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CONFESSIONS OF A JEEP FANATIC: PART 4 

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

and life… and other things 

As I started looking for a jeep, I found that the few ex-military MB/GPW, M38 and even 

the militarized CJ3A Jeeps in private hands in Spain were in general demanding high 

prices. I then turned my attention to the CJ3B, but found that prices were also at a 

premium for well-maintained or restored vehicles, and SV430s vans and pick-ups were 

very difficult to find in reasonable condition. Military CJ3Bs were fairly common as the 

Spanish army was disposing of many of them at the time but, according to Spanish law, 

the serial numbers had to be removed from the chassis prior to disposal and so it was 

virtually impossible to register one for civilian use. I suppose this was done to protect 

the local automotive industry. I therefore had to narrow my search to a C101 Jeepster 

Comando. I’d come across the US manufactured C101 on the Internet, and, in pristine 

condition, they were being sold at high prices internationally. The prices in Spain were 

much lower but the main difference was in the engine. Very, very few Spanish C101s had 

been built with the Buick Dauntless V-6 gasoline engine (the most common engine fitted 

to U.S. built C101s) and most of those had gone for export, or even the F-134 Hurricane 

gasoline engine. The vast majority left the factory powered by a Spanish-built diesel 

engine, either the Perkins 4.108 or the Barreiros C60 which, although economical to run, 

were not really the most suitable for this particular jeep.  

While I was searching for my fourth jeep, María Luisa and I were progressing into our 

second year of life in Spain. Our first year had been one of settling in and getting to know 

our surroundings. Our two children had rejoined us, Liz with her family, but within a few 

months they had each moved into their own apartments and had found suitable 

employment. Of course, one of the most important things we all had to do was obtain 

Spanish driving licences. That wasn’t a problem for me as I still had one of the old 

‘grandfather licences’ from the UK that was easy to exchange for a Spanish licence. For 

María Luisa, Alex, Liz and Juan Carlos (her husband), having Mexican driving licences, it 

was an entirely different matter. They had to attend classes, pass a written exam and 
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then pass a driving test in order to obtain their licences. Being used to the Mexican way 

where one could usually obtain a licence ‘over the counter’, the European way proved 

to be much more stressful but, fortunately, they all passed the test at the first attempt.  

One of the reasons for our move to the Costa del Sol area of Andalusia was that María 

Luisa had always wanted to live in Spain at some time in her life, and also to live close to 

the sea. What better place then than the Marbella area? However, for me, that meant a 

change of career. Since arriving to live in Spain, Alex, Juan Carlos and I have worked in 

the tourist industry.  

Shortly after settling in, María Luisa started modelling small figures out of French paste 

again, often working together with a close friend who modelled figures out of clay. After 

her friend passed away, María Luisa started taking art lessons in the local municipal art 

centre where she made a new group of friends with similar interests. Within a year after 

arriving to live in Spain, Liz and Juan Carlos had a baby daughter, Pamela, a sister for Juan 

Carlos Jr., their son. 

Back to my search for yet another jeep. I came across one on e-Bay, a 1974 C101 Jeepster 

Comando, and bought it, sight unseen, for just under €2,000. The only trouble was that 

it was in Sabadell, near Barcelona, about 1,000 km. from our home in Andalusia. After 

agreeing with the seller that I’d collect it and pay for it two days later, I took the train 

from Malaga to Barcelona and then on to Sabadell on a local train. After spending a night 

in a hotel in the town, I went to meet the owner and inspect the Jeep. Finding it to be in 

reasonable condition for its 30 years of age, and after checking the paperwork, I handed 

over the money and the Jeep was mine. We formalized the purchase by going to the local 

office of ‘Tráfico’ and the Jeep was transferred to my name. 

