
.My Own Mercedes Benz—FINALLY 

 

Recently, I bought my first Mercedes. Why hadn’t I gotten one before? Years ago, I had 

to drive the ’69 280 SL to work at the Junior High where I was a long term substitute. I 

was approached by a stalwart union member and told, “The faculty is up for a new 

contract. They are looking for a pay increase. It hurts our cause to have a Mercedes in the 

faculty parking lot.” 

Wouldn’t it occur to anyone that the car belonged to someone with a working spouse? 

Since then I’ve learned that the answer to that question is “no.” People tend to read the 

head line and not the story, so I guess I can see the man’s point.  

Later on, when I was writing for a small town paper, I stuck with mid-range American 

cars for several reasons. They blended in with the other cars in parking lots and no one 

would necessarily know that there was a reporter there. Sometimes I would have to park 

in places where the car might get damaged. Then there was this—no one should have a 

car “better” than the boss’. Note, the boss didn’t care, but others did. I was also toting 

groceries and kids. If I had been driving a Mercedes, the little dents and dings from base 

balls, acorns, pebbles and shopping carts would have caused great consternation in our 

house. An American car? Not so much. Then the kids began to drive. Ernie was firm. 

They were not driving the Mercedes. If they were going to dent a car, it should be 

Mom’s.  

I stopped doing newspaper work last summer; the kids are grown and gone. I figured I 

would keep my 2005 Chevy until spring of 2015, and then trade it for a CLA. Ernie beat 

me to the punch. He came home from work one day and announced that his boss Rick 

wanted to buy my car for his college aged daughter.  

The next day, we took the Chevy to be detailed so it would look good when Rick saw it. 

After we dropped it off, Ernie announced that we were going to look at a car he thought I 

might like. Then we would go out to supper.  

I was immediately drawn to the car we looked at, a 2010 C300 in bright red. We took it 

for a test drive. It handled and responded beautifully, and I fell in love. 

“This is the car I want,” 

“It’s only the first one you looked at. Maybe you should try a Cruz or a Lexus before you 

make up your mind.”  

I put my foot down, and we bought the C300. 

My first excursion was to the public library. My cousin Dan wanted to know if I did 

donuts in the library parking lot. Ha Ha! The library parking lot is way too small for that, 

and it’s across from the police station. I’ve met Chief Haughey and there is mutual 

respect. I would like to keep it that way. 

Later I ran some errands. I was getting used to the feel of the car and was enjoying it even 

more than I had on the test drive. This thing is FUN! 

Driving on the winding, hilly, narrow roads of central and western Massachusetts is a 

blast. The C300 handles the curves beautifully. I don’t feel as though I’m going to leave 

the road or that I’m pulling an astronomical number of G’s. I can’t wait to take it over the 

Mohawk Trail through the Berkshires. It’s responsive and doesn’t object to steep grades, 

so that should be fun. I’m thinking it would be the car to use as we create the rally for 

fall’s Farber Rallye. 



It brakes well, too. I was coming around a curve after a night meeting and there were a 

couple of deer in the road. I stopped easily about ten feet from them. No brake squeal, no 

shimmying, just a smooth, straight stop. 

The car is a four matic and I don’t normally mind driving in slippery weather but in a car 

that I was just getting used to, discretion seemed like the better part of valor, so I stayed 

home on the first slippery day after purchase. Besides, it was only mid-March. Driving on 

these roads in the slippery weather should be interesting. However, given the winter 

we’ve had, I can wait a while. Next winter will be soon enough. 

The reactions to my purchase have been varied. Club members say “it’s about time.” My 

grandson Spencer says it’s cool and can’t wait to ride in it. Most of my friends have 

teased me about the color. It has been referred to as “Cop magnet red” by some. The 

secretary at church said that having a red car would mean that I would need a whole new 

wardrobe that didn’t clash with the car. She may actually have a point there. I’ll have to 

think about it. My mother said she was still waiting to hear from the man with the red 

Mercedes convertible that she liked. I think I detected an ever so slight hint of jealousy in 

her tone. Maybe not. She has announced that she doesn’t really like red cars. 

This car has given me some other firsts besides being the first Mercedes I’ve owned. It’s 

the first red car I’ve ever owned. It’s the first red car I’ve ever driven. It is the first car 

I’ve enjoyed since my 1965 Mustang. It is the first car I’ve owned that is fun to drive. I’m 

actually thinking of showing it at the Minute Man concours in September. Maybe I’ll 

take it to the driving events at Thompson and Watkins Glen. I’ve never done a regularity 

run before. Maybe now would be the time. Time trials? Autocross? Who knows? 

Watch out world! I’m out there, and I’m having fun! 
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