
MINIONS and THE CHEESEWRING  

Ahead of us as we set off lay a land that apparently began its life 300 million years ago when molten 

magma pushed up from under the earth’s crust. Fortunately there were thousands of feet of rock 

above so the magma was unable to burst through and turn into volcanoes. Slowly it cooled into the 

crystalline granite that we are all familiar with here in the south west. The next three walks in our 

current programme are all very different but have one thing in common, each location lies to some 

degree, along the granite ridge that stretches from Dartmoor in the east to the Isles of Scilly in the 

west which as we all know, has been quarried right along its length over the years.   

Our stroll began by us walking right through the middle 

of three stone circles known as The Hurlers which are 

said to date to the early Bronze Age, fourteen stone 

uprights survive in the largest circle, central circle 

which also has fourteen markers for missing stones 

while just a few stones remain in the smaller circles on 

either side but we barely gave them a second glance as 

most heads were bent against the 

winds that gusted all around. 

Even the animals we saw today 

were wearing their thick winter coats, a few Herdwick sheep plus a huge flock 

of Belted Galloway cattle, but surprisingly some of the cattle appeared to be 

pregnant while a few young calves accompanied their mothers as they grazed. 

What a shock that must have 

been, leaving a warm womb 

to plop onto the cold ground 

as the raging winds blew!  

 Up ahead lay the 

Cheesewring rock formation 

perched precariously on the 

edge of Cheesewring Quarry 

itself which first became 

operational in 1845 but all major working had ceased here by the early part of the 20th century.  All 

around the slopes were covered in clitter, the name given to the collection of boulders and stones of 

what was once the higher part of the tor. Huge rocky tors that were once below ground now stand 

exposed, looking every bit as if a giant has flung them there one on top of the other but they are all 

perfectly natural, the result of centuries of wind and 

rain erosion.  



Less than half of today’s group of 

walkers including me, decided to 

scramble over the rounded 

boulders  right up to the highest 

point above the Cheesewring 

rocks while the rest set off with 

Maggie to see Daniel Gumb’s cave 

at the foot of the hill.  

Once everyone had re-assembled, 

we began to encircle the hill along 

a grassy track between fallen 

boulders and further on, stunted 

Hawthorn bushes bending their backs against the west-country gales. Of course it was not just 

quarrying that took place on Bodmin’s rugged moors but mining too. Ruined engine houses were 

often spotted in the distance as we continued walking ahead on the top of granite sleepers which 

once would have had metal rails attached; these in turn once carried trucks loaded with granite 

along this tramway. Right across this unforgiving landscape there is still plenty for people to see 

when they visit this part of Cornwall’s World Heritage site. Mostly the going was good but just 

occasionally there was standing water in a few hollows and we had to skirt around them, but many 

frogs had made themselves at home and had spawned in the water amongst the duckweed and the 

softrushes. As I walked along several poo bags flew past me which were quickly retrieved so I 

assumed someone up ahead was cleaning up after their dog but I had to laugh when I discovered the 

real reason they had been taken out to use; they were to scoop up frogspawn for someone to take 

home 

for their 

pond! 

 

 



 

 

 


