
HINGSTON DOWN and the DANESCOMBE VALLEY (version no.1) 

Few of us were born here in the west-country but with the entire British Isles to choose from, it is 

either the county of Devon or the county of Cornwall that everyone in our group has chosen to 

settle; the River Tamar meanwhile links us all together via one or other of its bridges. Our meeting 

point today was the bus stop at Calstock quayside on the Cornish side of the river where a bus was 

imminent and would shortly be whisking us all up to the top of the valley for another popular walk. 

Sure enough, less than ten minutes later the bus was departing down Sand Hill towards Gunnislake 

village minus two thirds of its passengers who were now following Maggie along towards Crow Lane. 

This unmade road and the track beyond then carried us right up onto Hingston Down but as always 

there is much to see along the way if we are not too engrossed in conversation to notice.  

Ray explained as we passed our allotment that as it is still early in the year we don’t have much 

growing at present but despite this a few still wanted to see for themselves.  Further along at a bend 

in the road stood the 20 acre Roundbarrow Farm/Nursery where a discussion took place as to the 

identity of some shrubs beside one of the poly-tunnels. Although rainwater had eroded the surface 

of the path over the centuries exposing the bedrock, many of us were surprised at the difference to 

the vegetation since we were last here; unseen hands (and machinery) had cut down many of the 

old and decaying hawthorns that had been choked to death by ivy on either side of the path.  

It was plain to see once everyone had re-regrouped in 

the glorious sunshine, that some of the clothing we 

were wearing back at Calstock had now been 

removed as it really was quite warm. Record 

temperatures for the month of February are being 

experienced right across Britain this year with 20C 

being reached in many places and it’s still officially 

winter! This time last year the U.K. was being hit by 

blizzards with widespread snowfall right across the 

country between late February and March which the 

media dubbed ‘The Beast from the East’, no wonder 

we British are renowned for talking about the weather!  

If we ignored the tangle of encroaching brambles at the very top of Hingston Down and 

glanced instead over the wire fence on our right, we could just see the edge of Hingston 

Quarry but few of us had any idea just how deep the present owners, Hanson Aggregates, 

had actually excavated over the years.  This stunning photo below was taken by a company 

called ‘Kite Vision’ who flew their drones across the area back in 2014 and it not only shows 

the depth of the quarry but how it sits in 

the landscape close to the ruined engine 

house on top of Hingston Down. 

The 1880 Ordnance Survey map shows nine 

quarries within half a mile of Gunnislake including 

Pearson’s which employed 200 men and about 

half a dozen quarries in Clitters Wood on the 



banks of the Tamar of which Snowden’s was the largest. However, the only operational quarries 

remaining in the Tamar Valley these days are Greystone Quarry on the Devon side of the Tamar and 

this one on Hingston Down in Cornwall. Frequent blasting takes place which shakes the foundations 

of the houses in St Ann’s Chapel, including the one that Ray and I live in; but as yet no cracks have 

appeared as far as we know!  

A haze hung over Plymouth in the distance which was a shame as the beautiful view of the Tamar 

Valley that we had come to expect was today obscured so  a few who had never seen the ruined 

mine before, set off in that direction instead.  After scaling the steps up into the former engine 

house I was saddened to see 

blue graffiti had been sprayed 

on the walls inside, a menace 

rarely seen in these parts. Re-

joining the rest of the group we 

all sat in the bright sunshine 

enjoying a short break before 

setting off again down Old Mine 

Lane with its peculiar stile 

beside a gate about half way 

down. Continuing along the 

sound of traffic got louder, but this was just a 

temporary blip that had to be endured before a 

footpath and a quiet lane carried us to 

Todsworthy. Here we followed Maggie down a 

field towards a rather dodgy stile in the corner. A 

small flight of stone steps beyond that led to a 

footpath 

edged with 

a stream. 

As we 

awaited our 

turn to 

cross I 

spotted some daffodils growing in a sloping field nearby 

where it was still possible to trace the rows they were 

originally planted in back in the days of market Gardening. 

Gravity carried the stream downwards but after the recent dry spell of weather; at least the water 

wasn’t encroaching across the rocky footpath as has so often been the case in the past both here 

and through the Danescombe Valley. By the time we 

had reached Cotehele’s holiday lets a few people were 

flagging somewhat and hinting that a piggy back ride 

along Lower Kelly would be helpful while one couple 

actually sat on their bench for a few minutes respite 

before the final stretch. 



 

 

 


