
In the Beginning 

 

I recently read a letter in Hemmings Classic Car by Kenneth Wood who wrote of not 

having enough money to buy his dream car. He said the seller needed a refrigerator and 

would take one to make up the difference. Wood said his wife was none to happy to come 

home and find the refrigerator missing. I can’t say as I blame her. 

 

However, that got me to thinking about how our Maniacs get their cars. Ernie has got to 

be the king of weird experiences surrounding car buying.  His first restoration project 

cost him naming rights to our second born. We had been having a disagreement over 

what to name the child if it were a boy. Then one evening Ernie came home from work 

all excited. “I’m going to buy a Mercedes 220 SE convertible.” 

 

He explained that it was just like his friend George’s car. While I agreed that George’s 

car was indeed beautiful, I wasn’t sure about this new venture. I thought about it a bit 

then said, “Okay, but if this kid is a boy, his name will be James Michael.” 

 

Ernie agreed immediately. The next weekend a truck showed up with a trailer on which 

sat a rusted car with a torn roof. A couple of bushel baskets held some miscellaneous bits 

and pieces. It did not look like George’s car at all, although it would eventually. I was 

thinking I should have upped the ante a bit, but seeing the big grin on Ernie’s face, I gave 

up. He was as happy as a pig in mud. James Michael was born the following October and 

has his father’s blood type--10w40 

 

Then there was the 1966 250 SE he bought at an auction he and his friend Dick decided 

to attend at the Lars Andersen Museum in Brookline one evening. He said he would just 

look and not buy. The next morning he casually mentioned to me that I should go to the 

bank to transfer money from savings to checking to cover a check he wrote. I was 

skeptical. Surely he was joking. Turns out, he wasn’t. He had bid on a car at the auction 

and got it. I reminded him that he had agreed not to buy a car. He nodded then said, 

“Dick said I could.” 

 

A woman paid Ernie not to buy a black 250. Ernie wanted to buy the car from George, 

who said he would keep it for him until Ernie could come by with the check and get it. 

Before Ernie could do that, he got a phone call from a woman who had been to George’s 

and had wanted to buy that particular car for her husband as a birthday gift. George 

wouldn’t sell it to her because he had already promised it to Ernie, but he did give her our 

number. She was willing to pay Ernie not to buy the car. All he had to do was name his 

price. He took her up on the deal. It’s the only car he has ever made a profit on. 

 

My favorite car was the one Ernie bought last spring in New Hampshire. It’s a beautiful 

car, but more importantly. I made some money from the deal. Roland was selling it on 

consignment and while we waited for the actual owner to arrive, I mentioned that I do 

free lance writing and photography. Roland’s ears pricked right up. He asked if I would 

take some pictures of his race team. Of course I said yes, and since I always have a 



camera with me, we went over to the garage where the race cars were and I took some 

pictures. I didn’t make enough to put a dent in what Ernie spent.  

 

Ernie needed some parts to the 220 SE he is working on right now. He found two 220’s 

for sale in northern Vermont,. The problem was how to get them home. He borrowed a 

trailer and a truck from a friend and convinced our son Mark to borrow his brother-in-

law’s rig and the two of them headed out. It took them a little longer then they 

anticipated. The cars were axle deep in mud and had to be towed out, and then pushed up 

onto the trailers. They are still parked next to Ernie’s garage. 

 

Ernie is not the only one who has some strange stories around car purchases. On a trip to 

Vermont I met a man who works for Hemmings Motor News. He said he found the car he 

wanted, but it was in New Jersey. One Saturday, he told his wife he was going to run 

some errands and left, only to come back some 12 hours later car in tow. 

 

Another man doesn’t have to go that far to find his cars. In fact he doesn’t even have to 

leave his yard. His reputation as a tinkerer has spread throughout the town. He once 

found a “stray” automobile in his driveway. I suppose a basket of old car is better than a 

basket of new kittens. 

 

Men aren’t the only ones who find their dream cars in odd ways. One woman had always 

wanted a 1968 car, preferably blue, with an automatic transmission. On a trip to an 

automotive flea market, she found her dream car in the for sale corral. This would not 

have been unusual except that a man approached her and started to tell her all about that 

particular car. He had owned that very car a few years back. As they talked, it started to 

rain. Another man ran up and started to close the windows. He was the current owner.  

She followed him home, handed him a check and took the car. 

 

Another woman found her dream car at an air show. She saw it in the parking lot. “The 

license plate said ‘4 sale’ so I bought it.”  

 

I never have such adventures. I buy my cars from dealers. Of course my experiences with 

them could be anther column. 
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