
23 April 2022: The Gloucestershire Way - Crickley Hill to Shipton Solers 

On Saturday 23 April 2022, the day before the 90th anniversary of the mass trespass of Kinder 
Scout to highlight the denial to walkers in England and Wales of access to open country, I was 
joined by two established Ramblers, as we returned to the Gloucestershire Way and walked 
a little under nine miles from Crickley Hill to Shipton Solers.  It was my first outing with the 
Ramblers for some two years and I was looking forward to returning to the wide, open spaces 
of the Cotswolds along the Gloucestershire Way, which has not quite reached its 30th 
anniversary.  We were not disappointed: the beauty of Spring against a deeply rural landscape 
punctuated by a few scattered villages was outstanding.   

The weather was fair, mild and cloudy, with a stiff breeze that was especially evident on the 
crests of the hills.  The sun broke through occasionally and the visibility was excellent.  It was 
an ideal day for walking.   

Colin had kindly driven from the Cathedral to Crickley Hill and, before setting off on our walk 
at about 10.00, with no toilets en route, we used the excellent facilities at the Visitor Centre on 
Crickley Hill.  Shortly after leaving Crickley Hill, we had to cross the very busy road by the Air 
Balloon.  However, the roar of the traffic was soon behind us as we walked through Emma’s 
Grove and up to Shab Hill and then descended to contour walk alongside Coldwell Bottom.  
This is a gloriously peaceful and secluded landscape, albeit we encountered several groups 
of walkers, some with dogs, heading in the other direction.  We also heard the lyrical song, 
and then saw, a skylark: my first for a very long time.   

On reaching a bench in Coberley, we stopped for drinks before continuing to Coberley Church, 
hidden behind the arched gateway and vast barn doors of Coberley Court.  The Church is 
maintained beautifully, as is the churchyard, with, on this occasion, a freshly dug grave.  The 
peace of the countryside was heightened by the stillness and tranquillity inside the Church.  
The floral decorations excited our curiosity and we discovered that a wedding was to be held 
there some two hours later, with the much-read Chapter 13 of Paul’s First Letter to the 
Corinthians already in place on the lectern:   

‘If I speak in the tongues of mortals and of angels, but do not have love, I am a noisy 
gong or a clanging cymbal. ………… And now faith, hope, and love abide, these three; 
and the greatest of these is love.’   

We continued across fields and through a small wood to the medieval village, now only a 
hamlet, of Upper Coberley and beyond, across more fields, until reaching a grassy bank out 
of the wind where we stopped for our picnic lunch, accompanied by birdsong in the adjacent 
woods and the occasional glimpse of the sun.  After lunch, we climbed up to the ridge 
overlooking the small village of Foxcote and descended to the village through the full force of 
the north-easterly breeze blowing up the slope.  Then across more fields to Shipton Solers 
and the Frogmill Inn where we had drinks while waiting for the ever-reliable Pulhams bus to 
Cheltenham followed by a Stagecoach bus to Gloucester, arriving back at about 16.00.   

Over our drinks, we agreed that it had been a good walk, enhanced by the peace, tranquillity 
and seclusion of a wonderful Cotswold landscape emerging from winter into the new growth 
of spring.  The attached photograph, taken by Helen, is of Coldwell Bottom.   
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