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CHAPTER 1 A WIGGLE TO DIGGLE MANCHESTER PICCADILLY TO DIGGLE, VIA GLOSSOP, BLEAKLOW, HADFIELD AND MOSSLEY

[image: ]
At the end of platform seven at Manchester Piccadilly station, near an Accessorize and Costa Coffee, a man shuffled by with a strange camera fitted to a frame attached to his torso. This contraption seemed something to do with security. He looked extremely uncomfortable, not to mention odd, though nobody much batted an eyelid. Perhaps this was all quite normal for Manchester Piccadilly station.

Someone nearby was bashing an out-of-tune public piano. Twangy notes echoed across the concourse. Crowds streamed towards an escalator leading to a taxi rank and a road where cranes on a construction site rose beyond the Bulls Head pub. Across the way, a purple sign advertised the ‘Freight Island Spring–Summer Free Festival’, featuring Chimpo, Hit&Run, Wookie and Crazy P. Vehicles revved and honked. Planes buzzed above. Sirens wailed. It was busy and noisy, and you could not help but wonder, if you were about to walk 15 miles to Britain’s first national park, whether there was an easier way to begin than this.

Of course, there was. A half-hour train would have whisked me from Manchester Piccadilly to the High Peak market town of Glossop, today’s destination, no problem whatsoever (and a cheap fare).

Why not take the easy ride? The answer was that some peculiar (self-prescribed, self-flagellating) instinct lurking deep inside was instructing me otherwise. Something was telling me the best way to enter the Peak District was to experience Britain’s third largest city slipping away as the moors beyond slowly emerged: to witness the transition from urban to rural; to leave big bad Manchester behind and move into the good hills on the horizon.

That was the general idea. Hence this somewhat unconventional start to a long-distance countryside hike. The reality would involve a four-hour and 58-minute tramp, according to Google, which I was using as the Dark Peak map didn’t begin until Hattersley. The route would cut through Gorton, Denton and Hyde, suburbs and satellite towns within the Greater Manchester metropolitan area (population 2.9 million). Much of it would, at the beginning at least, follow the A57.

You did not, perhaps, expect to be wowed by the natural beauty of the latter. You had a pretty good guess that the A57 would be a long way from the misty moorland and gritstone trails along the ridges and gullies to come. Though, then again, I was ready to be proved completely wrong.


‘We’re celebrating England today’


Manchester to Glossop, via Gorton, Denton and Hyde

With these thoughts, I left the junction by the Bulls Head, the road soon leading me past a Marriott hotel and an old canal.

Traffic on the A57 was steady. This early stretch was marked by a succession of garages offering ‘speedy services’, VIP valet washes and ‘quality used cars – best prices’. There was also a redbrick chimney from a former factory. And an Esso petrol station. And a self-storage depot. Near the latter, men in fluorescent jackets were drilling a hole in an empty yard. Adding to the aural mix, double-decker buses with ‘Bee Network’ on their sides roared by. Your ears soon tuned out the cacophony, however, although the fumes were dreadful. Graffiti on a wall read ‘SMOKO’ in large letters, which seemed to sum up the air quality about right.

Curiosities began to appear. First, the crumbling art deco façade of O2 Apollo Manchester, where performances by Ocean Colour Scene, The Pogues and Gary Barlow were advertised. Next, the redbrick warehouse of Lancashire Eccles Cakes, promising a taste of ‘Real Lancashire’. Then another redbrick building arose, complete with a Venetian-style tower and windows with Gothic adornments. Stonework above the front entrance said this was Nicholl’s Hospital, built in 1879, though the front gate was locked and had a sign warning anyone considering breaking in: ‘Live CCTV detection’.

Beyond the former hospital was the long, warehouse-like Metroline Manchester headquarters, and after that you soon arrived at a small rust-red public information board near a railway bridge.

If you were not walking by, you were unlikely to notice this small board. But I stopped to read the inscription. It was headed by the words ‘Fenian Ambush’, beneath which a date was given: ‘September 1867’. On 18 September of that year, a group of 30–40 Fenians, many being members of the Irish Republican Brotherhood, had attacked a horse-drawn police van and freed two Brotherhood leaders at this location, shooting dead a policeman named Charles Brett.

Three of the attackers/rescuers were subsequently captured and executed in what were to be the last public hangings in the Manchester area that November. Around 8,000 people witnessed the execution of William Philip Allen, Michael Larkin and Michael O’Brien at Salford Gaol – the trio having been convicted on the grounds of being jointly responsible, although none was ever proven to have fired the fatal shot, and historians regard the evidence against them as dubious. They were known by some as the Manchester Martyrs.

Not many hikes around the Peak District begin with that.

But most people in their right mind, I reflected, would have taken the train to Glossop.

Plodding onwards from the Fenian Ambush, you came to the enormous Club 3000 bingo hall. Then you entered Gorton.

On the train to Manchester Piccadilly, glancing at the route of the day’s hike ahead, I had looked up Gorton. Something about it rang a bell. Perhaps this was because the television series Shameless (2004–13), about a working-class family on a Manchester council estate, had been set locally. It was also where Manchester City Football Club was founded in 1880; the team’s current Etihad Stadium some 3 miles away.

The A57 became especially busy on this stretch with the Roots restaurant/bar offering ‘African and Caribbean cuisine’, a run of African grocery shops selling plantain and unusual root vegetables, hair extension, wig and suntan salons, a Betfred bookie, a probate and lasting powers of attorney specialist solicitors, a succession of redbrick terraced side-streets and Gorton Evangelical Church. There was also an Oasis community centre. Might this have had anything to do with the Manchester band Oasis and its frontmen, the Gallagher brothers? It seemed unlikely judging by its plain façade and second-hand shop window featuring boxes of puzzles and used toys – plus lack of any mention of them. Nevertheless, I went over to see.

Which was how I found myself in a large hall with a low ceiling and a lot of tables at which figures were hunched drinking mugs of tea and coffee. They wore woolly hats, baseball caps, Adidas tracksuits, hoodies and heavy winter coats, despite being inside where it was warm. They were mainly middle-aged and older. Some of the younger visitors to the Oasis centre were tapping on phones and scribbling notes. Most of the more elderly did not have phones. A few gripped their mugs with both hands and stared into their hot drinks, seemingly deep in thought.

Clothing was for sale in baskets by the entrance to the charity shop, where an assistant named Val told me, when I asked whether Noel and Liam Gallagher had anything to do with the centre or ever visited: ‘I very much doubt they’d come.’

She paused to sell a Guinness World Records book (for 50 pence) to a youth in a hoodie who said: ‘My dad will like that,’ before asking: ‘Is this a jobs centre? I’m looking for work.’

Val explained that Oasis only offered employment advice and, after he left, turned to me to say: ‘There’s emergency food parcels and free breakfasts. We do that. That’s what we do. A lot of people come in as they live alone and want to be with other people.’

She paused and looked into the main hall, which was festooned with St George’s crosses as though the England football team was about to play a final, and the game would be shown there.

