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Published anonymously in 1876 at the price of 4d., in a later edition (1889) 
the preface was attributed to Thomas Adolphus CRAGOE. 
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THE RIVER FAL 

AND 

FALMOUTH HARBOUR 

ILLUSTRATED 

"Bright was the ripple of the Fal, 
Each tidal wave a freshness bringing, 

And as on some glad festival 
The distant Kenwyn bells were ringing; 

Far up into the azure clear 
Tregothnan's towers were brightly glancing, 

Were in their antler'd glory prancing; 
Old Ken's lone turrets caught the flame, 

And all along the Ruan River 
The golden flood of sunlight came, 
And seem'd in every leaf to quiver." 

H.S.STOKES 

Truro: 
JAMES R. NETHERTON, 7, LEMON STREET 
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PREFACE 

Now, courteous reader, when you've read 
This little volume fairly through, 
Let it not be a "letter dead," 
For it was written all for you. 
When bounding youth with eager oar, 
In summer holidays propels 
His tiny bark along the shore, 
Past sylvan bowers and fairy dells, 
This simple pioneer may earn 
A corner of his forage bag, 
That when he finds the Royal Fern, 
He may not miss the Water-Flag. 
And should the gentle maiden look 
Adown the margin of my page, 
O! may some magic round the book 
At once her wandering thoughts engage- 
The woods that crown the hanging hills; 
The hoary mansions mouldering there; 
St. Just's sweet church, and falling rills; 
The legend of St. Maudit's chair. 
May honour'd age with Kindling eyes, 
Meander with me down the stream, 
And balmy recollections rise, 
Like relics of some happy dream- 
The vigour freshening with the breeze, 
Wafted in fragrant gales along; 
The Heron wading to his knees; 
The Curlew's pipe, the Woodlark's song- 
Thus pictured in the flowing "Fal," 
The reflex of our lives will be: 
For whilst we live, we ever shall 
Be hastening onward to the sea! 
There may we anchor safe at last, 
The tides of life being overpast. 
T.C. 
May, 1876. 
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THE RIVER FAL. 

Down in the extreme south-west of England there winds a river 
whose manifold and varied beauties, by oak-embowering creek, 
and cliff, and scar, are all unknown to the majority of our 
country people who may have traversed the circles of the Rhine, 
scaled the topmost peak of Matter-horn, and, perhaps, watched 
the fragile rainbows rise and fall over lovely Schaffhausen, yet 
the wandering sons of distant climes, the ancient Greek from the 
south, the sturdy Viking from the north, the famous mariners of 
Genoa and Venice, with bearded Turk and tawny Moor, have for 
long ages sought and found, a safe asylum and serene repose, in 
that noble haven through which the sweet Cornish River seeks 
its ocean grave. From 

Truro, 

chief town of the Stannaries, and once mistress of the waters, 
whose right to control all dues from its own quay to the Black 
Rock, was confirmed by Queen Bess of glorious memory, we 
will drop slowly down on our seaward cruise. Now the most 
ingenious voyager, Humboldt himself, could not say much for 
the somber mud-banks which rise on the right hand and the lift 
as we follow the course of the tortuous channel to 

Malpas, 
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two miles distant, to which place the salt water falls at each 
recess of the tide. Set at the head of the main branch of 
Falmouth Harbour, this is a point of some interest, is easily 
reached, and in its pretty roadstead light coasters securely ride. 

 

Here, at various times, Roman Coins have been found. In a ditch 
near the Ferry in 1747, 20lbs. weight were discovered, of which 
the largest number belonged to the times of Gallienus and 
Carinus, who helped to dim the glorious sceptre of the third 
century, 

And to this spot on Monday Afternoon, Sept 7th, 1846, came 
Queen and Prince Consort in the Fairy Tender, when the 
youthful Prince of Wales was held high above the bulwarks for 
the assembled crowd to rejoice over: and the Prince again came 
so far with the Princess in 1865, when the Mayor of Truro, from 
the Corporation Barge, gave three hearty cheers for "The Sweet 
Rose of Danmark!" Across the water wat in Sunset, the pretty 
retired residence of the late Admiral Temple, and directly 
opposite, at Penpol Point, crops up a singular course of red 
sandstone, and more remarkable, as the rock which bounds the 
river, the shores of the harbour, and the whole coast-line from 
St. Anthony to the Rame Head, is composed of Schist, or Clay-
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slate, with little break. About the begining of the century this 
ferry was kept by a big, brawny woman, universally known as 
"Jenny Mopas," whose very correct portrait by John Boyle, Esq., 
hangs in the Servant's Hall, at Tregothan. In 1804 she not only 
rescued Lord Falmouth's Post from robbery, but on being asked 
by the Rector what she had the most trouble with in crossing the 
ferry, replied "Wemmen and Pigs." 

The tides flow up to a fork of the river here, about 3 miles, to 

Tresillian, 

which once belonged to the notorious Justice of that name; and 
it was at Tresillian Bridge in 1646, that Lord Hopton's refractory 
horse made a treaty with Fairfax, by which they were disbanded. 

Tregothnan, 

the beautiful seat of Viscount Falmouth is entered at this village 
through a stately lodge and noble carriage drive of four miles. 
On the right bank of Tresillian river is the charming little church 
of St. Clement, the greater part of which was first erected 1326. 
It has been restored and enlarged several times, the last in 1866. 
The very ancient Cornish Cross between the church and the 
Vicarage, deserves special notice, as, perhaps, the first specimen 
of an inscribed stone in Cornwall. 

