
COTEHELE QUAY CIRCULAR (Version 9) 

Dennis was our leader this morning as none of the usual walk leaders were available but he has 

undergone his walk-leader training so we were in safe hands as we followed him along past the 

Shamrock, the Edgcumbe tea rooms and the Discovery Centre and for a change it was the ladies who 

outnumbered the men thirteen to eight. When we arrived at the point where the old stone bridge 

carries the road to the left and the path ahead goes on past the weir, a few of the group were 

surprised to be led to the right and up a few steps built into a narrow path. I heard one or two 

people say “I haven’t been up here before!” just as I knew they would as the entrance to this path is 

quite well hidden and doubles back on itself before veering off to the left. 

This is where I feel most at home, shady, moist woodlands with tall 

trees towering  overhead and the earthy smell of years of leaf mould 

hanging in the air. I remember smiling as we got into our stride, 

gradually 

ascending the 

sloping path 

before pausing to 

take the first 

photo of the day. 

Later we strolled 

back downhill 

again towards 

Cotehele’s weir 

and then, as we 

have so many 

times in the past, 

we followed this much wider path all the way to 

the hamlet of Newhouses. 

Dennis and I had reccied this walk together last week so we knew it wasn’t one of our longer walks 

giving us the luxury to wander along slowly enjoying this mild summer’s day that for once was dry 

throughout; after a bit of road walking we reached Boar’s Bridge which spans the Morden Stream 

but despite it still being early, we paused here for a break, enjoying each other’s company and 

getting to know another new walker. For the second half we just followed the road to a junction 

before joining the St Dominica Trail via a wooden gate. This was section of the trail that few of us 

had walked along before and judging by the encroaching brambles, it would appear that few others 

had either. We soon discovered that it ran parallel with the road that passes Cotehele’s Mill and 

through the trees there were glimpses of the weir as the stream continued its journey through the 

Morden Valley. Higher and higher we strolled and as is often the case here on the estate, I spotted 

one of a species of Oil Beetles crawling along between fallen beech and hazel nuts and various 

brown leaves on the ground. I always pick them up and move them to one side out of harm’s way. 

 If not trodden underfoot these medium sized beetles go on to complete their fascinating life-

cycle when because they are unable to fly, each female lays up to 1000 bright yellow eggs 



 at the bottom of an excavated burrow. Tiny black larvae hatch to coincide with 

the nesting of Solitary bees on the ground nearby. These larvae then scramble to the top 

of flower stalks and sit in the open blossoms, waiting for a solitary bee to arrive. When it 

lands, they swarm on to it grabbing with their tiny claws, but they don’t harm the bee. What 

they’re after is a free ride back to the bee’s nest burrow. The lucky larvae that reach a nest feed on 

the bee’s eggs and its store of pollen. They then pupate in the burrow, and emerge as beetles the 

following spring. 

Continuing onwards a 

flight of steps had been 

cut into this trail 

through Bohetherick 

Woods to make it 

easier for the walkers 

but soon we were 

walking on the flat 

again beside the 

boundary fence. The 

end was in sight on this 

lovely calming walk as 

we reached the road but Dennis led us across to the other side to 

walk in front of the lime kilns at Dung Quay. 

 It was here that a couple of years ago it was my turn to fall to my knees which was mentioned by a 

couple of people. This aroused the curiosity of some of the newer walkers 

so I told them I would write about it again this week so here goes…… On 

that particularly wet walk I became separated from my boot when it stuck 

fast in the wet, sticky mud and I fell to my knees 

while it quickly filled with muddy water behind 

me. It was Brian who hastily took these photos of 

me as I retrieved the boot and poured the water 

out. (I have had to crop both of the photos to 

remove his thumb from the top!) My camera was 

of course dangling from my wrist when I fell and 

its lens became wet, muddy and scratched but I 

struggled on loyally for two more years after 

cleaning it despite being disappointed with the results as a ghostly blur 

manifested itself on many of my photos …. But its days were numbered! 

So, farewell old friend, you have served me well for at least eight of the ten years I have owned you 

but it is finally time you were consigned to the bin! You have now been replaced with a beautiful 

shiny, purple model which I tried out last week for the first time and which I was again clutching as I 

set off today. Once I have mastered all its settings and can get the photos 

to go where I want them to on my computer, I can look forward to many 

more years of snapping away as I walk with our ever popular group. 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


