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When Ida and I went 
researching at Shebbear I 
found in the Bible Christian 
magazines a diary of the 
voyage that my husband 
Ted’s relative the Rev 
Thomas J Cory went on to 
Australia. This voyage 
which departed from 
Plymouth took place in 
1877/8. There was one Bible 
Christian magazine missing 
at Shebbear but I knew they 
had some at Redruth and 
although their collection has 
gaps too, I was lucky and 
found the missing one, with 
the first instalment, at 
Redruth. 
 

Even though there is not a 
lot about Mr and Mrs Cory it 
makes interesting reading 
because these extracts give 
us a vivid description of just 
what it was like for people 
on board ship during the 
long journey. Des Cory, 
Thomas’s grandson, was 
thrilled to discover how his 
ancestor reached Australia. 
 

  

 

Kate Pearce standing by the bookcase 
 containing the Bible Christian magazines at Shebbear College.  

 
Shebbear College Research   

by Kate Pearce 

Photograph by Ida Birch 
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Notes by Rev. W.H. Keast on the voyage of s.s. 
Cuzco from Plymouth to Australia 1877/1878 on 
which the Rev. T.J. and  Mrs. Cory were also 
passengers. 
 

St. Vincent, Cape de Verde Islands, October 4th 1877 
 

Dear Mr. Editor, 
 

A few “Notes” posted here will be in time for your 
Magazine for November*.  Let me here state that Mr. 
Cory and Mr. Haggar have requested me, being the senior, 
to act as journalist.  I readily accept the pleasing task.  It 
may not be out of place, first, to say a word about the 
vessel, - a steam-ship of 3,000 horse-power, and 3,845 
tons gross register, 425 feet long – and of her 400 
passengers.  Her usual speed is about 14 miles an hour 
and by old travellers on board is said to possess very good 
accommodation; and certainly no fault can be found with 
the provisions.  The passengers represent at least six 
nationalities, viz., Scotch, English, Irish, French, Germans 
and Dutch.  A “stowaway” has a villainous countenance 
and most repulsive contour.  I will not hazard a conjecture 
from whence he hails.  The second saloon passengers are 
mostly travellers; some of them have been in almost every 
corner of the earth.  The steerage passengers are chiefly 
strong, keen, and fairly-educated young men, mostly from 
the North of England.  Some come from Scotland, and 
some, too, from Ireland, whose brogue and wit, songs and 
mischievousness, they take along with them.  The 
Germans are unceasingly reading, and so in fact are the 
Scotch, and many of the English.  There is a great deal of 
reading on board, and while here and there you see a 
Bible and some work on philosophy, the most common 
literature is the novel, and the most sentimental and most 
romantic of these are read by the Irish.  The key to this, 
perhaps, is to be found in their highly emotional nature.  I 
like these Irish on board.  There is many a youth who 
evidently has left a praying mother behind.  May they be 
true to the blessed Book they reverently study.  Cards and 
chess are the most popular games.  Singing is our great 
entertainment.  Sankey is the favourite.  How wonderfully 
these simple songs unite nationalities.  We can all sing 
them. 
 

September 27th  - Accompanied by Mr and Mrs 
Rounsefell and Mr Maynard I left the Barbican Quay 
about one p.m. and soon came in sight of the noble ship 
which is to be my home for the next six weeks, glad to 
meet with Mr and Mrs Cory and Mr. Haggar and to find 
them in good spirits.  We weighed anchor at three p.m. 
sharp and were very soon out of sight of the Hoe and soon 
beyond even the most distant view of all land.  It was 
unspeakably sad to take the last look at my native country.  
It is now late in the evening, and I am sat down to reflect 
upon what I have felt and seen during the last few days.  I 
am now face to face with the poignant fact that I have left 
my friends.  Surrounded by hundreds of people, yet I feel 
alone.  I hear voices, but they are the voices of strangers.  
I almost feel that it is a sad thing to have a heart.  Oh! how 
human I am.  The recollections, however, of that beautiful 
farewell service on Tuesday evening when such kind 
words were spoken by Messrs. Rounsefell, Robins, 
Woolcock, Yeo and Maynard, and the promises of my 
dear friends to pray for me afford me some comfort. 
 

*The Notes were, in fact, two or three days too late. – Ed. 
 

September 28th – Scores of us are reduced to a wretched 
condition this morning, through the indescribable sea-
sickness. 
 

September 29th – Still ill, and so are also Mr and Mrs 
Cory.  At noon we are about 600 miles from Plymouth. 
 