‘We’re celebrating England today,’ she said, matter-of-factly. ‘We sometimes do this on Fridays. We celebrate all sorts of countries. It was Nigeria the other week. But it’s England today. We’d never done England before,’ she said.

Val wore glasses and had a kindly, almost supernaturally patient manner. She told me the Oasis centre had been going 25 years offering community support, having been established by a student named Victoria.

‘So many people in this area really struggle,’ she said. ‘It’s one of the poorest neighbourhoods in the UK – in the top five.’

As she was saying this, Victoria’s husband Andy, who also wore glasses and had a kind, almost supernaturally patient manner, came over and began explaining how he had been Victoria’s boyfriend when she was a student.

‘In 2000, Victoria was studying Fine Art at Manchester Met University. There was drug addiction, alcohol addiction, vandalism here – there still is, but it’s improved over the years. Being Christians, we felt from God that we should stay in this area and transform it.’

Victoria was not around, but Andy told me how Oasis had moved from smaller premises to the current hall, which had cost £1.2 million.

How had they raised that much?

‘It was God,’ he replied – adding, after a few moments’ thought, that it was also partly down to some of the land on their site being sold to a property developer who forked out a large chunk of the cash.

I asked him what problems visitors to the Oasis centre came in with.

‘Look over there,’ he said, by way of reply. A skinny, disconsolate-looking man had shuffled into the hall.

‘That man there has cancer. But he doesn’t understand that, or what to do. When he got it, he just thought he was feeling unwell. He wouldn’t have done anything, gone to a doctor, for maybe three or four weeks.’

Andy and the staff, however, had noticed he was ill earlier and made sure he had received treatment much more promptly.

‘You get others in here who might receive something like a council tax bill,’ Andy said. ‘They just ignore it. They don’t know what to do with it and it just goes on and on and the bill goes up and up. But, if they don’t resolve it, eventually the bailiffs will come and then they’ll get evicted.’

The Oasis centre would help in cases like these.

I had not expected this pit stop. Andy and I sat together for a while drinking tea at one of the tables. It was good to take off the backpack. He looked at it, seeming to visually assess its weight: it looked heavy (and was).

‘I would take the number 201 bus,’ he said, fixing me with a kind expression. ‘The number 201. It goes from outside. It’s only 2 pounds. I wouldn’t walk to Glossop.’

But I had decided I was going to walk and told Andy so. He just shrugged, as if to suggest: ‘don’t say I didn’t warn you’. And we drank our tea in silence for a while, listening to a compere with a microphone in a corner conducting a game of bingo that had something to do with celebrating England: ‘Number 52, chicken vindaloo … number 68, pick a mate …’ Paper plates loaded with crisps, perhaps chosen to symbolise English cuisine, were handed out among the tables to winners yelling ‘bingo’.

In this manner, we passed the time for a while.

Then I thanked Andy and returned to the A57.

The road, as busy as before, continued beneath Hyde Road Bridge, beyond a sign asking: ‘Are you lost? Jesus said, I am the way, the truth and life’, past a Holiday Inn, McDonald’s, Pure Gym and a run of larger semi-detached houses, after Gorton ended and Denton began.

It was here, near the ‘Welcome to Denton’ sign, that you noticed something: hills. Rolling hills, way ahead. On the horizon, beyond the spire of a church and a motorway flyover, was a long sloping ridge: the Peak District, presumably. The A57 would not, could not, go on in a straight line forever: the Peak District was in the way.

As if in recognition of the greenery to come, birdsong broke out in the gardens of the semi-detached houses of Denton. But then the A57 reached its junction with the M60, and traffic drowned out the birds. I crossed a bridge, skirted a drive-in KFC and rejoined the quieter A57 on the other side as it passed a warehouse where a company called Military Ops Ltd had a depot. Here, it was impossible not to notice a skip-load of second-hand military boots. It was an extremely odd discovery, and I stopped for a while just to stare at the old boots piled inside. Were they ex-Army issue? They looked pretty well used. It was as if you could enter this skip-with-boots in the Turner Prize (for avant-garde art) and maybe even have a decent chance of winning, along with an ‘interpretation’ on the pointlessness of war, perhaps. Then again, maybe I was beginning to overthink things near the A57’s junction with the M60.

This was, I conceded, a distinct possibility.

The road beyond Military Ops led onwards to the centre of Denton, with its redbrick terraces, pizza takeaways, tattoo parlours and bookmakers, where my feet led me into the Red Lion pub on a corner, as if of their own accord. Inside, I was charged 70 pence for a pint of lime-and-soda and listened to some elderly men on the next-door table. They were by turns both jolly and solemn. They would greet fellow drinkers approaching their table flamboyantly with ‘Alright squire!’, shaking hands profusely before adding, ‘How’s the missus? She let you out?’ and so on.

Whereupon the ‘squire’ would explain that his ‘missus’ had let him out but was hoarding money he hoped to spend on a holiday ‘in her purse’. They would talk about the Champions League briefly and then proceed not to say much else for several minutes.

Finding their company to my liking – there was companionability in the silence and lack of compulsion to talk – I did not really want to move on. But, after a while, I heaved up the backpack, observed by the ‘squires’, who clearly thought I belonged to a parallel universe. And I plodded on, via an Aldi, an Iceland and a Kwik Fit, arriving not long after in Hyde.

As with Gorton, something about Hyde rang a bell, though Hyde’s backstory included three horrors. The first: it was where the 1960s ‘Moors Murderers’ Myra Hindley and Ian Brady, who had lived on its Hattersley housing estate, were arrested after the body of Edward Evans, a 17-year-old, was found at their house. The second: Dr Harold Shipman, Britain’s most prolific serial killer, had his doctor’s surgery in Hyde and murdered an estimated 250 victims over 23 years before his arrest in 1998. The third: Hattersley had been the hideout of Dale Cregan, who murdered four people including two unarmed policewomen, Nicola Hughes and Fiona Bone, in 2012 – described by Prime Minister David Cameron as ‘an act of despicable evil’.

A chilling trio.

The hills still seemed a long way off. I was just over halfway, and it was 1.30 pm. At this rate, the walk from Manchester Piccadilly to Glossop would take seven or maybe eight hours.

For a while, I sat, quietly aching, on a bench in Hyde’s market square, where a few stalls sold old candlesticks, porcelain figurines, T-shirts with ‘VOGUE’ written on them and all sorts of toy car models. The backpack was way too heavy. Something would have to be done about it in Glossop.

Pondering this – how I’d misjudged the weight so badly – I looked around Hyde. The square faced a distinguished old town hall with a redbrick clocktower. A sculpture in front of the town hall commemorated the Chartist movement of 1838–48, which had campaigned for social and political reform, especially concerning the rights of the labouring classes and the need to protect workers against heavy-handed treatment in local cotton mills, where child labour in appalling conditions had been common. Many of the key activists and leading radicals were from Hyde, noted a panel attached to the statue, and on one famous occasion, on 14 August 1848, a group had attacked the town’s mills in the dead of night. During this assault, the Chartists had drawn the plugs to stop the machines working, a ploy that had proved successful, and the episode, along with earlier such insurgencies dating back to 1842, had become known as the ‘Plug Riots’. This was how the expression ‘pulling the plug’ had passed into common usage – and was a matter of great local pride (never mind other dark events lurking in its more recent past).

