
YELVERTON CIRCULAR via ELFORD TOWN FARM 

The UK is blessed with hundreds of footpath routes with many criss-crossing both Devon and 

Cornwall; at some time these were devised and written up by organisations or individuals, giving 

almost everyone the opportunity to sample a path in their locality. Today though, we had chosen a 

destination beyond the Tamar Valley that was right on the western fringes of Dartmoor National 

Park. This is a walk of considerable beauty and diversity that takes place in several wooded areas 

with two leats, a farm, a river and some stunning views to be enjoyed along the way; there was 

more woodland and even a meadow thrown in towards the end for good measure.  

Standing near the church at Yelverton a good size group of 30 had turned out to sample today’s 

‘new’ walk consisting of 19 ladies and 11 men. Although the first half of this walk has appeared on 

our programme previously, it was in the opposite 

direction that we set off this morning. The completely 

new bit came in the second half. Most of you now 

know that Yelverton is a corruption of Elford-town 

and that the neighbouring farm still bears this name. 

A large mansion that once stood close by was 

formerly a seat of the Elfords of Sheepstor but their 

principal residence was at Longstone, where 

apparently the old house remains little altered. Many 

of their additional buildings however, are now said to 

lie beneath the water in Burrator Reservoir!  

Leaving the farm behind we saw the first tangible 

sign that there was ever a railway here when we reached a lane beneath a stone bridge that once 

carried the line overhead. A metal kissing gate could be seen on the right and from here all the way 

to Hoo Meavy Bridge; the disused railway line was on our right but rarely 

seen through all the vegetation. On our left as we walked, a brand new 

fence had been erected with barbed wire right along the top and new 

gates and gate posts and we wondered whether the landowners were 

trying to keep something out or something in! Perhaps these five white 

geese were prone to escaping or maybe the fence was to keep foxes 

from attacking them, who knows? They greeted us noisily with their 

earth-shattering honking whilst trotting along beside us; their warning 

was far more effective than any guard dog and we couldn’t hear 

ourselves speak! Further along in complete contrast, the River Meavy 

flowed peacefully alongside the footpath and then beneath the little bridge at Hoo Meavy, a pretty 

spot that was ideal for our half-way break. 



The ground was far too wet to sit on though unless a 

fold-up mat had been brought along so most people 

just milled about with the top of the bridge becoming 

the ideal resting place for flasks and cups. 

Afterwards we retraced our steps for a bit where 

Maggie and I were on the lookout for a finger-post 

pointing to the left as this was indicating the new 

section of this walk beneath a railway bridge. When 

we did approach this solidly-made arch,  the first 

thing we noticed was a layer of rubble spread 

across the ground so as the bridge towered over us 

we took rather tentative steps to reach the far side. 

From a layman’s point of view, the stonework that 

was bouncing our voices around appeared as good 

now as it did in the days when steam trains hauled 

rows of passenger-carrying carriages across the 

top.  

A 

ladder-

stile lay 

ahead followed by a public footpath through Mabor 

Wood with 

another 

stile to exit 

the wood at 

the far end. 

The 

footpath 

then cut right across prime grazing land although there 

were no animals about today just a few clues that they 

had been there such as closely cropped grass and 

sheep’s poo plus a great number of mole hills. 

As the time wore on there was just one more stile and 

we were back on Drake’s Trail again but much further along than when we left it to walk through 

Elford Town Farm at the beginning of the walk. Just 

as we passed the golf course on the home stretch 

there was one short, sharp shower but the golfers 

carried on playing while we walkers quickened our 

pace. Soon a weak sun was shining through the bare 

branches of the trees by which time the group had 

become rather spread out in their rush to get back 

to their cars before the next downpour. 



 


