
LUCKETT and GREENSCOMBE NATURE RESERVE 

Beneath leaden skies the rain was coming down like stair-rods when we all left home this morning 

but surprisingly, the actual walk was dry throughout its entirety. However, for a time the plants we 

brushed past were still wet and drips were falling from some of the trees while at the same time it 

turned very humid, it wasn’t long before most of us had discarded our raincoats and these were 

either tied around our waists or stuffed into our backpacks as we continued along the leafy trail. 

Luckett is situated in a particularly beautiful part of the Tamar Valley, surrounded by 

hills and steep woodlands little changed over the years, especially those broadleaf 

woodlands beside the River Tamar. These contain mainly all native British specimens 

including Sessile Oaks which are sometimes known as Cornish Oaks. What makes these 

oaks different to those seen in other parts of Britain are its acorns which are not 

supported on stalks.  

Everyone paused a while to read an interpretation 

board because we couldn’t recall having seen it the 

last 

time 

we 

were 

here, 

but 

our 

group 

was 

soon 

on its way again. Many of us remembered scaling 

some fallen trees on that last visit and surprise, 

surprise they were still here almost two years on. One 

or two people helped 85 year old Edna over, and she quipped “Well, it is help the aged week!” 

Ascending the main hill of the day along a path that was quite narrow and covered with damp leaf-

mould, the weather became extremely sultry and more clothes were removed the higher we got. 

Our reward for making it to the top without incident was a very welcome coffee stop. Most people 

just milled around chatting with old friends and getting to know the two new walkers who had 

joined us whilst making a fuss of the two dogs that had also accompanied us. One or two people sat 

on a fallen tree but when I joined them on the far end, the rotten wood just crumbled beneath my 

weight and I collapsed unhurt on the ground on top of it!  

Many colourful wildflowers were spotted today including 

Common Cow Wheat, the larval food plant of the Heath Fritillary 

butterfly which incidentally does very well at Greenscombe. A 

colony was first introduced here several years ago when 

conditions were considered to be just right, only one of a 

handful of such sites in the entire British Isles.  



We didn’t actually see any butterflies this 

morning as they were yet to venture out after 

the earlier rain, come to think of it, we hardly 

saw or heard any birds either but the 

abundance of flowers made up for the lack of 

wildlife. Upon reaching the nature reserve I 

noticed that Dave Readman and his band of 

volunteers had been carrying out some work 

here which I now know was aimed at creating a 

butterfly flight corridor.  

The work these unsung heroes 

carry out is much appreciated 

not just here in Greenscombe 

Woods, but at 

the Tamar Trails 

and the 

Discovery Trail 

too plus many 

of our other 

woodlands and 

footpaths.  The 

dedicated few 

carry out 

essential 

maintenance 

work, ensure 

that signage is in good order 

and even install the odd bench or two for the weary walker to rest a while. As well as encouraging 

visitors to the area, the work the volunteers carry out also encourages a wide diversity of animals, 

birds and plants here in the beautiful Tamar Valley and we can’t thank them enough. 

Plants we saw today included Yellow Rattle, Germander Speedwell, Bluebells, Campions, Buttercups, 

Stitchwort, Wild Strawberries and two different species of Orchids as well as a variety of grasses. 

Broken slate littered the ground as we headed back downhill sandwiched between dark menacing 

woodlands to the left and leafy trees to our right.  Everyone tiptoed carefully along as the loose slate 

moved beneath our feet.  One final surprise lay ahead of us after we had left the 

woods through a gate and it 

was Liz who spotted it….…a 

rare Bastard Balm in the 

hedge. Its cheerful flowers 

look like youngsters posing 

for a selfie with their bright 

pink tongues sticking out!  



 

 

 


