




The Battery P.H. 
 

In connection with the demolition of the Wheatsheaf at Saltash Waterside thoughts turn to 

the pending archaeological survey of the site, in particular the Civil War Battery that was 

once thought to be located in the area.  One clue is that there was a Public House on the 

Waterside just to the left of the Wheatsheaf and slightly further inland called ‘The 

Battery’. Records revealed very little but the Ordinance Survey Map of 1856 shows the 

location of the building. 

 
 

I don’t know how the survey decided which structures warranted mention on their maps as 

the Passage House Inn and the Wheatsheaf, the two largest inns on the Waterside are not 

individually named, but luckily for us the Union Inn and the Battery Public House are. 

A look at the maps for 1883, 1896 and 1908 all show the building still in situ but none 

give its use. The site became part of Saltash Gas Works but later maps also show a 

building at the same location up to the 1950’s but nothing after the clearance of the late 

50’s. This would suggest that the building itself may have survived as a structure in some 

form until then. 

Does it shed any light on the location of the Civil War Battery? Not really except that 

there was probably a battery in the area.  They were usually located very close to the 

water’s edge and at prominent points to give the widest arc of fire. The location in front of 

the Battery Inn had a clear view across the river but also down the river to the Hamoze. Its 

field of vision would have crossed with that of the battery near Wearde Quay. 

There is some speculation if and how thorough any archaeological survey will be, but 

hopefully it will provide some answers. 

 

 



 
Photograph taken across the river c1890 showing the Wheatsheaf on the right and to its 

left and set back another building which could have been the Battery Public House 

Bruce Hunt    

How many baths did tenants have? 

Tribunal hears the versions 
 

DEVON and Cornwall Rent Tribunal was told yesterday that two tenants were having as 

many as five baths a week with the result that other tenants were without hot water. The 

two tenants at Hamilton House, Herbert Road, Torquay, Mr. and Mrs. S. Scarlett, denied 

this and claimed they only had baths once in ten days in the last few weeks. Mr. Scarlett 

was asking for his rent to be reduced since he considered he was not receiving value for 

his money in hot water and central heating. —The landlord, Mr. S. Duncan, was charging 

them £43.70 per calendar month and the couple thought this increase from £37.70 was 

unfair, because there was hardly any hot water when they got up in the morning or when 

they came home from work at night. Their rooms were also cold at the same times, they 

claimed. 

"We have never had hot water in the morning for the last nine months," said Mr. Scarlett. 

Mrs. Scarlett, a nurse, said her profession demanded cleanliness and because she was 

unable to get a bath for 10 days at a time she had to stand in front of an electric fire and 

wash all over. 

Mr. S. Vincent, one of the other tenants, said the Scarletts used hot water at all times of 

the day and were vary inconsiderate. 

"I never had any trouble getting hot water before they came," he said. 

Also tenant Mr. K. Phillips, also a tenant, told the tribunal that the Scarletts kept knocking 

on the bathroom door when he was using the shower, and he admitted he was abusive to 

Mrs. Scarlett on one occasion. He maintained the couple and a teenage boy who was 

living with them were using too much water. 

"No one could provide enough hot water for them," he said. 

Mr. A. Gordon Bellingham said the tribunal accepted the evidence of Mr. Phillips, the 

other tenants and of the landlord, that the Scarletts used too much water. 

However, he reduced the rent to £8.50 with six months security of tenure, because of the 

size of the flat and services provided. Rates were to be added and he left the amount to the 

landlord, but suggested one ninth. 
Herald Express. 5 May 1975                                                                             Antony Bates 



Premonitions and poison. 
 

The following are two stories of mystery, which may leave you with more questions than 

answers. Even though they take place across the water, the locations and landmarks will 

be very familiar to you.  

 

A visitation of God? 
On Sunday 20

th
 January 1839, Mrs Susanah Davey died at home. The coroner’s verdict 

was “died by the Visitation of God". Believe it or not, this was a very common reason 

recorded as the reason for numerous deaths. It was attributed to anyone who died 

unexpectedly or suddenly with no apparent reason.  It wasn’t until 1874 with the passing 

of a Births and Deaths Registration Act where it became compulsory to give the cause of 

death. If she had lived past 1874 her cause of death most likely, would have been recorded 

as a stroke. However, even though her death was sudden, was it as unexpected as we are 

led to believe? 

68-year-old Mrs Davey was the Landlady of the Ring of Bells on Woolster Street. (Now, 

Vauxhall street). It was said she ran the place with upmost propriety. Kind and decent, she 

would always help those in need. Having been a widow for 14 years, she continued to 

work hard and at the time of her death, it was said that she was the oldest Landlady in 

Plymouth.  

