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CONFESSIONS OF A JEEP FANATIC: PART 3 

Jeep Fanatic as a supposedly sane adult: My third jeep… 

and 30 jeep-less years 

I started looking for a jeep and soon found one. It was standing in the entrance to a farm 

near the village I was living in, with a For Sale sign stuck on the windscreen – or should I 

say ‘windshield’? It was a 1944 Willys MB, the engine was seized and it cost me £100.  I 

got the tow truck from a local service station to tow it to the house and put it in the 

garage to be disassembled. I decided to remove the body as it needed work done on it 

and, not having the tools nor skills for bodywork repairs, I sent the body off to the local 

service station to be worked on. The owner of the business also came up with the idea 

of replacing the original seized jeep engine with the engine from a Riley 1500 write-off 

that he “just happened to have available”. I seem to recall paying £45 for the complete 

engine with all its accessories and any other bits and pieces that I might need. It was a 

rather irreverent solution, but the Riley engine had a fairly low mileage and was in good 

condition, and when I compared the Riley engine specs against the jeep engine specs, 

they were very similar in torque and horse-power. Besides, the Riley engine was smaller 

than the jeep’s so, in spite of having overhead-valves, it easily fitted into the jeep engine 

compartment without any modifications to the bonnet, or should I say ‘hood’. I could 

even use the original jeep engine supports with a simple additional spacer required on 

one side only. I went to Archers Garage in Great Dunmow and had them machine an 

adapter plate from steel in order to mate the Riley engine to the jeep bell-housing. The 

jeep clutch disc fitted nicely inside the Riley clutch pressure-plate and the original clutch 

thrust bearing worked well. All in all, it was a fairly straightforward and easy 

modification. Any engineer with the surname Frankenstein would have patted me on the 

back! But there was more to do. 

I had the fuel tank repaired and installed all new fuel and brake lines. I remember buying 

the preformed brake lines from Metamet in London and feeling quite conspicuous 

carrying them on the crowded Underground and then on the train home. I had the 

engine installed and running in the chassis, and could move it in and out of the garage 
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under its own power, still without the body (you know, Frankenstein – just testing as we 

go). Of course, the Riley generator, starter motor and ignition system were all 12 volt 

and I decided that the lighting, when the jeep was finished, would have to be 12 volt. It 

was time then for the body to go on. All seemed to go well and everything was in its 

place until I discovered that the back of the engine was touching part of the firewall. That 

wouldn’t do, but time was running out. I’d got the new job I wanted, in Dubai, and had 

to get the jeep finished fast. 

 I crudely cut a hole in the firewall to alleviate the problem and made a cover for the hole 

out of aluminium sheet. Job done! Well… there was no time to paint the bodywork and 

I had to leave it in red primer. I got all the lighting installed with round non-original rear 

lights and mounted the Riley headlights in the front grill (in CJ3B style) with the original 

Riley chromed headlight rims. I even installed turn 

signals. I bought a used summer top in good 

condition and five nearly new 7.50 x 16 road tyres 

to complete the vehicle. My automotive ‘monster’ 

must have passed as a genuine jeep for most 

people, looked really good, and ran well. I quickly 

got it MOT tested and found someone to purchase 

the original seized Willys engine from me. I loaded 

the engine in the back of the jeep it had belonged 

to (like someone carrying their old brain to an 

organ clinic?), and delivered it to him in Kent on 

the other side of the River Thames. On that trip I 

took the only photograph I have of that restored 

jeep – you can see the English rain on it.  

Time was now at a premium, and then, before I left the UK for my new job, my mother 

decided to move house to be nearer to friends and family far away in Berkshire. She 

bought a house in Spencer’s Wood near Reading and I drove the jeep there, while she 

drove her Volkswagen Beetle. Once the furniture arrived and she was installed in the 

house what was I to do with the jeep, as I might not be back in the UK for months, even 

years? Someone suggested that I park it in the barn of a farm belonging to an 

acquaintance. I loaded the jeep with my tools and parts that I’d accumulated over the 

past few months and drove it to the farm where my acquaintance did let me park it in 

his barn. And that’s the last I ever saw of it. I left for Dubai the next day and didn’t go 

back to the UK for several years. I was so engrossed in my new job and life in Dubai that 

I forgot entirely about the jeep.  

