
The name of this shell is itself a metaphor – fig shell. When I hold it upside down, it resembles a colorless fig. The rotund body gently tapers to a narrow shaft, the stem of the fruit. Yet this fig shell lacks the vitality, sustenance, and hue of its namesake. It is merely an empty and pallid husk. Then it transforms into an ancient piece of pottery, a vase or water vessel used eons ago, but now vacant and purposeless. 
Lined with raised striations, the shell is an aged piece of rolled-up graphing paper. My nails sing a cacophonous tune as they scratch the grid of alternating grooves and protrusions. Then the lines morph into the warp and woof of woven fabric waiting to be dyed. On the convex surface of the shell I notice a tan smudge, a sepia-toned finger print made by a previous owner. 
Viewed from the top, the shell becomes a swirl of whipped topping or the mesmerizing vortex of a bull’s eye, pulling me in towards the center. The curves radiating from the central knob are the ever-widening ripples in a pond after a pebble has been tossed in or an insect has flitted by. When observed in its entirety, the crown of the shell resembles an unappetizing cinnamon roll, bland and inedible.
The interior of this fig shell appears lifeless like the surface of the moon, pockmarked with chalky imperfections, yet glossy when angled toward the light. The lines on the outer surface of the shell appear as fish bones when viewed from the inside. The slender tip of the shell has the semblance of an elderly lady’s nail, yellowing, transparent, pointing threateningly. A crack in the fan-like edge reveals the frailty of the shell. Like a dry, brittle bone, it seems on the verge of disintegration.
This ancient ruin of a shell has survived out of antiquity and rests silently on the table before me. I believe it is but a pale shadow of the vibrant entity it used to be, a home to a living animal, a wandering ship upon the sea, a valiant sword-wielding warrior of the deep. Yet, today it has become my muse and reaffirms my belief that there is beauty in every stage of life. 
