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To Pay or Not to Pay 

 
 And another thing...if I am to be given a ticket, make it look like a ticket!  My car wasn't 
even in motion.  I had a snappy blue handicap placard hanging in the window and the time 
allotted for the space wasn't expired.   And yet, and yet, there it was—fluttering in the wind 
under the windshield wiper.  A skimpy four by six thin piece of paper, with Lilliputian sized 
printing on it.  I almost threw it away thinking it was a discount invitation for the Le Sex Shoppe 
next to where I was parked.  I must say the provocative window display did evoke some old 
memories but that's another story (maybe for Cosmopolitan).  What was my mortal offence?  I 
parked my car over 18 inches from the curb.   Alright, lord love a duck, maybe it was 19 inches.   
 I admit as I mature into a graceful flower-like senior (damn-it)  and I am fairly wise in the 
ways of the world my depth perception has altered slightly…okay, a lot.  Parking is sometimes a 
challenge.  In my defense I must say my car sits low and the hubcaps tend to get scraped if I get 
to close.    
 I was tempted to write a letter to the Los Angeles County parking department, asking for 
forgiveness because there was glass by the curbside—not true—or to mention my titanium 
knee – true.   Perhaps I would remind them of my generous contribution to the Police 
Association – true.   I might have suggested that they issue a warning instead on a nice piece of 
oak-tag that would not blow away, but no, that was too civilized.   
 Instead I carefully read the payment instructions.  They were written in a scolding tone, 
"Do not send cash."  Duh!  And "Write the citation number on the envelope provided."   There 
was no envelope.   One could pay in person by going to 6309 Van Nuys Boulevard.   Have you 
ever been to  6309 Van Nuys Boulevard.  It is peopled by some very rough types that look like 
they come from Central Casting after being hired for a prison movie.   So I decided instead that I 
would pay by phone.  After thirty minutes the deed was done.  I might have used the Internet 
but it was too confusing.   Not that the phone call was easy.  You've heard of speed readers?  
The automated voice was a speed speaker.   It cost fifty-eight dollars with a two dollar fee and 
after four times I was able to get the twenty-seven character confirmation number.   
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 In the future I will carry a ruler, I will park more carefully and perhaps engage the advice 
of passersby's:  Am I too close? Too far?  In the red?   It's not a bad way to make friends.  

 