It had been built in the Viasa plant in Zaragoza, Spain. Apparently, all the tooling for the 

C101 had been sent to Spain after American Motors commenced manufacture of the 

C104 in the U.S. It has a registration number from Navarra (an autonomous region of 

Spain neighbouring Aragon, where Zaragoza is the capital city), and the previous owner 

told me how he’d bought it from a friend in that area and had driven it to Sabadell. From 

the paperwork, the Jeep’s original owner was ‘Autopistas de Navarra’, so it was clear 

that the vehicle had been used on highway construction, and I did find that it had had a 

communications radio installed, probably at that time. There were a few knocks and 

scrapes on the bodywork and the paint had seen better days. It had been repainted 

bright green over the original colour of ‘Empire Blue’. The hard-top was still white. It was 

fitted with the Perkins 4.108, a dependable if somewhat under-powered little engine. 
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The next challenge was to get it home. I’d planned to take it on the overnight train from 

Barcelona to Malaga, but when I went to buy the tickets, I was told that the Jeep was 2 

cm. too high to fit on the train. I suggested that I could let some air out of the tyres so it 

would fit but that was not acceptable as they had to take the dimensions as shown in 

the ‘Ficha Técnica’. So on to Plan B, which meant driving it home, all 1,000 km, without 

knowing how well it would run. The Jeep did have a valid ITV (the Spanish equivalent of 

the British MOT) and was still covered by the previous owner’s insurance. It had a spare 

wheel but I had to purchase a jack and wheel-wrench before setting off.  Driving an 

unknown vehicle for the first time over such a long distance is always dodgy, especially 

one that’s 30 years old! 

I made frequent stops on the journey to check oil and water and let the engine cool off 

before continuing on my way. On level road, the Jeep ran very well, but going uphill it 

slowed considerably. I found that I had to change down quite often to third or even 

second gear on even the slightest gradient. The four-speed Warner manual transmission 

is probably more suited to the more powerful F-134 gasoline engine than the little 

Perkins diesel which puts out only 61 HP. A Spicer 20 transfer case and Dana axles, front 

and back, complete the drive train. Anyway, I made it home without one single 

mechanical problem. It took me almost 24 hours, including time for a nap on the way. 

The C101 isn’t particularly comfortable to sleep in, although the non-original front 

bucket seats do recline a little. All in all, it’s a great little vehicle. 

I’ve had that Jeep for over fifteen years now. Although I don’t use it very much, I do 

maintain it and keep the ITV valid. I may not start it for three months, especially over the 

summer when I may be busy working seven days a week, so it always surprises me to find 

that it always starts up with a little 

help from the ‘Thermostart’. Over the 

years I’ve had the wheel cylinders 

rebuilt, the clutch disc changed and 

the DPA rotary fuel pump rebuilt 

because the seals were getting old 

and leaking fuel. And that’s about it. 

I haven’t removed the dents from 

the bodywork, nor have I had it 

painted. For the time being, I’ll keep 

it like that as I prefer to have a Jeep 

that I am not afraid to drive and use 

. 

My fourth, and current, Jeep, a 1974 C101 
Jeepster Comando, manufactured in Spain 
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rather than one that I’d rather not take out and risk the nice new paint job. 

So, that’s been my life as a Jeep Fanatic, from early boyhood on a farm in Essex, England, 

UK, up to now, in Marbella, Andalusia, Spain, via Iran, Dubai in the UAE, Muscat in Oman, 

and Mexico. But, of course, I haven’t been, and am not, just a Jeep Fanatic, just as you 

haven’t been, and aren’t, just a Historical or Detective Novel Fanatic, Blues or Opera 

Fanatic,  Blog Fanatic, All-The-Above Fanatic, or Whatever Fanatic you’ve been or are 

now. 

My solo years before meeting and marrying María Luisa were full of adventure, one way 

or another. Adventure on the farm with the animals in the fields, or discovering and 

making something in the tool shed, or exploring places on the trips I used to make with 

my mother to visit family and friends in and around Newbury, Berkshire, where she was 

from,  or on holiday in Devon. Then at the ripe old age of 11, there was an opportunity 

for a trip overseas. Now, nobody in my immediate family had ever been abroad, except 

for an uncle who’d fought in Burma (now Myanmar) during the Second World War, so I 

didn’t hesitate. Yes, I wanted to go. My primary school organized a trip to Belgium at the 

end of the school year for a group of around 30 pupils, accompanied by two teachers. I 

don’t recall exactly how we travelled but it must have been by train and ferry over to 

Ostend. We stayed in a hostel in Brussels, and each day there were trips out to visit 

places in the city or to Waterloo or Bruges. Wow! The travel-bug had well and truly bitten 

me as well as the jeep-bug. 

