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	This is a Work of Fiction. Any character, plot, name, or names used in this book. Belong to the Author. Therefore it would be a coincidence. The idea to write this book came straight from the Mind of the Writer. Writer of this ebook and book series. I wrote this short series. Sometimes, I can, which consists of ebooks. I will be adding more this year.


	 




 


	Introduction.


	 


	My name is Johnny Guajardo. I am a Psychic with an Ability to See, Hear, and Find someone from your Past through my Sixth Sense. As a child, I would see stuff that did not happen yet. I knew one day I would wake a monster that hid in Me. That monster that I will wake will be the power of a Psychic. It would be me from the day I was born until I chose not to use it. I would grow to Master a Monster in me.


	Please read it in my new novel about a boogieman that visited me as a child. I will look into the Future, peek into the Present, and look back into the Past. I will unleash it as I walk through life with every client. I will tell you this much.


	These three or four minuscule tales will be about sad-eyed People and Children. Some will be left behind by a Parent by accident. Some will become a sad-eyed child because he or they fell into the hands of foul play. These tales will be about the darkness hiding an ugly creature that most humans would never see or comprehend. He could see them like me, Johnny. A Psychic with the power to follow a lost or missing person with a vision. To See, Hear, and Talk to the Dead, Missing, and the Lost in a Trance. Until I can place a face and name together for a client.


	Phone Me, Please.


	Suppose you should need a Psychic with the Power to See a special someone that never returned to you that you once loved. My Secretary is standing by the telephone. I am waiting for you to call me. I am a Man of Vision. Some People would say a Visionary from the 21st Century. I am a Visionist with your Vision in mind. Hurry, because my list is growing. And you could be left without a chance to make the phone call of a lifetime.


	 




 


	Chapter One Police Report.


	 


	My first call of the day consisted of a wife looking for a man or a man that killed her husband. His Wife told me she would like to know who killed him. His Newborn child has become Sad Eyed since he never made it back. Her stare would be fixated on everyone who entered her room, hoping it would be him since she had been sad and lonely. Since he would serenade her with lullabies and songs.


	I have a Police Report at home. I have a Report from the Coroner's Office. His Body was Taken to the County Morgue in a White Van in a Black Bag.


	As I listened to her speak. I could sense his spirit or ghost in the home. I found a poem he wrote that he left behind for his Daughter. For my little angel, "he said. I continued to look in her room which was lightly lit. I see a toy and multiple dolls in a wooden toy box. A small homemade house for her to play in when she grew up in a pink color. Beside multiple hand-stitched dolls that stood three feet tall against the wall. Every pauper, puppet, and prince stood against a wall surrounding her crib. I watch him wrap his tiny child in his arms. I see him smile down at both Tiny Baby Blue Eyes. I can see his face. I watched him place his tiny infant in her crib as he continued to stare.


	His Wife is Young and Pretty. She has Long Brown Shoulder Length Hair that falls over her like a waterfall. All of a sudden, I saw his ghost walk into the house behind her after he died. He ran into the house through the door and right through a wall. He had no idea that he was dead when he reentered the home.


	One looks into his child's eyes. Her face lit up like a Christmas tree with sparkling lights. He pretended to lift her infant from her crib in both hands. He realized that she needed to change her pamper. I could see the dead husband standing next to her. He tries to motion her, thinking of the infants pamper. He stood behind her for a while. Then his stare fixated on the back of the house window in the Newborn's Room. I watched, listened to his thoughts, and envisioned his situation.


	They were a Young couple that was recently Married. She prepared to feed the child. The dead husband stepped in through a wall. Now I can see his ghost much better. He had no idea that he was dead until now. He tried to say his name through a mouthful of hollow whispers.


	My name is George Capers, "he said. Every word he tried to say felt like he had no air to tell them. He slipped a piece of paper out of his pocket. A Poem that he wrote for His Newborn Daughter Named Suzy. Slowly he began to whisper several words to her. The name of the poem is a kiss. I got it from a song that a man wrote about a Daughter. I smiled at her after I finished it. A cloud of butterflies rose in the form of words across a cornfield.


	I smiled down at her tiny face after telling her I finished. I told him that I could see him smile over His Newborn. I want you to know why you are here, George. I withdrew his ghostly ghost from me. At the same time, he stood in front of me. His stare fixes on me and his surroundings.


	I can see him smiling down on her in her crib. He kissed her on the forehead. Someday "he whispered. I will tell you what I called your poem. The kiss, "I whispered. I looked around her room for a stuffed animal she often slept with. I noticed a wall of animals on a four-shelf wooded cabinet. A yellow duck sat on the top shelf, along with a serenade of stuffed animals sitting next to each other.


	She also had a collection of porcelain dolls on the second shelf. The one thing that Karyn did like was a gadget that turned over her crib. A contraption with several musical toys turned in a circular motion of stuffed animals. A teddy bear, a yellow cuddled dog, and a cat named Muffins. Seven or eight different kinds of stuffed animals circled her bed. It would play several nursery rhymes. First, it had to be wound up before it began turning.


	It began to turn like a clock. It also played a bunch of tunes. Someone inspired me to write the poem. I know George, "I answered. I know what you did and why. I can see the infant's Mother. She is preparing a warm bottle of milk. First, she had to change her pamper. She had to change it to a clean and dry one.


