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Volume 4




Chapter One


     Hi Johnny. My name is Barry Goode. I lost my Girl Last Week over a stupid argument. I Ran after her in the pouring rain through town. I got your name from a friend of mine name Mrs. Worth. She Told me how you spent so much time on her Son's Case. Johnny Listened to a song in the background that played through his customer's phone that Elvis Presley Sings. A Familiar Song he enjoyed listening too. He continued to speak in a voice full of sadness. I Lost her that day in the pouring rain, Johnny. He started to sense her footsteps in puddles of rain water in the background. Johnny stood still while he listened to Barry talk. He can hear sorrow in his voice still. He can hear the last argument they had before she headed for the door. I can look into her mysterious disappearance Mr. Goode. I Would like you to look and find her Johnny. That can be possible to if you make an appointment. I Would like that Johnny. I will need her name? Lisa Goode! She cannot be more than 33 Years Old. She has long Blonde Hair and Bedroom Eyes. She cannot be more than 5'5 inches tall, 110 pounds soak and wet. He continued to talk through his tear filled words. We fought that night before everything went up in smoke. One bad word sent her running for the door. I was right behind her when it happened. I will see you tomorrow at 5PM in the Evening Mr. Goode. Johnny listened and sang the last few words to a song Elvis Sang out loud. He hummed to that same song just before he hung up the reciever on a wall. Searching for you, in the then his other phone rang? He reached forward he removed that phone from the wall after he hung it up. Hello my name is Johnny. I have been looking for you Johnny for sometime. A Dark, Deep voice whispers back through the phone. You know who I am crystal ball gazer. We have had these feelings for awhile for one another. Johnny Raised his head he stares up at the ceiling light in the kitchen. He can see him much better now. Its that dark tall being he saw in a vision when he was a child only once. It sounded to him like a boogieman. He would never forget that face nor his words he whispers to him when he slept at night as a child. Johnny could not take his eyes off that round ceiling painted white round glass. I still have Billy in my possession that same little boy you grew fond of Johnny. He lowered his stare he stared down at the floor and faints. The phone slammed down on the floor. It slid halfway across the room beneath the kitchen sink. His Wife Suzanne Walked into the kitchen in a hurry after she heard a very loud commotion. She found Johnny on the floor near the sink gasping. She Bent down she started to massage his face than his head for a sign of life. Within seconds she can hear him wake. Suzanne Reached for the phone on the floor. She lifted it she placed it next to her right ear. Hello " she whispered " is anyone on the phone. A dark deep voice startled her? Tell Johnny that the dark will wait until our next phone call. The next time he dreamt of being a child. Tell him please I Will see him in his dreams in a long hallow tone. She could not hear anything like a phone. It sounded like he stood next to her in the kitchen, unseen. I Will tell him " she mumbled " wherever you are hesitantly. Johnny climbed up from the floor on his hands and knees. She could see whatever or whoever did talk to him. He did scare him enough to make him faint. Then he stared into his Wife's Eyes. Who is that man Johnny? He stared back with his eyes wide open " he whispered. First he looked around he could not believe who he talked too. The Boogieman “ he mumbled.


     Johnny spent some time in his basement, cleaning. He had to take care of things like spring dusting and wiping. His basement had a layer of dust on everything that included the ceiling. He had to get it done before he talked with that Young Man Mr. Barry Goode. He started with the same wall that he searched for a young boy name Billy to walk through. He started to dust off that wall first then the one that faces him. He dusted each and every wall, mopped the floor from back to front then waxed it after it dried it. He waited until it dried before he left a wall that he expected to see a little boy name Billy walk in through back into his basement. Since, he never walked in within that time he left the basement for a shower. He had an hour before Mr. Goode knocked on the side door. Suddenly, his cell phone rang before he reached the staircase. Hi my name is Johnny. He waited for someone to answer. He hoped it is not that same being that he searched his basement for from time to time. Hello Johnny a sqeauky voice screeches into his phone. My Name is Mrs.Hayward. I lost my Husband 3 years ago. He drove off to work one day. He never came back he disappeared off the face of the Earth according to Police?