So, no more summer holidays in Devon for me. I convinced my mother that we should 

look further afield and the following year we took a P&O cruise to Malta, Palma 

(Mallorca) and Casablanca, before returning to Southampton. I loved Malta, but 

especially memorable was the trip we made from Casablanca to visit Rabat, the capital 

of Morocco. After an accident with an overloaded truck on the road to Rabat, our bus 

finally arrived at our destination and we visited several tourist sites before stopping at 

the ‘suq’ for some souvenir shopping. As it wasn’t that long after the Suez Crisis, we 

found we weren’t very welcome there and a lot of the shopkeepers closed up at the sight 

and sound of us, so there was really nothing to buy. Fortunately, before re-boarding the 

ship there were more opportunities for souvenir shopping and, in addition, the prices 

were getting cheaper and cheaper as we got closer to the ship. 

The following two summers my mother and I holidayed on the Costa dei Fiori in Italy, 

flying to Nice on an Air France Caravelle (the second passenger jet to enter commercial 

service after the British Comet) and then by bus to the resort. And the next winter I had 
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the opportunity to go on another school trip, this time to Austria, to learn to ski. Again, 

we crossed the English Channel by ferry, and then by train to our destination in Brixen 

im Thale in the Tyrol region. We stayed in a ‘gasthaus’ and took skiing lessons everyday 

on the nearby ski slopes. We all had a great time, especially some of the group that 

smuggled a bottle of rum into their room! The scenery was spectacular with mountains 

on all sides, and I left wanting to return to that area again one day. Back at home on the 

farm, I convinced my mother to take our next summer holiday in the Tyrol region of 

Austria, which is what we did, as I mentioned in Part 1 of this piece.  

After that, came Sheffield in the north of England, Iran and Dubai. Then, I left 

bachelorhood behind, to commence my 41 years with María Luisa, which changed me 

enormously. From the moment I met her on the train leaving Paris for Calais, I fell head 

over heels in love with her. Yes, clichés, but it really was love at first sight, and she really 

was the love of my life! After we married, I dedicated my life to her as best I was able, 

and to our children when they arrived. I even quit one job so I could take on another that 

would allow me to be with them for more time every day. 

María Luisa loved travelling as much as I did and we made many trips together and with 

the children as they were growing up. While we were living in Mexico City, we often went 

to Puebla, about two hours away, so that María Luisa could see her relations there, and 

our children could grow up in an extended family atmosphere with cousins, uncles and 

aunts around them. Then, when we went to live in Puebla, we often travelled in our 1980 

Chevrolet C15 pick-up to the neighbouring states of Veracruz and Oaxaca and camped in 

the back of the vehicle, which I’d adapted for that purpose. They were happy days. In 

1984, we flew to England to visit with my mother and the rest of my family there, and so 

that the children would understood that they also had British cousins and an aunt there. 

A few years later, in 1989 when the children were a little older, and after my mother had 

passed away, we spent two months touring Europe, including the UK, going as far as 

Istanbul before ending our journey in Madrid. 

However, while María Luisa and I had many things in common, we were quite different 

in some ways. While she liked to talk about things and chat with people, I preferred to 

think about things, investigate and study them. I’ve always had one hobby or another on 

the go at any one time. I once asked María Luisa what her favourite pastime was and she 

replied that it was talking, chatting with friends and family. I always knew that she was 

very sociable, but until that moment I’d never thought that talking with people could be 

regarded as a hobby. I thought painting was her only real hobby and an important one 

for her, but apparently it was just her secondary hobby. 
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Unsurprisingly, then, there were times when she’d been chatting to me for a while and I 

hadn’t noticed or even heard her because my mind was far away thinking about one 

thing or another. I always used to say to her that if she wanted to say something to me 

or talk with me, she should first call me by name and make sure she had my attention. 

Another difference was my penchant for collecting things, especially old things, while 

María Luisa was a minimalist and had no time for ‘superfluous’ things. I must admit that 

moving from country to country, town to town, or even house to house, so many times 

in our life together, collecting and keeping became impractical.  

