The Meteor


I walked into the car dealership very casually that day without a care in the world, in hopes I might get a free test drive in a very cool car.  Little did I know I was going to cause absolute chaos for such an innocent little car dealership.  I was wearing my new blue jeans, a white T-shirt, my black winter jacket and my brown shoes, which were covered in salt.  I must admit I must have been quite the site for the salesmen that day as the showroom door gently closed behind me.  They all looked at me as if I was from another planet and that I didn’t know quite what or why I was there standing between three brand new mustang convertibles in their spotless showroom.  Since everyone at the place was dressed very casually, I didn’t know who were salesmen and who were people that just came by to hang out and get their complimentary cup of coffee.  I slowly strolled into the center of the room looking like I didn’t have a care in the world, as if I could have any car there I wanted and that I was just waiting for somebody to try and sell me one.


By then everyone in the place has stopped what they were doing and were looking at me but I tried to ignore them by carefully examining the cars in the room by looking all over and under them all the while using my finger to see if there was dust.  Playing the whole thing up as if I was the head of the company in disguise pulling a surprise inspection.  Like I said before, no one there knew what to think of me.  After a couple of minutes one of them got up the guts to find out what I wanted and more so who I was.  This, of course, turned out to be Bob Rackershack.  A huge bear of a man, he must have weighed at least three hundred pounds, if not more.  Draped over his upper body was the weirdest Hawaiian shirt I had ever seen in my entire life.  The whole shirt was a brownish red with half-naked hula girl on it with the caption “Come to Hawaii, our pumps are bigger” while she leaned against Volkswagen camper van.  The shirt flowed into a pair of baby blue bell-bottom pants, which at one point were part of a very nice suit.  Now they were faded and covered in mustard and ketchup stains from all those lunchtime ballpark franks from the food truck.  The only thing that separated the two out of place garments, giving each a beginning or an end, was an old stringy belt, which was probably as old as the bell-bottoms if not older.  His head was shaped an over-ripe squash with eyes that were so sunk into his head you could only see them as the result of his coke bottle glasses.  The only hair he had was the snowy white tufts on the sides and back of his head and a few that crept out of his ears.


Cautiously, Bob waddled up to me like a drunken duck that just finished swimming in a pond of moonshine beneath the night sky.  As he came to a stop before me I felt the weight of his enormous girth push me back, just like the feeling I got when my little brother wanted to be a football player and tried to tackle me.  The giant gazed down at me and gave me a half smile and asked me if there was anything he could help me with.  Of course, he knew that I was looking for something in particular because someone who is just browsing around would be out in the lot wandering around like a lost dog for about two hours before they finally found someone or they found them.  The office went silent as everyone waited to hear what I wanted.  Perhaps to test drive a new 2000 car?  Or maybe place an order for a 2001?  Others may have thought that I was going to sell them a car and I wanted to make sure that they had the right stuff.  Bob looked at me and a sense of fear and anticipation came over his face. 

I waited just a little bit to make him sweat just a bit, to make him fully aware he wasn’t dealing an ordinary car buyer but yet possibly the last thing he would ever expect.  I looked him in the eyes and told him, in a very easy going voice, that I wanted to take a look at the old 70’s car they had hidden in the back of the lots between two white moving trucks.  At first he looked at me as if I was joking and I was going say that I was just kidding and wanted to see one of their newest cars.  As you can probably guess, I didn’t.  Bob waited about a minute with a funny smirk on his face waiting for me to say it was all a gag, once he realized it wasn’t he plunged into deep thought.  His brow became wrinkled; the white hair on his head pointed straight out as he scratched it with his hand, which was loaded with gold rings.  The reason why my request caught him and everyone else off guard was that no one had looked in that car in a long time and because of that, the keys and its file were missing.  Bob invited me to follow him into the garage while he inquired to some of the mechanic as to where the keys where for the car to which no one cared about until now.


