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​

To my dearest grandmother, the Reverend Ada Caston Slaton Bonds, whose indomitable spirit blazed trails as the first ordained woman of the Louisiana Presbytery. You are not just a monumental figure in our lineage, but a pioneer for women everywhere —the sixth to be ordained in the United States—a beacon of faith, strength, and unwavering conviction. Your legacy is not merely etched in the annals of our church's history but woven into the very fabric of our lives. Your courage has been a guiding light, illuminating paths for others to follow, and your devotion is a testament to the power of belief and the resounding impact one soul can have on the multitude. With every challenge you faced, you stood as a testament to resilience, teaching us that faith, coupled with action, can move mountains. This dedication stands as a humble tribute to your monumental achievements and the love and wisdom you have imparted, which continue to resonate within us all.
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Prologue: Are You a Christian if You Don’t Believe in the Bible?
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Embarking upon the pages of this novel, you tread into the heart of a spiritual tempest, a narrative that has stirred souls and sparked debates as the sixth profound installment of the Faith Chronicles. This story delves into the depths of a question that has echoed through the ages: Can one truly walk in the light of Christianity without a steadfast belief in the sacred scriptures of the Bible?

As we navigate this fictional journey, which teeters on the edge of reality whenever the divine scriptures are woven through its chapters, let us immerse ourselves in an exploration of faith that transcends the written word. Indeed, the Bible, in its majestic prose and timeless wisdom, is a tome of unparalleled greatness. I have traversed the King James Version with a reverent touch and a thirsting heart numerous times, each reading a pilgrimage through its verses, which often leave many pondering in whispered awe, "I don't comprehend, but why?"

This book, revered as the cornerstone of Christian doctrine and the wellspring of our spiritual practices, is, in my eyes, not the sole foundation upon which the edifice of Christianity is erected. For the bedrock of our faith is none other than the Almighty God Himself! Though I am no ordained minister, I assert with fervent belief that to reduce our divine communion with God to mere interpretations of text is to wade into shallow waters of misunderstanding and pride.

Before you venture further into the narrative that lies ahead, let me affirm with the utmost conviction that I am a Christian; I believe with every fiber of my being in the Holy Bible and, more critically, in the profound truths it imparts. As an Elder who served diligently in the First Presbyterian Church in Eagle Lake, Texas, my faith has been nurtured from youth by the guiding hand of my grandmother, the first woman ordained in the Cumberland Presbyterian Church in Louisiana in the early 20th century.

Much like Rusty Thornton, the protagonist whose journey weaves through this story, many souls grapple with the whispers of doubt and the piercing questions of faith. Rusty is a man caught in life's tempest, grappling with existential doubts: Is Christianity the ultimate truth? Has God extended His grace and forgiveness to me? Is the Bible a trustworthy vessel of divine revelation? He calls out to God amidst the silence, his heart heavy with unanswered questions.

As the narrative unfolds, Rusty's skepticism is palpable, a tangible presence that beckons the reader into his struggle. Through the tapestry of this tale, we witness a young man's dance with darkness, allowing the adversary to shadow his steps. Yet, amid his turmoil, the earnest efforts of his father, cousin, and newfound friend echo the possibility that belief in the Bible could, perhaps, cleanse his spirit of the malevolence that courses through him.



And amidst the mystical threads of this story, a unique marvel is revealed: Rusty, at the tender age of eighteen, possessed the extraordinary gift of communication with God's creatures, the animals—a whisper of Eden that reminds us of the divine connection we all share with the living tapestry of God's creation.
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Chapter ONE: Gaining Employment was the First Priority
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The December chill in Black Rock Cove clung to the air with an almost sentient grip, transforming the afternoon into a canvas of frostbitten hues and shivering stillness. The once-vibrant whitetail deer, now sentinels of the foothills to the east, bore the brunt of winter, their coats frosted, their breaths misting in the frigid air.

Smoke tendrils, ashen and forlorn, snaked from the chimneys with a lethargic reluctance as if battling the oppressive weight of the sullen clouds above, which swathed the village in a blanket of icy mist. Each puff of gray seemed a silent sigh against the cold's tyranny.

At the corner where Washington Street met Pacific Avenue, the old newspaper vendor, with his fortress of periodicals and shoeshine stand, wrestled with the elements. He swathed the papers in plastic, a makeshift armor against the sleet that stitched patterns of diamond droplets, each a microcosm of fleeting beauty cascading to the cold concrete.