I dropped by my second ‘lion’ pub of the day, the White Lion, for another (slightly more expensive) lime-and-soda, plus a chicken sandwich, in a gloomy backroom that was packed with diners and drinkers sitting on tables squeezed together. It was another good find, with a long, narrow wooden bar and lovely mahogany-coloured tiles on the façade featuring a Victorian lantern above the front steps, beside which a few mobility scooters were parked. The clientele, mainly of a certain age, spoke in bursts about this and that, sometimes falling into prolonged silences like the drinkers back at the Red Lion in Denton. Again, I felt like staying a while but really needed to get back on the ‘trail’ (such as it was).

So, I left Hyde, side-stepping a dead rat on a pavement and watching a 201 bus glide by, almost mockingly.

The route, at this point, diverted off the trusty A57, cut through Hattersley housing estate (where I tried not to think of Hindley and Brady), passing many bungalows (some with neat-looking artificial-grass front gardens), before negotiating the A560, passing a large Tesco and a wasteland with electricity pylons, and plunging down a lane that wound beyond a bowling club and a row of grey-stone houses in a place called Broadbottom. At the end, I crossed a bridge over the placid, ink-black River Etherow, beside a soaring railway viaduct which occasionally rattled with a train to or from Manchester.

A sign on the other side indicated you had entered Derbyshire.

It was at this spot, as far as I was concerned, that it felt as though you had left Manchester (properly) behind.

You had done so literally, of course, as you were no longer within the official metropolitan clutches of Greater Manchester, but it was more than just that. On the other side of the bridge was a woodland with a trail leading to a slope via boulders and crags. This pathway was marked, ‘Trans Pennine Trail’. You had reached an official hiking path, no longer making it up thanks to dotted blue lines on Google. Instead, you could put your phone in your pocket and follow the green dotted lines of the Dark Peak Ordnance Survey map.

There was even another hiker on the trail.

This man passed and said in a convivial manner: ‘Ey up.’

To which I replied, also convivially: ‘Ey up.’

That was it.

That was all we had to say to each other.

So far on my journey from Manchester Piccadilly station to the small market town of Glossop, I hadn’t come across pleasant people saying ‘Ey up.’

I regarded this as progress. Things were changing.

Walking on through a corridor of shiny-leaved holly trees, I admired the boulders, which were rust-streaked as though a metal ore was leaking from somewhere deep within. There was birdsong. There were brambles. From beneath your step came a crunch of twigs. Occasionally, you found yourself avoiding genuine Derbyshire horse manure. Actual real, genuine Derbyshire manure. More progress (of sorts). The air felt oxygenated. Black-feathered birds that might have been starlings flitted in the shrubbery. Little white flowers poked out of a hedgerow as though making an early dash to announce the seasonal shift to spring; it was the end of March.

I hiked up a hill, having joined a lane, following genuine Derbyshire drystone walls with genuine Derbyshire daffodils growing in clumps in the soil in front of them, soon reaching the village of Charlesworth, where a cluster of narrow lanes met. On a corner was the inviting-looking George and Dragon pub, which I dearly wished to enter and sit down doing and saying nothing for a while as I was quite tired and the backpack was (I’ll admit) killing me. However, I pushed on in the direction of Simmondley on the edge of Glossop, Range Rovers tearing by every now and then.

In this manner, I continued, passing along another lane between arable fields as patches of sunlight appeared to glide across the moorland and hills ahead. It was a glorious stretch, even if the Range Rovers were frankly annoying. Chickens clucked in farmyards. Fresh eggs were available in roadside boxes for honesty payments. I saw chestnut horses in paddocks. I saw crumpled Red Bull cans. Proper fells rose beyond the fields, alternately golden with late afternoon sunshine and piebald with the shadows of clouds. Long straight ridges slanted ahead with bleak, silently sliding beauty. A smell of coal emanated from a small grey-stone terrace. The sound of rushing water rose from a little river, drowning out the twitter of genuine Derbyshire birdsong.

I followed a few streets and finally entered Glossop. It was 4.55 pm. The walk from Manchester had taken eight hours and 16 minutes. Covering 16.2 miles, it had involved 34,963 steps.

But I had arrived, on foot, as I intended to continue for the month to come.




Romans, books and bogs


Glossop to Melandra and Bleaklow and back

In the centre of Glossop, where I had booked a room at the Norfolk Arms, you are not quite within the boundaries of the national park.

The official ‘border’ is just down the road on the way to the summit of Bleaklow, the Peak District’s second highest peak at 633 metres, which I intended to ascend the next day. The mountain is renowned for being a high plateau of peaty moorland and for being home to the crash site of an American ‘Superfortress’ B-29 bomber, which had smashed into it in November 1948 during a routine flight in which 13 aircrew died. Its wreckage had been left as a poignant memorial. You can reach the site by hiking up a steep path along the course of an old Roman road known as Doctor’s Gate, turning left onto the famous Pennine Way National Trail (which winds for 268 miles from the Peak District to the Scottish Borders), and then turning left again at a rocky spot called Hern Stones.

The Norfolk Arms was a solid stone structure dating from 1823 with pretty hanging baskets by a cobbled yard, next to the train station (opened in 1845) and the war memorial in the main square. Inside, the smiley receptionist was having issues with her computer.

‘You’ll have to bear with me, it takes a while to log in,’ she said, extremely pleasantly.

We stood around as the computer whirred and I took in the tartan carpet interior, the Lava Link Mega Eruption fruit-machine and a picture of John Howard, 1st Duke of Norfolk, after whose family – which had owned local land for 300 years from 1606 – the five-room inn was named. He bore a thoughtful, wary expression with a pallid complexion and a long thin nose. Having lived from 1425 to 1485, he had not had anything directly to do with the local area (and had died bloodily at the Battle of Bosworth alongside Richard III, his close friend). Next to him, however, was a picture of the more confident-looking, flamboyant and distinctly rotund 11th Duke of Norfolk (1746–1815). Dressed in a ruffle-necked collar with a flowing black tunic, he was a well-known bon viveur, once famously saying to the writer Thomas De Quincey: ‘Next Monday, wind and weather permitting, I purpose to be drunk.’ A suitable duke for the barroom setting.

The computer began to work, and the receptionist handed over a key to a simple corner room up a tartan staircase and said to me in a friendly way: ‘There will be a DJ later. Karaoke.’

I thanked her and replied, ‘That’s good. I like music.’

To which she looked at me carefully to check whether I was being sarcastic, and, satisfied I was not, smiled, informing me: ‘Well, that’s good. It’s on till 11.’

She left, and I looked out of the window taking in a Cancer Research UK charity shop across the road, a bookmaker and the hoop-shaped entrances to the old market building, which was boarded up for renovations. Then I walked down the road and enjoyed a first-class, first-night curry at the Ruchi Indian Restaurant & Takeaway, lured over by a poster in the window that read: ‘Our chef has won the Chef of the Year award at the prestigious National Curry Awards received at the House of Lords on 16 October 2023.’ How could you not want to try out such an establishment?

