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A Tale from the Fulton ‘Radiator Lady’ 
A Tribute to a Neighborhood Mechanic 
 
BY CARYL YVONNE HUNTER 
 
Humans can get pretty attached to their cars, especially the older ones that have some 

stories behind them. My 1991 Toyota Celica has seen a lot of moves, been packed full 

of boxes, and had various repairs in its 162,000 miles. Since it had only 33,000 miles on 

it when I bought it, it has seen some road time. 

 

The most memorable road trips were back and forth to Chicago, and of course, the long 

post-divorce drive to Boston when I everything I needed was packed tight in the car and 

everything else was locked away in storage. It has seen work miles, good and bad date 

miles, and trips to see friend’s miles. And then there is the radiator story… 

 

It was an especially cold day in late November. The sun was shining but the wind was 

strong.  It had been a busy morning and I was in the office a bit longer than I expected. 

The people were everywhere as I walked out the door and along Elliot Park by 

Hennepin County Medical Center. 

 

As I approached my car I slowed my stride a bit. The passenger window looked like it 

was down. As I got closer I saw the fragments of broken glass – on the sidewalk and all 

over both front seats. It was the middle of the afternoon and I was in a hurry to pick up a 

client. Everything quickly slowed to a halt.   

 

I was relieved when my car started right up and thought the culprits must have been 

stopped before they were able to do anything too drastic. With the cold weather I knew 

the window had to be replaced right away, and I quickly called a downtown glass 

company. 

 



As I drove through the second stoplight on 7th Street, I saw smoke emitting from under 

the hood. Realizing that indeed something had been damaged, I pulled to the side of 

the road. I turned off the engine and looked up the number for road service.     

 

Then I called my mechanic. 

 

I had met Joe just a few weeks before. One of my employees had recommended him as 

the most honest mechanic he had ever met. He was also known to treat people – 

including women – with respect. He had fixed some minor things in my car for me and 

charged me a very minimal fee.  When I called him and told him what had happened, 

my hands were shaking.     

 

“I was going to take it to get the glass fixed, Joe,” I explained, “It is really cold and I don’t 

have a passenger window so I can’t lock my car.” 

 

“Don’t worry, just bring it in. I’ll put it in the garage.”   

 

I rode in the tow truck to Joe’s Brake Shop, 900 W. 50th Street. When we arrived, Joe 

popped open the hood and shook his head.  

 

“I don’t believe it. They took your damn radiator!”   

 

After a call the next day assuring me that the car could be fixed and was completely 

covered by insurance, a great running car was returned to me with a brand new radiator 

at the end of the week. If it is possible for a mechanic to be a knight in shining armor, 

Joe was. His professionalism and workmanship have gained him a reputation of being 

the best mechanic in town. He waited for the insurance payment and never treated me 

with anything but patience and respect during the whole process. And, of course, for the 

longest time, I was known as the “Radiator Lady.” 

 



I’ve always been one to believe that there is a silver lining in the worst – and, in this 

case, weirdest things.  At the Toyota dealer a couple of months later I told my story to 

the worker looking at my air conditioner. He laughed, as most people have, when I 

repeated the tale.   

 

“You know, this is pretty ironic.” he said, “Celica’s are really dependable cars and the 

only thing I ever see go out on them is the radiator. They usually give out at about 

twelve years old. Seems you got a brand new one right on the 12-year mark, and the 

thief got a worn out one.” 

 

I smiled as I left the dealer. I guess in a strange way, I actually had to thank the thieves.  

Not only did they get me a new radiator free of charge and extend the life of my car, but 

they also gave me a very funny story to write about. 

 
Caryl Yvonne Hunter lives in Fulton. 
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