JEFF JONES AND HIS
1943 FORD BURMA JEEP
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“WHAT IS THAT THING?” 1 ASKED.
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him relentlessly to give the Burma Jeep her
head—Ilet her dash into the mud. Finally
relenting, he launched her into the bog in
second gear, low range. In spite of all that
torque she began to bog down about half
way. Mud and water were oozing through
the floorboards. He realized with a grin that
he still had another gear, so he double-
clutched, then triple-clutched and crunched
her up into first (creeper) gear. She forged
ahead powerfully, pushing through the
mud like a snow plow, all the way to dry
land. The crowd was amazed.

| clambered up and across the hump into
the side-facing passenger seat, stepping
on the stiff canvas driver’s seat. There was
no other way to do it. Cockpit space is seri-
ously limited, with the engine hump filling
the space between the seats and just
enough space on the floor in front of the
driver's seat for the driver’s feet and a cou-
ple of big levers. Jeff climbed in, squirmed
into position and cranked her up. Since my
seat was a tad higher and facing him | had
a great view of all the mechanical things
going on over there.

The brute reluctantly groaned and grum-
bled to life. We slowly trundled down his
rocky driveway, both of us grinning ear to
ear while my pretty blonde and our pas-
sengers waited with the Lexus. Geared low
and stiffly sprung, the Burma Jeep is cer-
tainly designed for maximum hauling
capacity. We could feel and hear the gears
whining and all the mechanical parts doing
their jobs without a hint of pretention or
sophistication. Raw power and practicality
is the name of this game. Struggling up a
short hill, Jeff double-clutched into third
gear as we advanced slowly and steadily.

We took a ride to the edge of the open
desert at the end of his little settlement,
where we stopped for some photos and
more history. Posed there with dry wilder-
ness in the background, the Burma Jeep
looked to be in its element even though it
was designed and built for the jungles of
Southeast Asia. It suits the desert well.

Jeff is in his element as well, living sim-
ply and freely where the Arizona wilder-
ness surrounds him—and his great old
Burma Jeep.




