
CALSTOCK (A replacement walk) 

While much of Britain lies beneath a blanket of snow, here in the Tamar Valley we are still relatively 

snow-free…however it is apparently on its way, we just don’t know exactly when it will arrive. After 

much deliberation, Maggie made the decision to cancel the advertised walk at Luckett due to the 

amber weather warning and severe wind chill factor of minus 6. Emails were hastily sent out to 

inform the group that a walk would still take place but down at Calstock instead where it is normally 

sheltered from the worst of the weather. 

So, as everyone gathered at the quayside we had no 

idea which of the many footpaths we would be 

treading today, but it wasn’t too long before we 

were enlightened. The riverside path came first 

where the strong, bitter cold wind was blowing right 

into our faces and snow flurries fluttered down all 

around; it was so cold even the water beside the 

swaying reeds had turned to ice. 

I dropped 

behind a 

bit as I 

took photos of the ice and didn’t see a flock of Canada 

Geese landing on the water near the end of the path but 

judging by all the honking and cawing, they must have 

upset the resident waterfowl. Phil said all that noise meant 

they were saying ’Bloody Hell, that water’s cold’ as they 

touched down.  

The temporary snowfall had stopped by the time we were 

walking towards Okel Tor mine and the sun had come out 

turning the sky a bright blue. After a short pause Maggie led us along past all the ruined structures, 

past the buddles where the crushed ore was once washed and on to descend the steep steps 

towards the river as sunlight filtered 

through the tree canopy. With all our 

layers of clothing, it felt quite mild as we 

walked through the woods and on past 

the usually red coloured stagnant pools, 

now themselves all covered in ice. We 

ambled along, taking our time, crossing 

the boardwalks, past the wooden bench 

and dodging exposed tree roots along the 

way. Creeping through over 150 years of 

growth that had pushed its way up since 

the closure of the mine, our target was 

the second interpretation board. 



High on top of the arsenic heap we 

could see those at the front were 

having a break but three of us 

lingered at the board taking in all the 

information it contained. As we stood 

discussing the site of Rumleigh 

Brickworks on the Devon side of the 

river and the chimney with its broken 

top, we were rewarded with the sight 

of a Heron flying from right to left 

above the river. 

By the time our little trio were on our 

way up the steps to join the others they already had their flasks out as most of us had brought 

steaming hot drinks on this wintry walk. The snow had returned, each flake swirling and dancing in 

the icy wind and the sky had turned quite grey again so we didn’t linger long. As the falling snow got 

heavier, we left the site with the wind whipping each flake about like oversized confetti. Maggie 

decided enough was enough; we would just head back to the car park along the road and bring the 

walk to an end. 

Just past the old lime kilns we came to ‘the 

wall’ a stone structure that borders one of 

the properties along here. In between the 

stones some people had poked small toys 

and nick-knacks, something that has been 

growing in popularity for years with always 

something new to see; the seemingly 

tolerant owners don’t appear to mind and 

it’s become a tourist attraction in its own 

right but we didn’t pause there for long. 

On we walked, heads down with chins 

almost touching our chests and scarves 

covering our mouths, understandingly the 

weather was the main topic of 

conversation as the snow began to settle on the cold ground. At the Boot Inn our hardy group 

followed our leader down the narrow 

path between the 19thcentury stone 

cottages towards the car park ahead. 

It was a shorter walk than usual 

lasting just 1½ hours, but it felt good 

to get out and get some exercise 

while we still could, who knows what 

the next few days will bring? 



 

 


