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The walk:  Published in the regular WeekendGo feature of the Manchester 
Evening News of Saturday 29th April 2006, this walk, by John and Anne Nuttall, 
starts from the village of Grindon, gradually descends S. by S.E. to Lee House 
then winds N. along the Manifold Way, following the Rivers Hamps and 
Manifold to Thor’s Cave, before climbing the hills back to the start.  
Location: Twelve miles south of Buxton 

Distance:  Six miles 
Grade:  Easy, but becoming more strenuous from the point of crossing the 
stile below Thor’s Cave to climb steeply out of the valley over hills back to 
Grindon.  
Conditions:  Excellent for walking. Warm and dry, with a southerly wind, 
strong at times on high ground. Overcast to start but clearing with 
increasingly long sunny spells through the day.  

Walkers (4):  John, Derek, Roger and Gillian. 

Having made good time on our 32-mile journey, through the 
morning traffic along the Silk Road through Macclesfield and 
beyond to Leek, we set off from beside the Parish Church of 
All Saints Grindon at 10.50. Crossing in front of the Church, 
over a triangle of grass, we passed the children’s swings and 
see-saw and, straightway, made our first unintended detour 
of the walk. Instead of turning right onto the road (and 
proceeding to quite another triangle of grass that the walks 
authors meant us to find) we went left then right, past an 
assortment of cottages and back along an overgrown old 
path, behind Buckfurlong Farm, then left on to an AA route 

signed path. Picking up the correct route, at a T-junction in the track about a quarter mile south of the 
intended start, we’d added half a mile to the walk without ever finding our first objective, the Cavalier pub! 

We had, however seen the village. 
Continuing in a southerly direction, 
we walked along a green farm 
track, bounded by hedgerows, rich 
in summer berries – the last of the 
blackberry crop, but predominantly 
sloes and elderberries. Now on 
gently rising ground, the hedgerow 



gave way to low dry-stone walls, between rolling farmland, with views across to the dale ahead and to the left. 
Eventually we began to descend to cross a dip in the hillside. This required a right turn down into the cleft and 

then left where a herd of cows, accompanied by 
a large bull, appeared to be guarding the gateway 
to the other side.  

After some contemplation and checking the map 
to confirm that this was indeed the correct 
route, Roger bravely strode off down the slope 
to test the character of the threat. He had 
survived as far as the gate, and was in amongst 
the beasts, before we, still at the top of the rise, 
swallowed hard and hastened to follow his lead. 

Safely through the gate we kept very close to the left of 
the path past a noisy bullock as we climbed round the side 
the hill to pass a barn dated 1859 and a sturdy stone-built 
farmhouse beside it with a date-stone inscribed AH 1858. 



Following the track for another 20 minutes, before going 
left at a fork onto a green path, we walked downhill past an 
old stone barn. Continuing a gradual descent across the 

fields, we passed – as 
advised in the walk’s 
directions, through a 
series of small wooden 
gates until we were 
walking alongside a fence 
at the top of Little Wood.  

Here, rabbits were also out enjoying the late summer sunshine. 
Just around a bend in the fence, almost hidden by heavily laden red-berried hawthorn branches, and leading 
down onto a very steeply sloped clearing into the wood, we came across another of the small wooden gates. 
With hindsight this is the path we should perhaps have taken. Instead we continued along the footpath 
marked on our map, following the fence-line to near the corner of the field where another path was marked 
as converging with ours on the map. The woods had come to an end on the other side of the fence exposing 

a steep grassy hillside, below 
which we could now see a 
winding tarmac path beside a 
dry and overgrown riverbed. 
There were no signs of another 
path on the ground, but we 
crossed a wooden step-stile 
and made our way very 
carefully down the plunging, 
once terraced, slope onto a 



narrow field.  Passing through a kissing-gate, 
at the top corner, we found all the missing 
way-markers assembled here! 

