
They are Gone 

 

The saga of the 220SE and the parts cars continues. After several changed appointments 

our broker friend Tomasz Palkin arrived with his customer to get the 220SE convertible 

that Ernie was allegedly restoring. His customer, Jurgen Wolling is a restorer in Germany 

and is trying to get some of the older models of Mercedes back to Germany.  

 

Jurgen combined vacation time with work for this one. He arrived with his wife Iza and 

two sons Freddy aged 15 and Julian aged 12. It seems he and Iza have a company that 

rivals the Classic Center in Irvine, so she was quite willing and able to help wrap and 

pack the small bits. Freddy and Julian pitched in as well. Still, it took around three hours 

to get the whole thing packed up and loaded on a flatbed for a trip to New Jersey where it 

would be packaged for shipping. During that time I took a lot of pictures, just so Ernie 

could remember the restoration project he never got to finish. Jurgen said he would send 

me some pictures in about eight months when the car is restored. 

 

It was long past lunch time when the truck finally pulled away. Remembering my own 

boys in their teens, I surmised that the two boys would be hungry. Iza wasn’t too sure she 

wanted me to go to all that trouble, but when I mentioned the word “pizza”, she was 

outvoted, two sons to one mother. It happens. 

 

During lunch the conversation revolved around cars, especially Mercedes. Ernie 

enumerated all the Benzes he had owned. Tomasz knows Minute Man President John 

Piekarczyk and that brought up John’s new SL and his fanaticism regarding his cars. 

When I mentioned that I had ridden in the SL with strict instructions as to dress, Iza 

wasn’t surprised. She said German cars owners are like that. Some will only let you ride 

in the car if you are wearing white pants. John, if you are reading this—don’t get any 

ideas. 

 

Jurgen told us about a car show in Essen, Germany that is held every year around the first 

of April. It’s one of the largest car shows in the world. Ernie’s eyes lit up.  

 

“Maybe that will be our next trip.” 

 

Jurgen said he lived not too far from Essen, about 200 miles, so we could visit them. Now 

that sounds like a good idea. I’ve never been to Europe. 

 

After lunch they left, leaving behind the final payment on the car, one and a half pizzas 

and a bottle of Jagermeister.  

 

But the best part of the day was when Tomasz told me he had a buyer for the two 

junkers-er-parts cars. At first I thought he was joking, but he wasn’t. It seems someone in 

Poland would like them.  It wouldn’t be long until the world’s ugliest lawn ornaments 

would be gone, or so I thought. 

 



About a month after the 220 se left a club member called. It seems he is restoring a 220 

and needed a couple of hinges and a door handle. Ernie jumped at the chance to get rid of 

more parts he had lying around the house. Soon those were gone, and we still hadn’t 

heard from Tomasz. 

 

Almost a year passed and we still had the world’s ugliest lawn ornaments. Ernie started 

calling local recyclers. Most weren’t interested, but Smitty’s Junk-a-Car said they would 

look at them. Two days later one of the men showed up with a truck and said he’d take 

them, but they’d have to be brought closer to the road because he was afraid of getting 

mired in the mud.  

 

Hell-o! We are practically in a drought situation here. What mud? Ernie called the 

company the next day. They are sending out a more adventurous driver on Tuesday. 

We’ll see.  

 

Tuesday afternoon, at 2:30 the man from Smitty’s showed up with a truck big enough for 

one car. After some maneuvering the first car was on the truck. Ernie asked when the 

other car was going to be picked up.  

 

“If it’s today, it’ll be some other driver. I have to go to Littleton after this,” the driver 

said. 

 

Okay, two down, one in Germany and the other on its way to Clinton. Will they 

remember there is that last one? I thought about it, and realized that I was supposed to be 

teaching a knitting class at the Senior Center the next day. I called the students and 

arranged to have the class at my house just in case Smitty’s truck showed up or they 

called. No one called. No one came. I was severely disappointed. Some of the other 

women were too. They were hoping for some entertainment. 

 

That night as Ernie and I were about to sit down to supper, he looked beyond me and out 

the kitchen window. 

 

“Who’s that guy walking across the back yard?” 

 

I looked. There was a strange man with white hair walking up to the back garage. I did 

the only thing I could.  

 

“I don’t know. Why don’t you go check?” I told Ernie 

 

After all, he’s six foot two and I’m about a foot shorter. Discretion is always the better 

part of valor. As it turned out there was no need to worry. 

 

It was the man from Smitty’s. Supper was delayed while we watched him load the last 

car. It was quite a job. Ernie even had to help run the winch. In any case it got loaded. We 

smiled, (at least I did) as it rolled away on the back of the truck. 

 



They are gone!!! 

 

Circa 2010 

 

First published in The Star magazine, used with permission. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


