The Long and Winding Road…

Travelling back from Barnard Castle in County Durham by way of Richmond and all points west, we chose the more scenic route to the motorway via Leyburn, Hawes, Ribblehead and Settle rather than the easier direct route via the A66 to the M6 motorway. One of the reasons for this was to view the glorious countryside of the area – and the other was the chance to do a little driving unencumbered by the constraints of motorway cameras, speed restrictions and other such distractions.

Of course we should have realised that country areas have their own restrictions – not just village speed limits (to be observed carefully as local children might be about) – things like farm tractors moving from field to field, slower tourist traffic…and large trucks involved in moving agricultural produce or quarried stone.

As we set off at a reasonable pace all went well for a while, then, as we got into a steady rhythm, things began to happen…..

[image: image1.jpg]Evening Magic

In Aysgarth everyone has
to wait until the cows come
home ! Not just traffic jam, )y
but milk, cream and cheese
as well....

P The sun sets over

Ingleborough, on the
mountain road
between Hawes and
the Ribblehead
Viaduct, beloved of
railway enthusiasts
everywhere.

As we move on towards
Horton in Ribblesdale
the moon rises over Pen
y Ghent another of the
mountains used in the
local Three Peaks
twenty-four hour foot
race every year.





Firstly we met the evening milking schedule at Aysgarth, a pretty village with noted waterfalls…and on this occasion a lot of cows on the road. After a few minutes we continued on, slowed only by the occasional aged or nervous motorist and otherwise making good progress towards our goals.
It was as we neared the most taxing area, from Hawes via Ribblehead to Settle, over a twisty mountain road notorious in any kind of adverse weather, that the evening started turning slowly into night. 

Instead of seeing this as a further challenge, however, it became a reason to slow and admire a different type of scenery, lit by sunset and then a rising moon. It was certainly true that the area was bleak, but it possessed a special charm and character which few other areas could match…and so we moderated our pace and stopped to take some of the pictures shown above.

There are many beautiful regions in Britain, changing with the seasons and the time of day or night and what we found was that this was one of them; and we understood why the local people withstood the harsh winter conditions and lack of amenities nearby.

We also understood the magic of such evenings…and as the man said, if you want to know why we felt this way…well, you had to be there!

Visit the area and see for yourselves, but be sure your vehicle is in good order and that the weather is suitable….high moors in winter are unforgiving.
