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It’s a beautiful Whitmonday here on the South Coast. We’re down by the sea at 

Bexhill, the risqué resort with the continental vibe. Forget Brighton, she’s old hat; it’s 

Bexhill that’s all the rage these days. Here you can kick off your shoes and really have some 

fun. Last year this little town was sizzling news, the first British resort to offer mixed bathing. 

That’s seaside sauce all right! Yes, the sun seekers have been swarming here in their droves 

and no wonder if that’s the sort of thing on offer. 

‘Dodo! Come along, now! That’s it darling, come on, up you come. No, leave the col. 

Leave it, Dodo! We don’t want Mummy to turn up at the coast with a whacking great bullet 

hole in her thigh, do we darling? Now have I got everything? Gloves, mirror, handkerchief, 

right, do you know I think we’re there, darling. Now, let’s get this old beauty on the road.  

And remember, Dodo, you must bark if you spot one of those pesky policemen in the park 

out to stop Mummy’s fun; so Mummy can put her foot down and drive right over him. 

The Earl de la Warr’s certainly no stuffed shirt with his modern ways. Mixed bathing, 

bifurcated ladies zipping along his seafront cycle track and he’s now brought Jimmy Glover 

down from Drury Lane to run his new Kursaal theatre. Plays, operatic performances, 

whatever your bag, there’s no need for a trip to Covent Garden;  you can  take a daring dip, 

a bracing bicycle ride, then catch all the top London acts right here in Bexhill. What a place!  

‘Dot! Do mind the begonias!’  

‘Hello, my darling, so sorry. Dodo, wait! Wait, will you. Dodo!’ 

‘Do you always have to drive quite so fast, Dot?’ 
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‘Yes, I do, otherwise where’s the fun in it? Oh, it was a marvellous drive, Munie. Hit 

a bend a bit sharpish, mind, through Ashdown Forest. Dodo nearly went flying, didn’t you 

my darling?’  

‘Goodness, Dot, doesn’t the poor little thing get scared?’ 

‘Who, Dodo? Lord, no! Loves her Mummy’s driving. Fastest Pomeranian on the 

planet, aren’t you, my darling?’  

‘Well, I do wish you’d be a bit more careful, Dot.’ 

‘Oh, don’t fuss so Munie, it’s perfectly safe. Well, perhaps not perfectly safe, but 

that’s the fun of it. Driving really is the most fun a girl can have without, well, you know.’  

‘Dot! You’re incorrigible!’ 

‘Oh Munie, do stop being such a bore. Remember fun? Something you used to have 

once - in about 1880.’ 

‘Yes, well, I’ve got children now, a family, responsibilities. I can’t go tearing about in 

a ridiculous tin can on wheels. Now, come on, Dot, let’s go inside and have some tea.’  

‘Munie, this is exactly what I mean. You really must stop taking tea and start drinking 

gin. Then, perhaps, you’d begin to have a little more fun.’  

It used to be bicycling that did it for the speed fans here in Bexhill. Well now there’s a 

brand new craze in town. Yes, the Earl de la Warr has gone and done it again because today, 

May 19th, 1902, Bexhill hosts the first ever motor races on British soil. It’s a one kilometre 

route along the seafront cycle track. No chance of renting a bicycle from the chalet today – 

they’ve got the race timekeepers holed up in there, stop watches at the ready. Just look at 

those crowds! They’re lining the track, hoping to catch a glimpse of the glamorous stars in 
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their stylish cars.  One thing’s for certain; you’ll find no twelve mile an hour speed 

restriction in this little stretch of England today; with a flying start up at Galley Hill these 

beauties will be hitting fifty! 

 ‘So, how are things, Munie? You’ve got The Manor House looking fantastic.’ 

‘Things are fine, absolutely fine. Yes, the renovations are all done now, thank 

goodness. The children are all well, away at school. I’m keeping busy; getting involved with 

the rowing club actually, and, of course, I still ride out.’ 

‘Yes, I see you’ve got yourself a clutch of brushes. Can’t say I’ve much  interest in 

the sport myself these days.’ 

‘Oh, but you used to be such a wonderful rider, Dot.’ 

