
KIT HILL (Unplanned walk) 

Green is the predominant colour to be seen in the Tamar Valley as we enter the month of May when 

every shade imaginable can be witnessed all at once beside roads and footpaths and across the 

farmland. Today we chose the highest hill for miles 

around to admire this amazing palette of greens. 

Although Kit Hill was always the intended location 

for this week’s walk, we departed through a kissing 

gate at the entrance car park and not at the incline 

car park as we had expected due to the closure of 

yet another local road. 

A skylark was singing its heart out high above us as 

we passed the ruins of South Kit Hill mine, obviously 

as glad as we were that the weather had brightened 

up after 18 hours of continual rain; it goes without 

saying that it was quite wet underfoot with water 

channelling downwards beneath our feet as we 

ascended the hill. Once through a second wooden gate it was time to turn right and climb the rocky 

track towards the chimney stack at the summit. We had only been going for half an hour when we 

had the first break. 

From 1928 to 1978 when the Duchy still owned 

Kill Hill, a toll was charged to use the road from 

the entrance to the highest point with the 

money going towards its upkeep. However, 

there was then a putting green (not a bowling 

green as I mistakenly told a couple of walkers) 

plus a small café at the summit so plenty of 

people must have chosen to ‘cough-up’ because 

it is said that in the 1930’s as many as 250 

motor-cycles and 1,000 cars arrived each 

summer, some families came armed with their 

own picnics and would spend all day exploring 

some the 400 acres here.   

 



We had no idea which way Maggie would lead us from here but all became clear when we circled a 

fenced in mine shaft and  in due course emerged out onto that tarmacked road with stunning views 

to admire as we crossed the 

heathland. A rather  agitated man 

rushed towards us asking if we had 

seen a Jack Russell dog while we had 

been walking along but not only had 

we not seen any dogs, we had not 

seen any people either up until that 

point. It is always sad when we hear 

members of the public calling out to 

their lost dogs, with so many dis-used 

mine shafts in the Tamar Valley and 

on Kit Hill country park, you would 

think they would keep their beloved 

pets on a lead unless they were 

absolutely sure it was safe to let them 

run freely. 

We were very lucky with the weather this morning as the rain was steadily marching eastwards and 

although there were a few ominous looking clouds in the distance, I chose not to point my camera at 

them for a change. 

Soon we were all 

walking back down 

the hill with grass 

beneath our feet 

now and with the 

road over to our 

right.  Dartmoor 

National Park was 

there to admire on 

the skyline over the 

border in Devon as 

we made our way 

back to where our 

cars were waiting. 

As we said our 

‘goodbyes’ some of 

us even went home 

with a tomato plant 

or two, courtesy of 

Derek who had grown far too many from seed this year. 

 



 

 

 


