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Herbert was born in Harpole in 1898, 
and was the 3rd child and 2nd son of 
Arthur and Annie Cory (neé Papworth 
of Somersham, Hants). His father was 
a shoe maker and shopkeeper in 
Harpole. Herbert was the uncle of 
Brenda Miller and her brother, Colin 
Cory, and known as Gladstone.  
  
He was a staunch Baptist and held, 
with others, religious meetings and 
hymn singing at the Green Tree, 
Harpole. He married Florence 
Elizabeth Luckett (known as “Sis” - 
short for sister) in 1921. They lived at 
9, Chesterville and had one child, 
Margaret, born in 1930, who married 
Thomas Rice, and had a son and 
daughter. Margaret died on 6th January 
2014. 

The story of Herbert’s war is told in 
his own words overleaf. 

Herbert Gladstone Cory- aged 16 in 1914 

Herbert Gladstone Cory  
(1899-1985) 

Marilyn Cory 
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Continued from front page                       
 
In 1914 Herbert enlisted to fight in  WWI 
but on 14th April 1918 he was reported 
missing. This was recorded in the 
Northampton Independent, on 8th June 
1918 details of which come from ‘Harpole 
at War’. Herbert had in fact been taken 
prisoner and the following is taken from 
Gladstone Cory’s black notebook which he 
wrote whilst a prisoner of war. 
 
I was taken prisoner at Metteron on 

Sunday April 14th 1918 with about a 

hundred others.  After being captured we 

were marched to Saily. Here we were 

given coffee and biscuits where we stayed 

a month, salvaging and burying the dead.  

We had a good time there but we were 

getting very poor rations, although we 

could always find potatoes, carrots, swedes 

and onions and we would boil them up for 

supper at night. 

After leaving Saily, we went to Irkingham 

for three to four days where we worked on 

an ammunition dump.  On May 14th we 

marched to Lille where we stayed one 

night at a French Arsenal.  Next morning 

we marched to a place just outside Lille 

called Fort MacDonald. This was an awful 

place.  We were very crowded in the 

rooms and could not get any fresh air or a 

drink of water.  We could only get fresh air 

when we went for our meals.  This was 

only a little soup, a quarter of a loaf and a 

cup of coffee.   

We stayed there until 28th and we were all 

very glad to leave that place and how 

thankful we were for some fresh air on our 

march to the Somme.  Here we were 

billeted in empty houses and got fairly 

good rations but we had to work very hard.  

Many a morning we were up at 3.30am 

laying a light railway at Armentieres.  We 

didn’t get back to our billets before 8 

o’clock at night. After getting dinner, 

collecting our rations and having a wash it 

was 10pm before we could eat. 

I had my first bath since being taken 

prisoner and received my first pay packet 

on May 31st and drew 1 mark 20.  On July 

1st we came to Roubaix where we were 

sorted out and put to our trades.  With 

around 60 other chaps I was sent to 

another camp in Roubaix and worked in 

the bootmaker’s shop for a fortnight and 

then I had a job sweeping the yard. 

I wrote my first letter home on Sunday 

August 4th 1918.  On September 6th I 

joined my company and we started to 

march from Roubaix to Ghent a distance of 

62 km. We marched 18 km the first day 

and rested one night at Courtrai.  Next day 

we marched 20 km to Olscene where we 

stayed three days.  We finished the journey 

to Ghent by train.   

We stayed in Ghent until the 17th 

September and then came back to a place 

called Berghen where we were laying a 

light railway.  Whilst we were there the 

Belgians used to bring us boiled potatoes, 

bread and lard, and also tobacco.  On 

September 27th we came to a place called 

Eyon,  four kilometers from Oudenarde. 
On Sunday October 6th, we left there and 

again started to march towards Ghent, 

marching 12 km to a nunnery where we 

rested one night.  In the morning the nuns 

treated us very well giving us coffee and 

bread.  We worked at Ghent until 29th 
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October and we were never short of food as 

the Belgians supplied us with soup, bread, 

tobacco and cigarettes.  We were all sorry 

to leave Ghent.  We stayed one night at 

Wetteren and then marched to 

Dendermonde where we stayed until 

November 8th. 

