
Trip	Report:		 The	Yorkshire	Dales 

Date:		Saturday	13th	January	2018 

Group:	Jim	G	(Leader)	Mike	H,	Mike	W,	Gerry 

Route:	Cracoe	Fell	&	Thorpe	Fell 

Total	Distance:	12.5	miles 

Total	Ascent:		1712	ft. 

Weather:	Dry,	cold,	overcast 

This	turned	into	a	walk	of	firsts.	First	walk	of	2018,	First	all-Male	walk	(no	dogs	or	Ladies),	First	time	a	
substitute	has	been	used	(Gerry	for	sick	note	Colin)	First	time	that	only	one	Bum	(sick	note	Colin)	has	
turned	up	for	rehydration.		

A	prompt	start	at	7.30	am	is	followed	by	a	clear	run	up	the	M6	&	M65	to	the	start	at	Barden	Moor	just	
beyond	Embsay	near	Skipton.	

Another	first	is	for	the	Leader	who	has	loaded	the	wrong	map	into	his	Satmap!	Fortunately,	he	has	not	
forgotten	how	to	use	the	old-fashioned	paper	maps,	aided	by	Mike	H’s	Satmap	&	Mike	W’s	IPhone.		

The	route	starts	off	up	a	stony	track,	pleasant	underfoot,	across	Brown	Bank	towards	our	first	target	of	the	
day	a	large	cross	on	the	top	of	Rylstone	Fell.	Erected	in	1995,	this	replaced	a	wooden	one	(dumped	nearby)	
erected	in	1885	to	commemorate	the	Treaty	of	Paris	that	ended	the	Napoleonic	Wars.	We	take	shelter,	for	
a	coffee	break	in	a	deep	gully	in	the	Gritstone	Edge.	

Then	a	slightly	boggy	path	follows	a	wall	across	Hall	Fell	and	up	to	the	large	War	Memorial	on	the	summit	
of	Cracoe	Fell	(508m)	where	we	enjoy	extensive	views	of	the	clag	that	we	have	disappeared	into.	We	
return	to	the	wall	heading	for	Peter’s	Crag,	before	turning	off	into	the	thickening	clag	at	a	wall	stile.	This	is	
now	the	planned	bushwhacking	across	the	pathless	moor	looking	for	the	elusive	summit	of	Thorpe	Fell.	
Amazingly	we	find	the	solitary	boundary	stone	(GR	SE003595)	which	is	the	only	feature	that	gives	a	clue	we	
are	heading	in	the	right	direction.	We	veer	off	a	bit	right	here,	seeing	one	or	two	phantom	trig	points	in	the	
mist,	but	after	a	broad	march-in-line	team	approach,	we	eventually	find	the	real	trig	point,	the	summit	of	
Thorpe	Fell	(506m).	We	meet	another	keen	peak	bagger	here	who	appears	out	of	the	clag	from	the	west.	
Time	for	compass	bearings,	heading	roughly	North	North	East	across	the	pathless,	bogless,	mine	shaft	
infested	heather	we	emerge	spot	on	our	objective,	an	isolated	mine	building,	lunch	is	taken	here	in	the	
shelter	afforded	by	the	building.		

We	now	join	a	clear	track	past	the	old	coalmine	workings	(these	served	the	Duke	of	Devonshire’s	cupola	
smelt	mill	in	Wharfedale)	and	down	to	the	Upper	Barden	Reservoir.	We	now	join	a	tarmac	track	(dad	
doesn’t	like	this)	that	leads	down	to	a	path	alongside	Lower	Barden	Reservoir,	a	short	uphill	pull	takes	us	
back	to	the	car	park.	

A	speedy	drive	back,	sees	us	back	in	the	Dysart	at	4.30pm	for	rehydration,	where	we	finished	off	the	
Timothy	Taylor’s	Boltmaker	(what	little	was	left	after	Friday	night’s	session)	

Jim	G	



		


