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thrills and royal chills
Philatelist, numismatist and, implausibly, a cagophilist.  
It’s all about collections for one Private Edition writer. 

Words rIcHarD WEBB

I dIdn’t know I was a cagophilist until I looked it up when 
conducting research for this article. Somewhat inexplicably, 
as a seven-year-old, I started collecting keys, which is what a 
cagophilist does, apparently. 

with the exception of the keys, the one commonality with my 
other collections was heads of state – in particular, Her Majesty 
the Queen. It was her image that left an indelible mark on my 
impressionable young mind. there she was on stamps, coins and 
banknotes, postcards, medals, mugs and all kinds of memorabilia. 
She was engraved on my heart, and she remains the heart of 
a nation – as Britain’s longest reigning monarch. 

Fast-forward to 2015, and I get a call from the PR people at 
Bentley Motors in the Uk. ‘would you like to join us in the Royal 
Box for the Bentley Royal windsor Polo Cup Final?’ 

‘oh, go on then,’ I said, trying to sound nonchalant. ‘would 
Her Majesty the Queen and His Royal Highness the duke of 
Edinburgh be there?’ I ventured. Affirmative. 

‘oh, well then, I’ll need a copy of your passport so MI5 and MI6 
can check you out’, says the phone voice. Gulp.

Anyway, it all checked out, and on the day I was ‘booted and 
suited’, mingling among the beautiful people, almost as if I was 
used to this kind of hobnobbing. I was directed to meet neil 
Hobday, chief executive of Guards Polo Club. He walks me away 
from our group, his hand on my shoulder like an old friend. ‘tell 
me, old boy, have you met the Queen before?’ Since stamps and 
coins don’t really count, he spent the next 10 minutes revealing the 
dos and don’ts of royal etiquette.

He summarised the most important of the long list of protocols 
like the ‘no-touch’ rule. wait for her to extend her hand to take it. 
no hugs or kisses on the cheek. ‘one should refer to the Queen 
as “Your Majesty” on the first reference, and then “ma’am” 
subsequently,’ Hobday tells me sombrely, as we walk around the 
polo field, stomping divots as we ‘chat’. ‘Oh, and definitely no 
selfies,’ he warns, eyeing my omnipresent iPhone with suspicion.

wordlessly I rehearsed a potential response, just in case 
Her Majesty felt compelled to ask me about the weather in Cape 
town. or key collecting, or something. I needn’t have bothered, of 
course. She didn’t engage me in small talk, but she did offer me a 

bright and genuine smile as she sat down about a metre away from 
me. It was a surreal moment, having grown up with her image 
as a distant, yet much loved figure. Here she was, chilling out 
(I suppose Queens do chill, right?) in the Royal Box as we watched 
the Uk’s leading medium-goal polo competition on her own turf in 
Windsor. I was itching to go for a selfie, but I contained the urge 
and avoided a diplomatic incident. Besides, I hoped to be invited 
back again next year.

Bentley has a long and proud relationship with the royal family, 
and is a warrant Holder to both HM the Queen and HRH the 
Prince of wales. My latent interest in keys returned shortly after 
prize-giving upon Smith’s lawn in front of the Royal Box because 
that’s where I was presented with the keys to a Monaco-yellow 
Bentley Flying Spur V8. My mission was an exquisite drive through 
the British countryside to Ellenborough Park, a 16th-century manor 
house crafted from honey-hued Cotswold stone, near Cheltenham. 

Apparently, at low speeds, half of the Flying Spur’s eight 
cylinders shut down, enabling a range of 800 kilometres, but 
I explored its 4,9 second zero-to-100 km/h capabilities too 

frequently to get anywhere near that. Permanent four-wheel drive 
conquers its 373kw and 660nm without you knowing anything 
about the battle of the titans of physics and technology raging 
underfoot. Adrenaline coursed through my veins as I hustled this 
brand-new left-hand drive car through very narrow lanes, with 
roadside hedgerows tapping urgently against its mirrors. 

An exhilarating surge is delivered through a vicuña-smooth 
eight-speed quick-shift transmission, which responds to a caress 
of the gearshift paddles on the sports steering wheel. the cabin in 
this best-ever-selling four-door Bentley is faultless, as stylish as 
any collectable design classic – be it a Riva speedboat or a Breitling 
Bentley Flying B watch – and is the embodiment of everything 
Bentley stands for. 

over a single malt or more in the Manor, I contemplated my 
absolutely surreal day. People say you should never meet your 
heroes, but for me ‘chilling’ with my Queen at Royal Polo ranked 
right up there with the best of days. diplomatic incidents avoided 
and Flying Spur V8 still gleaming new, all is royal in the world.  
Still, I reckon I should have gone for that selfie... 

‘Oh, and definitely no selfies,’ he warns, eyeing my omnipresent iPhone with suspicion.

(above) the writer leads the convoy 

in his Monaco-yellow Bentley Flying 

Spur V8. (right) What to watch? 

the UK’s leading  medium-goal 

tournament polo or HM the Queen? 

(Opposite) the writer’s lifelong 

habit of collecting keys was further 

indulged when he was handed the 

keys to the stylish Bentley


