
GRENOFEN BRIDGE and DOUBLE WATERS 2018 

I can’t believe half of the year has gone already and we are now into the month of 

July, it’s true, the older you get the faster time flies. After the mini-heatwave of the 

last couple of weeks, Devon and Cornwall have now had some welcome rain so it was 

overcast and quite humid as we set off 

across Grenofen Bridge to execute this 

popular walk in reverse. 

Down the 

centre of the 

path a liberal 

amount of 

horse dung 

had been dropped and we soon spotted the perpetrators up ahead, 4 or 5 healthy-looking ponies.  

The gentle murmur of the River Walkham accompanied us as we strolled along through the lush 

woodland past the ponies and now even the sun was beginning to peep through the clouds. Here 

the water flows smoothly along amid gravel shallows but further on it becomes deeper and where 

branches have been blown in by past storms, the water eddies around them. Soon we passed a 

chimney beside some ruins reminding us that even here in Devon we are still in mining country. 

With the River Walkham behind us, everyone filed through a cleft in the rocks to find the River Tavy 

now facing us as we approached Double Waters.  Here the two rivers merged with a great roar as 

the waters frothed and bubbled before heading off as one at a more sedate pace. With age comes 

wisdom so we oldies know there is 

danger in its swirling depths and we 

have our coffee stop way back from 

the water’s edge surrounded by ferns 

and moss-covered rocks. But were 

anyone to get dangerously close and 

accidentally slip in, without help they 

could find themselves caught up in 

the undercurrents when their 

impending death could be compared 

to drowning in a washing-machine as 

the water rotates!  



Here at this pretty spot most 

of us sat down to enjoy a drink 

and a snack while James gave 

Dutch a welcome drink in his very own bowl, others went off exploring while Liz got her O.S. map out 

so she and Nic could chart the route we were following. I wonder how many others spotted a Grey 

Wagtail flitting amongst the 

gravel opposite as I myself did 

After our break Maggie led us 

across the rickety old bridge 

which carried us to the opposite 

side of the River Walkham where 

we found the terrain much 

improved on this visit; the path 

ahead was darker and shadier 

with Enchanter’s Nightshade 

growing along it length but at the 

top we emerged into daylight. 

 At first glance the large expanse 

of green here at West Down 

appears to be just that…green 

grass and bracken, but for those 

taking a closer look, tiny wildflowers could be seen growing amongst the grass. All these have 

adapted to live in such an environment including Tormentil, Self-Heal and Eye Bright but on closer 

inspection bees and hoverflies may be spotted seeking out their bounty at this time of year. Honey 

bees it is said can fly up to 53 miles daily at speeds of up to 20MPH however for the last five years, 

their numbers have been in decline with loss of habitat being the main reason. It is said that each 

and every bee has to visit 750 flowers to make 1kg of honey but did you know that only female bees 

can sting while hoverflies neither sting nor bite. (There are many more questions and answers to be 

found on the Internet concerning bees which make interesting reading, these include….Is honey 

made from ‘bee poo’ or ‘bee wee’ and even…….…. do bees ever fart?) 

A rocky downhill track had to be negotiated near the end of the walk where even here there was 

plenty of Common Cow-wheat and Wood Sorrel bordering the track for us to admire if we dared 

take our eyes off the uneven ground. In total, three different habitats were encountered today, 

down-land, woodland and riparian with not just one but two rivers to appreciate along the way and 

plenty of pretty wildflowers to enjoy making it one of my favourite walks. 



 


