
  
  


“The magical world of Maple Hollow is brilliantly realized, with every nook and cranny overflowing with vibrant energy and atmosphere. A highly inventive work, packed to the brim with surprise portals, ancient traditions, and dream worlds. A compelling metaphysical adventure story.” – The BookLife Prize



“A riveting read. An immersive experience into the world of enchantment, dreams, transformation, and a coming of age whereby we can choose to trust the power of our intuition and spirit guides to come home to ourselves.” – Lisa Tahir, Author of The Chiron Effect: Healing Our Core Wounds through Astrology, Empathy, and Self- Forgiveness



“From the very first pages, I was captivated by the enchanting symbolism and vivid imagery of this marvelously metaphysical mystery. The mystical story and themes wove their magick around me, drawing me into the world of Maple Hollow. I felt an instant connection with its rich, relatable characters, each possessing a unique old soul quality. I eagerly anticipate returning to explore its magick and mysteries further.” – Vivyana, The Dragon Mystic and Bestselling Author of Manifesting Magical Moments: Embrace the Extraordinary in Everyday Life



“A beautifully descriptive book to transport you through the mysterious story. Clever weaving of the importance of dreams, synchronicities and trusting in the unknown." – Josephine Sorciere, The Evolutionist, Author of 2020: The Alchemists' Awakening
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A Note to the Reader, 

Thank you so much for your interest in the mysterious and magickal world of Maple Hollow. 

In 2014, I had a vivid and unique dream that was so real it became the inspiration for this story. Yet, like so many writers, after writing the first 10,000 words, I abandoned the story, unsure if anyone would ever read it.  

After battling chronic disease for many years and going through a number of amazing spiritual experiences, I began to listen to the whispers of my dreams. Then I went back to the story I had written all those years ago. To my amazement, it started to take on a whole new life and direction. I now feel driven to spread awareness of the value of dreams and their capacity for transformation. I merged this passion with my persistent fascination with the unknown, mysteries, Celtic mythology, along with my love of Halloween, and my lifelong connection to cats, to create this story. I hope it will enchant and enlighten you on your journey. 

In love and light,

Megan Mary









  
  

Chapter one

The Storm


Oct 12, 2007





It was the dark of night. Jewelia sat facing a round altar in the library of the grand Skye Manor. Raindrops slowly chased each other down the windowpanes. Her hair was long, dark, and shiny, like the reflection of the moon. Her eyes were deep green, reflecting the glow of candlelight that surrounded her. A gentle plume of smoke steadily rose from a black incense stick. It was gathered with half a dozen others inside a small vase. Next to it lay a deck of cards illustrated with a pentacle surrounded by knotwork. 

The altar was covered with crystals, stones, books, and candles of all different shapes and sizes. Fat black candles squatted near tall red ones. Tiny bottles with ornate lids stood next to large obelisk-shaped crystals. Silver runes, small glass balls, and random strings of beads intermingled with the candles and crystals. A white sage stick and an ornate oil lamp fought for room in the cluttered space. Behind her loomed the tall shadow of a floor-to-ceiling bookshelf filled with thousands of books. A wooden rolling ladder leaned against the shelves. The sound of rain filled the room, gently tapping on the four-pane window. Heavy black curtains accented the deep purple walls, the velvet gathered on either side by silky amethyst ropes.

Jewelia was concentrating, deeply focused on something, but she seemed tired and worn. Curled up on her lap was a small black cat. His fur was dark as a galaxy, and his eyes as bright as stars. She chanted and repeated words that were barely audible. In one hand she held a scrying pendulum that hung from a long black chain, and in the other she grasped a smooth hematite stone, candlelight reflecting in its shiny surface. The purple crystal pendulum slowly spun widdershins, heeding her whispered words.

She sat silently, her eyes closed.  Time passed slowly as she breathed in and out, in rhythm with the breath of the cat. They were one breath, passing through time. 

A sudden clap of thunder broke the silence. Jewelia’s eyes snapped open. Jarred out of her placid place of meditation, she reached for a pad of paper. She wrote and then stopped, holding her pen just away from the paper as if in a channeled trance, then continued on, only to stop again a few words later. Once her words had fully inked the page, she folded the letter and placed it in a small white envelope. She firmly pressed a stamp into the red wax simmering nearby, sealed the envelope, and wrote 


Hannah 


in large letters in the middle.

