
COTEHELE and BOHETHERICK 2018 

How beautiful the Cornish hedges look this month especially in the Tamar Valley,  
but imagine being a first-time visitor who just happens to choose the month of 
May to tour Cornwall and observes this kaleidoscope of colour for the first time, I 
like to think they would be just a little bit green with envy.  

Sixteen of us set off 
from Cotehele 
quayside this 
morning and were 
soon making our 
way past the reed 
beds that line the 
Morden stream. 

Once over the old bridge everyone filed in front 
of a set of lime kilns, one of three such structures 
on the estate, a steep climb lay ahead. As we 

made our way 
upwards into 
Bohetherick 
Woods 
admiring all the 
pretty flowers on either side of us and listening to a very vocal 
Blackbird, two horse riders passed us and instead of the usual 
shouts of ‘car’, the back marker shouted ‘horse’ instead! 

When this track forked, we headed left, still climbing steadily 
upwards towards a kissing gate that we usually pass through, but 
today it was lying on the ground and everyone just stepped over it 
and into the field that lie ahead. Once Daffodils grew here on the 
sunny slopes as far down as the River Tamar, but the days of 
market gardening are long gone and this is just grazing land for 
animals nowadays. Last year it was sheep but judging by all the cow 
pats we had to dodge as we made our way to the far side, we were 
left in no doubt which animals had vacated the field quite recently. 

The path ahead continued for some time before emerging at the hamlet of Bohetherick, but while 
we were in this wooded section the Bluebells dominated. Everyone recognises our native Bluebell which 
actually consists of anything up to 20 sweetly-scented flowers on each flower stalk as it droops to one 
side. Its bell-like flowers with their curled back tips carpet our woodlands and add colour to our 
hedges in spring and while most are a deep blue in colour, they can be white or even pink. As the UK 
is home to about half of the world’s bluebell population it came as no surprise when they were 
voted the "Nation's Favourite Wildflower" in almost all of the British Isles; it was only Northern 
Ireland that voted for the Primrose. Bees, hoverflies, butterflies and other insects feed on their 
nectar, but all parts of the Bluebell are poisonous to humans and the sap can even cause dermatitis. 
Back in the Bronze Age the people used the gummy sap from Bluebells to attach feathers to their 
arrows and much later the sap from Bluebells was said to have been used to bind the 
pages into the spines of books, but I wonder who first thought of crushing the bulbs to 
make a starch as Elizabethans did to stiffen their collars and ruffs.   



More uphill walking followed but on 
tarmac instead of leaf-mould as the 
road climbed towards the village of St 
Dominick, but before reaching the inn 
we turned right and joined the St 
Dominica Trail for a while.  It was very 
green here with more colourful 
flowers to enjoy. At one point when 
we were sheltering from a particularly 
short, sharp shower a helicopter flew 
over resulting in the usual discussion 
as to which model it was.  

Further along the path through this 
bright green woodland, Phil found a 

rather large, beige-green coloured bird’s egg on the ground and passed it round amid plenty of 
speculation, was it a Pigeon’s 
egg that had fallen from a 
nest or even a bird of prey or 
was it perhaps a Pheasant’s 
egg or maybe that of a grouse 
both of which nest on the 
ground? Having googled it 
since returning home, I now 
believe it was laid by a 
Pheasant. Incidentally, not far 
from here a couple of us spotted a Pheasant sitting on a 
windowsill and wondered if this could have been the hen 
bird that had laid the egg, but on closer inspection we 
discovered that that was impossible……the bird was just a 
very realistic model! 

A flight of 
steps followed 
at some point 
but it’s all a bit 

of a blur and I can’t remember what order anything came 
in today, I was talking too much! Finally we had to 
descend a downhill track but the weathered rocks 
beneath our feet were a bit of a challenge and most of us 
were glad we had our walking poles.  

Leaving Bohetherick Woods behind us when we reached 
Cotehele Mill we could see that there was no water 
running along the launder so once again the waterwheel 
was not turning as we passed. Continuing along the road 
in the direction of the weir, we further noticed that the 
fallen tree was still blocking our path just as it had the last 
time we walked here. We had to make a short detour with the men helping the ladies down through 
a gap in the hedge towards the narrow wooden bridge that crosses the weir, but in no time we had 
joined the wide path that would carry us back to our cars. 



 

 

 