Turning left, out of the “gateway-of-the-way-
markers”, we were now on the path of the 
Manifold Way – former track-bed of the Leek 
and Manifold Light Railway – near the site of 
Sparrowlee Station. Seeing a notice board 
advertising refreshments at the Lea House 
Farm tea room (Grid Reference 095515) it 
was immediately decided that, after our 
descent of the “Manifold Dry Ski Slope”, we 
deserved a nice cup of tea. A very nice cup of 
tea it was too, along with date slice etc, in a 
delightful tea garden. Too bad we were 
carrying our lunch boxes, but hey ho . . . 
we’d just have to delay lunch.  

We left the tea garden around 1 p.m., to start 
the easy stroll that the Manifold Way provides. 
The trail meandered along the valley and, 
although we lost count, we understand we 
actually crossed and re-crossed the (completely 
dry for its full length when we visited) River 
Ramps some nine times. Enclosed by hills and 
woodland on both sides, we sampled more of 
the ripe, sweet end-of-season blackberries, the 
path unchanging until we reached Old Soles 
Wood. Here the valley widened and we had 
sight of the majestic rock-face of Beeston Tor. 
The trail curved to left between a caravan park 
and Weag’s Barn Nature Reserve, near the 
junction of the River Ramps with the River 
Manifold, away to our right. By now, we had 

begun to regain our appetite, so when, after curving left to pass Weag’s Bridge, we arrived at the small car 
park that was once Grindon Station, we found a spot on a boulder-edged grassy bank, beneath the hawthorn, 
and broke out the beverages and sandwiches. 

After out late lunch we pressed on along the 
tarmac path beneath the trees, between a dry 
river bed and a steep hillside, to the impressive 
300-ft limestone peak containing Thor’s Cave.  



Here, below the cave, we 
turned left off the track, over 
a wooden step-stile, into NT 
land, to begin the steep climb 
westward to return to 
Grindon village. Our 
instructions read: plod uphill 
into Ladyside Wood where a 
delightful path, edged with 
primroses and violets (written in 
April) continues across the 
hillside. Well, having climbed 
to a height where we were 
level with Thor’s Cave, across the valley, we reached a 
well-weathered signpost, painted yellow around its tip, 
pointing left over a wooden step-stile. That there was 
no mention of any stile was of little consequence 
compared to the alternative of continuing to climb to 

the top of the hill. The narrow overgrown path along the 
hillside through the thick undergrowth, if not delightful, 
seemed an attractive alternative, besides which it seemed to 
match the line of a path marked on the O.S. map. 
Curving S.W, away from the Manifold Valley, the path now 
followed the contour of an almost sheer, densely wooded, 
hillside high above a deep clough – a clough which, we later 
found, began as a shallow fold in the fields bordering the north 
side of Grindon village. After about a ¼-mile of careful 
progress, in single file between the brambles, we crossed 
another stile before emerging from the woods on the slopes 
below a farm. We now had to pick our way over rocks to 
cross a narrow stream. This may have been the overgrown 



stone trough, referred to in 
our walk notes because, 
exactly as instructed, we then 
had to squeeze through a stone 
step-stile, through a wall, into 
the bottom corner of a steep 
muddy field. After nearly six-
miles walking. with cattle 
spoor much in evidence, we 
had at last muddied our 
boots.  
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

As shown on our map, the footpath divided 
here, the path to the left climbing, in a southerly 
direction, to return to the eastern tip of the 
village. We took the right fork, to follow a wire-
fenced hedgerow on the right, but still with the 
shallow head of the clough, down to our left. As 
we climbed the slope the church steeple 
appeared on the rise, directly ahead. However, 
at the top of the field we found we had to 
descend again over a stile, into a steep dip, to re-
cross the stream, over a wooden footbridge, for 
a final climb to reach Grindon.  

At the top of the next rise we had a 
choice of two new wooden step-
stiles (within only 50 yards of each 
other along a wire fence) into the 
last field. The church was now on the 
rise off to our right and a path led 
from the field, between houses, and 
out onto Church Avenue, from 
where it was just a short walk, again 
uphill, past the old rectory, to the 
car, beside the churchyard. 


