
MEAVY, BURRATOR and YENNADON DOWN 

Meavy is a quintessential English village located on the western 

fringes of Dartmoor National Park and lies well beyond the Tamar 

Valley of course but the name of our group only refers to our 

base so occasionally we do venture further afield. Think of the 

word ‘village’ and the brain conjures up a vision of pretty stone cottages surrounding a village green, 

usually with a pub and a church completing the picture and you could be describing Meavy exactly. 

The so-called Meavy Oak depicted above is reputed to have stood here for almost a thousand years 

so a second tree was planted nearby as a back-up. Incidentally, the 16th century pub was originally 

owned by the church and was then known as ‘The Church House Inn'. As I wandered over for a closer 

look at the ancient oak tree that now gives its name to the inn, I found Liz already there staring up 

into its branches as she attempted to identify a bird from its call and as we stood together, we 

discovered it was a Nuthatch as it crept both up and down the trunk of the tree whilst singing.  

Suddenly we both realised that the walkers were already setting off down the lane so we dashed off 

to catch them up. These walks are still immensely popular even in the winter months so down 

through the village all thirty of us went in the wintry sunshine dressed in several layers of clothing. 

After all, we have been seeing overnight snow on Dartmoor’s highest tors for a couple of days now 

so we expected it to be cold. Maggie was soon opening a 

wooden gate with a gently sloping field lying beyond and 

once everyone was through, it was Dennis who closed the 

gate behind us as we headed up towards Drake’s leat; this 

leat is now completely dry and has been since Burrator 

Reservoir was 

constructed. 

After a while some 

of us noticed what 

looked like 

another leat on our right hand side over a bank and a 

quick look at the map explained that it was the now 

disused Mill Leat, but unlike Drake’s Leat, this one still 

contained plenty of water. On we walked chatting to those 

around us as the sunlight cast shadows on the 

ground,what better place could there be on such a day, if 

only more people would leave their warm homes and go for a stroll.  After ambling along for some 

time we reached a circular road that carries cars and cyclists around the reservoir but after we had 

passed the dam, we only walked as far as the waterfall before turning left up towards the disused 

railway 

line via 

a rusty 

gate. 



There’s always something different to see 

and when someone shouted ‘car’, it turned 

out to a van which belonged to South West 

Water but its driver stopped so we could 

file 

past safely. Then, when the terrain opened out a bit it 

became obvious that some logging had taken place recently 

giving us virtually un-interrupted views across the water to 

Sheepstor with its iconic flat top. 

Further along this path we could see a small car park in the 

distance which most of us knew signalled that our coffee 

stop was 

imminent 

but I just 

had to take 

a photo of 

these three adorable dogs peering at us through the 

rear window of one parked car with such a look of 

longing on their little faces. 

From up here on the open downs the wind 

increased but it didn’t stop anyone enjoying a 

lovely relaxing stroll on the closely cropped 

grass surrounded by numerous gorse bushes. 

Along the way we paused first to admire the 

far-reaching views towards Kit Hill and Bodmin 

Moor and again when we spotted a few unusual 

black ponies sporting long shaggy winter coats.      

Finally the time came to retrace our steps back 

down those steps we had climbed earlier, back 

alongside the leat and finally across the field that 

leads back towards Meavy village, by this time it 

was almost three hours since we first set off.  



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


