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Names and places in this novel have been picked with care most of the time, for the important characters. 

Several names, especially for minor characters, may not be as time-precise as I would like, but finding out all the details about them would simply take too long.

For some characters, not many details are known. I took the liberty of filling those in as to fit the story.








  
  

Chapter 1

Missing
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Angie stared at the open spot. This could not be. There should be a statue here. 

It had been here yesterday, and the day before. She turned, closed her eyes, and looked again. The plinth remained empty.

"I tried that too," the guard said. "Didn’t help, y’know. Could’ve told you. Want me to pinch you?"

"You will not pinch me," Angie said. "You will explain to me how a six foot statue of a naked man simply vanished. And if you can’t do that now, I want you to figure it out and tell me as soon as you can."

Knowing it was useless, she looked around, trying to find footprints. The statue couldn’t have left any on a marble floor, and the floor had been cleaned early in the morning. That was odd, she realized, as the cleaners had been here before. They’d seen the statue before. How could they have missed that being missing?

* * *

"What have you found out so far, Mrs Kimball?" The museum manager, Mr Binkey, looked at her from behind his pompous desk.

"Miss," she said out of habit. "And not much. The alarm wasn't set off, no signs of breaking and entering, cameras don't show anyone coming in or going into that particular hall. And the snapshot camera inside the hall makes no sense."

Each hall was equipped with a camera taking one shot every minute. It was to save costs, which the manager had insisted on.

"One frame the statue's still there, and on the next frame it’s just… gone." Angie knew it sounded crazy, but she'd seen it herself. She even had proof in hand; prints of the consecutive frames.

"The person doing that must have been captured," Mr Binkey said, getting up. "Those shots are made every few seconds."

"Every minute, sir, by your orders," Angie reminded him. She wasn't scared of the man. "And a well prepared group can do a lot in a minute."

Of course, breaking into a museum without a trace and a sound, getting into that hall, removing the giant statue, and leaving the way they came in, might take more than a minute, but she knew the manager wouldn't think that far.

"Well, yes, there’s that," the manager said, frowning. "I do hope you retrieve the statue soonest, Mrs Kimball. It is on loan, as you’re well aware of, and the owners would like it back next month."

Angie knew the meaning behind his words. Get that bloody statue back quickly or your ass is on the line. "Of course, Miss Binkey," she said, trying to get back at him for the perpetual Mrs. She turned and left the office.

After that talk she went to have another look at the plinth. She knew she had missed something.

* * *

She walked into the hall and examined the floor again. No footprints going to the plinth. The thieves must have had clean shoes. She frowned. Could this have been an inside job?

She looked around, checking each exit. Nothing out of the ordinary there. Also, the large French…

"Damn!" Angie ran to the windows and found them as good as closed - but not entirely. She hurried outside and checked the ground. The first ten feet were old, weathered marble, but then the lawn started. A lawn with large, deep footprints. "What the…"

Stunned she looked again. Yes, huge prints. But only leaving the hall, nothing coming towards it. "That's not possible…" She went back inside and checked the plinth again. Then she saw it.

Big feet impressions. About the size of those in the lawn. On the plinth. She shook her head and blinked, and looked again. This was crazy, but… the only explanation was that the statue had stepped off its spot and… walked out.

No. Statues stood somewhere and were moved around. They didn't walk off on their own, unless you watched some stupid flick on TV. Angie was pretty certain she wasn't asleep and dreaming herself into a film.

How would she be able to tell Mr Binkey about her suspicion? How would she be able to tell anyone, without all of them thinking she'd gone stark raving mad? Sylvia. Sylvia was the only she knew who was crazier than she was. She had to talk to Sylvia, because she had to tell someone.

Quickly she grabbed her phone and dialed the number. "Syl?"

"Hey. Angel. What's the rush?"

Angie took a deep breath. "I think one of the statues in the museum walked off last night." She braced herself for some hearty laughter.

"Well good for that statue," Sylvia replied. "Must be boring, standing around all day and being dusted off once in a while."

"And it's Angie or Angela, not Angel, Syl," Angie said.

"Sure, Angel. So, who walked off? Cicero? Some handsome gladiator?"

