
PETER TAVY to MARY TAVY 2018 

Although there was rain falling and gusty winds blowing, there was love in the 

air this Wednesday as our walk coincided with Valentine’s Day. Right across the 

world, flowers and gifts are being given today, all in the name of Saint Valentine, while it is said that 

approximately 150 million cards are exchanged. Some couples make a grand gesture with a 

romantic meal, possibly enjoyed whilst cruising along a river while others prefer something more 

modest such as a meal or a drink in a cosy pub with a crackling log fire.  A few of us had booked a 

table so we too could enjoy a meal with our friends at the Peter Tavy Inn at the end of the walk and 

as it transpired,  our table was right beside our very own log fire. 

But who was this mysterious saint, and where did these traditions come from? Valentine's Day has 

been celebrated in the UK on 14th February for thousands of years and many believe the ancient 

Romans may have been responsible when Emperor Claudius II executed two men in the 3rd 

century— both were named Valentine and both were killed on Feb. 14. One of these Valentines was 

a Roman priest and doctor who was persecuted by Claudius for marrying Christian couples. Their 

martyrdom was honoured by the Catholic Church with the celebration of St. Valentine's Day.  

As a result of the recent bad weather, there were just six of us braving the 

elements this week as we followed Juliette towards Gatehouse Farm.  

Even with our heads down, we knew there were cattle currently being 

housed in their barn, what a pong!  Once we had passed the Peter Tavy 

Inn, a bridle path lay ahead which had quite a good surface to walk on and 

even the rain had stopped, so far, so good. The hedge 

on our left had recently been flailed and for the first 

time we were able to see as well as hear the River 

Tavy as it gushed through the valley. Further along 

however, the standing water on this path was over 4 

inches deep and we had no option other than to 

splash our way through it but we were all wearing 

suitable footwear, so again, not a problem as the ground underneath was solid. 

The smell of damp earth hung in the air as we paused near the bridge to watch 

the fast-flowing water and to admire all the mossy growths. This is not a long 

walk so we had the luxury this week of time to stand and stare. Navelwort plants 

were actually growing out of the moss that was clinging to that tree trunk above, 

while these other mosses below were marching up the stems of Bilberry bushes; the woods further 

on were looking very Narnia-like as 

you can see on the next page. 



It was rather muddy as we made our way up through the old mining site where Mother Nature had 

almost covered the ruined structures making some of them hard to spot. Our pause at the top was 

shorter than usual too, low cloud had obscured the view of Brentor on the skyline and the pinnacles 

of Peter Tavy church in the foreground so everyone did an about turn and made their way back 

through the sticky mud to the bridge which we crossed over this time to walk as far as Mary Tavy. A 

track nearby had been constructed in an open area of heathland by BMX bikers and quad bikers, 

probably youngsters judging by all the discarded soft-drink cans tossed casually in the shrubbery; 

further on we passed Mary Tavy hydro-electric power station before reaching our destination. 

Standing at the back of St Mary’s church looking towards the altar, I thought of all those young 

lovers’ who would have stood there over the years, just as they would have at the altar at St Peter’s 

church where our walk began. One of the rectors who might have performed the ceremony in this 

church back in the 17th century was the Rev. Thomas Jackson who committed suicide after being 

removed from the job he loved. His ghost is said to still haunt the church so if anyone felt a sudden 

drop in temperature whilst they stood inside, the ghostly apparition of the Reverend might have 

been standing right behind you! 

Before returning to Peter Tavy, we all had a wander around 

the graveyard this week where we paused in front of the 

grave of William Crossing, a local author who is renowned 

for writing books on Dartmoor. From here of course to 

return to the inn, we had to run the gauntlet for the second 

time today, back through the puddles which it looks like 

Juliette quite enjoyed judging by the big grin on her 

face…but I don’t know what Ray was up to!  

Our table was booked for 12.30pm and we were soon tucking in to 

the delicious food. I thought ‘Scrumdiddlyumptious’, a word that was 

added to the Oxford English Dictionary in 2016 described it perfectly. 

 

 