The Sturgeon, a fish seldom seen in Cornish waters, was caught 
on the 30th July, 1772, in this creek; it was more than 6 feet 
long and above 80 pounds in weight. It was exhibited in Truro at 
charge of 1d., and afterwards sold at 3d. per pound. 
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We shall now float down from Malpas with the united streams 
of Truro and Tresillian to 

Woodbury Pool, 

where the stout sailors of Norway have dropped their anchors 
for generations past, and disgorged many long cargo of timber 
for the Cornish mines. The water is deep, and how beautiful are 
the woods! on either hand deep down to the water's edge. 
Running far out from the right hand bank is a most formidable 
bar, which navigators of all degrees will do well to remember; 
and just around the point is Woodbury Villa, with its sweet 
picturesque slopes so easily sheltered from the rugged blasts of 
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winter, and wooing Sol's warm ray, if in early spring there 
should be a capful abroad. It was in this romantic spot that 
Henry Martyn, the biblical and oriental scholar passed the 
serenest hours of his chequered life. 

This part of the Malpas Road which extends to the extreme 
point below, where the river seems to end, is very lovely, and 
has been compared more than once to the Lakes of Killarney; 
the Tore mountain bearing a somewhat pointed comparison to 
the flattened summit of Tolverne hill. Over against Woodbury is 

Parson's Creek, 

from which a shady road leads up to St. Michael Penkivel, 
where stood an endowed church before the Norman conquest. 
The singularly beautiful Church was first consecrated by Bishop 
Bronescombe, August 13th, 1261, and lately restored by Mr. 
G.E. Street, F.S.A., at the sole expense of Viscount Falmouth, 
being re-opened for service Christmas Eve, 1865. The charming 
rectory is close by, and over the sacred domain, with jealous 
care, but true courtesy, the Rev. Mr. Webber exercises benign 
influence. 

Below Woodbury and above the river bed is a mass of oyster 
shells, the greater part being empty and broken valves, the beds 
having been worried and harried over and over so often that 
little remains but the debris; and yet if a close season were 
imposed the increase might soon become very valuable, besides 
the great advantage that would befal the other fishery through a 
temporary interlapse of this continual raking. Old river men sigh 
after the abundance of other days, when fish were plentiful 
indeed, when more oysters could be taken in one hour than can 
now be dredged, with better appliances, in a whole day; and the 
ebbing nets and hooks were weighted at almost every pull. 
Porpoises were very plentiful at one time, but not so now. 
Borlase says "in the year 1720 160 or more Porpoises were 
taken in a creek near St. Mawe's Castle." However, flat fish, 
bass, mullet, whiting, pollack, &c., are still caught in great 
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numbers, and the schoolboy with his fishing tackle often makes 
a good day on the Fal. 

Along its dipping margin darts the gorgeous kingfisher, and up 
its "crooks" and "links" in cold winter's night sail the garrulous 
duck and widgeon. Cast up on its shores may be found the white 
"Sea-biscuit," or chalk bone of the cuttle fish, (strange that 
creatures armed with so black a fluid should secrete a substance 
so white!" with occasionally a mermaid's purse, with its tangled 
strings lying across the water mark, crisp and dry, and still more 
often the globular egg-clusters of the whelk. 

It might in this place be worth remarking that some 20 years ago 
an enterprising draper of Truro engaged in the culture of silk-
worms. 

Now he selected, it is believed unfortunately for his 
undertaking, a place in the high and bleaker regions of the parish 
of Kea, which borders the river on the right throughout the 
extent of Malpas Reach. At first the plantation throve amain, but 
after a few years it was seen that the winds were too rude, and 
untimely frosts too frequent, and at last, after considerable 
outlay, in shear despair Mr. H. chopped his mulberries in inches 
over a stock, and for ever renouncing his career as a planter, 
sailed for the Cape. This later performance, of course, could be 
no part of patient enterprise or scientific experiment, but rather 
belongs to that emotional nature of man of which Darwin 
speaks. But it is thought, and with some reason, that if Mr. H. 
had chosen some genial spot on the river-side for his little 
colony, he might have met with a more prosperous return for his 
spirited adventure. No one would imagine the difference in 
rudeness of clime that three or four miles back in the country 
will present in contrast with the river-side. Here the Orlean plum 
makes an orchard tree, bearing fruit at four years' old; in the 
neighbourhood of the New Church, I have been credibly 
informed that it will not bear fruit as a standard in ten years! 
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On we go with the falling tide over the Maggot Bank, and soon 
ride abreast of the 

Old Kea Creek and Tower ;  

 

this tower is a most picturesque object, and at first glimpse the 
turrets have often been likened to four old women weeding! It 
has every appearance of being venerable. The Church was 
removed to a more central part of the parish about 1803, about 2 
miles, as the crow flies, from the old one, and near Killiow, the 
seat of the Rev. J. Daubuz. In the days when St. Cuby laboured 
in this parish, (6th centry), it was called Landege, where he had 
an Oratory, which subsequently became a Church. Close at hand 
is 

Trevean Por th;  

what a sweet receding vale! How charmingly a cottage would 
become the background, with its graceful flower-knots in 
elegant profusion bordering the little bay! A few more dips of 
the paddle will send us past the gardener's lodge on the left, and 
bring us to famed 

