
BERE ALSTON STATION and TUCKERMARSH 

On arrival at Bere Alston station this morning, we couldn’t believe our 

eyes, where was everyone, there were only two people besides the three 

in our car? Pretty soon two more arrived in separate cars followed by two 

in another car with Juliette, our back marker making just ten in total. It’s 

been years since we have had such a small group!  

Undeterred, Maggie led us out of the station and on 

beneath two parallel railway bridges which always makes 

for an interesting ride when travelling on the Tamar Valley 

Line. When a train reaches Bere Alston station the driver 

always gets out and walks to the other end before driving 

out down a different line which can confuse passengers if 

it is their first time on this scenic route as they find 

themselves facing in the opposite direction.  

After two days of heavy rain, the downhill field that we 

entered shortly via a kissing gate was rather damp and 

squelchy, but it wasn’t long before we reached woodland 

with leaf-mould underfoot. Much of today’s walk took place beneath a canopy of trees  in both 

Buttspill Woods and Tuckermarsh Woods, my most favourite of habitats as it reminds 

me of happy childhood days, a distinct sign of old age I know, but sometimes it feels 

like it was only yesterday. If one lived in the countryside back in the 1940’s and 

1950’s as I did, simple pleasures such as climbing trees was a popular pastime for 

both boys and girls with boys in short trousers and girls in dresses, scrapes and grazes 

were commonplace. We seem to have been outdoors all day and every day with 

older children looking after younger siblings but on reflection it could only have been 

in school holidays or at weekends.  Once in the woods we would soon be climbing 

trees, jumping from branch to branch or hanging from a rope swing while fallen 

branches became wigwam dens and once completed we kids would sit inside eating 

our jam or sugar sandwiches and drinking bottles of pop. Happy days! 

Down and down the path went with glimpses of the river glowing in the sunlight 

through the trees. Oak, Maple, Beech, and Hawthorn could be seen in these ancient woodlands with 

Maples appearing to be the first to change colour, many of these giants had Holly growing beneath. 

Even closer to the ground growing out of centuries of leaf mould were straggly Heathers and 

Bilberries with each specimen, large and small 

growing in harmony alongside the paths in these 

steep 

wooded 

hillsides.  

 



Fallen trees lay prostrate on the ground in 

many places as a result of years of rain 

washing away the soil that once held them 

rooted to the ground. I imagined them 

toppling slowly at first then gaining 

momentum as they fell, stripping branches 

off neighbouring trees...…they would most 

likely have bounced as they hit the ground, then shivered briefly before finally settling in what must 

have been a rather eerie silence. Further on, one particularly large fallen tree blocked our passage so 

we had to double back but eventually we reached the water’s edge, the perfect place for a break. 

Just opposite and appearing close enough to touch, was Calstock. Branches and twigs were being 

swept along on the outgoing tide of the River Tamar as we sat watching while the sound of 

machinery could be heard across the water somewhere near the sewage works. 

Not far from here a permissive path ran along in front of a row of former 

miner’s cottages now known as Tuckermarsh Cottages but the next time we 

come this way the view 

across to Calstock may 

look very different with a 

90 foot long, wooden 

boardwalk in place 

carrying the Discovery 

Trail across a breach in 

the embankment. Artist 

Ley Robert sketched her 

impression of what the 

bridge may look like 

when viewed from the Cornish side of the river looking towards these three cottages. As I 

mentioned last week, the embankment at Calstock was in such a poor condition that it was in danger 

of bursting, so a deliberate breach is planned to take place in a position near the bend in the river 

where it would flood one or two chosen fields and create a marshland environment. 

As our walk continued uphill along country lanes as well as in the woods, we had no need to look              

up to identify the trees above as nuts, seeds and berries were strewn across the ground                    

having only recently been dislodged by the blustery winds and the heavy downpours. As they hit the 

ground and probably bounced once or twice some of their outer shells had burst                open and 

their seeds had jumped out. As well as acorns, I spotted Hazelnuts and Beech nuts but had        these 

been here for any length of time, they would have been squirrelled away by now; in fact Grey 

Squirrels probably had their beady eyes on them overhead and were just  waiting for us to            

pass so they could gather them. Squirrels are said to have five toes but only four fingers for            

gripping the nuts. Although I’ve never seen them, all squirrels are said to be able to swim?  

Less than two hours after setting off, Bere Alston station appeared through the                                    

hedge over to our right, parallel with the path and another good walk came to an end……                                 

it even stayed dry throughout.  



 

   


