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    To my sister, may she ever continue her evolution through adventure. 
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Winnie found herself shopping one Saturday in New York City for inspirational artifacts for her brand-new condo, which she bought with her brand-new big salary which she got from following the principles of the Magic Shorts adventure: gratitude, intuition and courage in taking chances to follow her dreams. And paying it forward. 

It was cold. Fall was on its way. As the sunset began to fade, the cold weather creeped into her clothes. Her soft black leather jacket kept her warm all the way to the collar, but the winter would creep under her hair and around her face in an hour or so. She needed to get home fast to her warm fireplace and a cup of lavender chamomile tea.

The last store on the street before the downtown subway stop was a fine antique store. In the window she could see restored furniture, paintings, statues, vintage clothing and displays relating to historically notable women that seemed to glow to get her attention. She pushed through the revolving door, wrapping her leather jacket around her tight.

She stopped at a display of Leonardo da Vinci relics, including a group of reprints of Da Vinci’s 25 major paintings, and a very nice gold framed rendition of the Vitruvian Man. “Oh!” Winnie took a deep breath. She picked it up and studied it. “He was always a hero of mine.” 

“Leonardo da Vinci pioneered the sfumato, the technique of the smoky, soft blending of tones and colors without the harsh outlines. Very upscale, intellectual, very appealing for the Manhattan market, for the walls of a new apartment. The realism. The emotion...” the clerk gushed. 

Winnie nodded, musing. 

The clerk continued. “And he was a polymath.  Leonardo Da Vinci. Thousands of sketches predating modern engineering. He was expert at more than one thing. You admire him? That makes you like him.” 

“Being good at more than one thing...” Winnie ruminated. Renaissance person.  Multipotentialite.

The man’s smile changed to a studied scowl. “But you know he was probably gay. Convicted of sodomy. Favoring his male students.”

Winnie cocked her head at him admonishingly. She glanced side-eyed at the man and put the Da Vinci print back down.

He shrugged. “Benjamin Franklin did more than one thing. You admire him, eh? I got a key he might have used on a kite to learn about electricity...”

Winnie ignored him, passing by a rack of secondhand fur coats so soft like real animal fur, rabbit, mink and bear. She inspected an old bar, a game table, an armoir, a set of bookends shaped like the earth, and several old oil paintings that caught her eye. One very large painting showed a young woman in armour on a horse, holding a flag high, letting her dark, tangled hair tumble out down her back showing clearly that she was woman under that armour, dressed like a man. 

“That’s Jeanne D’Arc of France.” Said the middle-aged clerk, his caterpillar eyebrows leaping and falling as his expressive brown eyes rolled over the display.

“Joan of Arc.” Winnie repeated. I’ve always admired her pluck.” She gave him a wan smile.

“Most famous woman of France.” Said the man in a fake French accent. “But sadly, she died. Sacrificed for politics. It was all put down to rebellion and religion. Men wanting to make her be something for them.” He frowned. “You looking for something in particular?”

“Mmm.” She said. No need to get all emo about it. 

Next Winnie stopped at a display of Amelia Earhart artifacts, first woman to attempt to fly solo across the Atlantic Ocean. In an old photograph blown up and framed, she waved goodbye to a crowd, wearing a regulation aviation uniform, a colorful scarf around her neck and goggles on her face.

“She was lost, ya know.” The clerk glanced upwards as if indicating heaven, the hereafter. “That paisley scarf your hand is resting on is all that is left of the famous aviatrix.”

Winnie quickly took her hand off the display and rubbed it on her wool skirt.

He huffed on. “Most adventurous. First ever woman to fly a plane. She disappeared, into the sky, July 2, 1937, and her scarf floated to the ground. The ground crew kept it awaiting her return, passed it among the survivors until there was no one left in her family and crew. Passed down for generations. Then it came here.”

Winnie ran her finger along the paisley scarf. It was a soft gray with blue running through the artistic pattern and red accents. It didn’t look worn, dirty or old. There were no bare patches. The colors shone like new. It was also warm, like it had been in the sun or like it was just worn and casually removed. She put her hands under it to lift it up, as if it were alive, and examined it closely. It felt and shone like brushed silk. It would have shown off dramatically against the flight costume Amelia Earhart wore on her infamous flight and would have kept her warm at high altitudes. The muted red flashed boldly in the dim fire of sunset coming through the windows high up on the walls of the shop. 

Winnie looked around, skeptically assessing the authenticity of the display contents by evaluating the store itself. The uptown building was basically a warehouse filled with old stuff. Some of it apparently quite valuable.

The clerk leaned over the counter settling in to chat. “No one knows what happened to her – lost over Howland Island, middle of the Pacific Ocean, they say on a flight around the world – she was lost to her family. She wanted an adventure, and she probably had one, but only her scarf was saved.”

Winnie picked up a news clipping from Earhart’s time and read it out loud. “In addition to her piloting feats, Earhart was known for encouraging women to reject constrictive social norms and to pursue various opportunities, especially in the field of aviation. In 1929 she helped found an organization of female pilots that later became known as the Ninety-Nines. Earhart served as its first president. In addition, she debuted a functional clothing line in 1933, which was designed “for the woman who lives actively.”

The idea of Amelia Earhart founding a clothing line intrigued Winnie. In another time, she could have represented Amelia Earhart’s clothing line! Women had come so far from then. They had their own real estate now, bank accounts, brokerage investments, movie production studios, venture capital firms. This woman from the past was certainly ahead of her time. 

Winnie took a picture of the news article. She glanced at the male clerk and glanced at the scarf. She picked it up and tried it on. He moved a mirror to the glass countertop in front of her so she could see herself in it. She whipped the scarf around her neck and over her shoulder.

“Did she go on a great adventure? Some say she ran out of gas and crashed on an island with that man Nooan. Or was she lost in a storm? Or did she find a desert island filled with treasures and live out her life in luxury?” the clerk continued, his eyes glistening. 

She turned to him. “How much?” she stroked the paisley scarf like a pet around her neck.

He looked touched. It was almost closing time. He checked his watch. He needed to go. 

Winnie tapped her foot. She needed
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