20 Sin the beginning
there was the wood. @And the Merb looked upon the

wood and saw that it wag good; straight of grain and
gound of body. It was worthy of being turned.

And so The Merb took the wood unto his shop and
therein remobed those pieces not suited to its destiny.
In big handsg, through many turng of the creator lathe,
its form took shape. Then came much rubbing with
eber Decreasing grits of the 1Boly Sandpaper until
The Merb looked upon his creation and said, "It is
good and ¥ ghall name thee, Gavel." Be anointed it
with the sacred Parnish and provwounced it ready fo
gerbe Ber Worship, Mapor Murphpy. Thereafter to
gitteth at her left hand, its Four Pear Mission to
geek ouf digorder and bring it to peace; to Yenmand
attention when aftention was required; to boldly pound
where no gavel has pounded before...



1Ber Worship looked upon Gabvel and declared that
herveafter it shall be her probince alone and that no
others shall touch it. ¥rath be upon any who should
deign fo Do so.

And 8o it came to pags that Gabel sat at Ber left
hand lo those many pears, untouched, unpounded and
unfulfilled in its desting. Phereupon one day The
Merh appeared with 3 netw gavel; shinp, well polished
and civcled with a gleaming gold band engrabed with
the names of the Council of Five and Gabel despaired
for it knetw its daps were at an end.

At the depth of its degpair, Gabvel called out, "take me
from this place that I might at least see twhat
wonders that exist outside of this realm. And lo it
thanced that a member of the Council of Fibe was
nearby and oberheard its plea. "3 shall take you unto
me my friend," he said, "as I go forth into the
vigtant land of Fowa. Mapbe there Be shall find neiw
purpoge and meaning."



fﬂibe QEplt Journey

of MHlayor
Murphy's Gavel...

(Certain faces habe been blurred to protect the dislopal)



@ur journey beging in the quiet western Iowa village of
®lentwood. Gabel could feel the excitement.
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Off to an early start with itg strange, wheeled trabeling
companions.




Gavel met Mapor BWlackburn of Malvern, Jotwa and was given
the key to the tity. "@lga, @Gavel," the Mapor gaid, I have no
need of pou. My calcified corn cob gerbes me twell."

Aext he came upon the Mapor of Tubor but Gavel had a hard
time taking him seriously despite his saintly garb.




Alag, in the Tolon of Shenandoah, city hall wasg cloged.
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Hotweber, three fair maidens could hardly restrain themseloes,
Gabel barely escaped with its honour intact,




In Palligea, Fowa they held a parade in his honour,

Thep begaed it to stay and be their gabvel but Gabvel feared any
toton that made a tourist attvaction out of an axe murder's house.




@long the way to the next toton, Gabel spent some quiet time with the
local Sherift.




PHotweber, he had to flee for hig life when he found himself in the
handg of this man!

Another cloge call in the toton of Biagonal, Gavel was taken by
pirates but escaped when it pointed out that they were nearly 2000
mileg from anp ocean.
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Rolling into the busy toton of Mt. Apr, Gavel encountered BHis
Worghip. The Mayor took Gavel in hand but after a sip from the Red
Solo Cup decided he wag alveady smashed enongh.
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$ot one to stand in the way of fashion, the Sheriff of BHumestoton or
mapbe he wag Mapor, (be did not geem to knotw for sure) fell

encaptured with Gabvel but Gavel felt hig sheet map have once had a

hood and decided to mobe on.



Bhile in Bumestoton Gabel decided that gince he had been witness to
much bull in his home toton, he should experience some Iowa bull as
tell to vound out hig experiences. |

Long daps on dusty roads along with strong ale [ed Gabel to this twell
decorvated place of veposge,
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"@oly gee," said Gavel, "I don't think we are in Kangag anpmore!
"Be never were pe knothead,” said his nameless companion, "pe twere
and are still in Jowa."




Finding itself in the middle of Nowhere without a bathroom in sight,
Gavel was forred fo utilize a natural regource.
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PBaving witnessed many others making an ags of themselves, Gavel
decided to gibe if a fup.



Big quest neaving an end and feeling the depregsion that comes
with a destiny unfulfilled, Gabvel needed a lift, In the totwn of
Sigourney, thig froop cheered him up.

o -
Q"d'm.li' >

Questing ig thivsty work and eben oak needs refreshment from
time to time. Thig wapside tabern proved a timelp happenstance.




Fearing trouble along the final leg of its quest, Gavel agked for a
militarp escort.

the shore of the mighty Mississippi River.



Regigned to its fate pet tweary from its journep, Gavel contemplated
suicide...

o ear not gentle veader,

This tale bas a happy ending, Epon itg veturn to the Yillage of
Caanbille, Gavel learned that it had fled in haste. Pary wasg it to be
dvelegated to the dustbin of forgotten power spmbols. That which it
feared wag a veplacement wag a cevemonial object and nothing more.
Soon the feared ingtrument twith the shining band of gold was to be
entonmtbed in a gteel box and gealed.

Gavel notw feared offending Ber Worghip with its untimely departure
and bas left her this record of itg journey along with its sincere veqrets
for eber doubting her debotion. Its only wish is to forever feel the wentle
caress of her lobing but sometimes sweaty hand,



