

        [image: ]




Written by Maremerchant


Copyright 2016


E-Book ISBN: 978-3-96028-495-6


GD Publishing Ltd. & Co KG, Berlin





E-Book Distribution: XinXii
www.xinxii.com
[image: logo_xinxii]





 


Sometimes, I Can


 


Remember Me


 


Brotherly Love




Chapter One Beginnings


    My name is Georgia Nichols. I am an Old Black Woman who would like to talk to a real Psychic. I would like to talk to Johnny Guajardo if I can. I have not seen my Brother Jessie Nichols in a very long time. I want him to know that I left him something in my Will if I should die. I want him to know, I am dying of Old Age and a Heart Condition. I want him to know that I think of him every day. I want him to know, I will leave him a room in my basement as long as I own that property. He left me a long time ago after My Son argued with him over nothing. He caught him with a quart of beer in the basement and a Hooker. I think it sent him in the wrong direction. He is still my Brother. I would like him to know, I left him in my Will. I can set that appointment up for you for, Tomorrow Miss Nichols. I will be at this Address after 6PM Tomorrow Evening. I will be there? My name is Johnny Guajardo. I am that Psychic that you talk too. I think I will take your questions Miss Nichols. I can find him for you if you like. I charge my customers by the Minute because I need money. It can usually take me up to an hour to show a result. It would cost you anywhere from 250 to 500 dollars an hour. I want to find him because my Son left me some time ago. He took off with his girlfriend and his part of the Will. He took his money early because he would have done something bad to me if I did not allow him to have his share of the money. Can you tell me his name again Mrs. Nichols. His name is Jessie Nichols. He is about 57 Years Old. He has Black Skin, Eyes and Hair of course. He is almost six feet tall. The last time I saw him he had to be 180 pounds. He had been struggling for some time with money. He would work on the Dock when he could find some. He had a hard time living alone. He would work when he could. When, he could not find work. He would pick garbage mostly aluminum. He would always have money even if he had to pick garbage or aluminum for a living. The last time I saw him. It had to be 3 Christmases Ago. I really miss him. I hope nothing bad happened to him because of that argument between them. I will see what I can do for you Mrs. Nichols. I will see you Tomorrow at 6PM in the Evening. He hung up the phone with that man’s name and age on his Mind.     


    He turned to look for him on the internet under missing person or aliases. Until, the phone rang again. Before, he could punch up that information. Hello Mister, I am looking for Johnny Guajardo? I am Johnny what can I do for you. Maybe I can help you if you like? I am Mr. Guajardo. I would like to know your name first. My name is Mrs. Worth. I lost my Son several years ago in a freak accident. I have reason to believe it was not a freak accident. I think someone murdered him. I think someone or something wanted him dead. He committed suicide in prison one day they say. He had been picked up by Police for partying in his car. They call it drinking and reckless driving. I have reason to believe someone wanted something from him that he did not want to part with like his car or girl. I think either a Guard Killed him or someone in prison made him do it for sex. I would like to know what really did happen to my Son, Charles. Did he do it himself because he was drunk and stupid! Or, did someone in that Prison kill him, instead? I can set that up for you next week sometime on Monday. That would be a good day to talk to you about a Missing Boy. Tell me, what is his name Mrs. Worth? His name is Charles Worth. He is a 22-Year Old White Male with Blond Hair and Green Eyes. I will look him up on a computer before I can take Your case. I have to look at his Court Case and Death Certificate. I would like you to send me a copy of everything that I need to look up his name. I will fax them over to you then I will E-mail’ that info to you as well. I will look forward to talking to you and that information. I will give you my fax number, cell phone and E-mail address in case you forget anything. I will send it to you through your E-mail address Mrs. Worth. I will be waiting on the other end of that E-mail. She hung up her phone after she made her information clear. After, they pass each other their own forthright personal information.


    An hour later, she received one more phone call from a new client name Mister Young. His Daughter Leaped off her High School Fourth Floor Rooftop. I want to know why she jumped? I want to know who made her do it? I want to know why she killed herself? I can look into my crystal ball or I can Read from my Cards to look for your Daughter. I will need her name if you intend for me to look. Her name is Patricia White. She is 16 Years Old with big blue eyes and long blond hair. She wanted to be a Model when she grew up. She wanted to be a Counselor who worked with Children. I have no idea what happened to her nor why she Died? I want to know what happened to my Daughter. My name is Mr. Guajardo. I have a way to talk to the dead and missing children. I would like to talk to you as soon as I can Mr. Guajardo. He gave a Credit Card Number as soon as he could. He also gave her any information that he requested. I want to see you this Week, Sometime. I will make an appointment for you on Tuesday. I will fit you in at 6PM in the Evening Mister Worth. I will be there exactly at 6PM in the Evening. I do not want to be stood up neither. So, please do, your homework or I will know if you are a phony or not, click?     


