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Billy and the Boogeyman


 


	 


 


	Introduction


	 


	 


	 


	The Teller of Tales would like to


	 


	Welcome you too another


	 


	Kreeper from the Krypt.


	 


	 


	 




	   Follow me through a Graveyard to a Krematorium. First we must tiptoe through a Krypt Kreeper's Studio to reach it. Before we reach a Krypt Built Beneath the Earth 40 feet deep. There we will be in search of a Book found only in the Krypt.


	   There in the book we will meet a Little Boy Named Billy. He is Haunted by a Clever Boogieman? There, his tiny story will begin with this infamous Dark Being. A homely child with no personality and very little friends. He will wake one night with his head beneath a blanket. His stare on a wall in front of him of a creepy ghost. Something with a long pointy nose, and sharp facial features. He will leave the smell of rotting meat and burning ash in his room when he goes.


	   Meanwhile he will taunt other children that mistreat his new found friend Billy. Because the Boogieman kept little companionship throughout his 3000 year long life.


	   Come with me?


	   Let us save Billy from the Boogieman before it is too late?      


	    We will enter a World of Ghosts.


	   They Wait down a Dark Hall for us. Follow me into the threshold for a truly good scare.


	   Will You?


	   Unless, your some kind of Sissy?


	   Well, are you?


	   Some kind of Sissy?


	   A Door Frame Lay Trimmed in Burnt Wood. With no end in sight. I Stop I Listen to endless hollow bellied whispers. Each filled my ear with the sound of a booing ghost.


	   I take one step to the other side. I Begin to talk too Dead Children, Women, and Men. A Hall Blanketed in Deathly Faces Peeked back on the other side filled with ghostly, and ghastly whispers. I stop in front of a Dark Dead Face of a ghost?   


	   Is that you Boogieman ''I mumbled'' in a whisper.


	   It is I, Teller of Ghostly Tales ''he answered'' in a dark tone and sense?


	   Back for another ghostly ghastly Ghost Story Teller of Tales?


	   Yes, he's back for another Story Just Like Before another Dark Voice Whispers.


	   Why yes I am Boogieman?


	   Do you have one for me?


	   For you of course, I do?


	   Anything for you in that same tone.


	   This way Teller of Tales.


	I have one right up your alley. Or shall I say down a dark spooky alley.


	 


	I will call this kreeper from the krypt.


	The Boogieman, and Billy.


	    A ghostly ghastly ghost like character in a long dark cloak led the way down a fiery hall toward the sound of booing ghosts.


	   Any new Young Boys in the Neighborhood to scare ''the Boogieman asked?


	   I have no idea Boogieman?


	   I do not look for little boys Boogieman?


	   I have no interest in other children but mine?  


	   Shucks, Teller of Tales?


	   What's a Boogieman to do these days?


	   If you Worship Me ''Teller of Tales'' in a dark wicked tone?


	   I Will Grant you a life with me in the dark commanding children and humans to is doom?


	   Come with me into the dark Teller of Tales?


	   We can scare a horde of children?


	   We can even scare the Teachers.  


	   Will Leave a couple of kids in a mental institution ha ha?


	   Will have a busy day worshipping the Dark.


	   We Will Make every school bully know we exist Teller of Tales?


	   We will wake the dead to feast on the living?


	   The Sound of Evil Crept through a krypt kreeper Studio in the Threshold. A Boogieman in a dark cloak tiptoed through first.


	   A Man in a Ninja's Uniform Blanketed in Black Smoke Vanished on the other side in a thin cloud behind him? Twelve Mobsters left the hall behind the rest in a different direction.


	   An Old friend named Johnny Guajardo. A Natural Born Psychic was invited to listen for a name in the threshold beyond the studio.


	   He claims I hear a Young Boy in the Future in the Year 2019 screaming that he saw a Boogieman Glide across his bedroom wall? I hear him whisper a prayer? If I should die before I wake? Tell my Mother and an Angel that I prayed first.


	   I can see a shadow of something tiptoe across a large wall. I see a ghost or something evil protrude from the dark. An unusual face with a large head and facial features. He must belong to the Devil's Brood that live in the Krypt.


	   I see several people try to summon something evil in the dark. They summon something through a Seance using a Ouija Board.


	   Worship me Human ''the boogieman whispered'' into several ears sitting at a table.


	   Beg Me!


	   And I, Will be yours?


	   We Will scare yor child's enemies at school to death?


	   You can blame it all on the Boogieman.


	   You can tell them I did it?


	   I love to scare children most of all.


	   Another creepy voice down the hall whispers?


	   Wish for me instead?


	   I, Billy-Bag-A-Donuts.


	   I would often scare Cops, or a bunch oof Men In Black sometimes?


	   Unwilling to speak or face reality.


	   I kreep into his meaningless life?


	   I will bring him laughter in the rain, and a heart wrenching tale to occupy his mind while I snuff his belief of happiness from his heart. I will blanket his sadness with his last happy memory with a flake of burnt ash falling from an eye or fingertips.  


	   Johnny interrupted me?


	   Whatever spoke heard me Channeling through the Studio.


	   Teller of Tales?


	   Yes Johnny?


	   That whisper came from a place in between Here and a Krypt Beneath a Mausoleum 110 Miles from us.  


	   If you made it pass a krypt kreeper studio? Maybe you would like to walk with me just a bit further to that Krypt that you saw in a vision Johnny. We will walk until we find a ghost of a Child, Woman or a Man.


	   Afterall, you are Human. I will have a dark tale to tell the Humans. Ghosts walk through the Krypt Every day and Night. They look for an Angel to Guide them home. Where they belong with other Lost Restless Souls that lay in an Unrested Krypt? Are you a guide Johnny?


	   No, I can be?


	 


	Us, the Dead of course?


	We Will find our own way home?


	My Name is Billy-Bag-A-Donuts, Johnny?


	I Guess you can say.


	I Belong in the Boogieman's Family.


	Find me in a Kreeper from the Krypt instead?


	The Boogieman Waits to tell his side of the story.


	He claimed!  


	Don't Forget Us.


	 Poof?


	Look for,


	Billy,


	and a


	Boogieman.


	 




 


	
Chapter One A Shadow



	 


	    A strange shadow tiptoed across a young Boy's Bedroom Wall. A Little Boy Named Billy Gaines.   


	He Woke from his sleep after he heard it. Something in the dark whispers too him in his room from a wall. A thin cotton blanket with a Super Hero's face rose around his neck. The face of a Soldier a Hero Named Will Long from a World of Soldiers in the Krypt Kreepers. A Lieutenant who saved a bunch of Men and Women from becoming Dinner to a horde of zombies. This Hero gave his last breath to keep a monster in a Dark Tiny Village in Guillermo. Something in the dark began to whisper in his direction. The little boy in bed in his room stared into the dark. He began to imagine what his Mother told him. Bad little boys have nightmares. You do not want the boogieman to find you?


	No Mama ''I answered.  


	Who is the boogieman ''I asked?


