


Berlin haul

Phil Llewellin drives a BMW 850i, a potent
symbol of what West Germany achieved,

to Berlin and beyond in a testing 2200-mile slog
PHOTOGRAPHS BY TIM ANDREW
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DAWN COULD HAVE BEEN FASHIONED
from wet cement by a manic depressive
artist. Sullen grey light oozes into the cold,
damp Movember sky, enabling me to
identify the Russian soldiers and T-34
tanks. They guard the lofty memorial 1o
millions of comrades who died between
1941 and 1945, when Adalf Hitler shot
himselfin the nearby Fuhrerbunker. This is
Berlin, the capital whose gollerdamerung
atthe hands of Marshal Georgi Zhukov's
avenging armies was chronicled by
Cornelius Ryan in The Last Baltle. Soviet
forces massed for the final assault on the
inner city included almost 500,000 troops,
1500 tanks and wheel-to-wheel artillery.
The city Is no longer divided by the
infamous wall, built in 1961, which
epitomised the starkdifference between
western democracy and die-nard
socialism. But this misty apology for a
dawn preserves the atmosphere beloved
and exploited by a generation of writers
and film directors. In spirit, if not in fact,
this is still, for me, the enclaved Berlin of
Len Deighton and John le Carré, of the
KGB and CIA, of deception and blackmail.
Traffic is nose to tailin the brightly it
western half of the cily, beyond the
630-acre Tiergarten Park. Bul the area
near the Brandenburg Gate and the
Reichstag building, which Marshal
Zhukov regarded as the very heart of
Hitler's depraved Mazi empire, is virtually
deserted. Where the best-known section of
the wall ran remains in something of a
limbo, while the city adjusts to its new-

Fancy gadgets on this £60,581 BMW include electronically adjustable steering wheel with memaory

found unity. So we park where we want to
park, despite these localions being
comparable to Marble Arch and Whitehall
in the middle of rush-hour London,

The car is significant. Photographer Tim
Andrew and | have travelled to Berlinin a
BMW 850i. Sleck, expensive and powerful,
the new coupé is a symbol of what West
(Germany achieved, after emerging from
the blackened rubble of war, and of what

BMW s 5.0-litre V12 engine gives 300bhp at 5200rpm, and 3251b 1t of torque at 4100rpm. Flooring the throttle always gives turbine-like acceleration

the future holds for those who lived on
other side of the Iron Curtain.

The 850i is greeted with gasps and
gapes by wide-eyed folk whose previols
status symbols have been Trabants and
Wartburgs. Their reactionis nothing if
predictable. But the 850i also commanss
attention while cruising along the
Kurfurstendamm, wastarn Berlin's ans
to Oxford Street and Broadway.
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are too skimpy to take anything more
massive than a brace of Mars bars. An
interior lacking anywhere for such simple
essentials as a road atlas almost inevitably
becomes cluttered during the course of a
long drive. Ankle-deep debris may not
look too bad on the floor of the battered
old van used by Faddy O'Hooligan and nis
workmates, It does nothing to enhance a
car listed at £59,500.

The car used for our Destination Berlin
operation represented a £60,581 price lag,
thanks to such options as an electrically
powered blind for the rear window, heated
front seats - which should be standard
equipment in such an exclusive car - and,
more significantly, the M-Technic sports
suspension, Standard with the six-speed
manual gearbox, this adds an extra £350
to the billwhen specified in conjunction
with automatic transmission. On the
evidence of this exercise, | would want to
try an BS0i fitted with electronic damper
control, an £1160 option, before signing
on the dotted line.

Although just about big enough to cater
for two people on a two-week holiday,
granted careful packing, the boot failed to
swallow all of my colleague’s
photographic equipment. A tripod big
enough to be mistaken for one of Marshal
Zhukov's 21,000 rocket launchers was
consigned to the back seats.

We spent a four-hour night in a Dover
hotel, caught a pre-dawn P&0 ferry to
Calais, then tackled the 600-mile slog to
Berlin on a route that skirted Lille,
Cologne, Hannover and Magdeburg.
Driving on German autobahns, where
high speeds are permitted, should have
bean an immense delight in a car whose
prime assets include a 5.0-litre V12 engine
from which 300bhp pours forth at
5200rpm. The torque curve reaches its
prodiglous, 325lb ft peak 1100 revs lower
down the scale.

