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Kit Hill Country Park covers some 400acres with its chimney stack at the highest point making it the 

most dominant feature in the entire East Cornwall landscape and I never tire of walking here, in fact 

those that know me best are aware that up here is where I want my ashes scattered after I depart 

this world. For all eternity I will then be able to look out over the valley that I love with its steep 

wooded hillsides and silvery glimpses of the River Tamar as it winds its way towards Plymouth.  

However, I am not ready to depart this world just yet so I was more than happy to step into the role 

of walk leader with Rosy as my minder but due to so many trip hazards along the way, I set a slow 

pace. Ten men and ten women began the walk via a gate 

opposite the car park but Margaret’s little dog Angus 

didn’t wait for it to be opened but instead, just ducked 

beneath it as he did with almost every gate we came to. 

Dennis did a splendid job as back marker today ensuring 

all the gates were closed behind us. 

The rough outline of a track carried us left before going 

downhill in an anti-clockwise direction as stipulated in the 

programme. A second gate followed shortly which led 

through a grove of Hawthorn bushes and then upwards 

again and on to the quarry. After so much rain of late I 

chose not to plough through the mud and the puddles 

towards the water at the back but instead climbed on top of one of those discarded stones pictured 

below to read out some notes I had written about 

what we would have seen and heard if we had stood 

here when the quarry was in full production. That 

didn’t take long so in no time at all we were leaving 

the site to follow the blue route up a very rocky 

track. As I looked back it was good to see that Jenny 

was using the walking pole she 

had won in Ray’s quiz last week. 



When the blue route went off in two different 

directions, Angus led us through a gate and 

along a good path between shrub land and 

more thorny trees whilst scent- marking every 

other one as he trotted along; down and 

down we went until the path levelled out before reaching this sign. Then 

we went uphill…all the way to the chimney stack on the top of the hill 

but despite its customary use, we didn’t encounter any horse riders along this trail today. There was 

however evidence further along that the rabbit population had been out overnight to make life 

difficult for us; the grassy slopes were riddled with more holes than a sieve! 

It was 11.35am and by this time everyone was in need of 

a drink and a short sit down. Liz had been wearing the 

back pack that she had won in the Christmas quiz but we 

had no idea that it was full of mince pies until she began 

handing them out to everyone. Once Dennis had eaten 

his mince pie he walked over to one of the plinths to get 

his bearings. 

Toposcopes 

or 

Orientation 

Tables as 

they are 

sometimes 

known, 

explain what 

the visitor 

can see from 

where he or 

she is standing. They were 

originally made of bronze, 

but unfortunately, back in 

the 1960’s they were 

vandalised for their scrap 

value. For around ten years 

the tables lay bare until 

they were replaced by the 

Duchy who still owned the hill back then.  

Looking east a stone wall appears to have been built with no less than five sides and bastions in each 

corner making it resemble a castle; the triangulation point sits on one of its corners. The structure  is 

known locally as ‘Call’s Folly’ and for a change I led the group around the back of the folly before 

following a winding path through the heathland beyond before  joining the path down towards 

South Kit Hill mine and the wide track alongside the boundary. After a while, it was just the path 

alongside a fence over to the left that remained to be followed back to where we had begun.  



 


