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Patty’s Postcard

"I'm bored!" said a grade-school kid at the arcade to Arnold.

"With a capital B!" said Arnold.

"I'm bored!" repeated the kid, not seeming to get Arnold's pun.

"They haven't got any new games here, do they?" Arnold was relieved to 

have an excuse to leave.  That he was bored too was just a reason to go home.

As he was walking he noticed that, with the autumn leaves blowing around, 

it was harder to listen for cars passing by.  Perhaps he was too concerned

for his age.

Yeah, he had other things on his mind.  Last year, he had

"discovered" his Dad's computer.

Computer geek.  That's what his Mom called him.  He was also too young to 

drink coffee, but as a paperboy, he needed something to help him wake up.

He thought of other people, how and what they were up to.  Not expecting 

that "strangers'" day-to-day events would lead to him.

The stranger appeared in the doorway and the boredom of the gift shop

personnel faded.  There was now a customer on site.

Amy casually watched the "mysterious" lady browse down the aisle, who paused

over the CD rack and Patty wondered if this was the same customer who came

in yesterday.

No, this was a new face wearing a yellow cotton dress.

After the stranger made the purchase and left, Amy and Patty took up their

conversation.

"Since you like postcards as much or more than I do, I am surprised that you

have not yet gone to Dearborn, Michigan to investigate your latest find,"

said Amy.

Amy had introduced Patty to postcard collecting years ago.  Together, they

developed knowledge of the current market for cards.










Page 2

"This card fits more than one of the categories you are interested in," said

Patty of a card with miners at a railroad depot.

"Yes, but it has corner wear which diminishes the value," said Amy.

They gasped when hearing a postcard had sold for $1000.  This was just the

beginning, said Amy, of higher values in the market.

They would search E-bay every week for postcards.  They would look for

postcards which qualify for multiple categories-not just a railroad depot,

but a train as well, and not just a downtown shot, but a bird's eye view.

They would buy cards for $3-20, hoping to sell them for hundreds of dollars

in the future.

The collection grew into an obsession at times when one could not look at a

picture without comparing it to her collection.  Patty, newest to the trade,

continued to rack up points as a buyer on E-bay.  Every week she looked in

the mail for her bought items.  She kept a journal with notes about each

postcard's description and expense.  Patty had decided the most important

thing was not her immediate resale profit, but the quality of her selection.

Back to the present, Patty told Amy, "It seems to good to be true--a postcard

of Henry Ford with a Model T!"

Earlier that week, Patty attended a garage sale and bought a card of a man

standing by a Model T.  She suspected the man was Henry Ford himself.

"Why don't you go to the Ford museum in Dearborn, Michigan and find out?"

asked Amy again.

"It seems authentic--you're right, I should visit the museum," Patty confided

in Amy.  "But the expert might not be in when I do," said Patty.

It was overcast and foggy, not the common weather for Central Illinois.  So

the light in the gift shop was actually brighter than the outside.  The

paperboy, who on this Saturday had filled out two routes, subbing in for

another boy, was on his way home on his bike.  He saw the ladies in the gift

shop, one of who was wearing a blue cardigan, and was to think about this on

his way home.

Later Patty told Amy after being badgered, "I will try to call the Ford

Museum sometime soon."

Meanwhile, the paperboy realized why the blue cardigan stuck in his mind.

His neighbor who had sold his fake photo of Henry Ford said the buyer wore a
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blue cardigan.  "A familiar face," she said, "someone from the downtown

area, I think."

Professionalism and ethics stuck in his mind, for this was one of the most

serious young men on earth.  When he had used Photoshop software to put

photos of Henry Ford and a Model T, he was having fun.  But once money is

the issue, the truth about what was bought should be told.

It seemed profound that $3.00 received for fake photography was not too

small to warrant a visit.  It was the principle of the thing--giving up TV or

other activities was a small price to pay in order to do the right thing.

He thought that Patty had bought the postcard, and he was going to find out.

On Monday, he decided to give up afternoon TV.  Instead, he brought a copy

of his masterpiece to show to Patty.

There was even more to give up, however.  The Coach was picking the starting

line for the team, and you could only qualify if you were there.

Perhaps athletics are not what I really want to do, he mused to himself.  He

was a little disgruntled on his way from school to down town, but he tried

to convince himself that he had better things to do.  People were more

important.

He asked for Patty, who was summoned from the back of the store.

He showed her a copy of the card, and explained to her that he had

fabricated this card on his dad's computer.

"Oh, yes, I did buy the card," she said, "and I thought it was a real

 photo."

"I remember my neighbor, who sold you the card, answered some of your

questions," he said, "and I wanted to clear up the confusion:  it's actually

a combination of more than one picture.  What I mean is, it is not really a

real photo."

Disappointed, she said, "Well, thank you for telling me."

She was touched, however, that he offered to give her a refund.

She brightened, "No, you should not give me a refund--I'm just happy to know

the facts!"
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After the paperboy left, Patty turned to Amy, "That made my day!"

Amy asked, "How could it be a success to learn you bought a fake photo?"

Patty explained, "By telling me the truth, I was saved a trip to the Ford

Museum, and I also witnessed a young person doing more than is necessary to

tell the truth."

Amy, perplexed, asked, "What do you mean, more than necessary?"

"He was not present when I made the purchase," emphasized Patty, "and

speaking of which, it was a "present" of him to follow-up with me!"

The day seemed bright with no overcast today, and seemed brighter thanks to

a young person's special touch.

