When 7 look at it T imagine a chicken dnamotick, when ] touct ct

7 feel a maseam of memonies and a naron sharg edge.

D hold with a finm tight gt and wonden, “what was it wsed for?”
Deadly starp edges and weighted quite a bt - 7 guarantee it was
in the wan, Austher thought could it be a paddle, Then my eyee
wander off searching the scalfitune for magnificent Ronu pattorns
canved inte the patu. Tu te time it probably wodld have been a
weapon but today it ots on my cabinet like an oament — a
neminder of timed fadt. '1

By Cory




