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The Angry Bail Bondsman
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From 1989 until 1994, I had-this really nice 89 Honda
Prelude. It was the most reliable, -well-built car 1 ever owned,
which is saying a lot, because I have owned four Lexii. How-
ever, there were two problems with ‘the car. One, it was
slow. It had the biggest engine you could put in a Honda, but
the automatic tranny made it a snail-mobile. Two, I couldn’t
take it out of my garage without someone getting mad and flip-
ping me off. I guess it was the appedrance of the car — it was
fire-engine red, with aftermarket wings, fins and gills, tinted
windows, custom wheels and tires, $ 3000 worth of stereo,

and a license plate which bore my actual first name. Change
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lanes? Get flipped off. Merge into traffic? Get flipped off. Run
a yellow light? Get flipped off. It was tiresome.

Anyway, one day in 1991, I was driving to work. I was
patiently waiting for my tum tof\;ise the on-ramp when some
type-A jerk in a Mercedes sedan Kdecides HE’S not going to
wait, he needs on that ramp NOW, and furthermore, I’m the
guy who’s going to let him in line in front of me. Sorry, Char-
lie, no such luck. The guy behind me lets him cut in though,
so now the guy is PISSED and he’s behind me. Once on the
freeway, I change to the left lane, and Mr. Dickhead in the
Merc has already changed lanes and is RIGHT BEHIND ME
and now he’s really pissed because, of course, I pulled into the
left lane right in front of him, winning our little race in a
cheesy Honda although he’s got Teutonic iron that I am sup-
posed to respect and even be intimid#ted by.

So this moron FOLLOWS ME ALL THE WAY TO
WORK. Once I park, ‘he pops out of his Merc. The guy is
big, and in his forties. He stands over top of my car as I climb
out, briefcase in hand. I figure the guy is going to take a swing
at me, but no] He decides to joust with me verbally. Heh. As
you might expect, everything he says gets shoved right back in
his face with an offensively flippant remark as I walk to the lit-
tle shop where 1 still work to this day. Finally realizing that I
am not intimidated, he: heads ‘back for his car, but before
climbing in, he makes some derogatory schoolyard remark
about my nose (!) that I haven’t heard since the 10th grade
(remember this guy is in his FORTIES): As 1 open the door
to the shop and step inside, I'say “Wah! Sore loser. ”

NOW the guy is REALLY PISSED. He walks into the
shop, asks if I’m the owner. No. He wants to talk to the
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owner. By now, Fred (the boss) is already coming out of his
office. Mr. Dickhead tries to convince Fred that T am a reck-
less driver, but Fred responds by telling the guy to get the fugk
out of here. The guy.calls Fred a few choice names and leaves,
madder than ever. Fred and I have a good laugh over it, recall-
ing that the guy (for whatever reason) told Fred that he is “in
the bail bonds business” during the. course of their argument,
So we look up “bail bonds” in the phone bock and sure
enough, the guy’s name (Jim French) and picture are all over
the yellow pages! Turns out he owns. the biggest bail bonds
business in Vancouver, WA (the town I live in), and has
about 3 or 4 solid pages of ads in the phone book! We laugh
our asses off at this. B

Then, today, in the local paper;

James Robert French,. 47, of 8708 N. W. Lakecrest
Ave. , is to appear for arrsignment this morning for SEVEN
COUNTS OF CHILD MOLESTATION/CHILD RAPE and is
wanted in California for another two charges of sexual asséult.
The alleged victims in both Washington and California are close
relatives. French, who ;Swns Clark County Bail Bonds, al-
legedly assaulted the vicfiin d;'er a five-year period. l

I sure hope he can findb some bail bonds.

ADDENDUM: .

The following article appeared in the Portland, Oregon
Oregonian on November 17, 1995:

VANCOUVER, Wash. — A fugitive warrant has been
issued for James R. French, who was convicted Tuesday in
Clark County Superior Court of sexually abusing his step-
daughter. He was found guilty of two counts of first-degree
rape of a child and three counts of second-degree rape of a
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child. The abuse began when the girl was 8. She now is 16.
French, 47, had been free on bail pending sentencing. which
had been scheduled for Thursday. He owns Clark County Bail
Bonds and similar businesses in six other states.

Rod Frederiksen, Vancouver police chief, said sources
told authorities that French was headed to Mexico or Arizona.
He reportedly was traveling alone. French is described as 6 feet
6 inches, 250 pounds, with blue eyes and brown hair. He may
be driving a white Land Rover, a gold Mercedes or a 1995
Mitsubishi Quest minivan.

This is Jim French. If you see him, call the police.

‘ N . i
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Bagel Boy to the Stars‘

By Mitch Lemus
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It’s 5+ 30 a. m. on a frosty February morning. While
most New Yorkers are catching their last winks before sunrise,
Michael Klein, 32, is meticulously straightening out the
celebrity photos on the walls of his store, 3rd Avenue Bagels.

There’s Michael pictured with Brooke Shields. And there
he is chumming it up with Spike Lee, and yet another one of
him cavorting with ex-heavyweight champ, Joe Frazier.

In fact, nearly every inch of the stbre’s walls are covered
with autographed photos of celebrities, most of them posing
with Michael. One would expect to see such pictures in the of-

fice of some high-powered Hollywood agent. But in a bagel

e
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store?

Michael’s schmear story began back in 1991 while vaca-
tioning with his wife at the Beverly Hilton. The couple was
simply looking to relax and had no inkling of the birthday bash
Merv Griffin was throwing for Sophia Loren the night they
checked in.

As limo after limo rolled up, a virtual Who’s Who of Hol-
lywood paraded before the star-struck couple. Camera in
hand, Michael finally got the nerve to ask a celebrity for a pic-
ture. It was Vanna White, all “tan, tall, and beautiful”, he
recalls. “It would be my pleasure,” said Vanna, snuggling up
to Michael while his wife took the shot.

Surprised by the ease of his feat that night, Michael then
proceeded to get his picture taken with Sophia Lauren,
Sylvester Stallone, Audrey Meadows and Pat Sajak.

Back in New York, he blew the shots up to 8 x 10,
framed them, and hung them up in his bagel store. The pic-
tures attracted so much customer attention, that from then on,
Michael decided to actively seek photo ops. And a hobby was
born.

The wall of fame is definitely good for business, says
Michael, who's been in the family business since graduating
from the University of Florida in 1986. Last October, he be-
came sole owner of the store on 3rd Avenue and 82nd Street,
buying it from his father.

When not answering customer’s' questions like “Who's
new on the wall?” and “What do the celebrities eat?”. Michael
commands the counter like a general, directing employees,
fielding phone-in orders, and waiting on customers in impossi-

bly scant time. Regulars needn’t .even say a word. As soon as



