
180

As the trail became fainter and boggier it 
crossed a promising white ribbon of stony single-
track that ran away east straight down to Reeth; 
instead I opted for a long grassy descent over 
gradually firming ground, bumping and tossing 
me around in the saddle for some 3km back down 
to the Swale. I was hoping to make it to Healaugh 
before the storm clouds above me released their 
payload, but the rain hit me full in the face before 
I was halfway down. By the time I reached the 
sleepy hamlet I was drenched, and with no pub 
or café in sight I made do with a telephone box to 
shelter me, as thunder rumbled beyond the moors. 
As telephone boxes go it was surprisingly plush, 
boasting a carpet, waste bin and fresh flowers, 
but the realisation soon dawned that this wasn’t a 
passing shower and the evening was almost upon 
me. I had planned to camp out on the edge of 
Horse Pasture Wood, a neat square of deciduous 
woodland on the south bank of the Swale, over-
looking the bridge halfway between Feetham and 
Healaugh, but I decided to cut my losses and bolted 
back to the bunkhouse in Fremington. I could ride 
straight through Reeth along the road but I was 
already soaked and with the promise of a hot 
shower beckoning I rode down to the stone bridge 
over the Swale at Low Whita and took a bridleway 
that hugged the river bank past my intended camp 
for the night (now looking decidedly dank and 
chill, though it would have been a lovely spot to 
camp were I not already drenched, and with some 
prospect of an end to the deluge).

There’s no shame in bailing out of a wild 
camp in such circumstances, I told myself, having 
showered and changed, as I headed down to the 
inn at Grinton, just a few hundred metres from the 
bike centre, in search of a hot supper. It may still 
have been lashing it down outside, but the next 

day was set to be fair, so I headed back to the 
warmth of the bunkhouse hopeful of a memorable 
end to my tour of these dales. 

Back at the bridge in the morning my spirits 
were much higher than last night’s brief encounter. 
The clouds were low and sullen, but at least the 
rain had passed. The rolling road out of Low Lane 
ushered me up towards another mirth-inducing 
village name – this time Crackpot – before veering 
off up the slopes of High Lane towards the promise 
of more moorland trails over Whiteside Moor. 
It had a much wilder feeling to it here than the 
pasture-covered slopes to the north of the river, 
and I could see how the moor got its name, with 
a barren swathe of white stone and slate keeping 
the grass at bay. 

Another old mine lies forgotten up here, one 
remnant of which came into view as I rattled along 
a rocky path past a deep gulley. I dropped down 
to the valley floor, which under the low cloud 
cover felt particularly dark and hushed. A stony 
track soon yielded to softer ground as I climbed 
to the cairned summit, then as the mine workings 
receded a final bridleway then road descent carried 
me through familiar lush pasture and over the wide 
banks of the Swale at Grinton and into Fremington 
once more. Over a coffee and running repairs in 
the bike centre’s workshop, I rested my aching legs 
and reflected on the unforgiving nature of these 
hills, and how for me that somehow increases their 
appeal. A ride like the one I had just completed 
leaves you feeling that you’ve taken on nature’s 
wilder reaches, and even if the elements do their 
damnedest to drive you away, exposing yourself 
to them gives you a taste of what wild riding is all 
about, and you can’t help being left wanting more. 
This may have been my first visit to the Yorkshire 
Dales, but I promised myself it wouldn’t be my last.

B6270

B6270

B6270

D

J

D

J
D

CC
D

I

D

CA

High Harker
Hill

Gibbon
Hill

Calver
Hill

Greets
Hill

High Carl

Pickerstone
Ridge

Reeth

A
 r k l e   B e c k 

Booze
HurstArkle 

Town

Fremington 
Edge

Healaugh

River 
Swale

Low Whita Grinton

Fremington

Booze
HurstArkle 

Town

Fremington 
Edge

Healaugh

River 
Swale

Low Whita Grinton

Fremington

181

y
o

r
k

s
h

ir
e

 d
a

le
s

21