She rose quickly from her seat, the cat springing off her lap. She ran out to the foyer, then down the long dark hallway toward the back door, grabbing a cloak hanging on a nearby hook and departing from the shelter of her home. 

Skye Manor sat in the middle of an enormous, circular pumpkin patch. There was one straight path that led from the manor through the center of the patch, ending at the sea. This path was lined on both sides with immensely tall cypress trees. They stood like guards, perfectly lined up, creating a dark corridor to the water. Jewelia ran down this corridor toward the shore, cutting through the patch.

The storm swirled around her, thunder cracking and breaking across the sky. She headed for the dock, heart pounding in her chest. The wind whipped the trees, making them swirl as if they would be lifted right out of their roots, their branches thrashing to and fro. The rain beat on Jewelia’s head and shoulders as she approached the dock.

On the dock, she knelt down and reached for the ropes that held the rowboat, her long black hair wet and matted against her face. She untangled them one by one until the small craft was freed from its attachments. It bobbed up and down on the rough water, ready to float away of its own accord. Steadying herself on a wooden dock post wrapped in weathered rope, Jewelia stepped into the boat, first her right foot, then her left. She sat on the wet wooden seat and fished around for the oars below her.

She began to row, pushing and straining the muscles in her arms, heaving back and bracing her legs. She was rowing as hard and fast as she could. She made it away from the dock and headed south, along the shore, further and further from the manor and around the bend of the tiny island. The rain fell harder and harder, as if it were trying to prevent her from proceeding any further. But she paddled on, exerting herself as much as she could. 

As she rowed, she began to chant—softly at first, the words a whisper under her heavy breath. They formed a rhythm of their own as they dropped from her lips into the foggy air that had begun to envelope both her and the boat. She started to chant louder, the words becoming an incantation, carrying her emotions on the wind, swirling around her and rising out of her body.

Suddenly, a colossal thunderclap boomed above her, followed by a magnificent strike of lightning. White light, as bright as if she stood next to the moon itself, surrounded her, and then there was total silent darkness. 

Jewelia had vanished.








  
  

Chapter two

The Shift


Oct 19, 2007





“I’m so sorry, dear, but we’ve decided to take a different direction for our dinner hour entertainment,” Ms. Gardenia said from across the metal bistro table. “I do hope you understand it’s not personal. Your playing is just lovely,” she added, trying to soften the blow. But Hannah didn’t hear that part—all she heard was the  I’m so sorry, and all she felt was a sinking knowing in her gut that something else had happened she had no control over.

I’m so sorry was something everyone said to her, a lot. When her parents died, when her grandmother died after that. She was used to losing, used to being pitied, used to feeling kicked out of places whenever she got comfortable. She was used to feeling there was no real place for her. That dark, dreaded feeling of emptiness and of being lost started creeping over her like a shadow.

“Oh, no problem,” she replied, her gut churning, her innate self-defenses ramping into full gear as another rejection reared its ugly head. I don’t need this job, she immediately thought to herself. I’ll find another one, the voice in her head assured her.

She stood up and pushed her chair in. It squeaked loudly against the floor as she rose, and the centerpiece of orange mums on the table rocked back and forth. She had worked at the Midnight Lounge in Morningside as a pianist since she finished her music degree a few years back. She loved the atmosphere at the Lounge when it was bustling with people in the evening, with its soft candlelight, velvet couches, and the sweet tinkling of wine glasses as patrons shared secrets and smiles. But now, in the harsh light of her firing, the restaurant took on a whole new feeling of rejection and exclusion.

“You can pick up your check next Friday, or I can mail it to your address, whatever you prefer,” Ms. Gardenia said. A cloud of stale perfume hung above her over-sprayed, sticky hair, immovable against the gentle breeze from the ceiling fan. Her imitation satin blouse was a bit too tight for her buxom stature. 

“You can mail it, thanks.”

Hannah walked calmly out of the lounge, leaving her sheet music behind on the piano bench. It was too much. She had put up a good front, but her heart sank and she wanted to be alone, anywhere but there.

She rode her bike back to her apartment as quickly as she could. The sun had already set beyond the horizon as she flew through her small mountain town, but Hannah wore her sunglasses anyway to hide her streaming tears. As she slammed her bike against the siding of her apartment building, nearly toppling the pumpkins lined up in a row by the front door, she could see that her roommate Maggie’s car was gone. A sigh of relief washed over her; she could at least have privacy to wallow in her disappointment.