Tregothnan Boathouse, 
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at the mouth of 

Raun River , 

which is no other than the Fal. The river rises near Hensbarrow 
in the parish of Roche, passing by Grampound and Tregony, 
about three miles below which it is navigable for light craft, 
though formally the tides flowed past the very doors of Tregony 
town to Haleboat rock beyond. Even in Leland's day (temp. He. 
VIII) the spring tides came within a quarter of a mile of the 
town; and he says that "Tregony is at olde ful se marke." 
Polwhele calculated about five centuries have rolled away since 
boats were moored to rock above mentioned: but however this 
may be, we know this town to have been the Cenia of the 
Romans. "Tregony thus existed at a time when Truro was not 
yet in contemplation; was in possession of the river Fal and its 
harbour of Falmouth, when it could have no rival; and was the 
natural, the original proprietor of all. The first town upon its 
river, and the only one for ages enjoying the sovereignty of the 
river all down its current to its mouth." Hals says, "formerly the 
sea ebbed and flowed above Tregony Bridge, as the shells and 
sand there still to be seen, and tradition, informs us." 
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To protect the Fal from the "operations of the ruinous stream 
works" a statute was passed in the reign of Henry the 8th., and 
in the reign of Charles 2nd, Charles Trevanion, Esq., of Crega, 
"spent the greatest part of his fine estate" in trying to make the 
river navigable to Tregony once more: all was no good, and the 
ancient town has fallen into sore decay, possessing no trace of 
its past glory. 

In its downward course the fal passes close to the Church of 
Ruan Lanyhorne, which was dedicated to S. Rumonus, October, 
1321. It was thoroughly restored in 1866 under the judicious 
supervision of the Rev. H.S. Slight, the present Rector. 
Whitaker, the historian, was Rector here in 1777. Further on the 
river sweeps round the pretty promontory of Ardevora-veor, and 
dividing the parishes of Philleigh and Lamorran, whose Church 
(dedicated 1261, and re-built 1845), is coyly hid in a winding 
creek of the river, joins the Malpas waters at the Boat-house 
(Lord Falmouth's) before named, and the united streams flow 
seaward as the Fal. Many visitants of the feathered tribe from 
northern countries visit this river earlier and oftener than any 
other part of Cornwall, and between Lamorran and the Boat-
house, on the southern side of the river is a heronry, the only 
one I believe in Cornwall. From the hill opposite Tregothnan 
Boat-house some exquisite views may be obtained of wood and 
water in charming combinations. The Author of the Life of Lord 
Exmouth in speaping of this place, says, 

"The most beautiful piece of Lake scenery perhaps in the whole county 
is to be seen from the hill opposite Tregothnan boathouse. Many are 
the views around Falmouth Harbour, scarcely to be equalled 
elsewhere; among which, those from Pennance Hill, St. Anthony's Hill, 
Trelissick House, and the Panorama from Pendennis Castle can be 
matched only with each other; but none even of these combine variety 
and rare beauty the sense of secure and quiet seclusion like the scene 
from the hill opposite Tregothnan." 

The Fal takes a westerly course as we enter 

Tolverne Reach;  
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at the far point is a cottage and a ferry, where looking back upon 
Tregothnan we get a fine peep of the noble mansion, whose 
embattled front rising amid the foliage looks truely majestic; it 
may also happen that the roving eye will light upon some 
stragglers of the dappled herds ranging through the park. 

The following is an extract from the Queen's diary published 
after her majesty's visit to this spot in 1846:- 

"We went up the Truro, which is beautiful, - something like the Tamar, 
but almost finer, though not so bold as Pentillie Castle and Cothele, - 
winding between banks entirely wooded with stunted oak, and full of 
numberless creeks. The prettiest are King Harry's Ferry and a spot 
near Tregothnan (Lord Falmouth's), where there is a beautiful little 
boat-house, quite in the woods, and on the river, at the point where the 
Tregony separates from the Truro. Albert said the position of this boat-
house put him in mind of Tell's Chapel in Switzerland. We went a little 
way up the Tregony, which is most beautiful, with high sloping banks, 
thickly wooded down to the water's edge. Then we turned back and 
went up the Truro to Malpas, another bend of the river, from whence 
one can see Truro, the capital of Cornwall. We stopped here awhile, as 
so many boats came from a little place called Sunny Corner, just below 
Truro, in order to see us; indeed the whole population poured out of 
foot and in carts, &c., along the banks; and cheered, and were 
enchanted when Bertie was held up for them to see. It was a very 
pretty, gratifying sight." 

More than seventy years ago a sanguinary conflict took place 
near this cottage between smugglers and excisemen. Six young 
men, the boldest of the country-side, had been across to the 
south coast, where in some sly cove they had met the 
Frenchman, and were returning with their kegs on their backs 
over the footpath leading through the ancient domain of 
Tolverne, (whose old Farmhouse was a seat of Sir John Arundel 
in the reign of Elizabeth, and which Carew describes as the most 
note-worthy mansion on the river in that age), when in the 
pathfield near the house they were met by a party of excisemen 
out on watch, and fully armed. 

The "meeting" was not friendly, and but for a moment, for the 
smugglers who had everything to guard - their identification as 
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well as their skin and their kegs, much to lose and little to gain 
by a fight - scattered in all directions. 

