
GET A  

DIFFERENT  

VIEW
James Fossdyke uses INFINITI’s 0 to enjoy the Cheshire  

countryside, driving for pleasure rather than necessity

0
Driving is one of the greatest talents we possess.

OK, so it’s an everyday thing – maybe you get in the car and 

go to work, or to the shops, or to the gym – but think about 

it for a moment. Working all those levers, wheels and pedals 

in the correct order is something of a skill. Like reading and 

writing, it always amazes me how many people actually have 

the mental capacity to do it.

The truth is that to be able to drive is a privilege. The ability 

to operate a car, and thus access the ridiculous amounts of 

freedom the car permits, make those with a licence among 

some of the most fortunate people on Earth.

If you wanted to go to Italy this afternoon, you could jump 

in the car and do just that. If you want to spend tonight in the 

northern reaches of Scotland, you can. And it’s all thanks to 

the little card that lives in your wallet or purse. 

So it would be a travesty, surely, if you didn’t enjoy and 

savour all the freedoms your driving licence gives you. That’s 

what I was told when was asked if I fancied going for a drive 

in an INFINITI 0. 

At first, I was sceptical. There were too many deadlines, too 

few hours, and too many unfinished Word documents lurking 

on my laptop, I complained, but the moment the words left my 

mouth I realised I was making a mistake – taking the licence I 

had worked so hard to gain for granted.

“Are you sure? I think you’ll enjoy it,” said the voice of the 

INFINITI representative.

And so I find myself clambering into the car I had parked 

on the marketplace in Macclesfield just 15 minutes earlier, 

shutting the door, and turning the key. I dust the flakes of 



recently finished  p ain au chocolat from my fing ers and   

check my watch.

I’ve only b een g iven a coup le of hours to exp lore some of 

the b est scenery and  road s in and  around  Cheshire, and  the 

time constraint weig hs heavily on my mind . Come lunchtime, 

I’d  b e cowering  b ehind  a lap top  screen once more.

Pushing  that miserab le thoug ht from my mind , I select ‘D’ 

for ‘d rive’ on the car’s automatic g earb ox, then crawl out of the 

car p ark. After navig ating  the round ab outs and  traffic lig hts 

that p unctuate the urb an sp rawl, I’m in the clear, climb ing  out 

of the mill town as it’s d renched  b y the morning  d rizzle.

S-BEND SATISFACTION
At the top  of the hill, following  the road  around  to the left 

and  avoid ing  the narrow lane up  to Teg g ’s Nose, I p lung e into 

a tunnel of trees, the overlap p ing  canop ies filtering  the g rey 

d aylig ht and  turning  the world  a sort of p ale g reen.

As I b urst from the tree tunnel and  b ack into the flat lig ht of 

a Pennine d ay, I feel like an airline p ilot emerg ing  from a cloud  

b ank into another, b rig hter world . Below me, Macclesfield  

has vanished , rep laced  b y a world  of rolling  hills and  d rystone 

walls that look anything  b ut d ry.

There’s no time to enjoy the scenery, thoug h, b ecause 

the slick road  throws up  a hand ful of satisfying , climb ing  

S-b end s that require every ounce of my attention. After a few 

moments, I’m aware that this is a road  d emand ing  resp ect, b ut 

reward ing  those who show it in just the rig ht measure.

My first reward  p op s up  in the 0‘s p asseng er-sid e 

wind ow, as I g lance out b etween the hills. The ind ustrial 



ugliness of Macclesfield is hidden by the grassy slopes of the 

peaks, but the Cheshire Plain lies like a carpet before me; a 

patchwork of green and brown fields broken only by two alien 

flashes of man-made white.

Over my left shoulder, the huge white bowl of Jodrell Bank 

Observatory’s Lovell telescope scans infinity, while further 

north, Manchester Airport looks like a space-age incursion 

into a world that seems otherwise unaltered by the passage 

of time. All too quickly though, the dramatic view is snatched 

away, and I’m obliged to focus on the road once more.

A millstone flashes past the passenger window as I climb, 

signalling the beginning of the Peak District. Covering parts of 

four separate counties – Derbyshire, Staffordshire, Yorkshire 

and, of course, Cheshire – the 555-square-mile park attracts 

some 22 million visitors a year, and there’s something beautiful 

about the bleak moors that prevents me from being surprised 

by that statistic.

HIDDEN SURPRISES 
But pondering the beauty of the landscape is not an option, 

thanks to the rigours of the road. A couple of corners start out 

as gentle bends, luring you into ambitious entry speeds and 

forcing you into some hasty braking halfway around, while 

others are hidden in dips or over crests, jumping out from the 

bottom of the windscreen to catch you by surprise.

One of the bigger challenges on this stretch of tarmac, 

though, is the average speed cameras. There’s a 50mph limit 

and it’s rigorously enforced, but you have to slow down so 

much for the corners that only those really gunning it on the 

straights are likely to exceed the average.

As the road climbs, weaving around mountainsides in a 

distinctly Alpine style, a solitary block of grey stone looms 

through the mist.

