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I sat up a little straighter on my stool, swiped back the loose curl that kept flitting 

down into my eyes I bent over, and swiveled my desk lamp to a different angle.  This was my 

third year working in one of London’s most prominent arts and artifacts museums, and it was 

seriously messing with my eyesight.  Since beginning work in the Pottery and Ceramics 

Department, I spent way too much time squinting in dim light, and way too much time 

working in general.  

Originally from San Francisco, I’d come across my current boss on a spontaneous trip 

to England following my graduate degree in Art History and Anthropology.  I’d been touring 

a pottery exhibit and literally bumped into the illustrious Magnus Hill.  We got to chatting 

over drinks later that night and I found he and I had a lot in common, similar backgrounds, 

tastes and ambitions.  He seemed impressed with my credentials and there on the spot he 

offered me an interview to work in his department.  I jumped at the chance and two weeks 

later I was moving my stuff from San Francisco to a cramped London flat, never looking 

back.  I began on the bottom rung of the social ladder, but I worked hard enough to earn a 

proper desk and decent wage over the course of that first year.  It didn’t hurt that Magnus had 

a sweet spot for me.  Soon enough I was doing proper restoration work on centuries old 

artifacts.   I only hoped that Magnus was not keeping me around for just eye candy.  I had 

come to appreciate men thinking I was pretty, but had never wanted that to earn me a job all 

by itself.  I wasn’t above admitting that I had a bit of a thing for Magnus, as it was. Tall, well 

built, with liquid brown eyes and a smooth velvet voice, what woman wouldn’t appreciate 

Magnus? 

As I was once again shifting on my stool, picking at the slight pieces on my desk, the 

double doors suddenly banged open on the opposite wall, and the movers led a trolley 

carefully around the maze of desks.  I was used to the odd trinket coming in now and then 

through the Pottery and Ceramics Department, so this didn’t spark too much excitement.  
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Most of the time the artifacts being rolled through were drawn over with canvas or sheets, as 

this one was, and there wasn’t much to see under all that beige anyway.  Magnus would 

always pop over to my desk within ten minutes of the mystery package arriving to spread the 

news of his latest find.  Often enough, though, his latest find only meant more work from me.  

As it was, I wasn’t immediately agog with wonder at what the movers brought in. I 

had enough on my plate as it was, and most times, it was an odd bob painting or manuscript 

anyway.  That was not my area of expertise to say the least.  This time, though, as the movers 

began to wheel closer and closer to my desk, a chill began to whisper across my arms and 

prickle at the back of my neck.  I couldn’t take my eyes off the tall silhouette, now fully 

interested.   

One of these guys was new, though, and wasn’t used to navigating in between all the 

desks in back.  As the movers wriggled and squiggled around toward my flat mate Bernie’s 

desk, the sloppy new guy accidentally bumped into the corner of the workspace causing tiny 

shards of century-old pottery to scatter and shift from where Bernie had so carefully laid 

them out, ready to begin chinking them back together.  

“Watch it! I’m working with bloody history here, and then you swagger up and try to 

ruin the whole damn thing!” Bernie’s high-pitched voice cut through the still air like a 

kestrel’s shriek.  Heads popped up from desks with a mixture of emotions; many people were 

used to Bernie’s outbursts.  Short, slight, and a born and bred Londoner, she had quite a short 

fuse, and wasn’t one to let other people’s mistakes cost her.  Some people found it a tad 

amusing, Bernie’s fits, but only when they themselves weren’t on the receiving end of her 

anger.  I found it less humorous, having been Bernie’s flat mate for the last two years.  She 

was a doll most of the time, sure, but she could be downright beastly now and then.  She also 

had the worst sailor’s mouth one could find outside the pier.  
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The mover boy’s face turned a plumb shade of red, so ripe with embarrassment. A 

couple people tittered in the back before bending back down to their work.  The mover was 

stammering an apology to the frowning Bernie, looking shaken down to his boots.  I couldn’t 

sit still anymore, so I leaned over and put on my dusty hand on the boy’s arm.  