Two made for their boat at the ferry, followed in hot pursuit by a 
brace of excisemen with pistol and sword, who were upon them 
ere the boat could be launched; and thus brought to bay, the 
smugglers fought for their lives. 

One of the two, a young farmer of respectable family, strong as 
a lion, and now fairly roused at the sight of the Officer's cutlass 
and ruthless determination to cut him down, closed with his 
assailant right away, naked handed as he was, and getting within 
the excisamen's guard wrenched the blade from his grasp and - 
well, what do you think he did! (Remember the excise at this 
period was regarded by the rural population only as a despotic 
imposition.) Why the fellow's savage attack brought its 
retribution in kind, for the young smuggler whose passions were 
fairly up, being wounded in the fray, disabled the exciseman 
with his own sword in mad, furious haste, and then flinging the 
crimson blade far out into the river, gained his punt and got 
clear away keg and all, which was safely deposited on the Kea 
side: but then - and here comes the sequel of that disastrous 
night - he was recognised, and that recognition cost him many a 
weary mile, and many a yellow guinea: he was to appear in 
London to answer the charge, and only escaped a heavy penalty 
through the incredible story of the prosecution, which stated that 
six pieces of the exciseman's skull were slashed away in the 
fierce struggle of that unlucky night at Tolverne Ferry! And as 
the medical testimony could not satisfactorily support the 
statement, and perhaps, too, some interest being brought to bear, 
the case fell partly through, and the extreme penalty was not 
enforced. One more of the party was recognised, but four went 
scot free. 

Smuggling is a thing of the past, it seems strange too, when the 
granite sinking stones are the only relics left. These were in case 
of the great emergency made fast to the string of kegs, and at a 
moment's notice the whole lot were anchored in the bed of the 



The River Fal and Falmouth Harbour 

 

Transcription Copyright RM 2003 
 

19 

river, where they might remain for days safe below the lowest 
water-mark! Some of these stones are still kicking about the old 
farm places bordering the river, interesting souvenirs of our 
grandfather's days. 

And now as we glide from Tolverne Ferry, who knows but our 
skiff may be floating over the corrugated rib of the exciseman's 
blade, deep-sunk in the soft ooze below! 

We have now reached 

Roundwood, and Coombe Creek, 

flowing up to the Plum gardens on the right, ancient Alwin lies 
in our rear, whilst before us trending south is 

King Harry Reach 

still the banks are beautifully wooded, and as we approach King 
Harry Ferry, over which 'tis said stout King Hal once past, let us 
look back towards Coombe Creek, and regard that glorious old 
Furzebrake awhile; I can't assure you it is the same that received 
the flying smuggler's keg, but in April and May buried under a 
perfect lake of bloom, it might well bring Linné to his knee 
again! and yet farmers detest the sight of furze, though 
cultivated in glass houses in Russia, and literally dying out in 
sunny Provence and Lanquedoc. 

King Harry passage is the chief connection between the 
agricultural disatrict of Roseland and the Markets of the west, 
and has been the sceen of many disasters and bold adventures. 
To begin with the century - in 1801 a mounted smuggler having 
two ankers of brandy slung across his saddle, was seen coming 
down the Roseland side in hottest haste, closely followed by a 
king's officer, also on horseback: on they came, and like the 
moss-troopers of old, the smuggler plunger into the stream, 
horse and all, without a moment's stop, but when only half way 
over, the poor horse who had galloped his breath away upon the 
road, showed manifest tokens of being spent, and the exciseman 
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who had now gained the bank, saw the intrepid smuggler slide 
off, cut the anker slings, cast off his brandy, and by swimming 
with one hand, endeavour to support his horse's head with the 
other; but his superhuman efforts were of no evail, for the poor 
animal was carried away, and the last the exciseman saw was 
the smuggler's back as he mounted the shore on the other side. 

Many years later a wagon heavily laden with wheat, being 
backed a little too far, for the convenience of shipping, ran over 
the edge of the quay, drawing its fine team of three horses after 
it, and they were all lost. 

 

One fine Morning in September, 1865, two young gentlemen 
were crossing this ferry with their horses, which were 
incautiously placed neck to neck in the boat, when suddenly, 
and at the same moment, the spirited animals as if touched by 
one electric wire, reared aloft, and with a prodigious plunge 
bounded into the river, taking one of the gentlemen close 
prisoner between them! He was standing between the saddles 
with a bridle rein over one arm, and was seen to rise with the 
terrified brutes, and then backwards, and head foremost 
descended with them into the seething waters, where dragged by 
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the tangled rein a considerable distance in the foaming wake, he 
felt each successive concussion (as the horses were striking 
close to his head,) for some time ere it was possible to effect a 
separation. At last the tangle eased off, and being a powerful 
swimmer, a few strokes landed him mens sana in cmpore sano, 
with a two foot telescope and straw hat all right, barring the dip. 
Mr. Richard Upton, of the India Office, was one of the 
horsemen whose gentler fate reserved him a horrified spectator 
of his friend's desperate plunge, and unswerving presence of 
mind; nevertheless, in a phrenzy of excitement, he was at the 
point of leaping in to the rescue, when the dangerous tow-line 
slipped, as it were, and be beheld his companion in arms striking 
boldly out for the shore. 

The horses made a detour, and then nearing the landing, allowed 
themselves to be taken with much meekness, their untoward 
fires being to all appearance, wonderfully cooled down by the 
morning bath. 