At Dendermonde I went sick with a bad 

ankle and came by train to Melines with 12 

other sick fellows.  We stayed in a skating 

rink all night and the Belgians brought us 

the best of food, we even had ice cream.  

We came to Zel and Hasselt where another 

fellow and I were taken into a house where 

we washed our feet.  The people there gave 

us a pair of boots each, also socks, a 

handkerchief; a good feed of soup, ham, 

bread and butter, coffee and potatoes.  We 

stayed in a school but were soon travelling 

again to Holland to a place called 

Maastricht.  When we got to the frontier we 

weren’t allowed through for reasons 

unexplained.  The German guards left us so 

we had to find a billet where we could.  We 

looked to the Belgians for help and food 

and what food they gave us too.  On 

Sunday we had fried bacon and potatoes for 

breakfast and were given postcards to write 

home.  The Belgians posted these for us 

through Holland. 

We were very glad to get in the end to 

Maastricht where we were ‘freed’ on 

November 22nd.  We then went to 

Ammersfoot and then on December 4th we 

came to Rotterdam.     

Photographs of Herbert looking happy and 
content in his later years are printed in col-
our on page 7. 
 
 

He wrote this poem on November 1st 1918, 

whilst in Dendermonde, Belgium, in 

captivity. 

 

My Own Country 

Tis a weary way to my own country 

Tis many a mile and far 

And the trackless moors, the shifting sea 

Forever between us are. 

 

At night when I lie in the stranger’s land 

And the daily task is done 

The sky with a starry web is spanned 

By the feet of angels spun. 

 

Quick as a dream will bear me then 

I cross the leagues of foam 

And come to my own country again 

The dear old land of home. 

 

In my own country love waits for me 

And through the changing year 

My name is spoken tenderly 

By lips for ever dear. 

 

And there my spirit doth abide 

 and there I fain would stand 

Nor shore, nor tide can e’er divide 

My heart from that loved land. 

 

 

Gladstone’s second poem of his longing for 
his home country is on the following page. 
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A letter to old England, that land so pure and fair 

What joy ‘tis to a loving heart so fondly beating there. 

Dear friends, I’ll ne’er forget them, wherever I may roam 

Nay, I will send them, when I can, a loving letter home. 

I bid farewell to England and dread the dangerous wave, 

For there upon the sea, amongst the true and brave, 

We meet with many adventurers upon the troubled main 

But I will tell you of them when next we meet again. 

I bid farewell to England for duty calls me here 

To guard her rights in France through every passing year, 

Until a few shall pass away and time shall see me free 

Then, with a faithful heart I will return to thee. 

I landed far from England on France’s rugged shore 

To witness many wondrous sights in that far distant land 

We marched through dusk and darkness, fellows who fear no toil 

For we are British soldiers and can bear it with a smile. 

Now far away from England when strange thoughts pass through my mind 

Of pleasures, hope and love and joy which makes me firm and smile 

I miss these happy voices in that far distant land 

But may I soon return again and join them hand in hand. 

Tell all my friends in England I left so true and kind 

I never shall forget them, the friends I left behind. 

I wish them health and happiness wherever they may be. 

May God forever bless them and keep old England free. 

Herbert Gladstone Cory 1918 

 

A Letter To Old England 
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Dear Brother Joe, 

I now take pleasure in writing a few lines to you trusting they 

will find you in the best of health as I am pleased to say it leaves me 
the same I must now thank you to [sic] for the letter which I was very 

pleased to receive and quite a long one too I am very pleased to know 
that you are getting along so well I must say it seems very dull without 

you I shall be glad when you can all be back again but I don’t suppose 
that will be yet for a long time as I don’t know when the War will be 

over some people say another three years The last time we heard from 
Jack he said Expect to see me home in 1920 so you see what he thinks 
about it I think it is quite time something happened to end it all but I 

suppose it is best to look on the bright side of things and I hope for the 
best 

Well dear Joe you will be pleased to know that I went to the 
Hippodrome on Saturday night with me and a friend and had a very 

nice time and then I went over to tea Sunday and we went up to the 
Park at night as there was a very good band up there so I think that 
Flo spent a nice weekend and by the way Flo came one evening in the 

week and made the garden look quite fresh and nice she pulled all the 
dead flowers up so you see Flo is very handy at gardening 

