sent you on was difficult, yet you have shown great courage and responsibility. Do not forget, that you are the Chosen One, your place is here, in this time, in this Castle, in this bay. You are special by birthright.”

“Me? Special?” laughed Geoffrey, then like a flash of lightning, in a cloudless blue sky, he had a vision of many years ago; when he was a young boy, sitting quietly with Friar Dominic in the huge vaulted, library of the Benedictine Abbey. The good monk, was slowly turning the delicate, exquisitely decorated pages, of an enormous embossed, leather bound book, patiently trying to teach Latin and Occitan, to a very restless, bored Geoffrey.

“You are special, little Carrot Head” he would say “remember my words.” Just the ramblings of a kindly old tutor, he had thought at the time.

“Had you never realised, that you had special qualities, Scribe Geoffrey?” asked Lyunika; as little Knarr, getting a very quizzical glare from Lyunika, timidly left the safety of the dark shadow behind Geoffrey's legs, and sniffed tentatively around one of her enormous, gnarled black claws.

“Special me ? No, just a dutiful Knight Hospitaller, serving my King and country. Not Special, nor the Chosen One” he laughed. “ Chosen to do what anyway? Haven't I done enough already?”

Stretching down low across the square, Lyunika wound herself closely around Geoffrey and Knarr. Wrapping her strong, leathery green wings around them, as if to protect them, she spoke softly “No, my dear Geoffrey. Your quests have only just begun! You have much to do in this Rock Castle. Your life is now here. Sir Geoffrey de Mortimer, Knight Hospitaller, Scribe and Master of the Book of Records, Commander of the Garrison & Protector of the Rock Castle, hero.”

“No, Lyunika” he interrupted “I'm no hero.”

“On the contrary, Geoffrey, you bear the Mark, and wear hair the fiery colour of burning lava. You are a fearless, mighty warrior, a member of the Plantagenets, a monk warrior, and now a Wyvern warlord. ”

“No, no” shrugged Geoffrey. “I'm not fearless, I'm very frightened at times. At times like now. Lyunika, you are preparing me for another quest aren't you?” he asked raising an eyebrow “Another move in time? No, I won't go, I want to stay here in this place. On this Rock Castle, in this bay.”

“Fear not brave Knight. Here you will stay here, now and for a very long time. This is your home and your destiny. You and only you, are responsible for making sure, that its citizens are fed and protected. Everything must run smoothly, and keeping the Book of Records is only a very small part of your duties, Chosen One.”

“Again, this Chosen One, my name is Geoffrey” he sneered “I will have no more of it. My birthright indeed!”

Lyunika, slowly unfurled her massive wings, snapped around to look at him, and raised herself up to her full height. “You know nothing of your birthright? You have not been prepared?” she asked surprised. “Oh my dear Geoffrey, it is time you knew everything.”

“What should I know? I'm a Knight Hospitaller, and proud to be so. I need know nothing else” he commented.

As if by magic, a wide ray of glorious, golden sunlight, burst through the clouds, and shone down onto the hillside directly opposite the Castle; glowing and reflecting, off clouds of hundreds and thousands, of brilliant yellow blossoms.

“Look Geoffrey. Look at all those gorse bushes in flower. Beautiful aren't they? Wait! Did you hear that? The gorse is talking to you! Listen to what it is saying.”

Geoffrey looked at her suspiciously. Had she said, listen to flowers? He had heard of some strange things in the world but never talking flowers.

Sheepishly he looked up at her, and in a very squeaky voice croaked “I should listen to the gorse flowers?”

Just one blink of her huge bright orange eyes, was enough of an answer.

He turned towards the hillside, and listened as hard as he could. Shrugging his shoulders, he looked back at Lyunika. “Nothing. I hear nothing!”

“Listen again” she roared.

He turned back again and concentrated. Yes! There was a strange noise coming from the gorse bushes. One very quiet ping, followed by another, a little bit louder, then silence.

“I heard something” he said proudly “ a sort of pinging, popping noise.

“Patience is not your forte is it Warlock? Listen to the gorse!”

