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Editorial

Aswe renow inthemidst of thefestive season, it seemed likeagood ideato re-run ashort story |
wrote back in 1989 and publishedin the Collectors News of that winter. Jonesisafictiona antiquesdealer
| created just for fun and this Christmas adventure wasthefirst of several . Looking back now on how
thingswereitislikewewerein adifferent world then and adifferent type of antiquesbus nesstoo.

The change since those hal cyon days hasbeen fundamental and far reaching. Imagineaworld without
GST, compuiters, freetradeand no U.S. terrorist scaresto keep al our southern neighbours away. We
didn’t worry too much about holding onto stock then because operating costswere reasonable and there
wasawaysagood chance of moving it alongto our regular, repesat clientele. We could al'so spendtime
dispensing constant free adviceto personswith property disposal problemsmaking many freehousecalls.
Wea so stocked all manner of odds and endslike decanter stoppers, misc. silver flatwareand chinatofill in
sets, old keysfor clocksand cabinetsand thelist goeson.

All these nostal gic thoughts have cometo thefore recently with our impending move away from
South Granville. Who woul d have thought that the nel ghbourhood would haveturned into an avenuefor
boring ubiquitous chain storeswhose huge profit margins can absorb the ever rising rentsand property
taxes? It lookslikewherever wego our spacewill besmaller so that thefocusof our businesswill be
different. Thenext timel put pento paper for another episode of Jonesit will havetoinvolvehow he's
dedlt with the computer agewhichwill probably involvealot of personal imput from meonthat onel

Best wishestodl andyou' |l hear frommeagaininthe New Year!



SHARP STHEWORD —A CHRISTMAS STORY

i 1 ‘Twas amonth before Christmas and Jones, the antique
A dealer, wasfeeling decidedly glum ashe surveyed the
. half-open cardboard boxes onthefloor behind his desk.
of 5 £22 Hehad needed morestock inahurry for the Christmas
- | | tradeandthiswastheresult of hismorning’sbuying
@l (it e ~=1 endeavours. Viewed under the bright lightsof hisshop,
| s i - some of thethingsbought under gloomy conditionsand
w7 i inhastelooked redlly quite pathetic. Two figurineshad

' 4 haircrackson their bodiesand some crystal had chipsand he
“__ | wasonly onthesecond box.

“Never buy in basements’ washisfriend and colleague, Tony Davis number onerulein how to makea
start onyour first millionin theantique business. Another onewas*Don't believe everything peopletdl
you”. Thesetwo commandmentsof thetrade accordingto T.D. preoccupied Jonesheavily at that moment
ashe poked amongst hishaul fromthe old lady’sbasement. To distract himself from what was shaping up
to beaminor disaster he poured himself acoffee and hunted for acigarette. Thelatter heblithely litupin
contravention of thecity’sno smoking baninretail establishmentsand tried to figure out whether hewas
going to come out ahead on thistransaction or not. Ashislittlegrey cellstackled percentages, hefailedto
look around asthe shop door opened. 1t was only when brisk footsteps echoed down thelength of the
shop did heglance around to seewho it was. Ashedid so, he nearly choked on the cup of coffee he had
just brought to hislips, for bearing down on him wasMiss Dol ores Sharp clutching abulky plastic Safeway
bag in her bony hand.

Miss Sharp wasthe current bane of Jones' existence. Thenameschanged but the personalitiesrarely
ever did. Thislady had recently retired from her job at adepartment store and to punish the antiquesworld
shehad developed apassion to find out more about her late mother’sthings. Jones’ incidental roleinthis
grand scheme of thingswasthat of asounding board. Thiswould have been okay if Joneshad been ableto
buy anything on whichtoturn aprofit and Miss Sharp didn’t havetheextremely irritating habit of inssting
on being correct about something she had little practical knowledge of. So thiswasnot turning out to behis
morning, but being the man of mettlethat hewas, he steel ed himself remembering the old Chinese proverb
“Hewho cannot smile shouldn’t runshop”. Something remotely resembling asmilecreased Jones
countenance as hegreeted hisunwelcomevisitor.

“Good morning, Mr. Jones’ said Miss Sharp as she plonked herself into theclient’schair acrossfrom
Jones desk. “I’vefound asilver entréetray amongst mother’ sthings—how muchwill you givemefor it?’
So saying the Safeway bag was deposited in front of Jones' jaded vision. Heunwrapped thetop fromthe
bottom both of whichwere swaddled in many layersof tissue. Whenthetreasurewasfinaly revealedinall
itshighly polished glory, Smith turned thetray upside down and found the E.PN.S. ssampinaflash.



“It'snot serling silver, Miss Sharp but plate.”

Miss Sharpjerked to attentionin her chair asif stung by abee. “Impossible’ shetrumpeted “M other
told meit wassterling silver many times, asher mother had told her.”

“Takealook at it yoursdlf” Jonesreplied pushing thetray acrossthedesk, “if it wassterling it would
say so or haveassay marks. Thishasneither, just thesilverplate stamp.”

