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	Introduction. 


	 


	   My name is Johnny Guajardo. I am a well-known psychic with plenty of reviews. I have found loved ones that went missing. I have even found pets that tiptoed too far from home. Let me find the person you've been thinking about in your life. A missing childhood friend. A girl that you've thought about. I don't know why you have. Still, you have that one specific girl on your mind. I can look into the future for you. I can find them. I have a new business address. I will be working at the circus for some time. I will have the same phone number. And I will still take messages. Don't hesitate to phone me, leave a message and a number where I can call you back. 


	 




Chapter One Clowns.


	 


	   As a circus behind me came to life. A caravan of tents began to stand upright. Each surrounds the entrance to the circus. A path remained in between, large enough for a group of people to walk through the gate. Clowns of every kind, funny and scary, walk around with colorful balloons—some with a basket filled with popcorn bags. The first thing they saw was a mannequin at a ticket counter pretending to take and sell tickets. A figure that resembles a wax dummy. His face is shiny, and his hat says the circus name. Barney and Booger's Circus. A place for people that love clowns and midgets. 


	   A circus slowly came to life in the eyes of those that could not wait to see a clown make them laugh. A man on stilts walked around smiling down on circusgoers. I had to set up my tent, place my name on my door and wait for my first customer. I walked around with an eye on other tents. I saw they mostly used bright colors like red or purple. I found one in the color gray. It is velvet and waterproofed. I decided to use that color with bright orange tie-backs. It stood nine feet tall. At the top, it stood thirteen at the peak. It was wide enough for me to see a handful of people at my table. I had a crystal ball in the middle of it. My thirteen-foot-wide tent could hold what paying customers I had. Even the floor is waterproofed in case it should rain. I had the rug placed in the tent. I use a dark or bright candle every four feet apart in a circle to entice a handful of customers. I have a dummy of me in a costume to tell people who I am. He stood five feet tall in a dark orange color turban and costume. He had long pointy shoes like they wore in the Sultan's Era. Tiny fake jewels were encrusted in his costume turban and shoes. A sign on his chest says this way to your future.


	Seek the Fortune Teller of your Dreams. I will tell you what you want to know and what you don't. This way to Johnny's Tent of Readings and Elixirs. An old stagecoach sat in my tent with the name on the side. Welcome to Johnny's Homemade Potions and Elixirs. Stuff that will make an older man jump up and dance. For a dollar, you can feel like new. It sat in the corner knee-high. It cost me a pretty penny to buy. I bought it at an estate sale. An older man had a bunch of oddities to sell. This is the only thing I wanted. A price was set. It is in my tent for people that want to see it. I take it home with me every day. I want it to be included. I have my tent set up for people to see. I have a wooden plate outside. Before you enter, you must bang on the plate three times with a wooden spoon. I will summon you into the tent. First, you must knock on the plate if I have a customer in my tent. I will take a name, number, and time to call. Most people would walk around playing carnival games. They would have plenty of time to see me when they finished. 


	 Since I am still at home, I have begun to receive several calls. A father phoned me with information regarding his son. He has been in a fight with the enemy for three years. I have not heard anything from him or anyone else. Do you have any way of finding or knowing what happened to him, Mr. Guajardo? I decide to phone him back with an appointment. I dial his number I hear a little boy's voice in the background. Hello. My name is Mr. Guajardo. I am a Psychic. You left me a message about your son. He has been gone for three years. His name is Jacob Grumman.


	    I am Jake Senior. I hear you have a young boy. Something is telling me that young boy is his, your son. His mother also lives with you. She is waiting for him to return from his mission. You are a natural psychic. There is no way that you could have known that. I do have the right psychic. What can I do to help you find him, Mr. Guajardo? I will need some of his stuff. He did not get a chance to see his son. Maybe he will before it's over. I will need you to bring me some of his stuff. His favorite stuff, including his fiance or wife. That could help me find him or where he is stationed. I will see you tomorrow at my home at eleven o'clock. I will text you my address and information. I will see you tomorrow, Mr. Grumman. I will be there with the young boy and his mother. Before I hung up, I had another call on the phone. I say goodbye. I answer my second call for the day. I receive another call about a fireman. 


	   His wife told me that she felt there was foul play in his death. She heard talk that another fireman pushed him into the fire. His name is John Banks. The other fireman was Chris Garcia. I would like to know what happened that day that he died. I can look into the past. I will need to know when it happened. I can only look so far in the past. It happened last year. He was honored and given a medal for bravery. He saved the people in the home. I was not there. I would still like to know if you can tell me what happened to him. We were going to have a life together. When he died, I felt he was still with me. When I would go home, I could still see his shadows. I could still smell him if you gave me a second. I will know if I see a shadow following you. I do not see any shadows or ghosts. I will have to provide you with an appointment tomorrow at 12'30 in the afternoon. I will be there. I will need your address, Mr. Guajardo. I will need to see some of his stuff. Bring me his medal, among other things. His favorite poster picture or wallet. Did he have his wallet burned? Do you have any things from the fire? I will find something that he left me. I will see you tomorrow at that time, Johnny. I will need an address. I will send it to you through email or text. Thank you, Johnny. I will look forward to seeing you tomorrow. I just hung up the phone when I got another call.


	   Hello, my name is Johnny Guajardo. My name is Julianne Monro. My husband died recently in a gunfight with a gang over drugs. I don't know if they were Mexican or the like. I see some guy killed him while On Duty. I would like to know if his life was worth it. Did he die protecting others? Or was he a victim himself? I can see you tomorrow at 2'30 in the afternoon Mrs. Monro. I will see you tomorrow Mr. Guajardo. I will tell you why I decided to call a Psychic. A friend of mine told me that you found her pet. There was no other person that could have found her precious pet. You found her, Johnny. I will see you tomorrow at 2'30. I will send you my information. You will have to place it in a file when you get it. I do not have any one person knowing where I live. I only accept those that I know need to see a Psychic. I will keep it in a safe place, Johnny. I will send it to you through your telephone. Thank you, Mr. Guajardo. I will see you tomorrow at the time that you gave me. 


	   I sat around the rest of the day, looking through my messages. I had to find a soldier that ended up missing. I have to find a policeman's murderer. Did he die, or was he murdered? A fireman's wife tells me she believes someone left her husband to die. 


	   First, I work on the missing soldier, then his family. His father is concerned that he was taken as a prisoner. He could be held in the Country that he was sent to. He had a mission to go on that he did. I begin to look through Jacob Grumman's Life. I see he enlisted four years ago. He was a part-time soldier. He would sign up to do what he wanted. He likes being a soldier. I see his wife is a little shorter than him. She has a little boy with her. I see him. He has brown hair and eyes. He has to be three years old. He left on that mission around the same time that his wife had him. I follow the soldier back to his childhood. I see him and his father playing with deer. He lives in a rural part of the state. I see deer running through the fields. I see one night in particular. I know the father and his son playing ball outside in the evening. I see the young boy surrounded by a swarm of fireflies. His father shot a picture of him that evening. I see the image is on his door. I don't know why the picture swept me away. I will find out when I see him. I continue to look for him throughout his life. He must still be on the mission. If he was, maybe he could not message his wife or father. I continue to look as far back as I can. I see him in a uniform. I see a squad of men in uniform. I watch them walk down a trail in a country near Europe. I am still determining what kind of language they talk. It is somewhere near Bulgaria. They are somewhere in the forest. I watch them walk down a dirt road and vanish into a thick green forest. I don't see them. They hid in the forest for the time being. 
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