The ‘Ruchi Special’ chicken with red peppers and chili was generous and tasty, served in a long room with swirly gold wallpaper, spotlights that flickered between purple, red and blue on a loop and music videos playing on a screen at the far end. Ruchi, the award-winning chef himself, came over at one point, a quietly spoken, modest man (despite his accolade) in a checked shirt, who said: ‘There’s good scenery round here. Nature. It’s quiet. There is a lot of nature and scenery.’

Like his food, his observations were spot on. Soon a waiter who gave his name as ‘Big John’ joined me for a while. He told me the Warrington rugby league team came once a year to eat at the restaurant; that during the fasting period of Ramadan, which he was observing from sunrise to sunset, he always ate a large bowl of porridge to get him through the day; and that his large gold watch was Armani although he possessed a Rolex but would not wear it to work as ‘too much scratching’. I was the first person he had ever met who had walked from Manchester to Glossop.

‘We drive round when it’s quiet,’ he said, travelling in cars with friends. ‘We stay on the A roads mainly. In sports cars. Hatchbacks.’ He bore a dreamy expression as he said this, as though these were the good times.

‘During peak hours the roads are very busy,’ he continued, so he and his friends avoided those. ‘The Saddleworth Moor,’ he said, even more dreamily. ‘Ah the Saddleworth Moor. I like places where you can hear the birds chirping.’

I agreed with him on that, and we chatted for a while about the menu at Ruchi. His favourite dish was the ‘balti shaan’ soft lamb. He recommended a curry house in London’s East End, although he said: ‘London’s very nice but it’s too much expensive.’

I agreed with him about that too and returned to the Norfolk Arms, watched a crooner in a white lounge suit singing ‘Hello’, by Lionel Richie and ‘You’re the First, the Last, My Everything’, by Barry White, before getting a satisfying night’s sleep in my good-value corner room – bang in the middle of Glossop.

* * *

On these ramblings, there were no rules. I was beholden to no one. For a month, I could go where I wanted, when I wanted, with no ties, no commitments. No ‘freebies’ had been accepted – so no ‘payback’ was required. I was paying my own way. No marketing manager nor PR knew my whereabouts. I could make my way into the ‘howling wilderness’ and do what I pleased. Poke my nose about (and I intended to be very nosy), going about things however I liked. Britain was still a free country, after all.

That said, I could not cover every inch of the terrain: there would be gaps. That said again, I wanted to be as through as possible. You only live once and this was my one chance to wander about in a hallowed hikers’ landscape for 30-odd uninterrupted days. Might as well make the most of it. In this spirit, before breakfast, I hiked a couple of miles backwards towards Manchester. I’ll admit, this felt as though ground was being lost – which it was, literally – but I left my backpack at the Norfolk Arms to collect on my return, and the going was, therefore, pleasantly light.

My target was the Melandra Roman Fort, situated on a hill overlooking Longdendale, a valley containing the neighbouring town of Hadfield. The hike required a route past various former mills. Glossop had been a major cotton-producing centre, though the town had somehow managed to dodge insurrection from Chartists back in the nineteenth century. Maybe the cleaner country air by the moors meant locals were more relaxed, but there did not seem to be any conclusive reason (that I could find) why Hyde was a hotbed and Glossop not.

The name of the old fort was, I learnt, confusing. The old fort was also known as Ardotalia, which was probably its more accurate name as ‘Melandra’ was a name made up by Reverend John Watson of Stockport, who had an archaeological bent. He decided this in 1771, and there did not seem to be any conclusive reason (that I could find) why he had chosen the name other than he thought it sounded ‘classical’, and locals seemed to accept the decision of an Oxford-educated clergyman. ‘Ardotalia’ on the other hand, sometimes spelt ‘Edrotalia’, was believed to mean ‘The Hill’ or ‘Brow overlooking Etherow’.

Anyway, the trip to the fort took me out of town beyond the ex-mills. You soon entered a woodland and passed a quiet 1960s housing estate dotted with satellite dishes. Then you arrived at a circle of tumbledown stones marking the outer walls of the old fort. And I liked it very much.

Green-grey hills rose all around and leaden clouds ballooned in ominous, rainless plumes above clusters of houses in the scoop-shaped hollow of the valley. A sense of abandonment hung in the air, with a stillness and forgotten quality that let your imagination run free, picturing a garrison of Roman legionnaires going about their business on this hilltop in northern England a long way from Rome. What had they thought of this? Many of those stationed at the fort had, in fact, been Germanic and Portuguese. You could not have blamed them for pondering the vagaries of existence that had delivered them, at the hands of their Roman leaders, to this remote spot.

Between 500 and 1,000 legionnaires had been stationed at Melandra, which connected with Mamucium (Manchester) and the Roman route I would shortly be following to the top of Bleaklow. This ancient way ultimately led to what had been the Roman fort of Navio, near the villages of Castleton and Hope in the middle of the Peak District (where I’d be going in about three weeks’ time). The Romans had been in the Peak District from approximately AD 70 to AD 410 and had built a settlement in Buxton, called Aquae Arnemetiae, where they had been attracted by the warm spring water. Lead mining had been one of the principal reasons for setting up camp in the region, with the main mines near the market town of Wirksworth and the village of Carsington. Forts, such as the one at Melandra, helped keep the peace.

You could walk around the tumbling remains of the walls, read a plaque that says the Ministry of Public Building and Works recognises the fort is protected under the Ancient Monuments Acts of 1913–53, nod to the odd dog walker and enjoy the solitude, safe in the knowledge that you can stay here for a long time and not have to worry about overtourism. Melandra was unlikely ever to fall victim to that modern condition (which other parts of the Peak District were said to suffer); it was decidedly more of an undertourism sort of place.

It was also good to get a vague sense at least of where things had all started in the region. There may have been nomadic hunter-gatherers, using flint tools and arrows to survive hunting deer, dating back many thousands of years (from 8000 to 4000 BC, during the Mesolithic period), but Melandra was believed by some to be the precursor of the town of Glossop. However, I was on a hike, not a history lesson, although it was handy to understand a few of the basics about what the Romans had got up to from the beginning.

On the way back from Melandra, I met Cat.

She worked at the Dark Peak bookshop, near the Norfolk Arms, and was bright and cheery, wearing Converse trainers and an oatmeal sweater, in her 30s. The shop had just opened, and Cat was a good bookseller, so I rapidly found myself buying The Melandra Meander, a ‘journal of archaeological wanderings’, and almost put my hand in my pocket to purchase The Walking Cure, by Annabel Streets (subtitle: ‘Harness the life-changing power of landscape to heal, energise and inspire’), as well as The Observant Walker, by John Wright (subtitle: ‘Wild food, nature and hidden treasures on the pathways of Britain’). Alongside all the local maps (which I already had) and local guides (ditto), there were many other titles offering insights into goings-on in the British countryside, focusing on hares, cuckoos, trees, streams, rivers, ponds, birdlife (in general, not just cuckoos), fields and seasons – and I looked at them all for a while with a mixture of bewilderment and bamboozlement. It appeared there was so much to learn before you could even begin to appreciate – in a true, deeper, gracefully educated manner – the British countryside. I wanted to be gracefully educated. I wanted to have a true, deeper understanding of the British landscape. And the books seemed both eminently sensible and potentially useful. But also heavy-looking.