Miss Sharp’sfacelooked like shewas bearing the brunt of being thefirst to hear of thefall of Rome
to the barbarians or some other calamitousevent. Her lipstwitched asshemanfully tried toregain her
composure. Still shewasmade of stern stuff and uttered another famouswarrior’s parting words*“ | Shall
Return” asshegathered her effectstogether and briskly left on her missionto unravel themystery of the
entréetray. Assheleft the shop and began to crossthe street she could not get theideaout of her head
that Jones could beright and Mother wrong. So obsessed was shewiththisideathat shewastotally
obliviousto her surroundings, aswasthe man sitting with the phonein hisright hand, who should have
known much better.

Asthefront door closed behind Miss Sharp, Jones, not for thefirst time, tried torationalize his
methods of obtaining goodsfor hisshop. You had to go out on house callseven though nine out of ten
wereawaste of time and you had to encourage them to bring thingsinto the shop even though theresults
wereoftensimilar. He consoled himself with thethought that thelaw of averages should pay off onceina
whilewith something exciting and eminently saleable. Hisblood pressurewasdowly droppingtoa
medically more acceptablelevel whentherewasashrieking of brakesdown the street. Thiswasfollowed
by atremendousthump as metal and plastic crumpled under theimpact of what wasobviousy asevere
collison. Jones jangled nervesdidn't need that extrajolt to their el asticity with the predictableresult that
the Royal Doulton figure he hadin hishand landed up onthefloor.

Hedecided to sit for amoment, takein adeep breath and assessthe damage. He gingerly picked
thefigureup, hisanxiety transferred from to whatever carnage had happened outsideto possible
destructioninside. He shut out the sound of many sirens on the street — accidentswere now an everyday
occurrence on the busy thoroughfare—and concentrated on thefigure. He cursed under hisbreath as saw
that * Pretty Lady’ wasno longer pretty, she had been dismembered at thearm. Therewent hishaul for the
morning because Pretty Lady’ had been the star attraction for which he had paid star rates; the supporting
cast of bric-a-brac wasjust that: unmemorable. Macaroni and cheesewaslooking likeadistinct possibility
for Christmasdinner if thingskept up at thisrateand, remembering Miss Sharp’ sparting words, he could
no doubt count on another visit from her in the not too distant future. Some holiday seasonto look forward
to.

Over the next couple of weeksthingsdidn’t improvetoo much. Nothing exciting was bought and
Tony Daviscamein and when helearned what happened, theinevitable phrase sprungto hislips“ Don't
buy inbasements’. Theonly bright spot wasthat Miss Sharp hadn’t been in to bug him; hefound out why
on the Wednesday before Christmas.

With the 25" amerefive days off, business had been picking up considerably and Joneswas
delighted to see asteady trickle of small china, silver and bric-a-brac eave the shop destined for Santa
Claus. Hewasinthemiddle of one such salewhen there was aknocking on the back door. Hehad to
ignoretheunknown visitor for acoupleof minutesuntil he had concluded the sale and bade the purchaser
“Merry Christmas’. When hereached the back door hefound standing outside, amiddle-aged lady witha
cheerful, ruddy face, framed by aprofusion of prematurely grey hair. Shewasshort and stout in statureand



had ared overcoat on under which black boots protruded. It wasimpossible not tofed friendly towards
her and Jonesgave her abig smile.

“You must beMr. Jones. I’ vegot aparcel for youinthe car whichistoo heavy and awkward for me
tolift.” Jonesexcused himself for aminute, locked thefront door and put on hisjacket for it washitterly
coldwithahint of snow intheair. Hefollowed thelady to the back of her car and as shelifted therear
hatch he saw alarge, oblong parcel tied up in brown paper and string with hisnameoniit.

“1 supposethisisasort of Christmas present for you Mr. Jones. Miss Sharp didn’t drive and about
threeweeks ago she called meover to help her takethis picture out of the basement and to put it into my
car. Then| wassupposed to dropit off toyou. | got theimpression shenever really liked it and after her
Mother passed away in 1970, shejust stuck it out of sight.” At the mention of that name Jonesviewed the
parcel with the utmost suspicion and not adegree of hogtility. What wasthat woman fobbing off on him
now? Hehad hoped for areprieve until the New Year at least. Thelady inthered coat seemed oblivious
toJones glowering expression.

“ S0, | was passing your way today and thought | would drop it off to clear out thecar. I’'m sureshe
would havewanted you to haveit. Thereareno surviving relationsand | supposetheestatewill wind up
withthecity anyway.” Sheadded, by way of explanation “wewere neighbors, you know. Now you takeit
away becausel’ vegot other ddliveriestoday!”

Ashestruggled to get what seemed to be avery heavy picture out of the car, Jonesalso struggled to
findtheright words.

“Youmean Miss Sharpisnolonger with us?” was hisincredul ousresponse ashe heaved the
awkward brute out onto the ground thinking “ Good L ord, she’ sgiving me asmuch troublein death asshe
hadinlife. I'm goingto get ahernialifting thisthingaround.”

