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Anura and Devanee Guruge’s 1989 Jaguar XJS

Next Meetings
March 7, 7:00 pm at Moe Joe’s Family Restaurant

2175 Candia Road, Manchester, NH 03104
March 17, 7:00 pm at the Common Man in Plymouth, NH
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Our Little British Car
Affliction

As far as we were concerned, and by
“we“ mean myself and my British-car
mad (then) 14-year old daughter,
Devanee, it was an unassailable choice:
two used Jags to replace the 3-year old
KIA Sportage whose lease was expir-
ing. My wife, Deanna, was not con-
vinced, but she had come to realize that
ever since I got Devanee a 1968 BRG
MGB (featured in July 2015 Newslet-
ter) in September 2014, she was going
to get out-voted on all subsequent car
acquisition decisions. Her refrain had
become, “You two can do whatever
you want as long as I have my
(Chrysler) van.” So that was that and
the die was cast.

For reasons that still confound me I had
never owned a Jaguar though as a bona
fide Brit I had gone through a slew of
other British cars such as a 1967 Tri-
umph 1250, two Spitfires 1500s (one
red 1977 the other pageant blue 1979),
a big, fat Rover sedan, a 1981 TR-7
convertible (the 3rd from last to be built)
and a Midget (in the U.S.). In 2001, I
was 65% through on a deal to buy an
E-Type when “woman troubles” derailed
that. Now I was going to rectify this,
though alas not with an ‘E’. In the inter-
vening decade the prices of E-Types had
appreciated while my income had de-
preciated. During a fit of madness when
Devanee and I, uncharacteristically,
were thinking about being practical, we
had considered getting a X-type, as the
first Jag, for the AWD. But luckily san-
ity prevailed and we decided we wanted

both Jags to be iconic. So XJ6s also got
short shrift and the hunt was on, in an-
ger, online for a good looking Jaguar
Vanden Plas, XJ8, or XJ8L.

We lucked out BIG time.

Found a gleaming maroon 2002 XJ8,
with 56K miles, on eBay – albeit in Phila-
delphia. I had never bought a car, sight

unseen, on the Web, though I had bought
a 2-story house, with the bedrooms up-
stairs, without ever looking beyond the
ground floor. We, Devanee and my 9
year old daughter, Teischan, went down
to Philly by Amtrak and Greyhound (that
had been the week of the Amtrak crash
outside of Philadelphia), in mid-May
2015, to pick up the XJ8 and drive it
back to New Hampshire. That was quite
the adventure and the XJ8 proved to be
a huge success; immaculate mechanically
and cosmetically.

Emboldened by our (obvious) acumen
of having found a gem of a XJ8 online,
Devanee and I proceeded at once to start
looking for a XJS convertible – the end
of the KIA lease just weeks away. This

time we concentrated on Craigs list. We
had four firm criteria: it had to be a V12,
it had to be a convertible, the mileage
had to be well under 100K, and it had
to be in fairly good working order (since
putting petrol in a car is about as techni-

cal as I want to be when it comes to
matters mechanical or for that matter
electrical). We went and looked at a red
V12 in Gilmanton Ironworks. That it was
buried under a pile of soiled carpets and
a cat was sleeping inside was not a good

sign. Then there were two black V12,
roughly the same mileage at ~70k,
$3,000 apart – one a dealer in MA and
the other a private seller in Vermont.
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More Photos from the

BCNH Birthday party
I called the seller in Vermont mid-week.
He said a serious potential buyer was
coming back with his mechanic on Fri-
day. Given that it looked good and the
price was fair I assumed that it was a
goner. So we kept on looking. It galled
me that one in Massachusetts was
$3,000 more than the one in Vermont.
So, on a whim I called the Vermont
owner back. As is often the case with
Craigslist transactions the “guy” had not
come back. The black 1989 Jaguar
V12, in pretty good working order, be-
ing driven every day, 25 miles to work-
and-back, was still for sale.

We started negotiating, in earnest by e-
mail and phone. We quickly established
that we had similar backgrounds, in IT,
and he was glad that I was an enthusiast
as opposed to a trader. As an ex-sales-
man I like to drive a hard bargain. In my
old age, however, I know it is best to
haggle on a win-win basis. And that is
what I did – but with the proviso that he
had to drive the car, with his Vermont
plates, and deliver it to me in New
Hampshire. I was by then an expert on
the hassles of buying cars out of state.

We agreed on a reasonable price that
suited us both. He wanted cash. He
would deliver the car on Sunday, his wife
driving his Volvo convertible so he could
get back.

Sunday came. At noon as promised the
black V12 XJS Jag pulled up, roof down.
The seller, given that we hit it off, had
sent me a four-page e-mail with what

needed to be done, in which order, where
I could get the parts and how much it
should cost. By now, with a van, a XJ8
and MGB, I had found that ‘B-Boys’
garage in Barnstead, with a 70-year old
a master mechanic, Paul, familiar with
most cars, was my best bet for repairs
and upkeep on my vehicles. As with the
XJ8, the XJS passed Paul’s ultra-rigor-
ous NH inspection without requiring even
a screw to be tightened. But to my de-
light, not aware of the 4-page list that I
had, Paul also basically said these are the
things I should do ... such as replacing a
bush in the transmission.

So we now have three British cars and a
Chrysler van. The XJ8 is a peach. The
XJS needs a new battery but has done
us proud. We don’t take it far, but driv-
ing it topless is a treat. A Jaguar X-type
is still in the cards – as a fourth vehicle
now that Devanee is approaching driv-
ing age. No, she is not going to drive the
XJS as her first car. That she asks me to
check out Rolls Royces on eBay is a
great cause for concern!

Anura Guruge

Car of the month
Continued from page 2