The old man's hands, maps of life etched in wrinkles and veins, faltered under winter's bite while his toes, ensnared by the chill, ached with a raw, biting pain that mocked the warmth they once knew. His lips, kissed by the frost, took on the hue of twilight shadows, and his teeth chattered out a morose rhythm.

The young shoeshine boy, a huddle of hope against the stone wall, stood steadfast against the gales that raced down from the northwestern Pacific. The wind’s icy fingers prodded and poked, yet his eyes, alight with quiet desperation, sought the charity of the hastened passersby, each wrapped in their own battle against the elements.

Further down Third Avenue, where the slush lay like a treacherous carpet, the grand mansions of Black Rock Cove stood defiant. Inside, the residents cast discontented gazes out of their windows, their eyes weary from the contrast of internal warmth and external gloom.

For young Billy Joe Briscoe, the hotel room was a haven, albeit a temporary one, from the relentless assault of winter. He lay back, his gaze lost to the frosty windowpanes where moisture traced its fleeting journey to oblivion. Outside, the world was a confectioner's display gone awry, with the streets swathed in the deceptive sweetness of snow.

The cacophony of the outside world - the incessant horns, the staccato of sirens from skidding vehicles, the exasperated curses from those who met the ice with less grace than expected - all melded into a discordant symphony of communal frustration.

Billy Joe, adrift in his thoughts, felt the weight of dire straits binding him. His pocket yielded the same bleak inventory upon each count: fifty dollars—a meager lifeline in the dwindling warmth of his room. The haunting prospect of seeking refuge under the Oregon River Bridge loomed ever closer.

At twenty-four, with the ink on his Oregon State University diploma barely dry and his face a constellation of freckles, he cut a figure of dashed potential. His worn maroon Aggie t-shirt hung awkwardly on his frame, a tangible reminder of a misfit in both attire and circumstance.

He had come to Black Rock Cove on a tide of hope, seeking a place where his academic endeavors in German might bear fruit. Instead, he found a harsh truth—that practical experience often trumped theoretical knowledge, leaving him adrift in a sea of missed opportunities and echoing rejections.

"We need experience, Mr. Briscoe," the interviewer's words echoed, a refrain that punctuated his quest for purpose in this somber fishing village. Now, as he contemplated the humbling plea for assistance from an uncle in Portland, his pride warred with necessity.

As he settled back onto the edge of the bed, he summoned the hotel service for a newspaper, an indulgence that pinched his scant reserves. The paper arrived in the hands of a boy no older than thirteen, who left with a quarter, flicked his way—a luxury Billy Joe could scarcely afford.

Fingers fumbling, he rifled through the dampened pages, each turn a brushstroke of urgency. Then, like a beacon, two words leaped from the page: "HELP WANTED!" His attention anchored, the nightstand light now a lighthouse in his search, Billy Joe leaned in, squinting at the fine print that might chart a course to salvation.


“Help Wanted – A young man with a college degree. Must be single and willing to leave home for some months at a time. Interview in Room 202 in the Black Rock Cove Hotel.”



Briscoe seized the ad with a kind of fierce determination, the paper crinkling under the strain of his purpose. With swift, deliberate motions, he folded it neatly and slipped it into his pocket as if it were a talisman capable of changing his fate. A charged current of urgency propelled him into the bathroom, where he attacked his disheveled hair with a comb, each stroke an attempt to smooth the disarray of his anxious thoughts. Splashing water on his face felt like a baptismal ritual, the cold droplets a brief respite in a desert of uncertainty. Moments later, wrapped in the heavy armor of his overcoat, he stepped into the taxi. As it weaved its way to the Black Rock Cove Hotel, his mind was a battlefield of hope and apprehension.

The hotel loomed before him, an imposing figure of grandeur and possibility. He strode across the lobby, the echo of his steps a drumbeat to the rhythm of his racing heart. "Good morning. I'm Billy Joe Briscoe," he announced with a practiced cheerfulness that barely veiled the tremor of his nerves. The advertisement emerged from his pocket, a flag unfurled, as he declared his purpose. His voice, though steady, was a high-wire act above the circus of his racing pulse.

The clerk's response was a symphony of hesitation and covert communication, his eyes flickering to the manager whose presence was an unspoken shadow in their exchange. "Yes, sir. I believe he is still in residence," the clerk affirmed, his own hands betraying a dance of nervous energy beneath the counter.