Angie was stunned. How could her friend be so calm about this? "Ehm, did you hear what I said? A statue walked off. A statue."

"I heard you. Statue. Thing made of stone or metal. Or plastic, lately. And don't lecture me on your name, woman who abuses my name."

Angie huffed. "Okay, okay. It's a statue of Ramses the Second that walked off."

"Ohhh!" Sylvia started singing. "Walk like an Egyptian!"

"Sylvia! Please!" Angie was shocked by her own outburst. She should be outside, following the tracks, not yelling at a crazy friend who kept singing the old Bangles song. Following that thought, she did go outside and followed the massive, barefoot prints.

Halfway the lawn they turned left and went straight at the wall which was meant to keep the garden section safe.

"Oh no…" The barbed wire over the fence had been pulled away, and there were a few scrapes on the stones. Ramses had definitely left the building.

"Oh no what, girl?" Sylvia interrupted her broadcast at Angie's groan.

Angie told her what she saw. At that moment it was as if she felt something pricking her back. She turned and looked up. Binkey was staring at her, from the window of his upper floor office, as he was accusing her of the damage to the lawn.

* * *

Angie turned away from him and closed her eyes for a moment, wishing this all was just a bad dream. As she opened her eyes again, it proved to be a bad reality.

Right. Next steps. They'd have to inform the police. They'd have to inform the owners of Ramses II, a place where more Egyptian items were on display, all of them on loan from a museum in Cairo. Insurance. Those folks would have to know too. She cringed at the thought. Using her phone, she wrote a short mail to Mr Binkey. He was the director of the museum. He should contact the police. She'd visit the other museum to bring the bad news. The people there knew her, she went there often to help. Being a museum curator and collections manager felt like a privilege to her, and the other museum didn't have one. They were too small for that.

Before she reached her car, there was a message. From Binkey. Telling her she should contact the police, as she was in charge of collections.

"Did I think privilege just now…" she asked herself.

Reluctantly she went back inside and called the police from her desk, which was in a tiny office behind a storage room with modern art which would never be displayed. A mistake from Binkey, when he'd gone over her head to acquire that 'collection'. Angie still suspected it came from someone in the Binkey family.

After calling the police, she was pinned down at the museum until the detectives had arrived. They went over the crime scene, took photos, interviewed everyone, and measured things in the garden.

Some of them inspected the alarm system and found nothing wrong with it, so it was a mystery why it hadn't gone off when the French windows had been opened.

The whole ordeal took several hours. It was good to see the police took this seriously though.

Finally, after lunch, Angie was able to visit the other museum. She'd called her friend Mustafa already. He worked there, as a proper Egyptian in a small Egyptian museum, and he was her contact to the people who had loaned the Egyptian collection to 'her' museum. She wanted to make sure he knew what had happened. She'd not told the man she thought the statue had walked off, though. She and he were on good terms, and such an announcement would damage those.

The drive was quick, the place was nearby, and she went in through the backdoor, to which Mustafa had given her a key. A short corridor got her to a small packing room, where she almost stumbled over a large crate.

"Hey. Slow down! Oh, it's you…" Mustafa was there. He frowned. "Any news?"

Angie told him about all the calls and the police visit. "I did all I could, Mustafa."

He nodded. "I know. You always do, and more if you can." He said he hadn't informed the museum in Cairo yet, even if he was meant to. "Let's hope Ramses comes back soon, unharmed. Tomorrow is soon enough."

"Thanks, pal," she said. "What's that?" Angie pointed at the crate.

"A mummy, including sarcophagus," he said. "Queen Neferneferuaten."

"What?" To her, the name sounded like a mistake. "How can you pronounce that without breaking your tongue?"

"Neferneferuaten," he repeated. "She was found after people found information about her in Tutankhamun's tomb. At least, we think this is her. She's still a bit of a mystery. I was just going to remove the crate, care to help?"

She liked that. It would get her mind off the Ramses problem for a while. Mustafa was also the only person here to do this job, in the small museum. She often wondered how he got all those things to be displayed here. Probably connections in his homeland.

With some careful crowbar action, they took the crate apart and then removed the covering inside that, to get a good look at the sarcophagus.

