
COTEHELE WOODS, PAPER MILL and the MORDEN VALLEY 

One storm after another has swept across the south west with winds of around 50-60mph being 

widely reported and monster waves lashing our coastline, certainly not the weather to be out in and 

as a result, last week’s walk was cancelled meaning that we were all keen to set off on today’s windy 

but dry, morning. Normally our group meets at the quayside when we walk around the Cotehele 

estate but today we parked closer to the house. This was a new walk that I suggested back last year 

and one day when it was convenient for us all, Maggie, Juliette and I walked the entire route 

together when the decision was taken to add it to our current programme. 

With the register signed, everyone was soon following Maggie past the main entrance of 

this National Trust property to reach the footpath that winds its way up through the 

woodland. We had walked this way before and knew it came out onto a wider path 

known as the Lady Walk which in turn comes out at the top of the Danescombe Valley.  

I expect most people then assumed we would walk back along one of the familiar 

paths. Instead, we turned left past Danescombe Cottage so it felt a bit like we were 

trespassing on their land but this was an official footpath marked by a yellow arrow in a 

circle on this nearby post; it was just that most of us hadn’t realised it was there.+ 

Ahead lay the shell of the Danescombe Valley paper mill, which only a handful of us had actually 

been inside and as it is one of the few remaining paper mills in the whole of Cornwall, I thought 

more people should know about what is probably the most 

impressive ruined structure in the Tamar Valley. To give everyone 

time to explore in and 

around the ruin, we 

decided to coincide our 

visit with a short break 

so the window-sills 

made ideal spots to 

rest flasks and cups and 

even the odd bum! 

Documentation shows 

this former three 

storey mill was working by 1788 when ‘mad’ King 

George was on the throne of England making it the first paper-mill in the Calstock area. It is believed 

that its power came from an overshot waterwheel supplied by a leat from a header pond which was 

situated at the mill’s northern end.  Rags and hemp would have been transported upriver from 

Plymouth on sailing barges and these materials, 

along with local wood shavings and reeds, were 

then loaded into horse-drawn carts and hauled 

along the lane towards the mill. After soaking in 

a large vat and being pounded by the stamps, 

the mashed-up pulp was then spread onto 

frames then pressed and dried into sheets, 

something like in this picture I imagine; this thin 



layer of intertwined fibre then became paper. For 70 years, coarse brown paper was also produced 

here along with pasteboard (So called because it is made of sheets of paper pasted together) and 

millboard (A stiff heavy paperboard used primarily for book covers). The mill later supplied the area 

with paper to help protect soft fruits when packaged. (If anyone is interested, you can Google 

Danescombe Valley Paper Mill 2 where it is possible to view the flight of a drone as it weaves its way 

in and out of the windows here.)  

With the mill behind us, we continued along the narrow footpath up a hill that proved a bit of a lung-

buster, above us a brisk wind was blowing the clouds along in an easterly direction while the trees 

were swaying in the breeze. First one kissing gate was encountered part way along followed by a 

second one that led into a lane and soon we had reached the hamlet of Norris Green. One or two 

cars passed us on their way to Cotehele House but when we took a right fork, the lane to Newton 

Farm was much quieter. The owners of this farm have created a permissive path leading down 

between a plantation of young trees surrounded by wooden tree guards. Most of us recognised this 

path because we have walked here several times in the past but always in the opposite direction; 

the trees were much smaller in those early days, but at least half a dozen of the group were seeing 

everything for the first time. 

Soon everyone had reached the shelter of 

Comfort Wood which was once a deer park, 

one of two on Cotehele’s estate. Beneath 

our feet were inches of wet, sticky mud the 

result of yesterday’s downpours so our 

eyes were firmly fixed on the ground where 

many footprints could be seen, both human 

and animal but our other senses picked up 

sounds such as the babbling brook over to 

one side and the keen wind that was 

rattling the treetops.  

Finally we arrived at the hamlet of Newhouses with its cluster of attractive stone cottages but we 

didn’t linger as the next path we were due to follow lie directly ahead. Again, most of us recognised 

that this was the way to Cotehele weir and we knew ‘cardiac hill’ had to be climbed to get back to 

where our cars were waiting. But this first part was all off-road right up to the white-painted wooden 

gate at the very top. There was an abundance of plant life to be seen in the hedges and beside the 

woodland paths this morning and I spotted Primroses, 

Wood Anemones and Celandines already in flower as 

well as distinguishing many 

more from their leaves that 

would flower in a month or so; 

those Bluebells, Campions, 

Speedwells and Stitchworts 

were definitely worth waiting 

for. 


