
6 August 2022: The Gloucestershire Way - Stow-on-the-Wold to Winchcombe 

Saturday 6 August 2022 saw Bruce, Peter, Philip and me walking a further 14.1 miles of the 
Gloucestershire Way, almost due west, from Stow-on-the-Wold to Winchcombe.  The weather 
was perfect: generally clear with good visibility; a temperature of about 17ºC when we started 

walking, rising to 24ºC by mid-afternoon; a humidity of 50%; and a light northerly breeze.   

In anticipation of sharing cars, the day had started with us taking Lateral Flow Tests (all 
thankfully negative) before heading to the Cathedral, where, at 08.00, Jane and Mike very 
kindly provided us with lifts to Cheltenham Royal Wells Bus Station.  We remain most grateful 
to Jane and Mike as, without the lifts, we would not have been able to catch the early bus to 
Stow-on-the-Wold.  We started walking from Stow at 09.50 for what proved to be an excellent 
walk across splendid rolling upland Cotswold countryside, mainly at between 200 and 250 
metres amsl, providing us with big skies and outstanding views to horizons that were many 

miles distant.   

From the Fosse Way at Stow, we headed downhill on a wide grass verge alongside the busy 
B4077 to the hamlet of Upper Swell.  Shortly before Upper Swell, we left the road and took to 
the fields, crossing the River Dickler on an ancient stone bridge.  From Upper Swell, we took 
a minor road to Condicote, passing Donnington Brewery en route.  At Condicote, having 
walked about 6.5 km in an hour and twenty minutes, we stopped for drinks, making good use 
of the shade in a bus shelter built with local stone.  Between Condicote and Ford, a distance 
of about 8 km, there were scattered farmsteads but no centres of population.  For most of it, 
we walked through arable land, with wheat and barley the predominant crops, with hardly 
another soul in sight.   

We found respite from the sun to eat our lunches under a native plum tree, part of a small 
copse beside the path.  Moreover, with the judicious use of his walking pole, Bruce coaxed 
some ripe golden plums to fall like manna from heaven for some delicious extra sustenance.  
About a mile before Ford, we reached the extensive race-horse training complex of Jackdaws 
Castle and the associated gallops.   

In Ford, we crossed the River Windrush about 2 km from its source at Taddington, and then 
set off across rolling hills and past large farms where, again, we encountered very little human 
habitation until, after a further 8 km, following a steep descent down the Cotswold escarpment, 
we reached Winchcombe, the ancient capital of Mercia.  Shortly before our descent, we had 
emerged from some trees to see the magnificent vista of the Vale of Evesham stretching to a 
distant horizon.  Having made very good time, we reached Winchcombe about 45 minutes 
earlier than I had anticipated, and just in time, as it happened, to catch the bus for Cheltenham, 
one hour earlier than the bus I had planned to use.  Only 35 minutes later we arrived back in 
Cheltenham.  A short walk from Pittville Street took us to the Promenade and buses back to 

Gloucester, arriving at about 16.15.   

Peter Barrett 

 