September 30th – Sunday.  Mr. Cory is better, but I and 
Mrs. Cory still suffer from the indescribable sea-sickness, 
and to this must be added, in my case at least, a still more 
indescribable home-sickness.  There was a church service 
at 10.30 and preaching upon deck at three o’clock by the 
Rev. Mr. Green, and in our saloon at half-past seven by the 
Rev. Mr. Robertson.  The meeting over, Mr. Haggar and I 
went off to a quiet part of the ship, and unbosomed our 
feelings to each other.  Just before we separated I said “Let 
us sing in an undertone the first and last verses of ‘Go bury 
thy sorrow’ ”. When we reached our berth we knelt down 
and took our sadness to the Lord in prayer and felt relieved. 
 

October 1st  -  Just as we awoke this morning we heard the 
jubilant shout – “Land ahead!”  We were soon upon deck 
and a few miles to our right could be seen the island of 
Santa Porto, having the appearance of a string of peaks of 
pyramidal shape.  Before this island was out of sight we 
were in full view of Madeira. 
 

October 2nd   -  Thank God, I am better and so is Mrs. 
Cory.  The voyage is beginning to be enjoyable.  I am 
reminded that this is my twenty-eighth birthday.  May my 
precious Saviour forgive all the sins of the past, and help 
me now to enter upon a thoroughly devoted, earnest and 
useful career.  Mr. Haggar is remarkably well, and has 
rendered the rest of the party good service. 
 

October 3rd  - We are averaging about 318 miles a day.  A 
large steamer passed us today, homeward bound.  We had a 
concert this evening.  A German professionalist sang.  A 
temperance meeting is projected.  We long to be doing 
something for the moral and spiritual good of the 
passengers.  O Lord, help us.   
 
October 4th - Sickness quite gone.  Mr. Haggar poorly.  
Weather delightful.  The whole vessel echoes with joyous 
life.  The sea is smooth; the winds are held in check by our 
Father’s hand.  We entered the tropics yesterday at noon.  
About midnight we expect to reach St. Vincent, where we 
shall remain several hours.  We have now made a little over 
2,000 miles.  I am still living upon arrowroot but I think I 
shall soon be able to join the others in the dining saloon.  
Thank the Lord for His goodness to us all thus far. 
 

October 5th  - We reached St. Vincent last night.  The little 
town presented a pleasing appearance, heightened by its 
bursting upon us suddenly, flooding the shore with its 
beams of light.  The British Consul was soon alongside, 
and received large orders for coals and provisions.  Then 
came the native dealers with their commodities and 
interminable jabber.  They had oranges, lemons, bananas, 
sugar-canes and cocoa-nuts (sic). 
 

October 6th  -  Astir early this morning.  With the 
morning light, hill after hill appears to rise up out of the 
sea, clad with a budding verdure, which has a 
bewitchingly softened and softening effect.  The natives 
muster in great numbers, and everybody is laying in a 
stock of oranges.  Alongside the vessel were scores of 



The Cory Society      December 2003 Newsletter No 32 Page 3 

black lads diving for “shilver”;  of the great number of 
pieces I saw thrown into the sea, only one was lost.  
Breakfast over, we are off for the shore.  St. Vincent may 
well be called unique. It is built – if it may be said to be 
built at all  - at the base of a series of volcanic hills, which 
overlook it and hem it in.  It fronts a land-locked bay, more 
secure, I should say, than Falmouth harbour.  On either side 
of its principal streets shrubs are planted, giving it a pleasing 
appearance.  The houses are like Cornish barns.  The 
population is a mixed one.  Some of the Portuguese (who 
are not so black as the Negroes) are very handsome, with 
pleasing manners, and capable, I suppose, of the highest 
culture.  As we were passing one of the chief bazaars, a 
Portuguese young lady came to the doorway and with 
graceful gestures, and a pleasing expression of countenance, 
said “Walk in shentlemens, walk in shentlemens”.   
 
