
Interesting  Walks 
  
This article was published on 23 June 1933 by the Yorkshire Evening 
Post, to whom we are grateful for their permission to reproduce it here. It 
describes a walk from Silsden to Kildwick via Bradley and Farnhill. Whilst 
the walk may not be of Three Peaks standards, the historic content 
certainly makes it interesting. However, it is the prose, which has been 
transcribed as  accurately as the condition of the original copy permits, 
which brings a smile to the face.  Should anyone decide to retrace Mr. 
Hornby’s   footsteps, please bear in mind the directions in the article may 
not be as clear as they could be and the landmarks mentioned, such as 
the Silsden Picture Palace, may not be as prominent as they were in 
1933. 

 

Another Week-end Walk by John Hornby 

Silsden Moor, Farnhill and Kildwick 
 

  Take ‘bus or train to Steeton  and crossing the slow-moving Aire, and later the 

Leeds and Liverpool Canal, reach the industrial village of Silsden, once famous 

for its nail-makers, now busied with worsted, clog irons, and other things. 

  Passing the church, with its tall clock tower and belfry on the left, we come to 

the village war memorial. Here we leave the Addingham Road, and turn left for 

Skipton. 

  In 100 yards, reach the meeting place of five roads, with stone parapet of 

bridge in front. Pass along road with stream over the wall to the left, and 

picture house on the same side. The road, ascending quietly, attains the open 

country, with some touch of an earlier world remaining in the three-gabled Old 

Hall on the right. It was probably built by the Jennings Family, who were of 

some note here 300 years ago. 

  One daughter of the Silsden  Jennings  had a son who became Bishop of 

Ossary. He died in 1612. Silsden however, in earlier feudal times, belonged to 

the barony of Skipton, and  as late as the 15th century there were 700 acres 

here that were still bond-land-that is, land held by men who were actually part 

of the estate, tied to the land, and bought and sold with it. This usage, in some 

places, continued till the reign of Charles II. 

 

       A Wealth of Blossom 
  The way still climbs and passes Raikes House on the left, beautiful  for  

situation, with a wealth of blossom, cherry and lilac and rare laburnums raining 

golden fire. Coming to the top of the present rise, the hills about Glusburn and 



the pinnacle moor of Cowling are seen to left across the vale of Aire. Nearer is 

the picturesque  Throup  Ghyll, doubtless like many a wooded hollow here, the 

haunt in mediaeval days of wolf, wild boar and badger. 

Like enough, from time to time, the Prior of Bolton came a-hunting in these 

wilds. For it was not always fast and vigil.  Certainly about the end of the 13th 

century there is talk of the Prior’s dogs consuming scores of bushels of oats per 

year. 

  Continue.  Away to the right is White Crag and Nab End, the western limit of 

the Ilkley Moors, further on the bluff of Rivocks  edge, below, the wide vale 

that carries Keighley, Bingley, and the winding  Aire. 

  Ascent continues. Beamsley Beacon is seen across to right, with Cringles 

Water nearer in at hand. In the rough land to left are stretches of flaming 

gorse. 

  The Lark’s Melody 
  Up in the blue, the lark is soaring, scattering his melody to the wandering 

winds. Peewits  whirl and scream, while on the moors in front there shrills the 

long, loud whistle of the curlew. 

  Reach three road ends. Addingham road goes off to right, we keep straight on. 

Across the pastures are pine woods now and then, while here and there are 

lonely moorland farms. Woofa Bank is seen to right. Here it is said was a 

summer camp of the Ilkley Garrison, when Rome held sway. 

In front are the brown ridges of the Bradley and Skipton moors. In a few 

minutes we strike  a cross road and turn right for Draughton. In 50 yards 

further we turn left, along the ascending way marked “Footpath to Skipton “ 

Stone House, with its belt of timber, is on our left. Beneath our feet a roadway, 

made of a dark limestone, laid down in deep water years and years ago. The walls 

are of sandstone quarried near at hand- younger than the limestone and washed 

into shallowish water by strong torrents that in flood time tore down from 

vanished ranges away in the distant North. 

  Simon’s Seat is seen on the right front. Road passes between two bungalows 

and with Bracken Hill farm on the right comes shortly to an end. Pass through a 

gate in front and continuing along cart-track find the high lands of Craven and a 

far-flung terrain stretched out in front. Pass through second gate and drop 

down with Moor Gate Farm to right and stile in front. We turn left through a 

gate and follow a cart-track along its slow descent, with a wall to the left. 

Shortly, with wooded dell to right, we pass High House Farm to left, and later 

Low House Farm. 

  A rapid descent follows, and the little stream joins forces with another 

mountain streamlet and passes into a still deeper ghyll. Our way rises, but in 100 

yards we leave it and enter a field by an open gap-stead in front. The footpath 

goes on, with dell and stream below. Pass over stile in front. 



   On Zephyr’s Wings 

  To the right the pleasant sound of running water, the sweet hawthorn blossom 

on the zephyr’s wings, and rich and varied foliage delights the eye. 

  Opposite a solitary barn on the right, our footpath, edging left, rejoins the 

lane, which, continuing its descent, winds on and crosses another happy hollow, 

and thence continuing emerges into Bradley village through College Crescent. 

Reach main road and turn left. 

  In 100 yards, strike cross road. Turn right, down Main Street, soon the road, 

swinging left, begins to climb and Bradley is left behind. Up we go till the 

heather comes to the road on the left, and we pass a white farm on the right. 

  On the left is the open moor and a plain track going up to the 800 feet line and 

the Farn Hill Jubilee Pinnacle. Leave the road and breast the brae with boulders 

bare  bestrewn  both  small and great beasts. Reach the pinnacle, a cairn close 

on 20 feet high, and a grit stone cross on the top, with rose and thistle and 

shamrock carved thereon. 

  From the Pinnacle 
  But what a view! Nearly had I said incomparable .Certainly amazing. The 

sweeping hill lines range from Bowland to Rilstone, and include Malham Moors 

and Rye Loaf, and Kirkby Fell. The “drumlins” about Coniston are nearer in, so, 

too, Skipton Town and Castle and the serrated ridge of Sharper, with Aire 

winding, a ribbon of blue, through the pastures and meadows of the dale. 

  The plain track continues amid obvious quarryings, and leaving the heathered 

moorland, drops down to the road. Turn left with the shady grounds of that 

delightful Elizabethan house, Kildwick Hall to left. Retrace steps till end of 

gardens and orchard is reached. 

  Then turn down by little swing gate on the low side of the road and by a 

scented meadow path drop down to St Andrew’s, the old Parish Church of 

Kildwick, sometimes called the Lang Kirk of Craven. It is 176 feet long- certainly 

among the longest in the county. There is some fine wood carving in the North 

chapel. 

  Drop down to main road and cross river at Kildwick Bridge-one of the oldest 

bridges in the county. In 1305 Bolton Priory gave £ 21  12s  9d for building a 

bridge at Kildwick. This was enlarged by the county in 1780. 

  The road goes on to Crosshills. Take train or ‘bus home. A walk of about 8 ½ 

miles. 
 


