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EVENING RIDE TO THE LITTLE MILL AT ROWARTH 

 

Lost is a word that we try to avoid when chronicling our rideouts, but every now 

and again the ‘L’ word unavoidably crops up. This time it cropped up twice. 

 

 
 

Things started off so positively, with 10 of us meeting at Decathlon for a steady 

bimble through Marple and on to Rowarth. You really have to know where this 

place is to find it, but as ever, Ross had done his homework and worked out a 

nice, comfortable route. 

 

Working our way through Stockport, it became evident that the rest of the world 

was out of step with our intrepid band of brothers (and sisters of course). We 

were out for a leisurely ride, taking in the views and smelling the flowers.  

 

Unfortunately, the rest of the world was charging, bumper to bumper like some 

mad Indy Car race to get home in time to watch England v Uruguay in the World 

Cup. This made keeping the group together almost impossible. Couple that with one 

of our number’s alternative interpretation of ‘if no marker, then go straight on’ 

and half the group went off on a rideout of their own.  

 

So it was that the front half of the ride got to Rowarth 15 minutes before the 

others, who had made a phone call to say that they were indeed lost.  



Ross went back for them, found them in New Mills and guided them back to the 

promised land of Rowarth. 

 

As fortune would have it, the pub was showing the England match on their big 

screen in the beer garden, so we watched the game until half time and then hit 

the road again. A different route back as always, this time taking in a beautiful 

golden orange sunset. 

 

Only after we waved our goodbyes and returned to our homes did the truth dawn. 

The L word had struck again. England had lost and would be packing their 

toothbrushes to return to the UK as we were putting our motorbikes away. 
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