The climate is very hot.  About half-a-mile from the town 
we saw at least a hundred women around small wash-tubs, 
cleansing their linen.  They use no hot water, and after 
rubbing the garment well they beat it upon a stone precisely 
like a shoemaker’s lapstone.  They spread it upon the sands 
to dry.  I never saw linen look whiter.  We ventured into the 
midst of these jabbering, laughing, busy blacks, to examine 
their soap etc., but were soon glad to beat a retreat as we 
found them to be the most persistent beggars.  Their religion 
is Romanism.  Longing for a walk, we – Mr. Green, Mr and 
Mrs. Cory, Mr. Haggar and myself – climbed to the top of 
the nearest hill, whence we see a  higher one which we 
supposed not to be far distant.  A vigorous effort brought us 
to its summit.  What a magnificent scene!  Just across is St. 
Antonio, rising 7,000 feet out of the sea, behind a series of 
most picturesque hills, beneath the town and the sea.  We sit 
awhile and refresh ourselves with the breeze.  The descent is 
not very easy as these lava rocks are loose and crisp.  
Strange feelings come over me as I reflect that I am standing 
upon a chain of mountains flung up by volcanic agency – 
that there was a time when they were not.  We return to the 
“Cuzco” in time for dinner, having thoroughly enjoyed the 
morning’s excursion.  We leave a passenger behind in the 
little cemetery at St. Vincent.  How sad for his aged mother  
in England!  May she take her hard trouble to the Lord in 
prayer.  We left at 9.30 p.m. 
 

7th October  -  Sunday.  It is very wet today and dull.  The 
Rev. Mr Chaplain preached.  There are six dissenting 
ministers on board. 
 

8th October  -  Another passenger has died, and one of the 
crew has become insane.  The heat has been so intense, that 
many fell ill, but lately there has been a good breeze and the 
general health of the ship is now very good.  Yesterday we 
crossed the line.  I never felt the vastness of creation as now.  
A head wind is checking our speed, but the voyage thus far 
has been unusually propitious. 
 

14th October  -  The third Sabbath on board – a 
disagreeable place in which to spend the Lord’s day.  Here 
indeed, confusion is worse confounded.  There has been no 
lack of religious services today.    Prayers by the captain at 
10.30.  I conducted service at 2.15, Mr. Chaplain at 3, and 
Mr. Cory at 7.30.  Each of the services was well attended 
and we hope and pray that some good may follow.  After the 
afternoon service a bullock was slaughtered!   This,  
incongruous as it appears, was less objectionable than the 
gambling by some Freethinkers, so called, one of whom I 
overheard say to a lady that Christianity had failed even to 

“civilize”.  What a barefaced falsehood!  thought I.  Can 
anyone, not utterly blinded by prejudice fail to see that the 
Christian countries are the most civilized? 
 

17th October  - The weather is magnificent.  We have been 
three weeks on board without seeing a wave!  The Cuzco is 
a noble ship.  With a head wind and adverse currents, she is 
making nearly 300 miles a day.  Night is surpassingly grand 
here.  A cloudless sky, bespangled with stars (amongst the 
rest, the Southern cross), a moon (half full, with curve 
downwards), and a sea as smooth as a pond – the effect is 
simply entrancing. 
 

18th October - Today four sailing ships passed us 
homeward bound.  The wind sprung up this afternoon, and 
for a time we were running sixteen miles an hour.  Such 
progress is all the more gratifying as I have no doubt that I 
am in the path of duty. 

 
19th October - Today we have seen some whales and 
albatrosses. 
 

20th October  - Last night we passed the Cape of Good 
Hope, but not near enough to sight land.  The weather is 
perfectly charming.  Here, where so many storms have been 
encountered, we have an almost undisturbed sea.  This 
afternoon I have been in the steerage to see a young woman 
who is ill.  She is an orphan.  Delicate in health and without 
a friend in England she resolved to embark for Australia 
where she has a brother.  He, alas! has not written her for 
months, and she is by no means sure she will  be able to find 
him.  Thank God, she is a Christian, and is trusting in Jesus 
with beautiful simplicity and confidence.  The visit was 
rendered a great blessing to my own heart.  Mr and Mrs 
Cory have also visited her. 
 

21st October - Services the same as last Sabbath.  Mr. 
Haggar, Mr. Robertson, and Mr. Green, the preachers.  The 
Freethinkers want to break up our meetings that they may 
play chess.  They are so selfish that they would monopolize 
the whole seven days. 
 

25th October  - Someone has stolen my Bible!  which I 
deeply regret;  not so much on account of its worth, but 
because of its history.  To turn over its well-marked pages 
was to awaken some sad but more joyous recollections.  I 
feel that I have lost a part of my very self.  There have been 
many thefts on board. 

 
26th October  - With thankful heart do I record the 
goodness of God to me since I have been on board, in being 
even more than usually accessible.  I never felt Him to be 
more precious or prayer more enjoyable than now.  I have 
many times knelt in my berth unspeakably sad and weary, 
but have risen greatly soothed and strengthened.  Blessed be 
the name of Jesus.  I have vowed again and again that I will 
do my best in the new sphere to which I am called. 
 

