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​Ghost at the Getty



[image: ]




[image: ]

The van slowly backed into position finally stopping near the edge of the loading dock.  A few museum staff eagerly waited to unload the latest artifacts that arrived on loan from Rome. The driver, accompanied by a security guard, opened the rear doors and the unloading began. Carefully three large wooden crates were removed and placed on flat pallets aided by equally sized furniture dollies. The staff, one each, wheeled each crate into a huge warehouse adjacent to the loading dock.  Each wooden crate cracked and squeaked as the tops stubbornly held their position while staff members attempted to separate nail from wood. As the wooden edges inched upward they suddenly came loose one after the other, splinters and wood chips sailing into the air. Firmly wrapped and protected, the first crate cradled several eating bowls, drinking cups, and water jars. The second crate, when unwrapped, yielded a mosaic wall décor. Marble pieces of white, black basalt and various colors of stone and glass formed the shape of a dog pointing its nose at the sky. This howling position, pointed ears showed the majestic animal in highest regard. The final crate housed a steel box that needed a special key to unlock. The lead staff member (Senior Director of Arts Garrison Gainley) gently lifted the box out of the crate and held it in his hands for a moment. His eyes fixed onto the box with astonishment and excitement. His enthusiasm of intrigue was as if he were holding a crown jewel for royalty.  Garrison loved the ancient artifact more than life itself. He often alienated his friends and family for the sheer thrill of the mysterious past. He missed his daughter’s birthday party three times for new exciting deliveries. He forgot his anniversary several times because of exhibit preparations, and don’t even mention his wife’s birthday. Garrison committed his whole life to the display of art and the wonders of history. More often than not he was also a little overbearing to those around him. 

“I can’t wait to open it,” he waved to the guard. “Don’t just stand there, hurry up with the key and let’s have a peek.”

The security guard pulled out a ring of keys off his belt and he thumbed for the proper key.  He positioned the key into the lock almost tipping the box out of Garrison’s hand.

“Easy does it mate! This ain’t rugby? I’ll have your job if anything is damaged.” He scolded at the guard. This made the guard uneasy as he tried to get the key in the lock. [Click] the lock popped open and the guard let out a sigh of relief. Garrison’s eyes widened with anticipation as he slowly lifted the steel lid. He gasped in total elation at the sight of the prized artifact from Pompeii. The Roman dagger, perfectly preserved, was in remarkable condition. The blade shined and glistened silver steel, the handle wrapped in black leather, and the guard and pommel made out of smooth lacquered wood. The blade looked as if it never seen action, it looked as if the craftsman just finished his final touches. Garrison gazed at the magnificent specimen of Roman warfare. Tears swelled and he started to cry just a little, “I have waited most of my living days to see such beauty.” With a careful repositioning of the box he reached his hand inside and gently grabbed a hold of the leather handle. As he caressed the handle with a crazed look in his eye an unexplainable energy passed through the grip of his fingers as he clinched the handle tighter releasing the dagger from its enclosed resting place. Garrison, unaware, could not see the energy in the form of vapor hovering over him and the guard. 

“Finally!” Macula shouted as she stretched her ghostly arms straight out. Rulla stretched her ghostly arms as well, but said nothing. She was still angry at Macula for getting her in this situation to begin with. 

Below them Garrison waved the dagger, admiring the flight of the blade as it cut through the air.

“I wonder where we are?” Macula looked towards Rulla. “This is like no place I have ever seen.” Rulla looked around her and saw the obsessed Garrison below. “What is wrong with that guy?” She studied the confines of the warehouse. She noticed an open door and made a break for it. Rushing through the air like a mighty wind gust she made her way towards the opening.  Her force was suddenly stopped as if she hit a solid wall.

“AHHHHHH!” she shouted in frustration. “Idiot!”

“Nice try,” Macula curled her lips. “I don’t think there is any escape. We are cursed to the dagger that killed us.”

Rulla looked at Macula angrily. “This is your fault!”

“When are you going to stop blaming me for this? You are just as much at fault as I am.”

Before Rulla could respond their vapors were sucked back into the box. Garrison latched the lock and put the box back into the crate. 

“I will have the staff add these to the Pompeii exhibit in the morning," he sternly warned the guard. "Good night my precious,” he said to the box ever so tenderly stroking the metal lid.

Morning came quickly and the museum staff unpacked the new artifacts and carefully integrated them with the current display.  The Pompeii exhibit was the popular attraction at the Getty’s Arts Museum this summer. Thousands of Southern Californians would pass through the halls of the Getty enjoying art from all walks of life and time. From paintings to photographs, sculptures to architecture, artifacts to antiques the Getty had it all. Getty was famous for its timely exhibit themes and outdoor garden. One month it might be displaying mummies from Egypt and the next month it might be spears from ancient Indian civilizations. This summer it is Pompeii the city frozen in time. The museum obtained, mostly by loan, artifacts from the disaster stricken city. Wall mosaics, clothes, furniture, eating utensils and Roman weaponry were all on for show.  While the final touches were made on the exhibit the last piece was wheeled in position. A thick plexiglass case in the center of the exhibit hall sitting top of a stone base waited for its prized artifact. Garrison made sure he was there for the final preparation. He unlocked and opened the steel box and reverently placed the dagger in the clear protective casing. At the same time of the dagger placing the two ghosts were awakened and their vapors floated to the ceiling.  
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