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“Nice photograph!  Did you take it?”

Tom swiveled around in his chair and froze as he stared at the suited man standing in the cubicle entrance.

“I inherited it,” Tom finally said after several seconds.  “The...the photo was here when I moved in last year.”

“Well, it’s a great photo,” the suited man said.  “Do you know where it was taken?”

Tom swiveled towards the framed photograph hanging on the wall over the left edge of his desk.

“Actually,” Tom began, his eyes now fixed on the photograph, “No, I don’t.  Several other people have asked as well, but I’ve never confirmed where it was taken.”

The suited man entered the cubicle and came to stand next to Tom’s desk.  He leaned forward so that his eyes were only inches away from the glass frame covering the photograph.

Tom couldn’t believe it.  The president and CEO of their entire, multi-billion-dollar corporation was standing in his cubicle!  He, a lowly analyst, was playing host to a corporate heavyweight!

“A very interesting photograph indeed,” the president said.  “At first I thought it might be a run of the mill airshow, but it’s a bit more unusual than that.”

“In what way?” Tom asked while pushing away from his desk and standing up.

“Well, you can see there are American fighter jets in the foreground, but then off to the left is a group of Soviet-era MIGs, then...hmm...very interesting...a couple of World War II Mustang fighter planes as well.”

Tom came over to stand next to the president and leaned forward toward the photograph.  A feeling of stupidity overtook his thoughts as he realized he’d never given the photograph such a high level of scrutiny before.  It had been hanging on the wall when he moved in and had looked interesting enough that he had decided not to toss it out.   As he stood here now, staring at the photograph, details began to emerge that he hadn’t noticed before.

“Do you also see that handful of bi-planes on the other side of the picture?” Tom asked.  “They look like they’re from World War I, perhaps a bit earlier.

“Very good, young man,” the president said.  “You know your aviation history.”

He pulled away from the picture and Tom did the same.  The president smiled at Tom before turning and walking out of the cubicle.  “Oh,” he said, turning around to face Tom once more, “if you ever discover where that photograph came from, I’d  love to know.”

Tom nodded as the president turned and walked away, disappearing behind a nearby row of cubicles.

“Stupid!  Stupid!  Stupid!” Tom harshly whispered to himself after a few seconds.  “The frickin’ president of the company was standing in your cube!  Did you take the opportunity to introduce yourself, to make sure he knows your name?  No!  You were dumber than a brick and let all his attention focus instead on that stupid photograph!”

Tom shook his head and flopped back into his chair.  He wistfully stared at the cubicle entrance for a few seconds before swiveling back to his computer.  After attempting to work through a series of spreadsheet calculations, he pushed away from the desk and found himself staring at the photograph.

“This is your fault,” he said to the inanimate object.

Tom continued to stare until he noticed another detail he hadn’t observed before.  Scratching the side of his head, Tom stood up and came to rest in the same spot the president had been standing in moments before.

“What the heck is that?” he asked out loud.

In addition to the various aircraft scattered across the paved ground, he began to notice groupings of people packed in and among the planes.  There were pilots dressed in uniforms from the same eras as their planes.  Some were positioned into teams around certain planes as if performing routine maintenance.  Others appeared to be milling about as if discussing the score from a previous night’s ballgame.
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