Probably this event will long be fresh in the ferryman's memory-
he related it to me very faithfully a short time since. 

These skirting woodlands are rich in ferns, and down some of 
the shady water-courses, and gentle ravines which wind away 
from the numerous little creeks, may be found the Royal 
Osmunda, and Lady-ferns innumerable. 

At the heads of these beautiful inlets too, in laughing June, may 
be found the Golden Waterflag with its sword-like leaves, not 
the less lovely because it is common. Straggling specimens of 
the Gladwyn Iris, (fcdidissima) are also about, these are more 
rare in Cornwall, but oh! "what a falling off is there." Moreover, 
it is ten to one if you do not find the Ragged Robin in close 
neighbourhood to the Yellow Flag; this pretty red flower is 
called by the spaniard "Flbr del Cuclillo," flower of the Cuckoo, 
and what is remarkable it is called by a similar name in several 
countries widely apart; it was also of old called Bachelor's 
Buttons, because as Gerarde says °' of the similitude which these 
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flowers have to the jagged cloth buttons anciently worn in this 
kingdom." 

And it will go hard too, if in these clear runlets you do not find 
the lustrous Forget-me-not; none of these are rare, but they are 
among the most beautiful of old England's wildings.  

And yet this River Fal has things in common with streams that 
are far away. I have seen the hard Fescue Grass and the 
Polypody Fern, thousands of miles from the British Isles, 
mingling side by side with the queer looking denizens of foreign 
lands! 

A little below King Harry the River again bears westerly, and 
we soon get a fair view of 

Trelissick House, 

now being enlarged and greatly improved, with its fine 
Corinthian portico and undulating lawn, the seat of the Hon. 
Mrs. Gilbert : facing round, the noble Harbour lies straight 
before us, and leaving 

Turnaware Point  

 

on the left, where the fine oyster-beds have also been nearly 
rained, we enter the upper waters of 

Carr ick Road, 
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stretching from here to the Black Rock through the middle of 
the Harbour. Now in sailing down Carrick Road, the observant 
eye will not fail to perceive a marked contrast between the 
shorelines; that on the west or right hand being soft and rich, 
whereas on the left the landscape of scant verdure looks hard 
and bleak. Reader, on those bare hills the westerly winds blow 
nearly 300 days in the year, and carry all before them even the 
stunted brushwood on the hedges, seem to be shorn away with a 
gardener' s shears on the weather side! but the western land 
looks very inviting, dotted with rural mansions, among which 
may be noted with its beautiful grounds, the residence of the 
Rev. T. Phillpotts, delightfully situated between Feock Church, 
(which was dedicated in 1264, enlarged in 1844, and is now 
being entirely rebuilt,) and Restronguet Creek, near which is 
Greatwood, a pretty villa on the southern shore.Close upon 
Mylor Creek, an inlet of the Harbour, stands Mylor Church. The 
oldest part seems to date from the time of William Rufus, or 
Henry I, A.D. 1100. It has been restored several times,the last in 
1870, under the careful and zealous superintendance of the then 
Vicar, the Rev. J. W. Murray. 

In the Churchyard there is a stone erected having a carved 
representation of'a ship floating on the waves, and wrecked on a 
rock, and underneath are inscribed these words: "To the memory 
of the warriors, women, and children, who on their return to 
England from the coast of Spain unhappily perished in the 
wreck of the Queen transport, on Trefusis Point, January 14th, 
1814. 

There is also a remarkable yew-tree in this Churchyard, of 
graceful shape and large dimensions. It is about 150 years old, 
measuring in girth about 3 yards, and covering an area with a 
radius of 25 feet from the trunk of the tree to the ring of the 
drooping branches. 

An inspection of the beautifully restored Church, the interesting 
Church-yard and picturesque scenery of their surroundings, is 
well worth half-an-hour's visit from tourists into Cornwall. 
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The Church-town contains besides the Vicarage and Cottages, a 
Royal Dockyard. Within the parish of Mylor are also the 
populous villages of Flushing, Mylor Bridge, and Restronguet. 
A Private Chapel is attached to Carclew House, the mansion of 
Col. Tremayne. 

Restronguet Creek  

into which the great County Adit empts itself, is navigable for 
vessels of about 300 tons to the populous and pretty. village of 
Devoran, which is distant about two miles, and where large 
quantities of coals, timber, &c., are discharged, and copper and 
other ores shipped from our mines, which are connected by 
railroad with Devoran. 

" Between Higher Carrion and Restronguet Creek the largest 
known body of detrital tin-ore has been wrought - at intervals 
within my recollection - by five several parties of speculators in 
succession; by the first two as open-works; but by the other 
three in shafts sunk deeper than the bed of the inlet, and by drifts 
in which the miners worked whilst laden ships sailed over 
head." 

"One party of speculators made a profit of £28,000, and the 
other £50,000 both in open-works. Granules and their flakes of 
gold were now and then found in the tin ground."  

From a valuable paper on the Detrital Tin-ore of Cornwall, by 
W. J. Henwood, F.R.S., F.G.S., in the Journal of the Royal 
Institution of Cornwall.  

On the opposite or southern side is the finely wooded and 
romantic estate of 

Carclew, 

the seat of Lieut.-Col. Tremayne, one of the "noble six 
hundred." 
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"When can their glory fail,? 
O the wild charge they made! 
All the world wondered.  
Honour the charge they made! 
Honour the Light Brigade, 
Noble six hundred!" 

