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VW Day

Sometimes buying a car means burying the past.

hy would any Jew buy 2 BMW, ) \da-:;tn&‘or

Volkswagen? It was my mantra, repea -
qu:udy:nﬁunds.up:mﬂydmumr.h]ew—

ish surnames and a German car. Before any-

body could answer, I'd cite the wartime slave labor used by all
three firms and the face thar their factories fueled the Nazi

eﬁnnMywmvmdmnmudfor]cwfr Vollswagen.
e s car” was conceived by Hicler, who reportedly
lpemlheongmnldn!gn

Ewnaﬁzrduw,diﬂemhnhm:humvoqchn-
acters, Adolf Eich was a fi at an Ar
Mercedes factory until the Israelis mkndh:mdmmm

g . sl G gt
my enthusuasm for We actu-
:ﬂybepnﬂnhnugwhelh:rwmgk{umd;ymtmh
was the first crack in my tt German cars” veneer. |
mnndmungdnmsquwBuﬂeWehsi‘:ﬂmdmd
ines that gave it kudos. But buying one was no easy
step. We were proud not to have owned a car during 20 years
in New York. And we asked all the practical questions: Do
we need the exa responsibility for only 4 few trips out of
the city? What about upkeep? A fortune for insurance? And,
of course, the fundamental obstacle — it was German.
ln]ulxwhkaFlsnda,“pﬂwd;Wdeaknhpmd
some New Beetles. The salesman

1960. Franz Stangl, the Treblinka death-camp
worked for in Brazil before he was found
in [967.

Tam 44 years-old and only half-Jewish. No family mem-
berl died in ﬂ!e Holocaust. My heartfelt objections are pure-
| — not ble — and from
myremtd:fortwbmb:bﬁmrhc'l’hxd and war
criminals, My anger was set, and while T realized the
mvmeﬁ;:nbom no guilt for its parents :rnnu.&Ind.ldnm
want my ~carncd m to companies that were
even tangengally mnn:::::lc{u;r.?umst war effort.
My wife, Trisha, an English Jew, encouraged my senti-
ments. Yet most d:.ngmed. My Jewuh father thought my
too d aut that the Israelis
mde:dnumym:kaImmtnnplmed.MEa
lish Jew who was a making officer of BMW asked, “Would
you buy an Iralian car?” Yes. “Whar about clothes from
Spain?” Yes. “Well then, your objection to buying German
cars is stctly based on time. A succession of Roman emper-
ors tried w-npeuutweryj:wm:heempm.md:besm-
ish had the [ ition. Your objecti is be-
cause it was 50 recent.” chushr,bmnflwmmhoy—
cott all countries chat had at some point instirati d
anti-Semitism and sanctioned killing Jews, there would be
few things 1o buy. Reason be damned, it was Germany chac

had eamed my wrath.
g, while strolling
immediately

Then a strange thing happened. Last
mthmgmn.[panedaﬁ:mthwluT

Gﬂﬂdhmuunb:canboxmmrmdj of "Killing the
Dream,” ion into the jon of the Rev.
Mamnbdm-mugjr.

mhuwdunbh:kﬁ *Too I*i:r.v:n—l\.!:o.f remarked Iruha.ﬁl
mentioning that le of Gestapo agents would fic
mpﬂfﬂcﬂyﬂws&hﬁmcl:f?us alone.

Trisha and I flip-flopped frequently. Yes, it-was a great car,
:n&n:wanmembnrydupﬁml\lﬂ.wed.ﬂn:medu,md
would be in 20 years if we put $20,000 into
nmmmmbn wnughmprmnngnd:e
car was n'oxffurns. r one might just be a midlife
crisis, and if we were t.uwmld

I told some &mﬁ? lnsi.BeerJe by
“Dldn:yuufeeliﬁzmmhmgaMemduAfur mv
‘Schindler's List,'?" one asked. “What about VW™s
pay war reparations?” asked another. The replntimu oh-
stacle seemed resolved when Volkswagen reversed
itself in early July and announced it would establish a
Fundwmpennmmuhwhbom'ﬂzemgﬂm-
turned when Holocaust survivors filed two class-action law-
suits contending VW’s offer was inadequate.

In late summer, a dealer in upstate New York called. The
car [ wanted — in silver — would soon arrive, The next day
wesaw “Saving Private Ryan" ind watched uncomfortably as
Gmmuuopumoweddownhmdmdsof(}l'sundm
beaches of Normandy. We almost canceled the order.

The ear arrived just before Labor Day. Itis thoroughly cap-
mmlg.Andvhthuumnd:hau;hn:bmudrmng
a German car, [ calm myself with the reminder that
warkers south of the border manufacture the NwBeetlz.

When Trisha telephoned her 85-year-old mother in Lon-
don, a conservative Jew; and told her we had bought the
Beetle, the answer was quick: “Congratulations, darling.
Maybe the war is finally over.” m
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