Cat was a quite recent incomer to the Peak District. She was also talkative, and, after taking payment for my The Melandra Meander, she stood by a pile of Robert Harris novels and this is what she said (in an almost uninterrupted impromptu flow): ‘I moved here to Glossop in 2016. I wanted a better life for my children. I didn’t want them to go to school in south London. It was just overpopulated and very scary, especially with two young boys. I mean I survived it. But it was just getting progressively worse. Knife crime: a lot of knife crime.’

Cat paused as though searching for the right words. ‘It was a jungle, a complex urban jungle,’ she said, of south London. ‘I had three brothers and two sisters. We were from quite a deprived background, but in an affluent area. We used to spend all our time travelling around on buses – to Lewisham and Greenwich. We were safe, on the whole, but we did encounter unsavoury things along the way. I didn’t want my children to experience those. So, when my mum moved up here, following her sister who lives in Chapel-in-Frith [within the Peak District], she fell in love with it straight away – and we decided to follow her.’

Did she feel the same way as her mother?

‘Oh yes,’ Cat replied. ‘The big thing is that you can walk for ten minutes and you’ll be in nature. In London, I never saw lambs and chickens when I was a child. Back then it was different: I remember witnessing a stabbing when I was on the way to school. I saw it from the bus. There he was lying on the ground, and I remember his face. That has stuck with me.’

She paused, as though recalling that day. Then Cat continued: ‘My brother saved someone’s life – someone who had been stabbed. He found the guy in the stairwell of our block of flats. He was lying in the stairwell. It’s been a culture shock coming here, as there are no ethnic minorities at all. Of course you do get it in Manchester. As a








































Hilary Mantel, the Notorious B.I.G. and a diversion


Padfield to Diggle, via Hadfield, Millbrook and Mossley























































AFTERWORD

It was not long before I came back.

One piece of ‘unfinished business’, if you like, remained, involving a certain individual: the Duke of Devonshire. We had an appointment, and this is how it went.

Exactly a month after returning to my newspaper job, I drove to the lovely village of Edensor, within the Chatsworth Estate, and was met at the gate to a splendid, but unostentatious, detached stone house by a man wearing a grey Ralph Lauren zip-neck jumper, a pale blue shirt and navy cords. He had slightly hunched shoulders and thoughtful, gentle grey-blue eyes; he was now retired, aged 81, though he might pass for 10 years younger.

We walked from the car park across a flagstone terrace with beds of delicate pink and purple flowers to a green octagonal gazebo/conservatory with high glass sides and a skylight. Inside was a wide wooden desk with an angle poise table lamp and a head sculpture of John F. Kennedy (no doubt something to do with the long-ago family connection to the Kennedy clan). Books lay strewn all around, including Uncommon Ground: Rethinking Our Relationship with the Countryside, by Patrick Galbraith, The Labyrinth of Solitude, by the Mexican poet Octavio Paz, and North Woods, by the American novelist Daniel Mason.

Peregrine Andrew Morny Cavendish or ‘Stoker’, the 12th Duke of Devonshire, sat at a glass-topped table and poured me a cup of tea, asking if I would like more milk as it was quite strong.

I said it was fine, thanks.

The 12th Duke of Devonshire’s son William Cavendish, the Earl of Burlington, resided at Chatsworth House with his family and oversaw procedures there, leaving Stoker to enjoy his retirement, much of which involved reading and tending to the garden of his modest – for someone with a net worth in excess of £910 million, according to The Sunday Times – house in the lovely village of Edensor. His nickname of ‘Stoker’ was of uncertain origins (I did ask him about this, but he evaded a reply). He had been educated at Eton College, Exeter College, Oxford and the Royal Agricultural College (now University) in Cirencester. He had previously held the role of ‘Senior Steward’ at the Jockey Club, which was the ‘top job’ in British horseracing.

Chatsworth House, under the stewardship of the Earl of Burlington, attracted more than 600,000 visitors annually. The estate included three hotels (including the Cavendish Hotel in Baslow, scene of my unusual seven-course meal), two inns and a selection of cottages and other properties that could be rented out.

Those were the basics.

We talked about recent cuts to the budget of the Peak District National Park authority.

Stoker said: ‘I have a lot of sympathy with this government – finding the money to do the things that they have to do is impossible. So where they make cuts is difficult. But I don’t think the UK government for a long time has really got the importance of cultural tourism. Cultural tourism is absolutely crucial, and we know that from the social and economic impact.’

An example of the lack of understanding of the importance of what the Peak District had to offer in these terms was that there was no sign on the M1 motorway to the national park. This, Stoker said, was missing a trick.

We discussed service in the hospitality industry. Stoker said that ‘standards of hospitality are incredibly better than they were 20 years ago,’ but he added that since the pandemic it had been ‘really difficult to get people to come and work’ as many had taken another look at their work–life balance, resulting in a requirement to pay higher wages, which put a strain on businesses. There was a further issue regarding the perception of working in hospitality and that being a waiter was highly respected in other countries, but that such work needed to have ‘a more respected profile’ in the UK and that this was ‘very, very important’. Stoker added that the Cavendish Hotel’s accolade as The Sunday Times ‘best hotel in Britain’ had been great for morale at the hotel.

Running a tourism business required both nerve and realism, Stoker said. Visitors could be fickle: weather could have a huge effect on arrival numbers at Chatsworth House, with daily visitors dropping to 2,200 on rainy days compared to 3,500 on sunny days during a half-term holiday period.

We turned to the subject of access to land in the national park. Stoker said that visitors wanted to experience the ‘peace’ of the Peak District but ‘[i]t is quite small and a lot of it is a factory. It’s making food. Which is a factory, and therefore you can’t, well you can but it doesn’t work very well, have people walking across the factory floor all the time. So, you’ve got to find ways of looking after those people who go for a walk without damaging the factory.’

Stoker thought the national park authorities did a good job maintaining trails and that ‘signage has got a lot better’. He added: ‘I think farmers by and large understand the need for visitors. They have the frustration of people leaving gates open. But how do you teach, that sounds incredibly bossy, but how? How to get people to understand that what looks like a lawn or Wimbledon Common is a factory? It’s really hard.’

We talked about the 1932 Kinder Scout Mass Trespass, and the 12th Duke of Devonshire had something to tell me about this.

‘It’s a myth,’ he said.

What do you mean, I asked.

‘I know that 30 years ago my father went to the same gathering as you went to the other day,’ Stoker said, referring to ‘Trespass 93’.

‘He was uninvited, but he turned up and he knew some of the people involved, and he made a public apology on behalf of his grandfather that was based on a completely mistaken premise that it [the mass trespass] was on our land, which it just wasn’t. They were not our gamekeepers [who attacked the working-class ramblers] and it wasn’t actually anything to do with us,’ Stoker said.

