
LUCKETT, HORSEBRIDGE and SYDENHAM DAMEREL 

Today our Walk & Talk group would be walking in 

two different counties, but our starting point was 

Luckett, an attractive hamlet in Cornwall with a long 

history and a rich mining heritage. Incidentally, when 

the mines did finally close, the villagers are alleged 

to have claimed the cottages that they lived in, in 

what today we would call ‘squatter’s rights’. 

Some wet, muddy scrubland soon appeared in 

front of us as we joined the Discovery Trail where 

it looked like three old granite gate posts had been 

laid side by side across one particularly wet patch 

to form a sort of bridge. Two damp fields then 

followed but pretty soon we had tarmac beneath 

our feet as the footpath continued through Lower 

Hampt on its way to Horsebridge. 

This former packhorse bridge is the oldest of the three medieval bridges that span the River Tamar 

having been built in 1437 when 15 year old Henry V1 was on the throne of England; the next oldest 

bridge was Greystone Bridge which was constructed two years later while Gunnislake’s New Bridge 

is the baby of the bunch as this wasn’t built until 1520. All stand testament to those who built them 

around six hundred years ago. 

As we entered Devon the earlier drizzle ceased but it 

was still quite misty making visibility poor and Kit Hill’s 

chimney stack behind us in the far distance was often 

obscured from view. After a long uphill climb it was a 

relief to see that when we turned left, this path went 

downhill. 

Over to 

our right a 

number of 

feathers 

were seen being carried along in some moving water 

and later the remains of a dead Pigeon carcass 

appeared; its feathers had not been plucked but were 

bitten off as a fox 

would do after 

having made a kill. 



After a short break at the bottom the hill, the next ¾mile to Sydenham 

Damerel was all uphill again where the only wild flowers we spotted in the 

hedges were white in colour, Snowdrops and Dead Nettles so even they 

didn’t add much colour to this rather dull day. Finally the church tower came 

into view and everyone milled around getting their 

breath back. Jeff meanwhile went off for a closer 

look at the church and a few others spotted this old pump outside one of 

the houses in the village. 

From here a quiet lane 

sandwiched between steep 

fields led us all the way 

back to Horsebridge and as 

I crossed this ancient river 

boundary between our two 

counties for the second 

time today, my mind began 

to wander.   

Until recently I thought the boundary ran down the 

centre of this 61 mile long river but I now know 

otherwise… the east bank of the Tamar was fixed as the border of Cornwall by King Athelstan in the 

year 936 so I can only assume that makes all the water in the river Cornish! It is sometimes thought 

that the name Tamar derives from a prehistoric river word which means ‘dark flowing’ but many 

Cornish inhabitants will disagree and relate stories of Tamara who lived in the underworld and who 

when walking on Dartmoor one day encountered two giants named Tavy and Torridge who both 

vied for her affection. To find out what happened next 

you will have to look up the legend online. 

From Horsebridge everyone retraced their steps all the 

way back to Luckett by which time the sun was 

beginning to put in an appearance overhead making 

the green grass appear to glow in the light as 1pm 

approached. 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Bank_(geography)
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/%C3%86thelstan


 

 


