
ON THE  

ROAD TO

HAPPINESS
Fall in love with driving again on a route around the stunning  

North Yorkshire countryside. By James Fossdyke
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When was the last time you got behind the wheel and just 

went for a drive? Not a drive to the shops, or even a holiday 

road trip, but when you drove simply for the sake of driving, to 

enjoy a place or a car.

Even for those of us fortunate enough to write about cars 

for a living, it’s something we rarely do. We spend too long 

stopping to take notes, too long actively seeking out rough 

roads to compare ride quality, and far, far too long sitting 

in some anonymous airport, battering the keys of a poor, 

defenceless laptop.

So I leapt at the chance when INFINITI told me they wanted 

me to take one of their new 0 crossovers and ‘just go for a 

drive’. I could, I was told, choose any loop in the vast expanses 

of North Yorkshire.

And so that’s how I came to be here, crawling along the 

seafront in Scarborough. Somewhere to my right, the stunning 

expanses of the North York Moors are out of sight, yet still 

beckoning, and my head is full of winding, undulating ribbons 

of open tarmac, but I’m also painfully aware that I have to be 

back at this very spot just a couple of hours later.

I put that small blight of time constraint to the back of my 

mind for a moment and dutifully trundle along the seafront, 

stealing glances at the foreboding waves as I weave between 

the holidaymakers who seem so keen to be run over by 1.5 

tonnes of approaching four-wheel-drive hatchback.

I’ve always loved the North Sea. God knows why, but I 

somehow manage to find it both hostile and welcoming. On 

the one hand, it’s a vast, inhospitable wilderness, but it’s also a 
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vital landmark, visible for miles, that tells me I’m back in one of 

my favourite places on Earth.

TWISTS AND TURNS
All too soon it’s time to turn my back on the sea, climb one of 

Scarborough’s many hills and depart to the west. A couple of 

twists and turns later, I’m free of Scarborough’s oppressive 

urban sprawl. The dilapidated but once-grand architecture 

that penned me in moments ago is now a speck in my rear-

view mirror, and I’m nosing into the countryside that skirts 

Yorkshire’s second-favourite – and perhaps, therefore, most 

underrated – National Park.

Pretty villages flash past the window. East Ayton, Wykeham 

and Snainton all merge into a blur of pale sandstone blocks, 

punctuated by the dashes of colour from the ivy-covered pubs 

and soggy billboards advertising events that happened last 

week, or perhaps last month.

Sadly, the road isn’t quite empty. Like bad pennies, a flotilla 

of small people carriers has surfaced, each groaning under the 

weight of beach balls, cheap tents and sodden swimsuits as its 

occupants make the most of the summer holidays.

Nevertheless, there’s still a small slice of satisfaction to be 

had from stringing a set of sweeping S-bends together, feeling 

the 0 change direction as I stroke the wheel from one side 

to the other, before slowing for yet another Ford C-Max.

Eventually though, I find myself ploughing back into the 

realms of proper civilisation, albeit in Thornton-le-Dale’s own 

inimitable style. The village has an olde worlde charm that 



somehow feels a little like I’m driving through an episode of 

Heartbeat, but it’s a gentle initiation back into the real world 

from the chocolate-box environment I’ve left behind me.

Moments after leaving Thornton, I’m crawling into 

Pickering, falling victim to the inevitable traffic that builds up 

around the roundabout in the town centre. Pickering passes 

for a ‘large’ town around here, and though it may not have 

the charm of Thornton-le-Dale, there’s something endearing 

about its no-nonsense feel.

Clearly it isn’t as large as I remember though, because 

just seconds after I swing the car around to the right at the 

roundabout, the town is behind me and I’m climbing the steep 

hill up into the North York Moors.

A NATURAL WONDER
As I crest the hill and see the moors spread out before me, 

fifth-year geography lessons crowd my mind in a way they 

sadly never could when I was revising for my exams. This part 

of the world was once a Jurassic sea, then a swamp, and then 

a sea once more, and the area only freed itself from inundation 

about 30 million years ago. But it was the last ice age – a 

phenomenon some would argue is still ongoing if they saw  

the place in winter – that shaped the incredible scenery we 

know and love today.

It’s difficult to imagine the moors as they were 20,000 

years ago, shrouded in a 200ft-thick layer of ice, and like all 

the world’s natural wonders, the heather-strewn landscape 

left behind when the snows retreated has to be seen to  

be believed. 

There’s no weather in which this part of the world looks 

anything other than dramatic. The road is impressive enough,  

a ribbon of grey tarmac rising and falling in front of me, 

twisting and turning around huge lumps of sandstone, but  

it’s the view from the side windows that captivates.