Sighing loudly, he turned his full attention, back onto the sunbeam yellow, gorse covered hillside, really expecting nothing much to happen: until all at once, he heard a loud pinging, cracking sound echoing across the bay. Each and every single flower, on every single bush, burst open at the same time. The hillside turned black, as millions of tiny black seeds exploded high into the air, to then fall back to the ground with an ear splitting pitter- patter.

Embarrassed, he grinned foolishly at Lyunika.

“Behold Warlock, the gorse has welcomed you , it has spoken. These gloriously yellow flowers and bushes are precious to the island. On your command the flowers will turn their tiny black seeds into a useful weapon. Many a time unsuspecting invaders, have been repelled by one short shower of their stinging black seed pellets. Those lucky enough to avoid the deadly cloud of pellets, but still insisting on crawling up the hillside, are soon torn and ripped by their sharp prickly thorns, and that Warlock, is not all that the gorse can do. Wild rabbits and goats feed from their bright leaves, and horse fodder is made from their dried stalks in Autumn. Even the farmers profit from the gorse, making wine from its flowers. So, Warlock, is it now clear to you? You bear their Mark, the Mark of the Plantagenet, it is your birthright. It is not for you to query your destiny, you are Special, the Chosen One, destined to fulfil dangerous quests.”

Geoffrey nodded understandingly. “Do I have any choice Lyunika? Has my future, already been decided too? Why was I chosen?”

“All will become clear, when you find your birthright ledger” continued Lyunika, “it is kept in a secret chamber, deep in this Rock Castle. Much has been written, and much will be written about you.”

“Tell me where it is!” Geoffrey pleaded “I have never found a secret chamber in the Castle, all I have seen are long winding tunnels and passages; never a secret chamber!”

“No, Chosen One, I cannot tell you. It is something you must discover alone. Remember, you still have my amulet to help you. It will be of much use. We are destined to meet again but now more importantly my clutch of eggs, my Wyvernets have to be protected, and I have already been away from them for too long. Worlds and the whole Wyvern Ziz race, depends on their hatching. These are very dangerous times.”

“Oh yes, your splendid jewelled eggs!” Geoffrey commented “Where are they? May I see them?”

“You will see them soon enough, Now they are in the safety of my lair, in a warm secure nest, hidden away high up in the mountain but they are vulnerable and have to be protected, until they hatch. When they are hatchlings, they will need your continual assistance, young Geoffrey. For now, you must concentrate on finding your birthright ledger and prepare yourself for your next quest. We shall meet again, very soon young Warlock.”

Saying that she flapped open her huge brilliant green, leathery wings, spreading them out wide, fan like across the square, and with one strong flap, rose up vertically, high above his head; her long, spiked tail, brushing against the tops of the olive trees.

A loud rushing noise broke the silence, like the sound of hundreds of wings flapping together, as she flew gracefully up into the morning sky. Soaring horizontally above them, the beat of her wings was like a steady drum beat, blowing blasts of warm air into his eyes, and almost knocking little Knarr over.

At that precise moment, Captain Simon and the Royal Guard rushed into the square their brilliant blue cloaks, blowing wildly behind them in the blast. Gazing up in awe at Lyunika flying away, in broad daylight too! Captain Simon shouted “My Lord. Beware of the Custodian” as he ran over to protect Geoffrey with his shield.

“The Custodian, is our friend Captain” he replied as they watched the enormous magical creature, flying higher and higher up towards the brooding mountain top. Mingling with a large flock of black ravens, and a murder of crows, she soon became a tiny speck in the sky, disappearing into the thick, black shadows of the dense pine forests. The air around them stilled, she had gone.

Geoffrey leaned up against the wall, turned towards Simon and said “Now Captain, tell me more of the King's visit.”

“Sire, another messenger from the underground city of Camerano has just arrived.”

“Underground city? Camerano? where and what is that?” Geoffrey queried.

“Camerano is on the mainland, in a place called Ancona, Sire. It is an underground city, first built by Hospitaller Knights as a hospital for pilgrims visiting the holy shrines in Italy. I have never been, but am told that it has been carved entirely out of the living rock. Arches, galleries, meeting rooms, there is even a small church for the Warrior Monks, who are garrisoned there, awaiting the King's orders; a safe refuge from enemies, surrounded by stables, farms and vineyards.”

