BERE ALSTON via the TAMAR V2
Bere Alston station was soon behind us as we strolled downhill beneath the
railway bridge where the first thing of interest was a row of Swallows lined up
along the telegraph wires despite it being about a month too early for their migration, does that
mean autumn will be earlier this year?
Although this walk along the Discovery Trail was described as ‘new’, we
have in fact been this way several times in the
past but always in the opposite direction, this
meant of course that today’s 23 walkers
followed Maggie down this parched looking
field instead of up it. Lying on top of the path a
bit further on a Pigeon appeared to have met
its demise judging by the scattered grey
feathers but there was no sign of a body so we
assumed a fox was the cause but I now know it
was more likely to have been a Sparrow-hawk
because the feathers had been plucked out and
not bitten off as a fox would have done, you
learn something new every day!
At the bottom of the field it was time to enter a woodland where the trees are in full leaf at this time
of year making identification so much easier so I was quick to spot Oak, Beech and Hazel, which I
have written about previously so this time it is the turn of Birch to get a mention as this too was seen
as we walked on the Devon side of the River Tamar today. Silver Birch, known
occasionally as the 'Lady of the Woods' because of its graceful and elegant
appearance is possibly one of the UK's most
recognisable trees with its distinctive white
peeling bark and serrated, bright green, triangular
shaped leaves. Indeed the name birch is thought
to come from the German word ‘bircha’ meaning
shining white. Hazel is not the only
tree to bear catkins; the female
birch trees have catkins too as
seen here.
Like so many trees, Birch also has medicinal uses whereas its
timber is used to make brooms, horse jumps and fence posts,
one shameful use was the binding of birch twigs in a bundle, to
be used for birching, a form of corporal punishment once used in schools and
prisons on the bare buttocks of the recipient.
Centuries of leaf mould
softened our tread as we
made our way down to reach the
water, along the way we occasionally
spotted fallen pine cones and even unripehazelnuts blown off the trees prematurely.
Finally, with Calstock facing us across the water
everyone filed along the causeway, but just prior

to passing beneath
the railway viaduct
some of us spotted a dead mole and
as these small, dark grey, velvety
mammals are rarely seen above
ground we bent down for a closer look
as it could be years before another
opportunity presents itself, if ever.
With Ferry Farm on our left and the jetty on our right a discussion about the former ferry service
ensued as we ambled along but by the time the boatyard faced us across the water the reeds were
so high only the tallest amongst us could see more than just a few masts, so their larger boats were
barely mentioned today. Up ahead, Cotehele House was peeping out above the trees as the path
veered left at the Ashburton Bend in the river, then right on cue around 11.30am, the little dark
green train was seen crossing the viaduct behind us when we turned to look.
Although it was overcast today with very
little sunlight, the weather had turned rather
humid and I think most of us had been bitten
by insects at some point so once everyone
had scaled a stile at the end of the path, we
were glad of a refreshment stop and the
opportunity to apply some soothing cream
to our skin. In this pic Derek is telling Ray it is
his 70th birthday today so in no time at all,
Ray made sure we all knew!
Off again and dodging some fresh cow pats
along the way, our group crossed a rather
uneven field towards another wooded
section of the trail but the animals themselves were conspicuous by their absence. Young Holly
bushes bearing green berries could now be seen along with plenty of Blackberries bushes.
We regrouped here right beside a vineyard bearing tiny green fruits
on rows of vines heading towards the river. The time had come to
begin our upward trek back to Bere Alston station, first on top of
grass but later as we neared Braunder, along a rough track and
finally on a tarmacked road. From here by the vineyard to the end of
the walk, hands could be seen plucking ripe, juicy blackberries to
eat, again at
least a month
earlier than
usual. Finally, by the time everyone had said
their farewells and climbed into their cars, the
time was 1.15pm but it was another enjoyable
walk with plenty to see and good company.