27th October - The captain said, when we were having a 
head wind for several days, that “the parsons must have 
brought his satanic majesty on board.”  What he says now, 
when we are having a fair wind enabling us to run 332 miles 
in a day, I know not.  About four p.m. we were caught in a 
sudden squall.  The people frantically rushed down the stair-
ways and we below began to shout “What’s the matter?”  
The top main-gallant yard is smashed in two, and the fore 
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top-sail, and the fore top-gallant sail are blown off.  
Frightened, I rushed up on deck, and am just in time to 
receive my first baptism in the southern hemisphere.  A 
mountain wave – the first I have ever seen – sweeps over the 
deck and to me, who have never seen a rough sea before this 
is by no means a pleasant time.  I will not attempt a 
description, but for two hours the scene was surpassingly 
grand.  The waves were indeed like mountains, but they 
seemed less vehement than majestic, less angry than mighty.  
Our noble ship was carried along as though she were cork.  
Towards night the wind slightly abated, and the darkness is 
rendered more visible by faint flashes of lightning. 
 

28th October - A lovely Sabbath morning.  The winds are 
stilled, and the sun shines brilliantly.  What a contrast!  and 
how like much in the history of the human spirit!  Mr. 
Chaplain and Mr. Cory, the preachers today.  Mr. Cory spoke 
about the disciples upon the sea of Galilee.  A well attended 
and interesting service.  Mr Haggar and I ended the day 
profitably in conversing on the revelation of the Father the 
need of the human spirit.  “Only one Sunday more before we 
reach Melbourne” is the jubilant utterance of nearly everyone 
on board.  Now that the voyage is nearly over I am beginning 
to enjoy it.  All being well, we reach Adelaide next 
Wednesday week – forty sailing days from Plymouth. 
 

30th October - Beautiful weather.  We are signing a 
testimonial to the captain.  The greatest travellers on board 
speak of the vessel as the best they ever sailed in.   
 

1st November  - Five weeks today we left Plymouth.  I am 
busy preparing an address to deliver upon my arrival in New 
Zealand. 
 

4th November  - The last Sunday on board the “Cuzco” for 
me.  Mr. Robertson and myself, the preachers today.   Both 
services well attended, and pronounced very good.  I was 
very graciously helped by the Spirit, and the influence 
realised was rich.  Mr. Haggar effectively concluded with 
prayer. 
 

6th November - A magnificent morning.  The horizon is 
almost worth coming from England to see.  The intending 
Colonists are already exuberant in praise of their adopted 
country.  I am delighted with the prospect of almost 
immediately sighting Adelaide. 
 

7th November - Arrived at Adelaide this morning at 8.44.  
Actual steaming time from Plymouth, 39 hours and 25 
minutes (It appears that some figures have been omitted in 
error and I think this should read something like 5 weeks 6 
days 4 hours and 44 minutes roughly, KP) The quickest 
passage ever made.  We have beaten the mail.  It is said by 
the officers to have been an unprecedented passage.  Mr. J. 
Thorne has now come alongside in a tug.  Weather glorious.  
All well.  We are now off for the shore.  Great excitement.  
Red-letter-day to describe in my next. 
 

More Notes from Br. Keast 
 

“If haply in thy travels thou dost meet 
A rare, noteworthy object,  

Make me partaker of thy happiness.” 
 
Early on Wednesday morning, November 7th, we cast anchor 
just off the Semaphore Jetty, Adelaide.  As might be 
expected, our excitement is intense.  It is a perfectly charming 
morning.  Mr. J. Thorne has kindly come on board to take 
myself and brethren ashore.  I am more than glad to see my 

highly-esteemed friend, and feel the “sharpening” effects of 
his “countenance” upon my own.  Upon the jetty we meet 
Messrs. Piper and Richards, who have also kindly “come 
down to give us a hearty welcome to their shores”.   The first 
exclamation, “O how utterly un-English!”  In the streets, 
houses, shops, fields, railway stations, and social address, 
there is little to remind one of home.  This, I confess, has at 
first a prejudicial effect.  We all dine at Mr Beach’s.  The cup 
of tea we are now drinking is the first Mrs Cory and I have 
“relished” since we left Plymouth.  Dinner over, Mr. Thorne 
drives us to the residence of His Honour Chief Justice Way.  
Here we meet, for the first time, dear Mr. Way sen. with 
whom, together with Mrs. Way, I feel it no little honour to 
shake hands.  They have a kind word and warm wishes for 
each of us.  They both look well, and bid fair to live many 
years longer as yet.   
 
