
HINGSTON DOWN and the DANESCOMBE VALLEY 

While we were waiting for the 79A bus to carry 

us up the hill to Delaware from Calstock, a 

Typhoon jet fighter thundered past on its side 

where we could clearly see all its missiles 

beneath, for a time its roar reverberated around 

the valley and then all was quiet again. 

It was standing room only once the bus did 

arrive but after alighting Maggie wasted no time 

in leading us up an unmade road known locally 

as Crow Lane where some pretty yellow poppies 

could be admired in the hedges on both sides of 

us; further up Ray showed some of the walkers 

around our allotment leading them first through 

the fruit cage and then on to the vegetable section 

beyond.  

Allotments are a great hobby, they’re friendly, cheap 

and you get healthy exercise without having to pay 

for a gym with the bonus of getting to eat healthy 

fruit and vegetables without all those pesticide 

residues. Our own allotment costs less than a £1 per 

month which is paid to Calstock parish council 

annually. Allotment holders are obliged to sign a 

tenancy agreement which outlines what is expected 

of them. These agreements cover the rent due, the 

kind of activities which are not permitted on the 

land, the building of sheds and other structures as 

well as the general behaviour of the plot holders. 

The history of allotments is said to go back over a thousand years to when the Saxons would clear a 

field from woodland which would be held in common. But the system we recognise today has its 

roots in the Nineteenth Century, when land was given over to the labouring poor for the provision of 

growing food but after the First World War that land was made available to all, primarily as a way of 

assisting returning service men.  

Once we had all re-grouped, we continued with today’s walk, heading in the direction of Hingston 

Down. Ray and I had armed 

ourselves with secateurs as 

one of the allotment holders 

had warned us of brambles 

up ahead but it wasn’t until 

the end of the path that we 

actually encountered any.  



For a handful of today’s walkers it was 

their first visit to the former copper mine 

up here so we led them towards its 

ruined structures where they stared at 

the walls and various different gaping 

holes and attempted to make sense of 

them all when suddenly a Blackbird flew 

out of one of the holes and we guessed it 

had had been feeding it’s young until we disturbed it. We left it in peace and began our ascent down 

Old Mine Lane towards St Ann’s Chapel just as the sun peeped out from behind 

a cloud right on cue. Today’s eleven men and eleven women safely 

crossed the main road when this unusual caterpillar was spotted on 

one of the plants in the hedge. After scrolling through numerous 

photos on the Internet, I now believe this hairy specimen will one day 

evolve into a Drinker Moth like the one pictured on the right. 

A footpath beside the village pub soon carried our group downhill and we then 

meandered our way down to Todsworthy where most of us knew exactly what lay ahead, but as we 

looked over the gate near the junction we could see that the field beyond contained a number of 

cows and their calves on this occasion. This field had to be crossed of course to 

reach the dodgy stile in the corner so everyone stuck closely together and when 

the animals all scattered, a few breathed a sigh of relief. Once across the said 

stile, two of the men stumbled as they descended the steps on the far side but 

thankfully they were unhurt and were soon continuing ahead with the rest of us. 

After so much dry weather of late, the stream beside us was flowing benignly 

downwards towards the Danescombe Valley and not resembling a raging torrent 

as is often the case when the water then spreads right across the footpath. As 

we neared the end of this path a heap of slate could be seen to one side and it 

looked like the surface of the path was in the process of being renewed. 

The stream meanwhile, flowed beneath the road and nine of the walkers chose 

to head back to Lower Kelly alongside it as it bubbled along through the shady 

woodland. The remainder of us followed Maggie through a gate and onto the Cotehele estate to 

walk uphill towards a bench overlooking the river but then everyone was surprised when we did an 

about turn, however, instead of walking in the footsteps of the smaller group, we descended a short 

flight of steps to walk on the opposite side of the stream. This was a first for all of us and made a 

delightful change but a few of us did wonder how we were going to get across to follow Lower Kelly 

for the remainder of the walk but all became clear as we approached those converted mining 

structures which are now holiday lets. 



 

 

 

 

 

 