An arm of this river runs from Devoran through the beautiful 
valley of Perran-ar-worthal, with the Falmouth road on one side, 
and the woods of Carclew on the other, but navigable only for 
small boats. At its head is the large and celebrated Iron Foundry 
of Sir F. M. Williams, M.P., where some of the most powerful 
steamengines in the world have and are still being made, giving 
employment to a large number of hands. 

But one estate intervenes now between us and Falmouth, and 
that is the old domain of 

Trefusis. 

On this point of Trefusis in 1814, was wrecked the Queen 
transport, with invalid soldiers, women and children from 
Wellington's army in Spain. She was driven on the rocks in a 
gale, on the 7th January, and became a total wreck. 195 out of 
the 330 on board were drowned - 193 passengers and 2 of the 
crew. 

Trefusis deserves more than a passing notice. The great 
rambling house was long occupied by the old squires of that 
name. Leland says " There dwelleth an auncient gentleman 
called Trefusis at this point of Trefusis," and Cyrus Redding 
relates how Mr. Beckford in his travels, describes a younger 
gentleman here with all the habits of an "auncient," towards the 
latter part of the last century. Mr. Beckford was at Falmouth, 
waiting a fair wind for Portugal, and March 8th, 1787, writes as 
follows:- " What a lovely morning! How glassy the sea; how 
busy the fishing boats; and how fast asleep the wind in its old 
quarter! Towards evening, however, it freshened, and I took a 
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toss in a boat with Mr. Trefusis, whose territories extend half 
round the Bay. His hanging downs, spotted with sheep, and 
intersected by rocky gullies, shaded by tall straight oaks and 
ashes, form a romantic prospect. 

"We drank tea at the capital of these dominions, an antiquated 
mansion, which is placed in a hollow on the summit of a lofty 
hill, and contains many ruinous halls and never ending passages. 
They cannot be said, however, to lead to nothing, like those 
celebrated by Gray in his long story, for Mrs. Trefusis 
terminated the perspective. She is a native of Lausanne. We 
should have very much enjoyed her conversation, but the 
moment tea was over he could not resist leading us round his 
improvements in kennel, stable, and ox-stall, though it was pitch 
dark, and we were obliged to be escorted by grooms and 
groomlings with candles and lanthorns; a very necessary 
precaution, as the wind blew not more violently without the 
house than within. 

"In the course of our peregrinations through halls, pantries, and 
antichambers, we passed a staircase with heavy walnut railing, 
lined from top to bottom with effiges of ancestors that looked 
quite formidable by the horny glow of our lanthorns ; which 
illumination, dull as it was, occasioned much alarm among a 
collection of animals, both furred and feathered, the delight of 
Mr. Trefusis's existence." 

In describing a dinner at Trefusis upon another occasion, he says 
" We had on the table a savoury pig, right worthy of Otaheite, 
and some of the finest poultry I ever tasted; and round the table 
two or three brace of odd Cornish gentlefolks, not deficient in 
humour or originality. About eight in the evening six game 
cocks were ushered into the eating-rooms by two limber lads in 
scarlet jackets'; and after a flourish of crowing, the noble birds 
set to with surprising keenness. Tufts of brilliant feathers soon 
flew about the apartment; but the carpet was not stained with the 
blood of the combatants, for, to do Trefusis justice, he has a 
generous heart, and takes nopleasure in cruelty. The cocks were 
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unarmed, had their spurs cut short, and may live to fight fifty 
such harmless battles." 

This gentleman became Lord Clinton, and was succeeded by 
other lords, but they have long ceased to dwell at Trefusis. "The 
halls of their fathers remain desolate." 

Through the courtesy of Mr. Doble's family, who farm the 
estate, we were of late most pleasantly escorted through the 
gloomy corridors and capacious rooms of this forsaken mansion 
the same that Mr. Beckford traversed 90 years ago, - and a more 
mournful relic of other days it would be hard to conjure up. The 
spacious chimneys up whose ample recesses the blaze of , the 
oak faggots was wont to roar and rumble, are still there, but 
quiet as the grave, and through them the blue sky can easily be 
seen. The mossy window-sills of solid granite, the broken 
walnut stair rail, the mutilated mantle pieces, and the costly 
mouldings fallen from on high, combine with other things to 
perfecta picture of ruin, desolation, and solitude. The park trees 
scattered round look venerable in years, and add the last solemn 
touch to the scene. 

Just under Trefusis, on an arm of the sea which separates it from 
Falmouth, lies the little town of 

Flushing, 

which sprang from Dutch settlers. This water goes up two miles 
to the ancient town of 

Penryn, 

once in the arms of a dense forest, and now the great mart for 
Cornish Granite, huge blocks of which are shipped annually to 
all parts of the kingdom. 

The lively and important seaport town of 

Falmouth 
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was founded by the Killigrews, Lords of Arwenack in the reign 
of James 1st. 

Leland writing in the reign of Henry the 8th, speaks only of the 
castle and Arwenack. He calls it " Mr. Killigrew's place standing 
on the brimme or shore within Falmouth Haven. This place hath 
been of continuance the auncient house of the Kiligrews. The 
very point of the Haven mouth being an hills, whereon the king 
hath builded a castel, is called Pendinant, and longgith to Mr. 
Kiligrew ; it is a mile in cumpace, and is almost environed by 
the se." 

