
KIT HILL from the A390 in 2019 

White clouds called Cirrus filled the sky over Kit Hill as todays 25 walkers gathered. These thin, wispy 

strands sometimes create heavier ice crystals that plummet downwards and appear to streak across 

the sky above 20,000 feet so are often mistaken for the vapour trails of aircraft.  Cirrus clouds 

typically occur in fair weather such as today, not too hot but with a gentle breeze from time to time. 

The path from the A390 lay-by 

winds its way up through 

heathland seldom encountered 

on our weekly walks meaning 

different flowers were often 

spotted; dainty Tormentils, 

Self-Heals, Heath Speedwells 

and Heath Bedstraws along 

with Hawkweed and two 

different types of heather. 

More recognisable plants such 

as Hogweed and grasses appeared as we 

ascended the hill. Higher and higher we walked 

along the well maintained paths, often bordered on both sides by 

Blackberry bushes 

in full flower. The 

higher we climbed, 

the more 

impressive the 

views behind us; 

as we neared the 

stack the path 

became rockier 

but everyone 

arrived safely in 

time for our break. 



Having appreciated the far-reaching views 
towards Bodmin Moor and Bude we made 
our way down where Callington could be 
seen in the distance beyond the flat grassy 

area. Edna explained that the charred patch in the centre was where the Midsummer bonfire had 
stood at the end of June. Cornwall has many festivals and events that celebrate its distinctive culture 
and language, and one of these is the annual bonfire held on Kit Hill each year.  The history of the 
Midsummer bonfire dates back to the times of Pagan rituals. The Church had to make a decision. It 
could either suppress such Pagan Festivals or use them for its own purpose. It decided the latter and 
the fires were allowed to continue and to occur on the 
Feast Day of John the Baptist. The Cornish name for the 
Festival is 'Golowan' translated from Cornish as Gol 
(feast) and Jowan (John)  

Each ceremony starts at 10pm but, weather permitting, 
entertainment normally starts at 8pm with singing and 
dancing before the atmospheric ceremony itself and the 
lighting of the fire by Callington’s Portreeve. On mid-
summer’s Eve, the crest of the hill is crowned by the glow 
of a bonfire while the flags of St Piran either hang 
motionless in the still night air or flutter in the breeze. 

Maggie led us on around the hill passing the fenced in mine shaft and on towards the quarry where 
we disturbed a lady throwing a ball into the water for her dog to chase, Angus wanted to join in but 
at nine years old, he just wasn’t up to it so he just stood in the shallows watching enviously. Several 
dragonflies could be seen swooping above the water, obviously enjoying the beautiful weather as 
much as we were but all too soon it was time for us to leave and follow the paths downhill. Emerging 
directly opposite Louis tea-rooms about a dozen of us chose to sit outside at the picnic tables to 
enjoy lunch together but from where I was sitting my eyes were often drawn to a motorcycle that 

had a lighthouse perched on the back!  My 
curiosity got the better of me and I just had to go 
over and find out why. 

The ex-policeman who owned it explained that 
once, when he was 
involved in an 
accident, the motorist 
that hit him said he 
hadn’t even seen a 
motorcycle but that 
everyone can see him 
now with a lighthouse 
collecting box on the 

back! His explanation is usually followed by a donation for the RNLI. 



 

 

 

 

 