	    The entire time I hid beneath my blanket. Slowly, I raised my cover over my neck and face in awe. Then, I heard the same sound again. This time I knew it knew my name. It continued to glide across the wall in a shadowy silhouette. Then it began to talk to me.  


	   It's me Billy?


	   You're friend?


	   I don't have any friends?


	   I am everybody's friend Billy?


	   Anyone who would want a friend like me?


	   I am more than just an imaginary friend Billy?


	   Who are you friend?


	   I am here to keep an eye on you?


	   Why friend?


	   I am too scary to look at for most litte boys Billy.


	   Why did an Angel make you look like that.


	   No kid ''he growled'' in a dark monstrous belly of the beast tone.


	   I came back like that from the dark beneath your bed.


	   Who are you?


	   For now, I'm just an imaginary friend.


	   I scare Bad little boys like you every night.


	   From now on you can call me by name.


	   What is it?


	   I'm the Boogieman!


	   Huh ''I heard that Billy?


	   My tiny stare opened without a blink. I open one eye until my stare found something in the room move. I began to look at each wall for a dark evil monster. A thick digit five to six inches long pointed at me from a wall in a silhouette. Smoke began to rise from his finger toward a ceiling. A dark scaly digit on my bedroom wall moves. I continue to follow it as it creeped across my bedroom wall toward my bed. A dark evil shadowy figure reached across the wall toward my nose.  


	   Let me touch you Billy with a finger.


	   Let me bless you like I have many little boys?


	   Do you tickle them first?


	   Good little boys never have any fun.


	   There boring little goody two shoe kids.


	   Let me tell you a story about my flame, claim to fame and my fall from human eyes. How       


	   I came to peek in on little boys like you.


	   It began a long, long time ago. When I was just a young man back then. There was no form of transportation other then a horse and a wagon. We would get to town to town by a carriage driven by a horse or an ox.


	   One day, I was accused of a crime I did not commit. I was thrown into a prison in the bottom of a castle. Later that week I was convicted of many other crimes. I was taken to a courtyard. I was burnt at the stake like a witch. Which is why my skin is so dark. It smells like burning meat on a barbecue pit. It would peel all the time in thick flaky ashes.


	   I remember I felt falsely accused of my crime. I remember I would raised my head to The Heavens. When I did not recieve an answer of any kind or in any way. I curseed everything I could not see. I cursed everything I came to know or believed. Instead, I turn to a Devil. My stare gazed upon a light in the sky. First, I Begged God. An Angel in Heaven. Then the Devil Himself if Neither listened nor heard my plea of a guiltless crime that I was accused of Billy. I began to beg the dark underworld gods. Too return me to the very Earth where my ashes lie scattered upon, too seek my revenge. I came back covered in a dark flaky ash. Every word I would speak filled my heart with evil. I came back as my father wished me upon. As the Boogieman! A Brother to an evil that lay beneath the light.


	   I am frightful to look at. I even scare myself when I look into a looking glass Billy? I saw nothing in them except an orange, golden, black burning ash in each eye socket. I watch that same black figure move toward my bed as a voice of the boogieman continued to whisper.


	   I will be your friend Billy forever ''he whispered.


	   You can go to sleep now.


	   I will be back tomorrow night.


	   We will talk a little bit more about me.


	   I see a dark future in the midst for you Billy?  


	   I live in the dark. I will watch over you beneath the canopy in the dark. I know it could feel my tiny body tremble beneath a William Long Super Hero Blanket.


	   I pull my sheet down just a few inches. I could see the boogieman at the foot of my bed. He sat there as if he had no worries whatsoever. Maybe, he did not pay his rent to the Devil in the Underworld? A scaly beast with fiery orange and a black eye stared back at me. It had a pointy black ear. His jaw resembled a square boxer's face. An extremely long pointy protruding european nose pointed down at my tiny legs. I know he could see me because his eye moved to one side on its face. An evil being watched me through his fiery eyes.  


	   I see a little boy named Timmy. This kid in your class does not like you. Every chance he got he would belittle you. Expecially in front of you're class mates. He would show off in front of every girl. He is a big baby when it came to it. I have a little present for him in school today. I will do it just for you Billy. I am only 10 years old. And my Birthday is on September Fifteenth. I will be 11 years old. I will hang around a little while longer Billy.    


	   Afterall, I must consecrate our new friendship.


	   I will place it on the forever friendship list.


	   Repeat this after me Billy.


	   I will be you're friend until I leave your side.


	   I want to be a good boy boogieman.


	   I am not a bad kid.


	   I do not  who would pick on other children.


	   I do not steal either?


	   I will be you're friend until then.


	   I continued to look at a long scaly pointy nailed finger. It is covered in burnt flaky ash. I could hear something burn. It made a crackling sound like burning meat. He used that finger to scratch the tip of his nose as if he had an itch or something did worry him.


	   Remember Billy, I live in the dark shadowy shadows. I will see you again. I will sit on the edge of your bed like a loyal faithful burning friend that I am. Although, I will smell like burnt meat. Look like the Devil's Son. I will always be your friend? Thank you Boogieman?


	   I don't know why. My mother would tell me often. Too say thank you whenever someone does something nice for you. I look up at a shadow on a wall covered in a thin smoky ash. I hear the sound of burning or crackling wood. A face completely covered in burning flaky ash. And every chance that dark creature spoke. A flake of fiery ash would fall from his face, nose, or lip down on my bed cover. I watch a tiny burning flake fall on my blanket. I look at him I think he must have another face underneath. Unless, he is a human sized chunk of charcoal with dark orange roasting fiery eyes. I watch a pointy black finger barely touch the tip of his nose. I could hear his skin crackle, snap and make a burning wood sound in my ears.


	   Like I told you I will be back to look in on you ''he whispered. You are the boy, I have been looking for Billy. I could see an evil smile form across his black fish scaled lips. A thin dark exhaust colored steam rises. An evil scaly creature from the dark lightly whispers. As a light smoke flowed through his fish shaped mouth, up through his throat from his lungs. I watch his smirk turn into a frown. I will finish what I started myself Billy. With a smart ass kid name Timmy. I like to scare little bad children straight. Some of them I will grow to dislike immensely. Some of them will fall, break a bone while the other kind dies.


	   You Billy will be one of my favorite?    


	   You will follow in my footsteps.


	   You will be my protege.


	   You will become the boogieman's advocate.


	   Again ''he whispered'' Goodnight Billy for now.


	   Close your eyes and sleep?


	   I will be gone when you wake in the morning. I close my left eye first then my right. I count to forty before I open them and look again. I did not feel my bed move nor him rise from it. I had to look again if I wanted to know. If I want to be sure. He was gone just like he told me he would. My bed did not move one inch. I did not find one burnt flake nor ash on my bed covers. I know I did not feel it move nor if someone rose. I look to my left, my right then I stare up at the ceiling for a face his fiery orange eyes. I lower my head instead. I turn I face my closet door. It happen to be open about a foot. Too afraid to look inside. I pull my blanket up over my face and head. I leave it over my face while I try too fall back asleep, underneath. I watch and look at every shadow that scaled my bedroom wall or ceiling in my room. I continue to watch every shadow until I finally fall asleep from exhaustion.


