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       Word Count: 2414 

 

Her Second Stolen Car 

 

“What!” I said, jumping to my feet. Startled, my partner’s head snapped toward me, eyes 

begging. “Tell me,” he mouthed. 

 Hand over the telephone mouthpiece, I whispered, “Someone stole another car from 

Jessica.” 

The next ten minutes I listened to her latest story of bad luck. Tuck, short for Tucker, 

dropped his pen, rose and started pacing. I knew his curiosity regarding Jessica’s new loss would 

override the work on his current case.  

She hung up only after I promised to consider investigating the disappearance. Jessica 

was my first client. Took me four months to find her old Honda, although only several pieces 

from a busted chop shop. One had a unique dent matching Jessica’s description. Yet, she paid 

me. 

Three years after retiring from the local police department, I moved to the country, 

convinced I’d worked my last case. I needed to experience the good side of people, try my hand 

at gardening and do a little fishing. Should have been enough, but something was missing. Took 

a year to discover I needed a challenge, one like my work at the PD. So, I opened a private 

investigative service, and started playing detective. After a slow start, business picked up. Two 

years later I hired Tucker. 
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 “A 2005 Subaru Outback,” I said. Tuck had approached my desk moments after I cradled 

the phone. “She was at the Riverview Restaurant during the noon hour. The Sub disappeared 

while parked on First Street. Many people out and about then, she said.” 

 “Are you taking her case?” 

 “Told her I’d mull it over.” 

 I walked to the window, stared a long minute at the not-so-country setting, then turned 

toward my gung ho partner. 

 “How many people have two vehicles stolen within three years?” I said. 

 “Zilch, unless you leave it unlocked with the keys visible,” Tuck replied.  

 “Exactly,” I said, “about as likely as lightening striking you twice.” 

Tuck scratched his head, then drummed his fingers on my desk. “Might not be a 

coincidence.” 

 “Perhaps an inside job by a theft ring,” I said, ”one could be her neighbor.” 

Tuck nodded. His eyes bugged-out giving him a clownish appearance. He glanced at the 

ceiling, then slapped his left hand hard on my desk top. I winced. 

“By God, let’s find her Subaru and nail those bastards!” he barked. 

 

  Questions congealed overnight; questions that Jessica should be able to answer. At 9am, 

I dialed her number. I wouldn’t mention my hunch about possible neighbor involvement—yet.  
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“Gotta few questions,” I said to Jessica, after minimal small talk. “How many sets of 

Subaru keys do you have, and where do you keep them?” 

“Two ... one on the hook by my back door, and the other out-of-sight, well-hidden.” 

“How about door locks and their keys?” 

“Front door is always locked. The basement door is usually locked. My roommate, 

Renee, has that key. The second one is hidden with the front door key. I’ve grilled her to lock the 

basement door every time she leaves. My three dogs guard the upstairs back door. They go in 

and out, day and night. Two of them are yappers.” 

Perhaps her house wasn’t as secure as she believed. I scratched out notes for Tuck. 

Initially, I’d have to consider Renee a suspect. 

“Do you still have that old red pickup?” 

“It’s all I have ‘cept occasionally borrowing Renee’s car.” 

“Did you acquire the Outback locally?” 

“Oh no. It came from Alaska. One of my brothers gave it to me. Then we drove it here. 

Arrived about a week ago.” 

“Did the Sub have Alaska plates the day it was stolen?” 

“Yes. Hadn’t gotten around to replacing them yet.” 

 “Did you tell any neighbors that the Outback is now yours?” 

“Oh sure. They were excited about me having a nice vehicle again. Probably told their 

friends, many whom know me.” 
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Only hearing my questions, Tuck’s face-of-many-looks became quizzical. He probably 

didn’t follow my detour to an emerging possibility. 

 “Do you get along well with all your neighbors?” 

“All except one.” 

 I just might be on the right track. 

 “One crazy man whose field runs up right along my driveway doesn’t like me. But I 

don’t care. Don’t think he has any real friends in this neighborhood. Once, a few years back, we 

got into a shouting match about one of his dogs running loose and getting into my gardens. Why 

do you ask?” 

I knew that question was coming. I gave her my standard answer. “Just trying to get a 

feel for your neighborhood. Sometimes what’s perceived as a conflict leads to retaliation.” 

“He’s not smart enough to be a successful criminal.” 

I decided to let that ride, for opinion her sounded resolute. 

“Did you use the pickup between the time you returned from Alaska and the day the Sub 

was stolen?” 

