Tow Jam

By Robert Ginnaven


There’s a vacant piece of property around the intersection of Mission and Crossover where I’ve noticed cars parked for sale ever since I moved back to Fayetteville about five years ago.  My Bronco finally gave me a good reason to put it on the block, so I elected to park the old workhorse among so many other rigs on their way out to pasture, and pulled it onto the red clay near the Subway sandwich shop, where I hoped it would catch the eye of one of the million or so motorists who pass through the intersection daily.  My wife beat me there and was already getting talked into buying more firewood from another business being conducted on the site this time of year out of the back end of a number of pick ups on this make-shift car lot.  After finding a suitable spot I taped my offer on the windows and crossed my fingers hoping for a quick sale before Christmas.  The fellow selling firewood said no one had ever complained about folks parking there, and we drove off planning how to spend the money we were getting ready to make on our big sale.


After a couple of days and only one phone call, I decided to saddle up and move to a greener pasture.  My seventeen-year-old daughter, who we decided would be the beneficiary of the proceeds that would be re-invested in a set of wheels for her, went with me to effect the relocation.  On the way, we decided to head for the Mall first for some last minute shopping and make the move on our return.  As we drove past our old car we got excited about our prospects and agreed that ours looked better than the others on the “lot” and that we might get lucky and sell it before the end of the day.  Unbeknownst to us, a heist of great proportion was underway.  


I don’t know if the culprit was visited by the ghosts of Christmas this season, but there is no doubt in my mind that there is a Scrooge in town who is due a nightmare.  While we were shopping, so I heard later from the man minding the counter at the pet store nearby, the firewood fellow ran in exclaiming that a fleet of tow trucks had swooped in to drag the car lot away, leaving a row of shiny new signs in their wake sparkling a message that made us would be entrepreneurs rue the day that we decided not to buy a classified ad in the local paper.  I called the police after I couldn’t find any listing for tow truck companies in the phone book (see “wrecker service” for future reference), and was given a list of eleven such businesses in town by a kind officer who had handy the phone numbers of “sanctioned” businesses the police department relies upon to provide wrecker services for the City.  I called every number but none had done any towing from that lot that day.  I drove back to the scene of the crime and upon taking a closer look, saw that Terry’s Towing sponsored the shiny new signs.  I called the police again and was informed that the City doesn’t do business with Terry’s Towing anymore, at least since the owner locked one of our fellow citizens up in his impound lot after the lady complained to him about having her car towed.  


When I called Terry’s Towing (587-0773), a lady answered the phone and acknowledged they had my car and that it would take “75.00 in cash” to get it back.  She said she was not the owner of Terry’s Towing, that she was not at liberty to divulge the name of the owner of Terry’s Towing, and that no, she would not tell me the name of the person who owned the property where the new signs had been posted.  The next morning I picked a couple of presents from under the tree to return for a quick seventy-five bucks, and showed up at Terry’s Towing at 596 West Sycamore hoping to buy my car back.  When I walked in the door I told the man I understood they had my car.  He opened the back door to the impound lot and I pointed to my car with the papers identifying me as the owner rolled up in my hand.  He asked me how much I was told it would take to get my car back and without thinking, I handed him the $75.00 I had rolled up in my other hand.  Without checking my identification or providing me with a receipt, the man took my cash and I walked out to my car and drove away.        

I figure the heist netted Terry’s Towing about a thousand-dollar tax-free Christmas bonus.  I don’t know what the owner of the property gained, except for a new enemy if I ever find out who it is.  All I can say is, in the words of an old bumper sticker, “Mean people suck.”
PAGE  
2