My jeep ‘Manning F-K-Stein-1’ 
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After one year in Spencer’s Wood, my mother bought a semi-detached house nearby in 

Newbury where she spent the rest of her years. I was with her at the end, recalling in my 

head the good and the exciting times we’d had together. I’d completely forgotten about 

the jeep by then, and it didn’t even cross my mind while I was in England that time, 

though it was probably still in that farm barn close by. In fact, it wasn’t until years later 

that I remembered about it at all, and then I didn’t have a clue as to where I’d left it, and 

I never spent sufficient time in the UK again to investigate. I hope whoever ‘discovered’ 

it found it in fair condition and was able to enjoy using it as much as I’d have liked to! 

I enjoyed living the next four years in Dubai. It was at a time before the skyscrapers were 

built, before there were golf courses, before shopping malls, before artificial ski slopes. 

The road to Abu Dhabi had just been paved (Beware of Camels!), the road to Muscat was 

mostly unpaved, the tunnel under the creek was built while I was there, and the first 

major hotel, the Intercontinental, went up at that time. Dubai was very unsophisticated 

then but, for a person with a spirit for adventure like me, it was fabulous, and I travelled 

a lot. Each week I’d either drive to Abu Dhabi in the company Pontiac Le Mans or fly to 

Doha, Bahrain, Muscat or Tehran to visit clients. Eventually, after obtaining the necessary 

permits, I’d even drive to Muscat instead of flying. That was an adventure in itself. I 

remember once, after crossing the border, coming across a man alone literally in the 

middle of nowhere. He was obviously a descendent of one of the East African Omanis 

returning to live in Oman. He spoke no Arabic – neither did I come to that – but with sign 

language, I offered to take him as far as he wanted on his journey. It was the right thing 

to do. He got into the back of the car and off we went. Neither of us said a word until 

about an hour later he tapped me on the shoulder and indicated that we’d arrived at his 

destination. It was a crossroads in the desert with nothing to be seen for miles. He took 

out some money and offered to pay but I said no. Being very grateful, he said “Shukran, 

Bwana” and off he went. I continued on my way to the coast and then down to Muscat, 

where I usually stayed at the Al-Falaj Hotel. 

There were no jeeps in Dubai, nor in any of the Gulf States at that time. The Jeep 

Corporation was on what was known as ‘the Arab League’s Palestinian Blacklist’ because 

of its close business ties to Israel. They weren’t allowed to market their products in any 

of the Arab Nations. The Ford Motor Company and Coca-Cola along with about another 

8,500 companies were also on that now defunct list. However, one saw lots of ex-British 

Army Series II Land Rovers and Bedford RL trucks and newer Toyota Land Cruisers and 

pick-ups. They were the vehicles of choice for those that lived in the desert. 
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After four years living in Dubai I moved to Muscat in the Sultanate of Oman, freshly 

wedded to my wife, Maria Luisa. I’d met her a year earlier on a train in France, our paths 

crossing briefly on our separate journeys but long enough to know we liked each other 

and to exchange addresses. We kept in touch by letter for the year after that and, taking 

advantage of a business trip (me) and vacations (her) in the USA, we arranged to meet 

up in Houston Airport on April 16, 1977. I arrived on an Air France flight from Paris and 

she an hour later on a Pan-Am flight from Mexico City. Nine days later we married in 

Mexico City. I suppose it could be called a whirlwind romance, swirling from France, 

through international postal services, to its final waltzing twist through Texas to Mexico, 

and then on to Muscat. 

We found Muscat a very enjoyable place to live and work and spent two years there, 

during which time our son, Alexander, was born. But by the time he was almost one year 

old we felt it was time to leave Oman. It was 1979 and the Shah of Iran had just been 

deposed, leaving a power vacuum in the Middle East, especially the Gulf area. But where 

should we move to? Back to my UK, to Maria Luisa’s Mexico, or to somewhere else? Now 

that I was a husband and father, the decision was no longer just about me, but the UK? 

No! So it was Mexico, new and exotic enough for my wanderlust. 

At that time, the Mexican economy was going through a boom thanks to new crude oil 

discoveries so we decided our next home would be in Mexico. After all, Maria Luisa’s 

family there could help us get settled until such time as I could find suitable employment. 

But before leaving, we decided to take a two-week trip to India on vacation, taking 

advantage of the proximity to Muscat. What a fantastic country! We enjoyed our visits 

to Jaipur (the Pink City), Agra (the Taj Mahal was definitely the most amazing place we 

visited in our lives, perhaps partly because of the specific time in our lives), New Delhi 

and Srinagar, our baby son with us. He even learnt to crawl on the lawn of the Rambagh 

Palace Hotel in Jaipur.  

