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Queen Guinevere at the  
Arches 
 

THE A-TEAM CLEAN UP 
 

A huge óThank Youô from the people of Alyth at the 2yr anniversary of the flood. Here are 
some of the wonderful team who recently cleaned up the Wee Park and after the Flood in 2015. 

Some of the  
amazing 
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cleaned up 

after the flood. 
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EDITORS LETTER 
 
A BURNSIDE DRAMA 

 
High summer! A brilliant day of sun with thermals to send buzzards soaring. Swifts fly screaming at altitude and the swallows 
dart out from their nests on endless sorties. Perhaps there is a second brood to raise? 
 
Life moves on. There are new routines to adopt. Recently, and donôt tell the foxes, pine martens, badgers, stoats, pole cats 
and others who might be interested, we bought six pullets from Mrs Bruce at Woodside. Now they are here I have to alter my 
routine to include them in it. They must be shut into their house at night and let out by day to wander and forage through what 
was once a tennis court. They must be supplied with food and their water supply maintained. Well, that is one new 
responsibility. Luckily the world is full of people who know about poultry. 
 
Next, a researcher has installed a notched weir and various devices with which to record the flow of water along the 
Burnieshead Burn. Unfortunately beavers react to the sound of flowing water by going to check where it is coming from. If the 
flow results from an overflow that they have made themselves they leave it, but if the flow is unauthorised, so to speak, they 
will do their best to block it. This is what they are doing with the researcherôs notched weir. What is he to do with the 
situation? The altered flow resulting from the beaversô work will affect his data. A solution must be found. For the moment I 
have to visit the notched weir every day to remove the beaverôs efforts of the night before. Perhaps they will give up? 
 
After clearing the notched weir one day I walked on, turned left over the bridge that used to carry the drive to the house, and 
took along the northern endrigg of the field called Dance Naked. I stopped half way along by the big beech tree that stands 
there, and looked in towards the burn. A substantial area had been cleared of nettles, dockens and thistles. Climbing over the 
fence, I went to look more closely: a path led from the top of the bank into the burn: a beaver had cut this clearing among the 
bankside vegetation. I was fascinated because I had thought that the animals avoided plants like nettles and thistles: clearly 
not. Beavers do create characteristic areas of lawn along the banks of water courses, but my impression has been that they 
graze the tender species and leave the more fibrous grasses. I left the bank and crossed the fence back into the field. 
 
I trod on my way, reflecting on what I had just seen, when I noticed a detached foot on the ground. I looked more closely. It 
was the right hind paw of a beaver kit. What could have done this? A few paces on and I noticed the rest of the creature 
among the rushes by a canal. All that remained of the little animal was its tail, skin and a shoulder blade. Some beast had 
scrobbled the kit and consumed it.  
 
After their first six weeks of life, when their parents keep them safe 
in the lodge, beaver kits can become surprisingly bold. They seem 
keen to explore their surroundings, while their parents stand guard 
nearby, mostly. Perhaps something distracted the parentsô attention 
in this case? A careless moment is enough to allow the alert hunter 
its chance. 
 
Otters are around, so my suspicions fell on that species, but 
perhaps a badger had caught the beaver, or a fox? A Belgian 
correspondent has told me that it could have been a wolf in his 
country. So it goes. 
 

 
 
Paul Ramsay 