"That's stunning," Angie said. "Where will you put it?"

"One floor up," Mustafa said. "I already reserved a spot for it. I had to move a few items, but it will fit nicely." He had a transport trolley already waiting, and they lifted the big object on to it. After a short journey through the museum, the sarcophagus was in place inside a special, transparent box. That was to keep it safe from pollution and curious fingers.

"Will you open it?" Angie asked.

"Yes. That's okay. Want a peek?" Mustafa grinned.

"Is that a question?"

Together they lifted the cover and put it against the head end of the sarcophagus.

Angie and Mustafa both looked at the silent, wrapped up shape inside it. They knew they both felt a kind of reverence towards it. This was an Egyptian queen, who'd been hidden away for many centuries.

"She's small, isn't she?" Angie whispered.

"Yes. Amazing, huh? Going to close it again. She'll only be visible during opening hours," Mustafa said, and put the cover back. "Because of the light."

"I'll be back to have another look," Angie promised. This was a special part of any exhibition, especially in this area. "Is Betty in? Her weird sister told me to say hi."

"No. Today she's at the Carlin," Mustafa said.

"The Carlin. It's been a while since I was there," Angie said. "I should go there for a cup of coffee and see how things are."

The Carlin Gallery and Art Center was a bit further away, and mostly had more modern art. It was founded by one George Carlin. Not the funny one from TV and the stand-up comedy shows, although the gallery founder wouldn't have objected to being that George Carlin.

"You don't trust my coffee?" Mustafa asked. He was known to make coffee Egyptian style, ready to chew and guaranteed to keep you awake for three nights.

"So far I avoided sleeplessness," Angie said, "and I'd like to keep it that way."

"Sure, be that way." He added some Arabic and didn't translate that. She was fine with it. "Oh, on the way out, see if you find a gargoyle."

"Huh?"

"Someone stole a gargoyle from the roof."

Angie knew there were gargoyle statues on each corner of the building. "Who would do that?"

"I dunno. A gargoylaholic, I guess."

They both laughed.

Angie wished him good luck with Neferneferuaten, and was surprised she managed to pronounce that correctly. She promised to keep an eye out for runaway gargoyles, and left how she'd come in, through the back door.

* * *

Angie didn't see any gargoyles on the way to the Carlin Gallery, and parked her car around the back, in a separate space for employees. Her luck and frequent visits had gotten her a pass for that.

Nothing special around here, she thought, leaving her car. Then she noticed some commotion inside one of the halls. Probably some new installation. People always got excited about such things.

She made her way into the gallery and headed to the restaurant.

"Angela!" Betty waved from behind the counter. "My favorite museum person! How are you?"

"Hi Betty," Angie said, noticing something was off. "Sylvia says hi. I talked to her. What happened here?" She saw a lack of cups and mugs behind the counter.

"Oh! You wouldn't believe it! New guy helping here. He's big, and I mean really big!" Betty held up her hands way over her head. "See, and even bigger than that. He's a bit of a klutz, and he crashed into the counter. Good thing we have some spare stuff. He's down to the basement, getting that. And he's so smooth, Angela, and you should see his butt!"

Angie wondered what Betty had been drinking in her coffee. Or instead of it. She usually wasn't this crazy. Crazy, yes, as she was Sylvia's sister, but this was extraordinary. She sat down at the counter. "Would you have an espresso for me?"

"Sky scraper size?" Betty asked, reaching for the mother of mugs.

"Nah, double will do."

Betty got to work on the machine, which happily burbled and hissed away. "There you go. So what's new on your side?"

Angie told her about the missing statue of Ramses II. For now she kept the walking off part to herself.

"Uh huh, some stuff happening here too," Betty said. "Seems something's wrong in one of the halls."

"Wrong? Wrong how?"

Betty shrugged and said she was only doing the bar, not the museum bits. "But you're welcome to go and have a look. Don't take the coffee though. They shit themselves when they see someone with a beverage parading through the halls."

Angie nodded. That was the same thing everywhere. From below came a sound of crashing earthenware.

"Oh…" Betty bit her lip. "Leonardo may have dropped something. Or hit his head. I told you he's big, right?"