She headed to her room as fast as she could and dropped onto the bed in a heap of heavy sorrow. Without her job at the Lounge, she’d have no way to pay her rent. Maggie had been trying to convince her to let her boyfriend move in, and Hannah had not been keen on the idea, but now she would have to agree. If she couldn’t find another job, she would have to move out. She would lose her home and be miserable, again.

Exhausted from feeling that the universe was conspiring against her, and wallowing in her frustration at her inability to control her own destiny, Hannah drifted off to sleep.








  
  



A slivered crescent moon glowed in the sky. A narrow cloud crawled through the middle. In the distance, ravens and crows cawed, and the rustle of leaves crumbling in the wind filled her ears. The air was dank with fog, and the ground was moist. Hannah’s feet, bare and cool, made impressions in the mud and grass as she walked. 

Thick vines gathered around her ankles, intertwined and covering the ground like dense seaweed at the bottom of a dark sea. The vines were never-ending, it seemed, running deep within the soil and tangling onto each other on all sides. They were sturdy, bright green, coursing with life, and shaded with enormous ruffled leaves that jetted out from their stems to rise above the green furry pipelines. Yellow flowers yet to blossom peaked out from barely opened sprouts, and long, wheat-like fronds with pollen-filled seedlings wrapped and knotted themselves among the vines and leaves.

Magnificent pumpkins rose between the vines and leaves. They were gigantic, enormously round, brilliantly orange, and adorned with shadowy rivets and indentations from top to bottom and on all sides. Each was crowned with a fantastic stem connecting it to the pipeline of pulsating life force. There were pumpkins of nearly every color: some orange, some peach, some white, some yellow, some that were bumpy orange with green flecks. The fog, thick and wide, gently nestled itself among the pumpkins.

The deep green vines were teaming with energy. They began to pulsate and move like snakes, wrapping around her ankles first, then crawling up her legs. As they quickly wrapped around her legs she felt grounded, supported, connected. A buzz encircled her body, waves of electric vibration bounding through her. It was a network! A pumpkin patch neural network. She was part of it, and it was part of her. It was alive and she felt its life force running through her. She did not hesitate or attempt to detach herself. She felt invigorated and infused with an energy greater than herself. It made her feel super-charged, powerful, and enchanted.

Hannah woke up with a start, catching her breath. Her legs still shimmered from the vibration. She’d had this dream before; in fact, this was a recurring dream that she’d had since childhood. She still couldn’t figure out what it meant. It haunted her, like a shadow following her on a dark street. But it also had begun to feel comforting, like an old song.








  
  

Chapter three

The Invitation





It was still before dawn, the world quiet and dark. The heater hummed a soothing wind from the register in the floor. Through the curtains, Hannah could see the moon. It was an exact half, like those half-moon cookies she’d seen at a bakery yesterday afternoon. Her stomach grumbled at the thought of warm pastry.  She crawled out of bed, reached for her bathrobe, slipped into her slippers, and proceeded down the hall to the kitchen. She fixed herself a warm cup of chai, snatched the brown bag from the bakery with her pumpkin spice muffin that had been waiting patiently on the kitchen counter, and plopped down on the tattered armchair nearest the kitchen. The cushions were covered in a deep purple velvet that went well with the antique legs and arms. She had bought it at a thrift shop over the summer and it had a regal feel to it, even though it was worn and secondhand. 

Hannah liked to start her day alone. There was a sense of peace she could never find during the rest of the day, once the sun broke through the window and everyone started on their bustling way. The apartment was small but quaint. In the early mornings it was like she didn’t even have a roommate, since Maggie was almost always fast asleep at this hour, being more of a night owl than she was.

Opening up her laptop, Hannah typed “recurring dreams” into the search engine. She read the top results without clicking on any of the links. One of them said, “recurring dreams are an indication that you are ignoring a message being sent. Until you pay attention, it will continue to happen.”

She went back to the search engine and typed in “dream meanings.” The first result was a link to a dream dictionary. She clicked.

Once the page loaded, she clicked on the letter V and paged down past “vacation,” “veins,” and “vibrations” till her eyes stopped on “vines.” There were a number of interpretations, depending on whether she was climbing them or being tied down by them. It said that if you see vines in your dream, it means you feel like you’re always right and advising others when your opinion is not requested.