The Cat and Fiddle Inn, which lends its name to the road, 

stands 515 metres above sea level, making it Britain’s second-

highest pub, after Yorkshire’s Tan Hill Inn. It isn’t a particularly 

beautiful building, but the stone walls have withstood the 

Pennine elements for more than 200 years, and its rugged 

quality sits well with the surroundings. Sadly, the pub was 

closed down at the end of last year, so there’s no chance of 

popping in for a drink.

After the Cat and Fiddle, the road straightens across the 

moors, allowing me to sit back and enjoy the view – such that 

it is. The lingering low cloud means I’m surrounded by mist, 

with only a couple of hundred yards of khaki landscape visible 

on either side of the road before it’s shrouded in the grey soup.

As I gradually descend, the cloud lifts away, and one wicked 

S-bend later, I’m dropping into the old Roman market and spa 

town of Buxton. Lying just the other side of the border with 

Cheshire, it feels like a smaller version of Harrogate – full of 

Victorian buildings and regular spots of greenery.

A quick snoop around the middle of town is all I get  

though, and I’m soon climbing out towards my next stop –  

the Goyt Valley.

Turning off the main road on to a tiny single-track lane, 

I’m back among the hostile peaks and windswept moors. In 

places, the long grass obscures the view around the corners, 

but sheep and other wildlife present a far more likely hazard. 

Nevertheless, I creep past the fishing lake and then dive down 

the arrow-straight road to the bottom.

NEEDING ATTENTION 
The Goyt Valley is dominated by the reservoirs of Errwood 

and Fernilee, which were built in the 1930s to provide water 

for Stockport. Today, they are brimming with water, the 

intermittent misty rain replenishing the stores as quickly as  

the people of Stockport can drink it.

As I cross the valley on the road that runs along the top 

of the Errwood dam, I can’t help but think of what the area 

looked like before it was flooded with 9.1 billion litres of 

water. To my left, beneath the murky depths of Errwood, 

lies the once-pretty hamlet of Goyt’s Bridge, while standing 

precariously on the valley side are the ruins of Errwood Hall, 

which was torn down when the reservoir was built. Today, only 

a few walls, arches and verandas still stand. But my thoughts 
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the Goyt Valley



are interrupted by the road, which once more commands 
my attention. Climbing out of the Goyt Valley is even more 
difficult than descending in, if only because of the lack of 
visibility. The road is narrow – only wide enough for one car at 
a time – and there’s the odd slow-moving cyclist to contend 
with, as well as the occasional stubborn sheep.

Fortunately, there’s nothing coming the other way, and I 
emerge from the valley only to fall into another. Although 
traffic is happily scarce, signs of life are worryingly absent, 

barring a couple of crumbling barns and the tiny Jenkin 
Chapel, a tiny stone church which proudly stands alone in the 
small valley.

The chapel sits at the confluence of three old trade routes, 
and having just come down one and seeing another marked as 
a dead end, I’m left with just one choice. I throw the car into 
the tight left-hand turn and accelerate away down the oddly-
named Hooleyhey Lane.

A GOOD DECISION
Were it not for the constant (if unfounded) fear of coming 
across oncoming traffic on the narrow, single-track road, it 
would be great fun, but my anxiety is, thankfully, short-lived.

The road forks, and I veer away to the right . Now, from my 
driver’s-side window, I can see some of the last impressive 
views of the Peak District on the route. I’m one of only a 
few enjoying the scenery – all I pass is a handful of houses, 
huddled together as if for warmth, and a slightly incongruous 
red phone box.

After a couple of miles I come to another fork, and though 
the 0’s navigation system implores me to slide away to the 
left, I choose to ignore the computer’s instruction and follow 
the road around to the right instead. I’ve made some good 
decisions in my time – not least the decision to do this drive 
– but that rebellious disobedience of the navigation system is 
among the best. As I turn the corner, my windscreen is filled 
with arguably the best view in Cheshire.

To the left is White Nancy, the folly built by John Gaskell to 
commemorate Lord Wellington’s victory at Waterloo, while to 
my right, Manchester’s landmarks reach towards the rumbling 
clouds that mercilessly dump water on the city. 

Descending back through Rainow and into Macclesfield, the 
prospect of normality – of pressing deadlines, late nights and 

early mornings – hangs over me like the dark clouds above, but 
that I have been able to escape for a few hours is something 
of a marvel.

TAKING THE TIME
That escape is one of the things I love about motoring. Very 
few of us ever drive for the sake of driving – we spend too 
much of our time hurtling from pillar to post as we try to cram 
everything into our busy schedules – but there’s something 
isolating about a remote, engaging road. 

The fact that you have to concentrate solely on the  
business of driving, that you can’t answer emails or phone 
calls, is a fantastic way of escaping the stresses and strains  
of modern life.

Like everyone else, I’m often too busy to just go for a drive, 
but with such fantastic roads and such incredible scenery just 
a few miles from home, it’s something I’m going to have to find 
time for. I can’t recommend it enough. n
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