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Chapter One

Owen Reed strolled around his thrift
shop and rearranged a few of the displays. He took in so many
oddities that he wasn’t sure he’d ever get rid of them. A mannequin
with no head held a sign for the store. A selection of mannequin
hands displayed rings and bracelets. He adjusted the “stop” sign
and wiped dirt off the shiny surface.

A man walked into the store and nodded
to Owen.

“Welcome to Odds and Ends.
How can I help you?” Owen asked. He abandoned the rag near the
“stop” sign. “Are you looking for something specific or just
browsing?”

The man clutched a piece of paper. The
lines around his eyes deepened when he smiled and the white hairs
on his head slipped forward, covering his brow. “I’ve got a statue
and I hear you’re a buyer.”

“A statue?” He tipped his
head. “I’d like to look at it. I can’t guarantee a sale, but I’ll
have a look.”

“I don’t want it, so even
if you don’t want to buy it, I’ll leave it here.” He opened the
piece of paper. “I’ve had this statue for two weeks. It came with
the house I bought.” He handed the page to Owen. “The former owner
died and no one knows what to do with the statue. I don’t want it,
so it’s yours.”

“Uh…” Owen glanced over
the page. “What is this?” It looked like a contract, but he wasn’t
sure what for. “I’m confused.”

“Come with me. You’ll see
it.” The man gestured to the door. “I parked it by the rear of the
building.”

Owen nodded once, then pointed to
Rachel. “Keep an eye on the front.”

She hurried over to the counter and
fiddled with the register.

Owen trusted his employee and his gut.
If something went wrong, all Rachel had to do was hit the button
under the counter and the police would be contacted. He gestured to
the man. “I’ll meet you at the back.”

“Sure enough.” The man
left the store.

Owen hesitated a moment and stopped by
the counter. “Keep an ear out. Something doesn’t feel right about
this.”

“I’m here and listening.”
Rachel tapped the counter. “He didn’t seem strange, but I don’t
feel right about him being here, either. He’s not like the other
customers.”

“Well, we’ll find out in a
moment.” Owen left her alone at the counter and headed to the back
of the storeroom. He met the man at the back door. The man rolled a
small cart from his truck and deposited the massive sheet-covered
item by the door.

“He’s all yours. I don’t
want him.” The man wiped his hands. “Keep him. Sell him. Chop him
up. I don’t care.”

Owen grasped the edge of the sheet.
“This isn’t something gross, is it? Not a weird victim of
something? What’s this made of?” He moved the sheet. The brilliant
white statue gleamed in the sunshine. He swept his gaze over the
figure. A man with shaggy hair held up both hands in a pleading
fashion. Pain resonated on his face and his body appeared strained.
A wet drapery type of material covered his lap and groin, obscuring
that portion of his body.

“Here.” The man plunked
the paper into Owen’s hands. “It’s all here. He’s yours and I never
want to see him again. Good riddance.”

“Sir?” He held up the
paper. “I can’t just take this.” He wasn’t even sure how to get the
statue into the storeroom.

“Look, I don’t want it. He
was in the middle of what will soon be my family room,” the man
said. “He’s creepy and my grandkids are afraid of him. The guy who
owned him is dead. Just take him.”

Owen opened his mouth, but said
nothing. The man strode away from him before he could speak anyway.
Owen turned his attention from the man to the sculpture. “Well,
fuck.” He balled the sheet and placed it in the statue’s hands,
then opened both doors to the storeroom. He pushed the statue into
the safety of the building, then closed the back entrance. He’d
have to call someone to get more information about the
statue.

“Well?” Rachel hurried to
the threshold between the storeroom and the main shop. “What’s the
deal?” Her eyes widened. “Holy moly. What is that?”

“The statue.” Owen left
the sculpture and headed up to the counter. “I don’t know what he’s
made of.” He read through the paper and shook his head. Nothing
made sense.

To Whom It May
Concern,

This statue is unnamed.
It’s made of alabaster and isn’t worth anything. Whoever has it in
their possession is destined for a life of trouble. Get rid of it.
Destroy it. You won’t want it around.

“What’s that?” Rachel
stood next to him. “A letter?”