She hit the back button and clicked on P. The pumpkins in the dream had been very prominent. It being October, Hannah hadn’t given much thought at first to this. As she took another bite of her pumpkin muffin, she paged past “parents,” “peacocks,” and “pets” till she arrived at “pumpkin.” The dictionary said that pumpkins imply you have health issues. Or it could also be a sign of prosperity at home. Hannah wasn’t ill and also wasn’t prosperous, especially having just lost her job. Her stomach grumbled—perhaps at the sugar she’d mindlessly consumed, or perhaps it was frustration at not finding helpful answers.

She scrolled back up again and clicked on M, paging past “magnet” and “medicine” till she got to “moon.” Apparently seeing a crescent moon in a dream indicated a son. Hannah thought it was strange. She didn’t have a son, and didn’t intend to have children. So this one didn’t apply to her either.

She leaned back in the armchair and had another gulp of chai. Her mind began to wander back and forth, from the dream to her day ahead.

She reached across to a nearby end table for the stack of mail she’d picked up yesterday afternoon. She rifled through the junk mail, tossing advertisements on the floor to be discarded, stopping when she came upon a handwritten manila envelope. Hannah didn’t recognize the handwriting, but it was addressed to her. She tore it open to find a standard-size white one inside. It bore a red wax seal, and on the front it simply read 

Hannah


She noticed that the handwriting on the inner one was significantly different from the handwriting on the outer one. On the outside her address was written in smallish, non-cursive printing; but inside her name was written in an elaborate calligraphy style.

Hannah sliced the envelope open and quickly unfolded the contents to reveal a handwritten letter. But she could not read the elaborate scrawls. She wondered if it was some sort of foreign language she didn’t know, or if there was some sort of mistake. She noticed that within the red wax seal there was a small symbol. It was shaped like a key, but the old kind, a skeleton key. It was gilded and round on top, with several smaller tips toward the bottom. It was tilted, and crossing over it was a treble clef. 

She flipped the letter over and examined the back, but there was nothing there either. Picking up both envelopes again, she scanned them for any other information or instruction. Only then did she notice the return address: it read Jewelia Skye, Maple Hollow.

“Jewelia Skye?” Hannah said out loud. That was her aunt. Technically, her long-lost aunt, her father’s sister. She knew of Jewelia more than she knew her, though, since she’d never actually met her. She remembered that Jewelia lived somewhere in New England, which seemed like the other side of the world to Hannah, who had always lived in the mountains out West. Occasionally, as a child, she would find cards from her aunt in the mail around birthdays and holidays. Her father’s relationship with his sister had always been distant—when he did refer to her, he’d use words like “eccentric” or “batty.” He was rather dismissive of her, although Hannah had never quite understood why.

Her parents had died before Hannah was old enough to ask about it. Their car drove off Lone Peak Cliff and landed in the rocky depths below. But the cause of the accident was never determined. Hannah intrinsically felt there was more to the story than she was being told. She had a sense she just couldn’t shake that her parents were not gone. Ever since their passing, she had felt their spirits around her, as if they were watching everything. There were so many unanswered questions she had about what really happened.

As she turned all the papers over thoughtfully, she suddenly realized there was something else. Folded inside was an airline voucher. It had her name printed on it and read, Good for one one-way plane ticket from the bearer’s city of choice to Maple Hollow. Non-refundable. Non-transferable. Does not expire.

As Hannah sat there, perplexed, a noise roused her—it was her phone ringing. Her heart quickened as she jumped to grab it before it could wake Maggie. “Hello?” she croaked.

“Is this Hannah Skye?” came the robotic voice of a woman.

“Yes, this is Hannah,” she said cautiously, wondering who in the world was calling, much less at this time of day.

“My name is Detective Norma Nyx with the Coastal Investigations Department in Maple Hollow.”

“Detective?” Hannah’s heart began pounding in her chest. “Maple Hollow?” she added searchingly. That was where her aunt lived. Had something happened to her aunt?

“Your aunt, Jewelia Skye, has been reported as a missing person. I’m the lead investigator on this case, so I’m contacting any known relatives to try to track down her whereabouts.”

“Aunt Jewelia Skye,” Hannah repeated, not meaning to say it out loud but contemplating as the words rang out. She really couldn’t make sense of why her parents had been so secretive about Jewelia. Were they embarrassed by her? Or maybe they just didn’t understand her well enough to want her to be part of their lives. Her father had insisted on making his own way as an adult, separating himself from his family. Hannah suddenly focused on the second bit of information. “Missing?!”