    I would like to know what happened to him. I miss him each and evey day Johnny. I want you to find him if you can. I have no idea who he is Miss Hayward. I need to see, feel, touch and look at his wallet, clothes, things that he loved or used on a reguar basis including you if he did. I can bring you his personal stuff Johnny. I have every thing you need to find him with if this is what you use to hunt down missing people. If you have anything like a letter or something recent. Anything before he left that day. I have a suit that he would have worn except he did not slip it on. He slipped into another suit that day instead. He left that suit he planned to wear on the bed. He started to search through his closet for another. I still have the last suit he wanted to wear in his closet. He would want me to know what happened to him if anything did. I want to know if he had another lover or did someone wait to hurt him that day before work or after. They never found his work car either. He never made it to work that day, neither. Whatever happened to him that day, I have no clue. I can schedule you a seance or a Card Reading. Not tomorrow, I do have an opening on the following day Miss Hayward. I Will take it “ she answered. I will see you at what time? I have an opening at 5PM in the Evening. I will see you then. I want to find my Husband. His name is Tony Hayward. I will find him if he is still alive. I can find him even if he is dead. It will take me a little longer which is all Miss. I will see you Wednesday at 5PM Miss Hayward. Tomorrow is Tuesday. I have a seance planned for 5PM the Evening Tomorrow. I Would like to see you on the following day at that same time. I Will see you on the following day John at 5PM goodbye.


    Johnny had some work to do down in the basement. First, he needed a beef sandwich with grilled onions. He had one in the freezer which needed nothing except a microwave. He reached for the freezer door just a few feet away. Slid his arm into the freezer for a frozen sandwich. He removed a frozen sandwich with a gentle touch. He needed to slip it into the microwave for 5 to 6 minutes before it would unfreeze. He pressed in a certain amount of time then headed back to the fridge. He needed a coke or a pepsi to go with his lunch. The something reached for his hand instead. He stared into a dark refrigerator with no light whatsoever. A long lanky back hand made of bone and dried up skin latched on to his wrist. He lowered his stare he sees its face. If it only had one " he thought. Two graphite colored eyes blanketed in dark diamond chip stare up at his. Johnny tried to pull his hand back from the boogieman. It had to be that being that lived in the dark. He phoned me today with a reminder like a landlord that waited for his rent. It had to be that beast of burden that eats dust. Human dust that is what ran through his mind. He tried within that one second to pull his hand even harder away from its grip. This time it let go of his small frail hand. Johnny slipped back real hard. His body slammed into the kitchen sink. His sandwich in the microwave finally stopped beeping too. He lied down on the kithen floor with his eyes on the open refrigerator door. A dark cloud of what look like exhaust smoke from a car, seeped into the rear of the refridgerator. Then the light turned back on like it never turned off. He reached behind his head he started to massage his skull and scalp soft like. He knew if that being could reach him in his refrigerator. It could reach him anywhere at anytime. What did the boogieman want from me? He must want something or he would not pursue me like he does. He started to rise to his feet with his eyes locked on a handle on the refrigerator. He reached back into the fridge for a cold soda with the utmost caution. Closed it after he had it in his hand. He walked over to the microwave for a frozen sandwich that by now should be real hot. Hs nerves were rattled like before. That creature could not know what it does to us in the dark. Every room I walk through with no light. Or a dark room that had no light bulb to light the way. Every dark alley that he drove pass or every black corridor that he looked into from his seat. He screamed after he touched that sandwich in the microwave, ouch. It fell to the floor after it burned his hand. He raised his head he stared back at the refrigerator door to make sure it is closed. Then he bent down to lift that hot sandwich to eat. Now he needed a plate to place it on. He headed down to the basement to his own makeshift headquarters. He had some foot work to do before he could start a search for her Husband Tony Hayward. First things first, like they say in business. He needed to eat his sandwich that he nuked in the microwave. He carried a small saucer with his meal on it. An ice cold coke in the other. His table had eyes everytime he looked in that direction. Did my Great Grandfather come back to talk with me or to me. He decided to sit down at the table instead of his computer desk. When he did he placed his dish on top right where he sat. He ran his hand across the top over numerous deep engravings. He remembered what his Mother Told him. That Wooden Table belonged to the  Darkest Angels that your Great Grandfather spent his Last Days Talking too on Earth. He would try to convince them that he did not know they did exist. He could not see them until they realize he must have seen them. He got caught in his own trap talking to the dark. When he did it brought the Devil out of the Dark into his life ever since. That is why Johnny. They now talk to you in the dark. I see them all the time from my Bedroom in my sleep. Be very careful Johnny not to upset the darkest skinned demons. They have the worst attitudes of the bunch. Suddenly, that song that he listened to earlier during a talk with Mr. Goode. It started playing like a ghost turned it on. His computer turned on somewhere in between his meal and his thoughts. It started to play a few words at a time to a song that he heard. Johnny could hear footsteps like someone ran through a puddle of water or in the rain. Suddenly, he heard a scream like a young girl in trouble. A car door slammed shut or it opened. Now he could hear the rain fall to the ground. He can see a blanket of rain rise from the ground like a mirror. It wanted me to see it like a monster made of water with big bluish watery eyes. It shook Johnny so hard he fell back down on the floor. His head bounced off a thin carpet that sat on the floor behind him. What happened " he mumbled " his eyes were still closed. He did not hear any music in the background or in his head play. He climbed to his feet very slow. He used his wood chair to help him off his knees. He looked around he did not see anything move or walk. Not even that song that he heard a minute ago. Who is it " he yelled. He held on to his head with both hands like it hurt. What do you want from me? Grandfather is that you? He raised his sandwich for another bite. Meanwhile his eyes were locked on the dark that surrounded him. He knew it had a mind of its own when it came to that. The Boogieman could be anywhere when it wanted too. It could be standing right next to me. I would not know it even if I stared into the dark into its large round ugly mesmerizing eyes. He lowered his head he wondered what happened to Billy. A little boy that walked into his life from an unknown graveyard. Did he find his way home in the dark. Or did he find himself in a maze that a Boogieman introduced him too. Another mouth size bite then one more after that. It is finally gone from his dish. He stared down at a tabletop covered in dark deep engravings in the wood. His Table had more character and years under rule than his Country. This table had to be ancient if he is not in the slightest correct. Johnny sat back so he could digest his meal. Accidentally, he placed his hand right on top of that table in a certain place. He sat back he started to feel something surge through his body up to his Brain. The darkness has a world all its own Johnny? He could sense something that his Great Grandmother Told him before she died. The same thing his Great Grandfather Told him as well. He looked into the faces and eyes of distant relatives. They were dead that part is for sure. He started to look for that door that he walked through. He had no idea if he even left his seat. Johnny lowered his stare he looked down into the palm of his hand. He watched it come to life. A`dark being danced across his palm like a lunatic. A tall man from what he wore as far as clothes. He had to be at least 6 feet tall. He wore a dark hat on his head. He wore a dark colored suit in graphite from what it looked like. He stopped in the center of his palm. He turned to face Johnny. My name is Johnny too. I am your past, I will always be behind you. As long as you always look ahead. I will always be behind you Johnny! He had a mean yet direct stare that made him feel at ease. It could only mean one thing. As long as I look to the Future. I Will always be in good hands. The Darkness has a world all its own. There is a Law for those who refuse to acknowledge it. Johnny knew then what he meant. He watched an 8 inch tidy bowl man drip in darkness raise his hands. Like he wanted to raise the ground or Hell would rise in its place. He ordered Johnny to watch and now. He turned his stare he started to watch as if he had too. The tiny man started to talk with his hands either to the skies or the dark that lied overhead. A massive cloud of darkness surrounded that tiny creature like the Devil needed protection. An army of hidden graphite shiny dull colored eyes peek back from a cloud over his head up at Johnny. I am always here in the dark where I am needed Johnny. Seek and you shall find me poof. The tiny tidy bowl man vanished after he bowed like an actor or comic after an performance. Johnny finally came to after his body jerked. His eyes felt so heavy he could not keep them open any longer. He had to stop to rest his eyes and relax his Brain. He felt he had an audition for a tidy bowl commercial. A large smile crossed his face after he started to remember what stood in the center of his hand. He could not fgure out who he is. He talked like he knew me personally. I for one have no idea who he is or where he came from. He did not look like me not, whatsoever. It could not be me from the future. He looked to young to be me unless they found a new anti aging pill. Johnny looked around for his sandwich. He wanted to know what happeed to it. Did he eat it or did that tiny man take it with him.  