Regarding this unnecessary apology, for something that the 12th Duke of Devonshire believed had nothing to do with Chatsworth, he said: ‘Then we thought, well, look, it doesn’t matter, it’s a long time ago, it could easily have been on our land. We’d have probably behaved in exactly the same way [for the events] my father apologised about.’

The Duke of Devonshire was saying that history had it wrong about his family’s connection to the Kinder Scout Mass Trespass.

He then said he would prove this by asking the Chatsworth Estate historians to look into it on my behalf and – extremely kindly and generously – produce a report analysing the events of 1932 relative to Chatsworth Estate and the then Duke of Devonshire.

This report arrived by email from Stoker a few weeks later.

This is what it said:


	By the start of the twentieth century, the western flank of Kinder Scout, encompassing Kinder Downfall, was largely owned by Manchester businessman James Watts, son of Sir James Watts (1804–78), the mayor of Manchester and High Sheriff of Lancashire.

	The Duke of Devonshire owned the eastern and northern sides (towards Snake Pass) along with most of the high plateau – nowhere near the clashes that led to arrests.

	At the time of the mass trespass, public footpaths ‘generally skirted the plateau but did not provide routes over the top, which was preserved for the shooting of grouse’, which was a ‘lucrative business’ from the late 1800s following improvements in gun construction.

	Around that time, landowners would lease moorland to shooters and ‘some landowners (including the Devonshires) took the view that ramblers should request written permission to access their lands. Others simply barred all access, citing concerns for the grouse. James Watts had the most notoriety among ramblers and was known as the fiercest and most persistent enforcer of injunctions against trespassers on the moorland.’

	Water companies ‘were also hostile to ramblers and employed keepers’, apparently in the belief that water would be polluted if people walked in the vicinity.

	During industrialisation, people sought to escape cities to the countryside, with railways making access easier, putting ‘increased pressure on formerly isolated places; by the later 1920s and 1930s, cheap rail and bus fares encouraged many more working-class people to walk for pleasure at weekends’.

	Popular rambling movements were ‘linked by some to the growing threat of socialism and communism – and indeed by the early 1930s, the British Workers’ Sport Federation had essentially become the Communist Party’s sporting organisation’.

	Groups advocating for rights to access were ‘split between those who favoured peaceful negotiations with landowners and those who wanted more direct action’, who were particularly active on Kinder Scout, ‘where the patchwork of ownership and leases made gaining written permission for access from all landowners a ridiculous proposition’.

	Yes, some land around the northern side of Kinder Scout had been closed by four landowners (including the Duke of Devonshire) in 1877, ‘as they wanted to protect their shooting interests’, but this had ‘caused an uproar’, led by the Peak District and Northern Counties Footpaths Preservation Society, and the path re-opened in 1897.

	The keepers who confronted the trespassers probably numbered eight to 12 individuals, and ‘while the keepers have been referred to as being from the Duke of Devonshire’s estate or employed by James Watts, in fact the keepers and their associates who confronted the ramblers were from the Park Hall Estate, Water Board officials and local farmers’.



So, to cut a rather long story short: the Duke of Devonshire had nothing to do with it.

Yes, ‘a small number of the keepers used their sticks and some of the trespassers used belts as weapons’, but it was nothing to do with Chatsworth, despite the 11th Duke of Devonshire’s apology.

There you had it.

Stoker’s report quite categorically stated: ‘The Kinder Trespass did not occur on land owned by the Devonshire estate (or Chatsworth Estates Company as it was known at the time) nor is there evidence in the archive that any keepers from the estate were involved.’

Benny Rothman, the mass trespass leader, had even been friends with a gamekeeper connected to the Devonshire estate, a certain Joe Townsend.

Finally: ‘Limited material directly related to the Trespass has been located within the collection, aside from the Chief Agent’s letter explicitly stating that it did not take place on Devonshire land. However, there is material relating to access rights across the various estates, including in the Kinder area, and in general. The lack of mention of the trespass could well be explained by the fact that the Devonshire estate land was not directly involved. It is highly unlikely that material has been deliberately removed from the collection. The 11th Duke of Devonshire made an apology for the family’s role in events at the 70th anniversary of the mass trespass in 2002. No copy of his speech survives in the archive [and] his 2002 speech has been misreported or misinterpreted over the years.’ The truth was that ‘he was apologising for the general attitude of his grandfather and other landowners of the time, who did not allow people to roam freely in open countryside that they owned’.

Stoker looked at me with his thoughtful, grey-blue eyes. Although this ‘official’ report, produced for my benefit, came after our meeting, he summarised as much to me in the octagonal garden gazebo in Edensor. And I believed him. He told me that his father had ‘opened our grounds for total freedom of access in 1968’. I believed him about this, too.

He said that his father’s apology for something his family had nothing to do with was because: ‘My father wasn’t the sort of person who got one of his friends, other landowners, to say, shall we all do this? He just did it. And that was great.’

He referred to the Devonshire connection to the Kinder Scout Mass Trespass as a ‘historical confusion from my father … I have a slight problem with apologies on behalf of anything, a long time after the event. But my father thought incredibly strongly about it, and I have complete respect for his decision, and I am rather proud of it.’

We drank our tea.

We ate some ginger-snap biscuits.

Stoker said that the national park was a ‘wonderful, wonderful thing, we’d be far poorer off in every way without the national parks’. He did, however, go on to grumble a bit about the ‘extra layer’ of planning permission that was often required – just as Sir Richard FitzHerbert, High Sheriff of Derbyshire, had back at Tissington Hall. That said, again, without the national park planning rules there would probably be a ‘McDonald’s drive through on the edge of Bakewell.’

Stoker said: ‘It’s such a privilege to live in the Peak District. Of course, it’s not perfect, but it’s not bad. It really isn’t. But then I’m in a very privileged position, so of course, it’s not bad. You know, I’m really lucky. I’ve got a great big garden. I’ve got everything you could want. But it’s still, it’s still something to be intensely proud of and to admire the work that people put into it.’

Stoker was referring to volunteers who gave their time to work in the garden and elsewhere at Chatsworth.

We finished our tea.

We shook hands.

And that was it.