"You did. If you want to go check on things, I'll keep an eye on the bar," Angie offered.

"Nah, we're not open yet. Half an hour, so I'll pop down. Enjoy the coffee, and good seeing you again." Betty rushed off.

Angie sipped her coffee down and walked off, towards the hall where she'd seen the commotion. That had to be the place to be. Unfortunately, there was a gallery guard who stopped her.

"Sorry, Miss Kimball, I can't let you in here. There are people investigating something peculiar, and the area has to remain closed for the day. Even for you." He smiled an apology.

She tried to make him at least tell her what had happened, but he was good at his job. She didn't get beyond the 'peculiar' with him.

"Well, thanks for nothing," she said. Again he smiled, and this time he wished her a nice day, which she took as the kind version to be being told to get lost.








  
  

Chapter 2

Wolf
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Angie got into her car and stared at the big window. She'd tried to peek inside, but someone had drawn the big drapes, so finding out more that way was a no-go. She let out a deep sigh and considered going for more coffee. She was curious about Betty's new assistant, big Leonardo. Surely the woman had exaggerated. She was a pro at that. 

Unfortunately, work ethics and a sense of responsibility got the upper hand. As usual. And as usual, she hated it as she drove off.

She considered visiting Mustafa again, in 'Little Egypt', as she called that small museum, but she was convinced she was needed at her main workplace.

"The rest of you folks had better not walk off," she muttered.

As she drove on, she listened to the local radio. If anyone had spotted a six foot statue walking down some street, it would have been called in. Nothing, though, which was strange. A relief too.

She parked her car and walked around the museum's outer wall, to the spot where she'd seen the scratches on the inside. There were plants everywhere, and a few were flattened. By big feet. Yes, Ramses had been here, she knew it. On the pavement she spotted two more scratches, and that was it. 

"I'm going nuts," she told herself. "I've been exposed to Sylvia too much." After another sigh, she turned and bumped into someone. "I'm sorry."

The man grinned. "I'm not. Care to do it again?"

"No. Thank you." She frowned and walked around him. What did he think! He wasn't even her type.

Angie was between relationships now, and felt good about it. The guy she'd left was probably living with one of his other girlfriends. Finding that out had been a rather erupting end to the relationship.

That was the reason she'd spent more time with Sylvia, because sitting home alone, moping, wasn't helpful. Sylvia was an antidote to anything negative or worrying.

She went inside and located the space which was designated as her office. "What…"

Instead of the office, she saw three large crates blocking the way in.

"Oh! There you are!" Mr Grady, one of the janitors of the museum, came walking up. "Sorry 'bout that. There was a delivery, and we was running out of space, so…"

"Not again! Why is it always my office?" She hated this.

"It's the only one neat enough, so there's space…" Mr Grady looked guilty.

"But… Carlo or Yvonne… the art handlers… why didn't they plan this?" Angie always wanted to love her colleagues, but they did everything to make that very difficult.

"Uhm, they said you'd take care of it. They left a note." Mr Grady pointed at a crate. "In your office."

Angie felt a rage rise up and she didn't try to stop it. "I'm going to strangle someone!"

"Can you start with Binkey? He's been on my case all morning, over that statue theft." Mr Grady was always very direct like that.

As if it agreed with Angie, a wooden board in one of the crates in her office cracked.

* * *

Angie and Mr Grady stared at the crack.

"Please don't fall apart," she begged the crate.

"It won't," the janitor assured her. "I'm gonna see if the unpacking space is cleared, Miss K. They've made a mess of it for a bit."

"Who?" Angie feared she knew.

"Carlo and Yvonne."

The two were often more interested in each other than in their actual work, and they seemed to be set on making out in the weirdest places.

"Of course…" She groaned. "Is Lonnie around? Can he get those things out of here and up there?" She pointed at the crates.

"Lonnie's busy, I'll get Will and Zoe on it, they're in today." Mr Grady nodded and hurried off. The man was able to hurry in the slowest way imaginable.