Briscoe pressed on, steadfast in his quest. "May I inquire as to the name of the gentleman in Room 202?" he asked, his voice as smooth as the surface of a still pond, though beneath, his stomach churned like a tempest sea.

The clerk uttered the name "D. F. Thornton" as if it were a secret shared in confidence. Questions about the nature of the job met with a wall of mystery, the clerk's words trailing off with a glance toward the manager, who remained an enigmatic statue, a silent overseer of their dialogue.

Led by the bellhop, Briscoe approached the elevator, his greeting to the young attendant tinged with the static of his inner disquiet. The ascent was a vertical leap of faith, his fingers betraying him as they danced a jittery ballet against his palm.

Left alone before Room 202, Briscoe knocked—a staccato heartbeat against the wood. The sound of approaching footsteps was a drumroll, the locks disengaging a chorus of anticipation. When the door cracked open, it revealed the figure of Thornton, a portrait of white-haired wisdom and weary impatience. "Yes? What is this about?" he inquired, each word edged with the sharpness of one too accustomed to solitude.

Briscoe, his throat tight as if clasped by an invisible hand, managed to articulate his presence. "I'm here about the job, sir. The one from the newspaper," he said, each word lifted on a breath of hope.

Thornton's demeanor shifted like a sea change, the door opening wide as a smile broke through the clouds of his expression. "Ah, the job, of course! Please, come in," he beckoned, the warmth returning to his voice as he invited Briscoe into the room.

As Thornton shuffled through the papers on his desk, a silent ballet of search and consideration, Briscoe perched on the edge of the offered chair, a statue of eagerness and restraint. The room felt thick with the weight of waiting, each minute a lingering question hanging in the air.

Breaking the silence, Thornton pulled up a chair, his inquiry gentle yet probing. "You're single, I take it?" he asked, his voice carrying the undertone of a more profound curiosity.

"Yes, sir," Briscoe replied, his voice a soft echo of loss and resilience as he mentioned his aunt and uncle, the ghosts of his parents' absence, silent witnesses to the conversation.

At that moment, between the old man's questions and the young man's answers, a fragile bridge of understanding was woven from words, tightening with every shared truth and unspoken emotion.

A hush fell over the room as Thornton considered the parchment of notes in his lap, his fingers tracing the edges with a thoughtful caress. "Did you bring any proof of your academic achievements?" he inquired, lifting his gaze from the paper to Briscoe's face with a gentle scrutiny that seemed to sift through pretense.

Briscoe's answer, "Will a diploma suffice?" was delivered with a nonchalant shrug designed to cloak his sudden unease. The corners of Thornton's mouth quirked into a tender, knowing smile at the question, a soft chuckle escaping him as if they shared a private jest. "Yes, that will do quite nicely."

With a flourish of pride, Briscoe retrieved the document, the symbol of his hard-fought scholarly battles, and presented it to Thornton. It was a historic moment, his first invitation to prove his credentials, and a flutter of pride swelled within him as a smile crept across his face.

Thornton, with reverent hands, held the diploma aloft, studying it against the honest light pouring through the window as if seeking the truth in both the paper and the man before him. "This is most satisfactory, Mr. Briscoe," he confirmed, a seal of approval that felt like a benediction to Briscoe's anxious heart.

Then came the unexpected pivot to matters of faith, a query that hovered in the room like a weighty fog. "Are you and your family Christians?" Thornton's voice was not condemning but inquisitive, seeking affirmation of a shared moral compass.

Briscoe hesitated, his eyelids fluttering in a brief dance of surprise. "Why do you ask?" His voice was a hesitant whisper, betraying his inner turmoil.

Thornton bypassed the question, his statement a firm declaration of his employment terms, anchored in a belief in the Bible. Briscoe affirmed his faith with a voice that carried the echo of church pews and Sunday sermons despite the shadow of confusion that lingered over the reason behind such personal inquiries.

The fireplace crackled, casting a glow that bathed the room in a golden warmth reminiscent of a languid summer afternoon. In the silence that followed, their faces were painted with the soft strokes of firelight, each man cloistered in his own reflections.

Thornton's gratitude was illuminated by the fire's twinkle in his eyes, a lighthouse guiding Briscoe through the fog of uncertainty. "Thank you, Mr. Briscoe," he said, his tone steeped in a sincerity that spanned the distance between them.

The ensuing quiet was punctuated by the soft rustle of paper as Thornton perused a document, his attention finally lifting to acknowledge Briscoe's well-maintained demeanor and thoughtful responses. "I'm quite taken with your candor," he admitted, the words a warm breeze of encouragement.