“Hey.  Don’t worry about it.  Mistakes happen. Just be careful next time. This is 

delicate work here, and us historians, well we get a bit touchy about our old stuff.”  I smiled 

as I spoke, at once trying to calm both Bernie and the boy down.  He nodded, still looking a 

bit anxious, and moved to readjust the sheet that had slipped in the tussle. “Wait!” Out of 

nowhere, my hand snaked out to grab the boy’s arm.  He jumped again and jerked the sheet 

completely off the statue.  I stared with wide eyes up at the figure before me; I couldn’t look 

away.  

She was beautiful.  Slender arms, tender figure, eyes up cast and hair coiled around 

her face, thrown haphazardly over her shoulder.  Both arms raised, one toward the sky, the 

other cupped to her throat, the statue had the most delicate wrinkle molded across her cream 

forehead.  Her lips were slightly parted as if she’d been just a breath away from speaking but 

in the next second found her voice stolen away, incased instead inside that stone prison and 

locked between her marble lips.  The folds of her Grecian robe flowed and twisted around her 

slight form, and just the hint of white leg and foot peeked out from the bottom of her dress, 

each pleat and crinkle looking too delicate to have been formed from stone.  I had never seen 

a more perfect effigy, or one so sad, full of longing, betrayal, and hate.  

“Where….where did you find her? She’s beautiful, like a goddess or a muse or 

something from a dream...” My voice rasped between suddenly dry lips as I managed to tear 

my eyes away from her startled, wanting face.  I glanced back to the still red mover boy, and 

noticed him staring at me with a funny look on his face.  Peeking at Bernie, and then around 
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at my coworkers, I noted how everyone had pretty much stopped working to gape at me 

gawking at the statute with big doe eyes.  I blushed too, heat trickling up the back of my 

neck.  I cleared my throat and stepped back from the statue, dropping the hand that had been 

creeping up to stroke the velvet stone with a trembling touch. “I mean, it’s very, uh, pretty.  

Nice piece of work, that is. Nice.” I muttered under my breath as I took a couple small steps 

back from the piece, not meeting people’s eyes.  Bernie frowned, looking back and forth from 

me and the statue, and then opened her mouth to speak.  Magnus thankfully swooped in 

before Bernie could utter a word and saved my sorry skin.  

“Hello all! How are we today? Not bad?  Good then! Now, what do we have here? Ah 

yes, the piece from Crete, very nice.”  Magnus rubbed his hands together as he approached, 

deep voice booming out through the dusty ranks of the Ceramics department.  Looming 

above me at over six foot, Magnus clapped a broad and calloused hand on my shoulder and 

leaned in close to peer a bit at the statue.  

His long lashes flickered up and down as those root beer jellybean eyes scoured over 

every stony inch of the statue.  Magnus circled it once or twice with his long fingers tapping 

thoughtfully at his cleft chin. Only after a thorough examination of the statue did Magnus 

turn around.  All of us stood there silently, anxiously awaiting his opinion with caught breath.  

My chest was almost painfully tight, and I dared not breathe.  My hands clenched with 

dread that he would suddenly decide to send the statue away with a casual flick of his hand.  

Magnus had an almost intolerable habit of buying some ‘astounding’ piece at auction, or 

stumbling across ‘the biggest find of the year when on travel through the countryside, usually 

some artifact or family heirloom holed up in an old couple’s barn house for years on end.  

However, as soon as said item had been shipped and received, Magnus would give it one 

more looking over and suddenly deem the whole piece worthless, a complete waste of his 
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time and money.  I’d handled many a piece with trembling hands, excited down to my toes 

about getting to work with it only to have Magnus rip it from my grasp and hurl it away in a 

little fit of temper when his latest project or infatuation hadn’t gone his way.  

Magnus himself was a great guy and an even better boss.  We’d become involved 

romantically during my first year in Ceramics; Magnus tended to pick one of the newbies to 

coddle a bit, both in the work place and in the bedroom.  It wasn’t anything serious, just a 

quickie now and then in the musty stacks, or a sloppy night at his apartment downtown.  He 

was my boss first, though, and I’d known from the beginning not to get too attached.  He’d 

slept with most of the other female workers in Ceramics, not to mention the odd guy 

occasionally, and his reputation preceded him. Magnus was a flirt, but a damn smart one and 

worth his snuff for all that he knew about ancient artifacts.  