Mr & Mrs Burditt went for their holiday last week I guess they 

would have a nice time for the weather has been very nice but really 
too hot to be comfortable and I suppose you know that Albert is close to 
where they have been so no doubt he would be able to see them Well 

dear Joe I must tell you that I have finished night work as the work is 
gone dead but not sorry as I like day work the best the only thing is I 
shall miss the money as I could knock up 7/6d a day so you may guess I 

did well but we are now limited to day work and get 25 shillings a 
week by the way I think we may get Walt hear [sic] his week for the 
land wants seeing to so we sent for him I suppose you will soon be 

having leave now I am glad to say Mother is still getting along alright 
will have to close as it is bedtime so goodnight and god bless you 

With fondest love from your loving sister Violet 

Do you think I have improved in letters -  but this will be the first 
you have had 

A Letter to a Brother     Violet Cory  June 18th 1917  
It is entirely without punctuation but as endearing as it is confusing.  
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Harpole's WWI Roll of Honour lists  four 
men named Cory:  
 Frank Cecil Cory, age 35;  
 Joseph Cory, age 32;  
 William G, Cory, age 30;  
 Walter G. Cory, age 28.  
 
Amazingly they were four brothers who 
survived the First World War. Although 
Walter died in 1923 and Frank died in 
1925, without death certificates we cannot 
know if it was from injuries received in the 
war, such as being gassed, or natural 
causes.  
 
The brothers were the sons of Henry & 
Elizabeth Cory who lived in Harpole but 
known for some reason as Mr & Mrs 
Eccles! Henry was a shoe stitcher and a 
general dealer shopkeeper in the 1901 
census, but by 1911 his occupation was 
listed as a music teacher and Elizabeth's as 
a grocery shopkeeper. The  children at 
home at High Street, Park Lane, Harpole 
that night in 1911 were: Joseph (29) who 
was a clicker in the shoe trade, William 
(27) also in the shoe trade, was a Boot 
Maker (Laster), Walter (25) worked in a 
cycle factory, Jack (23) worked in a 
nursery as a gardener, Violet (20) who did 
not have an occupation listed, and Evelyn 
(17) was a dressmaker in a skirt factory.  
 
The census also shows us that Henry and 
Elizabeth had been married 32 years, and 
had eight children, two of whom had died. 
Frank, although still single at 32 and 
working as a jobbing gardener, was 
sharing a house, also in the High Street, 
with his youngest brother, Benjamin 
Disraeli Cory, who at 15 was working for 
his brother as a nursery lad. We can see 
from the 1911 census document that Jack 

and Benjamin were also of an age to be 
called up in 1914. Jack was in the Royal 
Army Service Corps Battalion 76th 
Auxiliary Company and Benjamin was a 
Private in the Army Service Corps. I found 
both of these by searching Military Armed 
Forces and Conflict section of the 
Findmypast website under Medal Cards. It 
was on this website that I found further 
information on Frank Cecil Cory in the 
Record set of British Royal Air Force, 
Airmen's service records 1912-1939. The 
attestation made on 10 Nov 1915 named 
his next of kin, including three of his 
children and gave dates of birth. His fourth 
child was born in 1918 after Frank Cecil 
joined up.  
  
In the War Letters from Harpole at War by 
Harpole Heritage Group’s Jeremy 
Calderwood, there is a letter that Violet 
Cory wrote to her brother, Joe, on 18th 

June  1917 in which she speculates on the 
end of the war. It is entirely without 
punctuation but gives news of family and 
home. What is amazing is that life appears 
to continue in almost the same way at 
home whilst soldiers at the front faced 
appalling conditions.  

However, Violet’s letter, reproduced on 
the previous page, shows that there was a 
change in lifestyle due to the men being 
away. Joe obviously treasured this letter 
filled with homely news about his wife, 
Flo, whom he had married earlier that 
year, and her parents, Mr and Mrs Burditt, 
and news of their holiday. I suspect that 
Joe wished he could be back home with 
them, away from the noise and mud of the 
trenches. 

