
BURRATOR DAM and YENNADON DOWN 2018 

Quite a myth has built up over the years surrounding Burrator Reservoir with many believing that a 

village with a church at its heart still lies beneath its depths and when its water level drops low 

enough in severe droughts; a pointed spire can be seen protruding from the water. Well, with 

today’s levels as low as 48%, it is revealing a stone wall in some places which leads many to believe 

that this is part of that ‘drowned village’ but as yet there is no sign of any spire, maybe we’ll spot it 

when we get higher up….. 

White clouds blocked out the scorching sun we have endured of late so, as we strolled along it gave 

several people cause to remark that it made walking much more pleasurable to which we all agreed. 

Approaching the waterfall we could see that very little water was pouring out of the pipe at the top 

that usually creates the cascade we had come to see so we didn’t linger long and were soon 

following Maggie up a track towards the site of a dis-used railway. Long after the original horse-

drawn tramway had closed, a passenger carrying railway took over the 

line and three halts were built along its length at varying dates. Some of 

the traffic came from carrying prisoners, prison officers and supplies to 

Dartmoor Prison at Princetown. This rusty old kissing gate with its flight 

of steps was part of Burrator & Sheepstor Halt which opened in 1924 

and closed in 1956, the steps led down towards the dam as the majority 

of its passengers at that time were employed in its construction. The 

name ‘kissing’ gate refers to the fact that the gate merely "kisses" 

(touches) the enclosure on either side and is nothing to do with conventional kissing, however there 

wasn’t any kissing going on today because the gate itself was missing. 

Following the route of the old track-bed 

Devonport Leat appeared on our right which 

pre-dates the railway as it was created in the 

late eighteenth century. Its purpose was to 

carry fresh drinking water from the high 

ground of Dartmoor to the dockyard area of 

Plymouth but nowadays it just flows into the 

reservoir where our walk began earlier.  

The path climbed steadily upwards leaving 

the leat to continue its journey but a few of us 

just couldn’t resist lingering to take photos 

across the water towards Sheepstor before 

hurrying to catch up with the others. From 

where we stood motionless beneath a 

watery sun we could clearly see just how low 

today’s water level has dropped, but there 

was no sign of that legendary spire poking 

out through the water! 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Dartmoor


Imagine being behind the camera the day this 

pic was taken in 1898, looking down at all those 

curious Victorian onlookers standing in 

wonderment shortly after the dam’s 

completion and before the reservoir filled with 

water. I love old b & w photos and as I look 

again at this newspaper pic I assume that no-

one has permission to cross to the other side as 

yet but next  I find myself wondering….  does 

that man on the right know his wife has fallen 

down a hole???? 

This is today’s assorted bunch of 31 walkers sprawled out along one side of a small parking area 

enjoying a short break before setting off across Yennadon 

Down. I got my trusty O.S. map out to get my bearings but 

even without the aid of my compass I could see there were 

several landmarks to make the job easier. There was the 

sprawling city of Plymouth to the south of course and then 

to the east there was the transmitter on top of Hessary Tor 

at Princetown while over to the west in Cornwall was the 

reassuring sight of Kit Hill on the skyline. 

With the break over everyone followed 

Maggie across the parched ground while 

Barbara brought up the rear this week 

but there were some ominous looking 

clouds gathering overhead and even a 

few spots of rain had already been felt. 

Sheep were still able to graze in a few 

places where the grass was still green but there was a muted silence as we strolled along with little 

wind about making it so quiet I could almost hear 

the grass growing! Several people asked me the 

name of the small yellow flowers we were seeing 

as we weaved our way back down towards the 

end of this relaxing walk but as they appeared to 

be from the dandelion family I was unsure. I 

looked them up back at home and think 

they could be Autumn Hawkbit.  