	Karyn Capers is a Blond-Haired Beauty with Baby Blue Eyes. I watch and listen to him speak to his Wife. I turn to my Wife with a smile on my face. I better take out the garbage, "I said. I do not want a rodent running around in our home. Because sooner or later they will get into our house. I better get a rat trap and a sticky board just in case. Not for me, "she said, not for a sewer rat. Suppose it got into my home. It might bite my child or feed on his milk.


	Something kept looking through our garbage for food. I headed to the back door to look for a rat trap before it got too cold outside. I head for a garage door for a sticky board as well. I need to set them up before the Weather got worst. Every rat in the County would search for a warm place to hibernate and have babies. I head for the back door after I slip on a heavy overcoat that hung near the back door. I unlock the lock on the door. I look outside through a quarter-sized glass panel. I did not see anything except three blue metal garbage cans. A dark wall on either side of them. A regular-sized garage door, allowed me in for a look around. I remember I stared up at my Baby's Bedroom Window.


	I ensured I was bundled up before taking off for the garage. I removed keys from a wood rack hanging by the back door. Then I darted into the dark toward a garage with a set of keys dangling from my right hand. On my way to the back door, I heard something. It must be a rodent or a raccoon, usually looking for food about this time of night. And a place to hide unless they're eating what they found in a can of garbage. I continued to follow the noise with my eyes to the back door. Suddenly, I remembered I did not lock the back door. I stop dead in my tracks. I turned around before I got any closer to the garage door. I head back in for a baseball bat and a flashlight. I made sure I locked the back door.


	Then I head to the garage to look for a rat trap. I continued to look for the same sound that I heard seconds ago. I remember I turned around, and I raised my head. I stared up at my Daughter's Window. I lowered my head before I had a chance to take a good look at what was standing behind me. Something hit me in the face with a wild and lucky punch. I fell to the cold hard ground. I rise within a split second. I turn around and found an assailant. He had a solid wood baseball bat that was probably mine. This time he did not hold anything back anymore.


	I had a flashlight 12 inches long. I began to yell at my Daughter's Bedroom Window. I yelled," To call the Police. I raise my arm, block it with my hand, and protect myself from a man that might strike me with a baseball bat. I step back and realize that the curtain has moved to one side. She must have seen me or wondered what had happened to me in the backyard. Suddenly, the man in a black skull cap hit me with the tip of the baseball bat. The other man yells at him. Give him the keys. I turn around, and I face an assailant after I realize that he's after my money. I don't think so instead, I run forth. I grab a metal garbage can lid to protect myself against a baseball bat. I try to block his strike from the baseball bat. It hit me again. I failed. I scream in pain after the tip of the bat hits my forearm. I begin to swing a garbage can lid at him. I try to stop that bat from hitting my face or head. I look up, see my Wife's Face, and then see mine. I wonder who is that? Did another assailant make it into my house? I look again and block that baseball bat from hitting me again. This time I saw my face in that window. I lowered the garbage can lid after I could no longer hold it. I look into the eyes of my assailant and his Partner. I noticed a black handgun tucked in his waistband. I knew now that I would never outrun a bullet. I decide to make as much noise as possible. I began to scream as loud as I possibly could. Maybe a neighbor would hear me, or my Wife would look instead. I did not hear a Police Siren or any Blue Flashing Lights. This was not an option anymore for me. This way, I would be certain that she would see me if I only saw her face. That guy ordered me to give him the keys to my home. No, I'm not. I will not, "I yelled. I began to snarl back at them both. I remember I had a sewer in the backyard. I began going to a sewer manhole in the back of the house. I slip my hand into my pocket. I never stop yelling. I take another hit to the back of the head. One more across my back as I reach the manhole in the back of the house. Finally, I drop the set of keys through an opening in the iron grate. I fell to the hard ground face-first. I turned as he pummeled me with kicks. I look out my Daughter's Window. I know there is no way into my house without a key. I grunt back at both men. Blood gushed up from my stomach through my mouth. Go get them punk if you want them that bad. One man looked down at the sewer. It had to be from six to ten feet deep. It was filled with human waste, mud, and grease. Both men grew angry at me and upset. Awfully upset by the look in their eyes. The man who used my baseball bat on me looks at both hands. He uses it on me again and again instead. He began to swing that baseball bat down on me repeatedly. Every time he swung that bat. He would barely miss me sometimes. He decided to bust my head instead. He was so mad he could not enter my home through the back door. Instead, he began to take it out on me. He swung my baseball bat at me like a madman. I try to stop the baseball bat from striking me. I try to stand. I tried to run again and again multiple times. I fall every foot I run forth. I could not stand up on solid ground even after bleeding my face and head. I continued to look for a way to remove the bat from his hands. I try again to block that baseball bat from hitting my head or face. Suddenly, I saw a blue light in the distance. It had to be the Cops, I hope. No other vehicle had a blue light on top that turned around and around. What a relief, "I thought. Finally, I had enough. I fell to the ground in a puddle of my blood. Both men scurry in the back, looking for a way back into the street. One of them calls the other by a nickname. I remember I heard his name. It felt like my heart absorbed every word and phrase after that. One of them is named Pooty Bear. The other had to be Bobby Boy. I heard him say to the other. I will meet you back at the house. The other criminal yells back. Both men suddenly vanish into the dark. A wall of darkness surrounded them both. In contrast, I lay on a thin layer of snow in the back of my home, which now turned red with my blood.
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