    Early the next day he forgot everything that he did, talked to and told his Clients. He had to reschedule everyone that he talked to the following day. First Mrs. Nichols about her Missing Brother, Jessie. Then he phoned Mrs. Worth about her Dead Son. He Died in Jail in a suicide. After that phone call he phoned Mister White about his only Daughter Patricia White. She leaped off her School’s Four Story Building Rooftop.


    Johnny headed straight to his computer down in his basement. His office belonged to his work and his clients, himself? She wanted the House to herself to entertain Family, Friends and Guests. He needed his own space so he created an office down in the basement. He made a door that led down to his wood table that he prepared to serve his clients with.


    Johnny reached his desktop computer. He started to punch in one number after the other. One name after the other followed. He started to research that murder first. His first look happened to be a young male picked up for drinking and driving. He could not drive any further if he got too much more drunk from what I heard “ he replied. He could not stir his automobile toward the curb, neither. He read his case records after he died. They found him hanging in his cell by himself. Everyone presumed he hung himself since no one else is found in his cell with him. He turned to face something in the dark in his basement that started to whisper. He stared at the dark first at, nothing “ he thought. Then, he looked again into the dark at the farthest corner in his basement. His forehead rises higher over his desktop computer than the rest of his face that follows. He stared into the dark this time he searched for a face. Tell me who are you? He tried to talk again. It is like he had no throat or he had surgery on it. He could not speak unless he had a form of contraption to talk through. Johnny lowered his head he stared at a computer screen at a name Mister John Kris Worth. He hung himself he could not talk anymore that is why. He tried to talk he must have had a rope around his neck. Help me Johnny “ he said “ in a scratchy like voice! I cannot see anything except the dark. I know I am dead Johnny. Help my Mother before she finds out. Johnny climbed to his feet steadily like. He could not see yet he sees a man. John Kris is that you? Yes, it is Johnny! It is me! I cannot breathe any longer! I cannot tell you what really happened to me. He has my Girl Johnny. The Officer had a jealous streak in his bones. I took his girlfriend with me on a date. Johnny walked into the dark toward that voice that sounded so strange and weird. He took several steps forward in that direction. He stared into the eyes of a young man no older than 20 to 22 years old. He had blonde hair and green eyes just like his Mother Told him. He did look like he had 2 hands wrapped around his neck even if they were not his own. Tell my Mother I love her even if she did not think I did. By Johnny, I have to leave now! I will talk to you again. He muttered in that same scratchy voice. Johnny could see his face now much better. He hung a couple of feet off the ground. He raised his head he stared up at a face. John Kris Worth “ he whispered. Tell my Mother that he will hurt her if he believed she knows. Who will hurt her? His face vanished in a rear Wall in his basement. He looked at his face in that same frame of mind in a slight trance. I will tell her John Kris. I will tell her what you want her to know. He continued to gurgle through every word that he tried to mutter. Johnny stared into the dark in disbelief. He knew that young man worried about his Mother. He could not deny him his Mother’s Love Neither.  I will find her for you John Kris Worth. I will tell her what you want her to know. That is all I wanted to hear. Thank you Johnny, he then vanished in the dark.


    Johnny knew now he would have a new client. He would have to keep in contact after her appointment. He would have to keep in contact with his Mother to be sure. He continued to search for that face that hid in the dark in his basement. He remembered his name after he looked it up on the internet. It is John Kris Worth. Tell me John Kris! Who killed you? He could hear his computer talk back. A light flash like a thin moan on a porn site rises instead. He ran back to his desktop computer to take another look. He noticed a man in a Brown Penal Institution Prison Uniform. He must be running for some form of Office. His name is Jack Burger. He is running for the job for a Warden to a Prison. The same prison system where John Kris Worth Died. His face told him he had something in common with this man in uniform. Johnny sat down he stared back at his screen at a face that did belong to Jack Berger. It is his real name he told himself. He closed his eyes he started to look for hours. What hours did he work? Besides, where did he work that night that he Died? He could not find him nor what hours he did work after he looked for 10 to 15 minutes for a face and a name?  


    Then, he reopened his eyes he stared back at Jack Burger’s Face. His eyes were red he felt as if he stared back into his as well. Johnny wondered is he a real psychic too. He could not channel through his evil mind. He shook his head in a gentle manner from left to right. It felt like Jack Berger Stared into his eyes. He is a bad man he did feel it after he stares. He must have had something to do with John Kris Worth. Now all I have to do is find the reason why he Died? He had a girl in common with that man that ran for Office. All I have to do is place them, together. I will find that answer to why he Died. I know who would know the answer other than me. I know where I would start too. I would start with John Kris Worth’s Mother. He picked up his cell phone to call a number that he had on his mind.