On our way to Mexico, we stopped off in the UK to visit my family and friends and we 

celebrated Alex’s first birthday there, finally, arriving in Mexico at the end of July, 1979. 

One of my longest periods of residence in one country was about to begin. It was to be 

just as long as my childhood, youth and young adulthood time in Britain. It was a period 

of what you could call ‘normal life’, new to me: my life became our life, the family life of 

Maria Luisa, Alexander (Alex), later Elizabeth (Liz) and myself. It was also ‘normal’ 

because jeeps weren’t often on my mind, although the passion still lurked dormant 

inside me. 
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We stayed provisionally in my mother-in-law’s apartment in Puebla while I decided what 

I wanted and was able to do for a living in Mexico. I made contact with Moto Equipos, 

S.A., the Mexican company that built Rolls-Royce C-Range 4, 6 and 8 cylinder inline diesel 

engines under license for industrial (non-automotive) applications, and I was taken on 

by them as Power Systems Manager. The job involved the engineering and sale of engine 

power units, pumping sets and generator sets, mostly for the oil industry, especially for 

onshore drilling and workover rigs.  

We first set up home in Mexico City, where Moto Equipos was based, and our daughter 

Elizabeth was born there. However, as the company’s focus changed, reflecting the 

decisions being made in the Rolls-Royce Diesel Division in Shrewsbury and its eventual 

sale to Perkins, we later moved back to Puebla because the company, under another 

name, set up repair facilities there. Following the devastating earthquake in Mexico in 

1985, the company down-sized and I found myself without a job. I decided that the time 

was right to set up my own business, doing on-site servicing and repair of industrial diesel 

engines, working not only on the R-R C-Range engines but also on Cummins, Detroit 

Diesel 53, 71, 92 and 149 Series, Deutz, Perkins, Lister, Volvo-Penta and MAN engines, 

mostly in power generation and pumping applications. We stayed on in Puebla even after 

I decided to close my business due to a downturn in the economy, and I worked in several 

different companies over the next few years while Maria Luisa and I brought up and 

educated our two children, mainly as Mexicans, and I became quite Mexicanized myself. 

In all my time in Mexico, 23 years, I remember seeing only one war-time jeep, passing by 

but giving me time enough to identify it. It was a restored Ford Script being transported 

on a truck passing through Puebla. There were, and are, many Jeep® vehicles in Mexico, 

of course, almost all manufactured there along with millions of other vehicles, the 

product of the enormous automotive industry that’s grown up in Mexico. Some models 

are still 4x4 potentially working and off-road models, like the Wrangler and Gladiator, 

but most are very comfortable, even luxurious, passenger vehicles, like the Compass and 

Grand Cherokee, all fairly or very expensive. The Jeep plants are in Saltillo, in the north 

of Mexico, and Toluca, in the centre, and most vehicles are exported, principally to the 

United States. The Jeep brand is now Italian-American, of course, owned by FCA US LLC, 

a subsidiary of Fiat Chrysler Automobiles. How times have changed! That’s life.  

During my mostly happy and interesting years in Puebla, I had the pleasure of meeting a 

man by the name of Douglas Ehlinger, though only briefly. His father was British and his 

mother, Mexican. He was known in motoring circles for his exploits in the Pan-American 

Road Races in the early 1950s, driving a Packard in the early races and then, in his last 
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race in 1954, a Jaguar Roadster, but I was more interested in his experiences in the British 

Army during the Second World war. He’d been sent to Britain in the 1930s for his 

schooling, which he finished just about the time war was declared. Being unable to get 

passage home on a ship across the Atlantic, he was called up and trained as a tank 

commander. He saw service with the British Expeditionary Force in France, but was 

eventually ordered to retreat toward the coast and destroy his tank. He and other British 

troops were evacuated from a beach somewhere to the west of Dunkirk, the name of 

which he didn’t remember. Back in Britain, he was demobbed and was able to get 

passage on a ship to the USA, from where he continued overland to Mexico. Sometime 

after participating in the Pan-American Road Races, he was named head of Traffic Police 

of the City of Puebla. 

By 2002, after more than 20 years living in Mexico, María Luisa and I (both of us then 

around 57 years old) had started thinking it was time for a change. Our two children had 

grown up and left home. Liz had married and Alex was living and working in Britain. We 

wanted to live in Europe too, but decided that a warm climate was important for us, so 

we opted to move to the Mediterranean area. Bilingual in English and Spanish, we felt 

that Spain would be the logical place for us, so after visiting friends in Marbella, we 

decided that we’d make our new home there. Within two weeks of arrival, in 2003, I’d 

found a job, rented an apartment and bought a car. The climate was indeed fantastic, 

we were surrounded by Andalusian scenery, history, restaurants and more – a wonderful 

place to live! It was the fifth country I’d lived in for 2 years or more (two of them for 

more than 2 decades each), and María Luisa’s fourth. Perhaps I have nomadism in my 

blood as well as jeep-ism. 

