I recently needed new tires and thought I’d shop around for the best deal. My first call set me back when I was quoted a price slightly north of $900. I had moved on to the discounters and the membership clubs when my significant other suggested I consider Frankie’s Fine Tires.

“Frankie’s Fun Tires? What kind of tire place is that?” I asked.

Frankie’s Tires is pretty much on the other side of the world from where I live but, I called anyway. Frankie’s price was almost $300 less.

Cross County Road, where Frankie’s is located, is an interesting sort of road, named so because it straddles two counties. It is also home to an eclectic group of businesses, including Generation X, an adult (wink, wink) toy store. Frankie’s Tires is barely visible from the road, hidden as it is behind the toy store.

At first glance, Frankie’s didn’t look all that impressive, presenting a sort of tire-and-repair shop meets Bowen’s Island look. To those who never enjoyed the pleasure of consuming oysters at Bowen’s Island before it was destroyed by fire, this is meaningless information. Everyone else knows what I mean. The building and grounds of Frankie’s are decorated with an automotive theme—old car seats, hubcaps and the like are scattered here and there.

At first I saw no signs of life, but, since the bays were full of cars, I decided to venture out of my vehicle. Moving closer, I noticed mechanics hard at work. A hefty black pig strolled in the back of the shop. He appeared to be supervising.

Now maybe you think I’m talking about one of those cute little Vietnamese pot-bellied pigs. This pig had a pot belly but was by no means little. Nor Asian.

I wondered if the pig was just a figment of my imagination as Frankie took my keys. An ancient car seat against the wall was occupied by a hopeful-looking guy, so I opted for the more upscale “inner” waiting area, which boasted recliners and a love seat. I stepped over a massive plasma TV, still in the box, and sat on the love seat.
I shifted my feet around the box and opened my book as a huge presence filled the room.

“Ooooh look. It’s a pig,” squealed the middle-aged woman in the recliner.

The pig, enormous belly hovering just an inch or so above the floor, snuffled around as we watched in amazement. 

“He’s hongry!” the woman exclaimed, as she purchased two bags of Cheez-its, which she poured onto the floor. The pig began devouring the crackers.

“Cucumbers!”

I nearly jumped off the love seat before I realized the woman next to me had spoken. 

“Cucumbers and onions,” she told me, with a conspiratorial look. “Pigs don’t like ‘em.”

“I’m an old country girl,” she added. “That’s how I know.”

Regardless of the pig's penchant for vegetables, he did have a thing for Cheez-its. He was truly in hog heaven and, when he was done, raised his massive head, no easy job.

“He wants more,” said the first woman as she ambled back to the vending machine.

A technician wandered through in search of a snack and soda himself. 

“What’s his name?” my new girlfriend asked the tech.

“Puck,” he replied, rather puckishly, I thought.

I was almost disappointed when Frankie himself came to report that my car was ready to roll, but I left Puck in the care of my waiting-room buddies and went to pay the bill. I hated to leave.

I turned back for one last look. Puck raised his head in farewell before shuffling back to work.

Break time was over.

