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	Introduction


	 


	Follow me into the Audience. A Troglodyte. A Servant to the King. I will talk to a Poltergeist that Died a Century Ago. We will listen to his hate, anger, and vengeance for the Living. We will listen to an Overlord that has risen from the Bottomless Pitt in the dark. A Beast that cursed the Man that Built the Salt Mine from scratch. He will make a Deal with the Devil to wreak havoc on that Salt Mine and Owner that opened it.


	The Man that Died in the Explosion spent time in a State Prison. He would worship the dark, hoping the creature known as the Prince of Purgatory would answer his wishes. One night he did in his cell. He began to Praise a Creature that Ruled over an Underworld in Hell—a haven for a demon that existed alongside 3 Devils. One is a Creepy Tempter, the second the dark, and the third is Pure Evil—each Devil with a World of his own. One can rule in hell, the other in purgatory, and the last would Command every Prison On Earth. Every Warden would take a Command from the Devil to a Prison from an Overlord in the Underworld, Empowered by the dark that fell beneath each Devil and the Commanders.


	One Day His Great Grandson will return to the Salt Mine to Reopen it after the collapse 115 years before. A wall of Men and Women that Perished in the Mine remains on a wall in pictures to remind the Owner of every face of each employee that died. Not just who but how many died in the explosion.


	When the Salt Mine Collapsed 66 Stories into the Earth and Beyond. A Creepy Creature Made of Scale and Bone, the Making Started its Ascent from the Bottomless Pit in Hell to Us on Earth, the Living. Every wall in the Saltmine shook, trembled, and forced a cloud of dust, dirt, salted air, and the smell of death up through the shaft into the town and surrounding villages. Every village within a 63-mile radius heard the explosion. They saw smoke and fire reach the Sky at 4 PM. They say the Sky turns black in the blast for exactly six days.


	He will reopen the salt mine, hoping to know what happened 115 years earlier. I hope to create a bunch of work for people that need work. Since the village has only so much to offer a villager, he had a vision one night to do what he felt needed to be done. He had to know what happened over 100 years ago with a bit of money in his Possession. He began to reopen a salt mine that his town and village claimed was plagued with ghosts. At any cost, he knew a city would have little money for a villager to earn and work as a worker.


	Come with me. We will find a salt mine that is filled with poltergeists and ghosts. People in town still say after 100 years. They hear the sound of Men and Women screaming in a scream that cannot be measured nor compared to but is horrific. People that live in the village or close wake sometimes. With the sound of people screaming. It sounded like a man choking on salty salt.


	As each employee plummeted into the Earth to his and her death. Fire rose in its place. It touched the night sky that evening. Every Newspaper in Business told us that they could also hear the screaming. Every News Channel near and far told the story. What happened here is a catastrophe.


	A door frame trimmed in black burnt wood. With no end in sight. A giant ghost stood waiting for a sign of hope that some of them escaped. A Troglodyte Named Bark listened to the screams. It filled every ear in his head with Dead Men and Women screaming and crying in horror.


	He took one step to the other side. He began talking to infamous Dead Men, Women, and Teens that worked at the Salt Mine, who have since become ghosts. Now stand in a Hall Blanketed in Deadly Deathly Faces. Each peep back from the other side. Each was full of ghostly, ghastly ghost-like whispers. I stop in front of a Dark, Dead Face of a ghost. Is it an employee that worked at the 


	Guajardo Salt Mine ''he asked.


	My Name is Bark.


	I am a Troglodyte.


	Is that your salt mine employee ''Trog mumbled'' in a whisper.


	It is I, Bark the Troglodyte ''he answered'' in a tone that told me he was a frightened ghost.


	Back for another ghostly ghost Story Troglodyte for the King of Kreeps?


	He's back for another Story Just Like this one, just a little different.


	He Would Drool over a Love Story Filled with Darkness, Poltergeists, and Demons.


	He would love another story just like this one. Instead, a ghost whispered.


	Why yes, I am Demon of Demons.


	Do you have one for me?


	Of course, I do, silly Trog.


	Anything for My Little Troglodyte friend.


	This way, my New Upcoming Host for the Kreepy Kingdom of Kreepers and King.


	First, I must shake the burnt ash on my body off Trog. I get a little itchy now and then. A thin trail of burning ash fell on every foot that fell forth that followed him back from limbo.


	A beastly man blanketed in burnt ash turned to face Bark the Troglodyte.


	I will show you an unimaginable pain Human, Trog, or Kreep?


	No thank you Poltergeist.


	A Man Blanketed in a thin layer of frost made of burnt ash. With a stare of vengeance in his eyes.


	Knowing the Trog could see, he tried to avoid a hole in the Earth that had to lead to purgatory—leaving him looking toward the opening and edges. He could see no more pep in his step to return to a hole in the ground, or his vengeance wore thin. It had to be the Salt Mine that I saw. A square hole in the Earth, surrounded in burnt ash about the size of a one-car garage, remained in view. I could see the Poltergeist was in no hurry to die just yet. Is he again?