Angie was relieved. Will and Zoe were good people. Reliable, careful. The two didn't need much time to get the crates moved to a better space, and after finding the paperwork accompanying the delivery, she spent the rest of the day inspecting the new items, making sure nothing was damaged after leaving their original home museum.

She made her way to the museum restaurant for dinner. She kept piling stuff on the tray as she noticed she'd skipped lunch. Again.

Of course, the only spot open was with her colleagues.

"Where were you?" Carlo asked, as Angie attacked her food. "We had Binkey on our backs all afternoon, about the statue."

"I was checking the new objects," Angie replied. "Binkey on your back? Good. That meant you weren't on top of each other."

"Yeah, sorry about that," Yvonne said, showing a genuine blush. "They came in as a surprise."

"They were announced two weeks ago, Yvonne. If you'd taken the trouble to read your mails…" Angie then asked if they had any news about the missing statue.

"Nope. Lots of police here, and the insurance folks, and Binkey left that to us. The loser."

Angie had to agree with that. Binkey never took his responsibility if he could weasel out.

"Miss Kimball?" It was Lonnie, who came running up to her. "We need you."

"Why me?" Angie pointed her fork at Carlo and Yvonne. "They're already done eating."

"We really need you," Lonnie said, almost begging.

"Fuck." She dropped her fork. Carlo offered to eat her food and she fought the impulse to slap him. She followed Lonnie and asked what was going on.

"Do you remember the wolf statue on the top floor, in the local collection? The one that's old and no one knows where it's from?"

"What about it?" Angie got a bad feeling.

"It's gone."

"What?"

"It's gone." Lonnie shrugged. "No one saw it leave, but I was doing the rounds up there, and…"

Angie started running and went up the stairs, rather than waiting for the elevator. She always did that, as it was faster.

After reaching the top floor and the 'various' section, she saw the open spot. Wolf. Gone. A cold shiver ran down her spine. What if this statue had followed Ramses II? No, impossible. Ramses was taken, she told herself, like this wolf. But who could steal a big, granite wolf and get away with it without being seen?

"I'm not crazy," she assured herself. "It's just the rest of the world."

At that moment, a kind voice announced the museum would close in fifteen minutes.

* * *

The digital clock told Angie it was almost eleven in the evening when she came home.

The disappearing wolf hadn't been as much work as Ramses, as the HHM owned it, but still. HHM was what everyone in the trade called the History and Heritage Museum where she worked, as it was easier and shorter.

She kicked off her shoes, slipped into her most comfortable bathrobe, and poured herself a glass of wine. "You are going to make my day," she told the glass. "Remember that."

Sitting down in her comfy chair, she fished her phone from her bag to check for messages. She hadn't had time for that. Drat. Empty battery. Making more drama than worth the effort, she got up and located the charger.

A few sips of wine later, the phone started up and she typed in the pass code.

Two missed calls and six messages. All from Sylvia.

"What…" Angie listened to the messages.

"Hey, this is me. I need to talk to you."

"Hey, did you hear me? I need to talk to you. Pronto mucho urgent, or whatever language you want."

The other were all the same too, getting more and more urgent.

"I so don't need this…" She called Sylvia. To her surprise, her friend answered before the first actual ring.

"You took your sweet time, Angel!"

"I've been busy," Angie said.

"You always say that. It starts sounding a bit made up."

"Syl, please. I'm too tired for word games. You sounded a bit bouncy, so what is it?"

Sylvia told her she'd been working with some base magic, which had shown her strange things. Angie suspected the pipe with the weird herbs had to do with that, but kept that to herself.

"Something's happening, Angel," Sylvia said. "Spikes in ethereal realms, and they all point to you."

"Ethereal…" Angie sighed. "Can you tell them to kiss my ass? Or yours? Really…"

"It will be your ass, as that's where they point," Sylvia said. "Well, not your ass precisely, but I think it's happening."

"Okay… I'll play along. What is happening?"

"Your inner witch is coming out."

Angie made a strange sound, then cursed. "Damn it! You made me snort wine, woman!"

"Says the museum goddess who always accuses me of doing weird shit." Sylvia wasn't easily thrown off. "But it's real. Remember a few years ago, when I told you about the inner witch?"

