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NARROW
ESCAPE
James Fossdyke swaps his office chair for a plush leather one, as he
cruises Norfolk’s back roads in INFINITI’s 0 crossover
and enjoys a brief respite from the rat race
You might
imagine t
hat
lif
e as a mot
oring journalist
comes
wit
h more t
han it
sf
air share of
t
rappings, and you’d be right
.
There’s no denying t
hat
t
he privat
e jet
s, f
ive-st
ar hot
els and
exot
ic cars hold a cert
ain allure, but
f
or every hour spent
sliding £200,000 supercars around t
he world’s race t
racks,
hundreds of
hours are lost
t
apping away at
keyboards.
All t
hat
leaves lit
t
le t
ime f
or driving. And by driving, I don’t
mean sit
t
ing in a t
raf
f
ic jam, or exploring t
he lat
est
Jaguar’s
limit
s of
adhesion, but
cruising around t
he count
ryside t
aking
in t
he view and enjoying t
he odd empt
y back road.
On t
he all t
oo rare occasion t
hat
I do get
chance t
o drive f
or
pleasure however, Norf
olk is among my f
avourit
e dest
inat
ions.
I love t
he f
act
t
hat
t
he weat
her is usually good and t
hat
t
he scenery reminds me of
t
he Lot
-et
-Garonne region of
sout
h-west
ern France – albeit
wit
h slight
ly less wine and no
language barrier. More t
han t
hat
t
hough, I love t
he roads. Yes,
they can be narrow, but that’s compensated for by the lack of
traffic and the often-excellent sight lines.
Yet despite all these positives, whenever conversation turns
to the subject of driving in Norfolk the response is usually
pretty dismissive. People complain that it’s too difficult to get
to, or that there’s nothing going on there.
Sadly, there may be some substance to these arguments.
With the exception of the A11, the roads are generally at
least a lane narrower than they should be, and though there’s
a plethora of relatively small towns, big, bustling cities are

notable by their absence. Speaking as a driver though, these
characteristics endear the place to me no end. I mean, when
was the last time you had an enjoyable drive through London?
You can imagine then, how pleased I was when premium
car manufacturer INFINITI allowed me to do just that, in the
marque’s 0 crossover. I could, I was told, pick any route I
liked and drive through any part of the county I liked.
Of course, there were rules – there always are when there’s
fun to be had – and my reprieve from the shackles of my desk
was limited to a measly couple of hours. Before the phone had
even settled back in its cradle, the car keys were in my hand,
the laptop lid was closed and my chair vacated.
Now, I find myself cradled in another chair – and a plush
leather one, at that – looking out at the fishing boats that
have congregated in the harbour of Wells-next-the-Sea. It’s
a strange village, with an historic seafront and shops selling
‘amusements’, while the inland areas are unmistakably a
product of the mid-to-late 20th century.
Featured in the Domesday Book under its old name of
Guella, the town was named for its springs, which rise up
through the chalk bedrock, though the majority of the water
here seems to be falling from the sky, leaving speckled
patterns on the windows as I creep away from the seafront.
As I crawl out of town, it’s a strange juxtaposition of old and
not-so-old, with modern housing estates sitting cheek by jowl
with the town’s established structures, but as I turn onto the

STARTING POINT
My journey began in
Wells-next-the-Sea

NATURAL BEAUTY
The old quay in Morston
offers amazing views

main Sheringham Road, I’m immersed back into rural Norfolk.
This is a county widely known for being pancake-flat, but
there’s enough undulation on the semi-aptly named Coast
Road to make it entertaining. Some of the dips hide oncoming
traffic quite well, and other elevation changes are in some of
the most inconvenient spots, but it’s all part of the draw. When
you’re trying to sit back and enjoy the drive, you need enough
challenge in the road to stop you drifting off, but enough
respite to let you enjoy the view every so often.
To my right lie farmers’ fields – a patchwork landscape of
browns and greens – while to my left are the marshes – an
impassable no-man’s land between the grey sea and the
verdant Norfolk countryside.
A couple of villages are strung out along the road, with
names like Stiffkey, Morston and Cley-next-the-Sea. Each is
blessed with pretty cottages, picture-postcard churches and
an idyllic countryside setting, but the thing that really unifies
them is the fact that they were never designed to cope with
21st-century life.
When these towns were first built, the fastest form of
transport had the power of just one horse. As a result, the
streets – even main roads like this – are more or less single
track, with stone walls providing an unforgiving crash barrier
and adding to the claustrophobia. If there’s a tourist coach
coming the other way, the whole village becomes a small car
park for perhaps 10 minutes.

