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Today’s walk coincides with the Christian festival of Lent which this year 

takes place between 6th March and the 18th April and is a time when 

charity lunches are usually held in the church hall at Bere Ferrers. This is a 

simple meal of soup, bread and butter and cheese followed by tea or 

coffee and some good conversation with friends old and new. A donation of £4 was suggested this 

year with proceeds divided between two worthy charities to help those in need. Calling in here for 

lunch is another tradition that many of our Walk & Talk group looks forward to each year when we 

return to the village at the end of our walk.  

So, once everyone had signed in, it was Juliette who led us down through the 

village to reach the riverside, doing a little detour along the way to see a 

nearby orchard under-planted with daffodils. After doubling back it wasn’t 

long before everyone was back on track, 

filing down the hill past the church hall 

on the left, then the Olde Plough Inn on 

the right. There was a time when silver 

was mined here in Bere Ferrers and this 

pub was formerly three of the cottages 

where miners would have lived.  It was 

1857 when the conversion took place 

and this characterful inn now boasts 

exposed stone walls, flag stone floors and beamed ceilings with a cosy log 

burning stove. The beer garden is said to have outstanding views of the River Tavy but parking is 

limited, so as the pub is just a 15 minute stroll from the Tamar Valley Line, why not arrive by train?  

After passing St 

Andrews’s Church and 

walking alongside the 

river for a while, we cut 

through a gap in the 

hedge to walk across a 

children’s playground 

followed by a narrow 

track which turned out 

to be far longer than I 

remembered.  Two 

rather exposed fields 

then had to be crossed followed by lanes bordered 

by Daffodils and Narcissus as we worked our way 

upwards towards Hole Farm. 



Hole Farm has 

been home to the 

Sherrill family for 

many generations 

but back in the 

past their 

ancestors would 

have worked the steep 

slopes by hand with their 

cart horses pulling the ploughs and as 

the footpath led us right through their 

farmyard this morning, we couldn’t help noticing many of these rusty, relics from the past lined up 

along the top of a wall. 

There was no sign of the Shetland Ponies that we saw last year when the gate was opened into yet 

another field, so we were soon across and scaling the stile on the far side. The time had come for the 

usual break when most of us just stood looking about us discussing what resembled the rock face of 

a former quarry now almost hidden by encroaching ivy. This ivy also snaked its way up through the 

naked branches but none of it was flowering as it is only the mature specimens of this invader that 

do so which coincides with the time when their leaves change from a spear shape to an oval or heart 

shape without any lobes. The flowers of this woody climber are yellowish-green and appear in small 

clusters known as umbels which ripen between November and January. Plants can grow to a height 

of 30 metres and have huge wildlife benefits. Nectar, pollen and 

berries of ivy are an essential food source for insects and birds 

during autumn and winter when food is scarce while the climber 

itself provides shelter for insects, birds, bats and other small 

mammals. The high fat content of the berries may be a nutritious 

food resource for birds and may even resemble tasty blueberries 

in both shape and size but a word of warning, DO NOT be 

tempted to pop one in your mouth when out walking, ivy berries 

are highly poisonous to humans, but can you tell which is which?  

Heading towards Hallowell Wood we passed these gorse bushes that were emitting a delightful 

aroma and I bent my head for a closer encounter before continuing onwards. Buds on the bare 

branches in the woodland were straining to begin life anew and a few of the Hawthorns were 

already flecked with green, the Hazels meanwhile stood dripping with catkins. You don’t need to be 

a detective to recognise that storms 

Freya and Gareth had passed this way in 

the last couple of weeks, the clues were 

there for all to see; one fallen tree was 

lying prostrate on the ground, moist soil 

and rocks still clinging to its underside 

while twigs and small branches had 

snapped off from above and many were 

kicked to one side along the way.  



Fungi which grows in habitats such as this 

appear every year as temperatures drop and 

moisture levels increase and several varieties 

were seen on the ground and, along with 

mosses and lichens, on the bark of the trees 

that we passed as well. It was so quiet here 

without a breath of wind as we strolled along 

through the woodland on ground covered in 

sticky mud. Only birdsong broke the peace to 

be joined further on by a gurgling stream over 

to our left as we neared Bere Ferrers.  

Inside the church hall several long tables had been laid out and some of the villagers were already 

inside tucking into their Lent Lunch. Once our group had removed our muddy boots and had entered 

the hall, all eyes turned in our direction. Out of todays 33 walkers two thirds of us were soon being 

shown to the two tables allocated to us and we began taking our seats. With the show over, the 

villagers got on with spreading their bread with butter and supping their soup. 

The volunteers had done us proud today with no less than five different soups to choose from, Pea 

and Ham, Leek and 

Potato, Lentil and 

vegetable, Butternut 

Squash and Curried 

Parsnip. When it was my 

turn to order I chose the 

Lentil and Vegetable and it 

was so tasty I made a 

point of finding out which of the volunteers 

had made it and thanked her personally. I even 

had seconds later! 

Wonderful smells were wafting up as everyone tucked in by my eyes were on the door as I was 

expecting two other people to join us as a surprise to everyone else.….Val and her husband Brian, a 

lovely couple from Lifton who have been walking with us for several years now. It was Val who had a 

heart attack after one of our 

walks about a month ago but 

as a result of having some 

stents fitted, she is now on the 

long road to recovery; I hoped 

it would do Val good to see 

some of her friends again so I 

suggested to Brian that they 

drive here to coincide with the 

end of our walk which they did 

in due course. 



Our thanks go first to all those volunteers who hosted the lunch, who cooked and served the soup 

and replenished our plates and to those who washed the dishes after us and secondly to Juliette 

who not only led today’s walk but also arranged our visit here.  


