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Our daughter, just two, stuck a penny in our car’s CD player.  She was ‘driving’.  By that I mean we were letting her play in the front seat while the keys were safely in our pocket and the windows were down. My husband was actually washing the car as she played in it, and I was sitting next to it doing some gardening.  She was safe, happy, and contained . . .and about to cost us an audio system.

I’ve always held a firm line about not having a DVD player in the car.  I know many people have one, and they probably have happier car experiences than I do, but I can’t cross that line.  It’s like the full cable package – I can’t buy it.  If I had HBO and all those channels, I’d do nothing but watch them.  If I had a DVD player in the car my daughter would want it on all the time and I’d give in because it’d be easier.  Know thyself.   
What we do instead, is sing to our library of toddler CDs.  We listen to everything from Twinkle Twinkle Little Star to, my personal favorite, early 70’s Vacation Bible School songs.  You don’t know how happy you really are until you listen to ‘If You’re Happy and You Know It Clap Your Hands’ 12 straight times in a row.  But the penny changed everything.  No one was happy.  
When I took the car to the shop, the first thing the mechanic said was, “How do you know she put a penny in the CD player?”

I replied matter-of-factly.  “Because we saw her do it, plus she announced it proudly.”

He still seemed skeptical.  “How did she manage to get to the CD player in the front of the car?”  

I sighed, either this mechanic would have kids and understand, or he wouldn’t.  
I mumbled. “We were letting her pretend to drive.”  
From his look, my bet was no kids.  I continued. “We had the keys of course, and the windows were open, she loved it . . . .” I trailed off.  Definitely, no kids.  I could tell he was envisioning sticky finger prints on the front window and fruit chewys wedged into the passenger side door.  He could never fathom what situation might cause us to let our daughter loose in the car.  
He then informed me that the penny was basically lodged in the heart of the car.  “If your car was a model earlier than 2003 it’d be easy – we’d just snap off the faceplate.  But once you get into the 2003 models you have to take the entire car apart bolt by bolt just to get to the CD player because of the new ‘seamless’ design.”
Naturally we have a 2003 with its great, new design.  I thought only bras had seamless technology, but nope, my CD player had it too.   Further it cost over $200 to get behind all that smooth, seamless, fabulousness.
Fixing it was going to take at least a day, but the good news was that the garage gave us a loaner car.  It’s a nice perk and one I appreciate a great deal.  Perhaps they see us coming, with our cheerios and damp crackers, and whisper, “Get her the loaner car, get them out of here before they destroy the waiting room.”  Maybe nobody else ever gets a loaner car.  Regardless, I’m a fan.  The catch is, I have to move the car-seat out of my car and into the loaner car by myself since, by law, the mechanics can’t be responsible for accidentally installing the car-seat on the roof.  But, how do you switch a huge, heavy car-seat between two cars while you have a toddler running around?  By that I mean, where do you put her, especially in a busy garage?  The situation called for containment . . . and I had just the answer.
“Well,” I said to the no-kids-mechanic, “I know you can’t help me install the seat, and you certainly can’t hold my daughter.”  He watched her as she was running around a potted palm, barefoot, in a hectic blur, not misbehaving in the least, simply being very, very two.  I grinned, “So I think what I’m going to do is let her pretend to ‘drive’ in the loaner car.” 
And suddenly he understood.  He even opened the door for her, though I think he quickly searched for stray pennies first.  
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