Now, though, I hated Magnus’ flighty nature and sporadic refusals.  My hands 

trembled and I clenched chewed-down nails into my palms, arms ridged at my sides with 

tension.  I watched anxiously as Magnus circled the lonely statue with a critical eye.  I didn’t 

know why I was feeling so put out by the thought of Magnus not taking on the statue, most 

likely I wouldn’t even get the chance to work on it no matter how much I pleaded with him. 

Large-scale stone work wasn’t my specialty, anyhow.  But for some reason I didn’t think I 

could stand Magnus saying no to this particular piece. Something about her just seemed so 

alive to me, and I couldn’t let her be wheeled away again into some dank closet to crumble 

and decay in the dark. Her marble eyes stared longingly up at the sky, her hand outstretched, 

and I felt she was pleading to me specifically, begging me for something.  

“Say yes.” I’d blurted it out even before I knew I’d meant to say it, and my face flared 

red yet again.  Magnus turned those root beer eyes on me with a raised eyebrow.  
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“Pardon? You had something to say, Alice?” Magnus tone wasn’t cold, only 

inquisitive. I knew I really hadn’t been here long enough to start making demands of my 

boss, but I had the opportunity to either back down now or take the chance that Magnus 

would actually listen and take on the statue.  Ignoring all my good reasoning, though, I took 

the chance that I’d be overstepping my boundaries and said it again.  

“Take it on, Magnus.  Please. I’ll take personal responsibility for it, I swear.  I think 

this statue could be a pivotal part of the collection.  .” My voice didn’t waver, and I stared full 

force into those jellybean eyes with as much conviction as I could muster. Magnus seemed a 

tad taken back at how forceful my tone was, but I didn’t look away.  He looked at me a 

moment, curiosity welling up behind his. An agonizing moment later, though, he finally 

nodded his consent.  

“Yes. We’ll take it.  Move it right through here, boys and set it up in the corner if you 

would, that’s good lads.” Magnus’ voice boomed again, breaking the tense glare and my 

breath whooshed back into my lungs with a gasp.  I felt lightheaded and shaky and 

triumphant all at once.  My eyes followed the statue as it was once again led away, and the 

same warmth spread all the way to my toes as a stray thought skittered rakishly and unbidden 

into my mind.  She’s all mine now.  Magnus suddenly appeared back at my elbow, voice low.  

“So, Alice my dear, I figured since you seem to have taken such a liking to this particular 

piece, you ought to be the one to look after it. You know, clean it up a bit. Get it ready for 

exhibition.” My hands trembled with excitement at the thought of getting to work with the 

statue.  I could only nod and stare up at him with wide eyes.  He winked back at me, but I 

wasn’t paying him any mind anymore.  My eyes had strayed back to the statue.  

“But, Magnus, sir, who will take on Al’s extra, work? She’s backed up as it is, don’t 

you think? I mean we just got in that extra shipment from Mexico of ceramics and such. Who 
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is going to handle all of that?” Bernie’s shrill voice squelched in between Magnus and me.  

Her brown eyes blinked up at him with unabashed admiration and longing as she shouldered 

her way in front of me.  Magnus spared Bernie only a fleeting glance, though, before turning 

his smirk back to me.  

“Don’t worry about that, Bernie. I’m sure you should be able to handle Alice’s extra 

work on your own.  Thanks for being such a team player,” he said, and with that walked back 

to his office, whistling and swinging his arms as he went.  I watched with horror as Bernie’s 

smile slowly dripped off her face, pale shaking fury welling up instead as she turned back 

toward me in disgust.  

“Bernie,” I began, but she brushed my hand off her shoulder with a jerk.  

“Never mind, Alice. Whatever. It’s fine. I can handle your stuff, don’t worry.  You 

just go play with your precious little statue over there and leave the real work to the rest of us 

poor sods, picking up your slack.” With a disgusted sneer, she turned back to her desk and 

left me standing alone, a sinking weight settling in my stomach.  Bit by bit the rest of the 

floor went back to work as well.  I stood a moment uneasily, but straightened my shoulders 

and walked through the gallery to where the statue waited. 