Chapter 2 Billy


    Minutes after he heard another voice this time it sounded like a little boy, crying. Hello Mister “ he shouted. He stood in the dark in the basement except talked without any interference or scratchiness in his voice. Johnny had a very bad experience when he was a kid. He thought the worst when he did look and listen to him cry. Johnny slowly climbed to his feet. He looked into the dark at a light complexion of a face of a little boy. He is No older than 7 Years Old. I lost my Mommy “ he said. He started to cry, his tears rolled down his cheeks. I will help find her for you little boy. My name is Billy “ he shouted. Come here Billy. I want you to know what happened. I doubt we will lose your Mother. I doubt you know what happened to you. He walked a bit closer toward Johnny. He had on some worn out blue jean trousers and a flimsy black windbreaker. He had long hair, which he parted on the right side of his head. What can I do to find your Mother, Billy. Do you know her name at all? Mom, that is all I know. Something dark reached out of the darkness in his basement. It reached for Billy’s Right Shoulder in a gentle manner. Johnny watched a dark hand protrude from a solid wall. It is very dirty and covered in black fingernails or painted black. Dirt beneath each and every nail appeared. He tried to stop that dark skinned being from taking Billy into the dark. Wait for me “ he mumbled. Johnny tried to grab Billy by his left arm. His hand sailed straight through his tiny wrist. It is nothing except a pocket of air. Billy turned to face Johnny. He will find my Mommy instead ‘” he said. He told me he would Johnny. I do not know why or how I know your name except I do. Billy stared back with those same 2 light brown eyes like everything would be alright. He smiled back when he did he vanished into that wall with that dark skinned hand. Johnny tried to channel in on that face or that hand. He watched that little boy disappear into a dark cloud behind that wall that he stared at. Billy had no idea what held his hand. It had to be a boogieman that smiled and played with kids. He would lure them away from the playground or into the dark. He had to use a form to suffocate them with a cloud of dark smoke. That little boy would not know what hit him until he fell asleep that day in a light fog. Johnny stared into a wall of darkness like, it would return Billy in his hand. Boogiemen do not return anything of value, whatsoever. Especially, little boys that lost their Mommy or their way home. A dark face reentered through that same wall with beady gray eyes. It looked around he noticed it had no mouth, ears or nose. It had gray silvery eyes and nothing else to look back with. A hood made of dark matter slithered around on top of its head. Hello Johnny “ it whispered “ in a dark deep tone. Then it slithered back into that same black painted wall. He stepped back he hoped that little boy would end up in a warm place. Johnny had to rethink what he just went through. He had to know what it meant. He placed his open palms on that same black painted wall. He began to channel in on something creepy dark, and hopefully just a jester. Hopefully, it did not hurt the young or innocent in the dark. He could see a boogieman that he searched for them. It had Billy by his right hand. He took him to a place that looked familiar. It is a Warehouse where I once looked for Billy the Bum before. I know where he is now. Johnny felt faint after he found him. He remained with both hands on a wall like a criminal about to be searched!                       


    After a few minutes, he walked back to his table. He hoped Billy Would return to his basement soon. He hoped they would both find his Mother, Together. He returned to look up names that he wrote down on a piece of paper. He started to look up Kris Worth’s Last Name. For some reason, or the other. He accidentally hit the name, Billy. Missing Children “ he mumbled “ to himself. I should look up Missing Children instead. His name is Billy. It cannot be that unusual to find him with that name. How many Children name Billy, can there be? He started a thorough search for a missing boy name Billy. He got lost in his work within a matter of minutes.


    After, he searched through every missing child database he stops. His eyes were on fire from a search that took him through numerous databases. He sat back he stared at a computer screen at tiny faces of missing children. He could not believe his eyes or the list of missing kids. I would never find him even if I search until tomorrow morning. I could look for him until the end of the world. I would not find that little boy name Billy without a last name. I have found 33 Children with that same first name already.


    Johnny needed some rest his eyes were burning. He had to close them for awhile or they would be overdone. That little boy really scared him. He could not get his mind off that boogieman, neither. I hope that black ghost does not mislead him for whatever purpose it lives. He sat behind his computer like he did almost every day. He closed his eyes he placed his head in his hands. He tried to channel in on Billy’s Whereabouts.


   Johnny started to fall into that light trance that he sometimes has. This time he traveled to a place in his Mind that he did remember. A warehouse where he started a thorough search for a Bum Name, Billy. He remembered enough of that warehouse to know where it is besides where it is located. He turned his head like, he could see what he looked for or at. Instead, he remembered a large black rat that crawled up on a pipe overhead. It led him into the rear in the warehouse to look for a misleading phantom that he saw lead a Young Innocent Boy into the dark earlier. Billy “ he yelled. He did not see him nor hear from him either. He continued to walk into that warehouse to look for a young boy that had no idea what led him away. He walked a bit further into the warehouse. That same black rat crawled overhead on a cast iron sewer pipe, squeaking. He followed a massive 8-pound black sewer rat into the dark. It could have been a drainpipe or something similar. Either way it is made of cast iron. It used it to crawl on to reach its destination. Johnny followed it into the rear, in that warehouse in the dark.
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