
BERE FERRERS to LOPWELL DAM  W & T+ 

By the time we reached Bere Ferrers station this morning it was 
extremely difficult to find a parking space so after dropping his car load 
of ladies off, Ray drove down towards the church hall to park there. He 
brought a smile to several faces as he was spotted lounging on the 
bench outside as we passed the building on our way towards the river. 

Oddly, the tide always appears to be out on the River Tavy whenever 
our group walks here and today was no exception as we filed past. 
Small boats were listing to one side atop the mud which in this rather 
brown and green landscape was reflecting the sky from above, adding 
a pleasing touch of blue.  Further on as we made our way towards the 
Discovery Trail, we found ourselves walking on damp, soggy grass as a result of yesterday’s 
downpours but we were soon ascending a better path. 

This narrow path which is bordered by a hedge runs parallel with the mud-flats so as it began to 
level out, I noticed that many of the flowering plants are setting 
seed as August beckons. If one disregards green and brown, the 
main colour we could see was the orange spikes of the wild arum 
which is widespread across most of Europe and seems to do 
remarkably well in this part of Devon. According to the Internet 
this plant has about a dozen common names but here in the 
Tamar Valley we know them as Lords and Ladies or Cuckoo Pint. 
Even the seeds of grasses and trees are looking decidedly brown so 
when we do spot plants such as Purple Loosestrife and Fleabane 
further into the walk, they add more welcome colour.  

Men outnumbered women today, thirteen to nine but we are a 
friendly bunch and mix and chat to whoever happens to be nearby 

at any one time, the order is constantly changing as is 
the conversation. Subjects ranging from Brexit to 

bell-ringing could be heard as were discussions on photography, vegetable 
growing and our recent Walk & Talk barbecue. Even manning the desk at the 

Tamar Valley Centre got a mention and comparisons with other walking 
groups such as long-distance walking on the continent….. And those were 
just the topics I overheard or took part in myself.   



A long uphill section on a tarmacked lane seemed to go on and 
on but beside a gate, Juliette used the excuse of admiring the 

distant view 
towards the 
Tavy 
railway 
viaduct for 
everyone to 
get their breath back. What goes up must 
come down at some point so a long rocky 
downhill section with glimpses of Maristowe 
House through the trees came next. On arrival 
at Lowell Dam a few people walked across with 
their heads down watching where they placed 
their feet; most of us meanwhile sat enjoying a 
drink or a snack before we all posed for Juliette 
to take this group photo.  

My own camera is always 
with me, an extension of my right arm and as I discovered when I was researching 
my family history, photography runs in my genes too. Although my maternal 
ancestors arrived in Britain from Europe at the time of the Noman conquest and 
were given land in Surrey in recognition of their part in the invasion, in the 19th 
century they all upped-sticks and migrated to Wealdstone in Middlesex and I 
always wondered why? All became clear when I found that dozens of my family 
members were working at the newly erected Kodak factory in Wealdstone; it was 
even where my parents both met so if it wasn’t for Kodak’s I wouldn’t be here 
today! I can still remember as a young child, holding my first Brownie box camera 
in both hands and looking down at the viewfinder like this. 

The Kodak Factory which was founded by the American George Eastman continued 
to grow throughout the twentieth century until by 1965 it was occupying a 55-acre site. At its height 
the factory was employing over 6,000 people but sadly due to the widespread use of mobile phones, 
the factory finally closed just two years ago.  

On the return journey we retraced our steps for a while before we were led through the children’s 
playground where many of us couldn’t resist trying out the equipment for ourselves; some played 
ping-pong while others headed for the swings nearby but strangely, no-one fancied the zip-wire! 
Shortly we were following the apples again, the symbols that denote that this is the Discovery Trail, 
again it was an uphill tramp so by the time we had been walking for 2½ hours and Juliette headed 
towards another stile up through a field, those of us 
that travelled with Ray followed the nearby road instead 

because the 
church hall 
along with 
his car were 
near the 
next 
junction. 



 

 