‘Yes, but the car’s my thing now, Munie. Can’t leave it alone, I just adore it. Horses 

are all well and good but they just don’t have enough, well, horse-power for my liking. Quite 

frankly, I never had any real interest in the hounds anyway, the dumb animals. And, talking 

of dumb animals, how is Gilbert? Still putting it about, I suppose?’   

 ‘Dot!’ 

‘Oh, come on, Munie, who’s the Earl sniffing around this time? Another sort, I bet, 

from his blasted theatre.’ 

‘Well, alright. Yes, he’s got another one on the go. She’s a Miss Turner, apparently, 

some actress.’ 

‘I don’t know why you put up with him, Munie. Look at you, you’re smart and 

gorgeous and there he is; a naughty school boy with his little play things down on the beach.’ 

‘That’s not fair, Dotty. He’s done an awful lot for this town.’ 
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‘I know, I know, and can’t say I’m complaining about the motor racing. But you 

really shouldn’t put up with him, Munie, you deserve better. Anyway, let’s not quarrel. I 

don’t get to see you very often. Now, why don’t we ditch the tea and try something a little 

stronger. What do you say, Munie? I know Dodo would like a little drop of ginny, wouldn’t 

you my darling? Loves her ginny, does Dodo; just like her Mummy.’ 

And now you can really smell the gasoline as the crowd gets its first taste of the 

drivers and their splendid cars. There’s Lord Northcliffe in his Mercedes. Let’s hope he’s left 

someone at the helm up in town otherwise there’ll be no papers tomorrow. And who’s this 

dapper chap? Why, it’s Mr Selwyn Edge driving one of his Napiers. What a marvellous 

proponent of the sport; in just a few weeks, Mr Edge will be hurtling from Paris to Innsbruck, 

representing Great Britain in the Gordon Bennett  Cup. And, now, here he is, yes, it’s the 

man to beat; Monsieur Serpollet in, why, he seems to be driving what looks like a gigantic 

Easter Egg! They’ve certainly got some peculiar ways, those Gallic chaps. But with a four 

cylinder engine Monsieur Serpellot will be sitting pretty on a hundred and twenty horse-

power. Our man from across the Channel is no fool and he certainly shan’t end up with egg 

on his face. 

 ‘Oh Dot, I’m feeling quite squiffy. I’ve got to get down for the start of the races.’  

‘Oh, don’t worry about that, I’ll get you there in a jif. I don’t know how you do it, 

Munie, put on a brave face, play happy families for the crowds. You do know he’s playing 

you for a fool, don’t you?’  

‘I know Dot, I know. And the finances are up the spout. Dunlop was a disaster; he 

should never have got involved with that rogue, Hooley. Bankrupt, you know.’ 

‘Yes, I did hear.’ 
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‘What on earth am I doing still with him, Dot?’ 

‘It’s that bloody awful thing called love I suppose.’ 

‘Do you know, that’s the funny thing; I don’t think it is. I don’t think I’ve loved him 

for a long time. I suppose I’ve stuck with him for the sake of the children, but they hardly see 

him anyway, so, really, what’s the damn point?’  

And there in the midst of the throng, yes, it’s the Earl de la Warr, unmistakable with 

his tall, slim physique, his fair wavy locks and quite magnificent moustache. What a 

marvellous day for the Earl this is. He’s done a remarkable job with the Automobile 

Association to pull this race meeting together. Once again, it’s another fashionable first for 

the 8th Earl de la Warr and Bexhill-on-Sea.  

 ‘So where do you think you’ll be this time next year, Dot? What will you be doing?’ 

‘I’ll be racing, Munie. I’m a better driver than most, including those damn men. I’m 

going to show them, maybe even beat them at their own game. You might just see me here at 

Bexhill, but this time it will be me in the driving seat. What about you, Munie? What will you 

be up to in a year’s time?’  

‘Do you know, I really don’t have a clue. But I do now know one thing, Dot; I’m 

going to be in the driving seat too. I’ve had enough of that man. I’m going to get a divorce. 

And I’m going to be drinking a lot more bloody gin.’   

They’re up at the start at Galley Hill. The flag’s up, and now they’re off! And in the 

lead, yes, it’s Monsieur Serpollet. Just look at that Frenchman go... 