Every so often, though, I feel the need to punctuate the 

drive by stopping in one of the numerous gravel lay-bys and 

soaking up a view I daren’t always afford myself when I’m 

behind the wheel.

Some afternoons, I can sit on the bonnet of the car and see 

for miles, taking in every nuance of the rolling landscape. On 

other, perhaps more autumnal days, I’ll stay in my seat and 

look on in awe at the windswept and rain-soaked hills, which 

look lonely, but strangely cosy under the heavy skies.

I carry on down the open road, the 0 steaming ahead 

with as much purpose as the glacial meltwater that forged 

these valleys years ago, and enjoy the epic mix of fast, 

sweeping corners, long straights and tight, technical turns.

I have two favourite corners on this road, both of which 

involve a downward slope on entry and demand your 

unwavering attention.

The first is only a couple of miles down the road; a tight 
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right-hander that creeps up on you. It’s a tough corner to 

judge unless you drive it regularly, and though it’s been a 

couple of months since I last passed this way, I manage to get 

the car stopped in just about enough time and release it into 

the corner, the road cascading away down the hillside.

Then, looming on the horizon is something wholly alien. 

Perched at the top of Snod Hill, like a spaceship that crash-

landed in the most remote corner of Earth and has lain 

undiscovered for years, is RAF Fylingdales.

Secretively tucked away on the moors, its distinctive 

pyramid forms a huge part of the British and American ballistic 

missile early warning system, and was intended to protect the 

Western world from the threat of nuclear strikes during the 

Cold War. It still monitors the skies to this day, a protective 

blanket shielding us from the militarisation of air and space. 

I don’t get much chance to concentrate on this one 

concession to the modern world, though, because the second 

of my favourite corners is upon me. I cross a bridge and brake, 

rolling off the middle pedal and feeding in the steering lock 

before getting back on the throttle to power the car up the hill.

COAST WITH THE MOST
Soon, the grey blob of Fylingdales vanishes behind me like a 

desert oasis that turned out to be no more than a mirage, and 

the sea I left in Scarborough appears in the distance again as 

the road begins to drop down towards the coast.

Poking up through the valleys before me, I see the red-

roofed cottages of Whitby, and the gothic ruins of the abbey 

standing defiantly at the top of the cliff.

When the sun is out and the holidaymakers are in town, 

it isn’t always easy to see where Bram Stoker found his 

inspiration for Dracula, but when the dark, foreboding clouds 

roll in and the sea churns, the ancient abbey’s haunting 

properties are in abundant evidence.

Driving through town is a challenge, thanks to the seemingly 

irrational one-way systems, the narrow roads and the sheer 

volume of tourists, but the long wait at the traffic lights on 

the bridge offers the chance to soak up some of this historic 

fishing port’s atmosphere, and to glance down the cobbled 

streets that the great explorer Captain Cook would have 

known so well.

PANORAMIC PERFECTION
After crossing the bridge, I am met with a choice. I can climb 

out of Whitby on the fast main road, or turn off up a steep 

side road lined with drystone walls and take the more scenic, 

coastal route. Today, this is a no-brainer, so I hook a left and 

climb the hill, then drive down the narrow road along the 

clifftops, again stealing glances at the sea.

A couple of miles later, I rejoin the main road and head back 

towards Scarborough. It isn’t quite as technical as the road 

across the moors, but the scenery is nearly as dramatic, and I 

have the added bonus of seeing the moors on my right and the 

sea on my left.

The tiny village of Robin Hood’s Bay passes below me, 

hidden by the steep valley in which it nestles, but given  

away by the little signposts that flash past as I negotiate  

the open road punctuated only rarely by uncharacteristically 

tight corners.

As I start to drop back down towards Scarborough, my 

route – and allotted time – so nearly over, I put in one final 

deviation, one last plot twist. Coastal Road never really 

affords me a view of the sea, but its countryside surroundings 

and loose, flowing bends do give me one last bastion of peace 

before I drop the 0 into the town, follow the coast under 

the shadow of the old castle, then look back out to sea as I 

retrace the wheel tracks of just two hours ago.

So as I sit here, wolfing down my fish and chips and 

looking out on the blue-grey surface of the North Sea while 

formulating these words, you might think I was the lucky one. 

After all, I was given the time and the opportunity to simply 

enjoy this fantastic corner of a fantastic county. But I disagree.

We are all the lucky ones, because here in Yorkshire we have 

it good. I could gladly have spent my time enjoying the views in 

the Dales, navigating the twists and turns of South Yorkshire’s 

Snake Pass, or even cruising through the flatlands of the East 

Riding as if I were in the British version of Vanishing Point. You 

just don’t get that variety in, say, Berkshire.

So next time you have a couple of hours to spare, or you 

want to avoid the in-laws, or you just need to get away from  

it all, get out there and drive. n
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