
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

PETER THE GREAT TALKS ABOUT LIFE 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



I was eleven when I discovered the secret of the universe. It was down the front of Kylie 

Watson’s off-white cotton knickers, on the top deck of the 237B from Edmonton. Two 

quid for a squiz, three for a rummage.  

I paid one pound-fifty for a quick flash and the memory has stayed with me for 

life, seared into my brain like a cattle-brand. Now that, I think, is value for money. 

 

It was the moment everything clicked for me. An epiphany on the road to Dollis Hill -

God talking. And I can best express His message with this simple equation: let us say that 

the value of something to you, or the world at large is x, and in order to possess this thing 

you are prepared to pay y, then provided the value of y is less than x  (x> y) or (y<x)  

then you’ve made a return on your investment. You’re in business, chum. 

That afternoon I made a plan.  

The carpet warehouse round our way always kept a stack of off cuts in the yard 

which were good for nothing unless you lived in a phone box. Or so they thought.  

I bought the lot for pennies (y) got them trimmed and hemmed then flogged them on to 

the dealerships as bespoke car mats (x).  

And this is how I got my start; how Peter’s - Parts was founded and grew to 

become a chain of Car-Accessory megastores that today, stretches all the way from 

Watford to Wandsworth.  

Some of you may know me as Peter the Great - Czar of the Car - from my 

humorous, high-energy radio and television commercials. But this chirpy, spontaneous, 

knockabout public persona is by no means the real Peter Tremlett.  



I am in reality a disciplined, considered individual; everything I do is governed by 

the Dollis Hill doctrine. My life is a constant series of evaluations predicated on the 

simple principle: is x greater than y? And if not, why not?  I expect my managers to be 

able to give me a running total of a branch P & L at any time of the day or night. And 

believe me, I do check. 

It may come as no surprise to learn that I’m a wealthy man, which is why some of 

you might be puzzled to learn that I drive a second-hand ‘R’ registration Mondeo. But I 

apply precisely the same principles to my own lifestyle as I do in business. I can afford a 

Ferrari certainly, but where’s the return on the investment? Within six months the vehicle 

would have lost nearly twenty-five per cent of its handbook value. Yes, it might be fun, 

but the pleasure of driving would by no means compensate for this depressing fact. Every 

mile I traveled would contribute to the decline of the ‘x’ value. To me, a Ferrari simply 

does not conform to the paradigm of Kylie Watson’s knickers. 

Of course I’d be the first to admit that human beings are not entirely rational 

entities and Peter Tremlett is no exception; I am a creature of flesh and blood and 

emotion. If you cut me do I not bleed? If my revenue falls in the third quarter as a result 

of seasonal market adjustments, do I not shed a tear? 

But I can prove that the hard logic of my life-formula is applicable even to the 

abstract equations of relationships. 

There are many wonderful people in my life that I am proud to call my friends. 

Not one of them has ever let me down or betrayed me and how many of us are fortunate 

enough to be able to say that? It’s no accident though. I’ve chosen them wisely and well 

through judicious application of the equation. Strange as it may seem, my very dearest 



friend is also my closest competitor: owner of Allan’s Auto-parts, respected entrepreneur, 

Allan Langstaff.  

Allan and I meet once a week for dinner; to chat about business and how we 

might set the world to rights. Allan likes to talk at length and favours the vintage reds. 

The bill is often some three-hundred pounds or more, but I don’t regard this as an 

extravagance or money wasted. It’s an investment like everything else; an investment in 

fellowship and goodwill.  

The return is a pearl beyond price: Allan’s trust.  

Occasionally, Allan forgets himself and reveals odd snippets of information about 

his revenues and pricing structure which might be advantageous to a competitor. As 

indeed they have been. But I would never abuse this. I would never pass valuable data to 

a third party. 

 

At this point I feel that it is only fair to warn you, the life-formula is not always an easy 

paradigm to live by. I wear my heart on my sleeve and must be constantly vigilant to curb 

my naturally sensitive nature. There are occasions when I’m tempted to stray from the 

path and meeting Diana Redhouse was one of these.  

Diana and I bumped into each other at one of Allan’s cheese n’ pineapple n’ 

Liebfraumilch evenings and I’ve never come across a finer example of engineering, 

particularly her flamboyantly cantilevered upper-fender arrangement.  

It was what I was gawping at in my rear view mirror when we shunted.  

Thankfully, it turned out that the reconditioned Coup DeVille was rented, and in 

any case the damage was only superficial. If anything, my old Mondeo probably came off 



worse. We climbed out of our vehicles, swapped numbers and that was that. Or so I 

thought. We got chatting and it turns out that Diana Redhouse is the daughter of old John 

Smedley-Redhouse, designer of the Smedley-Redhouse universal joint, mainstay of the 

old Austin Healeys. What this woman didn’t know about ball-joint tension frankly wasn’t 

worth knowing; a woman who kept a bottle of 7-in-1 in her handbag. 

One thing led to another and I took her out a couple of times. Honestly, I’ve never 

met anyone so thoroughly immersed in the nitty-gritty of mechanics. On one of our 

romantic picnics in Hyde Park, I watched open-mouthed as she suddenly leapt to her feet, 

flagged down the groundsman and proceeded to fine-tune his ailing motor-mower. In 

Kensington, a passing nanny had the brakes on her perambulator swiftly fixed and made 

safe. But it was over dinner at Quaglino’s that I knew I was smitten; the night she 

removed, lubricated and realigned the squeaky front off-side wheel from the dessert 

trolley. 

Afterwards in the flickering candle-light she reached across the linen and took my 

hands in her oily fingers, delicate filigreed webs of black delineating the skin of her 

fingers and knuckles like cracked varnish. For a moment I believe I truly loved her. But 

then, I realized how close I’d come to undermining my own doctrine: I’d seen those 

hands that very afternoon, fixing a broken fan-belt in Fulham with one of her own fine-

mesh stockings.  

What was I thinking of? How could I, Peter the Great, owner of Peter’s Parts, 

condone an out-of-control, philanthropic mechanic whose function is not the replacement 

of vehicle parts which are my life’s blood, but the servicing and substitution of same? 

I loved her, but Diana and I were, philosophically, a universe apart.  



I made a quick calculation of all that I’d spent so far in this relationship. Quite a 

bundle it turns out. But to be fair, she’d also put her oily hands into her own dungarees in 

respect of the prandial tabs. I reckoned we were about even. So I flung those hands from 

me like twin serpents and informed her that our relationship was doomed. She threw a 

glass of sparkling methode champenois in my face and walked out.  Three-quid wasted.  

I finished the rest. 

 

We all make mistakes, but I don’t think three-quid too high a price to pay. Not when you 

consider that everything else worked with Diana. She just lacked the ‘x’ factor, that’s all. 

 

 

 


