
Chapter 3: Timmy on the Tors of Dartmoor

 Today Timmy’s expedition is to three spectacular tors on Dartmoor. He will also visit two 
quirky and unique inns on the search for ghostly apparitions. To be fair, there is a third pub as part of  
this story: the Kestor Inn near Manaton. This one truly is like a step back in time, but that’s not really a 
compliment. And when Timmy and his humans enter the bar for a bowl of  water, silence descends 
upon the clientele as all heads slowly turn disapprovingly towards the strangers. The customer service 
skills of  the bar staff  are such that the Kestor can’t be part of  this story, which in any case is part 
travelogue and part pub review to give you some pointers when it’s safe to go out exploring again. 

Timmy sits in the village water pump on the picturesque green at North Bovey 



Nobody ever chances upon the Dartmoor village of  North Bovey. You have to decide to go there, and 
even then it’s quite tricky to find. But once you’re there, especially if  you have four legs, you never want 
to leave! The Ring of  Bells, North Bovey, was carefully brought back to life following its horrific fire of  
2016. It’s a thirteenth-century thatched inn, rebuilt like for like, although everything feels very new and 
smart. What happens to the ghosts when a building has burned down? Do they haunt the empty shell? 
Do they spook the builders? Do they return to haunt the fresh, new premises, even though the familiar 
surroundings they claimed as their own are no longer present? This was one of  the questions Timmy 
had resolved to answer.  

Timmy splashes around in the River Bovey 

The village of  North Bovey gives out a special vibe, from the perfect village green with its well, to the 
atmospheric church, and the narrow lanes with picturesque houses. Surely here would be the very place 
for a juicy spectre to make quite a name for itself. To enter the Ring of  Bells, there’s an attractive 
courtyard, from where it’s possible to see that the thatched roof  has been perfectly restored, whilst 



inside, the wooden beams and old bread oven recreate the ancient atmosphere. A grandfather clock is 
built into the wall recess, and brick paving was only rediscovered after the fire, along with a medieval 
archway. But where are the smells? Where is the pulsating energy which makes dogs sensitive to time 
and place? 

Somewhere around here, the aristocratic huntsman Richard Cabell of  Brook Manor had struck a deal 
with the devil. Following his death in 1677, black hounds guarded his sarcophagus, and now his ghost 
rides out on Dartmoor surrounded by the black dogs. So gripping was this tale that it inspired Arthur 
Conan Doyle to write The Hound of  the Baskervilles. So Timmy decides that the only way is up, through 
the forest along the paths strewn with pine needles, past the old woodman with his saw, collecting 
firewood for the woodburner. Then out onto the open moor of  Easdon Down and up towards the 
summit of  Easdon Tor, from where the view in one direction takes in the craggy rocks of  Haytor, and 
in the other direction the eye follows the route down towards Bovey Castle.  

Timmy wonders where the river has gone, exploring around Horsham Steps on the River Bovey 



Alternatively, setting off  from the beautiful village green at Manaton, Timmy loves to sniff  around the 
bluebells of  Neadon Cleave and paw at the mosses of  Lustleigh Cleave, pressing onwards to where the 
River Bovey flows beneath the huge boulders of  Horsham Steps, and then upwards to Hunter’s Tor to 
take in the spectacular views in every direction. Here it’s worth pausing to wonder about the Sticklepath 
fault, which very nearly makes all the land lying to the west of  it not a peninsula, but an island. This 
fault stretches all the way from the Ilsham Valley in Torquay, via the Bovey river basin, along Lustleigh 
Cleave, and onwards all the way to Bideford: encompassing many of  Timmy’s favourite places!  

Timmy is energised by his climb to Hunter’s Tor 

From the vantage point of  Hunter’s Tor, the panorama of  Dartmoor unfolds: Saddle Tor, Rippon Tor, 
Hound Tor, as well as Hameldown along to Moretonhampstead. Sniffing the pure air, Timmy senses an 
extraordinary history around these rocks. Perhaps he’s on to the scent of  the entire spectral pack of  



dogs know as the Whist Hounds. Are these Cabell’s ‘Hounds of  Hell’, out roaming the moor? 
‘Baskerville’ may not be purely a family name, but a state of  mind.  

Arriving at the isolated Warren House Inn, between Moretonhampstead and Postbridge, where the log 
fire has been continuously burning since 1845, brings a thrill. There’s rabbit pie on the menu, but it 
would be far too easy to take a room at the inn. Wouldn’t it be much more fun to go camping at the 
cairn on Water Hill, close to the King’s Oven, surrounded by the wild bunnies? Waking at first light 
brings a breathtaking view of  low clouds hanging in the valleys beneath the hill, and it’s time for Timmy 
to do some high grade sniffing.  

Timmy pauses to pose during his high grade sniff  around the King’s Oven high on the moor 



Maybe he’s on the trail of  an Anglo Saxon overlord who roams the open moorland in search of  his 
treasure. Or maybe he’s trying to find the rabbits. From here it’s a short moorland walk across to 
Assycombe Hill and the pines of  Fernworthy Forest, with its reservoir behind. Whilst in this part of  
Dartmoor, Timmy can’t resist a swim under the famous clapper bridge at Postbridge, and a scamper 
through the eerie forest and up to the tor of  Bellever.  

Timmy at Assycombe Hill on the way to Fernworthy 