My time in the Peak District was up. For now.
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THE HIKE DISTANCE COVERED, PLACES STAYED, PUBS VISITED

Day 1: Manchester to Glossop 16.2 miles, 34,963 steps

Day 2: Glossop to Melandra, Bleaklow and Padfield 19.4 miles, 46,702 steps

Day 3: Padfield to Diggle 17.8 miles, 41,793 steps

Day 4: Diggle to Holmfirth 12 miles, 32,447 steps

Day 5: Around Holmfirth 3.2 miles, 8,696 steps

Day 6: Holmfirth to Langsett 8.9 miles, 23,436 steps

Day 7: Langsett to Ladybower Reservoir 14.8 miles, 37,552 steps

Day 8: Ladybower Reservoir to Hathersage 8 miles, 22,493 steps

Day 9: Around Hathersage 10.2 miles, 25,074 steps

Day 10: Hathersage to Baslow and around Chatsworth 16.5 miles, 37,020 steps

Day 11: Baslow to Bakewell and around Bakewell 6.7 miles, 18,562 steps

Day 12: Bakewell to Youlgreave 12.8 miles, 30,263 steps

Day 13: Youlgreave to Tissington 23.4 miles, 55,090 steps

Day 14: Tissington to Ashbourne and around Ashbourne 7 miles, 18,720 steps

Day 15: Ashbourne to Ilam 7.3 miles, 16,663 steps

Day 16: Around Ilam 6.9 miles, 17,135 steps

Day 17: Ilam to Hartington 9.4 miles, 23,543 steps

Day 18: Hartington to Warslow 11.9 miles, 28,294 steps

Day 19: Warslow to The Roaches 21 miles, 47,778 steps

Day 20: Around The Roaches 8.9 miles, 23,580 steps

Day 21: The Roaches to Oakenclough Hall 10.4 miles, 27,226 steps

Day 22: Oakenclough Hall to Macclesfield 7.3 miles, 17,312 steps

Day 23: Macclesfield to Buxton 12.4 miles, 31,123 steps

Day 24: Around Buxton 4.7 miles, 11,480 steps

Day 25: Buxton to Eyam 17.3 miles, 42,417 steps

Day 26: Eyam to Hope 7.9 miles, 22,029 steps

Day 27: Hope to Edale 7.5 miles, 20,718 steps

Day 28: Edale to Upper Booth Farm Campsite 6.4 miles, 17,512 steps

Day 29: Upper Booth Farm Campsite to Hayfield 9.7 miles, 25,884 steps

Day 30: Around Hayfield 8.9 miles, 20,662 steps

Day 31: Hayfield to Castleton 15.5 miles, 38,486 steps

Day 32: Castleton to Sheffield 14.1 miles, 38,794 steps

Total distance covered 364.4 miles

Average daily distance covered 11.39 miles

Total number of steps 903,447

Average daily step count 28,234


Places stayed

Norfolk Arms, Glossop joseph-holt.com/pubs/norfolk-arms

Windy Harbour, Glossop windyharbour.co.uk

The Diggle Hotel thedigglehotel.com

Old Bridge Inn, Holmfirth oldbridgeholmfirth.co.uk

The Dog & Partridge, Langsett dogandpartridgeinn.co.uk

The Ladybower Inn theladybower.co.uk

The George Hotel, Hathersage thegeorgehathersage.com

The Devonshire Arms, Baslow thedevonshirebaslow.com

The Red Lion, Bakewell redlionbakewell.com

The Farmyard Inn, Youlgreave farmyardinnyoulgreave.co.uk

Bassettwood Farm B&B bassettwood.co.uk

Ye Olde Vaults ye-olde-vaults-ashbourne.com

YHA Ilam Hall yha.org.uk

YHA Hartington Hall yha.org.uk

The Greyhound Inn, Warslow thegreyhoundinnwarslow.co.uk

The Don Whillans Memorial Hut thebmc.co.uk/en/don-whillans-hut

BoHotel Macclesfield bohotel.co.uk

9 Green Lane B&B, Buxton 9greenlane.co.uk

The Miners Arms, Eyam theminersarmseyam.co.uk

Old Hall Hotel, Hope oldhallhotelhope.co.uk

Newfold Farm Campsite newfoldfarmedale.com

Upper Booth Farm Campsite nationaltrust.org.uk

Hayfield Campsite campingandcaravanningclub.co.uk

The Waltzing Weasel, Hayfield the-waltzing-weasel-bed-breakfast. derbyshire-uk.com



Pubs visited (aside from those stayed at)

The Red Lion, Denton (no website)

The White Lion, Hyde (no website)

New Bridge Inn, Mossley (no website)

The Nook, Holmfirth thenookbrewhouse.co.uk

The Box Office Bar, Holmfirth picturedrome.net

Yorkshire Bridge Inn, Bamford yorkshirebridgeinn.co.uk

Joiners Arms, Bakewell (no website)

The Peacock, Rowsley thepeacockatrowsley.com

The George Hotel, Youlgreave georgehotelyoulgrave.co.uk

The George and Dragon, Ashbourne georgeanddragonashbourne.com

Okeover Arms, Mapleton okeoverarms.co.uk

The Charles Cotton Hotel charlescotton.co.uk

The Red Lion, Leek punchpubs.com

Ye Olde Rock Inn, Upper Hulme yeolderockinn.com

The Cat and Fiddle, between Macclesfield and Buxton theforestdistillery.com

The Cheshire Cheese, Buxton titanicbrewery.co.uk

The Rambler Inn, Edale theramblerinn.co.uk

The Old Nags Head, Edale the-old-nags-head.co.uk

The Pack Horse, Hayfield thepackhorsehayfield.uk

The George Hotel, Hayfield thegeorgehotelhayfield.co.uk

The Sportsman Inn, Hayfield thesportsmaninn.co.uk

Ye Olde Cheshire Cheese, Castleton cheshirecheeseinn.co.uk

The Anglers Rest, Bamford peakdistrictpubs.co.uk and on Facebook







BIBLIOGRAPHY


	Adam, William Gem of the Peak (1973, Moorland Publishing Company)

	Armitage, Simon Magnetic Field: The Marsden Poems (2020, Faber & Faber)

	—— Walking Home: Travels with a Troubadour on the Pennine Way (2013, Faber & Faber)

	Booth, Stephen The Corpse Bridge (2015, Sphere)

	Brighton, Trevor The Discovery of the Peak District (2004, Phillimore & Co.)

	Brontë, Charlotte Jane Eyre (1986, Marshall Cavendish)

	Brown, John A Memoir of Robert Blincoe (1832, J. Doherty)

	Bull, John The Peak District: A Cultural History (2012, Signal Books)

	Butler, John Mystic Approaches (2021, spititualunfoldment.co.uk)

	Byng, John Rides Round Britain (1996, The Folio Society)

	Clowes, Peter Footloose in the Peak (2004, Churnet Valley Books)

	Collier, Ron and Wilkinson, Roni Dark Peak Aircraft Wrecks 1 (2000, Leo Cooper)

	Croston, James On Foot through the Peak (1889, John Heywood)

	Dixon, Jim Scattering Plenty: The People Who Made the Modern Countryside (2024, The History Press)

	Defoe, Daniel A Tour thro’ the Whole Island of Great Britain: Divided into Circuits or Journeys (1748, S. Birt et al.)

	Devonshire Deborah Wait for Me! (2011, John Murray)

	Edwards, K. C. The Peak District (1962, Collins)

	Fiennes, Celia The Illustrated Journeys of Celia Fiennes 1682–1712 (1982, Webb & Bower)

	Foreman, Amanda The Duchess (1999, Harper Perennial)

	Goble, Terry The Literary Way: Ellastone to Hayfield (2014, The Creative Peak)

	Hall, S. T. Days in Derbyshire (1863, Simpkin, Marshall & Co.)