Simon took a deep breath and continued, proud to share his knowledge “It has also become an important depot, providing fodder and food as part of the Crusaders' supply system; a Crusader fleet depot, almost the same as we are here on Ischia, but a lot smaller and all underground!”

“I should dearly love to see such an underground city Simon” said Geoffrey, “but tell me, what news does the messenger bring?”

“The King and his party, are travelling overland and should arrive there this evening.” replied Simon. “It is thought that they will rest for one night, travel down to the port of Ancona, and then sail over to here in the morning; if the weather holds and the sea is good, they could be here the day after tomorrow. However, I believe that the King will be anxious to leave Camerano; as I'm told that a cog transporting his goshawks arrived there days ago and His Majesty loves hawking, so he will be eager to be off.”

Geoffrey, nodded that he had understood and asked “What year is this, Simon?”

“It is 1189, My Lord” replied Simon with a strange look on his face. “almost the end of the month of November, to be precise.”

“Still 1189! Time has stood still. It seems like years have passed, so much has happened since I arrived here” Geoffrey said thoughtfully.

“Here on the Rock Castle, time as you know it, is of little consequence, my Lord” replied Simon wisely, turning and leaving the square. Geoffrey noticed that look of wisdom in his eyes, as if he was hiding something; the same look that Ignacio and Rosanna had, whenever he had asked them questions. Questions, all still unanswered.

It was now early morning, and a golden globed sun, hung high in a dazzlingly blue, cloudless sky. The calm sea was a glorious sparkling turquoise, scattering soft white waves out across the bay; never stopping, breaking and reforming, eternal waves which steadily beat white, frothy foam up against the shiny black rocks beneath the Castle.

What disaster had happened here?... Geoffrey wondered. Had they all perished quickly? Those fascinating people of Aenaria. Had they been swallowed up, by gigantic walls of rushing, crushing water? all those statues, chariots, ships, homes, people? Had everything been pushed down, deep onto the dark, cold, merciless sea.

Or had they been burnt to cinders, by roaring streams of molten lava, or crushed by heavy boulders? Who had survived? Had everything sunk? buried forever in the wet sand? Or burned to ashes? How had it disappeared, without leaving any trace?

Walking along the narrow lanes deep in thought, trying to give some sense to what was happening to him, he found himself back up in the Solar. Everything was in order, as usual. The fire had been lit, the bed made, clean clothes laid out, fresh fruit on the table, all the work of those unseen hands as if by magic but Geoffrey didn't believe in magic nor witchcraft. He believed in God's will, that good always won over evil and that duty must be done, whatever happened. It had always been his belief, that there was always an explanation for everything, but it was getting harder and harder, to find an answer to all his many questions.

Settling little Knarr, into the comfort of his warm basket, he changed into his Commander of the Garrison uniform, making sure that his Lyunika amulet was tucked safely beneath his tunic. Securing his blue woollen cloak, with Rosanna's golden brooch once again; he closed the heavy wooden door quietly, and leaving the bright sunlight of the Solar behind him, strode down towards the lower parts of the Castle.

He remembered, that he had often walked past the opening of a dingy, narrow alleyway; which he imagined lead down to the stockrooms or the dismal, damp dungeons: and had always meant to see where it lead to. He had to find it again. Now was his chance! Nothing would stop him this time, he wouldn't stop searching until he had found his birthright ledger; he had to solve this mystery and find out what everyone else knew about him too.
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The Scriptorium

He found the narrow alleyway easily, and although the lighting in the arched entrance was very dim, he was surprised to find that the alleyway itself wasn't. Its walls were not damp nor covered in clammy moss covered stone, as he had expected them to be: instead they were lined with bright red brickwork while the ground had been levelled flat and paved with square terracotta tiles. The whole alleyway had obviously just been swept, as it wasn't dusty, and there weren't any clinging cobwebs hanging from the corners of the ceiling. All the work of those unseen, behind the scenes workers.

After only a few minutes; the narrow alleyway surprisingly ended, and he was pleased to step out into the open air. Bathed in blazing sunshine, under a piercing, cobalt blue sky, he found himself in a charming square, which he didn't remember ever seeing before.