“Yes. I like to run it at least once a week. Let’s see ... I used it twice that week. What’s 

the truck got to do with my car being stolen?” 

I wasn’t yet ready to reveal my line of reasoning so I ignored the question and asked, 

“Was your roommate gone either time you drove the pickup?” 



 5 

“Both times. She works most weekdays. Hey, I don’t like you focusing on Renee or my 

friends. I know they aren’t involved!” 

“I’m not doubting your judgment but simply gathering data for other possibilities.” 

Jennifer was silent. 

 “Before I decide if I’ll take your case, I need to drop by and check out a few things.” 

“Sure, but I can’t see how anything here would help out. Anyway, how about tomorrow 

morning after 10?” 

“Excellent. Oh, my partner is coming along. He needs a field trip.” 

Tuck pumped his fists high overhead, sauntered over to my desk and sat on the only bare 

corner. “Something’s changed, hasn’t it,” he said while staring at my notes, attempting to read 

them upside-down. 

“Maybe. Here are the pertinent facts,” I said, ticking them off with my fingers. “First, the 

neighbors knew she got the Sub the day after she returned; second, there seems to be mutual 

dislike with one of them; third, unlocked back door supposedly guarded by three dogs; fourth, 

twice she took the truck leaving the Sub parked with no one home; and fifth, the Sub’s keys hung 

near the unlocked door.” 

“Opportunity, access and one with a motive,” Tuck said, succinctly citing thievery 

essentials. 

“A possible motive,” I said, pointing out the one uncertainty that could be the stopper. 

“Bet you’re taking the case, huh, Norm?” 
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“At least long enough to do a reconnaissance. My theory only works if a neighbor or a 

friend is involved by making a copy of the Sub key and providing pertinent info on Jessica’s ... 

and Renee’s ... whereabouts. Our suspect needs a brief time when both women are gone. 

Whomever stole the Sub must know where to find it parked and abandoned, and when.” 

“Could be Renee, you know,” Tuck said. 

“Unfortunately, we can’t eliminate her yet. Be easy for her to accomplish all of the 

critical tasks.” 

 

Just after 10am the following day, Tuck and I arrived at Jessica’s. She took us through 

the house, room by room. Renee, home for the morning, politely followed us around, saying very 

little. The key rack was only about three feet from the unlocked door. The dogs appeared well-

behaved. Only one seemed to have the aggressiveness to deter entry.  

We exited through the basement door and walked around the large yard, partly enclosed 

by impenetrable blackberry bushes. Renee didn’t accompany us outside. A garage and a small, 

one-room outbuilding separated the connected lawns and gardens. I spotted an old truck 

apparently abandoned in a field about a hundred feet from Jessica’s house on the crazy man’s 

property. 

“How long has that truck been there?” I asked. 

“Several years. Kinda spooky ‘cause it faces my back door.” 

“Mind if Tuck and I check it out?” 

“Can’t see why that’s important, but go ahead. Come in for a snack when you’re done.” 
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Jessica disappeared inside. 

 

“So, why are we interested in the truck, Norm? 

“Be a great place to hide to observe the women’s comings and goings,” I said. 

It took both of us to open the crude wire-bound gate. Rounding the truck to the left, I 

noticed faint footprints leading to the passenger door, invisible from Jessica’s house. We peered 

inside through opposite windows. Lots of trash but nothing appeared recently disturbed. 

 Tuck straightened up and walked around the truck. “Norm, come here! There’s a small 

wire rising out of the grass and entering the truck.” 

When I got there, Tuck exultantly said, “The wire runs toward the building behind the 

trees at the north end of the field!” 

Something like this was what I was looking for. The tiny wire, probably two conductors, 

was likely carrying a video signal back to a monitor – for surveillance, I suspected. 

“Let’s search for a camera,” I said. 

 In less than a minute, we found it mounted under the windshield visor—a far cry from a 

professional job. 

“Back-off,” I whispered, hoping that it was not too late, for an idea hatched. When we 

were through the gate, I stopped Tuck to explain my theory. I was feeling optimistic about 

finding a local culprit. 
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“Don’t want the spy to know that we know. Two can play this game. Here’s how I think 

the heist works: The person monitoring the camera sees when Jessica and Renee come and go, 

and what vehicles are taken. What they are looking for is a time when they both are gone but the 

Sub is left here, which means the key is on the hook. When that occurs, a person can walk up the 

dirt driveway, go in the unlocked back door and mold the key for duplication. Probably someone 

who knows the dogs, thus no attack. Takes only a few seconds to make a key impression. Next 

...” 