	   Goodnight Boogieman ''I whispered.  


	    


	 




 


	Chapter Two Timmy.


	 


	    I woke like I do every morning for School. I had to eat something before I left. I sat down I wait for my Mom to serve me a bowl of oatmeal. I drink down a cup of orange juice. I slip a red apple into my backpack for lunch. Besides, I have a homemade bag with a sandwich in it. I begin to eat my oatmeal with a spoon. I drop a little banana, strawberry and mango slice in mine. I sit down, I face my Mother's China Cabinet. I can see my reflection in the glass. I see a name written across the glass in steam. I saw Timmy's Name written on it. Then, I read these words. Remember, I'm your imaginary friend Billy. I saw each word written on it in Olde English Lettering.  


	    I finish my breakfast, I take one more look at a China Cabinet. I did not see a word or my reflection in it any longer. I head off to school like every other kid my age. I walk instead I could ride my bicycle in the driveway. I would rather walk today. I take one look up at the sky. I noticed it will be a good day too walk.


	    On my way toward school. I continued to think about that dark creature that sat on the edge of my bed named the Boogieman. I wonder if he was real or just a nightmare in my imagination. I walk one block then one more afterward. Finally, I can see the corner of my School. I saw the name on a sign Willsville Grade School. I could not wait to get to my class or room. I saw a new girl in school named Charlotte. Is she a pretty sight for the sorest eyes. Every cheek is pink, each eye is blue like the sky and a smile I would not mind sharing my favorite snack with. I remember a dark man in my bedroom with a burnt face. I forgot what he told me or wanted from me. I continue to walk toward the front door in my school. It led into a deep long hallway. I know my classroom is just a few doors down. I hurry to class before the bell rings. I take one look inside. Guess who I saw in his seat in class first. The same kid I run away from everyday named Timmy. I smile at my teacher as I enter my class. I take my seat in a hurry. I keep an eye on Timmy because he kept an eye on me. I can feel his eye on me from behind. It began to burn a hole in the back of my head. I had to turn around. I had to look him in the eyes. My entire head trembed from my neck to my scalp. I felt my hair vibrate from the fear in Timmy's Direct Stare! When I finally did make contact with him. I noticed a shadow behind him. It was the same man with a burnt face. One eye in his head roasted like a hot charcoal briquet. The same dark orange fire seeped through the black ash. A coat of burning orange and black ash fell in tiny thin almot invisible flakes. I could not take my eyes off of him. Until, my teacher calls me by my name, Billy. I want you to tell the class how many States we have. I want you to tell the class in Our Country. I raise my head I think we have 50 or is it 51 States? You are partially correct. Why we only have thirty states? Did we sell some of them? No silly we have 51 States in all. It included Alaska and Hawaii. I turn my head I look back at Timmy. I look for a man in black burning ash. Billy Dear, are you looking for someone or something? I turn my head as quick as I can. I face my teacher in front of the class ''I shouted'' nope. I want you to walk to the front of the classroom. I want you to tell everybody who you are? My name is Billy Boogers. I live near Willsville Grade School. Thank you Billy Boogers. I want every student in class to tell us his or her name. When I heard Charlotte say her name. My entire body is covered in chills. Like I just read the latest Maremerchant's Book?


	    After everyone had a chance too tell the class his or her name. Every student took a seat in his own chair. Mrs. Dreschler our school teacher opened her first book. Today, we will work on our Social Studies. After, we had one hour in class then another study. The bell rang, I knew it was time for recess. We had a good hour to run free in the playground. I know sooner or later Timmy will begin his reign of terror on us wall flowers. We wait to be the last kid on the playground. I keep an eye on Timmy from several feet behind. I know he would go through one kid after the other with a growl. I reach the entrance I watch him terrorize another wall flower. His name is Alex he is also in my class. He has a squeaky little voice when he talks. Timmy made fun of him every chance he got. He would call him Alvin. Then, he would make fun of him. Where are the rest of the chipmunks. He would have every tough kid or believed he was rough, laughing.


	    He forced one kid into a swing set. The other he pushed on the ground. A young girl named Charlotte Juggers. Had something to say to Timmy face to face.


	You big bully ''she shouted!


	    You are nothing more then a big sissy. Why do you pick on little kids. She pointed at another kid named Chip. Pick on him you big bully. Why, because he might beat the hell out of you? Timmy grew red faced. Charlotte knew she hit a nerve. He was so upset he wanted to take it out on anyone infront of him that he could. He took one look at Chip. He yelled'' you wait and see. He marched across the playground toward Chip. A young boy with a green belt in Martial Arts.


	    Timmy marched across the playground. His left hand tightened into a fist. His right hand also turned into a fist as he pranced across the playlot. As soon as he saw Chip all alone by himself. His fist bounced off a tree trunk. Every knuckle scraped on the bark on the tree. A branch breaking sound overhead stopped Timmy from walking. He raised his head he looks up at the top of the tree. A branch eighteen feet long broke off at the top somewhere on the tree. It fell straight down like a missile in through Timmy's right shoulder blade into the ground where he stood with a look of shock on his face but dead. I raised my head I saw a burning man in the tree. I saw my supposed friend the Boogieman?


	    I knew Timmy the School Bully would no longer terrorize us wall flowers. I heard the fire alarm go off next. I watch every teacher run into the playground through the front door in the school. I watch Timmy's Body burn inside out. A dark fiery orange and black smoky flame rises. His neck released every gas in his body if any existed. I look up at the tree that cracked. I saw a dark fiery smoke rise from the edge. I did not see any lightning in the sky, no thunder nor rainstorm either. Not one dark cloud in the sky hovered over the playlot. I had to look up at the tree again. I knew it was him. I knew it was the Boogieman. I could see a trace of the devil's mark. I watch an edge of a branch slowly burn. I watch stream of burniing smoke rise toward a white cloud in the sky. I know Timmy must be in that gush of smoke on his way to a heaven for bullies.


	    I wave goodbye to Timmy. I whispered'' so long friend. I will see you again in a hundred years. I lower my head I watch Men and Women try to free Timmy from a tree branch stuck in his body, smoking. I could not believe my eyes. His body stood up straight like a soldier at attention. Each eye in his head is on fire in an orange and black roasted color. Smoke began to rise from his left eye then his right. I could not believe what I did see in them. I saw the boogieman sitting on the edge of my bed in his evil stare and deadly eyes.  


	    Finally the local Fire Department Showed up with an extinguisher. One man poured a white foam over his body. It should cool him off if it works. I could hear a burning fire sizzle until it was extinguished. One more man in uniform poured warm water over him until a white lather washed away.


	    I could see Timmy's Eyes. I knew if I could see them, they could as well. They were about to fizzle out. Each eye is still fiery orange and black. Each eye is made of a wall of orange shiny crystals. Each of them sparkled like volcanic orange colored shiny ash.  


