Bleaklor

Where Doctor's Gate goes swinging down carving Crooked

Clough and Shelf Brook harries singing neath bracken-covered
bluflf there rises green and lovely in bold and ragged sweep the
rock cromned height of Shelf Stones that to the sky does leap.

Should you pass by Shelf Stones apon some lucky day and

see the mist dispersing and turn from sombre grey into a
thousand rainboses as the sun comes burning through then the
gods 1who made the moantains have been more than kind to you,

WNon Vellon Slacks and Downstone make a gatenay to the

top a gateway rough and stony where the gritstone rocks
outerop the rushing stream comes headlong over one decp carven

goll to send its spray a gleaming apon cach mossy rall,

When the stream becomes a trickle and the top most hill

(s found then look you to the eastwward across the trenched
ground gaze long with joy and wondep let your heart be all a
Glore as you dpink in that stern beauty the glory of Bleaklon.

[here shall you look at Wain Stones with Bleaklon Stones

outlined and Grinah Stones ap rearing with Barrorw Stones
behind and you may trace the valleys and where cach river start

the Alport and the Westend and Deprvent gucen of hearts,



T 1o thousand fect of mountain that dark windspwept and

torn yet on that high bleak moantain the carless chick (s born
where as you stand and mapvel the moantain hare in fright
shall leap a scope of gullies a bounding streak of swhite.

Sometimes is Bleaklon: gutet and enchanting mwhen the

cuplenc’s lovely call is the only sound upon the cay to foll;
sometimes (s Bleaklosne savage in a raging horwding gale when the
top (s scourged and smidtten by the blinding rain and hall,

Bleatlone can be bitter mhen the dark north casteorn

Olowe wehile the stones stand out in blackness against the
blending shite of snore oh (t matters not hom often oer

Bleaklon's top you stride in bittepness of wintey op summers
golden pride,

Vou'll find she never alters yet she's never twice the same

this paradox swill lure you your tribute will she claim so you
who love high places where time goes sneet and slone will
always face the challenge and attraction of Bleaklos,
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