 

Harpole’s WWI Roll of Honour 
Margaret Goffin 
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Herbert Gladstone Cory (1898-1985) 
Marilyn Cory 

Herbert G Cory, who 
served in WW1 and whose 
story features at the 
beginning of this 
newsletter, is pictured here 
together with his second 
wife, Muriel, née Preston, 
whom he married in 1970; 
Herbert’s first wife, 
Florence née Luckett, died 
in 1964.  
 
Herbert and Muriel lived in  
Hanover Court, Hills Road, 
Cambridge, not far from 
the Botanic Gardens and 
'Cory Lodge' which were 
two of the places we 
visited during the 2007 
Cory Event in Cambridge 
because of the connection 
to the bequest made by 
Reginald Radcliffe Cory 
(1871-1934) . 
 
Visiting Herbert and 
Muriel that day were his 
nephew, Fred Cory with 
his wife, Win, and their 
grandchildren, Emmaline 
and Russell, two of the 
children of Marilyn and 
Colin Cory of Harpole. 
 
Herbert was the brother of 
Arthur Ernest Cory, born 
1892, whose story is on the 
following page. Their other 
siblings were Annie Bertha 
born in  1893, Ellen born in 
1897 and youngest of all 
was Joseph Albert Claud 
Cory born in 1903. 
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Arthur Ernest Cory  (1892-1957) 
From Marilyn Cory 

This cigarette box belonged to Arthur Ernest Cory, 
and was one that each serving man received as a gift 
from Princess Royal, HRH Princess Mary, at 
Christmas 1914.  The central pelta shaped frame at 
the top face of the box reads Imperium Britanicum  
and  Christmas 1914 in the lozenge at the bottom. 
The medallions bear the names of Gt Britain’s allies 
in WW1; France; Russia; Belgium; Japan; Monte 
Negro [Montenegro] and Servia [Serbia]. 
 

Arthur was later presented with a silver plated 
teapot, with a Bakerlite handle, which he was given 
whilst serving as a batman to Lieut W H Tuck in the 
Suffolk Regiment. It reads:  

To  
Pte A.E. CORY: SUFF REGT. 

IN RECOGNITION OF SERVICES 
RENDERED DURING THE YEARS  

1917-19 OF THE WAR 
LIEUT W.H.TUCK SUFF REGT. 

Born on 16th April 1891 at Harpole, 
Arthur Ernest Cory was a survivor of 
the Battle of Ypres, joining the Suffolk 
Regiment shortly after they had 
suffered such great losses that they had 
to draft in new recruits from anywhere 
in the country. He was fortunate not to 
be drafted into the Northampton 
Regiment as they later lost many men 
during the Battle of the Somme. 
 
Arthur Ernest (Ern) was the eldest of 
five children. He was the only one to 
have sons to carry on the Cory name. 
His descendants were three sons, 4 
granddaughters, 1 grandson, and 6 gt 
grandsons and 8 gt granddaughters. 
Members Brenda Miller and Colin 
Cory are two of his grandchildren. 
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John George Burrell-Corey’s  
photograph and details of this 
young soldier’s Army records 
and death were on the front 
page of the April Newsletter 
(No 63) in the article “Soldiers 
Who Died in WWI”. John, 
known to the family as 
George, was the son of Joseph 
Burrell Corey & Anna Maria 
Jackson. George was the eldest 
son of five children. 
 
Since finding out where his 
uncle George was buried, Bob 
Burrell-Corey and his wife 
Betty would dearly have liked 
to pay their respects. So on 
hearing that their nephew, 
Alan Burrell, and his wife, 
Sandra, would be travelling 
through France on their way 
back from holiday in Austria 
Bob asked if they would be 
able to make a detour to visit 
the grave.  This they did, and 
later placed a British Legion 
poppy on a cross from the 
family in front of the stone in  
remembrance .  
 
Bob said: “What a joy to see 
photo's of dear George's 
resting place, nice to know the 
graves are still looked after so 
well, and set in a now 
beautiful area! I fear Betty and 
I may never have the chance to 
visit ourselves, but it is a 
pleasure to know what we 
have discovered. Thanks to the 
Cory Society, a boyhood 
mystery has now become a 
reality.” 

Above: St. Aubert British Cemetery 
 
and below:  
 
The grave of Private John George Burrell-Corey of the 
Royal Fusiliers 1st Bn.  

Photographs by Alan and Sandra Burrell. 