	Any new Salt Mines to rule over Troglodyte. Servant to the King ''he said'' sarcastically.


	I have no idea Poltergeist?


	I do not look for abandoned salt mines.


	Shucks, Troglodyte?


	What's a Vengeful Poltergeist to do these days?


	If you Worship Me ''Trog to the King's Kourt'' in a dark tone?


	Every word from his mouth fell in burnt ash mixed in a dark flaky fine dust.


	I Will Grant you a Fortune in Salt Beyond Your Wildest Dreams.


	Come with me into a war-torn Country to pick out a Fortune?


	We, Will, Rob them blind, Together?


	We Will Kill Many Guards and Soldiers.


	We Will Leave an army of bones scattered across the Battlefield?


	Will you Have a Busy Day if you worship a Poltergeist?


	We Will Make Them Bend in Our Glory?


	We will wake Countless Monsters and Armies from the Grave Trog.


	The Trog servant to the King Shuttered at the thought of thieving.


	Not me, Poltergeist ''he answered.


	I would never turn from the king for the gain of any kind regarding fortune or fame.


	The Sound of Evil Crept through the Krypt Kreeper's Studio. A Dark, Demented Poltergeist Dripped in a Layer of Burnt Ash in a frost resembling armor from head to toe walked first. A Man in a Ninja's Uniform Blanketed in Dark Smoke Vanished on the other side in a thin cloud behind him. An Army blanketed in black dull dim armor follows him.


	An Old Friend Named Johnny. A Natural Born Psychic sat in the Studio? I hear a Young Woman in the Future, ''he claimed. It is the Year 2021. He begged the Crystal Ball Gazer for a peek into the past. I hear her whisper the name of the deceased. A picture of an employee who perished in the Salt Mine fire. She will try to Summon him and her Loved One. If a Dark Demon answers in the Seance. I will stop the séance before it enters our world if it does not work. He told her he would try an Ouija Board.


	When they did perform the Seance.


	Dark whispers filled the room.


	Worship me, Human ''the dark whispered.


	Grant me another Day of Execution. A Necromancer Hired by the Family Held Her Hand. They hear something say. I will crush the executioner that crucified me in my ascent from hell. I will find the Owner of the Salt Mine.


	Meanwhile, a Dark Demon stood next to her at a table.


	Beg Me, he told her.


	I Will be yours forever.


	We Will Rule over Many Nations.


	We Will Kill every Villagers in every village.


	You can blame it on me as everybody else has.


	You can tell them I did it, ha ha ha, in a devilish dark tone.


	I would love to kill a few more men I heard much about.


	Johnny interrupted the Troglodyte.


	Another Servant to the King.


	Whatever spoke heard me Channel to a place outside the Studio?


	Troglodyte?


	Yes, Johnny?


	His whisper came from a place beneath the Earth. I see a graveyard as far as my eye can see. I hear men and women scream in horror. I know the skin on every person's body burns to a crisp. Screams rose through the Krypt and graveyard that I saw.


	Bark the Troglodyte stood in shock and disbelief, holding a manuscript he needed to return to the king.


	I'm a Dark Demented Vengeful Spirited Poltergeist, Trog.


	I don't care what king or kingdom you belong to, Trog!


	Instead, I would look for myself in a Kreeper from the Krypt, dear old friend.


	The pain in my Heart will know no boundary for vengeance.


	For the Love of a Monster nor a Hero.


	Bark the Trog Finally Made it back to the Studio, shaking like a leaf on a tree in a breeze in tears.


	He Handed the King an Ancient Script, still trembling.


	I, Bark a Troglodyte, have permission to name it My King.


	Thank You, King Kreep, ''he said'' almost in tears.


	The king permitted me to Name this Ancient Kreeper from the Krypt in Manuscript Form. The Trog Dressed in his usual attire. His Large Round Head is covered in short scruffy hair, dust, and dirt, each short arm and every chubby finger. He left his side, raised his short arm, and hand holding a manuscript that had to date back 1000 years in old leper-like wrapping encased in over his head.


	We have been Blessed with the Next Kreeper from the Krypt he screamed. We have been blessed by the creature that claims to Rule over Hell and Humans. He has hand-picked it just for you.


	As the Audience rose to clap their feet, each hand hooves and paws together. The Audience erupted in hurrays, and yes.


	Bark a Troglydyte to the King Bowed to a Monstrous Audience. Each tear in every eye in his head is blanketed in tears. He could hardly contain himself. Hoping he did not faint again in


	 front of millions of people. He stood his ground with a direct stare at them until he started to speak. I, Bark the Trog, have been honored by the King of Kreep Kingdom to announce our newest arrival. As I Stand in front of a million people or more. I Welcome Our Next Kreeper from the Krypt. This kreeper is mine to announce by Order of The King.


	Guajardo Salt Mines.


	Salt of the Earth.


