RIVER LYNHER and CADSONBURY FORT v1
The rivers in our area, the Tamar, the Tavy, the Walkham and this one, the River Lynher, would soon
be filled with the downpours of autumn but as we set off on this mild morning the water was just
idling along through the wooded valley. In the
past the riverbank had eroded in a few places
causing it to become boggy and overgrown and
making it difficult to walk close to the water; as
a result the path veers inland for a while.
Further on we re-joined the path through
Cadsonbury Woods as the flowing water spread
out and became shallower, rippling around
small exposed rocks.
A walk can be extremely
rewarding, particularly if
those taking part keep their
eyes peeled and today was no exception. Knobbly galls wrapped around acorns
could be seen on the ground and were picked up, examined and discussed. I now
know they were caused by gall wasps, which lay
eggs in the buds of oak trees with their ovipositor. Later we
came across this huge gossamer spider’s web draped
across a small gorse bush which I
discovered was created by a
colony of bright red spider mites
working together, each tiny
insect is just 0.5mm in size.
As the morning progressed, we quietly left the river behind to meander off into the distance while
we ourselves crossed to the other side of the lane. Here, thanks to the National Trust we were able
to enter the ancient site of Cadsonbury Hill Fort thought to be one of Cornwall and Devon’s earliest
such structures. Tucked into the side of the gate Jeff
spotted a note from a former walker which he read then
replaced before entering.
Today Maggie led us up the grassy slope known as
Cadson Bury Down, but occasionally we follow the route
in reverse, either way I like to think we are walking in
the footsteps of Iron Age people, aka Celts. The period
known as the Iron- Age lasted in Britain for about 800
years and the Cornish Celts would have made tools and
cookware from
Iron as their
name suggests. The clothes these people wore were simple
garments, men would wear a tunic with a belt, a cloak and
trousers with a leather apron on top for protection as they

worked with the hot metal. Women wore long, brightly coloured dresses made from wool and dyed
with natural plant colourings, the dresses were fastened with a plaited belt. Some went barefoot
while a few wore simple shoes made of leather.
It was quite a steep climb to the top, but most of us reached the wide-open space on the brow of
the hill just as we have in the past, but for a few it was their first visit to this ancient site and Liz got
her map out to get her bearings. Once inside the ramparts there is very little to see except grasscovered lumps and bumps but around the perimeter we followed a track thought to be where the
Iron-age picket fence would once have stood.

Looking west towards Bodmin Moor from this lofty position the most
prominent tors on the skyline were Roughtor, and approximately one
mile to its north-east, Brown Willy. The name ‘brown willy’ is of Cornish
origin and translates from Bronn Wennili meaning the ‘Hill of the
Swallows’, but there weren’t many swallows about today, maybe they
have already left on their annual migration. Roughtor or Rough Tor is
also thought to be former Iron Age settlement of some sort; its name is
pronounced "row-tor" because in the local dialect the word "row"
meant "rough". In the foreground was a long, low area of farmland
where most of the crops had been recently been harvested.
Further round the perimeter of the hill fort we took the time to
appreciate the more familiar outlines of Kit Hill and the surrounding
Cornish countryside while in the east across the border into Devon,
Dartmoor stretched across the distant horizon. Finally it was time to
descend the steps, leave the hill and walk back through the woods in
the dappled sunlight but even here there were many different
toadstools and mushrooms
to see lining the path with a
large crop growing right
along the length of one
fallen tree trunk.