 

General restoration protocol for any whole piece was relatively straightforward.  One 

had to first examine the piece for any chips, nicks, flaws, cracks, etc. and note them in a log, 

both before and after delicately cleaning away any grime from the surface of the piece.  After 

cleaning, one had to then more thoroughly buff, shine, and polish the piece, while filling in 

cracks or deficiencies in the work.  Once dubbed “floor-ready,” the piece would sit on display 

in any of the museum galleries, or be packed up and sent on tour to any number of other 
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museums.  This process could take any number of weeks, months, or even years on the 

smallest work, depending on the condition of the piece. For such large-scale artifacts as 

statues, however, the process often took years, sometimes consuming an entire career with 

restoration.  Looks often were deceiving, as well; any piece coming through the doors could 

be misleading and give the worker a false sense of optimism on its condition.  Many times, 

however, a tiny crack would go unnoticed and all at once spread like a virus, slowly decaying 

the work’s integrity from the inside and reducing it to pieces with the slightest touch.  

My heart was racing as I made my way through the swinging doors and over to the 

statue in the corner, once again covered with a sheet.  Breath coming fast, eyes wide with 

muscles taught and tight with anticipation, I whipped the curtain off again and let the beige 

fabric waft down to puddle on the floor around the cream marble goddess.  

 

I spent the rest of the day in the gallery with the statue, examining every inch of the 

stone before me, the slight dirt smudges marring her smooth cheek, admiring the flawless 

curve of each fold in her dress, and marveling at the sheer detail of this piece.  I couldn’t tear 

my eyes away, nor could I stop touching the velvety stone.  People would pop in and out, but 

I registered them only as blurs trudging past.  Hours flew by in inconsequential chunks as I 

studied the pale figure and I wondered at every second what it was that attracted me to her so.  

Before long it was after midnight and the janitor was banging his mop and bucket around 

outside the door.  I didn’t feel tired, as I should have been.  My mind and heart were still 

racing as I pondered about from where this beautiful girl had come.  Her blank, unseeing eyes 

implored me for release, but what sort of release, I did not know.  The questions of who had 

created her, how she came to be writhed under my skin and fillled my whole mind with an 

unbearable scratchy and static itch for answers.  I left the sheet off the statue that night, and a 
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single light on in the gallery to illuminate the slender silhoutte through the night so that she  

might not feel too lonely there in the dark after I’d gone.  

 

The weeks passed quickly after her arrival.  I ended up calling her my stone muse.  

She inspired me to make her come alive for everyone else, and I delved into restoration work 

with a frenzy.  I became obsessed with making her ready for the world to see; as much as I 

secretly wanted to keep her all to myself, locked away just me and her, I also wanted to flaunt 

my beautiful girl.  I was her mirror, reflecting her beauty and grace onto the world.  My 

thoughts never strayed too far from the granite girl, nor did I.  I saw a blossom of life within 

her marble countenance, and I sought to bring that life to the surface.  My time became 

devoted entirely to her; cleaning, inspecting, talking with her as I puttered around possesivley 

wiping clean the dust and dirt spotting her otherwise flawless countenance. I was making her 

perfect again, piecing back together the broken and neglected stone girl, and making her 

whole once more. 

Soon enough all my clothes were covered in a dusty pale cream from so much time 

spent buffing and scrubbing at the statue.  My fingernails were permanently clogged with 

dust, making my hands as pale as the statue’s. My dry hands weren’t as soft and smooth as 

her’s, though, as they occasionally split and bled from too much polishing.  None of that 

mattered to me, though.  I couldn’t tear myself away if I wanted.  I didn´t find enough time in 

the day to stop for too many breaks, so I ended up skipping lunch a couple of days.  Bernie 

would complain when I didn´t make it home for dinner most nights, but I took to ignoring her 

after the first couple times that happened, and soon enough she stopped bothering me at all.  I 

rarely saw her, spending most of my time at the office in back with the statue, and barely 

staggering home before midnight most nights.  As often as I could, I´d go in early; the 
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department was empty and quiet and I found I could focus all the better without other people 

distracting me.   