The only sound in that glorious setting, was coming from an ornate round, white marble fountain, tinkling away merrily in its centre. The otherwise silent square, was encircled by a single row of tall, narrow two storey, yellow ochre houses.

All the fronts of the houses faced inwards, towards the square; their long sparkling arched glass windows, dazzling beautifully in the blazing sunshine. The most striking thing he noticed, was that each house had a brightly painted brilliant blue, firmly closed arched front door, with a highly polished, golden Wyvern shaped door knocker, shining proudly in the centre. Could this be the Garrison's Quarters he wondered?

An unreal silence, hung in the air. No-one was about. No twittering birds, nor mewing cats, no happy chatter of children playing, just total silence; as if the whole place was slumbering, in the glorious early morning sunshine. Suddenly, out of the corner of an eye, he thought he saw a slight movement yes, one of the bright blue doors, was slowly creaking open!

There was still no-one else around, as he sprinted across the square; to the now half ajar door. Beginning to feel just a little bit apprehensive, he very slowly pushed it wide open, stepped inside and jumped startled, when with an ominous thud, the heavy door slammed shut behind him.

He had entered into a void, into a black emptiness: a heavy oppressive silence, hung in the air as he desperately peered into the darkness. Was it his imagination or could he see a tiny glimmering light, far away in the nothingness? As if in answer to his doubts, Lyunika's amulet on his chest, began to throb softly. Unfolding his draped blue cloak, a feeble greenish glow shone through his tunic, out into the darkness; Lyunika's amulet was showing him the way!

The glow from the amulet, got stronger by the minute. Soon bright green rays of light, were bouncing off the walls, showing him that he was in another low, twisting red brick arched tunnel, which sloped steeply downwards. His footsteps, made no sound in the muffled silence and after what seemed like ages, he rounded a corner, and the beam of light from the amulet, suddenly dissolved into a massive, bright blue door, which was blocking his way! Illuminated on either side, by spluttering, burning torches, this beautiful deep blue door, was different to any other he had ever seen. It was enormously high, and its whole surface was dotted with tens of studs of small golden wyverns. One larger indented, curled golden Wyvern, shone out to him from its centre.

It's Lyunika he realised. It's her amulet!

Pulling his amulet and chain up over his head, he pressed it into the form on the door. It fitted perfectly, and he pushed it down as hard as he could, until he heard a loud sharp click. The door swung silently open, revealing the most wondrous room he had ever seen in his whole life.

It was a huge, vaulted library: the likes of which he had never imagined could have existed. The enormous room, stretched out far away, deep down into the shadows. Its walls were covered with rows of dark brown, wooden shelves; groaning with the weight of hundreds of magnificent, richly coloured thick leather bound books and codexes. He had found it! This was where all the codexes and ledgers were kept: where they all disappeared to when he had finished with them. He had found the secret chamber at last! Hardly believing his good luck, he removed the warm amulet and chain from the door, looped it back around his neck and courageously stepped into the room.

The sight of all those rows and rows of dusty volumes, took his breath away. The shelves spread around the room, from the floor to the ceiling. There must be thousands of them he thought. Burning brass candle holders, were positioned at intervals along shiny polished, wooden tables. Shifting flames, illuminated a wonderfully carved, imposing full size, dark wooden Wyvern shaped lectern, in the centre of the room. Grasping a small, wooden booklet in its sharp talons, its imposing leathery wings had been carved wide open, as if ready for flight. A real, exquisitely embossed bound leather book, rested on the book rest which had been carved across its wide shoulders. Could that be my birthright book? He wondered, he had to find out.

As silently as possible, he took another step into the huge room, sending up huge clouds of dust; a light airy grey dust, which seemed not to have been disturbed in centuries. The resounding thud of the heavy blue door closing behind him, echoed across to the far side of the room, fading away into obscurity. All the candle flames fluttered and swayed, as the still air in the room was disturbed. Trying hard not to sneeze, he walked stealthily across the dusty floor, towards the lectern and slowly lifted the heavy leather bound book, from the book-rest. Very, very carefully he flipped open the wyvern gold catch on the side, and creaked open the first pages. The calligraphy was perfect. Each word had been written clearly, and there were beautifully coloured illustrations, at the beginning of each chapter, and along the margins.