Like all long-term couples, María Luisa and I faced many quite difficult situations and 

issues together and found our way through them. In 2000, when we were still living in 

Mexico, María Luisa was diagnosed with breast cancer and had to be operated on 

immediately. After the operation, we were told that she was clear of cancer, and it 

seemed so for several years, but eventually turned out to be incorrect. Early in 2015, 

twelve years after our move to Spain, she was diagnosed with cancer again, and it was 

found to be a recurrence of her earlier cancer, now spreading to other parts of her body. 

She was hospitalized for a few days and I spent as much time as I could with her in the 

hospital. 

When she was released, she had to use a wheelchair to get around. At the time we were 

living in an apartment on the second floor of a building without a lift, so we moved in 

with Alex and his two sons in their three-bedroomed apartment which did have a lift and 

made it easy to move María Luisa in the wheelchair. Alex was working everyday so I quit 

my regular job and dedicated all my time to looking after her. I was often asked why I 

did that, given that Liz could be with María Luisa several hours a day and take care of 

her. For me, it was something I just knew I had to do, no question about it. After all, even 

though her initial treatment was in tablet form, she had to visit the doctor on a regular 

basis in our local hospital, and also occasionally go for studies to be done in a hospital in 

Malaga, an hour’s drive away. Whatever she needed I would do for her, including taking 

her for a ‘paseo’ in her wheelchair or to a coffee shop or restaurant. She actually 

improved a lot with her initial treatment and was able then to get around with a stroller. 

She even managed to drive again for a while. But eventually she had to start more serious 

treatment, which meant going to the hospital on a frequent basis. I was there with her 

every day. She also received fantastic support from AECC, the Spanish Association 

Against Cancer, first in the form of regular home visits by a nurse, and later a doctor 

would visit her at home. 
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It was so sad, so distressing, to see her health deteriorating every day. We all tried to 

cheer her up as much as we could but the inevitable was in sight, almost like an 

approaching appointment. One week before she passed away, I made all the 

arrangements for her cremation. She left us early in the morning of November 2nd, 2018, 

a day celebrated each year in Mexico as the Day of the Dead. We were with her at the 

end, all of us: Alex and Liz, her children, Juan Carlos, her son-in-law, Juan Carlos Jr. and 

Pamela, her grandchildren, and myself. I miss her. Rest in Peace, my sweetheart. 

Now here’s a question: Why did I write all this about jeeps? I mean, why did I write 

anything at all, let alone about jeeps? Yes, because I was bitten by the jeep-bug as a boy, 

and some kind of addiction developed in me: jeeps are the overt theme of all these 

pages. Also because jeeps have been one part, though really quite small, of a much fuller 

life, in very different places, with very different people, and with very special people: all 

these pages have been about my life too, not just jeeps. But it must also be because I 

enjoy writing: reflecting, researching, and the actual process of writing. And also because 

of María Luisa: it’s no coincidence that I wrote all this approaching and after 2018. 

In a sense, it was María Luisa who got me writing, as well as developing into a fuller 

person. My first big bout of writing was that year of correspondence with her after we’d 

met on that French train, and you know where that led! Over the years I’ve written about 

other things as well: I seem to be a thinker and writer – of sorts! – more than a talker. 

Maybe now is the time to blow the dust off all the pages I’ve written and work on some 

of them again, now that María Luisa won’t be calling my name to get my attention any 

more, though she’ll always be in my thoughts. 

But let me conclude as the mechanical engineer I trained to be in order to do ‘my life’s 

work’, earn a living and contribute to society, and on the overt topic of this piece of 

writing. Yes, back to jeeps. As a boy I was fascinated by them just as eye-catching vehicles 

on the roads around me. As a student of mechanical engineering and after I became 

fascinated by them as icons of human creativity, inventiveness, problem-solving and 

determination in the rush and chaos of a great crisis, the Second World War. And that’s 

why I’m still a jeep fanatic. 

And, with that, I’ll leave those of you who’ve accompanied me this far to get on with 

whatever you are fanatical about, or just your normal life. 


