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The Swiss border guard cannot have been older than 24 or 25;
nevertheless he took his role as a guardian of Helvetia's borders
with commendable seriousness. As our Bentley Arnage T Mulliner
pulled into the quiet border-crossing in the Jura mountains,
he pulled himself up to his full height of five foot nine inches
(in his hat) and adjusted his state-issue anorak. Tapping on the
window with the polite efficiency of the official who feels the
weight of national security falling on his shoulders, he asked us
a list of questions about our destination, our line of business,
what was packed in our luggage... And then he asked if we were
carrying any ‘alimentation’.

“Hang on a minute, old fruit,” | said. After rummaging around,
| proffered a yoghurt left over from breakfast in the Eurotunnel.
“If it is ‘alimentation’ you are after, old stick, then this should do

(Above) Nick Foulkes and Breitling's UK boss, Count Franz La Rosee at their
final destination in La Chaux-de-Fonds, next to their trusty steed - a Bentley
Arnage limousine.

(Left) The new Mark VI inside the Arnage T limousine. Twenty-five layers
of tulipwood are used to create the substrate for a Bentley veneer.

the job,” | asserted helpfully. It is the last time | present a
customs official with a dairy product. On seeing the yoghurt,
his suspicions seemed confirmed; perhaps he had been tipped
off that two Al Quaeda operatives - one Count Franz La Rosee,
Breitling’s man in Great Britain, and Nick Foulkes, special
correspondent for QP - would attempt to enter Switzerland at
around 9pm one November evening in a Bentley with carmine
upholstery and a yoghurt of mass destruction. Searches were
conducted, and passports were checked and re-checked. | do not
think his mood was improved when, having asked if we had any
papers for the vehicle, | handed him the instructions for the DVD
player and Sat Nav. He got particularly upset when | then tried to
film his searches.

Eventually he let us go, and at around 10pm - some two tanks of
petrol, four Havana cigars, 12 hours, 43 minutes and 57 seconds
after we had left London - we sat down to dinner at the Hotel
Les Endroits in the hills above La Chaux-de-Fonds.

Travelling in style

The idea of driving a Bentley from London to La Chaux-de-Fonds
had come up in discussion some months earlier. Car and watch
partnerships are now an accepted part of the marketing
repertoire for both high-end horology and automobilia, the

template for all such relationships being, of course, the
partnership between Girard-Perregaux and Ferrari, which ended
recently. Perhaps the best-known partnership nowadays is that
between Breitling and Bentley, and | idly speculated that it
might be fun to drive from London to the Breitling factory.
Idle speculation soon became concrete travel plans. Early one
morning, towards the end of November, | shackled a Breitling for
Bentley Le Mans Limited Edition 24-hour watch to my wrist,
pressed the pushpiece to set the chronograh in motion, collected
Count Franz La Rosee from his London residence and set off for
the continent, Breitling bound...

| used to own a Bentley. Well, two actually. | wrote the first one
off 10 days after | bought it and, even before | called the AA to
remove the wreckage from the roadside, | was on the phone to
Jack Barclay ordering another. Sadly, my finances could not keep
up (especially if | kept hitting things with it) and after three years
| had to let it go. | still miss it, and any opportunity to get behind
the wheel of one of these remarkable cars is always eagerly
seized-upon.

The car | asked for was an Arnage, which although getting on for
10 years old as a model, is what | see as a real Bentley - absurdly
powerful, indecently comfortable and ludicrously expensive.
There is nothing like sitting in its quilted armchair-like driving seat
and, at the curl of a toe, being able to surf a tidal wave of torque.
It is a big road-filling car and as such is the perfect match to the
wrist-filling presence of the Breitling for Bentley watch series.

Before we had reached Elephant and Castle, the cup holder had
already come away in my hand (given this was a Bentley, | felt
a cup holder was a rather pusillanimous fitting and that an ice
bucket with a bottle of Taittinger might have been more
appropriate). But nothing much else of note happened until the
Channel Tunnel. What is it about customs officials and Bentleys?

We managed to make the train though, and subsequently began
our triumphal procession through France. Virtually nothing of
any significance occurred for 500 miles. Occasionally, when we
reached very high speeds, an eerie banshee-like wail would fill
the cabin. At first | thought this ghostly whooping was the spirit
of WO Bentley himself haunting the engine bay. But before
pulling into the nearest Catholic Church for a quick exorcism
| phoned the factory and was told that this was unusual, but
was nothing more than the surround of the windscreen lifting
fractionally allowing air to create a whistling sound - absolutely
nothing to be concerned about whatsoever. Thus reassured,
| chose to see it more as a cherished characteristic of the marque
rather than a fault. Otherwise the journey was fast, comfortable

Limited edition Havana-dial Breitling for Bentley 6.75, with white-gold case.
Each 6.75 model (named after the Arnage limousine's 6.75-litre engine) has
a caseback evoking Bentley alloys.