“Next, the key is duplicated by a specialist within the theft ring, and using the camera 

again, they wait for the ideal time to follow Jessica into town driving the Sub,” Tucker said, 

punctuated with his clownish facial contortion. 

“Almost right,” I said. “I suspect a tracking device is planted on the Sub.” 

“Huh, why do they need that?” Tuck asked. 

“The camera man calls the hit squad’s dispatcher, who sends out two men. Using a 

tracking receiver, they know where the Sub is parked. If the location is ‘right’ for the theft, the 

passenger is dropped off with the duped key. When Jessica goes into a building, he simply 

unlocks, drives off to a hiding place, and later to a chop shop or re-finishing garage for resale,” I 

said. 

“Got it, but how do we play their game?” Tuck asked. 

“Set up hidden cameras in Jessica’s house, with one outside. We find out when the key is 

molded, and capture incriminating images of the intruder. Soon afterwards, we attach our own 

GPS tracker to her car. When apprehended later by the police, he’ll probably rat out someone in 

the ring.” 
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“But ... but ... she doesn’t have a car now for them to steal!” Tuck said, confident that my 

plan flopped belly-up. 

“Oh yes ... she’ll have my 2007 Nissan!” I said, unable to hold back a triumphant grin. 

 

Jessica reluctantly accepted the Nissan for she was still recovering from the loss of the 

Sub, and didn’t want to grieve over mine being stolen also. She came to my office at my request 

for contractual signature. I asked her not to share our auto arrangement with Renee, or anyone 

else. 

Unlike her Honda and Sub, my Nissan was not subject to entry using a master key—the 

other method both vehicles could have been nabbed. If only one car was stolen, that MO would 

have been my front runner. 

 

A week later, working only during times Renee was gone from the property, a video geek 

and I installed the hidden camera set-ups. With my car on the line, I was committed like never 

before. The video was streamed to a laptop, set-up in Jessica’s bedroom that would pass the 

views on to my office desktop. There, either Tuck or I would keep an eye on the monitor. Our 

prime suspect was the crazy neighbor. Tuck got his name through public land records, and then a 

picture from his Facebook page. Jessica was instructed to do as before: let her neighbors know of 

her “new” car and take the truck to work at least twice a week during Renee’s absence—and 

once with her at home. We installed a tracking device on the Nissan and tested it for several 

days. Perfect. 
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 Tuck and I delivered the Nissan to Jessica several blocks short of her house. The trap 

was set. 

 

A week passed, then two. Growing weary of viewing the monitor, I routed the videos 

onto an external hard drive. Tuck racked up OT every evening viewing the recordings. I began to 

doubt the neighbor connection; maybe lightning can strike you twice. Near the end of the third 

week, I was ready to retrieve the Nissan. 

Two evenings later, I got a call from Tuck. A man appeared on all three videos! After 

entering and petting the aggressive dog, he unhooked the Nissan key, opened a small box, 

inserted the key, pressed firmly, and replaced the key on the hook. He was not the unfriendly 

neighbor whom we suspected! 

 The next morning, we took a copy of the snipped videos to Jessica. She nearly dropped 

her coffee cup when the man’s face appeared. 

“It’s Ned Salison!” she shouted. 

“A neighbor?” I asked, beating out Tuck. 

“No! He was a friend of mine. Has an uncle who lives across the street. I see Ned over 

there often. I’ve chatted with him recently. How could he do this to me?” 

“So, he knows your dogs?” Tuck said. 

“Yes, he loves dogs and especially that one. She pointed to the aggressive dog.” 
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With the videos as evidence, Ned was arrested, and later he squealed on his accomplices. 

The Subaru was recovered and a car theft ring broken. 

Oh, the disliked, crazy neighbor with the camera on the pickup? The camera didn’t work 

and the long wire was broken in many places, probably by his horse. When questioned, he 

confessed to keeping an eye on Jessica’s place years ago. Said he was just being a good neighbor 

but Jessica suspects he was peeping. 

 

 

Author’s note: 

The above story is based on the disappearance of a 2005 Subaru Outback on June 20, 

2017 in a small town near Seattle. As in the story, it was driven down from Alaska through 

Canada. The neighborhood description is accurate, including the abandoned pickup. Local 

police were notified, however, they played no significant role due to higher priorities. A detective 

agency was not involved. The Subaru was discovered by the owner on June 28, undamaged, 

unrifled and unlocked several blocks away from where it was stolen. The owner insists the 

Outback was locked. Where the car was taken, why, and who was involved remains a mystery. 

  

 

  


