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THE WORTHLESS PAINTING

An art expert's lie

To arrogant socialite

Help worthless painting

Make past wrongs right

When actual value

Is brought to light

~Cindy J. Smith
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Chapter One
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Danielle Clearwater, a tall, slender woman in her late twenties tried to fish out the key to her small antique store from her handbag. She held a large canvas to her body with her elbow while balancing a paper tray with coffee and a bagel in her hand. When she reached into the bag that was hanging by a long strap off her shoulder, the canvas started to slip. She tightened her hold on it, which made the tray flip. The coffee cup lid flew off spraying her lilac dress with dark brown spots. Just great! Now I’ll have to wear jeans and a t-shirt all day. She was grateful for the spare clothes she kept in the backroom.

She didn’t have any customers waiting and didn’t expect anyone until Mrs. Castle’s usual visit at 10 am sharp. The old lady was a regular and always on time, never a minute late. Danielle had always been an introvert when interacting with people her own age and was more comfortable with older people. She loved the stories they told when they came into her store to buy and sell items.

***
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DANIELLE LOST HER FATHER when she was only a toddler and didn’t really remember him. She could only recall moments and sometimes in her dreams, she felt his presence. Her mother made sure she was well cared for but didn’t pay much attention to her. Busy with work and in and out of fleeting relationships, Danielle spent most of her time with babysitters.

Danielle’s passion for art paid off, she applied to art school without telling her mother and was accepted. Her mom was furious and forbade her to go to art school. She enrolled Danielle at a local college to become an accountant. “You can’t make any money from art. I’m moving to England with Luke soon and you need a job that provides you with a decent living. I’m not going to support you anymore, and I’m not paying for a hobby you could never make enough money to live on.”   

Danielle accepted her mother’s decision and after she got her accountant certification, she started a job at a local tax office. She hated it so much that some mornings her emotional state made her physically ill. She kept pushing herself but after a few months of misery, she couldn’t take it anymore. “I can’t do this, Sarah,” she cried to her best friend since elementary school. “I can’t live my life dragging myself out of bed and hating every minute I spend doing a job I loathe.”

Sarah, who was a nurse at the local hospital, knew that antiques were Danielle’s next passion after art and books. “No, you can’t. You’re miserable! In this digital age, bookstores are a dying business. You should open a store and sell antiques and stuff.” 

Danielle liked the idea and when a large store space became available on Main Street, she rented it. She painted a sign, Antiques & Stuff, and slowly filled the store with items she’d found in estate sales and flea markets. As she sold pieces, she bought more, and the following year she bought some quality antique furniture, household items, and paintings as well.

*** 
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AFTER CHANGING IN THE backroom and making coffee to replace the one she spilled, Danielle stood by the wide window warming her fingers on the mug. She glanced at the bookstore that had a constant stream of people coming and going. Sometimes she wondered if she made the right decision by taking Sarah’s advice. Although her store was slow, she had a lot of customers on weekends. So much so that Danielle changed her hours and closed the shop on Mondays and Tuesdays. The lull between customers, and the two days off, did give her time to do what she loved most, restoring antique art and paintings. Overall, it was a good decision. She was glad she had listened to Sarah.

When she finished her coffee, she walked to the well-lit corner of the store and pulled her long auburn hair into a ponytail. She put on her painting apron and sat down on the stool in front of her easel. She enjoyed painting landscapes as an amateur artist, and sometimes people bought her paintings when she displayed them in the store, which brought her a lot of joy. The painting was starting to come together but it was still missing something. The composition was off, and Danielle couldn’t figure out why. She stared at the canvas for a minute, sighed, and dipped her brush into the paint. Squinting her blue eyes in concentration she started to add details to the weathered oak tree, which was the focal point of her painting.

Sometime later the doorbell tinkled, and Danielle looked up from the canvas feeling disoriented. Is it ten o’clock already? Then I’ve been painting for two hours. “Good morning Mrs. Castle,” she greeted her faithful customer with a smile.

“Good morning, dear. Did you get the furniture from the Couture house?”

“Yes, I did. There are some nice pieces, now I just need customers to buy them. Thank you for recommending me to the Couture family.”

“Don’t mention it, dear,” Mrs. Castle waved her hand. “I stopped by after the funeral and talked to Gloria’s daughter-in-law.” She paused for a second and continued. “I never understood why that nice boy married such a persnickety person. His first wife, Elizabeth, was such an angel. Everyone loved her.” She sighed. “Well, I heard from the real estate agent that she put the house on the market as it is, and I knew there was some nice furniture there, so I told her that if she doesn’t want them, you might be able to sell some pieces.”

“Her secretary called me, and I went up to the house on Sunday. I put everything in the storage room for now. Yes, I met her too.” Daniella rolled her eyes. “When I told her that I couldn’t pay her in advance, only as I sell things one by one and I keep thirty percent of the selling price, she said she didn’t want any money. She just wants to get rid of the ‘junk’ before the new owners move in.”

“Gloria, may she rest in peace, had some very valuable antique furniture and lots of paintings of the family. I guess her daughter-in-law packed up the valuable pieces to ship to France because I saw the truck up there.” Mrs. Castle speculated.

“I’m glad they’re not moving here, though.” Danielle offered. “Everyone liked Gloria and her son, but this woman he married... stuck-up people don’t survive long in this town. I wonder who bought the house? We’ll see,” Danielle said and turned back to her painting.
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