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Eager to start our trip to Switzerland, we showpdbrght and early at Willi Storz's garage near
Emindingen. He personally supervised the replacérogéour faulty water pump and even tightened nuts

and bolts that had worked loose during our travels.

Willi is very proud of his garage and the work é@rforms and made no effort to hide his fondnessgfer
Ferrari product and the people who trust him witkits. He described our MG as “uncomplicated” $ait
he enjoyed working on it. | guess it showed hinwHar automobile engineering had come since 1954.
Louise asked if his given name was Willi and heveered, “Wilhelm.” “In English that's Willam” she
said, “so your nickname
would be Bill.” “Just like
Bill Clinton?” he asked.
“And just like Bill

Gates,” she added. He
liked the idea so much he
announced to his office
manager that, from now
on, shewas to call him
Bill. We could hear her
still laughing as we drove

off in the MG.

It had all the makings of a beautiful day; some lalityn warm but nottoo hot. Basel, Switzerland swast
over an hour away but | noticed the heat gaugeaimégg to climb. Not too fastbut climbing justthame.
“I thought the new water pump would take care @tiproblem,” | said to Louise, pointing to the gaug
As we neared the Swiss border truck traffic begamack up and we were crawling along with barely
enough speed to cool the engine. Justas | wastatghut it off and become a traffic hazard tbheder
emerged. We pulled into the shade and immediagpelpped the hood to cool off the engine. For thé ne
half hour we were under the steady gaze of bordards who wondered if we were trying a new way to
sneak into their country without paying the manda&0 Franc fee ($60 approx) for an autobahn sticke
The question now was, “Do we turn around and doigek to “Bill's” garage to see what needs to bealon
or forge ahead to our destination in Romont, Switpel, trusting there’d be a garage there thatdtcoure

the problem?”
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Once again we rolled the dice, paid the 50 Framcspinted the MG's nose toward the mountains.
Keeping our eyes glued to the heat gauge, we bagéow, steady climb out of Basel and toward Romont
All this time | was trying to diagnose the problertiMost likely the radiatoris clogged,” | shoutazlLouise
over the truck noise. “Needs to be back flushetiie climb steepened and the heat rose as we dirdked
atunnel. “Great,” | thought. “Tunnels are cocderd relatively flat.” Not this one. | swear iagvmore
muggy and warmer inside and went for ten miles steady incline. Justlike the Nurburgring, thermo
convenient place to pull off without getting creahia the rear so we pressed on. Justas | reaohqubint

of highest anxiety we popped out the other endcaradted into a rest stop for engine cooling.

A man stopped to
look at the MG
and asked the

problem. | gave

him my own
diagnosis and he
said, “My brother
has an Old
Timers garage
notfar from

here. Let me call
and seeif he can
help.” All we
could think at this
moment was,
“This is God at

work.”

The guy wasn’t wearing wings but otherwise he wasgel. We punched the address in our GPS and
headed for the small town of Toffen. It was wdtealunch when we pulled up in front of tkdd Timer's
Galerie. A guy named Reinhard came outand had his mecitaive the MG around the block. They
conferred for a while and he said, “Radiator needse rodded.” | know what that means and | krtew i
couldn’'t be done while we were having lunch. “beg think it over,” | said and ordered a pizza frbim

adjacent restaurant.
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“Take alook around and I'll join you at lunch,” kaid, gesturing to his garage. We walked in amddn’t
believe our eyes. There were at least 100 caremunodf with more scattered around outside. Mdsttem
had pedigrees of
some sort and all
were on
somebody’s
collector list.
“This guy doesn't
run a fixit shop
or have a car
collection,” | said
to Louise. “He'’s
an auto broker.”
He satdown and
gotright to

business.

“We've estimated
the damage to the
body and radiator
repair work and
figured the import
tax we'd haveto
pay,” he said with
the briskness of
someone who
does this for a
living. “I'll pay
you this amount,”

he said writing a

figure in U.S.
dollars on a napkin, “and you can be on your wadaga” When we balked at the figure heraised it a

thousand dollars.
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“Why do you want our MG,” | asked somewhat naivelje pointed to a smaller sign that read, “The Swis
Auctioneers”. “That’s what | do,” he said. “| dbhave a TF in my inventory and yours is perfect.

Someone will want it. | justneed to make a prosfim it.” He then raised his offer by anothertisand.

Yesterday there were no buyers in sight and todssevsitting across from a guy offering to pay caght
now before our beer gotwarm and the pizza coldyb, if we'd ordered anotherround, he might have
upped the ante but we were really uncomfortablé wite idea of the MG sitting up on an auction block
waiting for some strangerto claim it as a prizeever there was a time, this was a test of outlee

We were at putup or shutup.

“l wish you luck,” Reinhard said as he pointed ttey out of town. “The offer still stands if you @hge

your mind.”

Keeping an anxious eye on the heat gauge, we dtarséow climb into the Swiss countryside.
Louise broke the silence. “That was our only @&&r and you turned him down,” she said. “Whatua®
do now?” Not wanting her to know that | was comtply out of ideas, | bought alittle time. “Whea get

to Romont,” | said, “I'm goingto send an e-mailFortunately, she didn’t ask “To whom?”

Louise and Ray lost somewhere in the rolling talisSwitzerland