The conversation meandered to the possibility of a journey to Texas, Thornton's offer a beacon in the fog of Briscoe's unemployment. A polite refusal of a drink, a mention of Thornton's son and their life in the hill country—a life of seclusion that promised Briscoe a role beyond what was spelled out in the job description.

As Thornton unveiled the nature of the role—a companion for his son—Briscoe's inner alarm rang faintly. Thornton's penetrating gaze seemed to read the silent questions etched on Briscoe's brow. "You're apprehensive," Thornton observed, a soft accusation that colored Briscoe's cheeks with a flush of embarrassment.

Briscoe's denial was quick, his voice a stammering defense against an accusation never made. Thornton's reassurances painted a picture of Rusty, a man of intellect and solitude, craving a friend's companionship.

The elder Thornton's eyes, as he spoke of his son's unorthodox education and life, held a tumultuous sea of emotion. Briscoe listened, his heart a drumbeat of empathy for the old man's inner struggle, visible in the tight line of his mouth and the furrowed brow.

Standing by the window, Thornton seemed a lonely figure, his gaze lost in the cold view outside, his voice a soft murmur of introspection. "It sure looks cold out there," he mused as if the weather outside mirrored the chill of isolation that clung to their conversation.

Their dialogue drifted to Briscoe's roots in Texas, a revelation that seemed to thaw Thornton's reserve, bridging the gap between them with a shared heritage. "You'll fit in just fine," Thornton concluded, a statement that felt like a gentle hand on Briscoe's shoulder, guiding him toward acceptance.

Briscoe's honesty was raw and unadorned, his declaration of self-reliance a testament to his character. "I need to earn my keep," he confessed, the words weighted with the dignity of labor.

Thornton's question about family drew forth the truth of loss and the presence of a lone niece. In that shared moment, the two men found a kinship in their solitude, the space between them filled with unspoken understanding and the crackling of the fire, a symphony of warmth against the cold reality outside.

As Thornton divulged the tender fact of his wife's passing, the air in the room seemed to condense, heavy with the weight of unshed tears and memories long cherished. His hand, weathered and wise, brushed his beard with a gesture that bore the gravity of his years. The silence that followed was reverent, an unspoken acknowledgment of the life and loss that had shaped the man before Briscoe.

"Rusty and I," Thornton continued with a deliberate cadence, "are all that remain of our immediate family." He spoke of his niece, Carolyn, with an affectionate lightness that momentarily lifted the somber atmosphere, yet his conviction that Rusty needed a male companion was irrefutable. His words were a carefully crafted bridge from a father's heart to the potential friend for his son.

Briscoe's mind raced with doubts and the sheer enormity of the unknowns he was about to step into. The mystery of Thornton's mission in Black Rock Cove nagged at him, but the old man's refusal to disclose his reasons only added layers to the enigma.

The offer of employment, generous and unexpected, momentarily anchored Briscoe's swirling thoughts. The sum promised was a lifeboat in the tumultuous sea of his financial uncertainties. "I accept your offer!" he declared, a buoyant note of hope threading through his voice.

But as quickly as the light of opportunity had flared, it was dimmed by the shadow of Thornton's undisclosed troubles. The firm handshake, however, sealed their new bond, dispelling Briscoe's reservations about the strength of their shared grip.

The smile that had begun to form on Briscoe's face retreated as Thornton broached a final condition. The request for discretion was a shrouded figure in the doorway of their agreement, casting a long shadow across the room. Yet Briscoe met it with a steadfast resolve, his agreement firm and unwavering.

"Thank you, Mr. Briscoe," Thornton said, a note of relief softening his authoritative stance.

"Billy Joe," he corrected gently, closing the distance between employer and employee, a gesture of intimacy in the use of his given name.

Thornton, now Daniel, promised a future revelation of his personal tribulations, a confession that would be postponed until trust had been cemented. His imminent departure back to Austin was announced with a weariness that seemed to sag his shoulders, a man ready to retreat to familiar ground.

Briscoe left the hotel room with a promise of wages and an escape from his uncle's dependence, his head swirling with the reality of his new position. Employment was his, at last, a lifeline cast in his direction, which he grasped with both hands, even as the questions continued to dance like shadows at the edge of his mind.

​
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Chapter TWO: A Long Drive in the Pedernales Valley
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It was a bright but chilly sunny morning when Briscoe’s train left him at the railway station, where he expected to meet a car that was being sent by Thornton to pick him up.