“Youdidn't know?’ thelady inred said solicitoudly “run over by acar, shewasfar fromhere. Don’'t
you read the newspapers? It wasin the Times about three weeksago.” Jones, whose newspaper reading
wasmainly confined to the classifieds, shook hishead. “Well, | hopeyou got something that’sgoing to
make somemoney for you. You' ve probably earned it knowing our Miss Sharp.” Andwiththat telling
parting sentence, thelady inred hopped into her car and drove off into the gathering dusk. Joneswatched
her go and stood there until shewaswell out of sight, and muttering to himself, “Well, | never” struggled
with the parcel back into the shop and | eft it propped up against afiling cabinet. Therethe picture stood
unopened until after closing on ChrissmasEve.

Joneswas pouring himself asmall sherry to cel ebratethe end of the Christmas selling season when his
eyealighted ontheparcel. Hedecided to openit asit wasinamanner of speaking apresent —avery well
deserved one—and it was Christmason themorrow. Hehad very little expectations, for asthelady in red
had said it was out of the basement. He cut the string at the back and slowly tore of f the wrapping paper to
revedl, surprisingly, the art deal ership stamp of anow long deceased local dealer who had areputation for
sdlingfairly decent paintings. It was seeing that name or the sherry, or acombination of both, that raised
hisspiritsalittleand hewrenched off thelast of thethick brown paper with somevigour. Hethenturned
thepicturearound to face himself.



When he saw the colourful image of children playing on sunlit sasndshe started to smile, then hebegan
chuckling and finally laughed out al oud when he bent down to look at the signaturewhichwasbarely
discernableunderneath theglass. He propped up theoil painting so that it faced hisdesk and then turned
hischair aroundtofaceit. Ashesat down hewastill laughingto himsalf. “Thesilly old biddy” hethought
“shewas so convinced she knew everything and nothing she brought me wasworth much and now this.”
Hesuddenly felt adesirefor something stronger todrink. Therewasstill half abottleof * clients Scotch left
and he poured himsdlf ahefty dug into acoffee cup. Asthefiery spiritshitinto hisempty stomach, he
pondered on the gamethat i sthe antiques business.

Tenyearsago hewould havetold Miss Sharp the painting wasworth little— her mother must have
bought it for the similarity in name— pictures have been bought for all kinds of reasons. And now it was
worth acoupleof yearssaary to himif themarket didn’t turn downward before he could get it to London.

Jones mentally congratul ated himself that he had got through another year and 1990 was
beginning to look pretty good thanksto thetwo Sharps. Dorotheaand Dolores. And, of course, Mumsie
for theone and only thing she ever bought that turned out right. Another celebratory scotch wasin order.
Jonesdowned it in double quick time and then helightheartedly stumbled off into thewinter’ snight for
hearth and home.

* For those of you not cogni zant with the vol atile art market, the English artist Dorothea Sharp
(1875—1955) hasbeen adarling of theart market during the eighties after languishing in obscurity since
her death. Inthe sixtiesand the seventiesher prolificworkssold for very little—sometimesunder a
hundred dollars—now much of it isin thetens of thousands.

An update on 2006 pricesfor Dorothea Sharp. After going off theboil abitinthe 1990s, there has
been aresurgence of interest and pricesin post-impressionistic art with theresult that asin 1989 Dorothea
Sharpisnow riding high again. Jonesdidn’t hang onto hispainting but did aright in theart bull market of
1990.



A funitem - asolid brassduck. Probably bought from
McMordiesintheheyday of the brasscrazeinthelate 70s.
$95. It stand nearly 10" high.

AlargeRoya Dux Polar Bear. Approx. 12" high.
Czechodovakia. ¢.1950+ $595

A Moorcroft ‘ Orchid’ VASE from
England. Blueinitialsand painted
and impressed marks. 6” high.
C.1940s. $595

A Moorcroft’ clematis VASE from England. 7.5” high
Blueinitialsand painted and impressed marks. ¢.1940s $650.




‘Cowichan River, Vancouver Idand’ by Arthur Burchett
(exh.1880-1913). Anoil PAINTING oncanvas. 20" x 30”.
Signed and dated (1921) and inscribed. Burchett exhibited at
theRA, RI and other British ingtitutionsand presumerably
painted thison atripto Canada. $2,200.

A Salmon Trophy givenin Chinook, Wash. on
Sept.2, 1956, Thefish caught weighed 36lbs
12.50z.! 14.5" high. $295.




A magnificent Porcelain LION onastand.
Thiswas#32 of 250 issued back inthe
|970s by the Renai ssance Design Studio

Ltd.inEngland. Itisof impressvesize13’
x 18”. $1,200

A pair of Silverplateon

A Rosenthal New Years(?) PLATE from Copper CANDLE- _
Germany. Dated 1912. 8” diameter. $175 STICKSof ornatedesign.
Maker Forbes, USA &

19th cent. 9.5” high.$450

_ Theenlarged and revised Meican
Thelatest Hislop. Itsheavy at Hallmark Book. 288pp. $32
2352 pages. $259

Tony’s2007 CanadianArt Sales

Index Book. 176pp. and still
$45
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