
The Card That Started It All 

 
Most often people ask me about my Phillies obsession (and most of OBC has probably heard that 
story) but my card obsession started long before that.... 

 
I went to summer camp for as long as I can remember. I think my first summer camp experience 
happened when I was just 5 years old. It was a Jewish day camp run by my local Jewish 
community center. Flash forward two years and I was a camp veteran. The year was 1978 and 
my parents felt that I was old enough at 7 years old to attend the big summer sleepover. Packed 
up my sleeping bag, clothes, backpack, and snacks and headed off on the bus with my best 
friends, Adam and Greg. We were young and excited and silly. We talked hiking, swimming, arts 
and crafts, and Wacky Packages. You see, Greg and I found a small stack of Wacky Packages 
that belonged to Greg's older brother. We laughed and looked at them for the entire bus ride up 
to Carpenteria, CA. I wanted more and my mother packed me $10 in singles for an "emergency." 
I have a feeling she knew I was probably going to define an emergency as buying snacks at the 
snack shop at the campground but by the time the bus had arrived, I had hoped that the little 
snack shop might have Bazooka gum, Coca Cola, and Wacky Packages. It was two whole days 
full of activities before I got a chance to check out the mini-mart at the entrance to the camp site. 
Alas, my hopes were dashed on all three levels. No Coca Cola, only Pepsi. No Bazooka Gum, 
only Trident and Hubba Bubba (did buy some of that though!), and NO Wacky Packages. I was 
so bummed. My eyes just skipped over the baseball and basketball cards searching for Wacky 
Packages. It was not until the next day that I would start my nearly life-long obsession.  
 
My grandfather had just introduced me to baseball the year before and I was going to start 
playing little league in the fall. At the time though, I rarely watched baseball on TV and had only 
been to one or two games at Dodger Stadium. Don't get me wrong, I liked the sport and was 
excited to start playing but I had not cemented the love of it in my heart, yet. The morning started 
with a typical camp breakfast of oatmeal, milk, juice, and fruit. Then we gathered for a hike up the 
little stream that runs down from the hills behind the campsite all the way to the ocean. We were 
chasing frogs and tadpoles and jumping from rock to rock when I first saw it. Just about the same 
time Greg did. But at 7 years old, I was still pretty quick and jumped on it fast. A 1978 Tommy 
Lasorda baseball card. It was wet, muddy and ugly. It was my first baseball card and I loved it 
because to me it was buried (at least half buried) treasure. I could not believe somebody had lost 
the Dodger manager, already a local hero and one of the few Dodgers I actually knew the name 
of (and I could not even conceive of someone throwing it away...it HAD to be lost). It had to be a 
sign! Greg offered me two pieces of gum for it immediately. I told him no...later back at the 
campsite as I looked at both of Tommy's pictures on that card, Greg asked if I would trade it for 
some of the Wacky Packages. Adam offered me the root beer that he bought at the store. I 
thought long and hard (well, long and hard for a 7 year old was about 15-20 seconds) before I 
said no. I figured it was Dodger and my grandfather might want it and since it was found by the 
creek, it had to be cool.  
 
Two days later, I was back at the mini-mart buying packs of 1978 cards. I think I spent almost half 
the money my mom gave me on cards that day! Got lots of Dodgers and other players I knew 
nothing about but learned a lot about from the backs of the cards. I remember having my camp 
counselor explain batting average and era to me so I could tell who was a better player. It was the 
start of my obsession and appropriately enough, it started with a true OBC style card. I kept that 
card for years in my drawer. The other cards were traded over the years although I suspect I still 
might have a few in my 1978 set. I never stopped buying cards but that one remained in my 
drawer by my bedside for years. I just loved it there and it reminded me of a simpler time and my 
youth. During my first year or two of OBC, I sent a picture of that card a few times to friends. 
When I moved out of my parent's house in 1992 I finally moved that card into my safe deposit 
box. It has stayed there for years. Recently, I purchased a house and put in a new safe. I moved 
the card out of the bank and into my safe. My wife loves that card because she loves Tommy and 
she loves me. It is the card that will always be in my collection. I love that card. 



 
Here it is...not the worst or most beat card in my collection, not the most expensive or rare, but it 
is still one of my favorites.  
 
Joshua 
 
 
PS I did buy some '70s Wacky Packages that summer and I think I still have a few but later that 
summer, I traded a large stack of them for a 1978 Tommy John (another Dodger). 
 

 
 


