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THE PALLADIAN WAY ï 2016  

 

 

The Palladian Way ƻǿŜǎ ǘƘŜ ǘƛǘƭŜ ƻŦ ΨŀǊŎƘƛǘŜŎǘǳǊŀƭ ǘǊŀƛƭΩ to a style of building design developed by 

Andre Palladio in 16th Century Italy.  This borrowed heavily from classical Roman precedents and was 

in turn copied and developed by such luminaries as Inigo Jones, Christopher Wren, John Vanburgh 

ŀƴŘ ²ƛƭƭƛŀƳ YŜƴǘΣ ŜŀŎƘ ŀŘŘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƻǿƴ ǊŜŦƛƴŜƳŜƴǘǎΦ   !ǘ ǘƘŜ ƘŜŀǊǘ ƻŦ tŀƭƭŀŘƛƻΩǎ design for private 

villas was symmetry.  Key features were wide front steps leading up to a large central area behind 

classical pillars supporting a pediment with a low triangular gable above.   Broad house walls gave 

widespread views from all sides over formal gardens.   Overall the size would reflect a cube shape or 

one governed by a mathematical formula where the width and height could be divided exactly by 6.   

To this could be added circular staircases, imposing estate rooms and a dome or cupola such as that 

ƭŀǘŜǊ ǘƻ ǘƻǇ ²ǊŜƴΩǎ {ǘ tŀǳƭΩǎΦ     {ƻ ŀ ƪŜȅ ŦŜŀǘǳǊŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǿŀƭƪ ǿŀǎ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ Ƙƻǿ ŦŀǊ ǘƘƛǎ tŀƭƭŀŘƛŀƴ ǎǘȅƭŜ 

still graced the large buildings on the route, just as those buildings largely dictated the key 

destinations on the way. 

Stage 1 ς Buckingham to Woodstock - Wednesday ς Friday 23 ς 25 February 2016 

Penny, Hazel, Chas, David  

LǘΩǎ ƭŀǘŜ February; picture blue skies, a light 

breeze and almost wall to wall sunshine.   

¸ƻǳΩŘ ōŜ ƛƳŀƎƛƴƛƴƎ ǎƻƳŜǿƘŜǊŜ ŦŀǊ ŀǿŀȅ ŦǊƻƳ 

England.   Throw in deep overnight frost with 

several degrees minus and you might start to 

wonder.   But Bucks, Northants and Oxon 

would probably still not spring to mind.  So we 

were incredibly fortunate to have picked a 

week when the elements were with us.   It 

would have been too much to escape mud in 

an English winter, but even this was relatively 
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limited, mainly confined to some woodland pathways, tractor ruts and cattle gateways.    In fact the 

low sun was shining brightly in our faces for most 

of the time as we headed overall south-west, the 

air crisp, the skies full of birdsong and the rich 

smells of manure drifting across at intervals.     

 

Day 1 ς Buckingham via Stowe to Brackley ς 

c 11 miles  

We started in the county town of Buckingham, 

where a chat with two sociable policewomen 

was immediately followed by our visit to the 

local gaol (previous page), now the tourist office 

and the start of the walk.   Buckingham still has 

hilltop village feel about it, and is a prelude to 

Stowe, soon approached down a magnificent 

avenue that was saved from development by the 

quick-thinking of architect Clough William Ellis of 

Portmeirion fame and the generosity of Eton 

College who bought and gifted the avenue back 

to the school.   The avenue sweeps up and down 

the undulating hills like a roller-coaster (above 

right), the massive Corinthian arch at the 

entrance to the Stowe grounds only visible late 

on, with the huge Palladian mansion shimmering 

on another rise behind.  The mansion is now the 

main building of Stowe School (above left), still a 

bastion of traditional values of a different kind.    

On the way and in the grounds numerous elegant 

stone structures lounge around like basking 

prefects.   Star among these is the Palladian 

Bridge over the lake and stream (above right), 

with curving pathways that lead to walks 

between shrubberies, temples and statues.  