Memorial for John George Burrell-Corey 
From Bob Burrell-Corey 



The Cory Society December 2014 Newsletter No 65, Page 10 

Obituary: Arthur John Burrell-Cory       
(1927-2014) 

 

Margaret Goffin 

Uncle Arthur held a special place in my 
heart, as I know he did with all of my 
thirteen cousins. He was the youngest of 
the Norfolk Edgefield Burrell Cory 
family, son of Charles Henry Burrell 
Cory and Harriet Alice Parker. Despite 
twenty three years between the siblings, 
they were a close loving family of five 
girls and three boys and this closeness 
was passed down to my generation who 
all meet up regularly for Sunday lunch.  
 
The gatherings started after we realised 
that we only met at family weddings and 
funerals. There weren’t going to be many 
more weddings until the next generation 
grew up so when Uncle Arthur had a 
special birthday (his 80th) in August 
2007, he asked us all to join him at a local 
restaurant for Sunday dinner. We enjoyed 
it so much, we arranged another gathering 
before Christmas and then it became a 
regular event.  
 
When my cousin, Christine, started 
asking him questions about our family 

history he said, “Well gal, you ought to 
go steady  now. You never know what 
you might find out!” He was reassured to 
find that right back to the earliest 
ancestors traced, they were all married 
and as he described it, “dessant”. So he 
agreed to take part in the Cory DNA 
Project. There were lots of giggles on the 
day my cousin and I arrived with the kit 
to take the DNA swab! 
 
When I was a child my mother told me a 
tale about when Uncle Arthur was only a  
little boy most probably the age in the 
photo below. She said that he was digging 
for worms in the garden, and one 
wouldn’t come out of the soil. Heaving 

Arthur, the golden-haired boy, with his 
mother, Harriet, brother, Charlie holding the 

cat, and Freddie. 
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and tugging he cried in true Norfolk 
vernacular, “Hub, back there, bor!” I 
think that it was hearing my uncle 
described as a little golden-haired boy 
that helped it stick in my mind as he 
hadn’t got much hair by the time that I 
knew him. 
 
Years later I showed him a photo of a 
group of Edgefield men working in a 
cornfield. He laughed as he saw the very 
same men that he had worked with on the 
farm on leaving school at fifteen. He  
happily recounted two stories from that 
time. One particular day he had been 
working in the harvest fields. They were 
still using horses in those days and at the 
end of a long hot day, young Arthur was 

told to ride the horse back to the stables. 
He was taken by surprise when the horse, 
nearing the horse pond at the end of a 
hard day’s labour, gathered pace and 
galloped straight into the pond at high 
speed, and lowering its head to drink, 
catapulted ‘Boy Arthur’ into the water. It 
was all remembered with a hearty 
chuckle, as was the next tale about the 
time he was told to ride the horse down to 
the blacksmith in the next village. The 
foreman warned “He’s a steady ole hoss 
but mind what I say, he doesn’t like to be 
touched on the right rump.” 
 
“Off I went,” said Arthur, “All went well 
until I started for home. Well, you know 
the corner where the blacksmith used to 
be, real sharp it was and still is, so I leant 
round to see if the road to the right was 
clear, placing my hand on the horse’s 
rump to steady myself and blast bor, that 
ole hoss was off and didn’t stop till I got 
back to the farmyard. The ole hoss was 
all of a lather, and the foreman looked at 
me and he said, “Boy, you know what 
you have done, and I can see what you 
have done, so you can just stay here and 
wipe that hoss down until he cools off.” 
 
Arthur married Vera Dent in 1954 but to 
their great disappointment they could not 
have children and so were most loving 
and interested in their numerous nieces 
and nephews, and their offspring, from 
both of their respective families. They 
were a devoted couple so when Auntie 
Vera died in 2009 we were worried how 
Uncle Arthur would manage, but with the 
help of Vera’s family he was able to 
continue to live alone in the little terraced 
house where they had lived since their 
marriage in 1954. He was particularly 
proud to be asked to give away one of his 
nieces this summer, for as he said, he and 
Vera had no children, so he never thought 
that he would be able to escort a young 
bride down the aisle.   (continued overleaf ) 