	    I step back I watch other people run toward Timmy. A long well spiked tree branch six  feet high protruded from the left side of his neck. On the edge of the tree branch. A pair of horns like the devil from the edge grabbed a Fireman's Attention. A pair of tiny deviI horns stared down at him. He looks for an eye, head or a face of an evil devil. There is no such beast in the tree or on a branch. He could not determine why that tree branch had such an odd shape of a head of a horned devil on the end. He could not see one reason why?


	    They take Timmy's Roasted Dead Body down with countless hands. They bend his body over so it could lie down on a stretcher. Finally, they have his dead body in place. They whisk him away into the back in an Ambulance. My Teacher Mrs. Dreschler stared up at that in disbelief. What happened to Timmy ''she mumbled? Every eye gazed upon that tree for a purpose. I follow her stare, I look up at the top of tree. I did not see him. I know she could not see him either. I lower my head I follow the Ambulance down the road toward the end. I turn I face my Teacher. Now what Mrs. Dreschler? I guess we go back into our classroom? Children ''she yelled. I think we better return to our class. Every child in shock formed a school line in front of the door. Two by two they walk back into school. One male teacher held both doors open. Children pile back into the hall. It led to every classroom in school. Mrs. Dreschler hurried every child back into her classroom. I follow children in line in front of me. I return too Mrs. Dreschler's Classroom. I hear the door close behind me. I know school is in session. I know what I will do tonight. I will say a prayer just for Timmy.


	    I hear the School Bell Ring. I know it must be time for lunch. I head to the door behind my Classmates. I hope we will have something good for lunch for a change. I know I will miss Timmy in my own way? I know I will live better without Timmy. That, I do know? I head to chow behind every kid in class. The hallway filled with every kid in school. Each child walked behind the other toward chow hall. I know every kid must be starving or worst. Especially, each kid who watched Timmy used as a hotdog in a roast. It must be the Boogieman at work ''I thought.


	    Finally, I reach the line for chow. I saw a long line of students. Each kid grabbed a plastic tray on his way into chow hall. I grab mine I follow Charlotte into line from behind. I try not to bump into her because I do not want to upset her blond curls. I would really love to smell her hair. I step inward a few inches for a sniff. When I did she stepped back right on my big toe. I tried to hold in my scream. Even when she stepped back with all her weight. I cover my mouth with all my might. I can feel every eye roll into the back of my head in such pain. Finally, she stepped forth with her food tray. One kitchen cook scooped up a large spoonful of mashed potatoes. The other a huge scoop of green beans. The last cook offered a salisbury steak and covered it in brown gravy. A scoop of mixed fruit from the kitchen helper waited at the end of the line. A large cooler full of fruit punch waits too be drunk on a large table. One more cooler with homemade sweet lemonade next to it. While, I watch Charlotte run off with her food tray. A drop of brown gravy fell on the side of her food tray. I watch it fall to the ground. Once it fell it splatters like a bug on a windshield in a strong breeze. I stay on her tail like an FBI Agent on a Bank Robber. That is until she took a seat with every popular kid in school. Me, I sat down where I always sit. Alone, in a corner in the lunchroom. Next to every donut eating fat kid. Every undesirable pimple faced, freckled twig looking kid in school. Oh Timmy ''I mumbled. I wonder if I will ever miss being a wall flower again. Better to be the Boogieman's Friend then yours.


	 




 


	Chapter Three Walk Among the Dead


	 


	    After school I head home like everybody else in class. I walk passed the school playlot toward home. I kept my eye on a tree branch in the sky. I know the Boogieman did this to Timmy. I wonder if it is because of me or not. Maybe, he did not like Timmy for some reason or the other. I continued to walk home after one last look up at the broken tree branch. I could still see smoke rise from the end. I walk pass a bunch of children running to a car. They climb inside each car that drives up. They drive away with most children in my class. I, I must walk home because my Parent Works. I have a couple of blocks to walk. I would be home with not much delay.


	    I felt the warm heat on my shoulders. I knew I would be home in a matter of minutes. I knew I would go to Timmy's Funeral. My Mother knew his Mom. I would go because my Mom would believe we were good friends. Finally, I walk the last block home. On my way toward the front door. I hear something rustling in a bush. Maybe, a rabbit or a chipmunk nibbling on something green. I use my curiosity to look instead. I decide to investigate a crackling sound behind a row of thorned bushes. I wave a handful of bushes to one side. I look inside I see a large black sewer rat ripping a dead bird apart. Like a wolf ripped meat off a dead deer. It had its front paw holding down its head while it ripped its tiny feathers off. I felt sorry for the bird because it was still alive. I let go of the bush as quickly as I could. I could hear it squeak as loud as it could. I must have found a tiny bit of courage in me. I began to kick the bush everywhere until it let go of the bird. I watch the black rat crawl into the open with it in its jaws. I began to stomp my right shoe on the ground.. I try to scare it. I want it to drop the bird on the ground. Instead it hissed back at me like a huge fat eight pound starved rodent. I noticed it was already dead. There was no need to free a bird that died? I watch it crawl toward a hole in the street. Before it vanished it stops to look back at me with tiny black beady devil like eyes. I saw its front teeth covered in blood and feathers. It ripped through the bird's torso in a vicious hunger. I stop I know I saw that same evil vicious look before. I saw in the Boogieman's Eyes.


	    I turn I face my front door. I listen for anything else that hid in a bush. I walk in through the front door with a vision of a huge sewer rat eating a helpless dying bird. I close the door behind me once I walk into the hall a few feet. I could not stop seeing that poor helpless tiny bird. Instead, I march up to my bedroom for a doggy nap.


	    I need to use the toilet first. I walk into my bathroom on the second floor. I urinate as quick as I can in the toilet. I rinse my left hand then my right. I flush the toilet before I wash my hands. I think I hear the front door open. I forgot if I locked the door or not. I doubt my Mother came home early from work. I am about to scream who is it. I overhear someone whisper to another person. It must be the burglary brothers.


	    I step back into the bathroom to hide. I leave the door wide open this way I can hear them. There is nothing in my bathroom. I doubt they will find anything worth stealing. I hide inside the bathtub on the bottom. I can hear anyone walk into the bathroom for any purpose. I know I must have left it unlocked. I begin to shake and tremble inside after I hear them talking. I have no clue who they are or what they want? I can hear one of them ransack my Mother's Bedroom. The other burglar walked pass the bathroom toward my bedroom. He saw a video game console on my dresser top. He decided to steal that instead. He stole my nineteen inch television too. He had everything on the floor in the hallway. He was ready to carry everything to the car or drive right into my home with it. I watch his face turn. He stares straight into the bathroom. He saw nothing he continued to rob my room of everything I owned. I listen to my room being ransacked by the infamous burglar brothers. I hear a cracklng sound near me. It sounds like the Boogieman's Back. I hear that same sound I heard last night. He told me he would be here tonight. I was his favorite kid ''I whispered. Where are you Boogieman? I could hear something in the background whisper back. As I walk through Billy's House.


	   I will fear no evil.


	   For I am the boogieman!