 

“Photo from the lost pubs project”. 

On the morning of the 20
th

, she undertook the short walk from the Ring Of Bells, to 

Charles’ church. She walked through the cemetery and stood in front of a newly erected 

tombstone. The tombstone was in remembrance of her husband and of her sister. As she 

stood contemplating the fragility of life, she took suddenly ill. Luckily, a passer-by caught 

her before she fell to the floor. She was helped into a carriage, which took her home.  

During this time, she didn’t speak a word and seemed not to recognise anyone. Medical 

aid was given, but with no avail. Susannah died at around 2 o clock that afternoon, in the 

place she had worked and lived in for many years. So far, there is nothing mysterious with 



this story especially as she was 68 years old, which was over 20 years older than the 

average lifespan at this time. However, before leaving for her walk to the church, she had 

asked her servant to air a dress by the fire for her. This white dress, trimmed with lace, 

was bought a few years before, for one purpose only, it was what she desired to be buried 

in.  

It was typical for women 

in labour to lay out their 

chosen burial outfit, in 

preparation for the 

unthinkable, yet 

conceivably possible. 

However, it was a 

strange request from a 

seemingly healthy 

woman. Did she really 

predict her own death? 

Was the morning’s trip 

to visit her husband and 

sister a chance to tell 

them she will join them 

soon?  

The Tudor built inn was demolished after suffering the same fate as the nearby Charles 

church and nothing, apart from a few photos remain. Well, nothing apart from an iconic 

feature you have probably passed through yourself.  The main door’s stone arch was 

moved a few hundred meters to Looe street, where it proudly stands today. 

 

Next time you walk through, 

think about all the people. 

before you, who had walked 

under the stone threshold. 

Take a moment to conjure up 

the sights, sounds and smells 

of a busy Victorian inn. 

Walk under the arch and 

imagine being greeted by the 

kind, diligent and possibly 

prophetic Mrs Susannah 

Davey.  

 

Carly Bennett 

 



Trematon Pound 
 

An Animal Pound was an enclosed area where farm animals that had strayed from their 

owners’ property were taken by the finder and could be reclaimed by their owner. 

 

Trematon Pound is a small stone built structure sited adjacent to the crossroads, opposite 

Trematon Manor on the corner of Board Lane and Duck Lane. 

It measures approximately 25ft east-west and 18ft north-south. The walls survive to a 

height of up to 8ft on the north side, but the other three sides have been reduced in the 

interest of visibility for road users. There is an entrance on the east side. It is shown on the 

1st edition OS 25" map of 1880 and subsequent editions. 

A recent attempt to have the 

Pound at Trematon listed by Peter 

Clements was turned down. 

 

Martin Lister writes… 

As Secretary of Saltash Old 

Cornwall Society I have the file of 

correspondence relating to the 

restoration project.  As to its 

history I cannot add much to what 

is on the plaque in the pound. 

It is believed to be centuries old, 

possibly medieval but this is 

unknown. 

 

It probably fell into disuse in the early 

19
th
 century.  In early 20

th
 century, 

around 1910 village postman Les 

Vosper had a tin hut in the pound 

where he rested and sorted mail. 

In 1996 Saltash Old Cornwall Society 

decided that its restoration would be a 

society project in accordance with the 

society motto “Gather up the 

fragments that none may be lost”, with 

Saltash Town Council support it was 

carried out.   

On the 27
th of

 January 2001 Mayor Joe 

Ellison opened the restored pound, 

commentating that it was probably the 

oldest property in Saltash Town 

Council ownership. He also noted that 

restoration was carried using mortar 

and cow dung in the traditional style. 

Thanks to Peter Clements and Martin Lister 



My War 
 

I was aged 13 when war was declared on 3rd September 

1939. At 1am the Prime Minister, Neville Chamberlain, 

told us on the radio that 'We were at war with Germany'. 

After the announcement the National Anthem was played. 

My Uncle, staying with us at the time, a first world war, 

soldier, immediately sprung to attention, much to the 

amusement of us kids. By 2.0pm, my mother had taped 

all the windows to stop us all being shredded by broken 

glass when the bombs fell. 

We lived in Kimberley Terrace at the time, overlooking 

what is now the football stadium, but in 1939 was a field 

full of grazing cows. In our back garden was an Anderson 

shelter, half sunk into the earth, which we were supposed 

to crawl into when the air raid siren sounded. Beyond the 

field of cattle we could see Warfelton sports field, which soon became the site of a 

barrage balloon, manned by RAF personnel based in the old cricket pavilion. Food 

rationing was soon introduced and being a vegetarian the rest of my family benefitted 

from my meat ration, whilst I got stuck into their cheese allowance. 