Chapter Two Dark Friends


  Johnny headed to his bathroom to shower. He has been thinking of old acquantances like Claudia. A Tarot Card Reader who read hands and palms. A dark woman with a knack for crime bosses that promise her fortunes in drugs. Johnny could never forget her. Or the fact that she threatened him. Now he knew she remembered him.


    Once in his bathroom he started to disrobe. His Mind on the dark woman that searched for someone that would lead her to a fortune in cocaine. He remembered he saw her one time in a vision that he had. Johnny stepped into the bathroom to shower. He reached down he touched both handles on the faucet. Turned it one way then the cold in the other direction. Water started to fall from a round shower head overhead. He closed his eyes he allowed the water to fall over his head, hair and face. Then he heard Hi Johnny. A Woman with a Latin Accent Whispers. Remember me Johnny. My name is Claudia. Johnny opened both eyes which were now filled with water. He stared into a large dark room. A living room or large bedroom. It is dark wherever he is he told himself. He can see a woman in the background like she talked to the Devil or Spirits. Should I be afraid of the dark or listen to her words. I remember someone name Claudia. He started to move to one side to avoid water that fell into his eyes that now blind him. He moved to his right instead. Talk to me. What do you want Claudia. I did not call on you. I have never forgot what you did to me. I lost everything in that last heist. I could have been wealthy if I found that shipment before the FBI Did. I'm sorry Claudia, I had no idea. I have no idea what would happen or when it would. I took my own chances when it came to finding it. I just beat you to the punch is all Claudia. I will never forget you Johnny for as long as I live. Johnny stared into the water that fell from his shower head down on his face. She vanished from my sight.
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