Mandi wandered Studdard’s Antiques, browsing all the handcrafted items on display.  The ones with rich, ornate details were her favorite.  Rounding the corner at the end of the aisle, she ran smack-dab into someone.
“Oh, my!”  She reached to help steady the elderly gentleman.  “I am so sorry.  I should have been paying closer attention.”
“Oh, it’s alright.”  He assured her after regaining his balance.  He then gave her a warm smile that spread to his crystal blue eyes, causing them to appear to twinkle.  
“Is this shop yours?”
“Yes, ma’am, Harvey Studdard at your service.”  He extended his right hand in greeting.
Mandi happily shook his hand. “It’s wonderful to meet you.  My name is Mandi.”
“The pleasure is all mine, Mandi.  May I help you find something?”
“Oh, I’m not looking for anything in particular.  I just love looking and collecting.”
“What sort of things do you like?”
“I like it all, but pieces with detailed carvings are my passion.”
His eyes lit up at this statement.
“In that case, I have something I would like to show you.”  
Mandi followed him to a row of shelves in the back of the store, where he pointed to a beautiful, hand-carved, wooden angel.  
“It’s beautiful!”  Mandi took it from the shelf and caressed the smooth, walnut wood.
The intricate details of the angel’s wings were breathtaking.  
“It is a bookend.”  Mr. Studdard clarified.
“Oh, really?  Where is its mate?”  Mandi began to scan the shelves.
“See, this here bookend is special.  It has a legend that goes along with it.” 
“Ok, I’ll bite.  What’s the story?”
“Well, legend has it, this bookend has divine powers.”
“Devine, as from God?”
“Exactly.”  Mr. Studdard smiled. “Supposedly, whoever owns this bookend will find their own mate by finding its mate.”
Mandi laughed.
“You don’t believe me?”
“No, I believe that is the legend.  It just seems a little farfetched, don’t you think?”
“How do you think I found my wife?”  It was now his turn to laugh.  “You just look at it a little longer.  If you decide to buy it, I will assure you that you will be most happy with your purchase.”  
With that, he turned and walked away.  Mandi looked back at the wooden angel in her hand.
It really was a beautiful piece.  She tipped it over to read the price tag on the bottom and found it to be a reasonable price.  Finally, she decided that she would get the piece even though she did not have the mate to it.


Mandi made her purchase and then made her way out of the store and to her car.  As she drove, she kept glancing over in the passenger seat at the angel.  

“Divine powers.”  Mandi chuckled. “If only it was true, then I could meet the man of my dreams.”  She wistfully mocked.
Two months later, she decided to take the angel to the antique show in town to get it appraised.  It probably wasn’t worth anything, but who knows, right?
When it was Mandi’s turn, an older woman led her into a room and told her that an appraiser would be with her shortly.  She decided to browse the collection of antiques strewn about the room while she waited.
“Hello, my name is Mark.  How may I help you today?”  The deep and rich voice startled her. 

Mandi turned and found herself stricken speechless by the handsome face before her.
Finally, she found her voice. “Hello, I am . . . Mandi.”
“Mandi, do you  . . . have  . . . Something to be appraised?”  Was he as flustered as she was?
“Uh . . . Yes.  I have this angel.”  Clumsily, she unwrapped the piece.  Mark gasped.   
“Is something wrong?” She worried.
“Uh, no, nothing is wrong.  Where did you get this, if I may ask?”
“Studdard’s Antiques.  It’s a small shop here in town.”
“Yes, I know the place well.”
“You do?”
“Yes.  Tell me, did you meet Harvey Studdard while you were there?”
“I did!  Odd little fellow, but very likable.  How do you know him?’
Mark smiled, causing her heart to run wild.  “He sold me the mate to this bookend two months ago.”