Angie did. She'd had a good laugh about that, back then. They'd both been puffing herbs and it had been a great day. Or night. She wasn't very sure about that.

"It's time. I'm going to run some astrology charts on the computer for you to see if that makes sense, but you're the one, Angel. I know it."

Angie looked at the remaining wine and drank that in one go, before another snort occurred. "Cool. Thanks. I'm going to run some astrology dreams, Sylvia. Don't stay up too late for my sake, okay?"

Sylvia told Angie she didn't have to worry.

* * *

"Statues don't run away," Angie told the ceiling before switching the light off. "Remember that."

She closed her eyes, pulled the duvet over her nose and wanted to sleep.

It took less than a minute.

In that limited time span, she was transported to a place she'd never been before, and it wasn't one to sleep either. She found herself lying on a stone floor.

"What the…" she tried to say, but not a sound came from her lips. She became aware of stone walls with fire pots lighting up the area. Slowly she sat up, wondering what had happened to her bedroom. Before she could figure anything out, a large figure strode in through an opening in the wall behind her.

It was Ramses II, as he lived and breathed, which was impossible, but he looked like the runaway statue. It had to be him.

Next, a huge dog jumped over her and came to a halt at Ramses' feet. The pharaoh looked down at it. "We know this is not right," he said.

Angie blinked. That dog was not a dog. It was the wolf which had disappeared. "'Scuse me…" she tried to say, raising a hand. She went unnoticed.

Another creature scurried into the hall. It stopped next to her, glanced in her direction, and moved on. Angie had never seen a gargoyle move. Now she had.

Ramses knelt down and patted wolf and gargoyle on the head. "You too," he said. Angie wondered how she could understand the words. He'd most definitely speak some form of ancient Egyptian.

Angie tried to get up and found she could. The stone was cold under her feet. She shivered. "Hello?"

For a moment it seemed as if Ramses heard her, but him looking up only lasted a moment. "We need to take action," he said to the wolf and the gargoyle. "We need to find someone who can help."

The gargoyle jumped and scurried back to Angie, where it sat down at her feet.

"Yes. Go and find someone if you can," Ramses told the creature.

The gargoyle put a claw on Angie's bare foot. That made her shiver too, because it was cold in a very strange way.

"Go, little friend," Ramses encouraged it. "Go and find someone."

The gargoyle seemed indecisive for a moment. It patted Angie's foot once more, leaving a scratch on it, then scurried off.

"Ouch, damn you," Angie wanted to mutter. Gargoyle claws were rough. She also wondered how she'd explain this to Mustafa. "Hey, I found your missing gargoyle in some kind of temple, while listening to Ramses II" wouldn't come across as very credible.

At that moment, Angie thought she heard someone scream, and had an impression of being wrapped too tightly in a few blankets. She threw her arms up and… found herself in her bed. Her heart was beating fast, her breath going the same way.

"What the hell just happened," she asked herself, as she looked at the clock. 2:46 in the morning. What an ungodly hour to wake up from a dream. That was it. A dream. It had to be, because statues didn't convene in temples to talk to other statues. As she stretched herself, and prepared to roll on a side, she noticed something on her left foot. She switched on the light, blinked against the harsh brightness, and pulled her foot up from under the covers.

There was a scratch on it.

The next shock was her phone ringing. Angie managed to fall out of bed in her haste to grab the thing. Her ringtone was something she'd never miss, and in the middle of the night it had heart attack traits.

"Hi," she said, lying on the floor, her head hurting as that had hit the nightstand.

"Angel. Why aren't you asleep?" Sylvia sounded astonished.

"Are you fucking calling me in the middle of the goddamn night to see if I'm asleep?"

"Tut, tut," said Sylvia unperturbed. "That's not the way a lady speaks. No, I'm fucking calling you in the middle of the goddamn night to tell you something."

"What do you… No, wait. Let me get up from the floor and back into bed."

Of course, Sylvia had to know why Angie was on the floor. "Oh. That must have hurt," she said, hearing about her head's encounter with the nightstand.

"Okay, yes, it did. Still does." Angie found the light switch and checked if her head was bleeding. No blood. That was good. "I'm in bed again. What is it-"

"Alone?"