 (A later mail brings the sad intelligence that Mrs. Way was 
so seriously ill that slight hopes, if any, were entertained of 
her recovery. – Ed).    
 
His Honour is having a new house built, which, for beauty of 
situation, will scarcely be excelled in Adelaide. Having been 
shown over the house and gardens, the carriage is ordered, 
and we set out to “do” the city in agreeable style; Mr and Mrs 
Way accompany us.  We call at Mr. Thorne’s, where we see 
the Miss Thornes.  Adelaide is a beautiful city.  Both its size 
and its loveliness greatly surprise me.    One would never 
dream that such a place could have sprung up in so short a 
time.   It is perfectly flat, with a series of hills of striking 
architecture for its immediate background.  What instantly 
favourably impresses me is, its uniting the city and the 
country in one.  Unlike the cities at home, it is built in the 
midst of gardens, in which are the choicest fruits and flowers 
innumerable.  The public gardens are splendid.  In the 
evening, Mr Thorne drives me to Kensington where I 
conducted a service, returning to Dr. Campbell’s to supper.  
We leave Dr Campbell’s about 11 o’clock and Mr. Thorne 
accompanied us to the “Cuzco” which we reach about 2.30 
a.m. delighted with our reception and with what we have 
seen.   
 
Allow me, Mr. Editor, to say one word about the exceedingly 
urgent need for more missionaries in South Australia.  The 
brethren here are saying, with almost exasperating pathos, 
“The harvest truly is great, and the labourers are few”.  Our 
very existence in this colony is imperilled through lack of 
men.  A splendid site has been purchased in Adelaide, on 
which it is intended to erect a fine church; but what is the use 
of building chapels, advantageous as may be the opening, 
unless men can be got to preach in them?  At Semaphore, a 
rapidly developing township, the cause is gone down through 
want of a man to look after it.  In the Colonies, we must aim 
to establish ourselves early in all the new and promising 
townships; but this cannot be done in South Australia, a fact 
which must be a perpetual irritation to the brethren there.  
They must have an immediate reinforcement of men.  And I 
may as well say that just anybody won’t do.  We leave Port 
Phillip on the 8th, about 6 a.m., arriving in Melbourne early 
on Saturday morning. 
 

It is getting late in the forenoon, and no one has come for us 
as yet.  Mr. Hosken has now arrived, and we are pitching into 
him warmly; but he soon takes the steam out of us by saying 
that he had received no information as to what vessel we were 
coming by, and that his coming down to the “Cuzco” was 
simply on speculation.  “In fact” he says, “I came down a few 
days ago when the “Hankow” arrived, thinking you might 



The Cory Society      December 2003 Newsletter No 32 Page 5 

have come by her.”  Of course, we “take back” all that 
we have said.  It seems that both yourself, Mr. Editor, 
and Mr. Gilbert, had written all particulars to Mr. 
Hosken by the mail which left home about a week 
before us.  We, however, outran the mail and got into 
Melbourne  two days before her and this explains the 
whole affair.  It is a source of elation to all of us that 
our magnificent ship should have made such an 
extraordinary voyage.  She is the fastest ocean steamer 
afloat. Given a fair wind, I quite think she will yet 
make the voyage in 35 days.  It is with some emotion 
that I now take farewell of so faithful a friend. 
 

Having disposed of the luggage we are now off to Mr 
Hosken’s.  On our way we “do” a little of the city.  I 
attempt no description of Melbourne.  Very much larger 
than Adelaide, it is not so beautiful.  Melbourne is the 
London of Australasia.  It is said to be four miles in 
length and of equal breadth.  Just fancy a city of this 
size rising in a few years!  The rapid growth of these 
colonial cities is perfectly amazing.  Melbourne is 
destined to apparently become one of the largest cities 
in the world.  
 

Sunday night  -  This morning we went to hear the 
Rev.  T. Jones (late of London).  I shall never forget the 
service.  His pathos penetrated to the very core of my 
being.  He talked to us.  Simple in language, lucid in 
statement, natural in delivery, original in thought and 
style, and suffused with tenderest earnestness, the 
sermon was one never to be forgotten.  It was listened 
to, with affecting attention, by at least 2,000 people.  In 
the afternoon, I went to hear Mr. Henry Varley.  What a 
pity it is that he says such doubtful things; able man as 
he is, I could not go to hear him again!  The text was “I 
declare unto you the Gospel” and he implied (at least) 
that the Gospel had not been preached in Melbourne till 
he came.  He is on a preaching tour to all the large 
English-speaking cities in the world.  I dare not 
compare Jones and Varley;  the former “declares” the 
Gospel, the latter “Varleyism”.  This evening I have 
attended our own chapel and heard my dear Br. Haggar.   
 

