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a window on the world to the east that, given the 
clear skies that evening, promised to give us an 
unobstructed view of a beautiful sunrise the next 
morning. The sun’s last rays illuminated Blakey 
Ridge before us as we sipped a much-need brew; 
it had grown noticeably colder but our bunker was 
more comfortable than we could have hoped for. 
Our final treat was a stellar show that grew more 
intense as the ambient light diminished. With 
such little light pollution here (Kirbymoorside to 
the south is all that gives the horizon a faint glow), 
the stars were crystal clear and I had to thank the 
shoot organisers for their unwitting and mercifully 
free hospitality; for me their hunting lodges could 
not have afforded such priceless views.

Our promised sunrise didn’t disappoint and we 
were already awake as its early reddish glow crept 
in through our window. I was disappointed to leave 
our perfect camp, knowing it was particular to this 
place, but a decent night’s sleep had set us up for 
our final leg back to Helmsley, which promised to 
be far from flat. Pushing our laden bikes back onto 
the rigg, we enjoyed the luxury of a freewheeling 
descent to start the morning. We were dropping 
down into Sleightholme Dale, losing much of yes-
terday’s hard-won height, but what a way to lose 
it – the wide track that skirts sheep enclosures on 
Rudland Slack was reduced to a technical stony 
singletrack descent that swooped down over 
another bubbling beck into dappled woodland 
shade, before widening and rising once more, 
sweeping out of the trees and disintegrating into 
sporadic traces across the peaty grassland. 

We picked our lines carefully, losing them along 
this sliver of a trail before purposefully abandon-
ing it at the foot of the nab to Beadlam Rigg, the 
crossing point in our figure-of-eight ride. We didn’t 
want to retrace our route or climb unnecessarily to 
the rigg, so we hugged the fence-line beneath its 

slopes and past the nab, focusing on a small stone 
farmstead that marked a return to discernible tracks, 
if also to climbing. But this time it was shallow and 
not to full ridge-height; just enough to ensure not 
another pedal stroke was needed once we reached 
the brow. It was a descent to savour, an opportunity 
to take in the moors’ vast and colourful expanse, 
before opting for a wooded bridleway crossing of 
Riccal River to avoid Helmsley’s main road and a 
final tarmac straight, past Carlton’s church tower 
and back into the market town’s bustling square. 

We exchanged knowing smiles as we came 
to rest outside the town’s country-wear outfit-
ters, as we wondered how many of yesterday’s 
customers in Gillamoor’s Inn were also regulars 
here. I wondered where I had seen the name 
of this outfitters before, until my friend pointed 
out its name had been emblazoned across every 
disused cartridge we’d picked out of the bunker 
before making our beds last night. Still, there is 
one thing I have in common with this exclusive 
Yorkshire set, I had discovered – a shared love 
of local Black Sheep ale. And having shared my 
journey across the moors with a one-time local 
lad, I’d chosen the right company for picking the 
perfect post-ride pub too.
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