On that topic, jeeps, and the topic of history (which, as you may have gathered, is also 

one of my interests), I’d known for some time that Jeeps had been built during several 

years under licence in Spain, so after settling in, I started to investigate the history of the 

jeep in the country. To put everything in perspective, you have to understand that the 3-

year long, fratricidal and bloody Spanish Civil War had ended just five months prior to 

the start of the Second World War. The nation was exhausted and its population divided, 

with hundreds of thousands of Spanish Republicans interned in prison camps or in exile, 

especially in France, where many were subsequently interned in German concentration 

camps when that country capitulated to Germany. General Francisco Franco, the Spanish 

nationalist leader, had won the Civil War with materiel and military assistance from Hitler 

and Mussolini, with German bombing and other German and Italian direct intervention, 

even against many American and British volunteers on the Republican side. So, although 
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Spain remained ostensibly neutral during the Second World War, Franco was shunned 

by the Allies. Spain’s neutrality wasn’t absolute though: after Hitler invaded the Soviet 

Union, in 1941 the Blue Division and Blue Squadron volunteer forces were raised in Spain 

to fight against Soviet Communism alongside the Germans on the Eastern Front. These 

were disbanded in 1943 under pressure from Great Britain, obliging Spain to return to 

complete neutrality. It was during this same period that Franco, fearing a British invasion 

of Spain from neighbouring Gibraltar, built large numbers of concrete defence bunkers 

all around the Bay of Algeciras. Many of these bunkers can still be seen today, especially 

those built in the Reina Sofia Park in La Línea de la Concepción in front of the border 

crossing point to Gibraltar, La Verja. All that’s history, so what about jeeps? 

Well, after the Spanish Civil War, the Spanish Army (which had been Franco’s Nationalist 

Army) was equipped with a number of battle-weary tracked and wheeled vehicles of 

Spanish, German, Italian and Soviet origin (mainly ex-Republican T-26 tanks, BA-6 

armoured cars and ZIS-5 trucks) and some newer civilian trucks, mostly White, Chevrolet 

and GMC. But there was an international embargo prohibiting the supply of weapons 

and military materiel to Spain, and it remained in effect until 1953. The army was aware 

that war had become very mechanized and highly mobile and so in 1942 organized a 

series of conferences entitled “First Specialists Course in the Army Motor School” and 

published a course book entitled Automovilismo y Motorización (Motoring & 

Motorization). For the second course in 1944, the course book was entitled El Motor en 

la Guerra (Vehicles in War) and the illustration on the cover showed very clearly a… 

Willys MA! With Spain isolated from the Allied Powers, I find it surprising that a pre-

standardized Willys MA was used to illustrate the book. Did they copy it from a 

photograph found in some US newspaper or magazine or had a member of the Blue 

Division come across a Soviet lend-lease vehicle on the Eastern Front and sketched or 

photographed it? 

A digression: it’s interesting to note that, on the losing side after the end of the Spanish 

Civil War, many of the Spanish Republicans that had gone into exile and managed to 

avoid being interned by the Germans by making their way to the French colonies of North 

Africa and the Middle East, joined the Régiment de Marche du Tchad of the Free French 

Army under General Leclerc, forming the 9th Company. Known as ‘La Nueve’ and 

equipped with armoured and soft-skinned vehicles of US origin, including standardized 

jeeps, they were some of the first Allied soldiers to enter Paris on the night of August 24, 

1944, to liberate the city. Called ‘Los Cosacos’ by their captain, these experienced 
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soldiers went on to liberate other French cities and were among the first to arrive at 

Hitler’s Eagles Nest in the Bavarian Alps in 1945. 

