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    Where Will My Picture Go?

    A Bedtime Story About U.S. Passport Photos
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    Inside a little blue book, there lived a passport photo.

His name was Phillip.

Phillip had lived in the passport for seven whole years. He was very proud of his job. He kept track of who was who. He was important. He was official. He was home.

And then one day, a letter arrived.
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    The letter said: there was a new photo now.

A very official photo. A very important photo.

Phillip looked at himself. He was also official. He was also important. He had a perfectly good white background and everything.

But the little blue book had already closed.

Phillip was out.
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    Phillip floated down the street and knocked on the first door he found.

It was a birth certificate. Very tall. Very crisp. Very old.

"Excuse me," said Phillip. "Do you have room for a photo?"

The birth certificate peered down. "We do not accept photos," it said stiffly. "We are strictly a words-only establishment. Good day."
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    Phillip tried the library card next.

The library card was friendly and wore tiny glasses.

"Oh, we love photos!" she said warmly. Then she looked closely at Phillip. "Hmm. You look very serious. Our residents must smile at least a little. Library policy."

Phillip tried to smile. It came out mostly worried.

"We'll keep you on the waiting list," she said kindly.
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    Next came the grocery loyalty card.

It was bright yellow and smelled faintly of coupons.

"We only accept photos if they love savings," it said.

"I love savings," said Phillip.

"How do you feel about double points on Tuesdays?"

Phillip thought about it for a long time.

"I don't really understand the question," he admitted.

"That's okay," said the loyalty card. "Neither do we."
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    Phillip sat down on a park bench and sighed.

And that is when a small library card found him.

Not the big official one. A tiny temporary one.

"I have room," said the little card quietly. "I am not very important yet. But I am trying."

Phillip looked at the little card. The little card looked at Phillip.

"Okay," said Phillip. "Me too."
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    Somewhere, in a little wallet, Phillip settled in — and everyone found exactly enough room.
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