12th November Monday night - Took farewell of Mr. 
Haggar this morning.  Having formed a very strong 
attachment to each other, it was not easy to part.  Br. 
Haggar has a large heart, and only requires to be known 
to be warmly loved.  This evening a service has been 
held, to give us – Mr and Mrs Cory and myself – 
welcome to Melbourne.  I preached and Mr. Cory 
followed with a short and appropriate address.  Mr. 
Hosken spoke very kindly.  It was a good meeting and 
well attended. 
 

13th November - This morning, after taking farewell 
of my respected friends, Mr and Mrs. Cory, and also of 
Mr Hosken and family, whose kindness I shall not 
forget, I embarked on board the SS “Ringarooma” for 
Port Lyttleton. 
 

 
Extracted from the Bible Christian Magazine  

by Kate Pearce 
1st August 2003 

 

WORTH A MENTION! 

A new family history magazine called Y our Family Tree came 
out this summer and the second issue in August came with a 
free CD to help you set up your own family web site. I was on 
holiday in August so it wasn’t until late September that  I 
found out that the Cory website had been mentioned in one of 
the articles.  My son was able to get a copy of  the page and 
discovered that our site was amongst six selected to draw 
inspiration from, each with a hotlink from the CD! The others 
mentioned were The Austin Family Trees, The Baldwin 
Family of Derbyshire from 1732, The Beeson Family 
History, The Budd, Killick and Penfold Families of Sussex, 
England, and Clann Chaomhanach.   
 
Showing part of the Cory Origins page, the article said “ The 
Cory Society was founded in 1992 when a group of Cory 
researchers and keen relatives got together- and this is their 
clean, comprehensive site. There are records and histories for 
Norfolk, Northamptonshire, London and Cambridge and 
Bristol, Devon and Cornwall Corys - with inscriptions, photos, 
census return information and useful links. There are also 
sections for Irish, US/Canada and Australasian relatives. For 
a sensible structure and useful information The Cory Origins is 
a fine template to refer to.” 
 
As one of the aims of the Society is to stimulate research, it 
looks as if our website is succeeding. So hooray for modern 
technology! But let us all remember too the original group of 
Cory researchers and relatives who got together and through 
their research and dedication started off the Cory Society. This 
research was started before the days of Internet research and 
was done the hard way. Now family history is the “in-thing”, 
and information is so much more accessible. If you have a 
morning or an afternoon to spare why don’t you browse 
through the shelves at your local record office and see what 
Cory information can be found there? 
 
Please take note: - our secretary, Jean Hayes, has asked all 
who contact her by e-mail to include the name Cory* in the 
subject line to help her sort out the important correspondence 
from the huge amounts of SPAM that she receives. Anything 
else is not read! (*A good idea which we all can adopt.) 
 
Please note also: -  Ida Birch our archivist, after experiencing 
similar troubles with SPAM, has a new e-mail address. 
 
And a final e-mail note:- as we are now so much more in the 
public domain, the Society has decided to have just one e-mail 
address on our web site and this is: cory@one-name.org so that 
the addresses on page 8 will only be available to members of 
the Cory Society.   
 
As the year draws to a close: - a gentle reminder to fill in the 
enclosed form and send with your membership fee to our 
membership secretary, Rosemary Gitsham. Membership total 
is now 72 and we don’t want to lose even one of you! We have 
added a section for you to complete to ensure that we have 
your family line recorded (after all that is what we are all 
about) and if you have had any changes to your family bring us 
up to date with these too. 

With very best wishes from your editor, 
 Margaret Goffin 
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Jean and David Hayes Celebrate Their  
Ruby Wedding Anniversary 

 

Jean and David were married on 3rd August 1963 at 
Halberton in Devon. Now forty years later they 
have a son Simon who is married to Nicky and a 
daughter Rachel who is married to Justin. They are 
kept very busy helping out with their two 
grandsons, Benjamin who is Simon and Nicky’s 
son and Max who is the son of Rachel and Justin. 
 
Jean and David intended to celebrate this special 
anniversary with a quiet meal since their daughter 
Rachel’s second baby was due on the 13th August. 
However, their family surprised them and treated 
them to a two day stay in a lovely hotel Cliveden, 
Berkshire. Simon, Rachel, Nicky and Justin joined 
them for a magnificent evening meal.  
 
Jean remembered in all the excitement to take some 
photographs of the event and says that she will 
always remember those very warm and wonderful 
two days. 