Arthur in charge of the horse! 
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As Norfolk Co-ordinator I like to keep in 
touch with people who have contacted me 
in the past with enquiries about their Cory 
ancestors. I can then pass on anything new 
that I discover about their line or enquire if 
they have discovered anything new. One 
such contact is Richard Huggins whose 3 x 
gt grandparents, were James Cory (1760-
1837) & Mary Shingles of Aylsham, 
Richard is particularly good at contacting 
me when he finds something new about 
that family and did so when he  found a 
newspaper entry about James’s son, 
Thomas Shingles Cory (1788-1861) who 
was a baker in the town of Aylsham, 
Norfolk. (Norfolk Corys A7 NP) 
 
Richard had found on a website, a death 
notice in the Norfolk News of Saturday  23 
Feb 1861:  
CORY - On Sunday last after a long 
affliction, aged 73, Mr. Thomas Shingles 
Cory, of Aylsham. He served on board 
H.M.S. Bellerophon when Napoleon I 
surrendered to Capt. Frederick Maitland.  
 
As I had only previously recorded Thomas 
Cory’s occupation as a baker (as was his 
father and grandfather) this came as a 
complete surprise. I have not yet found any 
service record for Thomas but I know 
through parish records that he was in 
Aylsham for his marriage in 1817 and was 
still there for the baptism of his daughter 
the following year and remained there until 
his death in 1861. 
 
I must admit that my knowledge of the 
Napolean Wars is sadly lacking so I 
searched the Internet for more information.  
HMS Bellerophon was a 74-gun third-rate 
ship of the line of the Royal Navy. 
Launched in 1786, she served during the 
French Revolutionary and Napoleonic 

Wars, mostly on blockades or convoy 
escort duties. Known to sailors as the Billy 
Ruffian, she fought in three fleet actions, 
the Glorious First of June, the Battle of the 
Nile and the Battle of Trafalgar. She went 
out to North America as a convoy escort 
between 1813 and 1814, and in 1815 was 
assigned to blockade the French Atlantic 
port of Rochefort.  
 
Napolean Bonaparte escaped from Elba on 
26 February 1815 and landed at Golfe-Juan 
on the French mainland, two days later. 
The 5th Regiment was sent to intercept 
Napoleon and made contact just south of 
Grenoble on 7 March 1815. Napoleon 
arrived in Paris on 20 March and governed 
for a period called the Hundred Days. 
Napoleon's forces fought the allies, led by 
Wellington and Von Blücher, at the Battle 
of Waterloo on 18 June 1815.  
 
In July 1815, defeated at Waterloo and after 
quickly considering an escape to the United 
States but finding escape to America barred 
off the port of Rochefort, Charente-
Maritime, by the blockading Bellerophon, 
Napoleon made his formal surrender to the 
British Captain, Frederick Maitland.  
Napoleon came aboard "the ship that had 
dogged his steps for twenty years" to finally 
surrender to the British on 17 July 1815, so 
ending almost 22 years of nearly 
continuous war with France. It was 
Bellerophon's last seagoing service. She 
was paid off and converted to a prison ship 
in 1815.  Perhaps this is when Thomas 
Cory returned home to Norfolk? 
 
 
 

H M S Bellerophon 
From the Norfolk Co-ordinator 
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I wish that we had found more time to talk 
to Uncle Arthur about his time away from 
Norfolk, in the RAF on National Service 
and afterwards when he worked for the 
railway company (until the trains and line 
no longer came to Melton Constable 
Station) before, finally, joining an 
engineering company.  
 
We always thought of him as a typical old 
Norfolk Boy, with a heavy Norfolk accent, 
a gruff voice and a ready laugh. He worked 
hard on his allotment and played bowls 
winning a cabinet of trophies. 
Unfortunately he had to have both knee 
joints replaced due to arthritis but he made 
a point of walking around Melton 
Constable everyday to keep  active. Before 
his knee operations he had been Captain of 
the Bowls Club and was asked to rejoin as 
the team needed his expertise so he did for 
a few matches but he found that they were 
all “young-uns” and didn’t feel that he had 
much in common with them so retired 
gracefully with no regrets.  
 