“Sort of.” He picked up
his cell phone. “It’s a letter of sorts, but it’s unsigned and it’s
strange. I’m supposed to junk that statue because it’s worthless.
There’s a lot of craftsmanship in it. There’s no way it’s not worth
something.” He dialed his friend Gaylin’s number. “If anyone knows
what this is worth, it’s Gaylin. She knows her
statuary.”

After three rings, she picked up.
“Talk to me, Reed.”

“Hi Gaylin,” he said. “I
have a question. Are you available for an appraisal? I got a statue
in today that’s alabaster. It’s very detailed and seems like it
should be worth something. Got a few moments to stop over and look
at it?”

“I’m done at the college
for the day. I’ll stop over on my way home. Should be about fifteen
minutes,” she said.

“Good deal. See you then.”
He hung up and turned to Rachel. “She’ll be here in a
bit.”

“Think she’ll know about
that statue?” Rachel wandered away from him. “It’s a nice
sculpture.”

“It is.” He busied himself
with securing the back door to the shop, then cleaning up the
storeroom while he waited for Gaylin. The statue annoyed him. Not
because it’d been dumped in his lap, so to speak, but because there
was something about it. He wasn’t sure what, but the thing seemed
alive. Maybe it was the pose. Maybe it was the expression. Like
someone hurt the man being depicted in the statue.

He draped the sheet over the man once
more. He needed to walk away from the statue and work on something
else. He hadn’t been given any money for the piece of art and
wasn’t sure if he could sell it. Jesus, sometimes he wished he
wasn’t in the business of selling secondhand items.

Ten minutes later, Gaylin arrived. She
swept into the shop and fluttered her hand. “Where’s the
victim?”

“In the back.” He gestured
to the double doors leading to the storeroom. “I’ve got a sheet
over him.”

“Take it off. I need to
see him.” She dropped her bag on the antique wingback chair. “Go
on.”

He removed the covering and his breath
lodged in his throat. The statue had been striking before, but
looking at it now, he realized the pain and concern in the figure’s
face. He coughed once. “Well?”

She crinkled her nose and strode
around the sculpture. “It’s alabaster, all right.” She touched the
statue’s thigh, then rubbed her chin. “What do you know about
it?”

“Not much. It came with a
note mentioning it’d been left at a home. The previous owner died
and the people who now own the house didn’t want a pained sculpture
in their home.” He rested his hands on his hips. “That’s all I
know—other than the guy gave it to me. Said he’d leave it rather
than dicker with me.”

“Is there a record of the
artist?” She touched the base. “I don’t see any
insignia.”

“Not that I know of,” he
said. “If I had to guess, I’d think it’s Late
Renaissance.”

“Nope.” She didn’t look at
him and instead continued running her fingers over the pedestal
beneath the figure.

“No? Look at the hair.
It’s definitely in the same vein as Michelangelo’s
David. I’ve only seen
that style in Renaissance sculpture and paintings.” He shook his
head. “Are you sure it’s not?”

“The details don’t work
for that time period.” She stood and wiped her hands together.
“Look at the details. Renaissance artists loved their detail, but
this is almost lifelike. David
isn’t to scale. This guy is proportional. He’s a
perfect copy of whoever sat for him.”

“Could it be Greek?” The
question was a stretch, but he had no other suggestions.

“The wet drapery suggests
the Greeks or Renaissance, but nope. It’s too detailed.” She
sighed. “It doesn’t fit.”

He groaned.

“Besides, the Greeks used
alabaster, but this isn’t Oriental alabaster. The Greeks and Romans
used Oriental alabaster or marble. This isn’t marble and the
alabaster seems too modern.” Gaylin strode around the statue again.
“I can see the hairs, the crinkles in his skin. Whoever did this is
a master at copying their subjects.”

“Is there any tag or
carving that might indicate who the artist is?” he asked. He needed
to find out who’d created the statue and see if they wanted him
back.

“I’ll try, but I have no
guarantees.” She laughed. “The more I look at him, the more he
reminds me of those ridiculous stories going around
campus.”

“What stories?” He didn’t
spend any time on the local college campus, so he had no idea what
she meant. That, and he hated when she left him with half of a
story.

“You don’t know?” She
laughed again. “These two clowns claimed a statue came to life.
It’s silly. Statues can’t come to life. Magic isn’t real, but go
look on the Internet. You’ll see the stories about the college guys
who claim the statue of Michael Emerging came to life. It’s still
on the pedestal, so I really
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