Apparently there are separate Paths of Vice, 

Virtue and Liberty!    

 Working our way round the back of the 

main building took us to the school approach 

road and great vistas across the countryside beyond.   Having come largely north from Buckingham 

we were now heading west over fairly level country, along farm tracks, over fields and through 

sections of often soggy woodland, notably at Evershaw Copse and the aptly named Westbury Wild 

where the deep mud of the bridleway meant balancing and hopping on the edge of ditch-like pools 

and dodging spiky low branches (above left). 
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The kissing gates, of which David never tires, gave way to more stiles, an intensive dairy-farming unit 

with a calf crèche attached, and then a wonderful spot on the edge of open fields with woods at our 

back to bask in the low sunshine and enjoy our picnics (above).   Past an airstrip, possibly serving 

nearby Silverstone, we reached the neat village of Turweston before passing under the busy 

Brackley by-pass, up the hill to the striking church and through to Brackley high street.     

 We had already left our cars at our guest house (below right), being driven by our host, the 

long-haired Derek, to Buckingham in his trusty old 

Land Rover Defender.  hǳǊ ΨǎǳƛǘŜΩ ǿŀǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƻƭŘ 

garage and upper storey, now impressively kitted out 

by Lynette as sitting room/ kitchenette with twin 

room and bathroom above.  Penny was in the garden 

room, with a temperamental shower.  The garden 

and also the house, from what we could see when 

having breakfast in the morning, were ingeniously 

sectioned off for maximum utility, everything having 

its nook or cranny.  

 

Day 2 ς Brackley to Middleton Stoney ς c 13 miles  

This was a long enough day and we were all glad 

tƻ ƘŀǾŜ Ŏǳǘ Řƻǿƴ ǘƘŜ ōƻƻƪΩǎ мтΦр ƳƛƭŜǎ ōȅ 

stopping at Middleton Stoney (see day 4 minus 

1!)   After another vigorous frost we drove the 

two cars to our destination with a taxi back to 

Brackley, via manic Formula 1 style traffic round 

the A43 and M40 junction.   The road noise still 

buzzed in our ears as we descended Brackley 

High Street, crossed a couple of junctions and 

reached the broad meadow of Evenley Park, 

where a faint frosty haze enfolded us in a 

quintessentially English parkland scene.  Evenley 

Iŀƭƭ ƘƛŘŜǎ ƛǘǎ ŎƘŀǊƳǎ ōŜƘƛƴŘ ŀ ǿŀƭƭ ŀƴŘ ǘǊŜŜǎΣ ōǳǘ ƛǘΩǎ ŀ ƴƛŎŜ ǘǊŀǾŜǊǎŜ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ ǘƘŜ ŦŀǊƳƭŀƴŘ ǘƻ ǊŜŀŎƘ ǘƘŜ 

pretty village of Evenley itself, neatly spread out around a huge square village green (left).   

Off the green School Lane took us to a track running behind four country cottages.  The 

ancient footpath weaves through the cottage back gardens, which now have stiles between them, to 
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reach the first of a series of open, stony 

fields where the larks were in increasingly 

fine voice as we approached the small 

village of Juniper Hill.   This is Flora 

ThompǎƻƴΩǎ [ŀǊƪ wƛǎŜΣ ŀǇǘƭȅ ǎƻ ƴŀƳŜŘ.  

Now there is little to distinguish it apart 

from its place in literary history.    After a 

flat approach we had a gentle downhill 

towards Tusmore, with history of a 

different kind where the old blue British 

blood gives way to the modern 

Mediterranean.     

