Re-po Go Go
by

Eyes Right

Burke, VA.   “Done any re-po’s lately?
“Yeah, did one last night.  It was a Jag.”

I was sitting in the front of a F-450 supercharged diesel tow truck talking to Chris, a young man whose right eye brow was pierced with a silver ring.  We were doing at least 60 mph on the parkway with my 1993 Aerostar van in tow.

Chris was talking excitedly as he wove in and out among the slower moving vehicles on the parkway.  I felt a slight tinge of fear, and could not bring myself to look behind the tow truck to see if the van was still following.

The Aerostar would not start for my wife on a Saturday morning after she had visited the local farmers’ market.  She had called me on her cell phone with the bad news.  It took less than 15 minutes to reach her and the dead van.  

The symptoms were not encouraging, as the lights and all other electrical equipment were working fine.  An audible click of the solenoid picking up could be heard when the key was turned, but the starter motor did not respond.  I broke out the jumper cables with the sick feeling that I was simply going through the motions:  there was no way the van would start no matter how much the battery in my pickup truck tried to assist.  I was correct on this one.  The starter motor was shot.  

I called AAA, and within 30 minutes Chris and his F-450 arrived.  He expertly put the van on the back of his tow truck and off we headed for the repair shop I use.  It would be a 20 minute ride.

That is where the conversation about the re-po’s began.  Following my initial inquiry, Chris explained that he made most of his money as a bounty hunter finding cars overdue on payments and essentially stealing them at night – or day – from the delinquent party for the bank or whoever was holding the loan.
“Isn’t that a dangerous business?  Do you ever get shot at?”  I asked.

“Yeah, but I carry a 357 Magnum and when they see that big ’un, they usually take off running,” Chris explained.  “I’ve never been shot bad- just flesh stuff.”

“So how do you find these cars?”

“I carry a list with me of license plate numbers, descriptions of the cars they want, and also the VINs  [Vehicle Identification Number]. If I spot one, I go up and check the VIN – I always check the VIN, just to make sure I am towing the right car.  This truck can tow anything.  I don’t care if it is in park, locked up tight, whatever….I can get it loaded quick and get outta there.  If they are stupid, they have vanity plates….those are really easy to spot.”

Chris is 23, owns three cars and a motorcycle, is married, and lives in a nice home in nearby Manassas.  He has a one-third share in the tow truck which he operates.  It is worth over $100,000.   He told me all of this during our ride together.  The Jaguar which he re-possessed for a loan company the previous night had been worth big bucks for him.  Chris had spotted the Jag in a movie parking lot and had it rigged up to tow as the owner came out of the theater with 3 girls with him.  Chris waved to him as he pulled away with the Jag.  He took it to the impound lot and covered it so that the owner, who was a year behind in payments, could not find it.  
Maybe it is not so important to go to college after all.  Chris is certainly doing well compared to many of my former students who have plodded through four years or more of higher education.  Obviously, Chris could be killed any night, but he certainly seemed to be enjoying his work, at least the part at night when it is just him, his tow truck and his wits.
I thought you might like to know.
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