
IN PURSUIT OF 

PLEASURE
Martin Gurdon puts the 0 crossover to 

the test on a enjoyable drive through the 

Weald of Kent and East Sussex

0

It’s easy to take where you live for granted. My home is in the 

Weald of Kent, and although I’ve been to many of my home 

county’s famous landmarks, I’ve tended to whistle down its 

lanes and byways without giving them the attention they 

deserve. Some are great driving roads, in the sense that they’re 

fun and interesting places to get the best from a car. Others 

are interesting environments because of the way they look 

or where they take you, and I began to pleasantly pipe dream 

about using some of these familiar byways to make a journey 

for pleasure rather than necessity.

I’d take a circular route that involved about two hours 

driving, that would be fun, but offer interesting places to 

stop if I wanted to. For this to work, I needed an interesting 

car. Something compact, fleet when required but also 

relaxed, civilised and a bit different. When the INFINITI Centre 

Maidstone offered me an afternoon driving a British-made 

and engineered 0, with its four-wheel-drive, a seven-

speed transmission and a willing 2.0 diesel engine, I’d found 

my car, and an abstract idea became a reality. 

My destination would be the slightly raffish East Sussex 

coastal town of Rye, and the route to it would be circuitous. 

COUNTRY RETREAT
I decided to begin and end the journey in the pretty village of 

West Farleigh. To reach it I climbed out of Maidstone on the 

A26 Tonbridge Road. Houses gave way to fields, stretching 

out in an upward curve to show that this was a valley. 

About four miles later, I swung left onto the B2163 and 

headed for the 14th-century Teston Bridge, a single-lane 

stone structure that looks like a child’s drawing of a bridge, 



with a hump in the middle. It ought to lead to a castle, but 
doesn’t, though its single file nature means a bit of pre-
planning and good manners are needed to get across it. 

Having accomplished this, I passed Teston Country Park, 
a lovely public space made up of grassland and meadows 
around which the River Medway curves, and where locals hold 
a kite festival every summer. The road wriggled and twisted 
through dense trees as I wound our way into West Farleigh, 
a quietly attractive place where the locals must have strong 
ankles because it’s on a slope, and getting anywhere involves 
going up or down hill.

I stopped and programmed the 0’s sat nav, then headed 
into the sort of unknown, although I knew my first destination 
would be Yalding.

The often-unmarked lanes I took were surrounded by 
lush vegetation, frequently narrow and filled with corners. 

Sometimes vistas of fields would open up then vanish behind 
hedgerows and trees. Farmhouses and cottages would appear 
only to be swallowed up by the natural world.

THE FUN OF DRIVING
These are not roads for exploring a car’s dynamics, but are 
perfect for pottering and soaking up the wider world, which 
surely should to be part of the fun of driving. 

Being a sports utility vehicle, the 0 has a pleasingly high 
seating position, aiding the passive nosiness that ought to be 
part of any pleasure drive. 

Soon I dropped down into Yalding, which has a chocolate 
box-picture vibe. This is home to Lughorse Lane, which is 
presumably steep and was once hard work for farm horses. 
Another five miles of negotiating high-hedged lanes (a process 
made stress-free by the 0’s lack of outright bulk) and I 
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�eached the village Collier Street, passing a sign offering ‘Ome 
Groan’ beans, then made for Marden, speeding up a little as 
the lanes became a broader, the vistas began to open up and 
I spent less time under canopies of trees, whose leaves left 
flickering patterns on the INFINITI’s sculpted panels. 

With its mix of shops, railway station and garages,  
Marden has the feel of a village that’s lived in rather than just 
commuted from. I hadn’t noticed the quiet beauty of the lanes 
that take you to it before, because I’d had other things on my 
mind. You see, it’s also home to my dentist, a woman who 
understands masculine cowardice and once gave me a Spider-
Man ‘world’s best patient’ sticker, which I wore with pride. 