I was still at school at North Road, when Saltash was bombed in April 1941. The school 

was damaged that night and I never returned as I was then 15 and about to enter the world 

of work. 

The obvious place of employment was the Dockyard, so I took an exam to be accepted as 

an apprentice, and started my working life in the electrical branch. The first change in life 

style was the length of the working day. We started at 7 am, which meant getting out of 

bed at about 5.45am, taking a 15 minute walk to the railway station to make sure we did 

not miss the 6.35 rail car which got to Keyham station about 650am, allowing me to clock 

in at my place of work before 7.0. 

The lunch break was from 12 to 1.30pm, most of that time spent doing homework for the 

Dockyard School, attending which was compulsory. We attended the school on three 

evenings a week, so on those days I left home at 6.15 in the morning and got back there 

around 9.0pm. 

Eventually a youth club was started in Saltash in a hall above the old abattoir in Elwell 

Road, where we played endless games of table tennis, darts and card games and arranged 

cycling trips to places like Kit Hill and Looe. It was at the youth club that I met my future 

wife. Dockyard apprentices had their call up deferred until they had completed their 5 

years of training, so I was due to join the services in 1946, but by then, the war was over. 

However when reaching the age of 18 everyone was required to do some form of service 

and I became a fireman. Luckily for me this was early 1944 and air raids were long gone. 

The highlight of the war at Saltash was the dance at the Guildhall every Saturday night. 

Apart from us locals there were servicemen from various countries, like France, 

Czechoslovakia and Poland and from late 1943 the Americans. 

It all came to an end in 1945, and Saltash counted the cost in lives and structural damage. 

It had all been an experience which we hope would never happen again. 

David J Coles 



Station Visit 
 

Early in August the committee visited the railway station for a look round the newly 

refurbished building and took the opportunity for a group photo, this was the first time 

since ‘covid’ struck that we have all met together without restriction. 

Luckily the visit coincided with the removal of the fence that for many years had 

separated the building from the platform so we had the novel experience of walking out of 

the building directly onto the platform. 

 

 
Photo Rachel Ellis 

 

A new fence will be erected to separate the building from the platform, but it will be a 

much more sympathetic affair and will have opening sections opposite the double doors to 

give direct access when required, for perhaps an important visitor.  

Deputy Mayor Richard Bickford explained how the building had been restored and what 

problems the council and contractors had to overcome to maintain the character of the old 

building, yet bring it up to modern standards. Something we all agreed had been achieved,  

It really is impressive and will be a great asset to the town which after all is the ‘Gateway 

to Cornwall’. 

Bruce Hunt    

 

 

 



A reminder of how things were 
 

 
The interior in 2013 

 

 
The platform side of the building, many peoples first view of Saltash. 



Letters to an Editor (past & present) 
 

Dear Sirs.   
 

There have been items in recent Heritage Magazines on music celebrities, written by F.J. 

Pearn.  I don’t know if there is any connection, but the Organist and Choirmaster at St 

Nicholas and Faith, when I was a chorister approx. 1939-1945, was Ernest Pearn and 

whether you would want to research and perhaps publish an article about him if suitable. 

Mr Pearn worked in the Dockyard and suffered serious facial injuries and scarring, I think 

from an incendiary bomb in one of the attacks on the Dockyard. 

 

Choirboys were paid 3/- (Three shillings/15 new pence) per quarter. ie. for 13 weeks, with 

reductions for missed services and additions for Weddings (one shilling) and funerals (six 

pence) I believe. 

Additional treats at Christmas included a party at Mr. Pearn’s house (not far from the 

church at the top of Lower Fore Street) – his daughter was domestic science teacher at the 

Grammar School – and a visit to the Pantomime at the Palace Theatre, Plymouth on 

Boxing Day. 

 

By coincidence in the April magazine was a mention of documents you have from the 

estate of Warwick Jones who was in the choir at about the same time, although he was a 

year or so older than I and his father was in the choir at the same time. 

This may not be the sort of article you would wish to research and publish, but I have 

many vivid and happy memories of those times and thoroughly enjoy all the Saltash 

history that your magazine reveals to me. 

 

Yours faithfully D.S Lane,  

159 Langdale Road, Bakersfield,  

Nottingham NG3 7FE 
 

 

Dear Sir, 
 

An unknown, 30-foot deep well, full of water, was discovered beneath a cottage( behind 

No. 33 Fore Street when that cottage was demolished in preparation for the new road to 

the Tamar Bridge twenty years ago. 

