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Saturday 

Sue and I had only just taken delivery of our 
new Road King a week earlier, and haven’t 
toured with the Iceni Chapter before, so it was 
with some degree of trepidation, and a lot of 
excitement that the bike was loaded and we 
headed to the Little Chef at Thickthorn for 
breakfast and to await the arrival of fellow Iceni 
travelling companions. 

More people started arriving, and at 10am, 
safety briefing done, Barbara lead us onto the 
A47 in lovely sunshine. Once the usual initial 
scramble to get onto the A47 was over, the 
pack formed up into a nice tidy formation for 
the cruise to Kings Lynn, ever watchful of the 
ominous shower clouds on the horizon. 

Kings Lynn was reached, in the dry, to meet up 
with a few more bikes at McDonalds, and after a 
quick coffee, the full complement of 16 Harleys 
hit the road again bound for the A17. A few 
showers were still visible on the horizon, but by 
some miracle, Barbara had managed to time our 
route to perfection to miss all but one! 

After about an hour and a half, we reached 
Newark and our next Pit Stop, at another McD’s 
(though a couple of us opted for KFC for lunch 

just to mix things up a bit). By this time the 
cloud was becoming a little more threatening, 
so Sue and I decided to don our baby-grow wa-
terproofs in preparation. Lunch done and it was 
time to continue the journey and gladly the bor-
ing A47-A17 section of the journey was behind 
us. 

Our route took us through to Mansfield and 
then on to Chesterfield for fuel and to visit the 
Harley Dealership there for coffee. By this time, 
I had just got far too hot in my baby-grow and 
so had to climb out of it. No sooner had I done 
that, the heavens opened for our first proper 
soaking! Oh, well, that was to be expected! 

Leaving Chesterfield, and having to utilise 2nd 
man dropping, all bikes soon were heading over 
Sparrow Pit, to Chapel en le Frith. Somewhere 
along the route the heavens opened yet again in 
a torrential downpour, which also had a lot of 
hail in it. The hail was no problem as it just 
bounced off, but the rain was a lot wetter! We 
headed towards Glossop before finally arriving, 
around 190 miles after leaving Norwich, at Man-
chester (Hyde) Premier Inn, in sunshine once 
again. The hotel is right next to yet another 
McDonalds, so that was breakfast sorted then! 
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After unloading the bikes everyone congregated 
in the bar for a swift refresher. The hotel was 
fully booked, so our plans of having dinner there 
were scuppered. A plan B was hatched which in-
volved several taxis to a large Indian restaurant, 
who were more than happy to accommodate 20 
hungry bikers, and even sorted out a set price 
meal for us all. It was a nice meal, although 
there was quite a surplus of rice, chips and naan 
bread, which for some reason all ended up in 
front of Kev P. Maybe he just looked in need of 
it? 

 

 

 

 

Sunday 

The weather had taken a turn for the worst, as 
forecast, and so everyone donned waterproofs 
and set off under heavy clouds, persistent driz-
zle and cool temperatures for our ride-out 
across the Peaks. 

Although the hotel is right beside a main road, 
almost immediately we were in to beautiful scen-
ery and small villages as we headed towards 
Snake pass and into Hope valley. As we climbed, 
the temperature really dropped, with snow still 
laying by the side of the road in places, and as 
we reached the top of the Peaks, the side wind 
became a howling gale that required a lot of 

concentration to keep the bikes pointing the 
right way. None of this could dampen the splen-
dour of the area, and even the low cloud could-
n’t hide the stunning views. 

From Hope valley we rode through a busy Cas-
tleton as a pack, getting a lot of attention from 
the tourists as the exhaust noise echoed off the 
stone buildings and then on to the spectacular 
Winnats pass. (Library image below, it certainly 
wasn’t sunny!) 

The plan was 
to go into Bux-
ton, which is 
the highest 
town in Eng-
land, for 
lunch, and all 
was going 
smoothly until 
something went awry with the 2nd man drop, 
which then had 7 of us heading out of Buxton en 
route to destination unknown. Eventually we 
stopped, and after some amusing consultation, 
it was decided to follow Kev D’s sat-nav back to 
Buxton. 

No sooner had we started following the route, 
we found ourselves on a tiny lane, strewn with 
loose chippings and evidence of what the pass-
ing livestock had for breakfast. We passed 
through the somewhat bizarrely named “Flash”, 
which at over 1500 feet above sea level, proudly 
claims to be the highest village in Britain. 

The rogue seven, finally found ourselves back in 
Buxton, after some hair-raising little lanes and 
rather steep descents, to be greeted by Kev P 
and Kirstin who had been standing in the rain 
for ages waiting for us. Heading to the café in 
the Opera House, we were greeted with the ex-
pected “where did you get to”? comments from 
those who had already warmed up, dried off and 
filled their bellies. Still, at least we got to see 

(Continued from page 7) 
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Flash! 

Lunch done, and 
once again back as 
a single pack, we 
rode out of Buxton 
over the Cat and 
Fiddle. The plan 
had been to stop 

at the pub of the same name, to take a photo 
with the Chapter flag. By this time, though, it was 
getting even wetter and windier, and to try to 
tame the flag would have resulted in one or more 
members taking an impromptu paragliding flight, 
so we continued on through lovely countyside to 
Macclesfield and Whaley Bridge before arriving 
back at the hotel for a well earned beer and 
shower. 

That evening we did manage to eat in the hotel, 
and a good meal was accompanied by some lively 
conversation, funny jokes from Ron and in depth 
discussions regarding certain creases that cer-
tainly cannot be published in the Chapter maga-
zine! 

All too soon it was time to retire to bed, ready for 
an earliy-ish start for the return home. 

 

Monday 

The weather forecast had shown a band of rain 
spreading across from the west during the day, 
and so it was our hope to stay ahead of this. 
Once breakfast was done, the bikes were loaded 
and we were ready for the return. 

 This took us over Woodhead Pass, onto the M1 
and its miles of road works, through to Worksop 
via the A57 and stopping for lunch at The Jolly 
Farmer in Newark. Not having stopped here be-
fore, Sue and I were really quite impressed with 
the food, which was a reasonable price, consider-

ing the location of the place next to a main junc-
tion for the A1. 

Lunch done, it was back on the road, still manag-
ing to stay ahead of the rain, along the boring 
A17 and back to the McDonalds at Kings Lynn to 
say our goodbyes, as people would be peeling 
away from the pack to head home at various 
points along the way back to Norwich. 

Despite the weather on Sunday, the weekend was 
fantastic. The Peak District is truly stunning even 
in the rain, and I can only imagine how much bet-
ter it is in the sunshine. What really made the 
weekend, though, was the company, the laughs, 
and the sense of camaraderie that can only come 
from riding our Harleys in a pack for nearly 500 
miles; making memories and sharing experiences 
along the way. 

Huge thanks must go to Barb for the organising 
and the route to and from Manchester, and to the 
road captains Kev P and Kev D for getting us all 
out and back on our ride-out. 

If you’ve not been on a Chapter weekend before, 
and are wondering if it’d be for you, just do it. It 
was my and Sue’s first taste of one, and we loved 
every minute! 

(Continued from page 8) 

Many thanks to Mark Bird for his account of the 
weekend trip to Derbyshire 


