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  After a short stop at Old Tebay Services we headed for Middleton – In - Teesdale and with a 

short unscheduled diversion we arrived at Langdon Beck Hotel about 11.00am. As we all set off it 

was cloudy but dry, unfortunately it didn’t stay like that for long as dirty black 

clouds headed our way, soon we were donning our waterproofs. A short while 

later we passed two horses in a field by a farm, suddenly 

one of them trotted past us then laid down and rolled 

over and got up again. I think it thought it was a show 

pony and was doing it’s party piece. 

A while later the sun came out and it got quite warm . 

Following a road we met a small group of young girls carrying 

backpacks looking slightly worried, they had missed their turn off for 

High Force, so we showed them the way. Christine ask one of them if they had been taught how to 

read a compass. “Yes” one said “but we weren’t listening.”  

 We had dinner overlooking the magnificent Low Force. Here we 

met up with the ‘A’ party. We then crossed the River Tees by a 

suspension bridge obeying the notice of only one 

person at a time. We passed these sheep near the falls. 

We then headed up stream heading for High Force 

passing a diverse variety of flowers on the way. 

Don’t ask me their names there were some blue ones 

and some yellow ones, oh and some dandelions. We eventually 

reached the viewpoint overlooking High Force which was more 

impressive than Low Force. Not long after we arrived at the top of 

High Force where we had a short stop to admire the view down the 

river. We then had a climb over Bracken Rigg 

passing a stone quarry on the way. On reaching 

a farm at Cronkley we crossed a bridge over the 

river and caught up with the ‘C’ party and after 

walking with them along the banks of the river 

we arrived back at the Langden Beck Hotel. 

With just enough time to get changed and enjoy refreshments at the Hotel.  

  Everyone had enjoyed an area we don’t  visit very often and agreed it was 

worth the journey 

 Just a point of interest, the valley was dotted with houses mostly painted 

white. The story goes that years ago the landowner was out one day and was caught in a rainstorm. 

Hoping to seek shelter he knocked on a house door, unfortunately it was a house he did not own so 

he was turned away. So to ensure he knew which houses he did own he had them all painted white.        