I overruled the 0’s INFINITI InTouch infotainment’s 
navigation system and turned right instead of left, but it took 
this rebuff with good grace and sent me down ever-smaller 
wooded lanes until I eventually emerged near Staplehurst. 
Here, I turned right on the A229 Cranbrook Road, deciding 
this time not to make the short detour to Sissinghurst on 
the B2083, where Vita Sackville-West and Harold Nicolson 
wrote, gardened and had a tempestuous time. Decades and 
thousands of visitors later, Sissinghurst still has the feel of 
someone’s home, so I’ll be back.

A CHALLENGING DRIVE
The A229 is a fast, sinuous road that allowed the INFINITI to 
open up for the first time. About two miles outside Cranbrook 
it climbs into woodland, jinking right, then left. I concentrated  
a little harder as the INFINITI slipped insouciantly into and out 
of these corners. 

Cranbrook has an old-fashioned bustle and a lack of ‘same 
as everywhere else’ shop chains, so I cruised up and down 
its high street, then headed towards Tenterden, glimpsing 
Cranbrook’s giant windmill, with its enormous brick base, and 
mentally adding this to my list of things to visit as I passed it.

The Tenterden Road – or the Cranbrook Road, as it’s known 
to people coming the other way – is challenging, but in a 
good way, as it dips and weaves through fields and woods. 

Just outside Tenterden I encountered a knot of traffic waiting 

at an old-fashioned level crossing, manned by a bloke in a 

rail uniform that would have been cutting edge in 1956. 

This was a volunteer from the Kent & East Sussex Railway, 

which runs to Bodiam Castle (and one day might re-connect 

with Robertsbridge), who joined me in watching as a small, 

busy, steam locomotive puffed, wheezed and hauled ancient 

carriages over the crossing and into the countryside beyond. 

You might have noticed that lots of Weald place names end 

in ‘hurst’ and ‘den,’ (think ‘Staplehurst’ and ‘Frittenden’). The 

former apparently relates to being near a wooded hill, the 

latter woods where people kept pigs.

Tenterden, with its broad drover’s main street, is certainly 

livestock-friendly. As recently as the 1960s, when the town 
still hosted animal markets, people would drive sheep along 
this thoroughfare. However, I eschewed its delights, and took 
the B2082 Smallhythe Road that would send me into Sussex  
and Rye.

This area offers some attractive driving roads, with clear, 
straight stretches and tight corners. Much of the land here is 
re-claimed from the sea. Indeed, Tenterden was once a ‘Cinque 
Port’ and Smallhythe a centre for boat building. Now the latter 
is famous for Smallhythe Place, a 16th-century timber framed 
house that was once the home of Victorian actress Ellen Terry, 
whose ‘modern’ barn (from the 1700s) is still used to stage 
plays. Looked after by the National Trust, it’s a thoroughly 
charming spot to visit. 

OUT ON THE OPEN ROAD
Beyond it, the countryside starts to change. The road still 
dips and weaves, but vistas and views are more frequent and 
the further you go the more the land flattens out. The road 
was lightly trafficked, the sunshine bright and the car willing, 
whisking through open bends as the seven-speed self-shifting 
transmission went about its business with speedy efficiency. 
Closing in on Rye, I was now in the Isle of Oxney, which isn’t  
an island but a district. Either way, I was having fun.

At the end of the B2082 I turned left onto the A268 and 
within five minutes had reached Rye, passing the Bedford 
Arms pub, which always has a homily chalked on a blackboard. 
This time it said: ‘Of course I talk to myself. Sometimes I need 
expert advice.’

If you want a slice of English Bohemia, Rye is the place to 
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come. Much of  it  is perched above t he harbour, and can be 
reached by a slight ly corkscrew-like one-way syst em, which 
get s clogged up at  t he weekend, but  was blissf ully f ree-
f lowing on my weekday visit , so I made my way up int o t he  
old t own, wit h it s ancient  buildings and jumble of  shops. 

Af t er t hat , it  was t ime t o head t owards Maidst one. Brief ly 
back on t he A268, I t urned right  ont o t he ext raordinary 
Milit ary Road t hat  leads t o Appledore – a name resonant  of  
t he f ruit  growing t hat  was once such a f eat ure of  t he Weald. 