 

There was a rude fortification of entrenchments at 

Pendennis Castle 

from remote times. It was held by John Arundel for the king. 
This Arundel of Trerice was an old man, nearly eighty, but 
game to the toes, as was Sir John Killigrew. "The king's flag 
floated over Pendennis, and the forces of the Parliament held the 
Castle of St. Mawes. No relief could come to the brave 
defenders of the royal cause. The Harbour was sealed by the 
guns of this Castle. Hunger knawed away the strength of the 
mighty. At the last the time came, and the brave Killigrew 
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turned his guns upon his own fair house at the foot of the hill, 
and it fell before Pendennis surrendered. What the king could 
not have, the subject would not enjoy." From the above 
quotation it would seem that Killigrew shared the command of 
the Castle, but another account says " Sir John Killigrew, in 
1646, seeing the affairs of the king to be past all hope of 
retrieval, and Fairfax advancing to the siege of Pendennis 
Castle, with his own hand set fire to his noble house at 
Arwenack, that evil men might not find shelter there." 

Alas! for this noble house, where Hale says Killigrew 
entertained Sir Walter Raleigh, on his return from Guinea to the 
shores of Falmouth Harbour, and even built the travelled knight 
a bower at some little distance, that he might enjoy his 
,supernatural and unearthly fumes" unmolested; and 'tis added 
that Sir Walter lent important aid in the building of the new 
town by way of honourable reprisals. 

Well Fairfax came and besieged the Castle by sea and by land, 
and old Arandel held out until the last pasty was done, and then 
made honourable terms. Fairfax being deceived by the bold 
bearing of the garrison; and Pendennis was the very last fortress 
which held out for the king; for though Ragland in 
Monmouthshire surrendered two days later, the treaty for its 
surrender began three days before that of the Cornish Castle; 
both surrendered in August. 

Falmouth is the old Packet Station,. and hopes to become so 
again, in virtue of its natural right, being the first port that a ship 
can make, with an unrivalled harbour holding the flags of all 
nations, and in which, twenty years ago, the whole British Navy 
might ride. Our gunboats of today could, perhaps, hardly do so 
in safety. 

Below the Castle are the Docks built of late years, and outside 
falling back to the west, is 

Swanpool, 
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so named from Killigrew's swans; famous for eels, and an 
unlimited quantity of the whitest, and smoothest of all white 
pebbles, which show to great advantage between the full box-
edgings of our southern flower-knots. The views from the Castle 
drive must be seen to be admired as they deserve. 

And now gentle reader we have reached the extreme limit on 
one side, but we have not quite made the circuit of the Harbour. 

Perhaps, some fine morning you may return with me to 
Turnaware Point, and we will cruise down close under the 
eastern land to St. Antony, past the hoar cliffs whose rugged 
sides are adorned with brilliant tufts of the Sea-pink, once called 
Our Lady's Cushion, and which grows with equal sauciness of 
freedom on the tops of high mountains ; here it is beautifully 
contrasted with snowy patches of the Sea Campion, and through 
the rifts of the most inaccessible scars climbs the 

Samphire, 

whose salty, pungent flavour, is much esteemed. How correctly 
in miniature does a sprig of this same Samphire represent the 
branching horns of a Fallow Deer 

At the upper entrance of Carrick Road, and in most of the 
Harbour shallows float very conspicuously at half tide, long 
tresses of that remarkable weed, Chorda filum, familiarly known 
as Dead Men's Ropes, having frequently entangled swimmers in 
their slimy embraces; some of them spin out a long attenuated 
rope 40 feet in length. 

The cliffs along which we are now coasting, are not very 
stupendous, but they cut sheer down to the water's edge; where, 
at low tide we may find some pretty nooks and natural basins 
floored entirely with shells. 

It is when peering down into these calm, clear, mysterious 
depths, and scanning the pure, sparkling floor below, that we 
feel almost a desire to follow Torquil's lead 
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"And plunge into the ocean's hollow." 

About half way between Turnaware and Messack the cliff is 
intersected by a curious red gritty stone, containing Mica, which 
springs into ,a tiny arch on the shore line; and not far from this 
arch there is an old mine adit, profound, and dark, and dismal, 
burrowing a long way under the superincumbent mass of cliff, 
but how far 'tis hard to say, for the thick gloom, and plashy 
floor, added to the sombre dripping of water, render the research 
anything but inviting. 

What a place for goods contraband! The spleenworts have hung 
their tapestry within, and help with loose boulders to hide the 
chasm. 

We shall soon arrive at 

St. Just Greek, 

whose bulwark is Messack Point, to which place the maritime 
rights of Truro were long since restricted by court of law. The 
Mayor of Truro sailed round the Black Rock for the last time, in 
1703, when Falmouth could stand it no longer, and bringing the 
matter to an issue at law, won the jurisdiction of its own waters. 

On the 25th May, 1704, the limits of the Port of Truro were 
settled by commissioners appointed for that purpose. The limits 
of such Port in the Truro river are from Messack point, on the 
east side of the river, to a point called Tarra point, on the south-
west side of the river, a bound stone is set up there (marked 
"T.B.") between Mylor dock-yard and Trefusis point, and on the 
eastern side the letters "T.B." are out in a rock at Messack point. 

