
The Tennis Racquet
By Abe Mittleman

It’s funny! There are usually very little times when finding lost items there is no clue as to who
owns the item.
It was late on a Sunday night when I picked up two young ladies very routinely who were going
to two different stops in Manhattan. After dropping off the first lady I dropped off the second
lady on the corner of Ave B and E 9th street in the East Village.

A little while later I discovered a Tennis Racquet had been left in my taxi. I was about 95% sure
it was the woman I dropped off in the East Village. But, there were many buildings there and I
had no idea which building she went to. Even if I did, these building have many residents. What I
did not want to do is look for a parking space. That is always a difficult thing to do. I also didn’t
want to go on a search mission in this neighborhood, especially late at night. That could possibly
endanger me. So, I took a different approach.

The case the Tennis Racquet was in contained the only clue as to who owned the Tennis
Racquet. I zipped open a pocket on the case and found a card with a woman’s phone number.
It was after 11PM. Despite the hour, I made the call. A man answered and I asked for the woman
who’s number was on the card. “Who is this”?  he said. I thought “My God”, from his tone of
voice I thought maybe he thinks I was her secret lover calling at this late hour. But no, I
explained the situation and he put the woman on the phone.

She told me that she had no idea who the racquet belonged to. I left a voice mail number that I
used (this was a long time before there were smart phones and other devices that had voice mail
service). I told her if she perhaps could think of who possibly owned the racquet to call me and
leave a message.

I went home with the Tennis Racquet and went to bed. When I woke up late the next morning the
woman who lost the Racquet had left a message for me. Wow! She was found. I lived upstate 90
miles out of NYC and asked he if I could wait a few days to return it. That would be the next
time I’d be in Manhattan. When I returned it she handed me $20. and told me I saved her life.
To me it was just one of many times I returned items to passengers. But, in doing so you always
feel good about helping someone reunite with an important lost item.
(continue reading letter on page 2)  .