A more desolate spot could hardly be imagined. He had to change trains four times to make his way to the hill country of Texas. The name of the location was written on a low-hanging wooden sign over the rough platform, ‘SPICEWOOD.’

The train pulled away, leaving him standing at a low-roofed station with two rooms, a sitting room, and a storage room for freight, including passengers’ belongings.

Standing nearby was a burly-looking cowboy wearing a short blue coat and a tinseled sombrero made out of straw. He kept staring at the only person who got off the train and stood by his lonesome on the platform.

Billy Joe glanced in the cowboy’s direction. It caught the burly-looking white man by surprise, and he jerked to regain his composure. 

The man shouted, “Jeremiah, get that man’s luggage and bring it to the platform!” He hesitated, and then again, he gave a gruff order, “Be careful, don’t drop it!”

The rough-looking fellow walked nearer to Billy Joe. “Good morning, sir.”

Briscoe delayed his answer. He was staring over the landscape in every direction possible. He was sure he had gotten off the train in the wrong place. It was very desolate all around. 

“Good morning,” said Briscoe. “Can you tell me how far from here Daniel Thornton lives?”

“Thornton,” the cowboy said. “You don’t mean that man that lives on the ranch twenty miles or so from here, do you?” There was defiance in his tone as well as a subtle challenge.

“If his name is Thornton... yes, sir.”

“Are you on your way to see him?” The dusty old man looked over at Jeremiah, who was standing with Billy Joe’s luggage.

The station manager winced slightly and continued. “I have never seen anyone who has asked to go to his place before.”

“What do you mean?”

“I know every man in a thirty-mile radius of this station. Except he is one that I do not know. I do not know his family, either.” He pulled out some paper, put tobacco in it, and rolled it into a cigarette. He took out a match, rubbed it up the side of his blue jeans, lit the end, and took a drag. He then continued, “I don’t know anyone who really knows that man. I have seen some truly odd individuals in my lifetime, but that family really takes the cake.

I have seen the old man and a young woman, but I have never seen his son.” He looked over at Jeremiah, “Have you?”

“No, sir,” replied the black man. Upon his answer, he appeared suddenly startled, his eyes rolled around superstitiously. “They keep him at home. No one has ever seen him.”

“Why do they do that?”

“I don’t know,” Jeremiah said. “They are just strange folks, I tell you.”

The cowboy station manager said, “There are a lot of folks I talked to who say the boy is crazy! I think there’s something else wrong with him. I don’t know for sure.”

The station manager grew tired of talking to the stranger and went back inside to his counter.

“Jeremiah, I am expecting Mr. Thornton’s car to come and pick me up here.”

“If they told you they would pick you up, I am sure they will be here soon. We recently had some rain, and the road from their place is muddy, I’m sure.” He walked to the edge of the boards. “There! I see him coming. Can’t miss that ’47 Ford of his.” He pointed out toward the valley where the Pedernales River meandered toward the Colorado River.

Coming up the road was Thornton’s 1947 Ford Super Deluxe Woody Wagon. It had blue fenders and wooden doors. The roar of the V8 Flathead could be heard easily from the straight exhausts, leaving a trail of white smoke behind.

The station master said, “The same Frenchman with that funny straw hat is driving. He must be the dumbest man I’ve ever known.” He paused a moment and shouted to Jeremiah, “Get the man’s luggage ready! That damn Frenchman is almost here!” His jaw clenched, and his eyes narrowed slightly.

The vehicle pulled up alongside the railway station. The Frenchman got out, walked up the steps, and stopped on the edge of the platform. He didn’t say anything, only looked in the window and at Jeremiah and Billy Joe standing nearby.

Briscoe took a few steps in his direction. “Are you here from Mr. Thornton’s?”

The Frenchman put his hat back on and nodded affirmatively to Billy Joe. He walked back, opened the back of the Woody, and took the baggage, placing it inside. He then walked around and opened a door for Billy Joe.

The driver took the vehicle and began his trek back to the Thornton Ranch. The road was one that few people had obviously traveled. He swerved back and forth to miss small oak trees along the way, and the occasional cedar trees brushed up against the side of the car while the Frenchman tried his best to miss as many as he could.

Neither spoke to the other until the man stopped just after crossing a bridge over the Pedernales River. He got out of the car and paced a few steps over to relieve himself. Still, nothing was said between the two of them.