	   Billyyyy ''he whispered!


	   I'm home!


	   I could hear that same crackling noise walking through my home. I could not see him. I could hear each footstep crackle. Each step toward both burglar brothers. I know the sound like I know the back of my school book. I knew why they named them the burglar brothers. They were caught in a Local Newspaper. They stole a ham from Piggly Wiggly's Grocery Store. They became the infamous Burglar Brothers.


	   I can hear him tiptoe down the hall toward my Mother's Bedroom. I can hear that same noise like burning wood. I smell meat roasting on a barbecue grill. I know it must be the Boogieman. I can hear both men carry or drag my belongings to the front door. I hear the front door open. I heard him say hurry before that kid made it home from school. I hear one man yell at the other burglar. I do not feel right then I hear a bang. I wonder what happen in front of my home. Then, I heard another loud bang. I hear the same crackling sound pass by the bathroom. I wonder what it is then I start to wonder. I know there is nothing back there except a door to an attic. A staircase to the attic where my Mother kept her personal belongings. I hear the Boogieman whisper what he told me last night.


	   You will be my favorite Billy.  I had a funny feeling in my throat. I felt he made fun of me. He would say it like he really did not mean it. I could see something in his eyes. It was not pleasant what I did see. When my Mother looked at me. It was much more different than that. I hope he had no intention on hurting me. I climb up from the bathtub. I slide my head through a shower curtain. I look into the bathroom for a face, I listen for a sound and watch the hallway for a dark shadow like last night. I tiptoe into the hallway. I stop I look  around for a face. I saw my stuff on the floor still. I saw my video game console along with a box of games. I wonder what happened to them. I did not hear a Policeman or a Siren in the house. I tiptoe into the hall toward my bedroom for a look inside.


	   I stop right outside my door before I peek inside. I did not see anything move or walk around. I head toward a staircase that led down to the bottom of the stairs. I listen for every sound, and anyone's voice. I reach the bottom of the stairs. I saw the front door wide open. I look at the doorway at my nineteen inch television. I begin to shiver after I realize the burglars were still here. I wonder why my stuff is on the sidewalk. I look again I saw a huge black spot on the ground. I saw a shape of a dead man in black chalk. The kind a  Policeman made at a murder scene. I look again I saw another black spot on the ground in human shape in burnt ash. I wonder what happen to them? I run to the nearest phone. I began to dial 911 for the Police. I wait in the doorway for the sound of the first Police Car. I stare down at a mound of black dust on the floor. One is in the doorway. The other right outside on the concrete walkway. He still had a box of my Mother's Valuables in his arms. It sat in the middle in a mound in black dust. Like he carried it with him when he died in his arms. It sat right where it would be if he carried it. I wait for Police in the entrance. I do not touch anything because I saw it on Television. Never disturb a murder scene. I can feel someone or something in the background watching. I turn around I face the living and the dining room. I could hear something whisper in my direction in a breeze where no wind would be found. It flowed through the house down the hallway to the front door.    


	   Remember what I told you Billy ''he whispered.


	   You will be my favorite little boy!


	   Thank you Boogieman.


	   I could not see a face. I knew it was the Boogieman. I knew he hid somewhere in my house in plain sight. Although, I could not see him. I knew he could see me? I have no idea what he wanted from me this time. I do know he told me I was his favorite. I better stick to the facts. Finally, I hear the sound of Police. I hear the siren as it roared toward my home. I leave the entrance for the concrete walkway. I show them the phone in my hand as they pull up in front. The passenger side seat door opened first. Then the driver's side door opens. Both Policemen in Uniform step into the street. One look at the ground they begin to wonder. They decide to ask a few questions first. I hid in my bathtub Officer. I heard someone talk. I heard of them before today. Who were they kid? I think they were the infamous burglar brothers. I saw them on television on the news. I knew who they were when the other started to talk. I heard him say grab everything you can carry. I will search the Mother's Bedroom. I knew they must know us. If they knew my Mother had a bedroom. I hid in the bathtub until I heard the sound of a bomb. A bomb ''he asked. Like something blew up in my house. Like a giant bottle of shaken soda until it exploded. I heard the same sound twice. I tiptoed real quiet down the stairs. I saw one big black spot on the ground. I raised my head I saw the other right outside the door. He was on his way to the car with my television. I have no clue what happen to them. I think a grenade launcher hit them both from the looks of it. One Officer lifted his radio. I need FBI to Bring a Team of Forensics, Captain. I have one of those unsolved mysteries. I think I found the burglar brothers. I found nothing but black ash instead. Both men blew up like they were bombs. I will send them over as soon as I get your present location. I need you to send me a picture of the burglar or burglars. Will do Captain as soon as I can. I need to take a picture first. I will send it in a jiffy Captain.


	   One Officer noticed something in a window on a second floor. I need to search the house young man. I saw someone or something on the second floor. What room did you see him in young man. It would be that room there then points?


	   It's my Mother's Bedroom.


	   Where is you're Father?


	   I don't know?


	   Where is you're Mother?


	   She has a job in an Office.


	   Stay with the kid Officer.


	   I need to have a look around on the second floor. He took off running inside the home toward a staircase. He shot up a flight of stairs. One turn toward a room with a window at the top in the staircase. He pulled his automatic in a very cautious manner. He removed a flashlight from his holster. He shot it into the open in his right hand. He began to creep toward a young man's Mother's Bedroom.


	   An Officer in front of the house had other questions. What happen to your Father? I think he went away after my Mother told him too. I don't know what happen to him after that? My Mom talks to him. I don't talk to him at all Officer! I have not talked to him in years. I phoned your Mother. She should be here any second. I need to know what did you do when the door opened. I know you heard them if you were in a bedroom upstairs. I was hiding in  the bathroom when I heard the door open. I hid inside the bathtub after I heard a name. The infamous ham burglar brothers. I knew I was being robbed by the best? They say both burglars were the best in the business. An Officer began to laugh after he remembered a bundle of jokes.