“Yes, last week we had a very big storm here in Maple Hollow,” the detective responded. “No one has seen her since that night.”

“Oh, that’s terrible—is there anything I can do?”

“Have you been contacted by your aunt, or do you know anyone who has been?”

“Oh, not at all. I actually have never been in contact with her,” Hannah replied.

“Ah, well, if you hear anything, please get in touch with me.” The detective gave Hannah her phone number.

“Sure, of course,” Hannah agreed, and hung up.

She was still holding the letter from her aunt in her hand, but had chosen not to reveal anything to the detective. After what had happened to her parents, she didn’t trust investigations, disappearances, or detectives; she was not about to let them know anything about anyone she cared about. What would she say, anyway? That she had a letter she couldn’t read, or a plane ticket? She would keep this to herself until she figured out what it meant and learned more about what had happened.

Her dream flashed through her mind. The pulsating vines wrapping around her ankles and the exhilarating life force surging through her. She wondered what she should do. Aunt Jewelia obviously wanted her to come to Maple Hollow for a reason. She must have sent the letter before she disappeared, Hannah figured. Or perhaps she didn’t disappear at all? Maybe something else had happened to her. Maybe she was trying to send a warning about something. Hannah felt her suspicions rise.

She set down her aunt’s letter and picked up the rest of the mail. The next piece was the bill for the rent. She flinched as she remembered the events of yesterday, Ms. Gardenia serendipitously relieving her of her job as a pianist. The feeling of dread and anxiety flooded her blood again as she thought about how she didn’t have a way to pay her rent.

What was she going to do? She had no real family. Well…she did, sort of. Jewelia was her family; in fact, the only family left that she knew of. She had to find out what had happened to her aunt. She would use that plane ticket voucher before anyone found out about it—she would travel to Maple Hollow to get to the bottom of this. But where would she stay? 

She did remember her father mentioning someone else who lived with her aunt…a caretaker of sorts he only referred to as “Old Man Adams.”

Suddenly Hannah knew what to do. She jumped up, hurried to her room, and began rummaging through her closet. When her parents passed, her grandmother had given her a box of their things. She found the large box, dusted off the top, and sifted through old photo albums and newspaper clippings about the accident. Her eyes landed on her father’s old address book, the black leather worn from years of use. She flipped to the S section to find her aunt’s address. Below it was the phone number for Old Man Adams.

Hannah called the number. She waited anxiously as it rang, hoping he would answer.

“This is Adams,” a raspy, old-man voice said on the other end.

“Hello! My name is Hannah Skye. I’m Jewelia’s niece.” Her greeting started in an awkward and cautious tone. 

“Yes, of course…Hannah!” he said after a moment, and with a bit of charm.

“I just got a call from Detective Norma Nyx about Aunt Jewelia’s disappearance.” She felt her tone become more serious.

“Oh, yes, and did you receive the letter I forwarded to you?” Old Man Adams sounded drastically different than before, his distress now obvious. “I’m so worried about her. No one has seen her since the night of the storm. I was the one who reported her missing, and then found that letter addressed to you in the library. I thought it best to keep all this within the family, if you know what I mean.”

“Yes, I see…would you…” Hannah began slowly, not sure if she should discuss the letter itself. “I was thinking of coming there, to Maple Hollow, to help,” she sputtered. “I, um, I lost my job yesterday and was thinking maybe if I came there, well, there must be something I can do. She’s my only family.”

“Of course,” Old Man Adams replied softly. “You are more than welcome to stay here if you’d like. When were you thinking of coming?”

“Sunday?” 

“Okay.” He paused. “Let me know what I can do?”

“A ride from the airport would be great,” Hannah suggested.

“You got it, little lady,” Old Man Adams said. “Just let me know when you’ll be arriving and I’ll be there.”

She hung up the phone and sat with her chai.

What was she doing? She had never been to Maple Hollow, she had never met her aunt, she had never met Old Man Adams, and she was just going to stop everything and run off to this place she’d never been and leave her current life? Yes, she was.

Hannah’s thoughts swirled around what the letter might say, how mysterious her aunt had always been to her, and now this. Jewelia had disappeared in a storm? Written her a cryptic letter with a plane ticket? Hannah had never been to Maple Hollow, but she felt a strong pull to go there that she couldn’t quite put into words. Something was calling her, and she was starting to listen.
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