Opening up a folded up small stool, he sat down, and began to read. The Scribe had used a different style of writing to his, and certain letter forms were strange to him, but it was basically still in Latin and he understood it easily. After reading a few lines, he realised that it was his own account of the Autumn fair, which he had organised in the Castle. It had been the last ledger that he had completed before Aenaria, and now here it was, transcribed into this magnificent book.

His heart beat wildly in his chest, as he closed the ledger, and returned it to the book-rest, happy that he had found such a wondrous treasure trove; there were thousands of codexes and ledgers, just waiting to be read and so much to be learnt!

He noticed an enormous, dark brown wooden chest nearby, beautifully carved with intricate symbols, and pretty gorse flowers. Surprisingly, it wasn't locked, and he eased open the heavy lid without any trouble. The chest was packed full of large, dark brown and gold, leather bound volumes, and picking up one at random, he gasped in surprise. It was as he had hoped, it was one of his own ledgers; probably one of the very first, rewritten in perfect lettering, recounting all the events he had so carefully noted down.

So this is where they disappeared to, all those ledgers. They're all here. Decades and decades of the Castles' life have been written here between the pages of these books, but by whom? Who was responsible? Who was the real Scribe? and where is my birthright book?

A quiet, shuffling sound, disturbed his thoughts. It was a strange sound, and he couldn't quite understand what it was. A sort of scratching, rustling noise, coming from behind an enormous wooden cupboard, positioned in the middle of the room. The closer he got to it, the louder the noise became, but now the rustling sound was accompanied by a low chant. Someone was singing and praying! Feeling less frightened, he marched boldly across the room, heedless of the thick clouds of dust rising up from the floor and rounded the corner of the cupboard, to see something he really had never, even in his wildest dreams, expected to see.

Directly behind the heavy cupboard, was a large, stone vaulted, oak beamed chamber with a massive, central wooden staircase leading to another floor. A heavy wooden sign, saying 'Scriptorium', hung from rusty, black chains above the entrance. Seated on a long wooden bench, beneath a small, arched window (which let in very little daylight) was the bent, hooded figure of an old monk, wearing a worn black woollen habit. As he got closer, Geoffrey could see that it was a Scribe, crouched over a writing desk, totally concentrated on transcribing from the pages of an open book. Working on a small wyvern lectern, just like the one Geoffrey had in the Solar, the monk's right arm moved back and forth, first gently dipping his long white, feather quill, into the wyvern shaped inkwell; then effortlessly gliding, gracious black inked, signs and letters, onto the blank parchment pages. Backwards and forwards went the arm, like a mechanical machine in continual motion, sweeping across the beige, crinkly pages.

The huge, oak beamed chamber around the Scribe, was packed solid with wide book shelves, heaving with hundreds of thick codexes and finished ledgers. A small round brass charcoal brazier, glowed dimly in one corner; illuminating strange, shiny brass binding tools, mounted in wooden handles and hung over nails on the walls or hanging down from hooks on the overhead beams. The workbenches, were strewn with dark brown leather hides and unfinished ledgers, in the process of being bound and clasped.

A tiny, grey mouse scurried across one of the work benches, jumping nimbly over the tools. It reminded Geoffrey of the gliri or were they called gliris? that he had seen in the kitchen of Antonia's villa in Aenaria. He shook his head and tried to concentrate on the present, the past was past, it had gone. Fascinated by everything around him, Geoffrey stood in silence, half hidden in the background, watching the Scribe work. The diligent Scribe, chanted a hymn as he wrote; a tune which was familiar to Geoffrey but he couldn't remember, where or when, he had heard it.

The Scribe's soothing chant, droned on uninterrupted, until all of a sudden he recognised it... it was Salve Regina, the Templars' chant... how could he have forgotten it? Sung by just one monk, it had a more soulful meaning; he was used to hearing it sung by huge choirs. The last time he had heard it, he had been in the Holy Land. Every single dawn, hundreds of Warrior Monks, assembled in a makeshift church, had chanted it loudly before leaving for battle; to fight and maybe die, in the dry, sandy desert beneath a merciless, burning sun.
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