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had to clean it up. If your animal got hurt, say . . . backing into a fence post or tree in the
late hours of the night, you must make sure there is no evidence to be seen in the
morning. Evidence was one thing your car had a lot of. Evidence of misdeeds, incidents
and accidents, recorded mementos of the times you hurt it, or treated it badly.

You parked too close to the high curb, you knew it would be a tight squeeze
getting out of your door, but you could manage it. You turned off the ignition,
remembered to take the keys out so you don’t lock them in again, unbuckled your seat
belt, took off the removable faceplate of your tape or CD player, stored it under your seat
(bad idea, but clever in your young mind) and swung the door wide open, confident that
you haven’t forgotten to do anything before exiting your car. The sound of thin gauge
steel grinding against rough concrete was a horrifying sound to say the least. Sure, your
paint job wasn’t chameleon metallic with flames and dragons superimposed on the sides
and hood, but you didn’t want your baby to be hurt anymore than you had to. You gave
her a dent and probably a scratch, and you cried a little on the inside.

Your car felt lopsided and dragged to one side all the time causing you to refill
your new tires (which looked ridiculous on a beat up car) more often than you probably
should. Since you were still paying off those new tires, you didn’t want to worry about
other costs, like the $40 or less it would cost to get the tire patched. Just kept refilling it
with air every time you could remember and it would be fine, right? What was the cause
of that leak, though? It was possible that it was just a little gouge, perhaps from a shard of
glass you had driven over when you were in a bad part of town, but that would’ve been
too easy. After all, these were new tires, so it must be a two-inch long screw. Sure, the

tire leaked slowly at first, but you didn’t see that screw and when that screw popped out .