Approaching from the north, the 

Palladian Way turns 90 degrees to the west at the approaches to Tusmore.  Here stands a 

spectacular new memorial column (above left), dedicated to our current queen, with what might be 

cannons but are perhaps lions couchant at the base cossetted in neat green covers, all too new to be 

mentioned in our guide book.  Lines 

of recently planted trees lead away 

to where a striking mansion stands 

mirage-like in the distance (right + 

above left).    The mansion itself is in 

fine and imposing neo-Palladian 

style, raised up to prominence, with 

alongside and slightly below it some 

more traditional English-style 

buildings.  This huge Tusmore House 

was built only within the last 15 

years for Wafic Said, a wealthy 

Syrian industrialist who endowed 

the Said Business School in Oxford 

and is now largely resident in Monaco, replacing many forebears.    The original 17th century house 

was replaced in the 18th century and extended over succeeding centuries until its last owner, Vivian 

Hugh Smith (later 1st Baron Bicester 

of Tusmore) died in 1956.   Deemed 

uneconomical, it was demolished, 

along with its Adam ceilings and 

fireplaces, to make way for a neo-

Georgian replacement in the 1960s 

before this too was knocked down to 

ƎƛǾŜ ǿŀȅ ǘƻ {ŀƛŘΩǎ tŀƭƭŀŘƛŀƴ-style 

mansion, which won a major 

architectural award in 2004.    Here 

indeed was a contrast to Lark Rise.   
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The path passes in front of the mansion, 

hidden below a great wall, and around a 

proliferation of post and rail fences to 

return to open country.   Here it runs 

diagonally across the fields, but freshly-

ploughed earth with huge furrows led us 

round the side before returning to the path 

on the unploughed section (left).  This took 

us to the hamlet of Stoke Lyne, where the 

Pyrton Arms looked very un-open.    

Passing through lanes and woods, we 

returned to the fields where previously 

frequent Palladian Way stickers were 

noticeably absent, requiring some re-alignment around KilbyΩs Barn to get the right side of the field 

hedges.  At the neat village of Bucknell the Trigger Pond gives its name to the local pub ς with its 

Ψhusband-crècheΩ.   

¢ƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ ǎǘŀƎŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŘŀȅΩǎ ǿŀƭƪ ǘƻƻƪ ǳǎ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ ǘƘŜ ōǳǎȅ 

railway (our Marylebone to Birmingham line) and to a minor road 

over the thunderous M40.  Here we headed briefly north to pass 

beside the striking Bucknell water tower (left - very visible from the 

M40) and the scenic but noisy Trow Pool and a futuristic processing 

plant to our north-

west (right).  Now 

our sights were 

firmly set on 

ΨƘƻƳŜΩ via the 

A43, a short road 

walk   into 

Middleton Stoney and a warm welcome from the 

delightful Goyo, our B & B landlady.   She is 

Mongolian, married to an Englishman, with three 

young children.  Around them and between school 

runs the couple have a travel business specialising in bespoke activity holidays in Mongolia, where 

the husband was at the time.   Apparently it was cold enough there for icicles to form in his nostrils!  

¢ŀƭōƻǘ [ƻŘƎŜΣ DƻȅƻΩǎ . ϧ . ƭƻŎŀǘƛƻƴΣ ƛǎ ŀ ǎŜǘ ƻŦ stone-clad L-shaped buildings on the busy 

main road but facing inwards onto a private 

walled garden (above left)Φ   hƴ DƻȅƻΩǎ 

recommendation we ate at Rigoletto, an 

Lǘŀƭƛŀƴ ǊŜǎǘŀǳǊŀƴǘ ǎŜǘ Ψр ƳƛƴǳǘŜǎΩ ǿŀƭƪ ŀǿŀȅ 

along the Bicester Road, well beyond the 

pavement and street lighting!  Here we 

discovered a fine rich red wine from the 

ΨLǘŀƭƛŀƴΩ 5ƻƭƻƳƛǘŜǎ and enjoyed some 

repartee with the Italian proprietor, 

punctuated with profanities and imprecations 

about his ex-wife.  It was good food too!  