	    An Officer up in his Mother's Bedroom found a distinct smell of burnt wood. He could not find anything burning or a fire anywhere. Still, the room smelled like brimstone and fire. He got down on his left knee. He wants too look underneath the bed. He saw nothing beneath but a dozen pair of shoes. He got back up on his feet. He saw a closet, a standing mirror and a tall dresser. He decided to take a look into the closet. He tiptoed toward the closet a few yards away. He pressed his hand against the door frame. One pull he opened a door. A wall of clothes stared back at the Officer. He moved one armful of stuff out of his way. Then the other side before he found nothing. No unknown thief hiding, boogieman, nor murderer in the closet. Instead, he heard that wood burning sound again. A crackling noise as if something stood right behind him. Slowly, he turns to look behind him. He saw a standing mirror to his left near a wall. A tall black figure stood behind him covered in a thin dark smoke. His left eye opened as if he saw a devil like creature in disguise. He tried to raise his handgun. His hand began to roast besides his handgun. He let it fall to the hard ground as he stared into its black and orange mixed ash filled eyes. A thin flake of burning ash fell from his left eye. He follows it to the ground in disbelief. He stared at a thin black fish scaled body. Black tiny thin dull scales cover its body. Each fingernail is thick dull and dead looking. Every nail is one maybe two inches long. Even each toenail is long, curled upward and pointy like daggers. Every time he heard the sound of something crackle he would get weak and weaker in the knees. Officer Mullins saw both claw pointy thick nailed feet. His left eye began to roll around inside his socket. First, he dropped his gun on the floor in a state of dizzeness. Next, he tried to look up at a face of a beast but before his eyes got pass his chest he faints. His partner tried to make contact with him. When he did not answer back. He left the kid behind with an Agent. I have to enter the house. I must find my Partner, Agent. I will be right here. If you do not answer back when I call. I will storm troop the home with my handgun. He took one step into the home through the front door. He took another step before he walks through a hall on his way to a staircase to a second floor. He began to call to Partner Officer Mullins. He entered the Mother's Bedroom with his gun drawn. He found him on the floor in the room. He began to look for a knife or gun shot wound. No blood on the floor or on his face. He must have fainted or passed out from heat exhaustion. He tried to revive him by gently slapping his cheeks. He looks for cold water or a bathroom. He noticed a bathroom he rushed inside toward a regular sink. A cup of water sat on the edge of a porcelain white sink. He let the cup of clear liquid pour into the basin. He fills it with cold water. He ran back into the bedroom with a full cup of cold water. He poured it on his face. His partner woke after cold water splashed on his face. It fell on each side like a miniature waterfall. His left eye opened then his right.


	   What happen partner?


	   Did I get it?


	   Did you get what?  


	   The beast?


	   What beast partner?


	   Officer Mullins released his handgun. He began to search the bedroom for a door, trap comparrtment or an entrance to an attic somewhere. It must not be here anymore. If it were ''he mumbled'' believe me. You would not have missed it. It is uglier then a wart hog razorback. It had tiny black pimples or warts. It is covered in it from head to toe. I saw a dark smoke rise. I remember it rose from its skull and shoulders. Believe me I looked into the eyes of a monster. They burn partner from the inside out. A solid black eye stared back like a piece of roasted hot charcoal. I could not stare into its eyes anymore. I think I fainted after I looked into its eyes. I remember it had huge feet covered in stitches. Each stitch resembled a tiny black wart. It had large thick discolored bone colored toe nails. Each one as powerful as a sharp dagger. Finally, he got to his feet. I think we better search the entire house from the chimney to its foundation. Phone the Police Captain! Tell him I need a squad to search the house. And I need it now! Officer Mullins found a creature n the house. He fainted after it touched him. He wants to search the entire home. If need be he would search the neightbor's home and neighborhood. I decided to walk back to my bedroom. I knew Police would be here all day in a Police Search. I have no idea what these Men in Black do. They were outside my home taking a sample of a dead man's remains. While I decide a nap is in order. I head to my room. Once inmy bedrroom, I close the door. I lay down in bed with a world of excitement on my mind and in my eyes. I wonder what did the Boogieman have in store for me today? I hear something dark and hollow whisper in the background.


	   Take my hand?


	   Walk with me?


	   Billy, Today, we will walk among the dead. His huge black scaly head rises. I mumbled''    huh.  


	 




 


	 


	Chapter Four Police Search


	 


	   A Squad of Twenty Policemen show up in multiple cars. Each one with a long flashlight, handgun, and a nightvision lense over one eye. They invade Billy's Home like the World invaded Germany. I tell them we have a full basement, second floor and an attic. They run through the home looking for a creature. Someone in a creepy halloween costume or a look a like in a suit of clothes.


	   They decide to call in a Para Normal Specialist to the murder scene minutes later. The FBI Phone the infamous Johnny Guajardo. He decided to show up after Billy's Mother Returned. I need to ask her some questions. He made an appointment to see them after


	six in the Evening. After a brief talk on the phone with Agent Lincoln. He hung up the phone after he heard the story. Johnny could not wait to get there. He lived just a few miles away from the incident.


	   Police Begin a thorough search of the home. They split into a party of Five Policemen. Five Men invade the basement. Five more take the main floor and backyard. Five search the second floor Bedrooms. The last five take the attic and rooftop.


	   I can hear them talk about a monster that breathed fire. Men invade the entire home. Finally Billy's Mother returned home from work. She took me by the hand outside. They will be here until dark. We better go by Grandma's for Dinner. We will return home after Agent Lincoln Phoned me. I follow my Mother to her Four Door Sedan. I climb into the backseat. I watch what happened from a rear window. I watch as the ground erupts in tiny black dots. I feel my eyebrow rise then the other. I watch a horde of black flies rise from the  dirt. Each tiny bug had dark orange fiery specks for eyes. I watch it gather into a fireball. It took off behind me like a missile. A song on the radio played. Where were you going Billy? I began to smile at a combination of song and the Boogieman's Words.


	   Your my favorite Billy!


	   You will always be my Favorite.


	   And, I will always be yours!


	   A huge smile crossed my lips. My Mother continues to drive toward Grandma's House. I look for a ball of black dirt behind me. A dark fiery orange ball in meteorite dust. I look everywhere I do not see it anymore. I turn around I face the front seat and windshield. I remember a Police Officer wanted to know where my Father was? I decide to ask my Mother. Mom ''I asked'' where's Dad? She raised her head she stared into the rear view mirrored glass at me. You're Father died last year Billy. How come you never told me Mom? You were to young to know. You would not know what to say or ask. I thought''  it would be better if I told you when you got older. What made you ask me a question like that? A Police Officer wanted to know where my Father Worked? He died in a bad car accident. His car tumbled over a cliff through a railing made of steel. His vehicle exploded after it hit rock at the bottom of a cliff. They never found his body nor his remains. I had no real idea that Dad Died.


	    I reach my Grandma's House. We park the car in front of Her Home. First, I unbuckle my buckle on my seatbelt. I wait until my Mother Unbuckled her seatbelt before I follow her to the front door. I saw a bright light in the window near the door. I saw a porch light go on after I ring the bell. I wake the dog because I hear him barking as soon as I rang the door bell. He must be very old from the way he sounds. He must be at least 15 years old. I hear the door open one inch then it opens completely. Hello Mom I had to see you. I phoned you with the latest news. Someone or something broke into my home. They stole my television and my son's belonginigs. They stole his vdeo game box and his games. My Son told me they were the infamous Ham Burglars. This man was seen on camera stealing a huge ham from Piggly Wiggly's Gocery Store. His brother was caught with a large ham too. He had every side dish to go with it for dinner. A large can of cranberry sauce and sweet potatoes. A bag of butter milk palm sized biscuits. An apple pie, gallon of ice cream and container of whipped topping. They had a massive dinner on Piggly Wiggly's Account. I think they were honey baked hams. I love honey baked turkey and ham Mom. I hope Grandma has some made for us. We walk into Grandma's Home. I can smell something baking in the oven. Hello Grandma ''I said. I give her a hug and a smile. I take my seat on the couch. I wait until Grandma Orders me to the Dinner Table. My Mother Followed Her Mom into the kitchen to prepare a meal. I smell blueberry somethng baking in the oven too. I think my Grandma made us some blueberry muffins. I hope I get a muffin to go home with. I wait until I hear my name. I look at a window in the room. I hear thunder I watch rain pour down on everything around me. I hear the outside echo with the sound of large watery raindrops. I knew I would be here awhile. I better get snug in my blanket. I watch television for a little while. I turn the channel to a cartoon instead. I watch the Fat Kid in Action Cartoon.


