


    Toggle navigation


ThomasStone
	Home
	Download Pdf Books





    
                
    
    
        Read Mirror Image Online

                Authors: Michael Scott

                    

    
    Mirror Image

    
    
    
        
            	«
	1
	2
	3
	4
	5
	6
	7
	8
	9
	10
	...
	27
	...
	44
	»

        

                
            

Â 

Begin Reading

Table of Contents

About the Authors

Copyright Page

Â 

Thank you for buying this

Tom Doherty Associates ebook.

Â 

To receive special offers, bonus content,

and info on new releases and other great reads,

sign up for our newsletters.

Â 


Or visit us online at

us.macmillan.com/newslettersignup

Â 

For email updates on the author, click
here
.

Â 

The author and publisher have provided this e-book to you without Digital Rights Management software (DRM) applied so that you can enjoy reading it on your personal devices. This e-book is for your personal use only. You may not print or post this e-book, or make this e-book publicly available in any way. You may not copy, reproduce, or upload this e-book, other than to read it on one of your personal devices.

Â 

Copyright infringement is against the law. If you believe the copy of this e-book you are reading infringes on the author's copyright, please notify the publisher at:
us.macmillanusa.com/piracy
.

Â 

F
OR
B
ARRY

Â 

ACKNOWLEDGMENTS

The authors would like to thank the many people who helped usher this book to publication: Tom Doherty, Bob Gleason, and Elayne Becker at Tor for everything!

The dynamic duo, Barry Krost and Steve Troha.

Melanie would like to especially thank: Matt, Shelley, Sue, Paul, and Jaffee for their encouragement.

And for Jill who showed me nothing but love, support, and inspiration in my new journey.

Â 

1

T
HE MIRROR
stood seven foot tall, four foot wide, the glass dirty and speckled, warped so that the images it showed were slightly distorted and blurred. It was quite grotesque.

And Jonathan Frazer knew he had to have it.

He stood at the back of the small crowd in the foul-smelling auction room and waited impatiently while the bored auctioneer made his way through the catalogue of the
Property of a Gentleman.

“Lot 66, a French Gendarme's Side Arm Saw Sword, with a double edged steel blade, bronze handle and cross guards, complete with leather scabbard. The blade shows some wearâ€¦”

Although it was only just after one in the afternoon, Jonathan Frazer was tired. He'd been in England a week, but was still jet-lagged, a feeling not helped by London's miserable November weather which sapped his energy and left him achy and vaguely fluey. He had spent the last few days doing the rounds of the auction houses in London but had come away empty-handed. He'd been tempted to skip the quirky auction house on Lots Road in Chelsea but, like every dealer he knew, there was always the fear that the find of a lifetime was waiting in the auction you never attended. Thanksgiving, and then Christmas, were just round the corner and he needed to find some unique items. In the next few weeks Hollywood's A-listers or, more likely, their personal assistants would go looking for expensive presents for the friends they never saw.

The auction had already started when Jonathan stepped into the shadowy interior of the auction room and began to wander around amongst the larger objects piled up at the back of the room. Furniture, none of it interesting, was strewn about the premises and, at the other end of the room, a motley assortment of people faced an elderly man. The auctioneer's singsong chant drifted through the room. Frazer shook his head slightly. He hadn't been expecting to find anything: the really good stuff was usually traded amongst the dealers and collectors and rarely reached the general public. Much of what was here was trash, or the condition was so poor as to render them worthless. But one man's trash was another's treasure.

“Lot 68, a gentleman's half-hunter pocket watchÂ â€¦ in need of repairâ€¦”

A sliver of silver light at the very back of the room caught his attention and he turned, squinting into the gloom. It took him a moment to make out the shape: there was a mirror behind a wood-wormed wardrobe and an early Edwardian dresser.

He squeezed between the wardrobe and the dresser, initially attracted to the sheer size of the glass. He was six foot tall and it was at least a foot taller than he was. He spread his arms, judging the width from experience: it was at least four foot wide. There was a surprisingly plain wooden frame surrounding it, complete with brass clips for securing it to a wall, although it was now mounted on an ornate stand. The stand was a later addition, he decided.

Jonathan Frazer ran his hand down the mirror, drawing long streaks on the glass; it was filthy, covered with a greasy layer of grime. He rubbed a tissue around in a circle at about head height and peered into it, but, with the dimness of the auction room and the dirt encrusted onto the glass, he could barely make out his own reflection. He licked his finger and rubbed it against the mirror, his breath catching when he felt its chill against his flesh, but even that made no impression on the grime.

Without examining the back of the mirror he had no way of accurately dating it, but, considering the slightly bluish tinge to the glass, the perceptible distortion around the perimeter and the curious beveling in towards the center, it was certainly old, seventeenth century, possibly earlier.

“Lot 69, a large antique wooden-framed mirror, approximately seven feet tall by four feet wide. An imposing piece.”

