
COTEHELE CIRCULAR (version 1) 

Walking past the quayside on this bright, sunny morning, I glanced at the Shamrock sitting high and 

dry on its cradle beneath its protective covering when I reasoned that it was time for an update on 

how the repairs to this elderly vessel are advancing so back at home that’s the first thing I did by 

going to Shamrock’s website and checking their excellent blog. With every part of her hull now 

accessible, work had been progressing well up until the end of last year 

when the volunteers took time off to enjoy the Christmas and the New Year 

celebrations. Apparently Shamrock now has a brand new engine, paid for 

with raffle donations and also these new red sails which are thanks to a 

substantial legacy from Lawrence 

Brodley, a former National Trust 

volunteer room guide. The sails were 

constructed by Patrick Selman of 

Gaff Sails, Falmouth using some of 

the techniques used by the original 

sailmakers back in 1899. The new set 

of sails consist of the Mainsail, Staysail, Jib and Mizzen Sail and all have been 

hand cut, roped and stitched but modern materials have been used meaning they are a third of the 

weight of traditional sails, thus making them easier for the crew to work with in the future.  

After by-passing Cotehele’s old bridge, the flat path ahead beckoned us but that was too easy, so 

just like the grand old duke of York…… Maggie led us up to the top of the hill before leading us down 

again to get to the weir. 

31 walkers signed in this morning but as I 

counted them all across the little bridge 

spanning the weir, I made it 33 so maybe I 

counted someone twice, probably myself. 

However, having just written everyone’s 

name down, I now know 33 people did 

indeed take part in today’s walk, eighteen 

ladies and fourteen men, but I still don’t 

know who didn’t sign the register! 



Once we reached the mill it was time to head up into Bohetherick 

Woods via a little wooden gate which James very kindly held open for us 

before closing it once he and Dutch were through. Most of us had been 

this way before but today there were another two new walkers so they 

were seeing the rocky path, the flight of wooden steps and this ancient 

woodland for the first time. Looking up towards the beautiful blue sky 

through the bare branches we could see a few brown leaves still clinging 

to the Beech trees and a few decaying keys dangling from Ash trees but 

already new catkins could be seen on all the bare branches of Hazel 

trees; in fact we have been seeing these all over the Tamar Valley for 

over a month now. Undefoot it was empty husks and brown leaves from 

Chestnut trees that softened our tread making it a really pleasant walk. 

The cluster of buildings at Cotehele Quay 

could soon be seen as we began our 

second descent of the day and I noticed 

that I wasn’t alone in capturing this 

attracive scene today as several other 

people had their cameras and mobiles out 

too. Later when everyone had crossed in 

front of the lime kilns at Dung Quay and 

had begun filing across the old bridge, we 

knew this delightful  walk was nearing its 

conclusion. 

Four men were cutting down the 

extensive reed beds that line the river as 

we passed, just as they always do at this time of year and as they 

began heaping the long brown stalks onto a nearby truck some of 

us paused to ask what exactly happens to them, their reply took 

us by surprise…they just burn them on a bonfire!!!! We know 

that thatching is a dying art but most of us could think of a few 

other uses so as we walked back to the car park several of these 

ideas were bandied about. It is always hard for a layman to 

understand such waste so some of the suggestions we came up 

with were composting, paper making or even burning them in a 

biomass boiler but the favourite seemed to be donating them to 

a farmer for 

animal 

bedding to 

save the 

expense of 

buying  in 

costly bales of 

straw.  



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


