
BERE FERRERS and WEIR QUAY 

While some of us have been sitting in our gardens enjoying the fine weather of late, we have heard 

combine harvesters and tractors trundling along the main road as they attempt to reap the harvest 

before the weather turns which it was actually due to do today………………..……….... just in time for 

our walk from Bere Ferrers station.  

It was in 1826 that Scottish inventor Reverend Patrick 

Bell designed (but did not patent) a reaper machine, 

which used the scissors principle of plant cutting – a 

principle that is still used today. However it was an 

American who came up with the first combine harvester 

in the 1930’s that was capable of reaping, threshing and 

winnowing cereal grain and very sensibly he patented his 

early version which was pulled along by a team of animals. 

What a long way they have come in the last eighty or 

ninety years; modern combine harvesters or combines as 

they often called must be one of the most economically 

important labour saving inventions ever. Many farms 

now even use combines with "satnav" to make the most 

of good weather as they bring in their harvest - with the 

GPS technology making it easy to keep working in the 

fields even throughout the night. 

Fortune was 
smiling on us today as the weather was dry when Juliette 
led us along the road to the left after leaving the station, 
passing a man clutching a large bag of blackberries in one 
hand a dog on a lead in the other hand. It then stayed dry 
for the next 1½ hours so we became quite warm as we 
walked, so much so that Roger decided to remove his 
waterproof trousers with a little help from Ray! On the 
other side of this lane there were good views across the 
River Tamar towards Cargreen over in Cornwall but few 
stopped to admire them; we just kept going up the hill and 
down the other side dodging the odd dollop of horse dung 
along the way. Upon reaching Tuckham Bridge the map was 
hastily checked to ensure that we continued ahead at this point and didn’t actually cross the bridge, 
instead we were to look for a track that led off to the right. Soon, everyone was tramping steadily 
upwards again where there were plenty more ripe 
blackberries to pick along the way, tranquil, green pastures 

to admire 
and good 
company to 
enjoy.  
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In fact, as I looked over a gate at the view I had expected to see plastic-
covered bales of straw dotted about or even the stubble left behind after 
their recent removal but here on the Bere Peninsula there was rich pasture 
as far as the eye could see. At the end of this long track we reached a 
junction near Lower Birch farm where a van belonging to South West Water 
was parked up beside a standpipe which had water gushing out of it and, 
before we set off down the hill to the hamlet of Cotts we all stood about 
staring in disbelief at the waste of this precious commodity. There was still 
so much water streaming down the road that Don suggested we should 
water-ski down to the bottom! Phil’s curiosity got the better of him and actually asked the workman 
why before he caught us up? He was told that iron settles in the bottom of the pipe over time and 
periodically this has to be flushed through at high speed when 

frequent readings are taken to check its progress.  

Part way down this hill we encountered a tatty 
telephone box with red paint flaking off the 
outside but it did actually contain a working 
phone inside as Ray was able to confirm, a real 
rarity in this, the age of the mobile phone. Right 
along this lane and on towards Weir Quay there 
were more blackberries to pick along with heavily 
laden Damson trees which only the tallest among 
us could reach and sample. Many had already 
fallen to the ground and had become rather 
squashed long before our walking group passed 
this way. 

Just as we sat to enjoy a drink and a snack and 
the stunning riverside views at Weir Quay, the heavens opened and 

the rain poured down for the next five hours, long 
after we had returned home and had eaten our 
lunch. For now though, as we ran for cover 
beneath some overhanging trees, everyone’s wet 
gear came out and was hastily donned by all 
making us quite unrecognisable even to our 
nearest and dearest! It was absolutely teeming 
down with rain by the time the break was over 
and we were on our way again. Passing through 
Clamoak and reaching Tuckham Bridge for the 
second time today, a unanimous decision was 
made to cut the walk short so, this time we didn’t 
cross the bridge and head to Thorn Point as the 

programme stipulated, nor did we scale the four stiles or the long climb up the field to ‘Ray’s gate’. 
Instead, with tarmac beneath our feet in place of grass, Juliette led us back the way we had come, 

arriving 
at the 
station 
about 
1pm. 

  



 

 


