
CHIMNEY ROCK and MORWELL ROCK 

Although Rosy has undergone her training, she was unfamiliar with this particular walk and as no 

other trained leaders were available, I stepped into the role with Rosy as my chaperone. So as soon 

as everyone had signed in, it was just a matter of time before we were walking towards the Tree 

Surfers, then we turned right and right again continuing gradually uphill before the path levelled off 

between fenced in meadows. The usual ponies came 

over to welcome us back but it is so long since we last 

walked this route here at the Tamar Trails at 

Gulworthy that today’s entire journey felt a little bit 

like visiting old friends but not quite remembering 

where they lived! On we went through the underpass 

and later across a quiet lane where it was time to 

pause while everyone re-assembled before setting off 

ahead into Morwell Wood. 

But….if you go down to the woods 

today, you may be in for big 

surprise as quite a transformation 

has taken place since we were last here 17 months ago, ahead the pine trees 

are thinner, allowing their leaves to glow as the light passes through them. It is 

obvious from the deep rutted tyre marks in the damp patches that some 

pretty heavy machinery was brought in at some point to fell and remove so 

many trees, something like the vehicle in this photo maybe.  

The air today was rich with the fragrance of leaves and loam and the only movement 

besides us humans was the occasional bird. Discarded, long-dead branches were 

lining some of the paths making our route virtually un-recognisable causing me to wonder 

as I walked, whether we were going the right way. Fallen pine needles and cones of all 

shapes and sizes littered the ground and even the sound of our own footfalls were silent as 

Rosy and I strolled along leading the group onwards; they meanwhile chattered quietly 

behind us completely trusting me and oblivious of the doubtful thoughts filling my head. 

 Nevertheless, after turning right and heading downhill and then going left, I was 

delighted to see this post…..we were on the right path after all. 

After following this much narrower route through native trees 

for a while, a handful of the newsest walkers then veered off 

and headed down an uncertain path; their aim was to reach the 

rock face of Chimney Rock and witness first hand the sweeping 

views of Gunnislake that they had heard so much about as this 

large village hugged the hillside opposite, while way down below the 

houses, the silent River Tamar meanders  its way through the valley. 

As soon as everyone was back from their detour, Rosy and I set off again 

with today’s walkers  spread out behind us until we were back on the 



original track, this then climbed gradually 

uphill with pines on the left and leafier trees 

on the right but I was feeling so much calmer 

now as I knew the way from here. Way down 

in the valley came the unmistakeable smell of 

sawdust and the sound of a chain saw, Phil 

joked that maybe they were making benches 

for us to sit on next time we come this way! 

After passing the sign to Pleasure Rock it was 

just a stone’s throw from here to our final destination of Morwell Rock. 

Victorians were renowned for picnicking near both Chimney Rock and Morwell Rock after having 

arrived in the area by charabanc, but long before there was ever a fence where some of us were 

standing; they were able to make their way right to the edge. It is reported that in 1883, one of them 

once said, “There is hardly in all of Devon a finer view that that from the summit”. As can be seen 

below, Morwell Rocks rise 400feet straight up out of the water in a landscape carved out when the 

glaciers melted during one of the Ice Ages. 

For those aboard a sailing boat heading that way it looked like they would crash right into the rocks 

but then a sudden dog-leg bend known as the Impham Turn appeared in the river; apparently it took 

all the skill of the skipper to negotiate especially it is said, if another vessel 

was coming towards them. Were we to peer over the edge today, we 

would glimpse the River 

Tamar zig-zagging 

through the valley 

around the Impham 

Turn as seen here in 

this old engraving, 

although I am sure 

there would be much 

more growth two 

centuries on. 

After spending a short 

time here we needed to return along the 

footpath the 

way we had come but missing out the detour down to Chimney 

Rock this time around. Silence reigned supreme with birdsong 

coming in lulls and bursts and the smell of sawdust and pine still 

hanging in the air. With my mind at ease, walking here became a 

joy; I felt a great happiness which I knew would last for many days 

to come.  However, I was also aware that we still had a long way to 

go although a trek always appears shorter on the return journey 

than it did on the way out. Finally, about 1.15pm the end was in 

sight as we eyed the car park up ahead. 



 

 

 

 

 