The fact that almost 80 percent of those
pounding feet are on parade at only
1000rpm is of more than academic
interest when you floor the throttle to
produce a solid stream of turbine-like

Painted part of wall reflected In shiny BMW

acceleration. Alas, the ability to accelerate
from 0-80mph in just over seven seconds,
and to reach an electronically limited
155mph maximum spead, proved no
match for a grim combination of heavy
traffic, rain and roadworks. Despite
wasting no time at all - lunch was nothing
more elaborate than an on-the-move
snack — the Bavarian wunderwagen
averaged a modest 32mph. The more
stoical side of my character said that
making slow progress in leather-
upholstered luxury was just a tad
preferable to travelling even slower in a
20-year-old Trabant made from recycled
loilet paper.

Exhaust smoke trailed by Trabbies
reminded me that the B50i's air-
conditioning system incorporates an
alectrostatically charged synthetic felt

A poignant sight: statue in western Berlin faces Brandenburg Gate and shouts for freedom

filter, which prevents all manner of nasis
from entering the car. Our carwas * -
additionally enhanced by BMW's
automatic air circulation control systes s
This £149 option operates flaps ti‘laﬁ:iﬁ
with a muffled but slightly irritating clung
when sensors detect such pollutants as
carbon monoxide and nitrogen oxide. T
system caters for specific conditions, 568
as congested urban traffic, by adaptingi$
‘switching threshold’ in line with the
average pollution load.

Night had fallen long before we reacha
the site of what Winston Churchill dubbes
the Iron Curtain. | recalled entering East
Germany in 1976, en route for the Persisi
Gulf after an almighty binge on the _
Harwich-to-Hamburg ferry. Askull-splifisg
hangover did nothing to bolster morales
we crossed a sinister swathe of barren

o

-
-!J'l_ e
Rl

C

CAR January 134



Ch-4gh: and Isening neadeg unecoverng ST mies oo

Foe s S s o sl i o0 1 40 o Frience of ks, et eon
e norors parasas Ay o o e s s maan e aainion o Simos 50 | s aclar
o : e vssar Srecasan

o i o nialy t
e s aton e Ot T G tom Commamorat thote o e I3t

ing parince. Teee e Bl

Soreo Wenadaisosomasthe
Bt ol per

shpec, s camp an Sonied
fro e
5 o commerce

iy con




Hotel's tariff. Alittle less than £30 was
exchangead for a room with two single
beds and awashbasin. We searched in
vain for a bath or shower, bul Tound only a
loo whose parcelain perch threataned to
fall over when sat on, This was more like
the East Germany of the mind's eya.

Germany, Poland and CGzechoslovakia
meet within an hour's drive of Dresden,
but the temptation 1o K wWo More names
off the list of dramatically changad

nations was resisted. Instead, we looped
south-westward along rural roads that
snaked and switchbacked across rolling
hills patchworked with huge fields,

gxtensive forests and pleazant little towns.

We shared this altractive landscape
with the ingvitable Trabanis, most of
which produce more smoke than power,
At its pathelic best, the liltle car’'s 534cc
two-stroke engine sounds No More
mettlesome than a gnat farting in a

.

Countryside south-wast of Dresden turned up a numbaer of pleasant little villages that don't appear to have changed much in mora than hall a cantury

thimble. One of the day’s most vivid
memaories 15 of a nillon which two
Trabants ware overtaken, majestically, by
a Violvo F12 truck hauling what looked i
a fully loaded frailer, On roads such as
these, the B50I driver can use his four-
spead avtomatic's S-for-Sport setting o
make the most of the 5.0-litre engine
MNothing more than serendipity took th
BMW o Zwickau = 'Home of thie Trabant
= where Aulo Union’s fearsome, rear-
enginad grand prix cars were buillin Ik
1930s. Admiring locals besiaged the 850
while Tim Andrew snapped the 'Homeof
the Trabant’ sign against a back-dropcis
hill made beauliful by silver birches.
This was the second ‘last shot’ of the
day. By the time the third was in the bag
well after sunset, we had devoted 10 houg
o covering 135 miles. However, Tim's
stealy determination to return home with
outstanding photos was matched by his
companion's desire to give the 8500 a raa§
good gallap. Unlilthen, circumsiances
nad conspired to mask its true potential
Mot having worked with the marathon  §
man before, Tim thought my ‘Let's make®
run for Calais” suggestion was a joke. |
Ten hours and 656 miles |ater we wee
awaiting the ferry. The B50i had won its
spurs by wafting us to the English Chanss
by way of Eisenach, Frankfurt,
saarbrucken, Metz and Reims. Bunning
on almost deserted autoroutes, we hag
crossed northern France in little more
than threa long-striding hours, but would
have been even quicker had strong, rain:
laden winds not been encountered
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