Back to jeeps in Spain. By the late 1940s, most of the Spanish Army’s vehicles were either 

obsolete or wearing out due to a lack of spare parts, and, with the arms embargo still in 

effect, they were impossible to replace. Franco’s government needed serviceable 

vehicles not only in Spain itself, but even more in its remaining colonies in Africa, Spanish 

Morocco (the northern part of the present-day Morocco), the coastal city of Ifni, Spanish 

Western Sahara (to the south of present-day Morocco), and Spanish Guinea. In 1948 

under the guise of ‘agricultural tractors’, 36 Canadian built GMC C15TA armoured trucks 

were obtained from WW2 surplus stocks and imported into Spain via Irun on the border 

with France. A requirement for general service Army cargo trucks was satisfied in the 

early 1950s by acquiring a considerable number of German Ford Koln 3500-D 4x4 trucks, 

said to have been paid for with oranges, and, at about the same time, 214 Willys CJ3A 

Jeeps were imported via Canada as ‘agricultural machinery’ but were clearly intended 

for military use as they were photographed on arrival at the Irun customs warehouse 

with black-out driving lights mounted on the left front fender. They were the first ‘real 

jeeps’ in Spain. The Ford trucks and the CJ3A Jeeps were in use until the mid-1960s. 

It wasn’t until 1953 that the Franco 

govern-ment was officially recognized by 

the Western Powers, and military aid soon 

started to pour in from the USA in 

exchange for access to airbases and the 

port of Rota. Franco was a fervent anti-

communist and was seen as an ideal ally 

during the Cold War, and Spain later 

became a member of the North Atlantic 

Treaty Organization. The Spanish Armed 

Forces first received large quantities of 

WW2 and Korean War surplus armoured 

and soft-skinned vehicles, including jeeps, 

and as time went by more modern 

equipment and tanks were delivered. 

At the same time, Spain developed its 

own arms industry and built armoured cars 

Spanish Army CJ3-A Jeeps on parade 
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cars, trucks and jeeps to military specification. By 1960, 

the Kaiser-Willys Corporation had entered into an 

agreement with Construcciones y Auxiliares Ferrocarriles 

(CAF) to build the CJ3B under licence in the factory of its 

subsidiary, Vehículos Industriales y Agrícolas, S.A. 

(VIASA) in Zaragoza, in the north of Spain. At first they 

were sold under the Willys-Viasa name but later as Jeep-

Viasa, Jeep-Avia and Jeep-Ebro, as the companies on 

both sides of the Atlantic went through mergers, buy-

outs and restructuring. A long wheelbase version of the 

CJ3B was also built, and the CJ3B built especially for the 

Spanish military had black-out lighting, lifting shackles, 

pintle hook, rear seating for four people (two on either 

side over the wheel-arches) and a jerrycan holder 

mounted on the rear tailgate. Finally, the name Ebro, 

part of Motor Iberica, S.A., disappeared when it was 

bought out by the Nissan Motor Company, and the Jeep 

line was discontinued, to be replaced by the Nissan 

Patrol. In short, after being absent from Spain, jeeps 

became big there, then disappeared.  

Of course, my life in Spain since 2003 hasn’t been all about jeeps. It’s been much more 

about family and getting to know our new country of residence better. Shortly after 

Maria Luisa and I had started to settle into our new life, Liz, her husband and their young 

son arrived from Mexico, with plans also to settle in Spain. Not only that, soon our son 

Alex moved from the UK to Spain. For a while, we all lived crowded together in our two-

bedroomed apartment, just like typical immigrants, until they could find their own 

accommodation nearby. 

Maria Luisa and I would take advantage of any opportunity to travel near and far, getting 

to know places and Spanish culture and cuisine. Sometimes we’d visit places with the 

family, sometimes just the two of us, and when I was busy working, Maria Luisa would 

visit her new found friends, and she took up painting again, as a more serious hobby. We 

wanted to know everything about Spain and the Spanish people. We wanted to become 

as Spanish as we could, not just be ex-pats living in the country. In fact, Maria Luisa 

became a Spanish citizen after registering her birth with the authorities over sixty years 



27 
 

after she was born! Although she was born in Mexico, both her parents were Spanish 

citizens at the time and this gave her the right to Spanish nationality.  

We both enjoyed our life together in Spain, often receiving friends and family visiting 

from Mexico and showing them around. We managed to make a couple of trips together 

back to Mexico, but we both agreed that we’d made the right decision in moving to live 

in Spain. We also made one trip to the UK to visit my family there, one trip to Paris to 

relive our first meeting 30 years earlier, and we took a cruise together with Liz and family 

around the Eastern Mediterranean. We enjoyed every moment possible together. 

However, I have to confess that we’d only been settled in Marbella for a year when I 

decided it was time for me to acquire my next, my fourth, probably my last, jeep. 

 

Jeep Fanatic as a supposedly sane adult: My fourth jeep… 

and life… and other things 

 

TO BE CONTINUED 

 

 


