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You sat on my shelf a very long time.

You were dull, so you got pushed to the back.

You gathered dust and became less than prime.

Ultimately you were tossed in the sack.

The sack contents was washed for the auction.

There in the water was color and shine!

At last the promise returned with caution.

Shapes coalesced into cabs over time.

Your rugged odd shape was carefully cut

To view the cabochon hidden inside.

Each edge was cut to avoid every rut.

So the end product had nothing to hide.

The cab thus formed and polished gave promise

To rocks on shelves reduced to a grimace.

