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  Amongst the Swirling Dust


  Mary is not just any ordinary photographer. Mary takes photos of the dead. Imagine her delight when she finds out that the old Karens’s place is up for sale. People say that the Karens died a horrific death in that house. Their murderer is said to still be roaming the grounds waiting for the next victim to come along, so he can strike again.  Mary doubts that a guy would murder a whole family then stick around for the cops to find.   


  She buys the place. It is very inexpensive. She unpacks her bags and loads her furniture carefully as to not disturb anything.  She sets up her equipment in the boudoir. The camera sticks out amongst all the antique furniture because the stand is bulky, and the wires look like streams of thick tar. The boudoir is where the Karens’s bodies were found.


  Mary had looked up the story on the internet hundreds of times. Karen Karen, the mother was preparing an early dinner in the kitchen. Thomas Karen, the father was reading the sports column of the paper whilst sitting on the sofa. Little Sophie Karen was playing with her Tennis Barbie on the carpet in front of her father. Jeffery Karen, the son home from college was using the weights in the study. The police say that the murderer must have been someone the Karens knew. There was no sign of a struggle in the house. The gory details of the bodies however are not revealed. They were found in the boudoir, the guest bedroom where the son was staying for the weekend.


  Mary decides to print out the Karens’s family portraits that had been posted online by family members. Each portrait is labeled with In Memory of.  Mary decides to put a picture in each room. She thinks doing this will conjure up their memory and along with it their spirits. All the pictures look the same. There is a Father who looks like Robert Kennedy. He has his arm around a mother with a slick black bob. There is a handsomely brawny son with rich burgundy hair who is cradling a baby sister with thin blonde curls. Sophie can’t be more than four. The thought that a man could kill such a sweet little girl disturbs Mary. She stops looking at the pictures and feels hungry.  


  Mary is happy when the packing is done. She orders a pizza as a special treat. While sitting on the sofa she uses the coffee table as a foot rest. The room seems candle lit in the dim lighting. Mary finds it very relaxing. She picks up Scary Stories to Tell in the Dark by Alvin Schwartz. She read that book for the first time before she was the age of six. It had always been her favorite. The pictures are especially scary. The faces are distorted; half skeleton and half dripping flesh. Nearly all the pictures are done in just black and white. Mary hopes that one day she will take a picture that looks exactly like these. The doorbell rings. Mary gets startled briefly, but remembers the pizza.  


  A handsome young man stands at the door with a box held above his head. He smiles at Mary but doesn’t say a word. Mary studies his face and his strong build. For a moment he looks just like Jeffery Karen. He holds out his hand for payment. 


  “Oh! Sorry.” Mary hands the man some money with an extra large tip, and winks at him. 


  She opens the box to make sure the pizza place got the order right. A note is placed folded up on top of the pizza. Mary tries to ask the man what the note is for, but when she looks up he’s not there. Chills glide through her body, and the pizza smells good. Artichoke and mushroom. She sets the pizza down and opens the note with anticipation.  


   Amongst the swirling dust


  Is where you’ll find us 


                   - Jeffery 


  Mary is not frightened. She thinks of this note as a welcoming present. A key to unlock the door to the spiritual world. Goldmine. She also feels flattered that Jeffery would give her this note personally. Thinking about how attracted she’d been to the man at the door she secretly hopes that Jefferey will come back to her again tonight.  


  Mary stuffs her stomach with at least three pieces of pizza and two glasses of red wine. Red like Jeffery’s hair. She sighs and pours another glass. What does it mean Amongst the swirling dust? There’s enough dust in here to cover a continent. She ponders this. The moon shines through the window like a headlight on high. The kitchen sink drips. It must be broken. The house has many antiques and is painted in tranquil colors like tan, red, and brown. The lamp lighting hits the walls like bathwater. Mary seeps down into the cushions and closes her eyes.


  A noise interrupts her sleep. She can’t remember exactly what she heard, but it was something. Someone had turned off the lights. The moon breaches the darkness as her eyes adjust. She gets the feeling of being at the top of a rollercoaster. Look for dust. She thinks. Dust, dust, dust… Mary checks the boudoir first. Light is glowing on the family portrait. The brightest part of the light is shining on Sophie Karen. Mary tries to act like she’s not disappointed that the light isn’t shining on handsome Jefferey.  
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