 

One late night, the swollen moon hovering in the background of my small studio, 

bathing my granite girl in pale and dusty swirls, I decided to go looking for more information 

about my marble muse.  Magnus had an entire crew on board to dig up any and all 

information on the pieces that were brought into the studio, and carefully log them in the 

stacks.  My fingers clacked the plastic keys before I began scouring the stacks.  After a 

couple hours of searching, there were a lot of listings for “Crete” and even more for “woman 

statue,” I finally found what I was looking for; a bit of back history on the statue.   

 Apparently the statue had been found in the home of a wealthy arts collector in the of 

south Ireland.  He was get older and decided to start wittling down his collection, as much as 

it pained him. He had had the statue in his possession for close to sixty years, and it was the 

highlight of his collection.  His wife, before she took off one day unexpectedly, had loved the 

statue best of all. Mr. Field has kept it in the basement for many years since his wife 

disappeared.  It had gathered a bit of dust since, and so a friend of Magnus’ had gone and 

looked at it before deciding that it was worth purchasing.  He had had taken it off the guy’s 

hands for no less than a small fortune.  My eyes boggled a little at the price, but at the same 

time a tiny voice in my head reminded me that she, of course, was well worth it.   

 According to the file on the previous owner, Mr. Field had gotten the statue at an art 

auction in the 1950’s.   The piece had been passed around to only three listed previous 

owners, many of which had possessed it for almost as long as Mr. Field had, all except the 

very last one.  The owner before Mr. Field had been a very young heiress, dainty, pretty little 

thing obsessed with art.  She had only owned it for about a year before she one day vanished, 
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leaving no note, no trace, nothing to explain it.  No other information could be dug up about 

the statue, let alone its origin beyond Crete, and so I decided to head home for the evening.  

As I shut the lights off that night in the gallery, I could feel the statue’s blind eyes following 

me out the door.  

 

I spent increasing amounts of time at work until I was clocking in at close to eighty 

hours a week.  Magnus and Bernie had both forgiven me for my outburst that day at work, 

but soon enough when I started devoting time entirely to my granite girl, the two of them 

became bitter and jealous, lost souls without me to fill their lives with meaning.  Bernie 

confronted me one day as I got ready for work, stopping me as I made my way to the door.  

“Where are you going, Alice? It’s five in the morning.” Bernie’s voice was gravelly as 

she shuffled towards me from the kitchen, flicking on a light as she went.  

“Oh, I didn’t mean to wake you.  Go back to bed, I’m just going to pop into work a bit 

early today.  I left some stuff undone yesterday that I want to take care of before everyone 

else starts coming in.  You know how much I enjoy the quiet in the mornings.” My cracked 

lips grinned at Bernie as I reached for the door, but her hand snaked forward and grabbed the 

sleeve of my jacket as I tried to slip out.  

“Wait, no.” Her voice was stern now, brow creased in what was becoming an ever-

present frown.  Her brown eyes flickered back and forth across my face and her voice dipped 

down a notch as she spoke softly to me. “You never went in this early in the mornings before 

that stupid statue arrived a couple of months ago. Ever since that day, you’ve not been 

yourself. What is it about that old thing that’s got you so obsessed all of the sudden? I gotta 

say, it’s a bit off in my opinion, this attachment you’ve got to that piece of stone.” A sharp 
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pange hit me in the stomach at her distasteful description of my statue, my girl, and a bitter 

retort sprung to my tongue unbidden.  

“Wow Bernie, I never knew you to be the kind of girl to get jealous over a statue.  

Don’t you have any other friends to hang with except for your flat mate, or can no one else 

stand you for that long?” My voice dripped venom,and I jerked my arm back from her limp 

fingers before slamming shut the door on her shocked, pale face.  A slight stirring of guilt 

welled up in my chest but soon enough a  licking, writhing resentment replaced it instead and 

I only ducked my shoulders against the sudden wind, plowing on toward the museum instead 

of turning back to the flat.  

Magnus came up behind me soon after I arrived at work still fuming from my 

encounter with Bernie.  I’d been avoiding his calls and visits to the flat.  His attention and 

obsession with me wasn’t flattering anymore; he seemed to me now a pathetic, whiny little 

man who couldn’t keep it in his pants any length of time. He didn’t have the maturity or 

reserve my stone girl possessed; he seemed just a horny school boy compared to her.  