	Harding, Mike Walking the Peak and the Pennines (1992, BCA)

	Harman, Claire Charlotte Brontë: A Life (2016, Penguin Books)

	Hayes, Nick The Book of Trespass: Crossing the Lines that Divide Us (2021, Bloomsbury Publishing)

	Henderson, Mark P. Folktales of the Peak District (2011, Amberley Publishing)

	Hey, David A History of the Peak District Moors (2014, Pen & Sword)

	Hoare E. N. Brave Men of Eyam (1881, Society for Promoting Christian Knowledge)

	Hurt, Charles On Foot in the Peak District (1996, David & Charles)

	Jenkins, Simon England’s Thousand Best Houses (2009, Penguin Books)

	Kirwan, Simon Peak District Villages (2006, Myriad Books)

	Mantel, Hilary Fludd (2005, Harper Perennial)

	—— Giving Up the Ghost (2013, Fourth Estate)

	McCloy, Andrew Peak District Pubs: A Pint-Sized Social History (2020, Gritstone Publishing)

	Milburn, Geoff (series editor) Kinder and Bleaklow (1990, British Mountaineering Council)

	Moat, Helen Slow Travel: The Peak District (2020, Bradt Travel Guides)

	Morton, H. V. The Call of England (1929, Methuen)

	—— In Search of England (2000, Methuen)

	Nicholson, Christopher and Barnes, Peter Railways in the Peak District: A History (2020, Amberley Publishing)

	Perrin, Jim The Villain: The Life of Don Whillans (2005, Arrow Books)

	Poucher, W. A. The Peak and Pennines (1966, Constable & Co.)

	Priestley, J. B. English Journey (1977, Penguin Books)

	Redhead, Brian The Peak: A Park for All Seasons (1989, Constable & Co.)

	Reece, Ken Walking the Peak Way (2022, Peak Way Publishing)

	Robinson, Christine Chatsworth: The Housekeeper’s Tale (2014, Bannister Publications)

	Rothman, Benny The Battle for Kinder Scout (2021, Willow Publishing)

	Savage, Jon This Searing Light, The Sun and Everything Else (2020, Faber & Faber)

	Scott, Sir Walter Peveril of the Peak (1823, Archibald Constable and Co.)

	Shrubsole, Guy Who Owns England? (2020, William Collins)

	Smith, Barry K. Hills of the Peak District (2021, Where2Walk)

	Smith, Mike Secret Peak District (2017, Amberley Publishing)

	Smith, Roly Wonders of the Peak Then and Now (2018, Byway Publications)

	Talbot, Rob and Whiteman, Robin The Peak District (2003, Seven Dials)

	Wainwright, Alfred Wainwright on the Pennine Way (1985, Book Club Associates)

	Waller, John The Real Oliver Twist (2005, Icon Books)

	Walton, Izaak and Cotton, Charles The Compleat Angler (2016, Oxford World’s Classics)




OEBPS/images/9780008733476_Cover.jpg
A JOURNEY ON FOOT
THROUGH ENGLAND’S
FIRST NATIONAL PARK

‘Highly readable Bill Bryson-esque travel writing’






OEBPS/images/f001.jpg
Diggle o

Dove Stone
Reservoir-

Peak District

National Park
Manchester

.._Bleaklow
-A

Roman Fort





OEBPS/text/nav.xhtml

CONTENTS




		Cover


		Also by Tom Chesshyre


		Title Page


		Copyright


		Note to Readers


		Dedication


		Map



		Contents


		Preface


		1. A wiggle to Diggle: Manchester Piccadilly to Diggle, via Glossop, Bleaklow, Hadfield and Mossley


		2. Beautiful bogland: Diggle to Langsett, via Black Moss and Holmfirth


		3. Into Brontë’s ‘tranquil hills’: Langsett to Baslow, via Ladybower Reservoir and Hathersage


		4. Eight wonders of the Peak? Baslow to Haddon Hall, via Chatsworth and Bakewell


		5. Fishing, football and a scamper: Haddon Hall to Ilam, via Youlgreave, Matlock, Cromford, Tissington and Ashbourne


		6. ‘Oh, the joy of walking!’: Ilam to The Roaches, via Dovedale, Hartington, Warslow and Leek


		7. Huts, hits, spas and heroes: The Roaches to Eyam, via Macclesfield and Buxton


		8. ‘This land is our land’: Eyam to Hayfield, via Hope and Edale


		9. Moorlands within: Hayfield to Sheffield, via Kinder Scout, Castleton and Stanage Edge


		Afterword 


		Acknowledgements


		The Hike: Distance covered, places stayed, pubs visited


		Bibliography


		About the Publisher







Guide



		Cover


		Contents


		1. A wiggle to Diggle: Manchester Piccadilly to Diggle, via Glossop, Bleaklow, Hadfield and Mossley








		ii


		iii


		iv


		v


		vi


		vii


		viii


		ix


		x


		xi


		xii


		xiii


		xiv


		xv


		xvi


		xvii


		xviii


		1


		2


		3


		4


		5


		6


		7


		8


		9


		10


		11


		12


		13


		14


		15


		16


		17


		18


		19


		20


		21


		22


		23


		24


		25


		26


		27


		28


		29


		30


		31


		32


		33


		34


		35


		36


		37


		38


		39


		40


		41


		42


		43


		44


		45


		46


		47


		48


		49


		50


		51


		52


		53


		54


		55


		56


		57


		58


		59


		60


		61


		62


		63


		64


		65


		66


		67


		68


		69


		70


		71


		72


		73


		74


		75


		76


		77


		78


		79


		80


		81


		82


		83


		84


		85


		86


		87


		88


		89


		90


		91


		92


		93


		94


		95


		96


		97


		98


		99


		100


		101


		102


		103


		104


		105


		106


		107


		108


		109


		110


		111


		112


		113


		114


		115


		116


		117


		118


		119


		120


		121


		122


		123


		124


		125


		126


		127


		128


		129


		130


		131


		132


		133


		134


		135


		136


		137


		138


		139


		140


		141


		142


		143


		144


		145


		146


		147


		148


		149


		150


		151


		152


		153


		154


		155


		156


		157


		158


		159


		160


		161


		162


		163


		164


		165


		166


		167


		168


		169


		170


		171


		172


		173


		174


		175


		176


		177


		178


		179


		180


		181


		182


		183


		184


		185


		186


		187


		188


		189


		190


		191


		192


		193


		194


		195


		196


		197


		198


		199


		200


		201


		202


		203


		204


		205


		206


		207


		208


		209


		210


		211


		212


		213


		214


		215


		216


		217


		218


		219


		220


		221


		222


		223


		224


		225


		226


		227


		228


		229


		230


		231


		232


		233


		234


		235


		236


		237


		238


		239


		240


		241


		242


		243


		244


		245


		246


		247


		248


		249


		250


		251


		252


		253


		254


		255


		256


		257


		258


		259


		260


		261


		262


		263


		264


		265


		266


		267


		268


		269


		270


		271


		272


		273


		274


		275


		276


		277


		278


		279


		280


		281