He was great fun, a true raconteur and had 
a lovely singing voice. Years ago he used 
to be asked to sing at Melton Constable 
Working Man’s Club which was a few 
streets away from where he lived. After our 
last Sunday dinner together, his usual order 
of steak and chips, he departed to what he 
called the little boys’ room, and returning 
with his rolling gait, announced that he was 
going to give us a song. He serenaded us 
with three verses of Patsy Fagan singing 
unfalteringly, and then with a little nod, as 
if to say, there you are then, that’s your lot, 
he quietly sat down again to great applause. 
That song was one of his favourites, 
another being Distant Drums. He died 
unexpectedly the following month from an 
aneurism. We were all so glad that he 
enjoyed himself that day. 
 
At the end of July my nephew, John Jnr,  

 
had come from the Orkney Islands with his 
wife and young daughter to holiday in 
Norfolk. We decided to drop in and see 
Uncle Arthur. It was the middle of the 
afternoon and I was worried that Uncle 
Arthur, at  87 years old, would be having 
an afternoon nap but he had been watching 
a film on television, a Western, which he 
said were his favourites. Never-the-less, he 
was most welcoming although embarrassed 
that he hadn’t shaved and was missing a 
front tooth which he said, “had disappeared 
one night—I just woke up in the morning 
and it had vanished, never to be seen again. 
Well, what do you make of that?” he ended 
with a chuckle. We were all found seats in 
his small sitting room as Uncle Arthur 
asked after John’s father, with “How is the 
old bugger?” followed hastily with 
reddened cheeks and an apology to the 
ladies present for swearing. 
 
My brother John Snr., who was unable to 
travel from Orkney to Uncle Arthur’s 
funeral sent the following: "The passing of 
a family icon - a person you could never 
get enough of.  I have enjoyed knowing my 
Uncle Arthur for seventy years albeit from 
afar of late, exchanging humour and insults 
via telephone. The elder of the Edgefield 
Street clan will be sadly missed by all who 
knew him.” 
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MEMBERSHIP NEWS 

BIRTHS: 

Eliza Louise McCellan born on 19 
December at 7.45am, weighing 6lb 10oz to 
Louise Potton and Dan McCellan. Her proud 
great grandparents are Doug and Sylvia Fry. 
 
DEATHS: 

Arthur James Cory, died suddenly at home 
in Melton Constable, Norfolk on 14th 
September 2014, aged 87 years. The funeral 
was on 26th September at St Faith’s 
Crematorium at 12.30 pm.  The hymns at the 
service were Oh Lord my God! When I in 
awesome wonder, and Now thank we all our 
God. The Bible reading was from John 14:1-6. 
A tribute to Arthur was read by his niece, Doris 
Piper. There were floral wreaths from the 
family but at his request donations could be 
made instead to the East Anglian Air 
Ambulance. A donation in Arthur’s memory of 
£385.60 was raised. 
 
Malcolm Spencer Cory, died peacefully at 
home on 1st January 2015, aged 85 years. His 
funeral is to be held at the Church of the Good 
Shepherd, Four Marks on Saturday 17th 
January at 11.00am. Family flowers only 
please. There will be a collection plate in 
Church for donations to be given to Charities of 
Malcolm’s choice. Enquiries: Kemp & Stevens, 
01420 83177 
 
Eric Sydney Gitsham, passed away 
peacefully at home on 16th September 2014, 
aged 90 years. Beloved husband to Rosemary 
for 55 years. The funeral was held at Seven 
Hills Crematorium on Thursday, October 9th at 
3.45pm and conducted by the Reverend Val 
White. Music on entry was Beethoven’s Ode 
To Joy, with hymns Eternal Father, strong to 
save, and We plough the fields and scatter 
selected in memory of Rosemary and Eric’s 
sailing days and many happy years spent on 
their allotment. The Reading was from 
Matthew. At the end of the service, there was 
time for reflection as mourners remembered 
Eric whilst listening to Elgar’s Nimrod from 
The Enigma Variations. Family flowers by 
request but Rosemary asked that donations if 

desired be made to Trimley Station Community 
Trust, a project that they have both been 
involved with for many years. 
 
CHANGE OF E-MAIL ADDRESS: 

Sylvia Fry has changed her e-mail  
address. 
 
Bob Marhenke’s has a new e-mail address. 
Any messages to his old  email  address 
will be redirected. 
 

