
BERE ALSTON to BERE FERRERS 2019 

       Looking back I discovered that this walk along the Discovery Trail has taken place in the months        

of January, February, May and September and now after today’s walk, in October as well so although 

the route may follow the same sequence each time, the 

plants and trees are at a different stage in their life-

cycle. However, I always appear to photograph the 

same views so I set off determined to change this by 

immediately taking this pic! 

This path from Bere Alston station led us into a small 

shady woodland before continuing up between two 

pastures in glaring sunlight. Turning to admire the views 

of Kit Hill and Calstock viaduct we noticed that all three 

horses that were grazing here behind the electric fence 

with their 

backs to us had their winter coats on, signs were that 

there had been a frost overnight. 

Once we had walked through the centre of the village 

it was time to cross a recreation field and a path beside 

a couple of paddocks just as 

a flock of rooks flew silently 

over. That long, long road 

came next, but at least we 

could look around and not 

have to watch where we 

placed each foot; even the hedges had been flailed so were didn’t get 

attacked by brambles this time. Some interesting conversations took place 

as we walked and the time soon passed.  When it was time to turn right 

down a footpath towards Collytown Manor for a short break, some of us 

noticed this dark green painted post box on the wall, the box dated to 

George VI but even the lady that lived at the house didn’t 

know the reason why it was painted green and not red. She 

went on to explain that it had been de- commissioned and 

was only used for her own incoming mail.  

Back home I discovered that the first post boxes appeared 

on the island of Jersey before being introduced to mainland Britain, the colour 

appeared to have changed from red to green and back again many times before 

being standardised as green. However, there was uncertainty as to the correct green 

to be used. Despite this, the finish must still have been quite dark so it is not 

surprising that postal authorities received complaints that post boxes were not 

distinguishable enough and hard to locate especially in rural areas…. So by June 1874 

the colour was changed back to the iconic red that we know and love. Today, just a handful of post 

boxes can be found on our streets still sporting a green livery. 



As expected our walk continued along the 

path to the left of her gate where it was 

rather muddy in places but we were all 

wearing good walking boots as we made 

our way along, ducking first under a fallen 

branch and later crossing a little stream 

via a wooden bridge. Just as in the spring 

when our native trees re-grow their 

leaves at different intervals and not all at 

the same time, so too do they shed their 

leaves over time. Already we are seeing many skeletal fingers reaching 

out while others still have their green gloves on.  

As time wore on the sunlight could be seen reflecting off the 

water through the trees lining the path and we were joined 

by the melodic song of a Robin but we had become quite 

warm, so I noticed that a few coats had been shed. But in 

due course we did finally arrive at Bere Ferrers and while 

glancing around, first across the water towards the 

Maristowe estate and then nearer to our side close to the 

path, the only sound 

we heard were the 

sea birds squawking 

and squealing 

overhead. Our eyes were soon drawn to what looked like 

sewage pouring silently into the river via a pipe and nearer to 

the quay where we often see only mud flats; there was a film 

on the top of the water which swirled around as we watched.  

The sky that had been so clear when we set off was now 

beginning to cloud over as we ascended the hill. Half way up, 

after passing the pub we came to Bere Ferrers’ war memorial 

whose surrounding walls looked very welcoming and I wasn’t the only one to sit for a short breather 

as time was on our side, the train wasn’t due for at least half an hour. But, directly opposite where 

we were sitting a tanker with a long hose seemed to be emptying a cess pit and the ensuing smell 

soon had us jumping up to catch up with the rest of the walkers. 

The train from Plymouth arrived bang on time and everyone in the group 

piled on distracting the seated passengers momentarily from their mobiles. 

Liz had already collected our money 

so she could purchase group-saver 

tickets and after alighting at Bere 

Alston she unrolled them all and 

held them up to much amusement.  



  