Magnus sauntered in and wrapped his large arms around me as I brushed at a fold of my 

muse’s dress, polishing the same spot until it shone.  This time, though, as his slightly 

crooked nose nuzzled the back of my neck, the old stirrings I’d felt, warm and fuzzy 

butterflies aflutter in my stomach, slowly twisted into an irritated buzzing that made me itchy 

and uncomfortably hot where his rank breath steamed down on my skin.  Pulling away, I 

backed against the wall and watched Magnus with narrowed eyes.  His cocky grin and liquid 

movements infuriated me as he tried to tug me back into his embrace.  The ease in which he 

yanked at my shirt and tried to slip his hands into my back pockets as I pushed in futility at 

his broad chest only fueling my outrage at being disturbed.  



 

13 
 

“You have no idea how much I’ve missed you,” he whispered against my cheek, 

turning my head to plant a sloppy kiss on my unresponding lips. “You seem to not have 

anymore time for you dear old Magnus. But we’re alone now. No one else will be here for at 

least an hour.” He gave me a smug grin and began to unbuckle his belt.  

 “Is there something work-related that I can help you with, Magnus?” My voice had a 

steely clip to it which stopped himin his tracks, hands on the top button of his courderoy’s.  I 

kept an unwavering stare on him and watched as he gulped like a goldfish for some witty 

answer. “If not, then if you don’t mind, I have a lot of work to do.”  I raised my eyebrows at 

him and nodded nonchalantly at the door before settling myself once more on the stool in 

front of her.  I didn’t pay attention as he left in a huff, already muttering to my stony girl 

again, losing myself in exploring what it was about her that radiated such life.   

 

 It seemed to me that with each pulsing moment, with each passing stroke of my hand 

or a brush over her cream cheek or arm, life flared under her skin more and more.  As I 

worked, as I muttered and chattered to her, passed trembling fingers over the soft folds of her 

gown, pressed palm to stony palm and cupped her delicate chin in my hand.  I began to see a 

spark of life grow within her, called up from the depths of her stony heart by the sound of my 

voice, me lulling the sleeping life within in her back into existence. 

 As I breathed out, she breathed in, and with each day more breath filled her shallow 

lungs. A faint pink glossed itself over her once only pale cheeks, lips growing red and plump 

as I kissed life into them.  My stone muse, my granite girl came to life before my eyes one 

day, delicate foot gently quivering, pale hand reaching not up toward the heavens, but 

towards me, unseeing eyes blinking once and then fixating their solid blue stare into mine for 

the first time.  As she shifted, blinked, and moved, her black hair trickled over pale shoulders 
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to tickle my outstretched hand and my nose filled with the salty tang of ocean, lemon, and 

jasmine that settled over her porcelain skin, now unearthed from its unyielding marble cell.  

 Yet as she began to gasp in the crisp air, shallow breaths drawing deeper and fuller 

and filling her swelling chest with each intake, I found my own breaths grow more laborous, 

a stone weight settling on my chest.  Her skin lit with pulsing life, golden radiance sparking 

under the surface even as the color faded from my arms and hands and legs, leaving them a 

pale cream.  My sight grew dim, tongue and lips no longer finding the strength to speak, and 

yet I ached to cry or scream or call out to the figure coming alive before my eyes.  I didn’t 

understand what was happening.  I felt dizzy and disoriented and scared, oh so scared, as 

each of my limbs began to tingle and freeze up.  I reached toward my beautiful girl who was 

now bending each arm and shaking out her black hair as she peered around.  As my imploring 

hand trembling toward her in a silent plea, my granite girl turned blue eyes filled with stony 

silence and stony hate towards me only for a second.  My heart caught in my throat as she 

stared at me with such icy rage that my cold face could feel her eyes like an electric slap to 

the cheek.  Her pale red lips curled into a sneer for the briefest of moments.  Then she was 

out the door and gone.  One hand outstretched to the heavens, the other cupped to my throat, I 

silently screamed as the cream descended on me, locking me forever into my marble prison.  


