
COTEHELE CIRCULAR (version 3) 

We had our first pause of the morning at 

the little chapel where one or two curious 

people wandered inside as the door had 

been left open despite a notice requesting 

that it is kept shut to keep birds out!  

Everyone then continued ascending the hill 

through the woods to Cotehele House 

where as soon as the National Trust members amongst us had had their cards scanned; it was time 

to move on again down the road. A shady path followed leading towards the weir where a number 

of unripe hazelnuts on the ground caught our attention as did a small oil beetle which was in danger 

of being trampled underfoot before someone moved it to one side. Blackberries are particularly 

prolific this year and again, many were eaten as we continued down the so-called ‘cardiac hill’. 

The first thing I noticed on arrival at the weir was how little water from the Morden Stream 

appeared to be flowing through the sluice gates, which explains why the mill’s waterwheel isn’t 

turning at present. Two men were standing on top of the 

resulting gravel beds near the gates looking rather important 

with their dangly badges hanging around their necks as they 

assessed the situation.  I stood chatting to Jane as her four-

legged friends frolicked in the stream when I suddenly realised  

that the recently fallen tree had been cut up with the root-ball 

still lying where it had fallen, the remaining chunks appeared 

to be lining the path behind us making them ideal for sitting 

on to enjoy our break.  

Then later as our group crossed over the wooden bridge 

spanning the weir we could see it had been taped off recently possibly so the men with chain saws 

could tackle the fallen tree safely. It wasn’t until I was lying in bed still pondering over what we had 

seen that I had my light-bulb moment, everything was connected! The water had been diverted so 

that the tree could be cut up and removed by heavy machinery and now that it had, the bridge had 

re-opened and those men were deciding when to resume the flow of water to the mill….Doh!!! 

A short section of road led us to the footpath opposite the mill and as we ascended the path we 

found that just as they had earlier, all the wild flowers had gone to seed so green was the dominant 

colour. As few spots of rain began to be felt as we climbed upwards a couple of umbrellas were 

hastily raised but, most of us ignored the fine drizzle and by the time we reached the flight of steps it 

had virtually stopped anyway. Maggie waited at 

the top for all of today’s walkers to re-group 

before continuing. After walking along a bit of flat 

ground it was time to head downwards towards 

the road where we then crossed over and followed 

the path in front of the lime kilns at Dung Quay. 



The tide was out with mud flats on either side of the river with a couple of small yachts lying at 

anchor but just to the left we noticed a swing hanging from a nearby tree just asking for someone to 

try it out and of course someone did! The swing proved to be a bit high so Pauline needed a helping 

hand and Phil was happy to oblige…. I don’t know what his wife will have to say though! 

Almost at the end of another walk at 

Cotehele we could all see that the old 

Tamar barge named Shamrock was 

under wraps while she undergoes major 

restoration work, it’s going to be a long 

job. She was built in 1899 by Frederick 

Hawke of Stonehouse, Plymouth, so that 

makes this grand old lady 119 years old 

but she was showing her age and she 

needed her bottom seeing to! It was 

essential for the National Trust to get 

her up onto the slipway but to do this 

they needed some rails. It was the 

Bodmin and Wenford Railway who came to the 

rescue by selling them some old rails at scrap value 

and in due course, Shamrock was hauled out of the 

water. Once she was secured on her cradle above 

the tide line, work could begin. 

For a small donation it is possible to go beneath the 

cover and watch the work taking place but when I 

explained that I don’t carry money when I am 

walking, one of the volunteers let me stand 

at the entrance and take a sneaky picture. I 

was shocked to find the Shamrock was 

almost unrecognisable to my untrained eyes! 