Our Honorary Secretary Jean (née Cory) with her 
husband David and below with their family 

 Justin, Nicky, Simon and Rachel. 

 
Further Celebrations! 

 
On a Saturday morning nearly a fortnight later Jean 
and David had more to celebrate on the arrival at 
5.27 am of Emily Elizabeth weighing in at a healthy 
8lbs 3oz. Emily’s parents are Justin and Rachel Hall 
and Emily is a sister for Max. 
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In May 1995, members of the American Cory Family Society 
chose England as the venue for their Annual Reunion and 
visited Launceston in Cornwall. They were joined by 
members of our Society and looking at a  photograph taken at 
the time, they all had a jolly good time. Our members 
Marilyn and Colin Cory, together with Colin’s sister Brenda 
Miller, are now making preparations for another visit in 2004 
of Cory descendants from the American Cory Family Society.  
Interest is focused this time on Northampton since the 
exciting discovery by DNA testing of its link to Thomas Cory 
who settled in Chelmsford MA circa 1645-48. The earliest 
member of this line built a large house (circa 1435) in 
Harpole 5 miles west of Northampton.  The house, called 
Fernville, was occupied by Corys until the last, Mary Cory, 
died in 1968 but of course Corys still live in Harpole today. 
 
Marilyn has suggested the following itinerary: 
Monday 21st June: Meet at 12.30 for lunch in the 
Methodist Chapel where the Harpole Heritage Meetings are 
held. A walk around the village with Jeremy Calderwood in 
the afternoon, returning to the Chapel for an evening meal 
and a talk from an American member. 
Tuesday 22nd June:  In the morning, a tour of the Church 
of the Holy Sepulchre, a crusader church in Northampton 
where Giles Cory (of the Salem witchcraft trials) was 
baptized in 1621. In the afternoon, a visit to Sulgrave Manor, 
home of George Washington’s ancestors with perhaps an 
evening meal at The Wharf, Bugbrooke or a trip on a canal 
boat. 
Wednesday 23rd June: A history tour of the county, 
visiting places such as Naseby, the site of the battle of the 
Civil War, Holdenby House and a Saxon Church (680 AD). 
Evening meal at the Dusty Fox, Harlestone. 
Thursday 24th June: Turner’s in the daytime and the AGM 
at Brenda’s house and the meal will be arranged according to 
numbers attending. 
 
For those with ancestors from other Cory lines, such as the   
William line which originates from the Bristol area, 
Americans descended from this line might choose to spend 
some time in this area instead. And if any of our American 
visitors would like to visit Norfolk, either the weekend before 
or after the Northampton tour, they would be most welcome.  
 
If you would like to join the Americans on their visit to 
Northampton contact our Northants co-ordinator Marilyn 
Cory at Harpole, Northants, and Margaret Goffin can be 
contacted by e-mail for information about visiting Norfolk. 
 

NOTE IN YOUR NEXT YEAR’S DIARY-12TH JUNE! 
This is the date of the 2004 AGM so we do hope that you can 
join us. The speaker will be our treasurer David Bedford-
Groom and his talk will be “Over 50 Years of Family History 
Hunting”. David is a marvellous story teller and I suspect 
there will be a taste of the Norfolk dialect too. More details in 
the next Newsletter. 

The Americans Are Coming! 

What an exhilarating entertainment we had in October 
when my husband and I attended Champion Brass, a gala 
concert at the Royal Albert Hall in London.  The reason 
for our visit?  The Cory Band (strictly speaking the Buy 
as you View Cory Band), National Champions of Wales, 
was playing alongside their counterparts for England and 
Scotland with the addition of The Fanfare Trumpets and 
The Corps of Drums of Her Majesty’s Royal Marines.  
What an assembly of top talent.  We had awaited an 
opportunity to hear the Cory Band for a long time.  Our 
seats were near the front of the arena and we wondered 
whether the sound would be overwhelming but there were 
no regrets about our choice.  It was a truly memorable 
event with guest trumpet soloist David Watkins adding 
yet more thrills.   The Childs family was prominent with 
Scotland’s Band conducted by Dr Nicholas Childs, and 
the Cory Band by his look-alike brother Dr Robert Childs 
whose son David gave an impressive solo performance on 
the euphonium.                 
 

Earlier in the day, 20 bands had competed in the National 
Brass Band Championships in which, I discovered during 
the interval, the Cory Band was placed third.  In the 
British Open Championships in September in 
Birmingham, they lost their title coming sixth, much 
lower than they deserved according to a general Brass 
Band website.   They were particularly unlucky in the 
European Brass Band Championships in Bergen, Norway 
held in May.  Level on points with the defending 
champions at the end of the contest, the title remained 
with the Yorkshire Building Society Band on the basis of 
their one-point advantage in the set test section.    
 