! MEMBERSHIP RENEWAL IS DUE 

THIS MONTH. PLEASE RENEW YOUR 
MEMBERSHIP BY RETURNING THE 
ENCLOSED FORM WITH YOUR  
CHEQUE.  
 

Resignation from the Cory Committee 
One of the things that has fallen by the 
wayside in this modern technological 
world is letter writing. In the past, all our 
society’s enquiries would come by post, 
now they come by e-mail. As in everyday 
life, it’s a much quicker and sometimes 
cheaper way to keep in touch with people 
although I for one love to get a letter! And 
if you want to know anything the World-
wide web is at your finger tips at home on 
your computer or, even if you are out and 
about, via mobile phones or I-pads.  Such 
has become the norm for family history; 
researchers are more likely to join a 
website such as Findmypast.co.uk, 
Ancestry.com or Genes Reunited than join 
a society.  
 
Those that discover the Cory website at 
www.corysociety.org.uk are directed to an 
e-mail address, cory@one-name.org which 
sends all enquiries to our Hon Sec Jean 
Hayes. We learnt very early on that it was 
not wise to have our own personal e-mail 
addresses on the Cory website as we were 
soon over-run with the dreaded spam. Jean 
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The American Cory Family Society 
are planning their event for the 
weekend of September 18-20, 2015. 
Those wishing to consider attending 
might fly into either New York City or 
Hartford, Connecticut.  Local 
connection details are still to be 
worked out (we won¹t leave anyone 
unattended!), but there is a train from 
the city and a ferry (for those with 
cars) from the Connecticut side, both to 
the Southold area.  While that region 
was once mostly potato farms, it is 
now a highly regarded wine-producing 
district, including the eponymous 
Corey Creek vineyard, which we will, 
of course, visit and sample (John Cory 
says “They offer my favourite 
Gewürztraminer”).  Other activities are 
still to be selected, and we welcome 
expressions of particular interest - here 
are some now under consideration: 
 
*  Bedell/Corey Creek Winery dinner 
*  Southold Historical Society visit 
*  Downtown visit: church for stone 
rubbings, old Corey lot and the actual 
Corey Creek inlet on LI Sound 
*  Maybe visit the old family farm at      
Hashamomack 
*  NYC tour (Ground Zero?) on one 
end or the other of the event 
*  Recitation and collection of 
personal histories and a book of them/
family recipes 
*  Viewing of the Grate Booke & 
other family relics that folks might 
bring 
*  Horton Point Lighthouse and 
Nautical Museum? 
*  Goldsmith's Inlet (beach, weather 
permitting) 
*  Charter cruise through the 
Hamptons? 

 
For further information, contact 
Samantha: e mail slc729@gmail.com 

UPCOMING EVENTS FOR 2015 
 
The English Cory Society 2015 Event: 
Marilyn Cory and Brenda Miller have once 
again volunteered to arrange an interesting 
event for members on behalf of the English 
Cory Society.  7th-9th June 2015 are the 
dates that we have set aside for this year’s 
event so that we can take advantage of the 
cheaper rate for booking mid-week.  
 
We have chosen Stratford on Avon this year 
for its connection with John Cory of Shottery 
(1763-1826) and his land holdings just 
outside Stratford upon Avon.  The latter 
being quite a busy tourist area it is important 
to get accommodation booked early. You 
will find more information in the Event 
Advance Notice form enclosed with this 
newsletter. 

then redirects the enquiries to the appropriate 
area co-ordinator. 
 
Sadly, Pam Cory, who for many years has 
been the Australian Coordinator on behalf of 
the Cory Society, has noted a drop in contacts 
and has therefore resigned from the 
committee. Pam says “I feel that the position 
of Australian co-ordinator has become 
redundant.  It has been a long time since 
anyone has contacted me with regard to any 
Cory information.  Because of this I should 
like to resign from this position on the 
committee.  Although I have not done much I 
have always enjoyed reading the minutes and 
knowing what has been happening. I will of 
course, continue to remain a member of the 
society.”  

The committee would like to thank Pam for 
all the contributions that she made since 
becoming Australian co-ordinator in 1998  
and all that she has done on our behalf in 
Australia. 
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