	    I listen to the sound of rain falling. I listen to a fat kid threaten other kids. I listen for my Mother to call me to Dinner. I listen for the Boogieman's Whispers. I look at the window every so often. I hear big bucket of water splash against it. I hear it as it fell on the rooftop. I hear my Mother Say. Come and get it Billy. We have honey baked ham in the oven. Grandma made some  mashed potatoes, sweet peas and corn on the coblet. I run into the kitchen to fill my tummy  with good food. I sit down at the table. I look at countless dishes and bowls of food. My Mom decides to serve me a full plate of food. I must wash my face and hands. I make a run for the bathroom. Since, I know where it is already. I can her my Mother speak with my Grandma. One of them turns on the television for the local news. I do not see either of them. I do know one of them searched for local death or murders. Instead I hear Police suspect the Ham Burglars. A home was robbed in the area. They suspect it is the infamous Piggly Wiggly Cape Crusaders.


	   They show a picture of a black spot on the ground in the shape of a human body. He looks like he was torched by a flame thrower. Right where he lied until his body turned black. Now we  have a new purpose to watch our neighborhoods. We have invading ham burglars. It appeared one out of every 35 homes, will be invaded in one way or the other by a fat burglar.


	   Now to a new problem in the area. We have had minimal flooding in the area which meant less water for squirrels and birds. What will they drink if they do not find water. Too more troubling news. We have a Commander and Chief in our Country. We should give him a big hand. What good work he has accomplished while his 18 months in Office so far.


	    My Mother changed the channel to the Stock Market. She is into World Stocks. I have no idea what any of it meant at my age. I listen to my Mom Talk about the stock markets. I rush back into the kitchen to eat dinner. I smell Grandma's Blueberry Muffins. I know what I will have for dessert. I run in with a huge smile on my face. I take a seat at the table after I show my Mom that I washed my hands.


	    My Mom waits for a phone call from a Police Chief. I eat dinner with hope I have enough room for dessert. I talk to my Mom about Timmy. She heard the mishap at school from a Worker where she works. I dig into my plate of food while I wait with my Mom for a phone call.


	    Meanwhile, numerous Policemen search the home for an invader. They split up in four five man groups. One group began a search in the basement. Five Policemen walk down one step behind the other. Every flashlight drawn to light the dark. One after the other they waIk in behind the officer in front with a flashlight. They find a full basement 30 feet wide 100 long. A number of tiny thin 6-foot deep wood sheds. Each different in size and width. A number of 40 to about 90 toolsheds. Fill one side and the other with a toolshed or a storage unit. Five Men in Uniform take one toolshed across from the other. They search two at a time at once. Policemen open one toolshed then the other right across. One Officer remained right in the middle with a flashlight and handgun facing a dark full basement. One door opened then the door across. Each door is warped, falling apart and crumbling. A tiny rodent ran at them from one of the toolsheds.


	    One Officer stepped on it by accident. A dark deep grunt roared up at them from the hard ground. They look  at one another in shock. They look down at a rat on the floor. One Officer exclaimed it must belong to the devil. A screech ehoed throughout the basement in horror. It must belong in the devil's war against good ''one officer shouted.


	    They continue to walk toward the end in the basement. One wood toolshed after the other is searched for an assailant. Unless, there is a third ham burglar in on the take. They continued to search every rafter, toolshed, crack in the wall and in the ground for another burglar.


	    On the main floor five more Policemen search every room besides the backyard. A shed for a lawnmower, swimming stuff and volley ball net held it. A large garden of 4 foot high bush grace the front of  the house. A huge row of palm trees were just about everywhere in back of the house. A large ham burglar could easily hide here somewhere.


	    Another five Policemen on the second floor attempt to search every room. It consists of four bedrooms and two bathrooms. Each room is about to be searched starting with the Son's Bedroom. Two Policemen enter the Mother's Bedroom. One Officer stood in the center of both. He kept an eye on a criminal including a third burglar if he hid anywhere in the house.


	    The last Five Policemen begin a thorough search in the attic. It is completely packed with cardboard boxes. It was once used as an attic apartment. It had to be from the looks of it. They find a tiny bathroom with everything a single person would need or a couple. They move a row of boxes at a time. One after the other they slide one row 6 feet high to the other side of the room. They begin to knock boxes over on the ground. They look thrugh the dark for a monster in the attic. After a thorough search of the attic they find an open window. It led to the rooftop. One officer decided to scale the roof for an evil ham burglar.  Once he reached the top of the roof. He looks down from the rooftop peak on both sides. He made it to the chimney. He looks around with no real luck. He climbs up to the top for a peek inside at the bottom. He did not find anything ham burglar sized in it that wouId fit. He scaled back to the openwindow where his partner waits. The attic was searched with no burglar in it hiding.


	   Back to the second floor where they finish a search. They reach the staircase that ascended to the main floor.  One officer had to us the bathroom before he would join them. He told other Policemen I will join you in the living room when I finish urinating.


	   After a thorough search of the backyard and main floor. Every Officer met in the living room as well. One Officer picked up a picnic basket full of ham and cheese submarine sandwiches.


	   Every Officer grabbed a submarine sandwich to eat. It took every officer 6 hours to thoroughly search the home from top to bottom. Every Police Officer returned to the living room except for Five Policemen in the basement.


	   Five Policemen reach the halfway mark in the basement. No sign of a ham burglar in sight or in the dark. A bunch of field mice run across the basement floor. One officer imagined a huge rat chasing after them for dinner snack. They lower a bright flashlight. They aim it at a massive black sewer rat. It must have climbed up through a sewer. It is a large long tailed dark haired rodent. It had a lot of white bone gnawing teeth in its mouth. More than any sized rat that I have ever come across. It hissed up at us like a snake on its hind legs. Neither Man in Uniform had any idea what he or should be done at this point. Instead an Officer withdrew a handgun. He took aim at a 10 pound rodent's body. He shot it in the head right between the eyes. The entire top of his head and shoulders exploded. His entire head disappeared from the rest of its body. Good shot ''one officer replied. Good shot ''another exclaimed. Great shot officer ''he added. One after the other they gave the sharpshooter a high five. They finish the search after a horde of Policemen react to the sound of a bullet. No harm done just another sewer rat with bone gnawing teeth.


	 




 


	 


	
    Chapter Five Walk with me.



