
KIT HILL from the CLITTERS/INCLINE car park 

The warm weather continues but so too do various roadworks in our area and although a necessary 

inconvenience, our walkers are 

affected whichever direction they 

come from, despite this fact, a small 

crowd had gathered by the time our 

car load arrived on the northern side of 

Kit Hill. Before long however, everyone 

was setting off through the wooden 

gate at the rear of the Incline car park 

and heading in an upwardly direction 

beneath a rather menacing looking sky.  

Along the way we passed a number of 

Rowan trees bearing bright red berries, 

once planted to ward off evil spirits I’m 

told. Thorny vines threatened to tear at 

clothes and skin alike but the sweet blackberries they bore were a good size and were soon being 

sampled by many of us as we ambled along. We noticed that Rosebay-willow herbs and Hemp 

Agrimony were going to seed already but the two different Heather species were thriving in 

this environment as were the dainty yellow Tormentils. Also thriving were Kit Hill’s population 

of rabbits judging by the number of their droppings we were seeing on the ground but 

there was no sign of the adders that the posters warned visitors of. Just after passing 

through one gate this black caterpillar with yellow stripes was spotted and was in 

danger of being trodden underfoot until I rescued it. I found it difficult to identify when 

I returned home but I believe it could be a young caterpillar which apparently becomes 

hairier with age, finally this then pupates before turning into a Fox Moth. 

Later, a wall of discarded chunks of granite faced us but the path we were following continued along 

in front of it and eventually we reached the quarry it had been hewn from several centuries earlier. 

At the water’s edge a few spots of rain could be seen creating ever increasing circles on the surface 

but these soon turned to a much heavier downpour when most people dashed for cover beneath 

the trees, a few wise individuals had actually brought their rainwear and decided that now was a 

good time for their coffee stop. The shower was short-lived and everyone was soon following 

Maggie up around the back of the hill where our ankles received a good work out as we made our 

way over the rocky ground. From here we carried on around the fenced-in mine shaft and up 

towards the stack on the summit.  



Whilst making our way along we stumbled 

across some people digging in the ground 

behind a temporary fence which greatly intrigued us. Jenny Heskett, Kit Hill’s ranger explained that a 

few holes had appeared in the path as a result of the recent drought which was thought to be part of 

a buried calciner flue. As a result she called in archaeologist Dave Williams and historian Steve 

Docksey plus a few volunteers who were given two days to investigate. When a layer of turf was 

removed, the corner of a previously unknown building began to emerge which we were told does 

not appear on any known maps. The workers continue to dig deeper before their allocated time runs 

out. As some of us resumed the walk, we looked back and could see that half the walkers were still 

back there engrossed in the excavations causing Jeff to murmur “If they don’t hurry up we’ll become 

the Thursday group!” 

Lying ahead on the southern side of the hill was more open heathland affording a breathtaking 

panorama  but my eyes were drawn to some straggly Bilberry bushes nearby which the Cornish 

knew as Whortleberries or ‘whorts’ or sometimes, just ‘herts’.  Across the centuries Kit Hill became 

renowned for the Whortleberries that grew here in profusion amongst the grass and bracken and 

once word got out in July or August that “Whorts are up!” the poorest families for miles around 

would treat this time as a sort of holiday packing a picnic and a couple of empty 2lb chip baskets 

(punnets) to make the pilgrimage to pick these tiny black fruits. Whortleberries aka Bilberries look 

similar to Blueberries but are smaller in size and although they are said to be more intensely 

flavoured, softer in texture and much juicier, this meant that picking wasn’t a job to be rushed. It is 

said that it took a hundred or more whorts just to fill a cup so the women and children of all ages 

would set off early in the morning and after their long uphill slog from home would choose their 

pitch. I imagine though that more fruits found their way to the mouths of children than into the cups 

they were given by their parents to pick into, it wasn’t difficult to conjure up a picture of hundreds of 

little hands and faces all stained purple, not to mention their clothes. Usually the 

next day Mum would make two large whortleberry pies in flat, tin plates to be 

eaten with Cornish clotted cream, making my 

mouth water 

just thinking 

about them!  

Soon we had veered to the east with views of Dartmoor on the 

horizon and finally we turned left to head north meaning we had 

completely encircled the hill today. All that remained was to 

descend the long, straight incline which once had rails running 

down the centre carrying trucks full of granite, these rumbled their 

way down at the same time as pulling an empty wagon upwards.  



 

 


