M. Excitement
and his 300-C

A true story.

By Jim Koscs

enry Z. was 28 years old
when he bought his first new
car, a cream-colored 1957
Chrysler 300-C. The young
accountant had the distinction of
owning the most expensive car on
the whole block.
Some of the neighbors claimed
that Henry was a genius, saying he
was as smart as the latest
computers. Maybe they were
right. He was also
mechanically inclined,
able to fix any car
and any home
appliance.
Educated,
highly intelligent and
quite intellectual,
young Henry should
have been well on his
way to living out the
American dream. But
every Friday afternoon,
Henry brought home
something more than

a little chunk of Wall Street wealth.
Inside, he was carrying a weight that
got heavier as the weeks passed.

Henry kept his 300-C in a garage
across the street from the house he
shared with his parents. He had
owned the car for only a few months,
rolling up just a few hundred miles.
When the house the garage belonged
to was sold, Henry had to move the
car. He parked it right in front of his
parents’ house.

I don’t know why | described
Henry as a killer. | must have
been influenced by the Charles
Manson case that was making
headlines at the time.

Many thought he was foolish to
leave such an expensive and
beautiful car exposed to the
elements. Apparently, though, the big
Chrysler had lost its importance for
Henry.

Henry had become disillusioned
with his life, finding himself
particularly at odds with our
government's policies. He wasn't
alone with his views. But rather than

seek out others who shared his
feelings of dissent, Henry found his
own solution.

One cold, drizzly autumn
afternoon, Henry walked home from
the bus stop just as he always did.
He paused briefly to look at his
dripping wet Chrysler before
climbing the stairs to his parents’
house. Then he went inside, and
that's where he remained for the next
12 years.
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For a half dozen or so young boys,
the big old car with the tailfins, rust
spots and flat tires made the perfect
hiding spot when playing “army."”
Four of us could hide at either end of
the car and go unnoticed by anyone
passing by. We could always count
on huge piles of leaves surrounding
it in the fall, because nobody ever
came out of the house to sweep them
away. This made hiding from “enemy
patrols” even easier.

That's exactly what | was doing
when | first saw Henry. The year was
1969. | was six years old.

While crouched in a pile of leaves
behind the Chrysler, armed with my
trusty toy machine gun, | heard
someone say, "Hey.” | looked up
and saw a scrawny 40-ish man
with long hair and an evil face.
The sight sent me running
B\ as if someone had set
by fire to the leaves that

)
surrounded me.
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