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after even the shortest bout of rain the trails can 
become interminably heavy. I had been lucky, 
however: it had been dry for weeks now, and 
the sunlight had already started to filter through 
the canopy as I rolled up my dry-bags. The initial 
stretch out of Coberley followed a line of ash 
trees west for a while, with well-kept and covered 
horses looking nonchalantly up at me as I inter-
rupted their grazing. 

Then I was out onto dusty roads for a while, 
and climbed onto a thin bridle path that gradually 
disappeared, which is where things started to go 
awry. My GPS failed, leaving me groping uncer-
tainly through fields trying to get back on track. I 
was in Coldwell Bottom, a steep-sided gulley, with 
no trace of a trail, so instead of pushing up either 
bank I ploughed on along the bottom through 
the scrub, only to meet a dead end where fences 
and hedgerows formed an effective and frustrat-
ing blockade. As I stood there, knee-deep in wild 
grasses, contemplating my next move, I made 
out some kind of antennae, poking out from the 
far trees. They could only be the aerial masts of 

Birdlip radio station on Shab Hill near Barrow Wake. 
I waded through the tall grasses to a point in the 
fence that looked breachable, and with renewed 
vigour tossed my bike over into the next field 
before squeezing between the briars to join it. Just 
as I found my bearings, my GPS signal belatedly 
returned, and it was only after I rode roughshod 
over ploughed fields to the farm at Shab Hill that 
I saw a right of way trail veering off ahead past 
kennels and Cuckoopen Farm – the trail I should 
have come down on but had somehow lost. 

Choosing to blame the lack of waymarks 
rather than my navigational ability, I clambered 
back on and headed past the aerials and humming 
pylons towards the thrum of traffic, within minutes 
crossing the A-road and finding with relief a sign 
that pointed me in the right direction – that of 
the Cotswold Way. This firm, waymarked path 
guided me on to the end of my ride, that beautiful 
panorama upon Barrow Wake. This had been a ride 
that embodied all that is good about cycling in the 
Cotswolds, and there can’t be many prettier places 
to get lost in.
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