However, it’s far from doom and gloom for Cory!  Earlier 
this year they proudly announced on their web-site that 
they had been declared No 1 in the World: 
 

After seemingly knocking on the door for years, the band 
has finally reached the Number One spot in the Official 
Brass Band World Rankings.  The rankings are widely 
regarded as the definitive list; they are aggregated over a 
three-year period and are therefore a measure of 
consistency.  This is a major achievement, as the band 
remains excluded from the 'All England Masters' contest; 
a major source of ranking points for our English rivals.    
 

We congratulate them on this achievement and wish them 
every success in 2004 – they certainly made a major 
contribution to our enjoyment on the 18th of October!   It’s 
good that they retain their Cory name in recognition of 
their first sponsor, Clifford Cory of Cory Brothers, Cardiff 
without whom – who knows - they may have disbanded! 
   
Source:  Bandroom News on 
www.buyasyouviewcoryband.co.uk 
 

Photograph and article appeared  in December 2002 
issue pages 1 and 2.   
 

 

Update: Cory Band is Number One in the World!  
by Ida Birch 
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MEETING IN CALIFORNIA: We arranged for Ken 
Cory, one of our new members, and his wife Christy, to visit 

us at our son’s home in Walnut Creek, California in 
September.   We had no knowledge of his age except that 

his father was born in 1918.   Therefore it was surprising to 
see a young couple at the door – he turned out to be the 

same age as our elder son, born 1966! I have since noticed 
that Earl Cory, vice-president and web-master of the 

American society lives in Oakland, California  - not far from 
Walnut Creek - where we watched a baseball match.    

   Ida Birch 

 

NORFOLK NEWS: Bramerton Hall was severely damaged 
on Sunday 16th November after fire swept through the 
upper part of the building. 75 firefighters from 10 crews 
fought the blaze with an ambulance standing by. Molten 
lead rained down as lead under the tiles melted. The 
mansion of 10 bedrooms and two added wings, was built in 
1820 on the site of Robert Cory’s (-1444) house and 
therefore has been of great interest to Cory visitors to 
Bramerton. The Higham family, the present owners,  
escaped unhurt. David Blake, the owner until 9 years ago, 
watched with horror as flames several feet high leapt from 
the roof of the house which had been in his family for six 
generations. 
 

MEMBERSHIP NEWS 

BIRTHS:  
Richard Bradford Rivera born 25 April 2003 son of 
Nicola Caroline and Richard J Rivera. "Brads" is the 
grandson of Susan Venker and great-great-great-grandson of 
Sir Herbert Cory of Coryton, Whitchurch (1857-1933) of the 
Cardiff based shipowning company "John Cory & Sons".  
Emily Elizabeth Hall born 16th August 2003 daughter of 
Justin and Rachel  and grand daughter of Jean and David 
Hayes. (Pyworthy Line) 
 
DEATH: Rev John R “Jack” Cory (October 1935 - July 
2003) was a member of the American Cory Family Society 
who with Mark Hester and Marge Chilson inspired the 
creation of a National Society for Cory/Corey descendants 
who wished to learn more about their Cory ancestry. 

Jack had a BS and a MS in Accounting and after studying 
to gain his MDiv had completed all requirements except his 
dissertion towards a PhD.  He served many churches in the 
Chicago area over 40 years of pasturing.  He was a member 
of the United Methodist’s Conference Finance and 
Administration Committee for 8 years and chaired it for 4 
years. His work for open housing in the Chicago area so that 
race and ethnicity were not barriers to finding housing led to 
an award from the Chicago Leadership Council of Greater 
Chicago.  

Jack was an innovative leader for social justice projects 
that spanned the world. He supported Martin Luther King 
Jr’s march on Selma and in the riots after MLK’s 
assassination visited some of people that had been jailed to 
offer aid. In the late 80’s Jack worked with an Islamic friend 
to form the Christian-Muslim dialogue, an organisation that 
promoted mutual respect and understanding between the two 
religions. Most recently, from his hospital bed, Jack worked 
with Warm Blankets an organisation helping orphans in 
Cambodia.  

Jack, the son of Wava Ream Cory and Thaddeus Lincoln 
Cory, married Carol Louis Knox in 1962 and their daughter 
Karlynn Sue was born in 1972. He was a member of our 
Society until recently. Our deepest sympathies go out to his 
family. 
 