	 




 


	Chapter One Collapsed


	 


	In January of 1858, Will Guajardo Opened the first Saltmine. He employed almost 3000 Men and Women at the time. Until something happened one day in the Mine on September Fifteenth, 1858, that changed everything from that day On. An explosion brought down one floor, in particular on the other floors. The thirty-fifth floor in the mine caved in on the different feet. It took numerous lives on countless floors.


	A Team of Specialists was sent to the Saltmine to evaluate the damage. And the loss of human life. At the time, the Mine Extracted Hardened Salt. The first colossal collapse occurred on that floor to the sixtieth that fell into the Earth. Every ceiling is approximately 10 feet high on most floors. Each wall began to fall in on every employee, including the roof. Most Employees choked from the weight and gaseous salt content and filled every employee's lung with deadly salty powdery dust. Eventually, they suffocated in the mine on salt-like dust.


	A thorough count of 1776 Men and Women who worked on the floor never resurfaced. Mr. Guajardo was forced to search where he could in the Saltmine for a Survivor or Dead Employees. He sent in a massive search party to look for missing employees. After an enormous cloud of crystallized thick dust filled the air, chamber, hall, and every floor on the thirty-fifth floor up to the main floor. Dust rose so high that the salt choked Men and Women on the way out of the mine. On every level, pass the thirty-fifth floor. Every man and woman ran for their life for an elevator.


	The mine closed because a thick salt in the air stopped salt's progress, production, and movement. William Guajardo stood outside the Saltmine with a tear in each eye. His Wife Polly stood next to him. She had a tear in each eye as well. It told everyone who stood next to them. It would be a while before they had worked for anybody. First, we must try to find any Missing Employees. They will remain in the mine, covered in a powdery salt or encased in it, unless they choke to death on a lung full of crystallized salt. We must wait until the salt in the air settles and clears.


	One Week after, the salt began to clear in the Sky over the mine. Mr. Guajardo stood in shock and disbelief. He stared through a doorway in the mine at someone like a ghost. It had to be an employee that worked for him. It had to be a Male Employee. He was covered in a powdery salt. Each pale blue eye mesmerized him. Each watch is covered in a white crystal-like shiny salt.


	He left the Owner at the time, Will Guajardo Shaking, and Trembling when he saw him. From what he saw, he could not make out a name, face, or who he was. A breath of white salty dust flowed forth from his mouth in his direction. He began to walk toward him like he would beat him up. Instead, he exploded in a ball of white dust.


	Mr. Guajardo had many employees. He knew a lot of them personally by name. He had numerous Men and Women Employees. Each friend would walk into his office when he needed a loan. They would have a cup of coffee or a word in private together. They could sit down with an idea or borrow money before the next payday.


	Mr. Guajardo returned to his employee sheet to find those missing people in the mine. He had every name and a picture of each missing Miner. He had so many that he blanketed his desk in his office even today. He had so many he used every wall in his office to plaster each employee's face on it.


	 A rear wall dedicated to missing or presumed dead now graced his wall. Mr. Guajardo sat in his office with his Heart in his hands. His eye is on a desk covered in photographs. Each picture brought back a memory of every employee, friend, and family member. His Late Uncle Louie Guajardo supervised the thirty-fifth floor. He is also missing and presumed dead. His Cousin Maryann also worked alongside him in the Mines. She is also missing; her face, staring back at him from a black-and-white picture. She wore a metal hat that protected her head from a falling chunk of salt. A pair of thick overalls to protect her skin from the cold or salt content. It would eventually enter through her clothing, into her skin, mouth, nose, mouth, and ears. Every employee used a cotton ball for each ear—a pair of glasses to cover both eyes. A face mask to protect their nose from a dangerous level of salt dust inhaled.


	Mr. Guajardo had to return home after the catastrophe with nothing in his eye except a vision of a Dead Salt Miner. She was left behind in a Saltmine, lost in the dark. Every look in his vision is of a man covered in salt. His hair and skin sparkled as it glowed.


	He never reopened the Mine after Townspeople Told him not to. The mine had been closed now for over 100 years. His Great Grandson Billy Guajardo was Born on September Fifteenth, 1958, at 9'15 in the Morning, and he celebrated his Twenty-First Birthday. He planned to reopen the Saltmine since the price of salt had skyrocketed past expectations. Since His Father and Mother Died. Both passed away mysteriously from unnatural causes. His Father mysteriously died in his seat in an office. He had a stack of photos of dead Miners in his hand when he died of a heart attack, with no relatives, family, or Siblings to look after him or them. He decided to do the impossible. He planned to wake the Guajardo Salt Mine in hope for the Future.


	The Year is now 1981. Billy Guajardo has a few friends. He hired them to help him reopen the Mines. After it closed down 100 Years Ago, he was contacted by Big Barbara's Team of Ghost Hunters. They want to explore the mine before reopening it. They believe it is overwhelmed with a handful of Poltergeists. They would like to search the mine for a Ghost or an Entity, one of Barbara's favorites—a Heartless, Relentless, Angry, Ferocious Creature known as the Poltergeist.
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