Arrow-st raight  in part s, it  somet imes writ hes wit h a series 
of  S-bends as it  slices t hrough t he ot her-worldly landscape of  
Romney Marsh, of t en running parallel wit h t he Milit ary Canal 
built  t o get  in t he way of  Napoleon – if  he’d t ried invading. 

Unt il t he area was drained, t his piece of  Kent  was seabed, 
so has a billiard t able f lat ness and rolling views, punct uat ed by 
of t en rocky hills. It  possesses a bleak, sheep-f lecked beaut y, 
and you can really make a car ‘f low’ here, as t his is a road 
where driving is involving and engaging.

All t oo soon I reached t he Appledore give way sign, t urned 
lef t  and ambled t hrough t his pret t y village, at  t he end of  which 
I again went  lef t , on t o t he A2080. This would t ake me t o t he 
out skirt s of  Tent erden. Surrounded by swat hes of  f armland, 
t his road is broad, st raight  and f ast  in places, of f ering big 
rural views t hat  I was able t o enjoy as t he 0 got  t o work, 
spooling up t he st raight s and making light  work of  t he bends 
t hat  joined t hem. 

Bef ore reaching Tent erden t he road climbed st eadily, slid 
lef t  and right , t hen under a canopy of  mat ure t rees. Our speed 
dropped, I ambled past  houses f or a couple of  miles, t hen 
arrived at  t he junct ion where I signalled right  ont o t he Ashf ord 

Road, slipped out  of  Tent erden and about  f our miles lat er, 
t urned lef t  ont o t he f ast  f lowing A262/274. This road t akes 
in Biddenden, Headcorn and Sut t on Valence, bef ore set t ing it s 
sight s on Maidst one, making it s way t hrough ever-changing, 
lush count ryside f or which t he ‘Garden of  England’ cliché more 
t han applies.

Headcorn Aerodrome – which saw service in bot h World 
Wars and has been owned by t he same f amily since 1927 

– abut s t he road, and as I approached it , a charismat ic roar 

made me drop t he 0‘s driver’s window t o wat ch as a 

Spit f ire, cockpit  canopy glint ing in t he sunshine, f lew over t he 

road and landed on t he airf ield beyond.

Soon af t er, I dispat ched Headcorn and enjoyed anot her 

spirit ed drive, climbed t he hill int o Sut t on Valence and f ive 

minut es lat er, t urned lef t  by The Plough pub ont o t he B2163 

(go lef t  t o visit  Leeds Cast le). This skirt s Maidst one’s urban 

sprawl, bef ore slipping t hrough t he out skirt s of  Coxheat h. 

I t hen began t he winding down process anyone who’s 

experienced a good journey will know. Soon af t erwards, I 

pulled up out side t he Tickled Trout  pub in West  Farleigh. The 

0’s bonnet  f elt  warm t o t ouch as I climbed out  of  t he car 

and list ened t o t he birdsong and sof t  ‘t ick-t ick-t ick’ noises 

made by a car af t er it ’s been used in earnest . 

HOMEWARD BOUND

Lat er, f ort if ied by a lime and soda, posh salmon f ishcake, salad 

and a bowl of  chips, I cont emplat ed t he day. In realit y I hadn’t  

been t hat  f ar, nor had I been t earing up t he count ryside, but  I 

had enjoyed t he car, t he roads and my surroundings. And I had 

been able t o appreciat e t he places I’d seen and f elt  part  of  t he 

world I was in rat her t han simply passing t hrough it  on t he 

way t o somewhere else. The weat her had been kind, but  even 

on a grey day t his would have been a delight .

Af t erwards, bef ore f inally point ing t he INFINITI homewards, 

I det oured t o Test on Count ry Park and walked across it s f ields 

and meadows t o t he River Medway, on t he way t hinking 

about  all t he places I hadn’t  seen and t he roads t hat  would 

t ake me t o t hem. This had been an empowering experience, 

and one I knew I’d repeat . n
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