
 

My  Favourite  Found Object 

I don’t think that I could pick a favourite found 
object. There are just too many. Excluding objects 
I have found in charity shops – which is just shop-
ping, really, and ignoring the ammonite fossil I 
found at Lyme Regis, I can get the contenders 
down to two groups, of if you prefer two gangs. 
 
The first lot is a gang of four. Four chairs that I 
found abandoned in some subterranean garages 
en-route to work. There were a lot more than 
four and I had more than enough chairs, so I 
stood, wrestling furiously with myself. I had a 
small and over-furnished flat and was planning to 
move to an already furnished house in Stor-
noway.  For months I had been trying to get rid of 
excess stuff and the last thing that I needed was 
more chairs. 
 
But they were amazing chairs, and as I stood fro-
zen with options paralysis, John came along. John 
was the head of the tenant’s association of the 
council estate and he had one of the garages.  
Obviously, he discerned my desire and recognised 
that these were so special that they would not 
stand there abandoned for long because he said: 
“You can stick em in my garage, if you want and 
I’ll run em up to yours later, in the van.” 
 
It was a tempting offer. But I really, really didn’t 
need any more chairs, so I declined and carried 
on to work.  The problem was that my office was 
about a hundred metres away.  I turned on the 
computer and tried to settle to something, but 
the thought of those chairs gnawed away at me.  
After a couple of minutes, I broke.  I went down 
to the garage, John, of course had gone as had 
some of the chairs. I picked a couple of elegant 
ones out and took them up to the office and went 
back down again. 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

The other two that I took were ugly, really, which is 
why I did not grab them first. They were also   
amazing with intricately carved, dark wooden backs. 
I could get rid of some of my less distinguished 
chairs, I thought, aware that these splendid objects 
had no place in a flat or fifties ex-council house. 
They belong in a castle somewhere or a creaky old 
house belonging to the Adams family. But now I 
have grown used to their gothic hideosity it           
astonishes me that I ever hesitated. I am sitting on 
one as I type. 
 
The other gang of objects is much more numerous – 
it is what I call my “skip history.”  About twenty 
years ago I was going to the gym quite frequently. 
One day I got a sharp pain in my chest. I thought it 
was probably a muscle pain from the working out, 
but there is a history of heart problems in the men 
of my family, so thought I should get it checked out. 
The doctor’s surgery was at the other end of a   
crescent to my flat, and half way along it I came 
across a skip that contained dozens, if not           
hundreds, of books. Late, I couldn’t wait to check 
them out but hurried up to the doctor’s. 
 
The GP agreed that it was probably a muscle thing 
but told me to take it easy until I had a cardiogram.  
‘Don’t exert yourself,” she said. 
 
But the books were all still there and they were 
wonderful. Some novels, my copy of To Kill a Mock-
ingbird came out of that skip but most of them 
were history.  Scrappy paperbacks with brilliant 
contents like the classic, The World We Have Lost, 
jostled with handsome and expensive (but some-
times dull) tomes such as Stenton’s Anglo Saxon 
England. The range was varied but Anglo Saxon and 
Medieval British history predominated. This time I 
didn’t hesitate. I loaded myself up with as many 
books as I could carry and staggered back to the flat 
with them, heedless of my heart* 
 
And then went back for more. 

 

 

 

 

*It was a muscle strain 