Another well was under the back of No. 34, and yet another behind No. 35 Fore Street. 

The latter was not found although I knew where the remains of the pump were. These 

three wells are now under the middle of the present road from the Tamar Bridge, near the 

roundabout. 

Two were filled in. If the wheel of a juggernaut goes through the road one day we shall all 

know where the third well was! 

The well behind Mr. Elliott's shop did not conform to the accepted picture of what a well 

should look like—a round pit. It was an oblong room, about 12 feet by 20 feet, and 

underneath the floor of the wine and beer store. 

There was a removable section—about 18 inches square—cut in the wooden floor and 

underneath that a two-inch thick slate section, about a foot square. The water level varied 



from about three to six feet down, and the depth was unknown—probably about 12 feet. 

Anyone falling in would never come out alive, for even with torch it appeared pitch dark! 

There was an old pump in the next building. 

My father sometimes threw unwanted articles down there. One day I heard him shout and 

rushed out to find he had slipped down as far as his shoulders, gripping the floor edge 

with one hand and with his other arm stretched out over the floor I found that he could 

hold on while I went next door for help. Had the opening been any wider he would 

certainly have gone down into the water. As it was he suffered a broken collar-bone! 

That was when it became generally known in Saltash that the well was there, but we had 

known about it for a dozen years before the first World War. No heavy cases were ever 

put on that part of the floor. 

F. E. ELLIOTT. 

34 Fore Street, Saltash. 

Feb 1980                                                                                         Thanks to Anthony Bates 

 

 

Sir, 
 

Several Persons having expressed their desire that the re-establishment of a Floating 

Bridge across the River Tamar, at - the Saltash Ferry, should be effected, and signified 

their intention of taking shares in the proposed undertaking, Notice is hereby given that 

PUBLIC MEETINGS will be held, at the  

NEW INN, in CALLINGTON, on TUESDAY, the 17th day of OCTOBER, 1843, at One 

o'clock in the afternoon;  

GREEN DRAGON HOTEL, in SALTASH, on WEDNESDAY, the 18th day of 

OCTOBER, 1843, at Three o'clock in the afternoon; 

WHITE HART HOTEL, in LAUNCESTON, on THURSDAY, the 19th day of 

OCTOBER, 1843, at One o'clock in the afternoon, preparatory to the formation of a 

Public Company for carrying out the above object, when your attendance is particularly 

requested. 
 

We are, 

Sir, 

Your very obedient Servants, 

Woollcombe, Square, Stephens, Prance. 

Plymouth, 13th October, 1843. 
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Photograph information 
 

How many of you have a box or boxes of photographs from you parents and grandparents. 

You feel you can’t throw them away but don’t know what to do with them. At the same 

time you have boxes, albums and computer files of all your photograph and I bet very few 

of them are captioned. I know I am guilty but probably not as bad as most. 

One man, Douglas Vosper took the trouble to not only caption his photographs but others 

he had acquired. Not only that, he updated the captions when more information came to 

light, or when circumstances changed. 
 

 

 
His collection is now a valuable source of information and the heart of our collection. 



Saltash Furry Dance 
 

Was part of Pound Day in the 1930's, and the proceeds went to St Barnabas Hospital. 

This photo, taken from upstairs of Elliot's shop, shows Saltash Working Men's Club Band 

at the head of the procession, followed by children and staff from the County School, 

Girls School and the Brownies. And what a huge crowd! 

To the left is the archway leading into Alexandra Square, Saltash Sailing Club (now The 

Essa Club), Stanlake's Dairy and the Railway Hotel.  

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The children were 

followed by the adults in 

this photo at the top of 

Fore St 



Grand Family History & Local History Day 
 

The South East Cornwall Museums Forum are delighted to 

announce they will be presenting for the 5th year 

 
A FREE day when visitors can browse the many stalls in the 

Liskeard Public Hall, West Street, Liskeard 

Saturday 18th June 2022 

10.0am – 3.0pm 

The hall is booked and we hope to have as many as 26 

exhibitors, like the Cornwall Family History Society, the Devon 
Family History Society & lots of different museums from both, 

Devon and Cornwall, archive centres and local history groups. 

We hope this year to welcome the Commonwealth War Graves 

Commission also. 

All the exhibitors will be able to access research material and be 

able to help you with your research. 

Plenty of parking close by and disabled access. 
If permitted we hope to have our Naafi canteen open with Tea 

and coffee, home-made cakes and sandwiches. 

So pop the date into your diary and we will look forward to 

welcoming you. 

For further information contact Lizzy at the museum. 

 


