
Fear of all things Automotive 

 

While most of the people I meet are into cars, especially Mercedes Benz, not everyone is 

of the same mind. Some people look at cars as merely a way of getting from one place to 

another. Cleaning it means a trip to the car wash, and all repairs are done at the 

dealership. Once the warranty is up, they trade it in. These people do not name their cars 

or customize them. Cars are just another appliance, rather like a washing machine only 

more macho. 

 

Then there are those who have, at best, an uneasy relationship with their vehicle. These 

people are actually afraid of repairing the car. If they are near a collector car, they freeze 

in their tracks lest they cause some kind of damage. 

 

We recently met one of the latter. Last fall, Ernie put one of the collector cars in the 

garage under the new house. It would be safe and out of the way. So what if it got 

snowed in and he couldn’t get it out until spring; he doesn’t drive it in the winter anyway.  

 

While Ernie may have felt it was safe and out of the way, the plumber didn’t. What if he 

should drop some solder on it? What about putting a scratch in it, not that he would be 

careless, but accidents do happen. Ernie suggested putting an old mattress pad over the 

car, or if that wouldn’t work, just shift the car into neutral and push it out of the way. 

 

The man went white at the suggestion that he move the car. About a week later he called 

and asked if Ernie could please move the car to another part of the garage, so he could 

work. Ernie went down to the new house and the two of them pushed the car to the other 

side of the garage. When Ernie suggested that the man push the car from behind, he was 

met with a deer in the head lights look.  

 

“Is it okay to push it here?” the plumber asked, pointing to where he wanted to lean. 

 

Ernie assured him it was and the car was moved.   

 

While it may seem strange to some, I can understand where the plumber was coming 

from. I’ve seen grown men turn into something resembling the Incredible Hulk at the 

sight of a child with a lollipop coming within ten feet of the car, and Heaven help the 

woman who leans over the car to read the placard and her necklace dangles only inches 

from the hood. 

 

Merely touching the car even when it is not being shown in a concours can send the 

owner of said vehicle over the moon. This does not help the car-o-phobic conquer his 

fears, especially if he has a child in tow. Children are famous for touching things and for 

having sticky fingers. Heaven help the child or adult who sneezes near the car. 

 

I came up with an idea for the Minute Man Concours--Pictures of Mercedes that children 

can color. I set up a special area near the registration tent and bring a coffee can of 

crayons. The pictures were fairly easy to get. Although I could probably draw them 



freehand, it is less time consuming to trace photographs I have taken and scan the 

tracings so I can print multiple copies. It has been a fairly successful venture; I’ve had 

some children who were at the previous concours come up ask me if I brought the 

pictures this year. The colors they come up with are astounding.  I didn’t know a CLK 

could come in rainbow stripes. 

 

That helps the kids, but what about adults? Most adults are not into coloring, although at 

least one teen did a picture. It was something to do while watching the younger sibling. 

At least that was her story, and she was sticking to it. 

 

Okay, so I made it a little easier for the car-o-phobe by keeping the children occupied. Of 

course real car-o-phobes won’t be coming to a car event anyway, unless it’s in their 

neighborhood and they are walking by and get curious. They might wonder why all the 

Mercedes are at the local ice-cream stand, or at the picnic area, or some other place. If the 

car looks old or unusual, they try very hard not to get near it. They walk around the edge 

of the designated parking area, afraid to walk between the cars.   

 

One couple I interviewed for a newspaper article owns an antique fire truck. They call it 

“the touch truck” and bring it to local generic car shows and firemen’s musters. While 

children may not be allowed to breathe on the show cars, they can climb all over the 

touch truck and even give the siren a try. While allowing children to climb all over the 

fire truck seems like a good idea, we can’t have a designated “touch car” that kids can 

explore. Insurance companies might have a problem with that, not to mention the 

problem the car’s owner would have with that. However, what about a “touch car” for 

adults only? 

  

Having someone willing to explain to these people about the club and what we do could 

be helpful. That person should be someone willing to allow the car-o-phobe to sit in the 

car and look it over. It would introduce them to the marque and maybe spark an interest, 

or at the very least help them conquer their fears. 

 

On the other hand, I’m not sure I know of anyone willing to be the owner of the 

designated “touch car”. Any volunteers? 
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