"Sylvia. Please…"

"Okay. Right. Listen. I was going to run some charts for you. I told you. Well, I was doing that, minding my own business, when suddenly my astro program crashed, and when I started it again, something weird happened."

Angie wasn't surprised. Sylvia had a knack for weird things. Sometimes she thought her friend was a weird thing.

"So I tried to get astro back online, and suddenly there were hypoglyphs on my screen. Real Egyptian hypoglyphs."

"Hieroglyphs," Angie auto-corrected.

"That's what I said, right? And next thing, it was as if I was looking through a pillow case."

"Through a pillow case?" Angie frowned. "You're not sleeping with your computer, are you?"

"What do you take me for, woman? Anyhow, the pillow case went away again and I thought of a wolf. Did Egyptians have wolves?"

Angie thought for a while. "I have no idea. I doubt that. They had cats."

"Okay, maybe it was a wolf-cat, what do I know. I just thought you should know."

Angie sighed. "At almost 3 in the morning. Of course."

"Oh, it's that late? Usually I'm asleep by now already. I think I should get some, Angel. Bye. And don't dream of pillow cases." And with that, the call was over.

Angie let out a long sigh and put the phone on the nightstand. "I should look into sleep mode things for you," she told the device, as so often when she got night calls.

She flipped off the light.

"Don't dream of pillow cases. I wonder what's going on in her mind." She frowned. "No. I don't. I really, really don't."








  
  

Chapter 3

Museum
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"Hurry, thing," Angie muttered, staring at the coffee maker to get her brew done faster. The machine wasn't impressed. She really needed this. She probably needed something Mustafa would create, barely liquid. 

After the strange dream and the nearly as strange call, she hadn't slept a wink, and she was facing a workday.

"Finally."

She almost dropped the mug as she burned her mouth on the hot coffee, and so she uttered a few more words a lady wouldn't say.

"Why are you doing this to me?" she asked the coffee maker. It was still not impressed.

She sat down with her coffee, her cereal and the tablet. Her morning routine was to look at the news, but today the tablet remained unemployed.

"Please, let no more statues be on the loose," she said to any deity who might be passing along. "I can't have that. One, oh no, two is enough." Too many, actually.

She tried to make sense of Sylvia's pillow case. A jolt ran through her as she recalled how she'd felt like being wrapped up in blankets, just before Sylvia's call.

"You're seeing things, woman," she scolded herself, finishing her cereal, working hard to get the last scoop out. It was running away from her spoon, which was another morning ritual. Finally getting it out with her finger wasn't so much a ritual as it was gratifying.

She decided to grab a quick shower and dress in something that didn't attract attention. Binkey would probably still be mightily pissed off about yesterday, and already worrying how he might have to explain a missing Ramses to the board of trustees. "Where's that invisibility cloak when you need one. Really, technology, you fail me again." She added that to the list, with the transporter beams, food replicators, and flying cars.

All done and barely ready to face the world, she left her home and drove to work.

* * *

Her first stop was the coffee bar at the restaurant. Mrs Gillyputty, the lady who probably owned each coffee bar in every cultural institution in town, had named it "Napoleon's Graphic Bar". It made as much sense as Michelangelo's Progress Bar, where she'd seen Betty the other day.

Lucinda, who had the early shift, reached for a cup, then took a mug. "If I say what you look like, Gillyputty would get me fired," she said, putting the big mug in front of Angie. "Rough night?"

"Yes. I…" Angie looked at the mug. "What happened here? Am I still asleep or is he upside down?"

"Damn. One slipped through." Lucinda reached out, but Angie wasn't going to give back her prize possession. "Mrs Gillyputty got another batch of cheap mugs and cups," the coffee lady explained, "and she found some unemployed cousin or nephew, or what have you, to slap these Napoleon stickers on them. I found some with Michelangelo on." She pointed at a box. "I'm having those shipped over to Betty. She may have some Napoleons."

"Uh-huh…" Angie sipped the coffee. "I'm not giving this one back. You gave it, I keep it. Who doesn't want an upside down Napoleon?"

Lucinda tried to bribe her with a tilted Michelangelo, but Angie wasn't having any of that.