Jonathan Frazer took a deep breath, suddenly glad he was wearing jeans and a long sleeved sweatshirt and not his regular suit. He cast an experienced eye over the small crowd: he couldn't spot any obvious dealer-types. He hoped anyone looking at him would assume he was just another guy in off the street looking for a bargain.

“Now who will open the bidding at eight hundred pounds?”

Frazer could hardly believe his ears. The mirror was worth at least ten times that. But he kept his head down, not looking at the auctioneer, showing no interest.

“Seven hundred and fifty then. Come along ladies and gentlemen; it's here to be cleared. Seven hundred and fifty for a fine piece of glass like that. A handsome piece in any house.”

“You'd need a bloody big house for that, mate,” someone quipped in a cockney accent.

The auctioneer smiled. “Five hundred pounds, ladies and gentlemen. Five hundred pounds, or I'll have to pass.”

Frazer looked up and caught the auctioneer's eye. He raised his left hand and spread his fingers wide.

The auctioneer frowned, then nodded slightly. “Five hundred pounds is bid. Any advance on five hundred pounds? Come along ladies and gentlemen, this is a real bargain. Any advance on five hundred pounds?”

No one moved.

“Fair warning at five hundred pounds. Five hundred. Going once, going twiceâ€¦” The auctioneer slammed his gavel on the lectern. “Sold!” He looked in Frazer's direction and nodded. “Now moving on to Lot 70â€¦”

A young man wearing blue overalls made his way through the crowd and handed Frazer a slip to fill in.

“Can you ship it?”

“We can, of course, sir, shipping is extra.”

“Of course.” Frazer handed across his business card. “To this address.”

The young man turned it over. “Frazer Interiors. In Los Angeles. I remember you, sir. We shipped you those carved Chinese lion heads.”

“You've a good memory.”

“I had to wrap them and ship them. I've never forgotten them. It's been a while since we've seen you.”

“I know. And you're my last call of the day.” Frazer glanced back at the mirror. “My lucky day.”

The young man smiled. “You got a real bargain, Mr. Frazer. You're obviously the right man in the right place at the right time.”
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“I
T'S QUITE
something.” Tony Farren ran his hand appreciatively down the length of the glass. “The frame's horrific, but we'll see if we can do something about that.”

Jonathan Frazer crouched down in front of the enormous mirror, pointing to the black speckling that ran around its edges. “Let's see what we can do about these, too, OK?”

Tony nodded. “That'll be no problem.”

Jonathan stood up and brushed off his hands. “What do you think?”

The two men were standing in the converted garage-workshop at the back of Frazer's home in the Hollywood Hills that held the overflow from the shop. Tony Farren tucked his hands into his jean pockets. He had been with the Frazer family since James Frazer, Jonathan's father, opened an antiques business in Hollywood in the mid-sixties. When Jonathan inherited the business and turned Frazer Antiques & Curios into Frazer Interiors, selling mid-century furniture mixed with carefully selected antique pieces, Tony stayed on. Small, stout, and completely bald, his knowledge of antiques was phenomenal. When Jonathan was a boy, he spent most of his summers in the crowded, musty converted garage at his parents' home in Los Feliz watching, fascinated, as Tony worked and talked. Jonathan always claimed that everything he knew about antiques he learned from Tony Farren.

“It's a fine piece,” Tony said eventually. “Very fine.”

“Can you put a value on it for me?” Jonathan smiled.
Very fine
was high praise indeed.

Farren ran his hands over the glass, and then used a small flashlight to throw a light onto the mirror. He repeated the procedure with the wooden frame, and then moved behind the tall mirror to examine the back. He ducked out from behind it, peering over his horn-rimmed glasses. “It's an interesting piece, no mistake about that. The glass is Venetian, possibly late fourteenth, early fifteenth century, although it's very difficult to say. Could be even earlier for all I know. The frame looks early sixteenth century, it's in the style certainly, although the wood looks olderÂ â€¦ and it's a peculiar wood, too, birch or alder.” He stepped back, sinking his hands into his pockets, his head tilted to one side. “On reflectionâ€¦”

Jonathan groaned at the pun.

Tony grinned. “Sorry about that. It would seem a shame to remove the glass from the frame, unless we could put together a more ornateâ€”but finding a frame of this size would be virtually impossible, it would have to be custom made. Let's leave it as is.”

“The price, Tony,” Jonathan gently reminded him.

“I'd say about twenty thousand dollarsÂ â€¦ give or take a few.”

“What!”

Farren grinned at Jonathan's surprise. “Why, what were you going to charge for it?”

“About seven grand, seventy-eight hundred maybeâ€¦”

“For twenty-eight square feet of what is possibly Venetian glass with what looks like an Elizabethan frame on it! That'd be like giving it away.”

“Could be a fake,” Jonathan suggested.

Tony Farren snorted rudely. He tapped the glass with his knuckles. “And this, by the way, is not going to go down in price. If we store it for a couple of years, it will double in value.”
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