Jam Tomorrow…..and  jam today, too.

They say that living in the countryside gives one a slower pace of life, that time passes slowly and that one has time to think and put things into perspective – and so it may be….for some.

It was a day for the storybooks; overhead the sun was shining and the sky was blue. It was cold of course, but who would expect anything else in late autumn; just the weather for travelling. Being of a more (and more) sedentary disposition the travelling was of the motoring kind – which fortunately comes with car heating systems or even heated seats, so the warmth of the day didn’t matter.

We set out early and made good time from the M6 motorway…..until we came along the A59 to Clitheroe: just past the town there was a traffic jam caused by a road accident about two miles away….and by road works being done right across a main road. No other warning signs – you had to reach the traffic jam to know that it was there….and lots of vehicles did just that.

One solitary policeman directed the traffic to minor roads through Sawley and other small villages, so we had to wait as buses and trucks turned painfully around as the drivers knew the roads were simply not wide enough for them to pass, then we slowly inched forward waiting our turn to make progress.

Now if this had been in France or many other Continental countries there would have been mayhem…..loud braying of motor horns, gesticulating drivers, even a roadside demonstration. But this is England….and the affluent end of it too…..so that would never do. One policeman was plenty to control the non-existent mob, and slowly we reached the point where we could turn off and move through the pretty villages, regaining the main road later.
Well, that was the plan…but the driver in front of us must have never seen narrow roads before and his fascination showed itself by a very slow (maximum 20mph) progress down roads normally used by wide tractors and small trucks….and of course there was nowhere for us to pass…

Slowly this became a test of character, as we (ok, really I) became tired of the funereal progress and after about 3miles we found a clear area and whizzed by, leaving the other car far behind in seconds.

End of problem.....not likely! Reaching the lovely village of Bolton –by-Bowland (our pace now normal for a quiet country road) we passed through the village and turned towards Hellifield. At the edge of the village we came upon a horse and young female rider – not at all out of place in such an area.

Riding very slowly round a sharp bend in the road she was…..sending a text message on her mobile phone, oblivious to countryside, horse, traffic and everything else. ‘How out of con-text’ was the instant thought as we crawled by…and no, she didn’t even notice us pass.

Free to travel the narrow lanes we moved on at a pace reasonable for country-watching, being narrowly missed by two large Lorries whose drivers clearly knew the area and were avoiding the main road carnage. We wondered how they would get on with the girl Texting away on the horse…perhaps they would get her attention.
Then, just when we thought all was well, we came to another small settlement – not big enough to call a village – and met a small queue of cars barely moving…. behind an enormous truck. There had apparently been a major gas pipeline being laid across country…and we had met some of the machinery on the move to the next site.

Nothing for it but to resume a slow pace…how slow we’ll never know because it didn’t register on our car speedometer at all…but we had time to take pictures of the procession, and one is shown in Gallery Seven of this site. Fortunately this mammoth load was preceded by a warning vehicle, lights flashing, so nothing actually slowed us further….but even when we reached the main road the truck was too big to pass, with oncoming vehicles having to squeeze onto the grass or into any farm entries to allow our now merely slothful progress. 

After a few miles of this we came to the major road junction and sighed with relief as the vehicle turned towards Skipton and left us. We took advantage of this and turned towards Settle and the open road…..and ran into another set of road works with the lights on red!

Eventually we got to Settle and then over the hills to Ribblehead, Hawes and Wensleydale, our original destination. Lunch was taken at a country hotel (no, not our first choice….there were road works just outside that one…honestly) with only two other customers.

After a fine meal we came to pay the bill….and the Till wouldn’t work….perhaps another form of road works to slow us down, though reminiscent of  ‘Open all hours’ and Ronnie Barker.

Then homeward towards the motorway network, but via little village like Kettlewell and Gargrave ….and right into a traffic jam outside of Skipton – this time caused by a very inconsiderate farmer travelling at low speed and allowing no-one to pass for about four miles. 

As we overtook this village idiot we saw his smirk….and also more than twenty vehicles of all sorts waiting behind this fool.

We had taken our drive in the country and did give us pause to reflect – on the patience of some drivers and the lack of consideration of others and on the state of English roads.

But we were left with one final question we could not resolve – why does the sign always say ‘Road Works’ just where it doesn’t?
