Sage Shell
As I turn the worn spiral shell about in my cupped hand, I notice first its imperfections and this increases my intimacy with it. The summit of the shell is surrounded by ripples like the eyes of an old, wise woman. It understands me and peers at me knowingly. Around the summit fall strands of soft, silver-gray hair, dull from many years of sun, sea and salt. It is cracked, rough and dry – a broken column in a roman ruin. It is an ancient artifact that tells stories of endless travels upon the raging, whispering waves. Like the billowing, ivory sails of Odysseus’s ship, one side of the shell extends upward in effortless, organic curves. 
My fingers caress the shock of shiny gold that borders the opening of the shell. It is the glowing shore of a Caribbean island. Then it morphs into a dribble of caramel down the side of my plastic Frappaccino cup. Finally it is an amber sunset that sparkles over tranquil waters. 
My focus turns to the mushroom gills that adorn the flap. They fan out across the porcelain-white surface like blades of graphite-colored grass. A thin sheet of gradually rising water at one end and a thick mass of turbulence at the other, teetering at the edge, waiting to descend back toward the golden beach, the flap has become a breaking wave. The patterns of the ocean, the rippling of the waves and the ebb and flow of the tides seem to have been absorbed by this shell. The crown shape of the spiral is not one of decadent monarchy, but instead a marred laurel wreath, worn with wisdom, experience, accomplishment and failure. Although not shiny and polished like the tourist shop variety so often prized by sticky-fingered children, this shell is an original - and through its imperfections shows its authenticity. It is blemished and that makes it all the more attractive to a flawed, yet well-meaning observer like me.  For it is our faults that truly make us individuals, and therefore, beautiful and unique.