THE ROAD TO RELAXATION
Between the villages, the road is far more relaxing. It’ll
never match the Yorkshire Dales for pure driver involvement,
but there’s a pleasant rhythm to the sweeping S-bends and
the mild undulations.
As I pass through the sleepy village of Morston, which
was once a sizeable port, the old quay makes for a stunning
viewpoint. Almost totally surrounded by marshland, there’s
a strangely comforting sense of desolation. I’ve never really
understood why humans, almost without exception, like the
idea of remoteness, but I’ve no doubt that such seemingly
bleak places have a beguiling beauty to them.
But I don’t have the luxury of stopping for a moment’s
reflection – I’ve got a whole drive to enjoy. So I plough on,
old fishing villages flashing past the 0 in a whirlwind of
whitewashed buildings, narrow streets and bright, colourful
hanging baskets.
Soon, the countryside begins to give way to the urban
sprawl of Sheringham, such that it is. Like most of the towns
around here, it looks larger than it is, with a smattering of well
spread buildings and a golf links signposting the beginning of
the town, miles before the centre.
Unlike the attractive villages that have punctuated my
journey thus far, Sheringham is a town liberally littered with
brick-built housing estates that eschewed the local stone.
Keen to avoid the increasingly built-up scenery and the
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inevitable traffic that goes with a town centre, I turn away,
heading south towards Saxthorpe down the tree-lined A1082.
Just a quick couple of hundred yards on the fast A148 to do,
and I’m back on the country roads.
Red Barn Lane is marginally wider than most of the lanes
around here, and the sight lines are slightly better, too. After a
couple of miles and a little weave through a broken crossroads
though, it reverts to type, with a less-than-perfect road
surface and cramped dimensions. Meeting cars coming the
other way is no fun, but thankfully it’s a rare occurrence. The
threat, however, of rounding a corner and finding a truck or
a tractor filling the 0 ‘s windscreen is enough to keep me
honest. I can’t go too fast for fear of not being able to stop,
and I can’t let my attention slip for a second.

SLEEPY VILLAGES
Eventually, I come down from my state of high alert as I sidle
into Saxthorpe – a village that’s filled with cottages covered
in foliage, but that’s also strangely shy. Apart from an increase
in the number of road signs and the odd house hiding behind a
hedge, there’s little to notify you of its presence.
Peering down side roads reveals a tidy village green, but the
road whisks me away to the village’s outskirts, where I swing
the car around an incongruously modern-looking roundabout
and point the nose towards Norwich.
After following the main road for about three miles though,
I double back on myself, plunging back into the tight lanes and
stifling hedgerows of the countryside. It’s a quiet road, but I’m
plagued once more by that nagging fear that every time my
attention wanders there’ll be a tractor or a sports car heading
straight for me.
Fortunately, I continue unhindered up Reepham Road

towards Briston. It’s a sleepy village, albeit more densely
populated than some of the others I’ve passed through,
and the few people I see seem to be going about their daily
business with a refreshing lack of urgency.
It feels like the slow pace of life here has managed to
permeate into the cabin and infect me. Even though I’ve
almost slowed to a crawl, the left turn towards Fakenham
almost catches me by surprise. Fortunately, my lack of speed
and quick stomp on the 0 ‘s brakes ensure I stop with
a reasonable safety margin, before taking a quick look and
joining the more open B1354. In no time, it had whisked me
back westwards towards the A148, which lazily meanders its
way to Fakenham.
I wasn’t a guest of the road for long though, what with the
attractive names of tiny villages such as Little Snoring luring
me back into the world of farmers’ fields. That Little Snoring
was past me almost before it had begun was no surprise,
but finding Great Snoring to be little larger suggested that
whoever was responsible for the village naming around here
hadn’t done a very good job.

JOURNEY’S END
The point was hammered home when both Little and Great
Walsingham flashed past, both villages proving to be nothing
more than a handful of stone buildings, but there was no time
to investigate the misnomers. Wells-next-the-Sea, home to
both the beginning and the end of my journey, was creeping
onto the top edge of the moving map on my in-car screen, and
melancholic reflection was more prominent in my mind.
I wasn’t just heading back towards Wells, but also towards
a world of pressing deadlines, late nights and early mornings.
It’s a sad thought, but that it hasn’t been on my mind for the

JUST LOVELY
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up the journey

past hour and a half has been something of a blessing.
There are many great things about driving – not least
the ability to go where you want, when you want and with
whom you want – but that you have to concentrate solely
on the business at hand is one of the best. It’s a great way of
escaping from the hustle and bustle of daily life, a ready-made
excuse for not answering the phone or replying to emails.
Like everyone else, I’m often too busy to just go for a drive,
but everywhere you look there are green corners of the planet
that make for a fantastic afternoon’s cruise. It’s just a question
of finding the time. n