"This boy is going to end up in a museum somewhere," she said.

"Don't let Gillyputty see it," Lucinda begged. "She'll have my hide."

Angie promised to keep it safe, and grabbed a few paper napkins to clean it out, so her bag wouldn't become a spare coffee corner. "Right. Off to face the world."

"Is that all? I have Gillyputty coming over," Lucinda said. "Good luck, anyway."

"You too, Lucinda."

Angie made her way to her office. Once the computer was on, she recalled something and did a search online. "Egypt's Sinai Peninsula has a confirmed, but rare, presence of Arabian wolves around St. Katherine, Sheikh Awad, and the Blue Desert," she read out from Wikipedia. "I bet those weren't around when Ramses II was," she decided.

After checking her mail and not seeing any notices about new objects coming in, she made a quick round past the three ones that had been set up the day before. Everything looked in order. At least that was good, and she quietly told them not to go walkabout.

She hunted down Carlo and Yvonne, who were both in their office and looking at their computers.

* * *

"Hey," Angie said. "You're actually working?"

"Hey." Yvonne slowly turned around. "You're actually not? You look like shit warmed over."

"Thank you." Angie didn't need that compliment right now. "Any news on Ramses or the wolf?"

"None," Carlo reported. "We looked around, nothing. Police reports came in, indecisive. Did you hear about the Carlin? T.C.G.A.C.?" He spelled out the acronym.

"Hear what?" Angie grabbed a chair and sat down. "I was there yesterday. Something went on in one of the halls, and they wouldn't let me in."

Carlo told her about a missing statue from there. "Do you think it's an epidemic? Statues walking off?"

Yvonne snorted. "They're just out for some fresh air, and formed The Marble Walkers walking group as they were at it."

Angie groaned. "Ramses isn't made of marble."

"Huh. Details. It's a great name." Yvonne shrugged it off.

Angie ignored her. Did the Carlin also have a runaway statue? Was the world going crazy? For centuries statues had done what they were supposed to. Stand where they were put down. And now they walked off? Impossible. This had to be some organized gang, going around stealing statues. There was no other explanation possible.

Some of them had taken Ramses II and put him down on the grass, that would explain the footprints. She pushed away the nagging notion these footprints weren't next to each other, the way the statue had them. Her mind had to cling to this explanation.

"I bet it's witchcraft," Carlo said. "No other explanation."

"And I bet it's a gang," Angie said as she got up. "Witchcraft is humbug and not real. I'm going to do some work." She left the office.

"Hey, what do you think we're doing?" Carlo called after her, but she didn't want to get into that again.

Witchcraft. Where did he get that from… As she thought that, Sylvia's words came back to her. "Your inner witch is coming out."

She decided to call Sylvia about that, so she found a quiet spot and dialed the number.

"Hey, Angel. Already wondered when you'd be on the line," Sylvia greeted her. "It's about last night, huh?"

"It is, Sylvia, and about you saying something about my inner witch. What was that all about?"

"Exactly that, woman. You have heavy duty witch potential. All the charts say so, and it's happening here and now. That's probably why my computer did the hokey pokey last night. As a matter of fact, I ran that same chart again this morning, and it did it again. But!" Sylvia waited for a moment, as if there was a need to build suspense. "This time I shot the hypoglyphs."

"The what? Oh, right, hieroglyphs."

"That's what I said, didn't I? I ran them through an online translator, but I think I crashed the poor thing." Sylvia sounded proud of that accomplishment. "The website still isn't back online. I hope they don't trace that back to me."

"That's impressive, even for you," Angie said. Sylvia had uncanny skills, and no one ever knew which were real and which were dumb luck. This one probably was bad luck. "Can you-"

"Send the image over? It's already in the mail, Angel. I'm sure you can find some clever dude or dudette to figure out what it means. And if you do, let me know, okay? They're my glyphs too in a way."

Angie was already on her way to her little office. She had to see that image.

"Hey, getting all excited on me with the heavy breathing?" Sylvia was incorrigible.

"No, I'm almost running to my computer."

Angie sat down, unlocked the screen and checked her mail. "Are you sure you sent it off? It's not here?"
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