God, that fellow doesn’t speak. I hope I'm in the right car and headed to the right place. Something doesn’t look right about this place. I haven’t seen a house since leaving the railway station.

Billy Joe couldn’t stand it any longer. “What’s your name, sir?” asked Briscoe.

At first, the man didn’t answer. Then, he said in a low voice, “Remy. Remy Badeaux, sir.” He politely replied, and his hat came off humbly.

“How long have you been employed with Mr. Thornton?”

Remy was obviously under Thornton’s instructions not to talk to the new hire. He hesitated in answering him for a moment, and answered him against his will. “I have been with him quite some time, sir.”

“How long?” Billy Joe asked again.

“Almost fifteen years, sir.”

Briscoe wanted to strike up more conversation with the driver, but the car stopped, and he went to the back and pulled out a large red canister of gas. He began to put gas in the vehicle, and then came back, and he was on his way.

When the Woody came up out of the Pedernales Valley, it came to a vast open prairie covered as far as the eye could see with giant muhly grasses. The further they traveled, the more the scrub oaks were seen in random clumps about the prairie.

Two more hours passed without seeing a single farmhouse or a human being. On their way, Billy Joe saw cattle browsing in the pasture and the remains of ashes from places where campfires once burned. There were also areas where the grasses were flattened, indicating that cattle had obviously been lying there overnight.

Billy Joe continued to watch the landscape pass by. Larger trees came into view. With them, he saw on top of a hill a limestone rock home with a wrap-around porch.

Billy Joe saw many outbuildings and corals surrounding the ranch home. There were horses and cattle in every direction he looked. He presumed with a sinking sensation in his heart that it was most likely his final destination.

As the car drove up in the courtyard, Billy Joe saw Mr. Thornton standing on the porch between two tall lattices with honeysuckle vines growing up on both sides of the steps.

As soon as the car stopped, Thornton walked down the steps and reached out to open his door. He stuck his hand out, saying, “Welcome, Billy Joe. Glad to see you made the long journey in one piece.” He glanced over at the Frenchman, “Remy, take Mr. Briscoe’s luggage and show him his room.”

Billy Joe continued to look around the premises. He was impressed with the size of the ranching operation. He jumped when he heard a screeching sound coming from a group of gray birds chasing each other, creating a loud commotion.

“Oh, never mind them, Billy Joe. They are my guinea. They make good eating here!”

“They sure make a lot of noise.”

“Speaking of eating, we will be having dinner at one o’clock.” He pulled out his pocket watch and said, “It’s noon now.”

Together, Badeaux and Briscoe went into the home. The new hire was led down a long hallway on red, long-leaf pine hardwood floors. At the end of the hall, there was a most beautiful stairwell, more elaborate than any Billy Joe had seen in his lifetime. It was carpeted with plush carpet, six inches of wood on either side, and protected by a massive balustrade of polished oak.

At the highest point on the top flight of stairs was a marble statue of a Greek goddess sitting on a knothole mesquite stand. Part of the marble goddess was a most ornate bronze lamp. The carvings around the base were of several small cherubs.

Once the two men reached the top of the stairway, Billy Joe stopped and began admiring the many large frames of art bordered in gold gilt. There were brass rubbings from England and silk embroidered art from Japan.

On a round walnut table, heavily carved around the edges, there were many collectible pieces of ivory, bronze, and Jade. Five green jade elephants sat at the center of the tabletop with their noses tied to the tail of the elephant in front of each of them.

At the end of the hallway stood a massive, human-sized figure dressed in metal armor. Beside him was another table that held several knives, swords, and a most ornately carved music box, all in gold. On top was a small ballerina who would twist around in a circle if the bottom crank was turned.

Once Billy Joe turned the corner of the hallway, he headed in a direction to the south part of the upper floor. Again, the hall was spacious and able to accommodate a much more extensive collection of artwork.

A unicorn, all gold, stood on the first side table in the hallway. It was magnificent and worth, most surely, a considerable sum. 

A few more steps and on the right side of the hallway was a large, bowed glass-fronted cabinet. Inside were numerous smaller items, all bearing a small brass etched label that identified them.

The entire way he stepped, high up on both sides of the wall, was a taxidermic bear that was so well preserved it looked like it would leap out at you. Next to him was a large wild turkey mounted in a flying position.

He came to his room and watched as Remy took a key and opened the lock. Standing next to the door was an African idol with the angriest grimace on his face. On either side were spears, and above him, a large wooden shield.
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