The Boundary of the Port is renewed by the Corporation of 
Truro every six years, and an old custon is always observed on 
these occasions, namely, that of arresting a man at each 
boundary for a debt of £999 19s. 11¾d., for which amount he 
gives bail and is then set free; this is done under a writ issued 
from the ancient court of record of the Borough. 
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Within this little bay, behind those forlorn hills, like the Land of 
Goshen amid the plagues of Egypt, most sweetly nestles the 
interesting 

Church of St. Just, 

handsomely painted and decorated by the Rector's own hand. No 
cultured imagination could picture a fairer earthly paradise than 
this! The timehonoured Parsonage crowning a gentle eminence 
behind the Church, is the beau-ideal of an English home; the 
embodyment of rural happiness and tranquility! A place where 
care and sorrow would seem long since to have died a natural 
death, or,.rather, never to have dared to come. Down the quaint 
rustic gardens course the laughing rivulets, while the balmy air 
redolent with nature's incense, and spangled with bees and 
butterflies, re-echoes to the "woodnote wild" of many a 
warbling pipe. We have only to add that the genial urbanity of 
the Rev. Winstanly Carlyon harmonises with, and makes him 
worthy of such a home. The Church was dedicated in 1261, and 
last restored in 1875. 

Now heading south across 

St. Just Pool  

the best anchorage, (where the bottom consists of coral sand, 
long dredged for manure,) we shall pass H.M.S. "Ganges," and 
quickly arrive at 

St. Mawes Castle, 

built by the eighth Henry, in 1542, and held for the king by Sir 
Richard Vyvyan, who surrendered some little time before his 
friend over the way. 

"No other signs of life were here when St. Maws came to live by 
the fountain beneath us. He was of a noble family in Wales, but 
he wished to earn a nobility in heaven. So from his earliest 
youth he gave himself to God's service, and at last came hither 
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to be at peace with God. He fixed his dwelling by a clear well 
gushing from the rock, and carved himself a chair of stone, in 
which he sat; and from this place he looked upon the land 
opposite, then clothed with low oaks, entangled and woven 
together by their flat tops, so that beneath them was good shelter 
from the cold rains of autumn. The heights only were bare of 
trees, but covered and coloured with the rh6s or heath which 
gives a name to the cluster of four parishes which we call 
Roseland......... He learned himself; he learned his God; he 
learned to live or die ; to be alone, or to be in the city, as it 
might be. This place was the School of St.Maws. Here he 
educated his soul; God and His works and his own heart were 
his study. And thus we know him, calling him, here by various 
names, Mauditus, Maudid, Mat, or Mawe, and long after his 
death, his well, his chair, his chapel, bare him witness. The well 
we see; vestiges of the chapel have been observed by the living, 
and may yet be made manifest by the spade. At the Reformation 
his picture, and a stone chair, said to be his, were in the chapel." 

In the rear of the Castle is the straggling little town of 

St Mawes, 

which, before the passing of the Reform Bill in 1832, returned 
two members to Parliament. Of late years it has been much 
improved by the addition of pretty residences and a new sea 
wall. Over against St. Mawes is Place House and 

8t. Antony Church;  

here once stood a Priory of Black Canons, called St. Mary de 
Vale, subordinate to that of Plymton. In August, 1537, the King 
is said to have landed here, and informed the Prior of the 
inevitable doom then pending over him and his church; shortly 
after the brethren were forcibly ejected, and their church which 
laid claim to great architectural beauty, was ruthlessly despoiled. 
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But the Prior left his curse behind him, which it would appear, 
clung with considerable tenacity to the unlucky layman, Thomas 
Godwen, who . became the first possessor of the rifled lands of 
St. Mary de Vale; for he lost the whole of his fair family in 
succession, and the day his last daughter was buried, he capped 
the climax by throwing himself into the sea. 

And now we will moor our boat, and ascending the heights of 
St. Antony, take a farewell view. 

Just below, on Zone Point, the Lighthouse rears its flashing 
head, shedding its revolving rays far over the wintry main. 
There are the two castles grim sentinels of the Harbour! From 
the far one Queen Henrietta Maria sailed for France, in 1646; 
between them lies the 

Black Rock, 

with its warning spire, and deep passages on either side. 

We are viewing the Cenio Ostium of Ptolemy. Peradventure 

"Creeks and Phoenicians here of old have been, Fetching from 
hence furs, hides, and corn, and tin, Before great Caesar fought 
Cassibelyn."  

some writers have even supposed the Black Rock to be the 
"Island" (Ikta) of Diodorus Siculus, but perhaps we had better 
resign all claim to the Ictis, in favour of Mount St. Michael. One 
of the old writers says "This Harbour of Fal, as mariners declare, 
is in all respects the largest and safest haven for ships which this 
island of Britain affords," and again, "All which branches of this 
noble harbour are overlooked by pleasant hills and vales of land, 
and within the memory of man abounding with flourishing 
woods and groves of timber, and before that time, Leland in his 
Itinerary tells us that this River Vale was in his day 
encompassed about with the loftiest woods, oaks and timber 
trees that this kingdom afforded." 
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How many a storm-tossed bark has made for this southern haven 
of Britain! and with what joy have many a beating heart gained 
its portal, and gliding from the dark, raging storms without, into 
its friendly recesses, dropped anchor with a profound blessing! 

And how dear the first sight of this harbour is to the wanderer 
from "The Rocky Land of Strangers," bearing up from the 
Cassiterides, past the Longships and the Lizard, for Father-land, 
the writer of this sketch knows, but words can never tell! 

 

 


