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    Introduction 
    



Jessica and I sit quietly in the lounging room of a very English Cotham Manor eating lunch when a crazy kid runs screaming between the 
guests, “Maggots! I’ve got maggots in my eyes!”


Little did we know the Manor house is haunted by a Conjurer who creates chaos?  Jess almost chokes to death and I nearly drown. Alistair is brave and enters the 
hidden passageways behind the pantry to be faced with a raging flood and later a destructive earthquake.


Nothing compared to the scorpions on the ceiling and the hidden den which almost became my tomb if it wasn’t for some quick thinking.


The Manor is cursed by the Conjurer and his evil ways must be stopped. Can the Bocastle Witch help remove the ghostly menace?  He is powerful and refuses to leave 
punishing all who try.
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    Chapter One 
    Illusions



“What do maggots do?” A freckled face red-hair boy asks a question 
out of the blue.


"What?” I answer feeling miffed at the interruption.


“What do maggots do?" He repeats while half hanging over the back of a floral couch in the 
lounging room of Cotham Manor.


"Look kid, I don’t know you, so why don’t you go bother someone else?" I sense a 
conversation coming that I don’t want to have.


“Nope! I can’t annoy anyone else. They’re all too old, so it’s going to be you.” The 
persistent and bored ten-year old persists.


“Go away, you pesky kid. Can’t you see we’re busy?” Jessica says while looking at her phone 
screen.


“No you’re not!  You’re not busy. So what do maggots do?” The bored lad leans forward almost
falling off the back of the couch to hear the answer.


I sit with my best friend in oversized padded couch with two glasses of soft drink and a bowl of mixed nuts sitting on the 
small timber table in front of us.


Raising my eyes from the phone screen, I stare at the freckle faced nuisance before sharply saying, “Why don’t you Google 
maggots and see for yourself.”


The boy looks surprised at the lack of interest from the two visiting Americans.  Being British, he thought his question 
deserved an answer. But suddenly his eyes become itchy and he rubs them roughly.


“I’ve got something in my eyes.” He complains.


Trying to ignore him but finally I look up as he’s whinging and rubbing the corners of his eyes. 
“Hey kid, lean over and I’ll try to see what it is.” I offer feeling sorry for him.


He leans as far forward as he can and drops his hands while opening his eyes wide. 
“I can feel something crawling in my eyes.”


“There’s nothing. I can’t see anything kid. There’s nothing in your eyes.” I prod Jessica 
to lean forward and take a look too.  She has a close inspection but shakes her head, ”I don’t see anything.”


“You’re both lying, I can feel something.” The red-head kid jumps off the floral couch and 
runs across the large room only missing furniture by inches. Many of the guests are annoyed at the commotion as the historical manor house which 
is now an expensive boutique hotel.


He is grizzling and rubbing his eye sockets without mercy pushing his knuckles hard into the corners. Pulling over a 
timber cushioned chair, he jumps up to see his face in the gold-gilt mirror over the fireplace.


“MAGGOTS!” He screams in horror, ”I’ve got maggots in my eyes.”


Other guests in the room stop what they’re doing and now all eyes are on the squealing boy. The young lad is crying and 
rubbing his eyes hard as he hops down from the chair and starts to run through the lounging room. Running as fast as he can from the room, he is 
blinded by his watering eyes and runs smack-bang into a middle aged gentleman sitting quietly reading a newspaper. Hitting the arm of the chair 
at break neck speed, he flips himself onto the lap of the businessman crushing and tearing the newspaper as he wriggles to sit up. He looks up 
at the man’s face with his eyes wide open and screams, “MAGGOTS!” before scrambling to his feet and running from 
the room.


“That poor kid Pen, he thinks he’s got maggots in his eyes.” Jessica says feeling sorry for 
the boy as she hears his voice trailing down the corridor. “Mommy. I want my mommy. Mooooom!”


“Jessica, the way he’s reacting, he really believes there are maggots in his eyes.  There’s 
something not right here.” I say grimly watching the guests point and mumble between themselves.


“Oh please Pen, not again. I’m here in Coombe staying in a four hundred year old English Manor 
house. Why would I think for one moment something creepy or freaky wouldn’t follow you across the ocean,” Jessica’s eyes look up at the 
ceiling for divine intervention, “Why me God, why me?”


“It’s nothing to do with God.” I say firmly.


“I know that Pen, that’s what concerns me.” Jessica whimpers.


“Oh get a grip Jess.” I say impatiently while leaning forward on the couch to scoop a 
handful of free nuts. I reopen the screen of my phone and scroll through messages without thinking anymore about the kid until Jessica says 
something weird.


“Pen, the kid was pestering you about maggots, asking over and over.” 


“Yeah I know he was starting to really cheese me off.” I remember.


“But you said, ‘Google maggots and see for yourself.’ Jessica reminds her friend.


“So?” I answer only half listening while stuffing my face with nuts.


“You said, ‘See for yourself’. Do you get it?” Jessica is serious and staring at her 
bestie.


“No Jess, I don’t get it.” I moan wishing she would get to the point.


“See...for...yourself’, the kid was the only one who could see the maggots, 
‘See...for...yourself’. Now do you get it?” Jess speaks slowly making her point.


“Do you mean I caused the kid’s terror?” I’m stunned by her words while putting down my phone.


“Yes Penelope, your words created a bad dream for the kid. How did you do that?” Jessica is 
wide-eyed with amazement at her sometimes spooky friend.


“You make it sound like I did it on purpose.” I sit leaning forward challenging Jess with a 
surly look.


“Well you are the witchy one and quite mysterious at times. So, I was just wondering.” 
Jessica’s tone has slumped to a wimpy mumble.


The conversation has stalled so I rest back into the couch to ponder her words. Is it possible some supernatural force is 
living in the manor house and using me to do illusions or tricks?  I know conjurers and magicians will use trickery, suggestion or hypnosis to 
make people believe what they hear, see or feel is real. In the head of the ten year old kid, the maggots in his eyes were real.  He ran 
screaming from the lounge room struck with fear and calling for his mom.


Jessica is watching her best friend glaze over and disappear into some nowhere space, “Penelope? 
Hello, are you with me?  You have drifted off into a void of some sort. What are you thinking?” Jessica sits waiting for an answer while 
twirling her long blond hair with her finger.
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