	 


	  At exactly nine o'clock in the evening. Billy's Mother recieves a phone call from the acting Police Officer. Officer Jones made the call at Nine O'clock at night. You can come home now Mrs. Rogers. Both Police and the FBI have left the premises. We have taken a sample of both dead bodies outside on the concrete ground. We had another crew stop by to remove any black dust from the concrete floor. Twenty Police search the home from rooftop to the basement. I guess you can come home now. You can resume everyday activities. Thank you Officer click.


	   My Mother turns to her left she faced me in the kitchen. I had another dish of blueberry pie on my plate. At first my nose told me my Grandma made blueberry muffins. I was wrong she made us pie instead. I hurried up I ate my second piece of pie as fast as I could. I drank down a glass of milk in a jiffy. I kiss my Grandmother on the cheek goodbye. I follow my Mother to a screen door. She gave her Mother a Hug at the entrance too. We walk to the car parked outside. I gave my Mother my hand to hold. I follow her to the passenger's side door.


	   Once, I reach my front seat. My Mother told me about the phone call. A Policeman waited at the front door for us. He will wait until we get inside before he leaves. We hurry home so we do not miss the Policeman or what he had to say. My Mother drove as fast as the street sign allowed.  


	    Once, I saw my neighborhood where I live. I begin my search for the infamous smoking man. He told me he is the boogieman. I think of him as my friend. He told me he would be my friend forever! I begin my search for a dark orange fiery frosted being. I wonder if a Policeman scared him away? Then I wondered if he can even be scared away? I look for a dark orange fiery body. I look for a pair of orange burning eyes in a window upstairs.


	    I guess he must be gone. I wait until my Mother Parked the car in the driveway. I enter the home after I open my car door. I run right into a Policeman waiting in the doorway. He let me in after he told me my house is safe and sound. I wonder who I would be safe from? All I know  is I remember what the boogieman told me. He would always be my friend. Forever!


	    I run right through the hallway toward a stairase that led to the second floor. I look around I found my television and video game. I saw my box of video controllers and games. I was happy I had everything a ham burglar stole from me. I must do a thorough search of my belongings. I must be sure before I report it to the Law. My Mother told me she had to fill out a report if  anything was missing. I ran into my bedroom with my eyes on my most valued possessions. I also look into my cigar box for my Father's Gold Locket. It was gone! I wonder where it could be? Maybe a Policeman stole it from my treasure chest. I have no idea if I wil ever see it in my possession. A picture of me and my Father were in it. I began to cry to myself. I had a cigar box on my lap with nothing in it. Even my baseball cards were all gone. The ham burglar really did a number on me! I could see my Father in my vision. I could not see a gold locket that he gave me before he left us. I felt a warm arm around my shoulder. I felt something like a tear fall into my treasure chest. I could see a wet spot about the size of a teardrop at the bottom in my cigar box. Unless, it came from my right teary eye? I look down at the bottom of the box. I wonder where did it come from? It could not have fallen from my eye. I did not have enough water in my eye for it to accumulate or fall. I look around this time I know it must be the Boogieman. I had no idea that the Boogieman Could Cry!


	   I whispered'' are you sorry Boogieman?


	   No ''he whispered.


	   I could hear him as if he stood next to me. I could not see him but I knew he could see me. I look around I tell him I was robbed. The burglar got me. He stole my Father's Locket from me. I look down at the bottom of the box. My Father Died ''I whispered. It is all I have left to remember him by. I felt a hand touch my left shoulder? Will you help me find it Boogieman? I felt that same hand leave my shoulder afterward.


	    I allow my body to fall down on my bed. My cigar box still in my hands. I stare up at the ceiling in dismay. I remember what my Father told me before he gave me a gold locket with a picture of us in it. This will be our little time together. Remember no matter where I am. I will have one of these on too. I will remember you everywhere I go. He reached into his shirt. He pulled another gold locket out. His gold locket is slightly different then mine. His had my name on it. Mine, had his name on the back, Dad. I had to close both eyes. I can remember the last day that I saw him.  


	    We were having a picnic on Wolf Mountain. It is only an hour from here on foot. I remember what my Mother told me. My Father died in a car accident. I remember I saw a break in a steel railing. I remember my Mother began to cry when we drove by. My Father must have died in a car accident. He had to drive into the railing. I press both eyelids together as tight as I could. I doze off into a dream state of sleep. I hear a whisper in the  back of my mind. I hear my Mother walk by my room. I hear my door close in a soft gentle manner. I fall into a sleep like state. I remember I heard my Father say. Come on Billy! We should go fishing. I had a tiny fishing pole just for kids. I follow my Father down toward a pond or a lake. The water looks green like its dirty. My Father had a bucket of live red worms and lures. I knew we would catch something if we tried. My Dad slipped a worm on the hook. I dropit in thewater. I could see the bottom. It had to be 5 to 6 feet deep. I saw tiny fish swimming everywhere. I saw a green frog, school of minnow and a bunch of tadpoles. I wait for my hook to catch a fish. My Dad tossed a line into  the lake. We sit down on the bank of the water to wait. I remember I looked up at a railing made of steel or iron. Now, that I think of it. I think it is the same place where I saw Mother began to sob. It had to be more than a coincidence. I know I would return to this place where I fished with my Dad. I would visit our fishing spot tomorrow early in the morning. I could hear my Father yell in a scream. I hear a dark soft yet harsh whisper. It sounds like the Boogieman wished me a goodnight. Thank you Boogieman ''I whispered.


	    A cigar box on my lap slid to the floor. I must be asleep or about too. I hear it hit the floor. It must be on its thin side from the way it sounded when it fell. I fall much deeper into my sleep. Now, I do not hear anything. Finally, I see nothing but the dark hiding in the future. I hear a whisper that cannot be ''I thought. I should be fast asleep. Then I heard it again. Come with me Billy! Come with me to the fishing hole. I felt my hand move. It felt like it was a soft cloud of air or I was a ghost. I felt my body follow him into the hall, and down a flight of stairs. On the way to the bottom step I vanish.


	    Next thing I know I'm walking down the road. I saw a curved metal railing on the way. I saw the same area where my Mom Sobbed. This must be the place where my Father Crashed. I run to the metal railing. I look down I could see a wrecked car. It must be my Father's Car. I try to climb over the railing. When I did I saw nothing beneath me but a mountainside slope. I had to run around a steel railing to a pathway that led downward toward the lake. I remember I began to run down a flight of stairs. One step after the other, I kept my hand on a steel rail all the way to the bottom stair. Once, I touch the shoreline. I run to my right for a look at a car that tumbled over the railing to the bottom. I reach a car covered in dirt, dead fish bones, and tree twigs. I look inside I saw my Father. He sat in the car in the front seat behind the wheel. He opens his left eye he smiles. I found your gold locket Billy. He held it in the palm of his hand. He slid his clinched fist toward me. He held it tight in his hand. Here open your hand Billy. My Dad placed my gold locket in the center of my palm. I whispered'' thanks Dad.

OEBPS/Images/516610-kreepers-from-the--lores.jpg
Kreepers from the Krupt Books.

Triloay ofHorror.
and the Boog






OEBPS/Images/logo_xinxii.jpg
XinXii