The mechanics told Bob that the keys “should” be on the bottom row of hooks in the key cabinet (that’s where all the keys to the old cars on the lot where kept).  Bob told me that I should go out to the car with the mechanics and he would come out as soon as he found the keys so I could check everything out.  I zipped up my coat and with the mechanics at my side, with a spare battery and jumper cables, we went out into the freezing January wind to see if we could bring this car back to life.  We walked and talked about all the cars we had worked on, what dream cars we were going to acquire and eventually we got around to talking about the car to which the keys were being searched for.  The two mechanics who came with me were Joe Root (the senior mechanic) and Andy Rubber (new mechanic fresh out of school).  Joe was a stringy sort of man.  He was about my height and looked very clean, for a mechanic; like he hadn’t worked on a greasy car for a long time.  His coveralls were also exceptionally clean as if he had just bought them last week.  His face was that of a date: shriveled up just a bit with a few wrinkles, topped off with bright green eyes.  Joe stood there with a large coffee in one hand and between his big lips he had Export A cigarette.   On Joe’s left was Andy Rubber.  Andy hadn’t been with the dealership long, you could tell; he was dressed in an old T-shirt and greasy blue jeans, his hair was mangled and sweaty, and his hands were caliced (probably from doing a lot of heavy mechanic work under Joe’s supervison).

Joe sipped his coffee and then poured some over the left part of the windshield so we could see the information sticker.  The black liquid quickly dissolved the cold ice revealing a very weather beaten and faded sticker which said “1976 Mercury Meteor”.  

There wasn’t much snow on it, which was quite a surprise since there was a big snowstorm a few days before.  Joe went on to tell me that the skirts for it were in storage, the cover was someone’s desk drawer (why it wasn’t on the car I’ll never know), and the old plates were above the coffee machine since they were from Florida.  We all looked over the car and discovered that there was a rust hole on the top of the trunk and the vinyl on top of the roof was starting to peel because of being left outside.  Joe told me he used to drive it into town on errands for the dealership a few years back.  He described it as traveling back in time for about fifteen minutes each day.  Now it had just been sitting around because of all the work they had to do to it.  

The dealership put new chrome on it, which made it look even better than when it came onto the lot, re-painted it, cleaned the almost spotless interior, and fixed up the engine.  Other than the hole and the peeling, it was perfect, you almost didn’t want to drive it, it was so beautiful.  Most people would say that it was “a boat” because of its enormous size.  It had the old-fashioned eight-cylinder engine which took up a lot of room which meant a large front end.  The seating and cab had adequate room to sit comfortably and when you weren’t sitting there was plenty of room in the back for other activities.  The trunk, like the rest of the car, was quite large in itself.  I’d wager that you could fit four full grown men in it without any troubles and still have room for a few bags of groceries.  The only drawback about the whole car was that her roof was a little too low.  If I bought the car I could fasten a brush above the drivers seat and brush my hair while I drove to university so I’d look sharp for all the ladies.

After waiting for twenty minutes for Bob to come out Joe and Andy went in to see if they could find him while I stayed with the car and waited, thinking that they wouldn’t take very long at all.  I looked that marvelous machine over from bumper to bumper and dreamed of the things I could do.  Cruising down the street with my music pounding, putting every other guy's to shame as the pinnacle of automobiles drove by.  All the women would fight and swoon just to ride in it and do exotic and erotic things with its driver.  

By the time I had finished imaging how I would score numerous times over if I got that car it was fifteen minutes since Joe and Andy had gone inside.  I knew something was up and started to head back to the dealership showroom to find Bob and my soon to be keys.  I came to the showroom and opened the snow-covered door and found every single person that worked at the dealership running in every direction looking for the keys to the Meteor.  There were people emptying out their desks, papers flying through the air, people calling other people, and teams running up and down the steps.  The manager Rick Flarity came out and was he ever mad.  He started questioning anyone that got in his way about the keys and Rick cursed and swore so much that the showroom glass began to crack.  

There was a new mini-van in the showroom with its side door open and so I would be out of the way I sat down.  Eventually Andy came over and sat with me and started apologizing about the whole mess about the car.  We talked while Bob pulled out the last bits of hair he had as he tried top think where the keys could had gotten to.  Finally there was a ray of hope which melted the snow on the showroom door.  Rick came downstairs and said that he found the file for the Meteor and where there is a file, there are keys to the car.  Rick frantically leafed through worksheet after worksheet of all the work that was done on the car and its history but no keys of any kind.  Rick couldn’t believe it, he was so mad he couldn’t even speak.  He stomped off into his office like a spoiled little brat and slammed the door.  

